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  Preface


   


   


   


  About the Book, its Translation, Revision, and Romanization


  The Water Margin (Shuihu Zhuan) is a classic Chinese novel dating from the beginning of the Ming Dynasty in 1368 CE. Notionally written by Shi Naian (ca.1296–1372 CE), in the Chinese tradition of vernacular literature, it evolved under the editorship of many editors and commentators until it was published as a 120 chapter version in 1592 under the editorship of Li Zhi. In 1641, Shuihu Zhuan was published as a 70 chapter version under the extensive editorship and commentary of Jin Shengtan. Despite being banned by Imperial Edict at the end of the Ming Dynasty and again during the Qing Dynasty, the novel became one of the most influential of the “Four Great Classic Novels” of vernacular Chinese literature.


  Shuihu Zhuan was first translated into English by Pearl S. Buck in 1933 as All Men Are Brothers.1 Using Jin Shengtan’s 70 Chapter version, Buck based the title of her work on the famous quote from Confucius; “Within the Four Seas, all men are brothers,” which was quoted by several characters in the Shuihu Zhuan, since she believed that this quotation captured the true spirit of the novel. Buck believed that the literal translation of Shuihu Zhuan, the “Chronicles of the Water Margin,” to be meaningless for the English language reader acquainting themselves with the “Shuihu” story for the first time.2


  This edition of Shuihu Zhuan was originally published by the Commercial Press Ltd in Shanghai and translated by J.H. Jackson in 1937. It was this translation that gave the English language the title The Water Margin.3 J.H. Jackson’s translation of the 70 Chapter version improved several shortcomings of Pearl Buck’s initial translation. Unlike Buck’s version which impeded the narrative by her “artificial style” and “pedestrian progress,” Jackson managed to maintain the rapid pace of action in the story.4 However, there are shortcomings in Jackson’s translation, which have been attributed to his desire for literal exactness and his prosaic style which often compounded descriptive lines and passages into terse and abrupt statements.5 It is not known how long Jackson took to translate his version of Water Margin nor under what conditions did he work. Jackson’s original translation shows some degree of inconsistency in the translation of recurring titles or terms. It is possible that this is indicative of a hurried translation and publication process, though it is rather more likely given the enormity of the task, that that the process of translation was slow, perhaps taking years. It is rather more plausible that the task was secondary to whatever Jackson’s vocation was (Water Margin appears to be J.H. Jackson’s only known work), taking a long period of time and set aside from time to time, which may explain any minor inconsistencies. History may have also caught up with J.H. Jackson, since by 1937, China had already been wracked by ten years of civil war between the Chinese Communist Party and the Kuomintang government. Adding to the social chaos, after many years of Japanese incursions and skirmishes, tensions were beginning to reach boiling point. In 1932 the building of Jackson’s publisher, the Commercial Press Ltd in Shanghai was bombed during a Japanese air raid on the city. In July 1937 the Sino-Japanese War, ie China’s Second World War, broke out in earnest with a full scale Japanese invasion.


  Little is known about J.H. Jackson today, with which might otherwise provide an insight into his translation of Water Margin and his treatment of the contents. Jackson’s use of the English language does not present any particular flavor of idiom to suggest his nationality, though I do believe that he was American. Water Margin does use American spelling of the text (though this may simply be indicative of the origins of the Commercial Press Ltd as the American Presbyterian Mission Press) and in one instance, Jackson uses the phrase “Go tell that to the marines!”6 This phrase while British in origin, is mostly associated with an American usage, particularly after the 1927 film set in China, Tell It To The Marines. It is possible that Jackson, like so many translators of the period such as Pearl Buck, was himself a missionary or of a missionary family. There are perhaps some clues in Jackson’s translation of distinctly Christian terms such as “hell,” “Satan,” “God,” “devil,” and the like, for distinctively Chinese concepts, characters, and deities from mythology and folk religion or from Buddhism and Taoism. However, in the context of catering for the level of Sinological knowledge of the average 1930s reader, this in itself is again not particularly indicative of any philosophical or religious origin. Similarly, Jackson’s translation also uses what we may now consider to be degrading English language terminology of the early 20th century, such as the use of the word “coolie” for “laborer,” as well as more archaic Sinological terms such as “yamen runner” for “court aide.” Additionally, Jackson uses Anglophone terms and titles such as “Mr. Wu” and “Mrs. Wang” throughout the text which tends to sound awkward in the setting of Song Dynasty China. Similarly, it is absolutely perplexing why alone of all characters; Jackson translated the name of the infamous Ximen Qing into the literal translation of “Mr. Westgate.”


  Furthermore, there are some confusing inconsistencies in Jackson’s translation that have more to do with Sinological nuances than Jackson’s ability as a translator. Primarily these can be found in the interchangeable terms of “soldier” and “policeman,” as well as the blurred distinctions of titles and ranks of “Inspector,” “Lieutenant,” “officials,” “judge,” “magistrate,” and the like. This problem arises in the fact that until the 20th Century, there was no independent police force from the army or militia. Likewise, in pre-modern China, officials at all levels of the Imperial civil service held dual responsibilities of judicial and civil administration, and these distinctions can become blurred in the translation.


  Jackson’s own level of Sinological knowledge is therefore difficult to determine, given some of these Anglicizations, simplifications, perplexing errors and the need to cater for the average reader. However, given that he completed the mammoth task of translating the difficult text of The Water Margin in an admirably readable style, we can assume that Jackson’s Sinological knowledge, like his ability with the Chinese language was in fact, quite considerable. Contrastingly and with a precision that may actually have been pedantry, Jackson translated such obscuranta as of the names of Chinese star constellations into their English language equivalents, as well as expressing the “watches of the night” (the measure of time) in precise terms of twelve hour “AM/PM” time. Jackson not only translated the original Chinese measures of weights and distances such as jin, liang, and li into the English measures of taels (ounces) and catties (pounds) and miles as used in the Far Eastern and China trade, but also precisely converted their numerical values. Additionally, Jackson translated the poetic verse studded throughout Jin Shengtan’s version of Shuihu Zhuan into English rhyme and for the most part, managed to convey their meanings.


  In common with Buck’s translation, Jackson’s translation is somewhat sanitized compared to the Chinese text. Jackson originally omitted the vulgarity and the profanity of some of Water Margin’s most beloved characters such as Lu Da and Li Kui, and other minor characters of the common social classes, which gave the original Chinese text its vigor and verve. In doing so, Jackson removed the literary vehicle which allowed the reader to contrast the sober propriety of the well educated scholars (which Jackson naturally conveyed very well), with the vulgarity and profanity of the common soldiery and citizenry. At best and wherever possible, Jackson, like Buck provided literal translations of some of the more vulgar profanities or appellations, which conveniently and ironically, masked their true vulgarity. Likewise, in keeping with the Edwardian sensibilities of the pre-war world, Jackson omitted the more ribald descriptions of sexual seduction and intrigue, the vivid descriptions of death by arsenic poisoning, the blow by blow descriptions of the blood splattering disembowelment, dismemberment, and mutilation of murder victims, and the precise description of what Westerners considered the most barbarous of Chinese judicial punishments, the lingchi, the public “death by slow slicing” or “death by a thousand cuts.”


  In this edition of J.H. Jackson’s The Water Margin many of these shortcomings have been addressed. Retaining Jackson’s translation and therefore Jackson’s original narrative and voice as much as possible, this edition of Jackson’s Water Margin has been restored to a degree of its original grit and flavor as Shi Naian, Jin Shengtan, and other editors had intended in their telling of Shuihui Zhuan. I have translated and reinserted the sanitized descriptions of sexual seduction, the explicit descriptions of brutality and barbarity, and the profane voices of the thieving, scheming, drinking, fighting, pimping lower classes of Song Dynasty China. Similarly, the Chinese deities, Bodhisattvas, gods and demons have reclaimed their true names, as has the lecherous, over-sexed and ill-fated Ximen Qing.


  The more nuanced and archaic idioms such as “Go tell it to the marines,” “coolie,” “Mr.,” “Mrs.,” “Miss,” and “yamen runners” have been either neutralized or updated for the Sinologically aware 21st Century reader. Similarly, I have retained the still familiar old trade term of “tael” in preference of “ounce,” but replaced the now forgotten “catty” with the Chinese word for the pound, “jin.” Conversely, I have replaced the English “mile” with the now more familiar Chinese word “li.” Of the system of romanization of Chinese names and places, Jackson used the then standard Wade-Giles system. In this edition I have updated these proper nouns using the pinyin system, which is the official standard of romanization of the People’s Republic of China. I have also used a little more care and consistency (since I am neither caught up in a civil war nor a foreign invasion) in order to distinguish “soldiers” from “policemen” and county magistrates, city prefects, provincial governors from one another. Historical titles, correct in Jackson’s literal translation, but incorrect in their definitions have been corrected, so that Jackson’s “Imperial Tutor T’sai” is more accurately “Prime Minister Cai.” Likewise incorrect translations of titles such as “Minister of War” have also been corrected to “Marshal of the Imperial Guard.” Jackson also made explanations and comments in the form of in-text notes in parentheses. Some of these were quite awkward and at times superfluous. I have tidied these up by either deleting them or adding further comments of my own wherever they were required as footnotes. I have done this in order to distinguish my comments from Jackson’s. Any errors and omissions in this process of editing are of course mine alone.


  Readers of this edition must understand that this is in no way a new translation, or a reinterpretation of the Shuihu story. In my more fanciful and vain glorious moments, I see myself merely continuing the Chinese literary tradition of editorship and revision of Shuihu Zhuan rather than “changing” or “re-writing” Jackson’s The Water Margin. From Shi Naian, Shuihu Zhuan was passed through the editorship of many until the 120 chapter version reached Jin Shengtan. From Jin Shengtan, a 70 Chapter version passed into the English language through Pearl S, Buck, J.H. Jackson, and now from Jackson to me. In 1981, Sidney Shapiro the Brooklyn born US soldier, lawyer, and naturalized Chinese citizen translated the 100 chapter version of Shuihu Zhuan as Outlaws of the Marsh.7 This edition is excellent in its English translation, though given the mores of China and the United States in 1981, it does not do the more colorful gutter language its full justice. From 1994 to 2002, a new translation by John and Alex Dent-Young of the 120 chapter version was published as The Marshes of Mount Liang. This too is an excellent translation, with a restoration of the more vivid language of the Chinese text. One possible minor problem however, is the use of British idiom, such as:


   


  “Why are you staring at me mate?”


  The other replied: “I ain’t yer mate”8


   


  While it may be quite natural to the Dent-Young’s and I to refer to another person as “mate” in an ambivalent manner; and while it may be delightfully refreshing reading to those of us who use the British or Commonwealth idiom, it may be difficult for others not so accustomed.


  Therefore despite the excellent contemporary translations of the editions of Sidney Shapiro and of John and Alex Dent-Young, this version translated in 1937 by Jackson and now rejuvenated in 2009, remains the definitive English edition of the 70 Chapter version.


  In the following introduction to this edition, I have not attempted any scholarly analysis or criticism of either Shuihu Zhuan as a work of literature or of J.H. Jackson’s translation of The Water Margin. This has been comprehensively done by many others scholars over the last 650 years, and has been done much more skillfully than I am able to do. I have provided some very basic coverage of literary criticism of Shuihu Zhuan and those readers wishing to further pursue this fascinating field may consider beginning with the references that I have cited. I have also introduced Jin Shengtan and his 70 Chapter version of the Shuihu Zhuan, as well as the themes and concepts surrounding the story of Shuihu Zhuan and their importance in the Chinese socio-political order. I also discussed the nexus of the concept of bandit rebellions with the Chinese socio-political order and how these are central to the Shuihu Zhuan story, and the influence of Shuihu Zhuan in Chinese history.


  Finally, in the completion of this work, I must as always, thank Emma Runcie for her unconditional love and support. At Macquarie University, I must thank Professor Daniel Kane for the loan of his copy of the Shuihu Yuci Cidian which was of invaluable assistance. Just as importantly, I must also thank Professor Kane and Ms. Jennifer Cheng for guiding my Cantonese tongue through the finer points of the vivid gutter language of north China and the Central Plains.


   


  Edwin H. Lowe


  Macquarie University, Sydney


  2009


  

   


   


   


  Footnote


  1 Pearl S. Buck, All Men Are Brothers. (Shui Hu Chuan). Translated from the Chinese By Pearl S. Buck. Vol 1 & 2. (The John Day Company, NY. 1933).


  2 Pearl S. Buck All Men Are Brothers. (Shui Hu Chuan). Translated from the Chinese By Pearl S. Buck. Vol 1. (The John Day Company, NY 1933, reprinted 1968), p.v-vi.


  3 J.H. Jackson, Water Margin, (The Commercial Press Ltd, Shanghai. 1937).


  4 After Richard Gregg Irwin, The Evolution of A Chinese Novel: Shui-hu-chuan. (Harvard University Press, Cambridge. 1966), p96. For a more complete critique of Buck and Jackson’s translations see Ibid pp93-97.


  5 Ibid.


  6 J.H. Jackson, Water Margin, Vol 1, 5th Edition. (The Commercial Press Ltd, Hong Kong. 1976). p282.


  7 Sidney Shapiro, Outlaws of the Marsh, Written by Shi Nai’an and Luo Guanzhong. Translated by Sidney Shapiro. Vol. 1 & 2 (Indiana University Press and Foreign Languages Press, Beijing, 1981).


  8 John Dent-Young and Alex Dent-Young, Iron Ox: Part Four of The Marshes of Mount Liang. A new translation of the Shuihu zhuan or Water Margin of Shi Nai’an and Luo Guanzhong. (Chinese University Press, Hong Kong, 2002). p82.




  Dedication


   


   


   


  To little Harry,


   


  25th Generation of the Liu clan of Zhongshan, Guangdong;


  5th Generation of the Lowe family of Sydney, Australia;


   


  67th generation descendant of Liu Bang,


  The leader of the bandit rebellion who slew the snake near Mount Mangdan and who became Gaozu, the first Emperor of the Han Dynasty in 202 BCE;


   


  with love.


  



  Introduction


   


   


   


  “The young should not read The Water Margin, and the old should not read the Romance of the Three Kingdoms.”


  The power of literature in the tradition of the “Four Great Novels” of China, is such that this popular axiom acts as a warning about the nexus of fiction and politics in the Chinese tradition.9 Not only does this axiom warn against the nature of the plots and contents of two of these novels, but in doing so it also serves to illustrate the way that these novels have mirrored and at times, shaped the very course of Chinese history itself. In the Confucian society of China, the themes contained in these great novels—of loyalty, righteousness, and brotherhood, were a dangerous source of inspiration and example. Drawing upon those fundamental threads of Confucian values, for the old, the intrigues of strategy, politics, and war in Romance of the Three Kingdoms are a dangerous source of inspiration for those who seek glory when they should be better wisely governing the state. To the young, the gravity of those fundamental Confucian values, mixed with the heady tales of heroes, acts of justice and revenge against corrupt officials, The Water Margin could only teach the most dangerous of the Confucian values—the right to rebellion.


  The Water Margin (Shuihu Zhuan) was first published as a novel ca.1368 CE, at the end of the Yuan Dynasty and the beginning of the Ming Dynasty. Compiled from a variety of plot lines from oral storytelling and Yuan Dynasty dramas, The Water Margin is based on the historical bandit, Song Jiang and his followers who were active during the reign of the Huizong Emperor (1100–1126 CE) during the Song Dynasty. Edited and reconceived as a vernacular novel amidst the chaos of the final years of the fall of the Yuan Dynasty, The Water Margin was published in a period marked by grinding poverty and suffering for the peasant population, of lawlessness and disorder of a society and government in disarray, and of large scale peasant uprisings against the Mongol occupation of the Yuan. Like the historical Song Jiang, The Water Margin follows the fortunes and adventures of the bandits of Liangshan Marsh, set in the final years of the Northern Song period in the reign of the Huizong Emperor, shortly before the loss of northern China to the invading Jurchens. The 108 bandit leaders are a disparate group originating from every level of society, ranging from minor officials of the Imperial civil service, the scholarly gentry, and Imperial army officers to assorted Taoist and Buddhists clerics, policemen, inn keepers, and soldiers. Despite their different origins, they are united as upright and virtuous Confucians, driven to become outlaws or refugees from a harsh, unjust society and the corrupt officials of the Song government. Beloved by ordinary people and feared by officials, the bandits sally forth from the marshes surrounding their base at Mount Liang (Liangshan), to restore justice and order to the land. Robbing from the rich and the corrupt and redistributing to the poor and the virtuous, the bandits of Liangshan Marsh act in the name of loyalty to the Emperor of the Song, whom they believe to be shielded to the injustices of his corrupt officials and the suffering of his subjects.


  The Water Margin, like many of the vernacular novels of this new literary form of the Ming Dynasty shares a common thread of embellishing and further mythologizing known or acknowledged historical events, mixing historiography with fiction, folk tales, and popular legend. Most importantly these historical novels, particularly The Water Margin, are framed within the context of the Confucian moral order, so that like the equally loved Romance of the Three Kingdoms (Sanguo Yanyi) our heroes, formed out of a band of sworn brothers, are the epitome of Confucian virtue, fighting against the evil and the unvirtuous. For the readers of Ming China, the themes of loyalty, righteousness, fidelity, and benevolence were the very fabric of the ethical values of the Confucian socio-political order. Much more than a simple story of righteous rebellion and virtuous bandits, The Water Margin is essentially a story about the expression of Confucian virtues. Despite the brutality and the violence on the surface of the story, the inherent values of Confucianism lend gravity and meaning to the story that remains one of the most beloved of the Four Classic Novels of Chinese literature some 650 years after its first publication. Even today, despite the best efforts of the radicalism of the Chinese intellectual revolutions of the 20th Century, these themes still ring at the core of the Chinese system of values.


  At its core, the Confucian socio-political order is an ethical system based on a framework of reciprocal moral obligations and the observance of core values, based on the foundation works of Confucius (551–479 BCE) and Mencius (372–289 BCE). By the time of the Song Dynasty, through a syncretic adsorption of metaphysical concepts derived from Buddhism, Taoism, and folk beliefs, Confucianism had developed into an all encompassing ethical and moral system which emphasized social order and the role of the individual as a part of a greater social and cosmological whole. The individual’s role in the Confucian system was however, critical to the greater social whole and the Confucian system was based on an internalized individual self-regulation, rather than a system of external regulation such as a binding legal system. In the Confucian socio-political system, the individual was required to cultivate and regulate “the self,” ethically and morally through the observation of the virtues of benevolence, righteousness, propriety (eg ritual or etiquette), loyalty, wisdom, trust, and filial piety. The Confucian socio-political system was grounded in the Five Cardinal Relations, that is the key relationships between the ruler and minister; father and son; husband and wife; brother and brother; friend and friend. Socio-political order could only be brought about by the act of the individual actively cultivating these cardinal virtues and acting ethically and morally within the framework of the Five Cardinal Relations. Therefore through self-regulation, in accordance with Confucian values, socio-political order would radiate and diffuse outwards into the complex web of interpersonal relationships of society. It would begin with self-regulation then extend into the family and then outwards still between members of society, through the rigid strata of society between the ordinary people and the scholarly civil service (who were selected by merit on their knowledge and interpretation of the Confucian canon) and ultimately through to the Emperor himself. It was a system of socio-political order that was not only based upon the family, but moreover, it was a social-political system that was an extension of the family. This was not however, a one way flow of obligation. Harmony in society could only be obtained by the mutual and correct conduct of reciprocal obligations by all members of society. As in a family, the Emperor and the ruling elite of the Confucian scholars were expected to demonstrate, instruct, and exemplify Confucian virtue. Indeed above all others, the Emperor and his ministers were expected to be the paragons of Confucian virtue and behavior.


  In a socio-political order based on the web of mutual expectations and reciprocal obligations, the political implications of this system are quite clear. While society was obliged to demonstrate loyalty and maintain a subservient, filial position to higher authority as in a familial structure, just as critically, there was an expectation that the Emperor and his ministers would rule in accordance with the Confucian virtues of benevolence, righteousness, wisdom, propriety and trustworthiness. In the Confucian socio-political order, the failure or the absence of ethical and moral example from the Emperor and ministers resulted in a systemic discord throughout society, leading to a breakdown of not only ethical and moral values, but of ethical and moral behavior, leading to civil and social disorder. It was in effect, a loss of the Mandate of Heaven.


  The concept of the “Mandate of Heaven” is one of the oldest of political concepts and it was developed during the Shang (1600–1046 BCE) and the Zhou Dynasties (1045–256 BCE). The Mandate of Heaven was the legitimization theory of rule which determined that political legitimacy of the King (and later Emperor) was derived from the approval of “Heaven.” Accordingly, the King, or the “Son of Heaven” (Tian Zi), was charged by Heaven to rule “All Under Heaven” (Tianxia) and to care for the people. Conversely, if this socio-political contract was not fulfilled; if the King did not rule wisely or care for the people, Heaven would indicate the loss of the Mandate of Heaven through signs and portents such as natural disasters (such disasters as floods from neglected levee banks, famine from failed crops and the absence of famine relief, may be interpreted in the modern day as the results of the neglect of public infrastructure and administration). Just as importantly the loss of the Mandate of Heaven would also be demonstrated by the loss of the approval and support for the King from the ordinary people. It was Mencius, the “second sage” of Confucianism, who consolidated much of the pre-Confucian and early Confucian thought and articulated the concept of the Mandate of Heaven in Confucian terms which would persist to the present day. In articulating the Mandate of Heaven in Confucian terms “Heaven sees as the people see, Heaven hears as the people hear,”10 Mencius entrenched the concept of “the right to rebellion” within the Confucian socio-political framework. Therefore, the failure or the absence of Confucian virtues from the King or the Emperor would ultimately lead to socio-political chaos, with a systemic failure of society and order. Consequently these human indications, along with the signs and portents directly from Heaven itself, would point to the loss of the Mandate of Heaven, and signal the right of the people to rebel and install a new leader chosen by the people and approved by Heaven.


  It is here in this reciprocity of the Confucian socio-political order and the loss of the Mandate of Heaven that lies at the core of The Water Margin story. In The Water Margin we see the breadth of these Confucian virtues laid out for our heroes to display, and the lack of those virtues in our villains and wider Song society. Just as the villainous ministers, corrupt officials and the cruel and uncaring society demonstrate the loss of Confucian virtue, The Water Margin portrays the bandits of Liangshan Marsh as rebels within the Confucian political framework. The Liangshan bandits are loyal, virtuous, righteous and benevolent rebels, committing their crimes and sometimes atrocities against the unjust (and paradoxically, many innocent bystanders) in the name of loyalty to the Song Emperor and the Song state. Similarly, there also the bandits who commit crimes of astonishing barbarity and brutality in the name of Confucian virtues such as filial piety, loyalty, and righteousness against adulterous women and their lovers and against those who have exploited or harmed the innocent. Their acts of violence, their atrocities, and even acts of sadism are carried out on the unjust and unvirtuous as acts of virtue, righteousness, and loyalty in themselves, without any sense of contradiction.


  While the Liangshan heroes serve to illustrate uncompromising expressions of Confucian virtue, the fates of the victims of their “crimes of virtue” serve to illustrate the consequences of when even the most virtuous behaviors are taken to the extreme. The most obvious examples of this form of “extremist Confucian virtue” are clearly found in the fates of the adulterous women, Yan Poxi, Pan Qiaoyun, and Madame Lu. Each are not only murdered in the name of Confucian virtue, but they are also subjected to the most barbarous and brutal of treatment, including disembowelment and dismemberment (and in one instance, being literally torn apart by bare hands). Likewise, the inherent barbarism of extremist Confucian virtue can also be found in the form of officially state sanctioned punishment. The associated stories of the corrupt and unvirtuous, while serving a purpose of highlighting the Confucian virtue of the heroes, also provide a glimpse of the drudgery and misery of life in a society of a dynasty in decline.11 We see women such as Yan Poxi forced by poverty to act as mistresses for rich men, while other people such as Old Jin and his daughter are mercilessly exploited by bullies such as the Butcher Zheng.12 In the notionally virtuous Confucian state with a meritocratic civil service, we find the unvirtuous promoted to the highest offices in the state, such as Prime Minister Cai Jing, while the worthless are likewise promoted to high office through flattery and patronage, such as the idler Gao Qiu, whose only skill is his ability to impress the Crown Prince (and later Emperor) at football.13 We find that a lack of virtue is systemic throughout the corrupt state and government, with almost every level of senior and minor civil servants, ranging from ministers and magistrates to policemen and prison guards open to bribery, corruption, calculated brutality, and negligence to duty and to the law.


  The portrayal of the most strident of the rebels among the Liangshan Marsh bandits as the most upright of Confucian characters is juxtaposed against the corruption of officials, the abuse of power, sexual infidelity, and moral decay. In doing so, we are reminded of the consequences of the collapse of reciprocal expression of loyalty, fidelity, and benevolence from the state. Therefore when we view the characters and the storyline in The Water Margin through the context of rigid Confucian values, we begin to appreciate the “virtue” in some of the seeming “unvirtuous” heroes. In Song Jiang, the eventual head of the Liangshan bandits, we have a clear model of Confucian virtue. A clerk of a county magistrate’s court (and therefore a genuine Confucian archetype), Song Jiang is renowned throughout the land for his filial piety, benevolence, compassion, and generosity; he is the help of the poor and the helpless. Even after he accidentally kills his greedy mistress (whom he keeps out of compassion for her poverty) and is forced into banditry to escape corrupt officials, Song Jiang yearns for Imperial amnesty and a chance to resume his Imperial service. Similarly, the clearly virtuous heroes such as Lu Junyi, Lin Chong, Wu Song, and Dai Zong also become outlaws when they become the unfortunate victims of corrupt officials or commit crimes in the name of Confucian virtue against the unvirtuous or the corrupt. In contrast to these exemplars of virtue, it is sometimes harder to see the virtue in the vulgar, hard drinking, hard swearing, and hard fighting characters of Lu Da (Zhishen) and Li Kui. However, underneath the surface we do see their virtue shining through, despite their rough and sometime brutal personae. While they may be rough and ready soldiers, they are undoubtedly loyal and righteous—Lu Da is a help of the helpless, and Li Kui really does love his mother.


   


  Commentary and editorship of Jin Shengtan


   


  The authorship of The Water Margin is normally ascribed to Shi Naian (ca. 1296–1372 CE), though there has been substantial debate as to its true authorship. Some commentators consider Shi Naian as a non de plume of Luo Guanzhong (ca. 1315–1400 CE), the author of Romance of the Three Kingdoms (Sanguo Yanyi), while yet other commentators consider The Water Margin to be a collaborative effort between Shi Naian and Luo Guanzhong.14 Throughout the Ming Dynasty, The Water Margin was further edited and commented upon by various editors until it reached its most definitive form in the 120 Chapter version edited by Li Zhi ca.1592.15 In the two hundred and fifty odd years until 1641, the story of the Liangshan Marsh bandits followed the adventures of the heroes becoming outlaws, rebelling against the corruption of local officials and then being amnestied and pardoned before entering the service of the Imperial government.


  However, in 1641, Jin Shengtan published the penultimate evolution of The Water Margin by excising the final fifty chapters of the text where the Liangshan bandits gain their pardon and enter into the Imperial service. Jin Shengtan’s 70 Chapter version, complete with his extensive commentaries and interpretations, provided the most conceptually and literally unified version of the story to date. By its very nature as a collection of historiography, oral stories, and folk tales, the previous versions of The Water Margin lacked a degree of intellectual and literary cohesion. In his editing and commentary, Jin Shengtan consolidated The Water Margin and produced a version which not only illustrated the notion of Confucian virtue among the bandits, but also very clearly condemned banditry and rebellion. In Jin’s version, despite the expressions of Confucian virtue and the dreams of an Imperial pardon by bandit leaders such as Song Jiang or the “big talk” of the likes of Li Kui of overthrowing the Song Emperor and establishing a new dynasty, the ultimate fate of the bandits is very clear. In Jin’s revision of The Water Margin text and his extensive commentaries, there is only one fate for outlaws.


  In Jin Shengtan’s preface to his edition, Jin not only condemns the bandits as a group, but also condemns the work of prior authors and editors for stressing the virtues of loyalty and righteousness in the conduct of the bandits.16 Jin Shengtan’s editing of the story went as far as even composing the closing scene that unambiguously stamps his “authorship” onto the 70 Chapter version. In this final scene, bandit leader Lu Junyi, on the very night of the banquet celebrating the destruction of the corrupt local officials that would otherwise conclude the novel, dreams of the execution of the bandit leaders. As he looks up just before his execution he sees a sign which states “Universal peace throughout the kingdom.” Jin Shengtan’s message is crystal clear. With shocking abruptness, the reader—enthralled with the story and expecting more from the triumphant and vindicated bandits, such as the long awaited Imperial pardon or the appointments to Imperial service by a grateful Emperor—is confronted with a stark moral lesson.17 Despite the portrayal of the worthy band as righteous and virtuous heroes, there are in fact, no amnesties or pardons for outlaws, bandits, and rebels.


  While Jin Shengtan evidently sympathized with the misfortunes of some of the bandits and even admired them as individuals, Jin’s sympathy for the individual characters is weighted against his unambiguous condemnation of outlawlessness and banditry.18 This is the key to understanding the oscillation between Jin’s ambivalence and sympathy, which is so apparent in his treatment of The Water Margin that it survives even the most stringent reworking of J.H. Jackson’s translation. In Jackson’s translation of The Water Margin we can still read Jin’s working of the story, such as his undermining of Song Jiang’s values of loyalty and justice at every turn, by contrasting it with expressions of callousness and barbarism, both on the deserving and the innocent.


  In understanding the nature of the drastic editing and revision of Jin Shengtan’s Water Margin story, we need to consider the time in which Jin was working on this text and the nature of the man himself. Jin Shengtan’s 70 Chapter version was published in 1641, which was the version first translated in English by Pearl Buck as All Men Are Brothers (1933) and the basis of this translation, The Water Margin by J.H. Jackson (1937).19 At the time of the publication of Jin’s 70 Chapter version in 1641, the once great Ming Dynasty was in its terminal years. In 1630, Li Zicheng of Yanan in northern Shaanxi province (which features early in The Water Margin and again prominently in later Chinese history), led a peasant uprising against corrupt local officials, against a backdrop of a terrible famine. Raising a large army, Li Zicheng’s peasant rebellion ravaged a large part of northern China, while the Ming armies, underpaid and suffering from poor morale, in addition to the simultaneous problem of facing the invading Manchus in the northeast, were unable to suppress the rebellion. In 1644 Li Zicheng’s armies entered the Ming capital of Beijing without opposition, where the last Ming Emperor, Chongzhen hanged himself. In the same period, Zhang Xianzhong led an uprising against the Ming which ravaged southwestern Sichuan province and left it devastated for decades to come. Against the background of the social chaos and disorder accompanying the fall of the Ming Dynasty, it is little wonder that Jin Shengtan professed such ambivalence against the bandits of The Water Margin.


  Born in 1610 in a poor family of the scholarly gentry class, Jin Shengtan received an education at a village school, rather than by a private tutor. As was normal in pre-modern China, Jin Shengtan received an education in the Confucian classics, in part directly from his father, a scholar, which naturally provided him with the necessary knowledge of Confucianism to enable him to ultimately pass his county level xiucai degree in the Imperial examination system. Why he did not pursue or achieve an advanced level degree at the provincial or Imperial Court level is unknown, but there are perhaps clues to this in his ultimate choice of a literary career. Unlike other scholars, Jin eschewed the Confucian classics, having been bored with them since childhood and preferring to delve into the vulgar realm of popular vernacular novels, armed in part with an appreciation of Buddhist and Taoist literary works, which he read as a child during periods of illness from school.20 Having obtained his xiucai degree in his late teens or early twenties, it may well be that Jin preferred not to continue the typical process of a further ten or fifteen years of scholarship necessary for success in the advanced degrees of the Imperial examination system. There is no reliable evidence of Jin having ever held public office, the goal of Confucian scholars, even at the county level to which he was qualified.21 Far from abandoning scholarship per se, it was in this time that Jin began his literary career, beginning work on The Water Margin which had enthralled him since the age of eleven. Additionally, it is also noted that Jin turned his vast knowledge of orthodox Confucian classics, as well as his extensive knowledge of historiography, popular literature, Buddhism, and Taoism against noted public lecturers, hectoring and ridiculing them to the delight of gathered crowds.22


  The fall of the Ming in 1644 when he was in his mid-thirties and at the prime of his life, prompted Jin like many other Ming loyalist intellectuals, to reject public office under the new Qing Dynasty established by the conquering Manchus.23 How Jin supported his family in his rejection of public life is not known, although it has been supposed that he passed his time in intimate conversation with friends and writing in solitude, much like Shi Naian did, as related in the preface to the 70 Chapter version. This preface, presented as having been written by Shi Naian, was in fact composed by Jin himself. Therefore it is reasonable to expect that there may be some element of an autobiography in it. What is known is that while Jin may have rejected public office, unlike the “Shi Naian” of his fake preface, he certainly did not reject an intellectual interest in politics. From his humble, but satisfying household by the river depicted in the Water Margin preface, Jin Shengtan continued to turn his intellect to his literary work. In 1660, at the urging of his son, Jin began work on his analysis of the works of China’s greatest poet, the definitive Confucian scholar, Du Fu of the Tang Dynasty. It was to be Jin’s final and uncompleted work.


  In 1661, perhaps inspired by his core Confucian principles or by Du Fu’s example of a diligent Confucian scholar willing to admonish the Emperor at the risk of his own life, Jin became involved in an episode of civil unrest which was to cost him his life.24 Jin Shengtan joined over a hundred scholars in protest over the excesses of the new Suzhou magistrate, who had imposed harsh penalties for late payment of taxes and who had been selling taxed grain for personal profit. Taking advantage of a gathering of all of Jiangsu province’s officials to mourn the passing of the Shunzhi Emperor, the scholars marched onto the home of the Prefect of Suzhou where the officials were gathered, collecting a over a thousand supporters along the way, demanding the resignation of the magistrate. Jin escaped the arrest of the leaders of the protest, after which the magistrate confessed that he had taken his unjust and illegal actions only to fund the gifts demanded of him by the provincial governor. To cover his own complicity the provincial governor reworded the magistrate’s confession to justify the actions in the name of military exigencies and, at the same time, sent a memorial to the new Kangxi Emperor denouncing the protest as a deliberate show of disrespect to the late Emperor. The response from the Imperial Court was savage. The Qing had been shaken by an invasion force of Ming loyalists (some twenty years after founding the Qing Dynasty) under Zheng Chenggong also known as Koxinga who had occupied Taiwan. Having driven back the invasion force and sensitive to outbreaks of disorder and disloyalty, the Kangxi Emperor ordered special envoys to deal with this case. This time, Jin Shengtan did not escape the retribution of the officials. Arrested, beaten, and tortured, Jin and 17 other leaders of the protests, along with 103 traitors connected to the Koxinga invasion were found guilty of treason. Jin’s property was confiscated and his family exiled. Writing home, Jin reflected on how he had come to this predicament unintentionally, and spoke of the only reprieve being an amnesty, though he knew that none would be forthcoming. Jin, along with the other “traitors” were decapitated by being “blown from the guns.”25 With a perfect irony which could not have possibly escaped him, Jin Shengtan the virtuous Confucian scholar, like his literary counterparts, fell foul of the excesses of corrupt officials, and was executed for doing what he knew to be right.


   


  The Water Margin and the “Red Bandits”


   


  The web of crossover from history to fiction to history is a pattern that becomes clearly visible once we recognize and become accustomed to the continuum between Chinese historical fiction and Chinese history. Chinese intellectual tradition has always “taken history as a mirror as a guide to the present” and indeed the great historiography of Chinese history by Sima Guang (1019–1086 CE) was titled The Comprehensive Mirror to Aid in Government (Zizhi Tongjian, 1084 CE). The sense of historical consciousness is so deeply ingrained in the Chinese cultural system, that it has always influenced the nature of popular culture, as even a superficial glance at contemporary Chinese film, literature, and stage will attest. Early Ming vernacular novels were no exception, and together historical fiction and historiography have guided political and historical commentary since that time.26


  The power of The Water Margin and its theme of righteous bandit rebellion has resonated through the course of Chinese history, from its first publication some time around the beginning of the Ming Dynasty through to the modern day. In that time The Water Margin has long been an allegorical tool of historical and political commentary. Amidst the chaos of the final years of the fall of the Ming, an Imperial Edict was issued in 1641 by the last Emperor of the Ming, Chongzhen banning The Water Margin a mere three years before the final collapse of the dynasty.27 Despite official attempts, such as an Imperial Edict issued by the Jiaqing Emperor prohibiting the book, its printing, and distribution, The Water Margin was never wholly suppressed throughout the succeeding Qing Dynasty.28 In time, as is the tradition of dynastic cycles in Chinese history, another peasant rebellion, another band of outlaws rose against the dissatisfaction with everyday life, against the corruption and ineptitude of local officials, and challenged the dynasty itself. Just as Li Zicheng’s (1606–1645) peasant rebellion against the Ming marked the beginning of the fall of the dynasty, the massive Taiping Rebellion under its leader Hong Xiuquan (1814–1864), almost succeeding in toppling the Qing Dynasty, marking the beginning of its eventual fall. By the time of the final collapse of the Qing in 1911 and the subsequent chaos of Republican China, The Water Margin had developed a life of its own, adding further analogy and allegory to fuel the mythology of The Water Margin and its role in Chinese history. However, history had not quite finished with it.


  The Water Margin featured amongst the influential works read by a young well to do Hunan peasant boy named Mao Zedong in the final years of the Qing Dynasty. Mao later revealed to Edgar Snow in Red Star Over China (1937):


   


  “I knew the Classics, but disliked them. What I enjoyed were the romances of old China, and especially stories of rebellions. I read the Yue Fei Zhuan (The Yue Fei Chronicles), Shui Hu Zhuan (The Water Margin), Fan Tang (Revolt Against the Tang Dynasty), San Guo (Romance of the Three Kingdoms), and Xi You (Journey to the West, aka Monkey), while still very young, and despite the vigilance of my old teacher, who hated these outlawed books and called them wicked. I used to read them in school, covering them up with a Classic when the teacher walked past. So also did most of my schoolmates. We learned many of the stories almost by heart, and discussed and re-discussed them many times. We knew more of them than the old men of the village, who also loved them and used to exchange stories with us. I believe that perhaps I was much influenced by such books, read at an impressionable age.”29


  As the young Mao grew to adulthood, he fell into the radical intellectual revolution of the New Culture Movement following the establishment of the Republic in 1912 and later the May Fourth Movement of 1919. With his eclectic blend of peasant roots, traditional literature, and modern scholarship, Mao Zedong became one of the founding members of the Chinese Communist Party in 1921 and went to work alongside its Kuomintang (Nationalist Party) colleagues training and organizing a peasant response to the Chinese revolution. Mao recognized like no other Chinese revolutionary, the potential of the mass of China’s peasantry as a revolutionary force. Initially as a part of the Sun Yatsen’s Kuomintang regime in southern Guangdong province, Mao directed the Kuomintang Peasant Movement Training Institute in the Kuomintang capital of Guangzhou (Canton). In August 1927, during the Kuomintang’s march north on the Northern Expedition to reunify China under its new leader Chiang Kai-shek, the Kuomintang turned against its Communist allies. As the vast majority of Communists were being slaughtered in the urban centers of China, Mao Zedong led a Communist peasant rebellion in Hunan, known as the Autumn Harvest Uprising. Like Communist resistance throughout China, Mao’s peasant rebels were outnumbered and outgunned. Badly mauled and forced to retreat from their base in Hunan, Mao regrouped his forces with the surviving forces of Zhu De in the Jinggang Mountains of Jiangxi province, to form the Chinese Workers’ and Peasants’ Red Army.


  In the struggle of Mao and Zhu’s Red Army against the Kuomintang government during the Chinese Civil War, the analogy of The Water Margin with reality could not have been more apparent. It was as if The Water Margin was being yet again re-enacted, as the nascent Red Army collected various survivors of the Chinese Communist Party, dubbed “bandits” by Chiang Kai-shek, in the hills of Jiangxi. There at the Jiangxi Soviet, the Communists began regrouping the army and the Party, and re-establishing its revolutionary movement amongst the peasantry. From Jiangxi, surrounded and outnumbered, the Red Army along with several other surviving Communist forces broke out of their encirclement in 1934 and began the year long fighting retreat of the Long March. Covering the most extreme environments of southern, western, and northern China, the Long March meandered its way through rugged mountains and ravines, over snow capped high mountains at the edge of the Himalayas, over vast endless grasslands and swamps of hostile Tibetan homelands, and into the inhospitable deserts of the northwest. Fighting over much of the way, and suffering from battle casualties, desertions, and deaths through starvation and the absence of medical care, this government on the march began with some 80,000 men. When the survivors limped into Yanan in Shaanxi province in 1935, they numbered some 8,000 men. It was an incredible feat and a triumph of human endurance and like Valley Forge in 1778 or Gallipoli in 1915, it was to become the centerpiece of the foundation myth of a new nation.


  Undoubtedly, Mao Zedong carried a copy of The Water Margin with him on the epic 12,500 km fighting retreat.30 Certainly in Pearl Buck’s introduction to her 1933 translation All Men Are Brothers, she noted that, “Today, the newest and most extreme party in China, the Communists, has taken the “Shui Hu Chuan” and issued an edition with a preface by a leading Communist, who calls it the first Communist literature of China, as suitable to this day as the day it was written.”31 During the Long March, Mao Zedong gradually rose to prominence amongst the Communist leaders. While composing some of his most important writings on revolution and warfare, Mao liberally quoted from The Water Margin.32 Indeed at the time, Mao was accused by his opponents in the Central Committee of behaving like the Water Margin bandits.33 The analogy with The Water Margin is complete, with final destination of the Red Army being the barren and remote region of Yanan, the place of exile of Wang Jin in The Water Margin, and the birth place of the Ming bandit leader, Li Zicheng.


  At the base in Yanan, isolated and far from the Kuomintang government, the Communist Party further reconsolidated its strength with the support of the impoverished northern peasantry, drawn to the virtuous and liberating Red Army. The Red Army was built into a potent revolutionary force driven by the promise of a utopian “New China.” Like Song Jiang and his bandits of the 120 chapter version of The Water Margin, the “red bandits” gained a degree of amnesty in the truce and the tenuous united front with the Kuomintang against the Japanese invasion from 1936–1945. Unlike their literary predecessors however, Mao Zedong and his “red bandits” did not yearn for an Imperial pardon. Indeed, until the forced (and temporary) united front, the Kuomintang government had rather favored complete extermination of the “red bandits” over any form of amnesty.34 By 1946 with the war with Japan concluded, the civil war broke out again in earnest. Despite the superiority of its American Lend Lease equipment obtained ostensibly to fight the Japanese, the war was a disaster for the Kuomintang. Unable to manage spiraling inflation, unable to rebuild an economy crippled by twenty years of civil war and the war with Japan, represented by brutal and uncaring government officials, faced with massive government corruption at the highest levels and conscript soldiers who were simply unwilling to fight, the Kuomintang lost the Mandate of Heaven.


  On the other side, the Communists possessed their carefully renamed People’s Liberation Army, a force of peasant soldiers ideologically motivated with a personal stake in the revolution. It was trained to treat the ordinary people with the care and respect that they would have shown their own families, in a way that ordinary people had never experienced before in wartime. In contrast to the Kuomintang government’s ineptitude and inability to deal with pressing social problems, the Communists restored law and order in their “liberated territories,” taught the peasants how to read and write, redistributed food and land, and engaged the peasants in the revolutionary process. From the force of 8,000 ragged survivors of the Long March in 1935, the People’s Liberation Army swelled to some 4 million men by 1949, as peasants flocked to the revolutionary cause, and again like the Liangshan bandits, prisoners of war or defectors were either paroled or welcomed with open arms. Ultimately in October 1949, this peasant rebellion marched into the former Qing capital of Beijing. There, at the Tiananmen Gate of the Forbidden City of the Ming and Qing Emperors, Mao Zedong like so many peasant leaders of so many peasant uprisings before, proclaimed himself “emperor” and founder of a new “dynasty,” ushering in the People’s Republic of China.


  Even with the triumph of the Communist revolution, history had not finished with The Water Margin. In 1975, in the final gasps of the Cultural Revolution, when so much of the “old culture” of the traditional arts had been destroyed, The Water Margin was surprisingly revived and republished under the guidance of the radical leftist “Gang of Four” led by Mao Zedong’s wife, Jiang Qing. This 100 Chapter version was published despite years of criticism of “old literature,” complete with an introductory comment from Mao himself stating that “the guiding principle is that this is about rebelling against corrupt officials, not rebelling against the Emperor.”35 In what was to be the final year of the Cultural Revolution, the resonance of The Water Margin was again unmistakeable. For indeed, the darkest days of the Cultural Revolution in 1966–1969 had overthrown and all but destroyed “the government officials” of the Chinese Communist Party bureaucracy. The ranks of the Party, from the highest office in the land down, had been ruthlessly purged by Mao’s new generation of young revolutionaries, the radical “Red Guards.” Few of the veterans of the revolutionary struggle survived, as high office offered little protection, and those who did survive, did so only under the protection of “the emperor” himself, Mao Zedong. Promoted as “material for teaching by negative example,” The Water Margin, as a work of historical fiction was once again used as an allegorical teaching aid and as a “mirror to the present” to enable people to identify “capitulationists in their own day and age.”36


  The Water Margin was used by the Gang of Four to head a campaign against the lesson of Song Jiang’s “capitulation” to the “Confucian” and “feudal landlord classes,” in the seeking of amnesty and Imperial pardon. In the Byzantine environment behind the power struggle between the radical left of the Gang of Four and the moderates rallying behind the ailing Premier Zhou Enlai and Vice-Premier Deng Xiaoping, this period of revival of The Water Margin underscored a rapidly shifting yet uncertain future. The “emperor” Mao Zedong was, by this time, ailing himself and entering into the final year of his life. With the looming prospect of a titanic power struggle following Mao’s eventual death, the already waning influence of the Gang of Four radicals suggested a very real possibility of their being completely sidelined from power, as well as an abandonment of the hard won Maoist radicalism and a shift towards a more moderate social and economic system. In this climate, the Gang of Four, which still held influence over national cultural policy, used this “capitulationist” theme as a clear allegorical criticism of Zhou Enlai, the upright Confucian hero of the Chinese revolution, beloved of the people and their primary obstacle to power upon Mao’s death. Also targeted was Deng Xiaoping, Zhou’s heir apparent and the pragmatic economic planner who had been previously purged as a “reactionary” and “capitalist roader” and recently rehabilitated and reinstated.37


  In 1976, the most senior of the surviving veteran revolutionaries, the heroes of the earliest days of the Communist Party, Zhou Enlai, the “Prime Minister,” Zhu De, the “Marshal” and Mao Zedong the “Emperor” all died (in April, July, and September respectively). Echoes of allegorical criticism of Song Jiang’s “capitulation” were still heard in the purge of Deng Xiaoping, orchestrated by the Gang of Four following Zhou Enlai’s death in April 1976.38 However, Jiang Qing and the Gang of Four’s political aspirations came to naught as they were quickly arrested following Mao’s death by his successor Hua Guofeng, with the backing (or prompting) of the senior Generals of the People’s Liberation Army and the surviving elder revolutionary leaders. In the end, The Water Margin turned full circle. The classic that inspired Mao Zedong’s brilliant revolutionary and military works of the Long March and civil war became the absurd “final chapter of Maoist political culture” and the last gasp of Maoism itself.39


   


  Can The Water Margin still be used as a mirror to the present?


   


  At the time of writing, China is about to celebrate the 60th anniversary of the foundation of the People’s Republic on October 1st 1949. It has been 60 years since Mao Zedong and his “bandit army” marched into Beijing and founded a new dynasty. After all this time, is The Water Margin still relevant as a work of fiction that inspires, guides, and shapes history?


  In Chinese terms of 4000 years of recorded history, of Twenty-four Dynasties and two Republics, 60 years is nothing. 60 years merely marks the end of one complete cycle of the 60 year Chinese calendar of the Heaven Branches and the Earthly Stems. In China, dynasties can last for hundreds of years. As the Chinese nation celebrates in 2009, the Chinese government faces numerous critical, but familiar challenges. It must maintain equality in the share of the wealth of China’s massive free market economy. It must face the eternal challenge of corruption and of self-serving public officials. It must face the challenge of rising unemployment, especially amongst its highly educated young graduates. It must also face the social challenges of a large migrant population of perhaps some 230 million from the interior of the country that flock to work in the booming cities of the southern and eastern provinces and their factories and construction sites. It must face the challenge of providing equitable health care for a population of over 1.3 billion. It must deal with the challenge of providing clean air, water, and food for this enormous population. It must deal with the challenges of a population with a skewed sex ratio that currently stands at 1.2:1 boys to girls. This means that for every 10 million women, there will be 12 million men, for whom 2 million may not have a chance of a wife or family.


  What may be the result of an inability to successfully manage these challenges? Perhaps we can take history as a mirror to guide the present, and consider the traditional response of hungry, angry, and poverty stricken unmarried men. Perhaps we only have to turn to history, and the historical fiction of The Water Margin to find out.
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  List of the 108 Heroes at Liangshan Marsh


   


   


  	
          NAME

        

        	
          NICKNAME

        

        	
          FIRST APPEARS IN CHAPTER

        
      

  


  	
          An Daoquan

        

        	
          Divine Doctor

        

        	
          64

        
      
	
          Bai Sheng

        

        	
          Daylight Rat

        

        	
          17

        
      
	
          Bao Xu

        

        	
          God of Death

        

        	
          66

        
      
	
          Cai Qing

        

        	
          The Flower

        

        	
          61

        
      
	
          Cai Fu

        

        	
          Iron Arm

        

        	
          61

        
      
	
          Cao Zheng

        

        	
          Demon Carver

        

        	
          16

        
      
	
          Chai Jin

        

        	
          Small Whirlwind

        

        	
          8

        
      
	
          Chen Da

        

        	
          Leaping Tiger

        

        	
          1

        
      
	
          Dai Zong

        

        	
          Divine Traveler

        

        	
          35

        
      
	
          Deng Fei

        

        	
          Fiery Eyed Beast

        

        	
          43

        
      
	
          Ding Desun

        

        	
          Arrow Struck Tiger

        

        	
          69

        
      
	
          Dong Ping

        

        	
          Two Spears General

        

        	
          68

        
      
	
          Du Qian

        

        	
          Sky Feeler

        

        	
          10

        
      
	
          Du Xing

        

        	
          Demon Face

        

        	
          46

        
      
	
          Duan Jingzhu

        

        	
          Golden Haired Dog

        

        	
          59

        
      
	
          Fan Rui

        

        	
          Demon King of Disorder

        

        	
          58

        
      
	
          Gongsun Sheng

        

        	
          Cloud Dragon

        

        	
          14

        
      
	
          Gong Wang

        

        	
          Flowery Necked Tiger

        

        	
          69

        
      
	
          Gu Dasao

        

        	
          Tigress

        

        	
          48

        
      
	
          Guan Sheng

        

        	
          Great Halberd

        

        	
          62

        
      
	
          Guo Sheng

        

        	
          Rival of Rengui*

        

        	
          34

        
      
	
          Han Tao

        

        	
          Ever Victorious General

        

        	
          54

        
      
	
          Hao Siwen

        

        	
          Jing Mu An

        

        	
          62

        
      
	
          Hou Jian

        

        	
          Nimble Monkey

        

        	
          40

        
      
	
          Hu San Niang

        

        	
          Ten Feet of Green

        

        	
          46

        
      
	
          Hua Rong

        

        	
          Little Li Guang

        

        	
          21

        
      
	
          Huang Xin

        

        	
          Supressor of Three Mountains

        

        	
          32

        
      

* Xue Rengui (614–683 CE) was a famous general of the Tang Dynasty, renowned for his fighting ability and well-known in folklore.


   


  	
          Huangfu Duan

        

        	
          Purple Bearded Uncle

        

        	
          69

        
      
	
          Huyan Zhuo

        

        	
          Two Bludgeons General

        

        	
          53

        
      
	
          Jiang Jing

        

        	
          Marvelous Mathematician

        

        	
          40

        
      
	
          Jiao Ting

        

        	
          Disliked One

        

        	
          66

        
      
	
          Jian Dajian

        

        	
          Jade Armed Craftsman

        

        	
          38

        
      
	
          Kong Liang

        

        	
          Fiery Star

        

        	
          31

        
      
	
          Kong Ming

        

        	
          Restless Star (comet)

        

        	
          31

        
      
	
          Lei Heng

        

        	
          Winged Tiger

        

        	
          12

        
      
	
          Li Gun

        

        	
          Flying Great Sage King Monkey

        

        	
          58

        
      
	
          Li Jun

        

        	
          Muddy Water Dragon

        

        	
          35

        
      
	
          Li Kui

        

        	
          Black Whirlwind; Iron Ox

        

        	
          37

        
      
	
          Li Li

        

        	
          Hell’s Judge

        

        	
          35

        
      
	
          Li Ying

        

        	
          Striking Hawk

        

        	
          46

        
      
	
          Li Yun
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* Cash is the premodern form of holed Chinese coin.
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† A Chinese deity.
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  Foreword


   


   


   


  A man should not marry after thirty years of age; should not enter the government service after the age of forty; should not have any more children after the age of fifty; and should not travel after the age of sixty. This is because the proper time for those things has passed. At sunrise the country is bright and fresh, and you dress, wash, and eat your breakfast, but before long it is noon. Then you realize how quickly time passes. I am always surprised when people talk about other people’s ages, because what is a lifetime but a small part of a much greater period? Why talk about insects when the whole world is before you? How can you count time by years? All that is clear is that time passes, and all the time there is a continual change going on. Some change has taken place ever since I began to write this. This continual change and decay fills me with sadness.


  What excites pleasure in me is the meeting and conversing with old friends. But it is very galling when my friends do not visit me because there is a biting wind, or the roads are muddy through the rain, or perhaps because they are sick. Then I feel isolated. Although I myself do not drink, yet I provide spirits for my friends, as my family has a few fields in which we grow millet. In front of my house runs a great river, and there I can sit with my friends in the shadow of the lovely trees.


  I have four old women to do the cooking and household affairs, and also ten small boys who act as messengers. And when they have nothing to do they fill up their spare time in making brooms and mats.


  If all my friends came there would be sixteen, but because of the weather there are seldom more than six or seven here. When they come they drink and chat, just as they please, but our pleasure is in the conversation and not in the liquor. We do not discuss politics because we are so isolated here that our news is simply composed of rumors, and it would only be a waste of time to talk with untrustworthy information. We also never talk about other people’s faults, because in this world nobody is wrong, and we should beware of backbiting. We do not wish to injure anyone, and therefore our conversation is of no consequence to anyone. We discuss human nature about which people know so little because they are too busy to study it.


  My friends are all broad-minded, and well educated, but we do not keep a record of our conversations. The reason for this is (1) we are too lazy, and do not aspire to fame; (2) to talk gives us pleasure, but to write would give trouble; (3) none of us would be able to read it again after our deaths, so why worry; (4) if we wrote something this year we should probably find it all wrong the next year.


  I have written these seventy chapters of the Shui Hu40 just for my own pleasure after my friends had left, or when they had not turned up owing to the weather. I have had no preconceived plan, but have jotted these items down just as they occurred to me, sometimes when sitting outside near the bamboo fence, or at early dawn when lying on my couch in pensive mood. But someone may ask, “As you did not write down your friends’ conversations why have you written this book?” To which I reply (1) because it is just a hotchpotch, and cannot make me famous or even discredit me; (2) I have only done this to fill up my spare time, and give pleasure to myself; (3) I have written it so that the uneducated can read it as well as the educated; (4) I have used this style of composition because it is such a trifle.


  Alas! Life is so short that I shall not even know what the reader thinks about it, but still I shall be satisfied if a few of my friends will read it and be interested. Also I do not know what I may think of it in my future life after death, because then I may not be able to even read it. So why think anything further about it?


   


  Shi Naian


  

   


   


   


  Footnote


  40 The Water Margin.




  PROLOGUE


   


  Heavenly Teacher Zhang Prays for Cessation of a Pestilence; Marshal Hong Makes a Blunder in Releasing Demons


   


   


  Amid chaos of dynasties five,


  Peaceful days at last revive;


  Mountains and rivers are of yore,


  Benevolence of hundred years and more.


   


  Orioles sang in forest trees,


  Entrancing music filled the air;


  The people dressed in gorgeous silks,


  Contentment reigned everywhere.


   


  This poetry was written in the reign of Emperor Shenzong of the Song Dynasty by a famous scholar named Shao Yaofu. At the close of the Tang Dynasty, and during the succeeding Five Dynasties there was continual civil warfare. In the morning one General would be supreme, but by evening another General would be in power. Generals Zhu Quanzhong, Li Cunxu, Shi Jingtang, Liu Zhiyuan, and Guo Wei established respectively the Five Dynasties of the Later Liang, Later Tang, Later Jin, Later Han, and Later Zhou (A.D. 907–960). There were fifteen Emperors within fifty years. These frequent changes followed one after another until Zhao Kuangyin founded the Song Dynasty, and ascended the throne as Emperor Taizu. When this great man was born the sky was all red, and in the bedroom there was a fragrant smell. This was because the God of Thunder descended among the mortals.


  Taizu was a brave hero, and very intelligent. No Emperor from ancient times to the present can be compared to him. He was a well-made man, and conquered four hundred prefectures and regions. He swept the floor of the whole empire, and left it clean. He established his capital at Bianliang in modern Kaifeng, and laid the foundations for the succeeding eighteen Emperors of the Song Dynasty which lasted for three hundred years. Because of this illustrious feat of arms the scholar states that “the clouds were dispersed, and heaven seen again.”


  At that time there was a very virtuous and learned man named Chen Tuan living on the Western Sacred Mountain, Mount Hua, and he could foreknow the weather. One day as he was riding on his donkey down the mountain he heard a rumor that Chai Shizong41 had withdrawn in favor of Marshal Zhao Kuangyin who had ascended the throne. When he heard this he laughed so much that he rolled off the donkey. When his informer asked for an explanation he replied, “The empire will now be settled, and heaven, earth, and mankind will all be in harmony.”


  The Emperor Taizu ascended the throne A.D. 960, and for the following seventeen years there was general peace. He was succeeded by his descendant Emperors Taizong, Zhenzong, and Renzong. Now Renzong was the incarnation of the Barefoot Immortal,42 and when he was born he cried continuously, day and night. His father, Emperor Zhenzong issued an edict offering a reward to anyone who could cure the crying infant. When this became known in Heaven, the Great White Gold Star was sent down to earth, and metamorphosed into an old man. He tore down the Imperial edict, and said that he could effect a cure. An official took him to the court, where the Emperor gave him permission to see the sick baby. Upon entering the palace he picked up the royal infant in his arms, and whispered eight words into his ear. Immediately the royal infant stopped crying and the old man vanished in a gust of wind. The words he whispered were:


   


  For civil affairs there is a civil star,


  For military affairs a military star.


   


  As a matter of fact the Jade Emperor of Heaven, the great Taoist god had already sent two stars to assist this newborn infant in those affairs when he became Emperor.


  The Civil Star was incarnated in Bao Zheng who later became a scholar of the Longtu Academy, and also Prefect of Kaifeng. The Military Star was incarnated in Di Qing who became commander-in-chief of the expedition to the Western Xia Kingdom in modern Gansu. These two worthy ministers assisted the Emperor Renzong for forty-two years. During the first twenty-seven years the crops were abundant, and there was general peace and prosperity. Robbery was rare, and the people could always leave their doors open even at night. In fact the people enjoyed abundant happiness in those years. But who could know that great happiness would be culminated in sorrow? In the 28th year a grave pestilence afflicted the Empire, and a flood of petitions inundated the capital like a heavy snowstorm.


  In the Eastern Capital half of the people died. The Grand Secretary Bao Zheng offered a special medicine free, but with no effect. The pestilence spread, and increased its virility. The officials discussed the situation in the Council Chamber and when the Emperor gave audience they all entered the Grand Audience Hall where they all kowtowed together. The appointed minister asked what business there was to bring before the Emperor, and the Prime Minister Zhao Zhe, and the official Wen Yanbo stepped forward. The former spoke, “Just now there is a serious pestilence in this Capital, and a great many people have died. I request that in your benevolence an edict be issued pardoning all criminals, reducing all sentences for future crimes, and lessening all taxes. We also beg Your Majesty to offer prayers to Heaven to save the lives of your people.”


  The Emperor at once agreed to this, and added to the edict that in all temples there should be special prayers to Heaven to stop this great calamity. Although this was done the pestilence still increased its ravages. When the Emperor was informed of this he summoned all ministers to discuss the matter, and during the meeting of the Grand Council Fan Zhongyan spoke, “This great calamity is inflicting the people who are on the verge of despair. I suggest that we send for the Taoist, Heavenly Teacher Zhang at Mount Longhu, Jiangxi province, to offer special prayers here for the cessation of the pestilence.”


  The Emperor Renzong agreed, and ordered a Hanlin scholar to write the edict. He signed it with the vermilion brush, and handed it to Marshal Hong Xin to deliver it as the Imperial Envoy. Hong Xin fastened the edict on his back, held the Imperial incense in his hand, took about ten assistants, traveled by relays of horses, and soon reached Guixi County in Jiangxi province. He was met and welcomed outside the various towns he passed through by the local officials. A messenger had been sent in advance to advise Heavenly Teacher Zhang of the approaching envoy.


  Upon reaching Mount Longhu he was received by a big crowd of Taoist priests, with much beating of drums and gongs, much burning of incense, fluttering banners, and music. The temple abbot conducted the envoy into the Hall of Three Purities where the Imperial edict was respectfully received. When the envoy, Marshal Hong Xin, asked for Heavenly Teacher Zhang the superintendent replied, “The Heavenly Teacher is known as “Xu Jing” who has a pure and lofty nature. He is averse to soliciting favor, and has retired to a straw hut on the summit of the mountain where he cultivates his spirit.”


  “Then how can I see him about this important matter?” asked Hong Xin.


  “We can leave the Imperial edict here unopened while we discuss that matter in another room,” replied the superintendent.


  This was done, and the envoy took the seat of honor while attendants brought in tea and vegetarian food for all. After the meal the superintendent explained that the Heavenly Teacher had acquired the Tao and since he traveled on clouds, they never knew where he might be.43 They very seldom saw him at the temple so they thought it hardly worth while to advise him of the approach of the Imperial Envoy.


  Hong Xin explained what the edict was about, and asked how he could meet the Heavenly Teacher.


  The superintendent replied, “As the Emperor wishes to save the people you must carry out his orders. You must therefore purify yourself by fasting, dress in plain rough clothes, then go by yourself with the Imperial edict on your back, step by step up the mountain, and then you may have the chance of seeing the Heavenly Teacher. But if your heart is not truly sincere, that may spoil your chance of meeting him.”


  “Since I left the capital,” said Hong Xin, “I have been a strict vegetarian so how could my intentions be other than absolutely sincere? Such being the case I will follow your advice and go up the mountain tomorrow.”


  The following morning about 4 A.M. the priests prepared the fragrant water and invited the envoy to bathe. After bathing he put on new rough clothes and straw sandals; wrapped the Imperial edict in yellow silk and fastened it on his back; took a silver bowl with burning incense in his hands. He took leave of the priests and set off saying prayers as he walked. After some time the path became steeper, and he had to take hold of bushes and trees to pull himself up. He had traversed several summits, and began to feel extremely fatigued. It was now very hard walking, and he became hesitant as to whether to go forward or not. He thought of the pleasant, easy times he used to have in the Capital with rich varied food and comfortable beds. There he never wore rough clothes, and straw sandals, and was never tired like this. Why did they send him to experience such bitterness of soul? How could he find the Heavenly Teacher?


  He struggled on for about fifty paces more, but was now panting for breath. A strong gust of wind blew down the ravine, and roared through the pines. Just then he saw a tiger rush out from the trees, and was so afraid and startled that he fell down. The tiger examined the envoy, walked round him, but after roaring returned to the forest. Hong Xin lay there, his teeth grinding and his heart beating like “a chain of buckets raising water from a well.” His sensation became numb, and he seemed paralyzed. His legs could not move, and seemed like a defeated cock after a fight. He began to whine about his fate.


  But after a short time his spirits gradually revived, and he continued his walk. He was, however, still short of breath, and began again to complain of the hardness of the way. He muttered, “The Emperor gave me a very hard task,” but before he had finished this a very noxious wind burst forth. He stared round, and saw an enormous speckled snake rattling among some bamboos. He was startled and throwing away his bowl, fell down near a large stone, exclaiming, “I shall certainly die this time!” The snake glided towards him, and coiled up at his side. It showed a yellow light in its eyes, opened wide its mouth, and blew a poisonous vapor in his face. This so frightened him that he fainted, but the snake soon left him.


  When he regained consciousness he saw that his body was as chilly as having been thrown into an icy river. He soliloquized, “I was almost frightened to death! I never suspected that priest of deceiving me. What a shock I had! If I don’t find the Heavenly Teacher, I shall have something to say to that priest when I get back.” He, however, picked up his incense bowl, put on his headdress, straightened his garments, and prepared to try again. He had taken only a few steps when he heard the sound of a flute which was being played somewhere among the trees. Looking round he saw an acolyte riding on a yellow ox playing a flute, with a smiling countenance.


  Hong spoke to him, “Where do you come from? Do you recognize me?”


  The boy did not reply, but continued playing the flute.


  Hong asked the same questions several times, and at last the boy laughed and pointing his flute at him replied, “Have you come here to see the Heavenly Teacher?”


  “As you are only a cowherd how is it that you know my affairs?”


  “Early this morning I waited upon the Heavenly Teacher, and he told me that you had been commissioned by the Emperor to bring an edict here inviting him to go to the Capital to offer prayers to Heaven to stop the pestilence. He said that he was going to mount his stork, and fly off to the Capital at once. So I think he may have gone, and may not be at the temple. You need not go up the mountain as there are many poisonous snakes and fierce beasts on this mountain, which might endanger your life.”


  “You cannot lie to me,” said Hong, but the acolyte did not reply to this, and went on his way playing his flute.


  The envoy thought, “How can the boy know as much as he says, it may be that the Heavenly Teacher has told him to say this so as to test my perseverance. But as I have already met so many frightful things perhaps it would be better if I now get back.” So he retraced his steps.


  Upon reaching the temple at the foot of the mountain he was asked by the priests whether he had seen the Heavenly Teacher. He told them what frightful experiences he had had, and said he suspected them of merely trifling with an Imperial Envoy.


  “How dare we poor Taoists treat you disrespectfully?” replied the abbot. “These trials might have been arranged by the Heavenly Teacher to test your perseverance. The snakes and tigers on this mountain do not injure people.”


  “As I was going to struggle up the mountain, I saw a cowherd coming out of a pine forest on a yellow cow, playing a flute who told me that the Heavenly Teacher had flown away on a crane this morning to the Eastern Capital, and so I returned.”


  “What a pity that you missed such a fine opportunity! That cowherd was the Heavenly Teacher himself!”


  “In that case why did he appear in such a strange way?”


  “Because he is not an ordinary man. He is only young, but his supernatural power is unbounded. He is not a common person. His power is omnipotent. The people all praise him as the Master of the Tao.”


  “I am so ignorant that I have failed to deliver the edict.”


  “Never mind! As the Heavenly Teacher meant to go, I think the prayers may have been over and the pestilence already vanished when you get back to the Eastern Capital.”


  The Imperial edict was replaced in the cover, and put in the Hall of Three Purities. A feast was then prepared for the envoy.


  After breakfast the following morning the abbot suggested that they should stroll round the monastery for a sight-seeing. They did so, and spent some time going round all the temple buildings. One of these attracted Marshal Hong Xin’s attention. It was surrounded by a red mud wall; the entrance had a large red door with two leaves which were fastened by a very big lock. There were about ten strips of paper sealing the door, and these were all stamped with red seals; above the door was a board with four gilt characters, “The Subdued Demons Hall.” The envoy asked what the Hall was used for, and was informed that a previous Heavenly Teacher had subdued many demons, and imprisoned them there.


  “But why are there so many seals on the door?”


  “During the Tang dynasty the Heavenly Teacher Dong Xuan subdued the king of the demons, and locked him up inside this Hall. The succeeding generations have each added another seal so that is may never be opened. If those devils ever got out there would be a great calamity. Now about nine generations have passed, and no one ever attempted to tamper with this arrangement. Molten copper has been poured into the lock so that it is impossible to unlock the door. I have lived here for thirty years, and this is all that I have heard of but nobody knows what is inside.


  Marshal Hong Xin felt very curious at this, and had a desire to investigate so he said to the superintendent, “Please open the door, and I will see what this king of the demons is like.”


  “We dare not do that. Our former masters enjoined us not to open it and we cannot presume to disobey the order.”


  The Imperial Envoy laughed, and said, “Nonsense! You only falsely declare there is something strange, in order to deceive the innocent people. You purposedly arrange such places and tell people that demons are locked up inside so as to show off your spiritual powers. I have read hundreds of volumes of books, and yet have never read of the king of the demons being imprisoned here. There is no way by which man can know about the supernatural. I do not believe that the king of the demons is inside here. Quickly open the door, and I want see what this demon is.”


  The abbot still declined to do this, as he was afraid that somebody would be injured.


  Marshal Hong became angry, and pointing at the Taoists, said, “As you will not open the door I shall first report that you refused to obey the Imperial orders, and not allow me to see the Heavenly Teacher. Also I will say that you are falsely declaring that the king of the demons is imprisoned here, in order to deceive decent people. Your license will be canceled, and you will all be banished to some distant places.”


  The priests were all afraid of his great influence, and therefore they summoned servants to tear off the seals, and break the big lock. This was done, and when the door was opened they all went inside, but could not see anything because it was pitch dark there. So Marshal Hong ordered the servants to light about ten torches, and with these he made a close examination. There was not a single thing except a stone tablet in the center of the hall. It was about six feet in height, and was resting on a stone tortoise which was almost half in the soil. On the tablet were characters of the very ancient style, and they could not make out any of them. But upon examining the other side of the tablet they found four characters which read, “Open when Hong comes.” The Imperial Envoy Marshal Hong Xin was much pleased at this, and turning to the Taoists said, “You tried to obstruct me, but many hundred years ago they wrote my name here, and predicted that I would come here, and open the door. The fiends, I see, are imprisoned under this tortoise. Dig out the stone tortoise for me!”


  The Taoists were terrified at the order, and said that it was not safe to do such a thing.


  Marshal Hong was angry at this continuous obstruction, and abused them as ignorant. He insisted upon the excavation being begun immediately. As on the stone tablet it was stated that he would open the place so although the Taoists still objected they at last gave way, and told the workmen to dig. The men removed the soil and the tortoise. After digging about three feet down they unearthed a square slab of stone. Marshal Hong told them to lift it out, and in spite of objections from the Taoists, the stone was raised, and carried out of the hole.


  It was evident that the slab was the cover of a very deep well. Now that the cover was removed a loud strange noise was heard far down in the cavity, and instantly a black cloud shot out from below, breaking a corner of the roof of the hall, and escaped through the aperture. The cloud ascended very high in the sky, and then burst forth into more than a hundred rays of light and disappeared in all directions.


  All the spectators were astounded and rushed away from the hall. Even Marshal Hong was thunderstruck, and his countenance changed to a pale yellow color. He went out to the veranda where he met the abbot who lamented the result. Upon his asking what the demon was which had escaped the superintendent replied, “You do not understand. The fact is that our former Master Dong Xuan imprisoned here the thirty-six heavenly spirits, and seventy-two baneful stars which make a total of 108 fiends. The names of these fiends are inscribed on the stone in ancient writing. As they have now all been released they will bring calamity to the people. What are you going to do in the matter?”


  Upon hearing this Marshal Hong was covered with cold perspiration and trembled with fear. Without saying a word he went to pack his baggage and calling together his retinue he quickly departed down the mountain on his way back to the Capital.


  On the way Marshal Hong told his suite that they must not mention to anybody what had happened as he was afraid that if the Emperor heard of it he would be punished. They traveled both night and day, and soon reached the Capital, Bianliang, in modern Kaifeng. There he found that the Taoist Heavenly Teacher had arrived, and had held seven days’ service against the pestilence and had written magical spells for the sick people and as the pestilence had abated the Heavenly Teacher had flown back on his stork to the mountain.


  The following morning Marshal Hong attended the early audience, and addressed the Emperor, “The Heavenly Teacher traveled by crane, and as I could only travel by horse relays he had been here and returned before I could arrive.”


  The Emperor did not reply, but rewarded him for his work.


  After this the Emperor reigned for forty-two years, and upon his death as he had no children the son of an illustrious Prince succeeded to the throne with the title Yingzong. This Emperor reigned for four years, and was followed by his son who reigned as Emperor Shenzong for eighteen years. Then after this Emperor Zhezong reigned, and during his reign there was peace in the empire. But if there had been nothing but peace, what in this book are we going to relate? My good reader, rest assured that this is merely a prelude; and in the following chapters we have:


  

   


   


   


  Footnote


  41 Emperor Shizong of the Later Zhou Dynasty.


  42 An “immortal” is one who has achieved Taoist enlightenment.


  43 The Dao (Tao) or “The Way” (also path, route, doctrine, or principle). It is the fundamental unifying and holistic truth of the nature of the universe, of which its understanding is what Taoists seek to attain.




  CHAPTER 1

   
Drill Instructor Wang Goes Stealthily to Yanan Prefecture; Shi Jin Defends His Village


   


   


   


  DURING the reign of the Emperor Zhezong of the Song Dynasty there lived at the Eastern Capital Bianliang, in Kaifeng Prefecture, a loose profligate, named Gao.44 He could handle well either spear or cudgel, and was an extremely good player at football. He was the second son of a Gao family, but instead of calling him Gao the Second,45 people gave him the nickname of Gao Qiu meaning Gao “the Ball.” Later on, however, he adopted another character, also pronounced Qiu.


  He could play well on wood or string instruments, but was no good at poetry or literature. If there was a discussion of benevolence, justice, propriety, wisdom, or virtue he was unable to take part. He wasted his time in the company of the son of a wealthy man, and every day these two spent their time in pleasure resorts. His conduct became so bad that at last the wealthy man lodged a complaint before the Prefect who had him arrested, punished with twenty blows of the bamboo, and then banished from the capital.


  Gao Qiu went to Huaixi in Linhuai Prefecture where he found refuge in a gambling den, which afforded shelter to all the lazy rascals from all places. Three years after this, however, the Emperor granted an amnesty so as to show his benevolence. Upon hearing of this, Gao Qiu decided to return to the capital, and got an introduction to a man named Dong Jiangshi who kept a drug store at the Jinliang Bridge. Upon reading the letter, this man remembered the bad reputation of Gao Qiu, and was afraid that if he lived at his house he might have an evil influence on his children. So after about ten days Dong spoke to Gao Qiu, “Here we can offer you little help. I will however recommend you to a certain Su the Younger, a scholar, who may assist you in cutting a fine career. What do you think of that?”


  Gao Qiu was much pleased at this and thanked Dong Jiangshi. Dong wrote a note and sent this with Gao Qiu to the residence of the high official. The doorkeeper announced the arrival, and the scholar Su came out to see Gao Qiu. He also remembered that Gao Qiu was a profligate and decided to get rid of him by recommending him to the Emperor’s son-in-law, the Prince Consort Wang Jinqing as a steward.


  The following day Su sent Gao Qiu with a servant to Prince Consort Wang Jinqing. This Prince Wang was the husband of the younger sister of the Emperor Zhezong, and son-in-law of the Emperor Shenzong. He took pleasure in meeting flaboyant, stylish men, and when he received the introduction he was glad, and he made Gao Qiu his personal attendant.


  An ancient saying is: “Remoteness begets neglect; nearness brings about intimacy.” It happened that on his birthday Prince Wang suddenly gave orders to prepare a feast, and specially invited his maternal uncle Prince Duan who was the eleventh son of the late Emperor Shenzong, and the younger brother of the Emperor Zhezong. He controlled the affairs of the Emperor’s eastern palaces where he was known as the Ninth Prince. He was intelligent and handsome—but his taste was not so—he preferring profligacy. However, he was a good performer on the lute, he could play chess, paint pictures, and was an excellent footballer. On the day mentioned Prince Duan took the seat of honor at the feast prepared. When the wine was brought in they drank several cups, and after the second course Prince Duan took leave for the toilet. He then retired to the library for a rest and there he happened to see on the reading table a pair of lions made of white jade used as paperweights. They were of elegant workmanship, and he admired them very much. Prince Wang saw that Prince Duan was fond of them so he said, “There is also a jade brush rack with a dragon design made by the same hand, but it is not here now. I will get it tomorrow and send both of them to you.” Prince Duan was much pleased and said, “I am much obliged for your generosity. I think the brush rack must be very fine.” The two men then returned to the banquet and feasted until the evening—when they were very intoxicated they separated, and Prince Duan returned to the palace.


  The following day Prince Wang packed the two jade-lion paperweights and the jade brush rack in a golden box, wrote a letter, and sent Gao Qiu off with them. Upon reaching Prince Duan’s palace the doorkeeper reported his arrival to the courtyard attendant who inquired his business and then said, “My master is playing football with the eunuchs in the courtyard. You may go in by yourself.” The courtyard attendant accompanied him to the gate, and there Gao Qiu saw Prince Duan wearing as a cap, a soft gauze towel of the Tang Dynasty style, and arrayed in a purple gown embroidered with a dragon and a waistbelt with two tassels. The gown was folded up and tucked in the belt. His boots were inlaid with golden thread in the design of a phoenix. There were three or five eunuchs playing football with him.


  Gao Qiu dared not to intrude—so he took up his position behind the servants. Now good luck had come to Gao Qiu. The ball rebounded from the ground and Prince Duan failed to kick it—it bounced into the crowd of spectators and landed at the side of Gao Qiu. He saw the ball and instantly had courage. He used the mandarin-duck twist (one leg behind the other) and kicked the ball back to Prince Duan. Prince Duan saw this and being pleased with the exhibition, asked who he was.


  Gao Qiu knelt down and said, “I am a confidential servant of Prince Consort Wang and by his orders, I have brought two jade curios to present to Your Highness,” so saying, he offered the letter with both hands.


  Prince Duan hearing this, laughed and said that Prince Wang was very obliging. He opened the box and after examining the curios handed them to an attendant. He then asked Gao Qiu, “Can you play football? Who are you?” Gao Qiu clasping his hands and kneeling down said, “I am called Gao Qiu. I was punishable for kicking that football.” Prince Duan said, “Good! come into the playground and again try.” Gao Qiu saluted with folded arms, and said, “What kind of man I am to dare play with Your Highness?” Prince Duan replied, “This is the Society of Gathering of Clouds,” also known as the “World’s Horizon” (meaning, there is plenty of room for you). It does not matter if you play.” Gao Qiu again saluted; saying, “I cannot do it.” He begged leave to depart time and again, but as Prince Duan insisted upon his playing, Gao Qiu had no escape—so he kowtowed, and confessed his inability, he then untied the garters round his knees and moved towards the center of the ground. Gao Qiu kicked a few times, and Prince Duan applauded. Gao Qiu had to use all his skill to please the Prince. He played the ball as though it stuck to his body like glue or paste. He never missed it. Prince Duan was highly amused and was unwilling to let Gao Qiu return, so he kept him there for the night. Next day Prince Duan ordered a banquet and sent a special invitation to Prince Consort Wang. The latter had become anxious at the absence of Gao Qiu but upon receipt of this invitation he mounted a horse and went to Prince Duan’s palace. Upon entering the banquet hall Duan expressed his gratitude for the curios and then said, “This man Gao Qiu kicks equally well with both feet. I should like to have him for my personal attendant—what do you say?” Prince Wang answered, “If you have any use for him, you may keep him.” Prince Duan was pleased and offering a cup of wine thanked him. The two men chatted until evening.


  From that time Prince Duan had Gao Qiu as a special servant and the latter did his work well. Every day he accompanied Prince Duan and was always close at his hand. In less than two months the Emperor Zhezong died without an heir. A large number of civil and military officials petitioned Prince Duan to become Emperor. He ascended the throne with the reign title of Huizong, and known with the Taoist titles of High Priest of Jade Purity and the Emperor of Subtle Truth.


  Upon ascending the throne he did nothing remarkable. One day he said to Gao Qiu, “I want to make you an official. But I cannot promote you unless you have shown your merit. Now I will first tell the Grand Council to record your name as an imperial attendant.” Within six months Gao Qiu was raised to Marshal of the Imperial Guard.


  Before proceeding to his new post he selected a fortunate hour and a lucky day to begin his duties. All the lower officers of various military ranks—both cavalry and infantry—visited him to pay their respects—present their credentials with details of their records. Gao Qiu, the Marshal of the Imperial Guard, examined these reports one by one and noticed one was missing, that is of Wang Jin, the Drill Instructor of the Imperial Guard. About two weeks before Wang Jin had been sick and had not been able to attend business at his yamen.46 Gao Qiu was very angry at this and shouted, “What nonsense! His credentials are here but he himself has not come. This is disobedience, yet he pretends to be sick at home. Men, have him brought here at once.” He forthwith sent men to arrest Wang Jin.


  Now this Wang Jin had no wife and lived with his mother who was over sixty years of age. The sergeant spoke to Wang Jin, “Marshal Gao Qiu of the Imperial Guard has assumed his post but has not yet seen you. The Adjutant reported that you were sick at home but Marshal Gao Qiu did not believe this and has sent me to arrest you—you had better go and see him. If you do not go, I shall be implicated.” Wang Jin hearing this saw no alternative but to go, in spite of his sickness.


  Upon entering the door of the headquarters he saw the Marshal at the other end of the hall and kowtowed four times, then bowing he called “nuo” (a sound to attract attention almost equivalent to saying “waiting your order”), then lifting his head he stood at one side.


  Marshal Gao Qiu asked, “Are you not the son of Wang Sheng who used to be a Drill Instructor of the whole army?” Wang Jin admitted this.


  Marshal Gao Qiu then shouted at him, “So it is you—your father used to sell medicine and exercise the fencing stick to attract a crowd on the street. What military skill have you? But don’t be supercilious because I can court-martial you—you must not dare to presume on your rank and differ from my point of view. On whose influence are you depending? What excuse have you for resting at home?” Wang Jin answered, “I speak the truth. I am certainly sick and have not yet recovered.” Marshal Gao Qiu used abusive language and said, “You banished thief! If you were sick how could you come here?” Then Wang Jin said, “You summoned me here so I had to come.” Marshal Gao Qiu was very angry and shouted an order to the attendants to seize Wang Jin and beat him severely. Among the junior officers there were many who were friendly with Wang Jin, they therefore joined to plead to Marshal Gao Qiu, “Today is your inauguration day it is a lucky day, please forgive this man, this time.”


  Marshal Gao Qiu spoke in a loud voice, “You banished thief! These junior officers want me to forgive you. I will speak to you again tomorrow.” Wang Jin confessed his guilt. Holding up his head he recognized that he was Gao Qiu. He left the headquarters and heaving a sigh said, “Just now my life is insecure; this Gao Qiu was previously at the capital known as Gao the Second—head of a gang of lazy men. At that time he was learning to use the cudgels, and my father hit him, and for three or four months he could not get up from a sick bed. Now he has fortunately become Marshal of the Imperial Guard, and is eager for revenge. I did not know that he was my superior officer. From ancient times it has been said: “Fear not the authorities, except those that have authority over you.” There is no help for me. He returned home in a very melancholy mood.


  He told his mother about the affair, and they held together and cried: “My son, of thirty-six ways of doing a thing going is the only one that is the best. I am afraid there is no safe place for us.” Wang Jin said, “What you say, mother, is true. Your son has also thought of this plan. There is at Yanan Prefecture a General who guards the frontier and controls many military officers, who used to come to the capital to see me fence. Why should we not now fly to him for refuge? At that place I could get employment and settle down to a quiet life.”


  Mother and son discussed this matter and after deciding, she said, “My son, I must go with you secretly: but I am afraid of the sentries who are stationed outside the door by the headquarters, and we certainly will not be able to get away if they hear of our plans.” Wang Jin said, “Never mind, don’t worry, mother, I will arrange matters satisfactorily with them.” Before the sun set Wang Jin called the sentry Zhang to come inside. He gave him an order—“After you have had your supper I want you to go to a place to do something for me.” The sentry inquired where he was to go. Wang Jin said, “Because of my sickness I once took a vow to offer sacrifice at the Yue Temple outside the Suanzao Gate—I wish to be there tomorrow morning and be the first person to burn incense—I want you to go this evening and inform the head priest of this matter. Tell him to have the doors open early tomorrow morning and wait until I come to burn the first incense. There I shall present three sacrifical meats to the gods Liu, Li, and Wang. You must stay at the temple till I come.”


  Zhang, the sentry replied, “I have already had my supper and will now go to the temple to arrange matters.”


  That night the mother and son packed their baggage—making two loads for carrying on a pole. They filled two bags with fodder to be tied on the horse, and waited until nearly dawn. Then Wang Jin awakened Li, the other sentry, and giving him silver told him to go to the temple and buy the three meats for the sacrifices, as he himself would buy some yellow candles and would arrive later. Li, the sentry, took the money and departed. Wang Jin saddled the horse and led it out of the stable, fastening the fodder on with ropes and making all tight, he assisted his mother to mount. The furniture, etc., was abandoned. Locking the door he shouldered his load and followed the horse. It was the fifth watch about 4 A.M. and was still dark—so availing themselves of this, they left by the Xihua Gate—and traveled quickly toward Yanan Prefecture, Shaanxi province.


  The two sentries at the temple bought the meats for the sacrifices, cooked them, and then waited until about 11 A.M. without seeing Wang Jin. Sentry Li became anxious and returned to the house to look for Wang Jin. He found that the doors were locked, and he could not enter. After half a day he saw nobody come. Sentry Zhang stayed at the temple until evening and then returned to the house. They both watched the house during the night without seeing Wang Jin or his mother. The following day they inquired of Wang’s relatives but no one could be found. They did not wish to be implicated, and therefore reported the matter to the headquarters.


  Marshal Gao Qiu upon hearing the report was very angry and wrote a dispatch instructing the officials in every prefecture and district to arrest Wang Jin. The two sentries were free from all blame.


  Wang Jin and his mother traveled a good distance from the capital taking their meals on the way as chance permitted. They had been on the way over a month, when one evening Wang Jin remarked to his mother who was riding the horse in front, “May Heaven have pity on us and we are now beyond the reach of legal punishment, as although Marshal Gao Qiu has ordered my arrest, Yanan Prefecture is not far away.” They both felt contented but they were not aware that they had passed the only available inn. As it grew dusk, however, they saw the glimmer of a light in a forest a good distance away. Wang Jin decided to investigate as to whether they could stay there for the night. He went into the forest, and saw a farmyard which was surrounded by a mud wall, with about three hundred willow trees outside. He knocked at the gate, and when a servant came he saluted with folded hands. He explained the situation, and asked for a night’s lodging for his mother and himself for which they would pay.


  The servant went inside to report the matter, and upon his return said the farmer wished to see them. Wang Jin requested his mother to dismount and tied the horse to a tree. He put his load on the threshing floor, and then they followed the servant into the house.


  The farmer was over sixty years of age, and his hair was all white. He was wearing a warm cap to protect his head from the dust; a loose fitting gown with a black sash round the waist, and dressed leather boots. Wang Jin saluted, but the farmer said, “Friend, don’t stand on ceremony. You are travelers in distress. Please be seated.”


  Wang Jin and his mother, observing the rules of propriety, sat down, and in answer to the farmer’s questions Wang Jin explained, “My name is Zhang, and I lived in the capital. Business was bad so I sold all my things, and am now on my way to Yanan Prefecture where I hope to stay with my relatives. Today we have traveled a good distance, but have unfortunately missed the inn. We now wish to stay for the night at your honorable house.”


  The farmer said, “Never mind! No men of this world carry houses about with them. Have you dined?” He then ordered a servant to bring food. The servants soon arranged a table, and carried in trays with four dishes of vegetables, and dishes of beef. They placed these on the table, and then poured out wine. After exchanging complimentary phrases they sat down, and after several cups of wine, rice was brought in. When they had finished the meal, the farmer conducted them to the guest chamber. Wang Jin said, “My mother has ridden the horse a long way, and I suppose that it will be well fed.”


  “That does not matter,” said the farmer. “Here we have many animals, horses and mules, and I have already instructed the servants to look after your horse and feed it well.”


  Wang Jin thanked him, and then brought his bundles into the chamber. The servants lit a lamp and brought in a tub of hot water for the guests to wash their feet. When the farmer and servants had withdrawn Wang Jin and his mother retired to rest. They slept till well after daybreak the next day. The farmer came to the door of their room to make inquiries, and heard Wang Jin’s mother groaning so he asked what was the matter. Wang Jin told him, “I certainly will not deceive you. My mother was very tired last night, and she became sick.”


  “This being the case, you must not worry,” said the farmer. “Tell your mother that she can rest here for a few days. I have a prescription for her sickness, and will send a servant into the town for the medicine. Tell her that she will soon be well again.” Wang Jin expressed his thanks. His mother took the medicine and in about five days she was quite well again.


  On that day Wang Jin wished to leave and went to the stables to look at the horse. In the yard he saw a young man with naked body, tattooed all over with nine dragons and with sleeves turned up. His face was as white as a silver plate. He was about eighteen years old and was exercising with a cudgel. Wang Jin watched him for some time and then soliloquized, “You use your cudgels very well but I think it could be improved, as there are better men than you.”


  The young man was angry upon hearing this and said in a loud voice, “Who are you? How dare you sneer at my display—I have been trained by about eight well-known teachers, and I do not think you are their equal. Would you care to fence with me?” While he was speaking the farmer came on the scene and said, “Young man, you are ill-mannered.” He replied, “He should not have laughed at my display.”


  “Can our guest use the cudgel?” asked the farmer. “I know a little about it. May I ask who is this young man?” The farmer replied. “He is my son.” “As he is a young man of this house I will give him a few lessons if he likes.” “That’s very good,” said the farmer. He then summoned his son to come and pay respects to the guest, but he was unwilling to do this and instead he became very angry—He said, “Father, do not listen to his stupid talk—If he beats me with the cudgel, then I will pay respects to him as a teacher.”


  “If you do not believe that I can do this, let us have a contest with the cudgels.” The young man walked to the middle of the yard and picking up a cudgel whirled it round. He addressed Wang Jin, “Come on! If afraid, you will be a coward.” Wang Jin only laughed, and was unwilling to move. “If you are willing to instruct my son, what objection have you to using the cudgel?” said the farmer. Wang Jin laughed, “I am afraid that I may hurt your son, and that will not do.” “That does not matter. Even if you break his arm or leg, that will be his own fault,” said the farmer. Wang Jin said, “Forgive me if I make a mistake.” He then went to the arms rack, and taking a cudgel, went to the center of the yard and stood on guard. The young man seeing this, seized his cudgel and went to strike at him. Wang Jin retreated, trailing his cudgel on the ground. The farmer’s son flourished his weapon and pursued him. Wang Jin suddenly turned round and delivered a downward blow. Seeing the blow descending, the farmer’s son met it with an upward thrust. Wang Jin stayed his blow, drew his cudgel away, and then with a sudden thrust, struck the young man on the breast and with a twist, knocked the young man’s cudgel out of his hand. He fell down on his back, and Wang Jin immediately advanced to lift him, saying; “Do not blame me! Do not get offended!” The farmer’s son scrambled up, brought a stool and requested Wang Jin to be seated. He saluted Wang Jin, saying: “I have wasted my time with other teachers; but they prove to be unworthy half a cash.47 Now I have to ask you to be my teacher.”


  “My mother and I have given much trouble to your house for many days,” said Wang Jin. I have no favors to give you but I can compensate by teaching you.” The farmer was much pleased and told the servants to kill a sheep—prepare a feast with wine and fruit. He also invited Wang Jin’s mother to attend the banquet. All four sat down and drank wine together. The farmer stood up with a cup of wine and addressing Wang Jin, said, “Teacher, you are so skillful; you must be an instructor. My son, you have eyes, but have failed to see this eminent person.” Wang Jin laughed, “I will not deceive you. I am not Zhang; I am Wang Jin, Drill Inspector of the Imperial Guard at Kaifeng. Just now a new commander has arrived—Marshal Gao Qiu—and because my father once knocked him down with a cudgel he still harbors resentment, against me. As I am his subordinate I cannot dispute with him, so I take my mother to Yanan Prefecture. It was by chance that I came here and met you. You have treated me well—cured my mother, entertained us, so I felt uneasy of your generosity. If your son is willing to learn I can teach him. At present, his fencing is only showy and spectacular, but in a real contest it would be of no use. I will instruct him properly from the beginning.” The farmer insisted upon his son paying respects to his new teacher, and said, “You are a first-class instructor. My ancestors lived in this district of Huayin County, close to Mount Shaohua. This is the Shi family village, and contains about four hundred families of the surname Shi. My son takes interest in playing with lances and cudgels instead of doing farm work. When his mother remonstrated with him, he paid no heed and she became angry and died. I am unable to control him and do not know how much money he has spent. He engaged a man to teach him and also employed a workman to tattoo nine dragons on his body, so that the people about here call him “Shi Jin with nine dragons.” Drill Instructor, you have come here today and completed his training very well. I will amply reward you.”


  Wang Jin began his lessons from that day and Shi Jin asked to be taught the eighteen subjects of athletics in detail. In a little over half a year he had mastered these: (1) use of the lance; (2) the long-handled mallet; (3) the bow; (4) the crossbow; (5) the jingal; (6) the iron whip; (7) the iron truncheon; (8) the two-edged sword; (9) the chain; (10) the hooks; (11) the axe; (12) the battle-axe; (13) the three-pronged spear; (14) the halberd; (15) the shield; (16) the cudgel; (17) the spear; (18) the rake.


  He learned these one by one and became proficient.


  Wang Jin thought that he could not stay there any longer although the conditions were suitable. One day he told them that he wished to leave. Shi Jin replied, “Master, you must not think of leaving; I will keep both you and your mother here till your dying days; will that not be better?” “Worthy sir, I have received many favors from you but I am afraid that Marshal Gao Qiu’s men may arrive and you will be implicated. I must go to Yanan Prefecture, where men are needed: there I can rest and settle.” Shi Jin spoke to his father and it was agreed that Wang Jin must stay until they had prepared a farewell feast. They presented him two rolls of silk and one hundred taels of silver.48 When he left, Shi Jin told one of his men to carry Wang Jin’s baggage and accompany him for ten li,49 where they parted with tears.


  Drill Instructor Wang again shouldered up his load and mother and son traveled along the road to the western pass.


  We will now leave Wang Jin and return with Shi Jin to his home. There he continued his drill. In the middle of the night he would practice for two hours, and during the day, ride his horse outside the village. In less than six months Shi Jin’s father died. He prepared a coffin and engaged Buddhist monks to conduct the usual memorial services for seven days. He also asked a Taoist priest to erect an altar; repeat the funeral services; pray for the safe passage of the soul to heaven; attend at the altar for ten days and select a lucky and fortunate time for the funeral and burial.


  About four hundred members of the Shi clan came to the funeral in white mourning clothes and they buried the dead in the ancestral graveyard in the hills to the west of the village. After this there was no one at home to manage the property as Shi Jin only wanted to practice fencing.


  Three or four months after the death of the farmer on a hot day in the sixth month Shi Jin was idling away his time. He placed a bedstead outside on the threshing floor, in the shadow of a willow tree, and took rest. A breeze came from the fir trees just opposite. He was enjoying the cool breeze, when all at once he saw a man stealthily spying. He shouted, “What are you doing, and who is there looking round this place?” As he said he rose and went to behind a tree to get a better view. He recognized that that man was Li Ji, the rabbit hunter. Shi Jin called, “Li Ji, what are you looking for in my village? Have you come as a spy?”


  Li Ji stepped forward and said “Yes, sir, I want to find a man named Qiu Yilang to drink wine with him, but seeing you taking a siesta I dared not intrude.”


  “Did you not previously come here selling game—and did I not pay you liberally? So why have you not been here lately with your game. You might think that I had no money.” Li Ji replied, “That’s not the case. Just now there is no game and therefore I did not come.”


  “Stupid talk,” said Shi Jin. “Shaohua is a mountain of vast expanse and I do not believe that neither deer nor hare can be found there.” Li Ji answered, “You do not know that there is a band of robbers on the mountain, where they have erected a stronghold. They have collected about seven hundred armed men and over a hundred horses. The chief is a man named Zhu Wu, nicknamed “Intuitve Strategist,” and the second in command is Chen Da, nicknamed “Leaping Tiger,” the third in command is Yang Chun, nicknamed “White-speckled Snake.” These three leaders take to robbing houses; they have been officially denounced in Huayin County, and a reward of three thousand strings of cash has been offered for their capture. But who dare go to arrest them? Even we hunters dare not go to the mountain to shoot game, so how could I come here to sell it.”


  “I have heard of those robbers,” said Shi Jin, “but did not know that they have made so much trouble. This being the case the people certainly dislike them. Li Ji, if you have any game in the future bring it here.”


  Shi Jin thought this matter over. “These men will certainly come here to plunder.” He then told the farm laborers to select two fat buffaloes and kill them; and bring the best brew of the village. He sent invitations to all the Shi clan and upon arrival they seated themselves in order of seniority. Wine was served and Shi Jin then spoke to the audience, saying, “I have heard there are three robbers on Mount Shaohua, who have altogether about seven hundred followers, and they rob the people with violence. Sooner or later they will come and pillage our village. I now invite you here to discuss this matter—so that we may be prepared when they come. I will have a rattle sounded at my house when they arrive; and upon hearing this you must bring your arms to defend the village. If your families are attacked we will defend you.” All of them are agreed to what Shi Jin said. They then returned home and prepared their weapons. Shi Jin repaired the defenses of the village.


  At Mount Shaohua, the three bandit chiefs were now holding a conference. The leader, Zhu Wu, the “Intuitve Strategist,” was a Dingyuan County man and could fight with a sword in each hand. He was clever in arranging plans for an attack. The second chief Chen Da was a Yecheng County man, and was skillful in the use of a steel lance while the third Yang Chun was a Xieliang County man and used a long sword.


  When they were discussing, Zhu Wu said, “I have heard that there is a reward offered for anyone who can capture us, and I am really afraid that when the soldiers come we shall have a severe strugge with them; but we are short of food so we must take some for use here. We must collect a large stock of food on the mountain ready for the time when the soldiers attack us.”


  Chen Da the “Leaping Tiger” agreed. “Let us go to Huayin County, and ask the people there to lend us some grain and we can see what they say.”


  Yang Chun the “White-speckled Snake” remarked, “There is no need to go there; it would be better to go to Pucheng County. The chances are ten thousand to one, we shall not fail there.” Chen Da said, “There are very few people in Pucheng and very little money or grain there. It will be better to attack Huayin County. The folk there are wealthy and have abundance of grain.”


  Yang Chun replied, “Elder brother, you do not know that if we attack Huayin County we must pass the village of the Shi clan where that dangerous fellow Shi Jin with nine dragons lives, and we must not provoke him. He will not let us pass.”


  Chen Da said, “Younger brother, what a coward you are, you are even afraid to pass a village, so what can you do when you are opposed by soldiers?”


  “Elder brother, you should not despise Shi Jin. He is hard to deal with.”


  “I have already heard that he is very brave and is extremely capable,” said Zhu Wu. “Younger brother, do not go.”


  Chen Da would not change his mind, and said, “You two, shut up! Do not increase the other man’s determination and reduce our own courage. He is only one man and has not three heads or six arms.” He then called to his armed followers, “Get my horse ready! I will attack the Shi clan village, and afterwards seize Huayin County.”


  Zhu Wu remonstrated with him but Chen Da did not listen. He put on his armor and mounted his horse: he then mustered about one hundred fifty armed brigands down the mountain and went with gongs and drums sounding.


  The brigands’ approach was duly reported to Shi Jin, who instantly had the rattles sounded and quickly all the men assembled in arms. Shi Jin wore a towel round his head and was equipped with red mail over an embroidered black wadded coat. On his feet were embroidered green boots and round his waist a leather belt. In front and behind were round metal plates. He carried a bow with quiver full of arrows. In his hand he held a double-edged sword with three sharp spikes at the end and four holes with eight rings attached. He was mounted on a roan horse. Before him were forty of his retainers while behind were ninety of the farm laborers. With a combined shout they all moved toward the north of the village. The brigands halted. Shi Jin saw that Chen Da was in front of his men, wearing a red cap with a concave top, and with iron-armor covered with gilt, wadded red clothing, thick army boots and a plaited waistbelt. He rode a white horse and carried a three-pronged halberd which was about ten feet long. As the two leaders met, the men raised a loud shout. Chen Da paid his respect to Shi Jin by rising in his stirrups.


  Shi Jin spoke in a loud voice, “You kill people, set places on fire, rob with violence; your crimes fill the heavens, and you are all deserving of death. You ought to have ears; how dare you come to pouch the tiger’s litter!”


  Chen Da replied from his horse, “We are short of grain at our mountain fortress and are going to borrow some grain at Huayin County. We have taken a short cut by passing your honorable village—but we will not disturb even a blade of grass here. Let us pass and on our return we will thank you.” “Nonsense,” replied Shi Jin, “I am the head of this village and I must arrest you. If I don’t do so, I shall be implicated and the magistrate will blame me.” “Within the four seas all men are brothers, so let us use your road,” said Chen Da.


  “What meaningless talk!” said Shi Jin. “Even if I am willing, but there is one who is not, so you must have his consent before you pass.”


  “You are a hero. Tell me whom I must ask?” replied Chen Da.


  “You can ask the sword in my hand and if it is willing then you can pass,” said Shi Jin.


  Chen Da spoke angrily, “You are trying to deceive me, but you should not be presumptuous.” Shi Jin was also angry, and brandishing his sword, he rode forward to fight.


  Chen Da whipped his horse, thrust forward his three-pronged halberd, and advanced to meet Shi Jin. They fought for some time. Then Shi Jin thought of a plan, and purposely allowed Chen Da to thrust in his halberd, he parried the blow by moving to one side, as Chen Da lunged forward. With a dexterous turn of the arm he caught Chen Da and pulled him out of his saddle, then he took hold of his plaited waistbelt and threw him to the ground. The horse galloped away like a gust of wind. Shi Jin told his servants to bind Chen Da, and the band of robbers scattered. Shi Jin returned to his house and bound Chen Da to a pillar in the hall to wait until he captured the other robber chiefs so as to send them together to the magistrate’s yamen to be dealt with. He gave wine to all the villagers and then dismissed them. Everyone applauded him and said, “You, sir, are a hero.”


  We will not say anything more about the feast at the Shi clan village, but let us consider the anxiety of Zhu Wu and Yang Chun in their mountain stronghold. They had sent many soldiers to make inquiries, and on the way they met the men returning with the riderless horse. The defeated men said, “Bad luck! Our elder brother’s life is in danger.”


  Upon reaching the stronghold they gave details of the fight, saying, “Shi Jin was a great hero.”


  “Shall we risk our lives in rescuing him?” asked Yang Chun.


  “We cannot do that,” replied Zhu Wu. “The disaster is of his own making. How can we defeat Shi Jin? I have a desperate plan but if we fail to rescue Chen Da, that will be the end of all of us.” Zhu Wu whispered his plan. Yang Chun said, “Good! Let us go without delay.”


  Now in the village Shi Jin’s anger had not abated when a laborer rushed in and reported that the other robber chiefs had come. Shi Jin said, “I will send them both to the magistrate. Bring me my horse.”


  The rattle was sounded and the same crowd of armed men assembled. He was just on the point of leaving when he saw the two robber chiefs walking to the gate. They both knelt down and cried. Shi Jin dismounted and shouted, “What have you to say?” Zhu Wu crying, answered, “We shall be arrested and tried, and cannot live as bandits on the mountains. Once we took a vow that we would die on the same day. Although we have not the heroism of Guan Gong, Zhang Fei, and Liu Bei, yet we have the same objects in mind.50 Today our brother Chen Da did not listen to our advice, but he unintentionally offended your dignity. You, hero, have already arrested him at your noble village. As we have no alternative we come only to beseech you to put us to death together. We hope that you, hero, will send us three men to the magistrate, and ask for a reward. We swear that we shall not feel sorrow at that; we are entirely in your hands and wish to die.”


  Shi Jin heard this, and thought that they were brave. If he sent them to the magistrate and requested a reward, then all heroes would be ashamed of him for not being a brave man. The ancients said, “The tiger does not eat the flesh of a tiger.” So he said to these men, “Come inside.” They were not afraid and followed Shi Jin into the hall, where they knelt and asked him to bind them. Shi Jin told them several times to rise but they declined to do so. He thought, “Intelligent people like intelligence in others, and so good folk recognize the good in others.” He said, “As your bravery is so great, I cannot send you to the magistrate. How will it be if I release Chen Da?”


  “We do not wish to implicate you,” said Zhu Wu. “It will be better for you to ask for the reward.” “How can I do that?” said Shi Jin. “Are you willing to eat my food and drink wine?”


  “We are not even afraid of death so how can we be afraid of meat and drink?”


  Shi Jin was much pleased at this, and released Chen Da. He invited all three to dine with him, and they expressed their thanks for his great benevolence. After drinking several cups of wine they departed. As a token of thankfulness the three brigand chiefs got together thirty taels of gold in ingots, which was sent in a dark moonless night by two of their men, to Shi Jin. When the bandits arrived at the farm Shi Jin came to the gate to inquire what they wanted, and they presented the gold and asked him to accept the same. At first Shi Jin refused to accept the gift but he saw that the intention was good so he accepted the gold, and then ordered a servant to give the men refreshments. When they departed he gave them some small pieces of silver for themselves. A fortnight afterwards the bandit leaders took a big jewel which they had looted sometime before, and sent it to Shi Jin who accepted it. He saw that they were grateful for his mercy so he had three gowns made with red embroidered silk and sent these with some wine and three fat roasted sheep to the brigands, and his steward Wang the Fourth was put in charge of this matter. Shi Jin and the brigands became very friendly, and were frequently giving each other presents.


  On the fifteenth day of the eighth month, Shi Jin sent Wang the Fourth with an invitation for a banquet and the bandit chiefs wrote a reply, accepting the invitation.51 After a few cups of wine Wang the Fourth left, but on his way down the mountain he met some brigands who took him to an inn where he drank more wine. When he left, he was slightly drunk, and staggered along. After going about three li he came to a forest which he entered and lay down in the long grass to sleep. The hunter, Li Ji came to that spot to look for hares, and recognizing Wang the Fourth he attempted to raise him up, but he could not do so. In doing this some silver fell out from Wang the Fourth’s girdle which made Li Ji meditate, “This man is drunk, but where did the money come from? Why should I not take some?” It was now the opportunity for the baneful forces to come together, so unexpected events ensued naturally. He unloosened Wang the Fourth’s girdle, and upon shaking it, the sealed reply from the bandits fell out. He opened that, and recognized the names of the brigand chiefs. “Here is my luck. A fortune teller told me that I should have great fortune and here it is. A reward is offered for their arrest, and perhaps I can get something for this letter also.” So he took the silver, and the letter, and went to report the matter to the officials at Huayin County.


  When Wang the Fourth awoke that evening, the moon was shining through the trees. He found his girdle in the grass, but the silver and the letter were missing. He felt greatly annoyed and thought the matter over. He thought if he said that he had lost the letter Shi Jin would probably dismiss him, so at last he decided to say that the invitation had been accepted, but there was no written reply. He told this to Shi Jin who asked why he had been so long in returning, and he explained that the bandits had pressed him to stay, drinking wine for half the night.


  On the day appointed Shi Jin had a banquet prepared, and the three bandit leaders duly arrived with about five armed men. They took their seats. But when they had drunk much wine there was a loud noise and much torchlight outside the gate. Shi Jin was startled, and jumping up told the brigands to keep their seats while he went to see what had happened. He told the servants not to open the gate, and putting a ladder against the wall he looked over. He saw that the county police inspector was on a horse, two constables and about four hundred soldiers surrounded the farm. He returned and told the bandits that the soldiers had come evidently to arrest them.


   


  Men concealed in the deep of reeds,


       Prepared their boats among the lotus leaves.


  Soldiers sent to capture them,


       Did only make them intimate.


   


  We will now relate how the brigands made their escape.


  

   


   


   


  Footnote


  44 A Prefecture was a level of government incorporating a number of counties, centered on a prefectural capital city or town. As a general rule, the use of “prefecture” or “county” in this edition will refer to the geographic area, which may include that administrative level’s city or town eg “Yanan Prefecture.” A specific reference to the city or town itself will use the specific name, eg “Yanan.”


  45 A common appellation, indicating a person’s place in the family hierarchy, in this case, the second son of the Gao family.


  46 A Yamen was the office of a government official or bureaucracy.


  47 The Chinese currency of a square holed coin.


  48 “Tael” was an English expression of the Chinese measure of weight, the “liang,” approximating an ounce.


  49 Li is the Chinese distance equivalent of a mile.


  50 The heroes from the historical novel Romance of the Three Kingdoms, who swore an oath of brotherhood.


  51 The Mid-Autumn Festival falls on the 15th day of the 8th month in the Chinese lunar calendar.




  CHAPTER 2

   

  Shi Jin Leaves During the Night; Major Lu Da Assaults Butcher Zheng


   


   


   


  THE bandit chiefs knelt down, saying: “Elder brother, you are guiltless and we do not wish to involve you. You can take a rope and bind us, and ask for the reward.”


  “That will not do,” said Shi Jin. “I invited you to come here, and if I seize you for the reward everybody will jeer at me. If this is your time for death, I will die with you; if to live, then I will live with you. Please get up, be at your ease, and let us think of another plan. Wait until I have asked the soldiers why they come here.” Shi Jin climbed the ladder and called out “Why do you men come here in the third watch of the night?” The inspector replied, “Sir, you need not say that you are not guilty as we have the accuser Li Ji here.” Shi Jin shouted, “Li Ji! Why do you falsely accuse an innocent person?”


  “I really do not know,” replied Li Ji. “In a forest I got a letter from Wang the Fourth, and the same day I read it before the yamen, and this is the result.”


  Shi Jin addressed Wang the Fourth, “You said there was no reply, so how is this?” “I forgot the letter because I was drunk,” answered Wang the Fourth. Shi Jin shouted, “You brute.”


  The inspector outside was afraid of Shi Jin, and dared not enter the farm to arrest the men. The three bandit chiefs pointed their fingers and said to Shi Jin, “Speak only to those outside.” Shi Jin understood and said, “You two constables need not use force. I will give them over and you can escort them to the yamen where you can ask for the reward.” The two constables replied, “We have no business here. We are waiting for you to come out, and go with us to get the reward.” Shi Jin descended the ladder, and catching Wang the Fourth took him into the garden and killed him with a sword. He then ordered the servants to pack up all the valuables, and light about forty torches: he and the three bandit chiefs armed themselves—one sword in the hand and a smaller one in their waist. They set fire to the huts at the back of the farmstead and the soldiers immediately rushed there. Shi Jin set fire to the building in the center of the enclosure. He opened the gates and called to his men to kill any one they met. He was in the front, Zhu Wu and Yang Chun were in the middle, and Chen Da was at the rear. They went out, killing men on both sides. Shi Jin was like a tiger, and nobody could stop him. They hacked their way through the cordon of soldiers. Afterwards they came across the two constables and Li Ji. When enemies meet they recognize each other clearly. The inspector seeing that Shi Jin was angry ran away. Li Ji also turned to ran, but Shi Jin caught him, and with a slash, he cut him in half with his sword. The bandit chiefs pursued the constables and dispatched them. The troops scattered in every direction. Shi Jin led his men straight to Mount Shaohua where there was a feast to celebrate the occasion.


  After staying a few days Shi Jin considered the position. He had saved the lives of three men, and some valuables; but his homestead and his property had all been destroyed. Evidently, he could not stay there, so he told the bandit chiefs that he wished to go to find his old drill instructor Wang Jin. The bandits urged him to stay and promised to erect new buildings for him, but Shi Jin would not agree to this. Then Zhu Wu said they would make him their chief and quite happy.


  “I am an innocent man—so how could I defile this body bequeathed to me by my parents? You need not persuade me to become a bandit.”


  After a few days Shi Jin still wanted to go but the bandit chiefs were equally determined to keep him. Nothing could stop Shi Jin, and he prepared to depart. He put on a broad brimmed hat with a big red tassel, under it a black cloth with the corners hanging down—and a bright yellow ribbon outside: he also wore a military overcoat arranged on two sides: around his waist was a girdle of plaited bands of red plum color: black and white puttees wound tightly round his legs; his shoes were made of hemp specially suitable for hilly roads. He carried a “swan feather” sword with a round copper knob on the shaft, and a bundle on his back. He took leave of the three bandit chiefs, and descended the mountain accompanied by a large number of the bandits. The bandit chiefs shed tears when he left them. Shi Jin took the direct road to Yanan Prefecture; he took his meals when convenient and traveled during the day and slept at night. Traveling alone, he reached Weizhou in a little over a fortnight. He thought that as this place was a military station he would inquire about his teacher, Drill Instructor Wang Jin. Upon entering the town, he saw there were many roads and much business. He found a tea shop on the roadside where he stopped and ordered tea. He asked the waiter where the military yamen was. While they were talking, a big man came in with big strides. This man wore military dress; on his head was a piece of silk with a character Wan, and attached at the back were two golden rings inscribed, “Taiyuan Prefecture.”52 He wore a large military coat of parrot green color with a military belt in black. His boots were made of yellow leather with four seams. He had a round face, big ears, a prominent nose, a big mouth and a bushy beard. He was quite eight feet high and a girth of fifty inches. As he sat down, the waiter said that Shi Jin might ask this officer about the drill instructor. Shi Jin stood up and said, “Will you please drink tea with me?” The man also saluted; and when they both sat down Shi Jin asked for his name.


  “I am Major Lu Da. May I ask your name?” “I am from Huayin County, and my name is Shi Jin. I wish to ask whether you know a Drill Instructor called Wang Jin.” Lu Da said, “Brother, are you not the ‘tattooed dragons’ Shi Jin of the Shi village?” Shi Jin admitted this, and the officer again saluted and said he had heard of him, but to meet him was much better than hearing. He then said that Drill Instructor Wang Jin held office under Old Zhong, the frontier General at Yanan Prefecture. As he was the Shi Jin of whom he had heard so much he invited him to have a drink with him. The two men left the tea-house hand in hand, and after turning several corners they went into a well-known wine shop of the Pan family. Finding a cozy room upstairs they sat down; Major Lu Da ordered four pots of wine with dishes of eatables and fruit; and they chatted about the various forms of using the lance. While they were talking, they heard someone sobbing and crying in an adjoining room. This disturbed Major Lu Da, who took a cup and saucer and threw them on the floor. The waiter heard the noise and saw that the Major was angry. The Major inquired who it was that was crying and disturbing them. The waiter said, “There is a singsong girl with her father, and they are crying because there is no guest to engage them, and they do not know you are here.” “But why do they make this noise?” said the Major, “Tell them to come here.” The waiter left, and in a short time a woman entered, of about nineteen years of age, and behind her there was an old man of sixty years with castanets in his hand. The woman was not beautiful yet there was something attractive about her. Wiping away her tears she came forward, and gave a woman’s salutation (one hand placed on top of the other). The major asked why they cried, and she replied, “I am from Kaifeng, and I came to this place with my parents to find some relatives; but upon arrival we found they had removed to Nanjing. My mother was taken ill in an inn and died. My father and myself stayed here in distress. There is a wealthy man here nicknamed “The Bully of the Western Pass.” When he saw me he sent a matchmaker to demand me to be his concubine. A bond was drawn up that he would give me three thousand strings of cash for my body, which I accepted as I thought he would keep his word. In less than three months his legal wife treated me very badly and turned me out of doors. Besides, they demanded me to return the three thousand strings of cash which I had never received but which they said I had received when I pawned my body. My father was timid and dared not dispute with the Bully, who was so influential. But as he has not paid me a single cash how can we return him the money? Now as when I was a small girl my father taught me to use the castanets, so we came to this wine shop to entertain the customers. Every day the money we got was paid more than half to the Bully and we had only a little for ourselves. For the last two days there were very few guests and we have passed the time limit he allowed us. When we thought of our trouble, we were distressed. We had no thought of intruding upon your attention and hope you will overlook our offense.”


  Major Lu Da asked for their names and where this Bully lived. The old man replied, “My name is Jin, and the baby name of my daughter is ‘Cuilian.’ The Bully keeps a butcher’s shop near the Zhuangyuan Bridge. We two live at the Lu Family Inn near the East Gate.”


  Upon hearing this Major Lu Da expressed his disgust, “Bah! I know that fellow, he was previously a butcher and is a filthy rascal. Sometime ago he asked my help in getting the garrison commander here to permit him to open his shop and this is how he cheats people—I will go and kill him.” Shi Jin exhorted him repeatedly to wait till the morrow. But there was no alteration.


  Major Lu Da said, “Old man, come here! If we give you your traveling expenses, will you return to Kaifeng tomorrow?”


  The father and daughter replied, “If we could return to our native village, we should look upon you as our parent for this new life. But will the proprietor of our inn let us go? If we go, the Bully will certainly demand the money from the inn proprietor.” Major Lu Da said that was not important as he had a plan. He took five taels of silver from his pocket and put them on the table and then asked Shi Jin if he could lend him some money till the following day. Shi Jin did not want repayment and placed an ingot of ten taels of silver on the table. Major Lu Da gave this money to the old man Jin and told him to make his arrangements at the inn, and he would come early the following morning to send them off. They gave their thanks and departed. Old Jin went outside the town and hired a cart for the following day; they paid the inn for the lodging; they packed their baggage, and waited for daybreak. About four o’clock he lit a fire and cooked some food for breakfast. Shortly after daybreak Major Lu Da arrived and told them to go quickly. As they moved toward the door the waiter stopped them and explained to the Major that the money for the pawning of the body was still unpaid, and the Bully had ordered him to watch them. Major Lu Da said that he himself would pay that to the butcher: but as the waiter was unwilling to let them go, the Major slapped his face so that blood flowed from his mouth: he knocked his two teeth out with his fist. The waiter rushed out of the inn, and the old man Jin with his daughter quickly left. Major Lu Da thought the waiter might intercept them, so he sat down on a stool and waited there for two hours. When he thought Jin had gone some distance he got up and walked to the Zhuangyuan Bridge.


  The butcher had a double frontage shop, two butchers’ blocks, and about five sides of pork hanging. The butcher was behind the counter watching his ten assistants selling the meat. When Major Lu Da arrived, he stood outside the door, and called to the butcher, who came and saluted with folded hands. He said, “Excuse me” and then told an assistant to bring a stool for the Major, who sat down, saying, “I have an order from the garrison commander for thirteen jin53 of lean minced pork; he does not want the least fat in it.” The butcher told his assistants to get it ready but the Major objected. “Do not let those dirty men handle the meat. You cut it yourself.” “Very well,” said the butcher, “I will cut it myself.” He then got to the block, selected ten jin of lean pork, and cut it into small pieces. The waiter of the inn just then arrived with a towel wrapped round his head; when he saw Major Lu Da, he dare not come nearer, so he stood under the eaves of a house some distance away. It took the butcher quite half an hour to cut the meat, he then wrapped it in lotus leaves, and asked if he should send it.


  “Send what?” asked Major Lu Da. “Wait! I want another thirteen jin and it must all be fat. There must not be any lean flesh with it. It must also be minced.”


  “But it is now all lean pork,” said the butcher; “I am afraid that the commander wants to make pork pies. What use is there for minced fat?” Major Lu Da stared at the butcher, and said, “The commander gave me the order, so who dare ask questions?”


  “No matter what purpose it is intended for, I will cut it up.” He then selected ten jin of the finest fat pork, minced it, and placed it in a lotus leaf. He had been cutting the pork almost all the morning and it was now near the dinner hour. The butcher said, “Shall I tell someone to go with you to carry this to the magistrate?”


  Major Lu Da replied, “I also want ten jin of gristle to be chopped fine, there must be no flesh attached to it.”


  The butcher laughed and said, “It appears as though you had specially come to waste my time.”


  Major Lu Da upon hearing this, got up and staring at the butcher said, “I certainly came to waste your time.” He then picked up the two parcels of pork and threw them into the butcher’s face—the minced pork falling like a shower of rain. The butcher was very angry and his passion pervaded his body from his feet to the crown of his head. His heart became a burning mass of passions which could not be extinguished. He seized a sharp pointed knife and jumped out of the shop. Major Lu Da had got into the street before him. There was a crowd of neighbors but nobody dared intervene. The passers-by and the waiter from the inn were frightened out of their wits. The butcher had the knife in his right hand, and with his left he tried to seize Lu Da: but the Major caught his left arm and kicked him in the groin; so that he fell in the street. The Major took a step forward, and placed his foot on the butcher’s breast: he raised his fist (which was as large as a monk’s alms bowl) and said, “Now you are a butcher, and are like a dog. Why did you swindle the Jin’s girl, Cuilian?” He struck a blow on the butcher’s nose which was broken and twisted to one side, the blood was gushing forth like the breaking of a sauce bottle. The butcher could not rise and throwing aside his knife said, “Enough.”


  Major Lu Da abused him, saying, “You thieving bastard! How dare you reply!” Then lifting his fist he struck the butcher in the corner of his eye such a blow that the eyeball fell out with a display of red, black, and purple colors on his cheeks. The butcher asked to be pardoned but Major Lu Da shouted, “You are a bad lot. If you were sincere I would forgive you; but I cannot do so.” He thereupon hit him on the temple and it seemed to the butcher as though a whole temple of priests were chanting their prayers, ringing bells, and clapping cymbals. The Major saw that the butcher was exhaling without any intake, so he falsely spoke to him, “You are pretending to die.” But he saw that his skin was gradually becoming pale. And he could hardly believe that three blows of his fist could have killed the man. He knew that he would be prosecuted, so he decided to go away. As he left, he saw the butcher was dead. As he went along, he turned round and abused the butcher: but the onlookers dared not interfere. Returning to his lodging the Major packed a few things and silver and taking a cudgel he quickly left the town by the South Gate.


  The people tried to revive the body for half a day without success—for alas, he was quite dead. The members of the family went to the yamen and, when the magistrate came, made their accusation. The magistrate thought that as Major Lu Da was a military officer he had better report to the garrison commander; so at once he got in a sedan chair and went to the headquarters. When they met, the magistrate saluted, then he stated that Major Lu Da had killed a man but he dared not arrest him without the General’s consent. The General was startled at the news, and after some thought he asked the magistrate to arrest and try him according to the law. As Major Lu Da was still on the staff of the Old General Zhong of the frontier the sentence should be submitted to the latter for confirmation. The magistrate agreed to do this, and upon returning to his yamen he took his seat on the bench, and issued a warrant for the arrest of Major Lu Da. The inspector who received the warrant proceeded to the lodgings of the Major, but he found no clue there. Moreover as he did not know where he had gone he arrested the landlord and two of the neighbors. The magistrate sent these men temporarily to the detention house, and ordered the coroner to make a careful postmortem examination of the corpse, then have the body placed in a coffin, and deposited it in the courtyard of a temple awaiting further developments. He then issued a proclamation giving details of the murder, a full description of the major, with a reward of a thousand strings of cash for his arrest. This was printed and posted in public places in every district.


  Lu Da traveled hastily without any definite object in view. When hungry, he took any food that was ready; when cold, any clothing available; hurrying, he did not choose road; and being poor he would have taken any woman as his wife. In just more than a fortnight he reached Yanmen County in the Daizhou Prefecture, and entering the town on a market day he found that the streets were crowded and noisy. Horses and carts were passing along side by side. There were all kinds of traders selling and buying goods from all parts. Although it was only a county town yet it was better than many a prefectural capital for business. Arriving at the crossroads he saw a crowd looking at a proclamation. He forced his way through the crowd, and as he could not read he listened to one man who was reading it aloud. It was the proclamation about himself, warning the people not to harbor him, and offering a reward for his arrest. When he had listened to this he heard a voice behind him say, “Elder brother Zhang, what are you doing here?” He was then pulled away from the crossroads.


  We will now relate how Lu Da had his head shaved, and his beard cut off, changed his name, and destroyed a Buddhist disciple.


   


  His staff cleared the roads from danger,


  His sword killed the vicious people.


  

   


   


   


  Footnote


  52 The character “wan,” is described as a “swastika” in Jackson’s translation, by virtue of the physical appearance of the way the Chinese character is written. Wan literally means “ten thousand” and it may also mean “myriad” or “a great many.” Hence it is used to suggest bounty or longevity. English speaking readers may know it in from the Chinese phrase used in exaltation to the Emperor “Wan Sui” (“may you live ten thousand years”) or the same phrase in Japanese, “Banzai.”


  53 A measurement of weight approximating a pound. Historically expressed in English as a “catty.”




  CHAPTER 3

   

  Zhao Yuanwai Rebuilds Wenshu Monastery; Lu Da Makes a Row at Mount Wutai


   


   


   


  WHEN Lu Da turned round he saw that it was Old Jin of the wine shop at Weizhou who was pulling him. They went to a quiet spot where the old man said, “Benefactor! You are too brave! That proclamation orders your arrest, and yet you go to look at it. If I had not seen you, you might have been recognized by a minor official.”


  “I will tell you the truth,” said Lu Da, “because of your affair I killed the Bully, and I have been wandering about for fifty days, and did not plan to come here. Why did you not return to Kaifeng as it was arranged?”


  “My superior benefactor!” said Old Jin. “On the day you saved me I hired a cart, and left with the intention of returning to Kaifeng, but on the way I met an old neighbor of ours who was coming here to do business as a merchant, and he brought us here. Fortunately, he arranged a marriage for my daughter with a wealthy man, Zhao Yuanwai,54 who kept her as a concubine. My daughter is always telling him of your benevolence, and he says that he would like to meet you. Let us go and see them now.”


  They went about half a li to the house of Zhao where Old Jin lifted the curtain in front of the door, and called out, “Daughter, our benefactor has arrived.”


  She came outside and invited Lu Da to enter and sit down. She then gave him six salutations, and asked them to go upstairs. He wished to leave, but Old Jin took his staff and bundle, and said to his daughter, “Please take our benefactor upstairs, and I will go to arrange the food.” He then went with a servant, and bought some fresh fish, a tender chicken, a goose cured in wine, and some pickled fish. Upon returning he had these cooked and taken upstairs. The girl servant brought the hot wine in a silver pot and father and daughter took it in turn to fill up Lu Da’s cup. Old Jin knelt and made his obeisance. “Why do you pay me such respect?” exclaimed Major Lu Da, “you lessen my prospects in life.” “Benefactor, please listen, I have been here a short time but I wrote your name on a piece of red paper, and every morning I burn a stick of incense and made obeisance to it. Now that you are here in person why should I not do the same to you?”


  In the evening they heard a noise below. Major Lu then opened the window, and looked down; he saw about thirty men armed with wooden sticks and cudgels, who were calling out, “Bring down the man from upstairs.” Among them was an official on horseback who was shouting, “I do not want this thief to escape.” Upon hearing this Lu Da took a stool and was going to dash down to fight. Old Jin called, “You need not fight about this.” He then descended and went to the official, and spoke to him a few words. The official laughed and dismissed the men. He dismounted and went indoors. Old Jin requested Major Lu Da to come down. The official was Zhao Yuanwai who knelt, kowtowed, saying, “To learn of your name is not so good as to see your face; to see your face is better than knowing your name. Famous Major, please receive my obeisances.”


  Lu Da asked Old Jin, “Who is this person? We are not acquainted, why does he make obeisance?” “This is my daughter’s husband,” replied Old Jin. “He suspected that I had brought an outsider here to drink wine, therefore he brought his servants to beat him. When I told him the truth he sent his men away.”


  Major Lu and the others went upstairs and sat down. Zhao Yuanwai said, “I wish to express my respect to you at this time. I have heard a great deal of your heroism and today Heaven has granted me this meeting.”


  “I am very stupid and am deserving death,” said the Major. “If you do not mind my poverty and misfortune, we shall become close friends, and if you have anything to do I shall be willing to serve you.”


  Zhao Yuanwai was much pleased and inquired about the murder. They chatted, and compared notes about fencing with lances. They drank wine to midnight, and then went to rest.


  The next day Zhao Yuanwai remarked: “I do not consider this place is safe, so I decided to take you to my native village which is three li from town.” He sent a man to the village to bring a horse which Lu Da mounted, and the farm servant was asked to carry the baggage. They took leave of Old Jin and his daughter, and as they rode abreast, they chatted. The next day Lu Da said, at a feast, “You are treating me well, and I am not able to return your kindness.” Zhao Yuanwai replied, “Within the four seas all men are brothers, so why mention ‘returning the kindness’?”


  Lu Da stayed there for a week. One day Old Jin hurriedly arrived and told Lu Da, “Benefactor, I have a suspicion, because of that affair the other day the neighbors talked about it, and yesterday four policemen came making inquiries. I am afraid that they will come here and arrest you.”


  Lu Da said that he had better go, and Zhao Yuanwai replied, “I have another plan, I will find a peaceful retreat for you if you would agree to go.” Lu Da asked where that place was, and Zhao Yuanwai said, “About ten li from here is a mountain called Mount Wutai, and on it is a monastery called Wenshu Monastery. This was the earthly abode of the Bodhisatva Wenshu, and now there are about seven hundred monks in the monastery. The Abbot’s name is Zhi Zhen, and he is a close friend of mine. An ancestor of mine endowed the monastery. I once took the vow that I would subsidize a monk there. I have purchased the certificate, monk’s gown, and alms bowl. I have no trusty person who would fulfill my wish, but if you would care to do so, I will arrange matters for you. Are you willing to have your hair cut off and become a monk?”


  Lu Da thought the matter over, “Now I must leave here; but where can I go? I had better do as you suggest.” So he said, “I accept your offer and will become a monk. I have confidence in you.” During the night they arranged matters, and prepared the clothes, traveling expenses, rolls of silk, and other gifts for the temple. They rose early the next morning and called servants to carry the articles. They started at seven o’clock and reached the foot of the mountain at eleven. There they engaged two sedan chairs to take them up the mountain, and the servant was sent in advance to announce their arrival. They were met at the monastery by the manager and superintendent of that monastery, and were conducted to a pavilion outside the temple gate where the Abbot came with his attendants to welcome them.


  After a little while the Abbot took them to his private room for tea. Abbot Zhi Zhen requested Zhao Yuanwai to take the seat of honor. Lu Da took a monk’s seat and sat down in a lower position. Zhao leant over and whispered in Lu Da’s ear, “You have come here to become a monk. How can you sit down opposite to the Abbot?”


  “I do not understand their customs,” said Lu Da. He then rose and took his position at the side of the Squire. In front of them stood the chief monk, the Wei Na, the abbot’s assistant, the superintendent of the temple and his assistant, the guest’s host, and the scribe, in order of rank. The servants brought in the box containing the gifts and placed it in front of the Abbot, who said, “Why have you brought presents again? We have plenty of your donations in this monastery.” The servants and the acolytes removed the gifts, and then Zhao Yuanwai stood up and said, “Previously I wished to subsidize a monk here. I had the certificate, but up to now I have not found the proper man. My cousin, Lu Da, was a military officer at Weizhou, but he saw the misery of the present generation and has rejected the common lot. He begs the Abbot to have mercy and receive him as a monk. I would prepare all the articles for him. I have great hopes that the Abbot will satisfy his desire.”


  The Abbot upon hearing this replied, “This will bring glory to our monastery. It can be easily arranged.” He then told the acolyte to serve tea, which was done. After tea the Abbot discussed with the Wei Na the question of cutting off Lu Da’s hair and making him a monk. He ordered the superintendent to supply the plain food for his fasting. He told all the other monks to be present to discuss the matter with their brothers. They did this, and the general opinion was that Lu Da had not the appearance of a monk, and moreover his eyes looked cruel. They asked the guest’s host to request Lu Da to sit at another place, so that they could talk this matter over with the Abbot. The host invited Zhao Yuanwai and Lu Da to go with him to the guest chamber. The monks addressed the Abbot, saying, “This man who wishes to become a monk has a repulsive and cruel appearance, and we cannot shave him. We are afraid afterwards our monastery will be disgraced.”


  The Abbot answered, “He is a cousin of our donor Zhao Yuanwai so how dare we offend him? You should not suspect him; you can wait here and let me have a look at his features.” He then burn a stick of incense, placing it in the vase for that purpose. He sat down, cross-legged, in a monk’s meditation and began to chant. When the stick of incense was finished, he returned to the other room, and said to the monks, “You may now shave his head. He is a representation of a heavenly star, and he is quite upright. At present he is cruel, but his future is favorable, and he will become pure. In the process of transmigration he has become uncommon, and is better than any of you. You must remember what I say and accept it.”
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