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The Compradore and the Missionary. 3

pretences. When the smart chiefl officer came for my fare he
charged me, [ thought, too little. 1 expressed my surprise,
and said that I thought the fare was seven dollars. k “ So it
is,” he replied “ but we only charge missionaries five dollars,
and [ knew you were a missionary even before they told
me.”” How different was his acuteness from that of the
Chinese compradore who received me on the China Mer-
chants’ steamer /s/n Chi, in which [ once made a voyage from
Shanghai to Tientsin, also in Chinese dress ! The conversation
was short, sharp, and emphatic. The compradore looked at me
searchingly. “ What pidgin belong you? " he asked—meaning
what is your business ? Humbly [ answered, ©“ My belong Jesus
Christ pidgin " ; thatis, | am a missionary, to which he instantly
and with some scorn replied, “ No dam fear!"

We called at the river ports and reached Hankow on the
14th. Hankow, the Chinese say, is the mart of eight provinces
and the centre of the earth. It is the chief distributing centre
of the Yangtse valley, the capital city of the centre of China.
The trade in tea, its staple export, is declining rapidly,
particularly since 1886. Indian opium goes no higher up the
river than this point; its importation into Hankow is now
insignificant, amounting to only 738 piculs (44 tons) per
annum. Hankow is on the left bank of the Yangtse,
separated only by the width of the Han river from Hanyang,
and by the width of the Yangtse from Wuchang; these three
divisions really form one large city, with more inhabitants than
the entire population of the colony of Victoria.

Wuchang is the capital city of the two provinces of Hunan
and Hupeh; it is here that the Viceroy, Chang Chi Tung,
resides in his official yamen and dispenses injustice from a

building almost as handsome as the American mission-houses
B2






Missionary Successes in China. 5

Kingdom, under the lights of the United Presbyterian Kirk,
Free Kirk, Episcopalian Church, and 7%e¢ Kirk, not to mention
a large and varied assortment of Dissenting Churches of more
or less dubious orthodoxy, he is openly hostile to the
introduction of Christianity into China. And nowhere in
China is the opposition to the introduction of Christianity
more intense than in the Yangtse valley. In this intensity
many thoughtful missionaries see the greater hone of the
ultimate conversion of this portion of China ; opposition they
say is a better aid to missionary success than mere apathy.

During the time I was in China, I met large numbers of
missionaries of all classes, in many cities from Peking to
Canton, and they unanimously expressed satisfaction at the
progress they are making in China. Expressed succinetly,
their harvest may be described as amounting to a fraction
more than two Chinamen per missionary per annum. If,
however, the paid ordained and unordained native helpers be
added to the number of missionaries, you find that the
aggregate body converts nine-tenths of a Chinaman per
worker per annum ; but the missionaries deprecate their work
being judged by statistics. There are 1511 Protestant
missionaries labouring in the Empire; and, estimating their
results from the statistics of previous years as published in the
Chinese Recorder, we find that they gathered last year (1893)
into the fold 3127 Chinese—not all of whom it is teared are
genuine Christians—at a cost of £350,000, a sum equal to
the combined incomes of the ten chief London hospitals.

Hankow itself swarms with missionaries, “who are unhappily
divided into so many sects, that even a foreigner is bewildered
by their number, let alone the heathen to whom they are
accredited.” (Medhurst.)






The Spaniard in China. i

Every visitor to Hankow and to all other open ports, who
1s a supporter of missionary effort, is pleased to find that his
preconceived notions as to the hardships and discomforts
of the open port missionary in China are entirely false.
Comfort and pleasures of life are there as great as in any
other country. Among the most comfortable residences in
Hankow are the quarters of the missionaries; and it is but
right that the missionaries should be separated as far
as possible from all discomfort — missionaries who - are
sacrificing all for China, and who are prepared to undergo
any reasonable hardship to bring enlightenment to this land
of darkness.

[ called at the headquarters of the Spanish mission of
Padres Agustinos and smoked a cigarette with two of the
Padres, and exchanged reminiscences of Valladolid and
Barcelona. And [ can well conceive, having seen the extreme
dirtiness of the mission premises, how little the Spaniard has
to alter his ways in order to make them conform to the more
ancient civilisation of the Chinese.

In Hankow there is a large foreign concession with a
handsome embankment lined by large buildings. There is a
rise and fall in the river between summer and winter levels of
nearly sixty feet. In the summer the river laps the edge
of the embankment and may overflow into the concession ;
in the winter, broad steps lead down to the edge of the water
which, even when shrunk into its bed, is still more than half a
mile in width. Our handsome consulate is at one end
of the embankment; at the other there 1s a remarkable
municipal building which was designed by a former City
constable, who was, I hope, more expert with the handcuffs
than he was with the pencil.
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A Chinese [Interpreter. 9

Our interests in Hankow are protected by Mr Pelham
Warren, the Consul, one of the ablest men in the Service. |
registered at the Consulate as a British subject and obtained
a Chinese passport in terms of the Treaty of Tientsin for the
four provinces Hupeh, Szechuen, Kweichou, and Yunnan,
available for one year from the date of issue.

I had no servant. An English-speaking “boy,” hearing that [
was 1n need of one, came to me to recommend ‘“ his number
one flend,” who, he assured me, spoke English ““all the same
Englishman.” But when the “flend” came I found that he
spoke English all the same as I spoke Chinese. He was not
abashed, but turned away wrath by saying to me, through an
interpreter, “It is true that I cannot speak the foreign
language, but the foreign gentleman is so clever that in one
month he will speak Chinese beautifully.” We did not come
to terms. '

At Hankow I embarked on the China Merchants' steamer
Kweili, the only triple-screw steamer on the River, and four
days later, on February 2i1st, I landed at Ichang, the most
inland port on the Yangtse yet reached by steam. Ichang 1s
an open port; it is the scene of the anti-foreign riot of
September 2nd, 1891, when the fﬂreign settlement was
pillaged and burnt by the mob, aided by soldiers of the
Chentai Loh-Ta-Jen, the head military official in charge at
[chang, “ who gave the outbreak the benefit of his connivance.”
Pleasant zest is given to life here in the anticipation of another
outbreak ; it is the only excitement.

From Ichang to Chungking—a distance of 412 miles—
the river Yangtse, in a great part of its course, is a series of
rapids which no steamer has yet attempted to ascend,
though it is contended that the difficulties of navigation












The Smile of a Chinese Woman. 13

At daylight we were away again and soon entered the first
of the great gorges where the river has cleft its way through
the mountains.

With a clear and sunny sky, the river flowing smoothly and
reflecting deeply the lofty and rugged hills which fall steeply
to the water's edge, a light boat, and a model crew, it was a
pleasure to lie at ease wrapped in my Chinese pukai and watch
the many junks lazily falling down the river, the largest of
them ‘ dwarfed by the colossal dimensions of the surrounding
scenery to the size of sampans,” and the fishing boats, noiseless
but for the gentle creaking of the sheers and dip-net, silently
working in the still waters under the bank.

At Ping-shan-pa there 1s an outstation of the Imperial
Maritime Customs in charge of a seafaring man who was once
a cockatoo farmer in South Australia, and drove the first
team of bullocks to the Mount Brown diggings. He lives
comfortably in a house-boat moored to the bank. He is one
of the few Englishmen in China married in the English way,
as distinct from the Chinese, to a Chinese girl. His wife is
one of the prettiest girls that ever came out of Nanking, and
talks English delightfully with a musical voice that is pleasant
to listen to. 1 confess that I am one of those who agree with
the missionary writer in regarding ‘the smile of a Chinese
woman as inexpressibly charming.” 1 have seen girls in
China who would be considered beautiful in any capital in
Europe. The attractiveness of the Japanese lady has been
the theme of many writers, but, speaking as an impartial
observer who has been both in Japan and China, I have never
been able to come to any other decision than that in every
feature the Chinese woman 1s superior to her Japanese sister.
She is head and shoulders above the Japanese; she is more
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My Fwst Day in the Boat. 15

as far as possible from the current, and you saw how gradually
we felt our way along.

At a double row of mat sheds filled with huge coils of
bamboo rope of all thicknesses, my laoban went ashore to
purchase a towline; he took with him 1000 cash (about two
shillings), and returned with a coil 100 yards in length and
6oo cash of change. The rope he brought was made of
plaited bamboo, was as thick as the middle finger, and as
tough as whalebone.

The country was more open and terraced everywhere into
gardens. Our progress was most satisfactory. When night
came we drew into the bank, and I coiled up in my crib and
made myself comfortable. Space was cramped, and I had
barely room to stretch my legs. My cabin was 5 feet 6 inches
square and 4 feet high, open behind, but with two little doors
in front, out of which I could just manage to squeeze myself
sideways round the mast. Coir matting was next the floor
boards, then a thick Chinese quilt (a pakai), then a Scotch
plaid made in Geelong. My pillow was Chinese, and the
hardest part of the bed; my portmanteau was beside me and
served as a desk; a Chinese candle, more wick than wax,
stuck into a turnip, gave me light.

This, our first day’s journey, brought us to within sound of
the worst rapid on the river, the Hsintan, and the roar of the
cataract hummed in our ears all night.

Early in the morning we were at the foot of the rapid under
the bank on the opposite side of the river from the town of
Hsintan. [t was an exciting scene. A swirling torrent with
a roar like thunder was frothing down the cataract. Above,
barriers of rocks athwart the stream stretched like a weir
across the river, damming the deep still water behind it. The






In the Yangtse Gorges. 17

smooth water. Then my men laughed heartily. How 1t was
done | do not know, but I felt keen admiration for the calm
dexterity with which it had been done.

We baled the water out of the boat, paid out a second tow-
.ropﬂ—this one from the bow to keep the stern under control,
the other being made fast to the mast, and took on board a
licensed pilot. Extra trackers, hired for a few cash, laid hold
of both towlines, and bodily—the water swelling and [ﬂaming
under our bows—the boat was hauled against the torrent, and
up the ledge of water that stretches across the river. We
were now in smooth water at the entrance to the Mi Tsang
Gorge. Two stupendous walls of rock, almost perpendicular,
as bold and rugged as the Mediterranean side of the Rock of
Gibraltar seem folded one behind the other across the river.
“ Savage cliffs are these, where not a tree and scarcely a blade
of grass can grow, and where the stream, which is rather
heard than seen, seems to be fretting in vain efforts to escape
from its dark and gloomy prison.” In the gorge itself the
current was restrained, and boats could cross from bank to
bank without difficulty. It was an eerie feeling to glide over
the sunless water shut in by the stupendous sidewalls of
rock. At a sandy spit to the west of the gorge we landed
and put things in order. And here | stood and watched the
junks disappear down the river one after the other, and I saw
the truth of what Hosie had written that, as their masts are
always unshipped in the down passage, the junks seem to be
‘“ passing with their human freight into eternity.”

An immensely high declivity with a precipitous face was in
front of us, which strained your eyes to look at; yet high up to the
summit and to the very edge of the precipice, little farmsteads

are dotted, and every yard of land available is under cultivation.
£






The Skill and Darmng of Yangtse Boatmen. 19

to. Here we had infinite difficulty in passing the rapids, and
crossed and recrossed the river several times. [ sat in the
boat stripped and shivering, for shipwreck seemed certain, and
[ did not wish to be drowned like arat. For cool daring I never
saw the equal of my boys, and their nicety of judgment was
remarkable. Creeping along close to the bank, every moment
in danger of having its bottom knocked out, the boat would be
worked to the exact point from which the crossing of the river
was feasible, balanced for a moment in the stream, then with
sail set and a clipping breeze, and my men working like
demons with the oars, taking short strokes, and stamping
time with their feet, the boat shot into the current. We
made for a rock in the centre of the river; we missed it,
and my heart was in my mouth as I saw the rapid below us
into which we were being drawn, when the boat mysteriously
swung half round and glided under the lee of the rock.
One of the boys leapt out with the bow-rope, and the others
with scull and boat-hook worked the boat round to the upper
edge of the rock, and then, steadying her for the dash across,
pushed off again into the swirling current and made like fiends
for the bank. Standing on the stern, managing the sheet and
tiller, and with his bamboo pole ready, the laoban yelled and
stamped in his excitement ; there was the roar of the cataract
below us towards which we were fast edging stern on,
destruction again threatened us and all seemed over, when in
that moment we entered the back-wash and were again in
good shelter. And so it went on, my men with splendid skill
doing always the right thing, in the right way, at the right
time, with unerring certainty.

At Yehtan rapid, which is said to be the worst on the river

in the winter, as the Hsintan rapid is in summer, three of
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The Funks on the Yangtse. 21

unintelligible speech you pictured disorder, and disaster, and
wild excitement ; to see them act you witnessed such coolness,
skill, and daring as you had rarely seen before. My boys
were all young. The captain was only twenty, and was a
model of physical grace, with a face that will gladden the
heart of the Chinese maiden whom he condescends to select
to be the mother of his children.

Junks were making slow progress up the river. The tow-
path is here on the left bank, sixty feet above the present
level of the river. Barefooted trackers, often one hundred in
a gang, clamber over the rocks “like a pack of hounds in full
cry,” each with the coupling over his shoulder and all singing
in chorus, the junk they are towing often a quarter of a mile
astern of them. When a rapid intervenes they strain like
bondmen at the towrope ; the line creaks under the enormous
tension but holds fast. On board the junk, a drum tattoo is
beaten and fire-crackers let off, and a dozen men with long
ironshod bamboos sheer the vessel off the rocks as foot by
foot it 1s drawn past the obstruction. Contrast with this
toilsome slowness the speed of the junk bound down-stream.
[ts mast is shipped ; its prodigious bow-sweep projects like a
low bowsprit ; the after deck is covered as far as midships
with arched mat-roof; coils of bamboo rope are hanging under
the awning; a score or more of boatmen, standing to their
work and singing to keep time, work the yulos, as looking
like a modern whaleback the junk races down the rapids.

Kweichou-fu, 146 miles from Ichang, is one of the largest
cities on the Upper Yangtse. Just before it is the Feng-
hsiang Gorge the “Windbox Gorge" where the mountains
have been again cleft in twain to let pass the river ; this is the
last of the great gorges of the Yangtse.












My Reception at Wanhsien. 25

flags, by which they are exempt from the Chinese likin duties,
so capricious in their imposition, and pay instead a general
five per cent. ad valorem duty on their cargoes, which is levied
by the Imperial Maritime Customs, and collected either in
Chungking or Ichang. From one to the other, with boathooks
and paddle, we crept past the outer wings of their balanced
rudders till we reached the landing place. On the rocks at
the landing a bevy of women were washing, beating their
hardy garments with wooden flappers against the stones ; but
they ceased their work as the foreign devil, in his uncouth
garb, stepped ashore in their midst. Wanhsien is not friendly
to foreigners in foreign garb. [ did not know this, and went
ashore dressed as a European. Never have | received such a
spontaneous welcome as [ did in this city ; never do I wish to
receive such another. [ landed at the mouth of the small
creek which separates the large walled city to the east from
the still larger city beyond the walls to the west. My laoban
was with me. We passed through the washerwomen. Boys
and ragamuffins hanging about the shipping saw me, and ran
towards me, yelling: * Yang tweitze, Vang kweitze” (foreign
devil, foreign devil).

Behind the booths a story-teller had gathered a crowd; ina
moment he was alone and the crowd were following me up the
hill, yelling and howling with a familiarity most offensive to a
sensitive stranger. My sturdy boy wished me to produce my
passport which is the size of an admiral's ensign, but [ was not
such a fool as to do so for it had to serve me for many months
yet. With this taunting noisy crowd I had to walk on as if ]
enjoyed the demonstration. [ stopped once and spoke to the
crowd, and, as I knew no Chinese, I told them in gentle
English of the very low opinion their conduct led me to form






Chinese Gratitude. 27

resumed my Chinese dress. “ Look,” the people said, “at the
foreigner; he had on foreign dress, and now he is dressed in
Chinese even to his queue. Look at his queue, it is false.”
I took oft my hat to scratch my head. * Look,” they shouted
again, “at his queue; it is stuck to the inside of his hat.”
But they ceased to follow me.

There are three Missionaries in Wanhsien of the China
Inland Mission, one of whom is from Sydney. The mission
has been opened six vears, and has been fairly successful, or
completely unsuccessful, according to the point of view of the
inquirer.

Mr. Hope Gill, the senior member of the mission, is a most
earnest good man, who works on in his discouraging task
with an enthusiasm and devotion beyond all praise. A
Premillennialist, he preaches without ceasing throughout the
city; and his preaching is earnest and indiscriminate. His
method has been sarcastically likened by the Chinese, in the
words of one of their best-known aphorisms, to the unavailing
efforts of a “blind fowl picking at random after worms.”
Nearly all the Chinese in Wanhsien have heard the doctrine
described with greater or less unintelligibility, and it is at their
own risk if they still refuse to be saved.

During the cholera epidemic this brave man never left his
post; he never refused a call to attend the sick and dying, and,
at the risk of his own, saved many lives. And what is his
reward? This work he did, the Chinese say, not from a
disinterested love of his fellows, which was his undoubted
motive, but to accumulate merit for himself in the invisible
world beyond the grave. * Gratitude,” says this missionary,
and it is the opinion of many, “is a condition of heart, or of
mind, which seems to be incapable of existence in the body






The Chief Inguirer of Wanhsien. 209

stall round the corner from the mission, who can neither read
nor write, and belongs to a very humble order of blunted
intelligence. The poor fellow is the father of a little girl of
three, an only child, who is both deaf and dumb. And there
is the fear that his fondness for the little one tempts him to give
hope to the missionaries that in him they are to see the first
fruit of their toil, the first in the district to be saved by their
teaching, while he nurses a vague hope that, when the foreign
teachers regard him as adequately converted, they may be
willing to restore speech and hearing to his poor little offspring
It 1s a scant harvest.

After a Chinese dinner the mission and 1 went for a walk
into the country. In the main street we met a troop of
beggars, each with a bowl of rice and garbage and a long
stick, with a few tattered rags hanging round his loins—they
were the poorest poor 1 had ever seen. They were the
beggars of the city, who had just received their mid-day meal
at the “ Wanhsien Ragged Homes.” There are three insti-
tutions of the kind in the city for the relief of the destitute ;
they are entirely supported by charity, and are said to have
an average annual income of jo000 taels. Wanhsien is a
very rich city, with wealthy merchants and great salt hongs.
The landed gentry and the great junk owners have their town
houses here. The money distributed by the townspeople in
private charity is unusually great even for a Chinese city.
[ts most public-spirited citizen 1s Ch'en, one of the merchant
princes of China whose transactions are confined exclusively
to the products of his own country. Starting life with an
income of one hundred taels, bequeathed him by his father,
Ch'en has now agents all over the empire, and mercantile
dealings which are believed to yield him a clear annual income






‘“ Have wyou eaten your Rice?’ 31

miles, is on the “Hill of Heavenly Birth.” It was built,
says Hobson, during the Taiping Rebellion; it existed,
says the missionary, before the present dynasty; discrepant
statements characteristic of this country of contradictions.
But, whether thirty or two hundred and fifty years old, the fort
is now one in name only, and is at present occupied by a
garrison of peaceful peasantry.

Chinamen that we met asked us politely “if we had eaten
our rice,” and “whither were we going.” We answered
correctly. But when with equal politeness we asked the way-
farer where he was going, he jerked his chin towards the
horizon and said, “a long way.”

We called at the residence of a rich young Chinese, who
had lately received it in his inheritance, together with 3000
acres of farmland, which, we were told, yield him an annual
income of 70,000 taels. In the absence of the master, who
was away in the country reading with his tutor for the Hanlin
degree, we were received by the caretakers, who showed us
the handsome guest chambers, the splendid gilded tablet, the
large courts, and garden rockeries. A handsome residence is
this, solidly built of wood and masonry, and with the trellis
work carved with much elaboration.

It was late when we returned to the mission, and after
dark when I went on board my little wupan. My boys had
not been idle. They had bought new provisions of excellent
quality, and had made the boat much more comfortable.
The three kind missionaries came down to wish me God-
speed. Brave men! they deserve a kinder fortune than
has been their fate hitherto. We crossed the river and
anchored above the city, ready against an early start in
the morning.






The Funks of Fuchou, 33

every kind of river craft, and back in the distance snow-clad
mountains. There are bamboo sheds at every point, with
coils of bamboo tow-rope, mats, and baskets, and huge Szechuen
hats as wide as an umbrella.

On the morning of March 5th I was awakened by loud
screaming and yelling ahead of us. I squeezed out of my
cabin, and saw a huge junk looming down upon us. In an
awkward rapid its tow-line had parted, and the huge structure
tumbling uncontrolled in the water, was bearing down on us,
broadside on. It seemed as if we should be crushed against
the rocks, and we must have been, but for the marvellous skill
with which the sailors on the junk, just at the critical time,
swung their vessel out of danger. They were yelling with
discord, but worked together as one man.

In the afternoon we were at Feng-tu-hsien, a flourishing
river port, one of the principal outlets of the opium traffic of
the Upper Yangtse. Next day we were at Fuchou, the other
opium port, whose trade in opium is greater still than that of
Feng-tu-hsien. It is at the junction of a large tributary
the Kung-t’-an-ho, which is navigable for large vessels for
more than two hundred miles. Large numbers of the Fuchou
junks were moored here, which differ in construction from all
other junks on the river Yangtse in having their great sterns
twisted or wrung a quarter round to starboard, and n being
steered by an immense stern sweep, and not by the balanced

rudder of an ordinary junk.

The following day, after a long day's work, we moored
beyond the town of Chang-show-hsien. Here I paid the
laoban 2000 cash, whereupon he paid his men something on
account, and then blandly suggested a game of cards. He

was fast winning back his money, when [ intervened and bade
D
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CHAPTEE. 1V.

THE City OF CHUNGKING—THE CHINESE CusTOMS—THE
Famous MonsiEUR HaAs, AND A FEW WORDS ON
THE Opium FALLACY.

AFTER passing through the gorge known as Tung-lo-hsia ten
miles from Chungking, the lacban tried to attract my attention,
calling me from my crib and pointing with his chin up the
river repeating * Haikwan one piecee,” which I interpreted to
mean that there was an outpost of the customs here in charge
of one white man; and this proved to be the case. The customs
kuatze or houseboat was moored to the left bank; the Imperial
Customs flag floated gaily over an animated collection of
native craft. We drew alongside the junk and an Englishman
appeared at the window.

“Where from ?" he asked, laconically.

“ Australia.”

“The devil, so am I. What part ?”

“Victoria.”

“Soam [. Town?”

“ Last from Ballarat.”

“ My native town, by Jove! Jump up.”

I gave him my card. He looked at it and said, “When 1 was
last in Victoria I used to follow with much interest a curious
walk across Australia, from the Gulf of Carpentaria to
Melbourne done bya namesake. Anyrelation? The same man!

I'm delighted to see you.” Here then at the most inland of
D 2






The Imperial Maritime Customs. 45

open to all the world than any other service in the world. As
an example, | note that among the Commissioners of Customs
at the ports of the River Yangtse alone, at the time of my
voyage the Commissioner at Shanghai was an Austrian, at
Kiukiang a Frenchman, at Hankow an Englishman, at Ichang
a Scandinavian, and at Chungking a German.

The Australian had been ten months at Chungking. His
up-river journey occupied thirty-eight days, and was attended
with one moving incident. In the Hsintan rapid the towline
parted, and his junk was smashed to pieces by the rocks, and
all that he possessed destroyed. It was in this rapid that my
boat narrowly escaped disaster, but there was this difference
In our experiences, that at the time of his accident the river
was sixty feet higher than on the occasion of mine.

Tang-chia-to, the customs out-station, is ten miles by river
from Chungking, but not more than four miles by land. So
I sent the boat on, and in the afternoon walked over to the
city. A customs coolie came with me to show me the way:
My friend accompanied me to the river crossing, walking with
me through fields of poppy and sugarcane, and open beds of
tobacco. At the river side he left me to return to his solitary
home, while [ crossed the river in a sampan, and then set out
over the hills to Chungking. It was more than ever noticeable,
the poor hungry wretchedness of the river coolies. For three
days past all the trackers [ had seen were the most wretched
in physique of any | had met in China. Phthisis and malaria
prevail among them; their work is terribly arduous; they
suffer greatly from exposure; they appear to be starving in
the midst of abundance. My coolie showed well by contrast
with the trackers; he was sleek and well fed. A * chop
dollar,” as he would be termed down south, for his face






ASIONYVA HHL 0 MNVE FLISOJdd0 dHL WOMd NTIS SV ONIMONAHD 40 ALID FHIL







A Roving Englishman. 39

the tidewaiters in China. Down the river there is a tidewaiter
who was formerly professor of French in the Imperial
University of St. Petersburg ; and here in Chungking, filling
the same humble post, is the godson of a marquis and the
nephew of an earl, a brave soldier whose father is a major-
general and his mother an earl’s daughter, and who is first
cousin to that enlightened nobleman and legislator the Earl
of C. Few men so young have had so many and varied
experiences as this sturdy Briton. He has humped his swag
in Australia, has earned fifteen shillings a day there as a
blackleg protected by police picquets on a New South Wales
coal mine. He was at Harrow under Dr. Butler, and at
Corpus Christi, Cambridge. He has been in the Dublin
Fusiliers, and a lieutenant in Weatherby's Horse, enlisted in
the 5th Lancers, and rose from private to staff-sergeant, and
ten months later would have had his commission. He served
with distinction 1n the Soudan and Zululand, and has three
medals with four clasps. He was present at El Teb, and at
the disaster at Tamai, when McNeill's zareeba was broken.
He was at Tel-el-kebir; saw Burnaby go forth to meet a
coveted death at Abu-klea, and was present at Abu-Kru when
Sir Herbert Stewart received his death-wound. He was at
Rorke's Drift, and appears with that heroic band in Miss
Elizabeth Thompson's painting. Leaving the army, C. held
for a time a commission in the mounted constabulary of
Madras, and now he is a third class assistant tidewaiter in the
Imperial Maritime Customs of China, with a salary as low as
his spirits are high.

Chungking is an open port, which is not an open port.
By the treaty of Tientsin it is included in the clause which
states that any foreign steamer going to it, a closed port, shall
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floors are varnished; the beds are provided with spring
mattresses ; indeed, in the comfort of the hospital the Chinese
find its chief discomfort. A separate compartment has been
walled off for the treatment of opium-smokers who desire by
forced restraint to break off the habit. Three opium-smokers
were In durance at the time of my visit; they were happy and
contented and well nourished, and none but the trained eye of
an expert, who saw what he wished to see, could have guessed
that they were addicted to the use of a drug which has
been described in exaggerated terms as ““ more deadly to the
Chinese than war, famine, and pestilence combined.” (Rev.
A. H. Smith, “ Chinese Characteristics,” p. 187.)

Not long ago three men were admitted into the hospital
suffering, on their own confession, from the opium habit.
They freely expressed the desire of their hearts to be cured,
and were recelved with welcome and placed in confinement.
Every effort was made to wean them from the habit which,
they alleged, had “seized them in a death grip.” Attentive to
the teacher and obedient to the doctor, they gave every hope
of being early admitted into Church fellowship. But one night
the desire to return to the drug became irresistible, and,
strangely, the desire attacked all three men at the same time
on the same night ; and they escaped together. Sadly enough
there was in this case marked evidence of the demoralising
influence of opium, for when they escaped they took with them
everything portable that they could lay their hands on. It
was a sad trial.

Excellent medical work is done in the hospital. From the
first annual report just published by the surgeon in charge, an
M.D. from the United States, I extract the two following
pleasing items.
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France to support her in any difficulty with British Burma.
Such a position England could not tolerate for one moment.
Fortunately for us French intrigue outwitted itself, and the
Secret Treaty became known. It was in this way. Draft
copies of the agreement drawn up in French and Burmese
were exchanged between Monsieur Haas and King Theebaw.
But Monsieur Haas could not read Burmese, and he dis-
trusted the King. A trusted interpreter was necessary, and
there was only one man in Mandalay that seemed to him
then, the Italian

sufficiently trustworthy. To Signor A
Chargé d'Affaires and Manager of the Irrawaddy Flotilla
Company, Monsieur Haas went and, pledging him to secrecy,
sought his assistance as interpreter.

As Monsieur Haas had done, so did his Majesty the King.
Two great minds were being guided by the same spirit.
Theebaw could not read French, and he distrusted Monsieur
Haas. An interpreter was essential, and, casting about for
a trusted one, he decided that no one could serve him so
faithfully as Signor A

assistance, as Monsieur Haas had done. Their fates were in

, and straightway sought his

his hands ; which master should the Italian serve, the French
or the Burmese? He did not hesitate—he betrayed them
both. Within an hour the Secret Treaty was in possession
of the British Resident. Action was taken with splendid
promptitude. “ M. de Freycinet, when pressed on the subject,
repudiated any intention of acquiring for France a political
predominance in Burma."” An immediate pretext was found
to place Theebaw in a dilemma ; eleven days later the British
troops had crossed the frontier, and Upper Burma was another
province of our Indian Empire.

Monsieur Haas was recalled, and his abortive action
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Opiuwm-smoking 1 Chungking. 45

disturbed by a distant watchman springing his bamboo rattle to
keep himself awake and warn robbers of his approach. In no
city in Europe is security to life and property better guarded
than in this, or, indeed, in any other important city in China.
It is a truism to say that no people are more law-abiding than
the Chinese; “they appear,” says Medhurst, “to maintain order
as if by common consent, independent of all surveillance.”

Our Consul in Chungking is Mr. E. H. Fraser, an accom-
plished Chinese scholar, who fills a difficult post with rare tact
and complete success. Consul Fraser estimates the population
of Chungking at 200,000; the Chinese, he says, have a record
of 35,000 families within the walls. Of this number from
forty to fifty per cent of all men, and from four to five per
cent. of all women, indulge in the opium pipe. The city
abounds in opium-shops—shops, that is, where the little opium-
lamps and the opium-pipes are stacked in hundreds upon
hundreds. Opium 1s one of the staple products of this rich
province, and one of the chief sources of wealth of this
flourishing city.

During the nine months that I was in China [ saw thousands
of opium-smokers, but I never saw one to whom could be
applied that description by Lay (of the British and Foreign
Bible Society), so often quoted, of the typical opium-smoker
in China “with his lank and shrivelled limbs, tottering gait,
sallow visage, feeble voice, and death-boding glance of eye,
proclaiming him the most forlorn creature that treads upon the
ground.”

This fantastic description, paraded for vears past for our
sympathy, can be only applied to an infinitesimal number of
the millions in China who smoke opium. It is a well-known
fact that should a Chinese suffering from the extreme emacia-
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hope that your Society, and all right-minded men of your
country, will support the efforts China is now making to escape
from the thraldom of opium.” And yet you are told in China
that the largest growers of the poppy in China are the family
of Li Hung Chang.

The Society for the Suppression of Opium has circulated by
tens of thousands a petition which was forwarded to them from
the Chinese—spontaneously, per favour of the missionaries.
' Some tens of millions,” this petition says, ‘“some tens of
millions of human beings in distress are looking on tiptoe with
outstretched necks for salvation to come from you, O just and
benevolent men of England ! If not for the good or honour of
your country, then for mercy's sake do this good deed now to
save a people, and the rescued millions shall themselves be
your great reward.” (China's Millions, iv., 156.)

Assume, then, that the Chinese do not want our opium, and
unavailingly beseech us to stay this nefarious traffic, which is
as if “the Rivers Phlegethon and Lethe were united in it,
carrying fire and destruction wherever it flows, and leaving a |
deadly forgetfulness wherever it has passed.” (The Rev.
Dr. Wells Williams. “ The Middle Kingdom,"” i., 288.)

They do not want our opium, but they purchase from us
4275 tons per annum.

Of the eighteen provinces of China four only, Kiangsu,
Cheh-kiang, Fuh-kien, and Kuangtung use Indian opium, the
remaining fourteen provinces use exclusively home-grown
opium. Native-grown opium has entirely driven the imported
opium from the markets of the Yangtse Valley; no Indian
opium, except an insignificant quantity, comes up the river
even as far as Hankow. The Chinese do not want our opium
—it competes with their own. In the three adjoining
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adopted by the Chinese. Its advantage is that it converts
a desire for opium into a taste for morphia, a mode of treat-
ment analogous to changing one's stimulant from colonial beer
to methylated spirit. In 1893, 15,000 ounces of hydrochlorate
of morphia were admitted into Shanghai alone.

The China Inland Mission have an important station at
Chungking. It was opened seventeen years ago, in 1877, and
is assisted by a representative of the Horsburgh Mission. The
mission is managed by a charming English gentleman, who has
exchanged all that could make life happy in England for the
wretched discomfort of this malarious city. Every assistance |
needed was given me by this kindly fellow who, like nearly all
the China Inland Mission men, deserves success if he cannot
command it. A more engaging personality I have rarely met,
and it was sad to think that for the past year, 1893, no new
convert was made by his Mission among the Chinese of Chung-
king. (China’s Millions, January, 1894.) The Mission has been
working short-handed, with only three missionaries instead of
six, and progress has been much delayed in consequence.

The London Missionary Society, who have been here since
1889, have two missionaries at work, and have gathered nine
communicants and six adherents. Their work is largely aided
by an admirable hospital under Cecil Davenport, FR.C.S., a
countryman of my own. “ Broad Benevolence” are the
Chinese characters displayed over the entrance to the hospital,
and they truthfully describe the work done by the hospital. In
the chapel adjoining, a red screen i1s drawn down the centre
of the church, and separates the men from the women—one
of the chief pretexts that an Englishman has for going to church
is thus denied the Chinaman, since he cannot cast an ogling

eye through a curtain.
E
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mistic. The evening before starting, the Consul and my friend
Carruthers (one of the /uverness Courier Carruthers) gave me
a lesson in Chinese. ‘‘ French before breakfast " was nothing
to this kind of cramming. I learnt a dozen useful words and
phrases, and rehearsed them in the morning to a member of
the Inland Mission, who cheered me by saying that it- would
be a clever Chinaman indeed who could understand Chinese
like mine.

[ left on foot by the West Gate, being accompanied so far
by A. ]J. Little, an experienced traveller and authority on
China, manager in Chungking of the Chungking Transport
Company (which deals especially with the transport of cargo
from Ichang up the rapids), whose book on “The Yangtse
Gorges " is known to every reader of books on China.

[ was dressed as a Chinese teacher in thickly-wadded
Chinese gown, with pants, stockings, and sandals, with
Chinese hat and pigtail. In my dress | looked a person of
weight. [ must acknowledge that my outfit was very poor;
but this was not altogether a disadvantage, for my men would
have the less temptation to levy upon it. Still it would have
been awkward if my men had taken it into their heads to walk
off with my things, because I could not have explained my
loss. My chief efforts, I knew, throughout my journey would
be applied in the direction of inducing the Chinese to treat
me with the respect that was undoubtedly due to one who, in
their own words, had done them the * exalted honour' of
visiting * their mean and contemptible country.” For I could
not afford a private sedan chair, though I knew that Baber
had written that “ no traveller in Waestern China who
possesses any sense of self-respect should journey without a

sedan chair, not necessarily as a conveyance, but for the
E 2
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remarry, or who have sacrificed their lives on the death of
their husbands. Happy are those whose names are thus
recorded, for not only do they obtain ten thousand merits in
heaven, as well as the Imperial recognition of the Son of
Heaven on earth; but as an additional reward their souls may,
on entering the world a second time, enjoy the indescribable
felicity of inhabiting the bodies of men.

Cases where the widow has thus brought honour to the
family are constantly recorded in the pages of the Peking
Gazette. One of more than usual merit 1s described in the
Peking Gasette of June 1oth, 1892. The story runs :—

“ The Governor of Shansi narrates the story of a virtuous
wife who destroyed herself after the death of her husband.
The lady was a native of T'ienmen, in Hupeh, and both her
father and grandfather were officials who attained the rank of
Taotai. When she was little more than ten years old her
mother fell ill. The child cut flesh from her body and mixed
it with the medicines and thus cured her parent. The year
before last she was married to an expectant magistrate. Last
autumn, just after he had obtained an appointment, he was
taken violently ill. She mixed her flesh with the medicine but
it was in vain, and he died shortly afterwards. Overcome
with grief, and without parents or children to demand her
care, she determined that she would not live. Only waiting
till she had completed the arrangements for her husband’s
interment, she swallowed gold and powder of lead. She
handed her trousseau to her relatives to defray her funeral
expenses, and made presents to the younger members of the
family and the servants, after which, draped in her state
robes, she sat waiting her end. The poison began to work
and soon all was over. The memorialist thinks that the case
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Now I went on, on foot, though I had difficulty in keeping pace
with my men. Behind the village we climbed a very steep hill
by interminable steps, and passed under an archway at the
summit. Descending the hill, my cook engaged in a con-
troversy with a thin lad whom he had hired to carry his load a
stage. The dispute waxed warm, and, while they stopped to
argue 1t out at leisure, | went on. My cook, engaged through
the kind offices of the Inland Mission, was a man of strong
convictions ; and in the last I saw of the dispute he was
pulling the unfortunate coolie downhill by the pigtail. When
he overtook me he was alone and smiling cheerfully, well
satisfied with himself for having settled #hat little dispute.
The road became more level, and we got over the ground
quickly.

Late in the evening I was led into a crowded inn in a
large village, where we were to stay the night. We had
come twenty-seven miles, and had begun well. I was shown
into a room with three straw-covered wooden bedsteads, a
rough table, lit by a lighted taper in a saucer of oil, a rough
seat, and the naked earth floor. Hot water was brought me
to wash with and tea to drink, and my man prepared me an
excellent supper. My baggage was in the corner ; it consisted
of two light bamboo boxes with Chinese padlocks, a bamboo
hamper, and a roll of bedding covered with oilcloth. An oil-
cloth is indispensable to the traveller in China, for placed next
the straw on a Chinese bed it is impassable to bugs. And
during all my journey in China I was never disturbed in my
sleep by this unpleasant pest. Bugs in China are sufficiently.
numerous, but their numbers cannot be compared with the
gregarious hosts that disturb the traveller in Spain.

My last night in Spain was spent in Cadiz, the most charming
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““ Pardon me, but will you do me the favour to look at this
basin ?"

“Sir, you are right, you are completely right; it is the
weather; every bed in Cadiz is now full of them.”

In the morning, and every morning, we were away at day-
light, and walked some miles before breakfast. All the way
to Suifu the road is a paved causeway, 3 feet 6 inches to
6 feet wide, laid down with dressed flags of stone; and here,
at least, it cannot be alleged, as the Chinese proverb would
have it, that their roads are “ good for ten years and bad for
ten hundred.” There are, of course, no fences; the main road
picks its way through the cultivated fields; no traveller ever
thinks of trespassing from the roadway, nor did I ever see any
question of trespass between neighbours. In this law-abiding
country the peasantry conspicuously follow the Confucian
maxim taught in China four hundred years before Christ,
“ Do not unto others what you would not have others do unto
you.” Every rood of ground 1s under tillage.

Hills are everywhere terraced like the seats of an amphi-
theatre, each terrace being irrigated from the one below it by
a small stream of water, drawn up an inclined plain by a
continuous chain bucket, worked with a windlass by either
hand or foot. The poppy i1s everywhere abundant and
well tended; there are fields of winter wheat, and pink-
flowered beans, and beautiful patches of golden rape seed.
Dotted over the landscape are pretty Szechuen farmhouses in
groves of trees. Splendid banyan trees give grateful shelter to
the traveller. Of this country it could be written as a Chinese
traveller wrote of England, “their fertile hills, adorned with
the richest luxuriance, resemble in the outline of their summits

the arched eyebrows of a fair woman."”
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Suppose | wanted a chair to give me a rest for a few
miles—it was usually slung under the rafters—Laokwang
(my cook) unobserved by anyone but me pointed to it with his
thumb inquiringly. 1 nodded assent and apparently nothing
more happened and the conversation, of which I was quite
ignorant, continued. We left together on foot, my man still
maintaining a crescendo conversation with the inn people till
well away. When almost out of hearing he called out
something and an answer came faintly back from the distance.
It was his ultimatum as regards price and its acceptance—
they had been bargaining all the time. My man motioned to
me to wait, said the one word “ chiaodza’’ (sedan chair) and in
a few moments the chair of bamboo and wicker came rapidly
down the road carried by two bearers. They put down the
chair before me and bowed to me; I took my seat and was
borne easily and pleasantly along at four miles an hour at a
charge of less than one penny a mile.

My men received nearly 4oo cash a day each; but from
time to time they sweated their contract to unemployed coolies
and had their loads carried for so little as sixty cash (one
penny halfpenny), for two-thirds of a day’s journey,

At nightfall we always reached some large village or town
where my cook selected the best inn for my resting place, the
best inn in such cases being usually the one which promised
him the largest squeeze. All the towns through which the
road passes swarm with inns, for there is an immense floating
population to provide for. Competition is keen. Touts stand
at the doorway of every inn, who excitedly waylay the
traveller and cry the merits of their houses. At the counter
inside the entrance, piles of pukais (the warm Chinese
bedding), are stacked for hire—few of the travellers carry
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distance. But I must reckon with my guide. He wished to
remain here; I wished to go on; but as I could not under-
stand his Chinese explanation, nor advance any protest except
in English, of which he was innocent, [ could only look
aggrieved and make a virtue of a necessity. He did, however,
convey to me his solemn assurance that to-morrow (ming
titen) he would conduct me into Suifu before sunset. An
elderly Chinaman, who had given us the advantage of his
company at various inns during the last three days, here
entered into the conversation, produced his watch, and, with
his hand over his heart, which, in a Chinaman, is in the centre
of the breast-bone, added his sacred asseveration to my
guide’s. So I stayed. We were quite a friendly party
travelling together.

In the middle of the night a light was flashed into our room
and a voice pealed out an alarm that awoke even my two
Chinese, who, always obligingly slept in the same room with
me. [ had protested against their doing so, but they mistook
my expostulation for approbation. We rose at once, and
came down the steep bank to a boat that was lying stern to
shore showing a light. 1 was charmed to get such an early
start, and construed the indications into a ferry boat to take
me across the river, whence we would go by a short route
into Suifu. The boat was loaded with sugar and had a crew
of two men and three boys. There was an awning over the
cargo, but most of the space under it was already occupied by
twelve amiable Chinese, among whom were six promiscuous
friends, who had kept with us for several stages, and had, I
imagine, derived some pecuniary advantages from my
company. Yet this was not a ferry boat, but a passenger boat

engaged especially for me to carry me to Suifu before night-






CHAPTER VI

THE City oF SulFU—THE CHINA INLAND MISSION, WITH
SOME GENERAL REMARKS ABOUT MISSIONARIES IN CHINA,

AT Suifu I rested a day in order to engage new coolies to
go with me to Chaotong in Yunnan Province, distant 2go
miles. Neither of my two Chungking men would re-engage
to go further. Yet in Chungking Laokwang the cook had
declared that he was prepared to go with me all the way to
Tali-fu. But now he feared the loneliness of the road to
Chaotong. The way, he said, was mountainous and lttle
trodden, and robbers would see the smallness of our party and
“come down and stab us.” I was then glad that I had not
paid him the retaining fee he had asked in Chungking to take
me to Tal,

I called upon the famous Catholic missionaries, the
Provicaire Moutot and Pere Béraud, saw the more important
sights and visited some newly-arrived missionaries of the
American Boardof Missions. Four of the Americans were living -
together. [ called with the Inland missionary at a time when
they were at dinner. We were shown into the drawing-room,
where the most conspicuous ornament was a painted scroll
with a well executed drawing of the poppy in flower, a
circumstance which would confirm the belief of the Chinese
who saw it, that the poppy is held in veneration by foreigners.
While we waited we heard the noise of dinner gradually
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him in English. Pére Moutot has been twenty-three years in
China—six years at the sacred Mount Omi, and seventeen
years in Suifu; Pére Béraud has been twenty-three years in
Suifu. They both speak Chinese to perfection, and have been
co-workers with the bishop in the production of a Mandarin-
French dictionary just published at Sicawei; they dress as
Chinese, and live as Chinese in handsome mission premises
built in Chinese style. There is a pretty chapel in the
compound with scrolls and memorial tablets presented by
Chinese Catholics, a school for boys attended by fifty
ragamuffins, a nunnery and girls’ school, and a fit residence
for the venerable bishop. When showing me the chapel, the
Provicaire told me of the visit of one of Our Lord’s Apostles
to Suifu. He seemed to have no doubt himself of the truth
of the story. Tradition says that St. Thomas came to China,
and, if further proof were wanting, there is the black image of
Tamo worshipped to this day in many of the temples of
Szechuen. Scholars, however, identify this image and its
marked Hindoo features with that of the Buddhist evangelist
Tamo, who is known to have visited China in the sixth
century,

In Suifu there i1s a branch of the China Inland Mission
under an enthusiastic young missionary, who was formerly a
French polisher in Hereford. He is helped by an amiable
wife and by a charming English girl scarcely out of her teens.
The missionary’s work has he tells me, been “abundantly
blessed,”"—he has baptised six converts in the last three years.
A fine type of manis this missionary, brave and self-reliant,
sympathetic and self-denying, hopeful and self-satisfied.
His views as a missionary are well-defined. [ give them in
his own words :—* Those Chinese who have never heard

I
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the grave ? Oh, tremendous question! It is an awful thing
to contemplate—but they perish ; that is what God says.”
(““ Evangelisation of the World,” p. 70.) * The heathen are all
guilty in God's eyes; as guilty they perish.” (/d., 101.) “ Do
we believe that these millions are without hope in the next
world? We turn the leaves of God's Word in vain, for there
we find no hope ; not only that, but positive words to the
contrary. Yes! we believe it.” (/d., p. 199.)

The Rev. Dr. Hudson Taylor, the distinguished Founder of
the Mission, certainly believes it, and has frequently stated his
belief in public. Ancestral worship is the keystone of the
religion of the Chinese; '‘the keystone also of China's social
fabric.” And ‘the worship springs,” says the Rev. W. A. P.
Martin, D.D., LL.D., of the Tung Wen College, Peking,
“ from some of the best principles of human nature. The first
conception of a life beyond the grave was, it is thought,
suggested by a desire to commune with deceased parents.”
(““ The Worship of Ancestors—a plea for toleration.”) DBut
Dr. Hudson Taylor condemned bitterly this plea for toleration.
“ Ancestral worship,” he said (it was at the Shanghai
Missionary Conference of May, 18go), *“ Ancestral worship is
idolatry from beginning to end, the whole of it, and everything
connected with it.” China’s religion 1is idolatry, the Chinese
are universally idolatrous, and the fate that befalls idolaters is
carefully pointed out by Dr. Taylor :—* Their part is in the
lake of fire.” _

“ These millions of China,” I quote again from Dr. Taylor,
‘ These millions of China ” (who have never heard the Gospel),
“ are unsaved. Oh! my dear friends, may [ say one word about
that condition? The Bible says of the heathen, that they

are without hope; will you say there is good hope for them
F 2
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step; and every honest man, whether his views be broad or
high or low, must sympathise with the earnest efforts the
missionaries are making for the good and advancement of the
Chinese.

Look for example at the difficulty there is in telling a
Chinese, who has been taught to regard the love of his
parents as his chief duty, as his forefathers have been taught
for hundreds of generations before him—the difficulty there
1s in explaining to him, in his own language, the words of
Christ, “If any man come to Me and hate not his father, he
cannot be My disciple. For I am come to set a man at
variance against his father.”

In the patriarchal system of government which prevails in
China, the most awful crime that a son can commit, is to kill
his parent, either father or mother. And this is said to be,
though the description is no doubt abundantly exaggerated,
the punishment of his crime. He is put to death by the ““/ing-
chi) or “degrading and slow process,” and his younger
brothers are beheaded ; his house is razed to the ground and
the earth under it dug up several feet deep; his neighbours
are severely punished; his principal teacher is decapitated;
the district magistrate is deprived of his office ; and the higher
officials of the province degraded three degrees in rank.

Such is the enormity of the crime of parricide in China;
yet it is to the Chinese who approves of the severity of this
punishment that the missionary has to preach, * And the
children shall rise up against their parents and cause them to
be put to death.”

The China Inland Mission, as a body of courageous workers,
brave travellers, unselfish and kindly men endowed with
every manly virtue that can command our admiration, is
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beginning of the year he became insane. The poor man lost
his reason, but not his piety.” (China's Millions, iv., s,
95, and 143).

A young English girl at this mission, who has been more
than a year in China, tells me that she has never felt the Lord
so near her as she has since she came to China, nor ever
realised so entirely His abundant goodness. Poor thing, it
made me sad to talk to her. In England she lived in a bright
and happy home with brothers and sisters, in a charming
climate. She was always well and full of life and vigour,
surrounded by all that can make life worth living. In China
she is never well ; she is almost forgetting what is the sensation
of health; she is anzemic and apprehensive ; she has nervous
headaches and neuralgia; she can have no pleasure, no
amusement whatever; her only relaxation is taking her
temperature; her only diversion a prayer meeting. She is
cooped up in a Chinese house in the unchanging society of a
married couple—the only exercise she can permit herself is a
prison-like walk along the top of the city at the back of the
mission. Her lover, a refined English gentleman who is also
in the mission, lives a week's jﬂurliey away, in Chungking, a
depressing fever-stricken city where the sun is never seen
from November to June, and blazes with unendurable fierceness
from July to October. In England he was full of strength
and vigour, fond of boating and a good lawn-tennis player. In
China he is always ill, an@mic, wasted, and dyspeptic,
constantly subject to low forms of fever, and destitute of
appetite. But more agonising than his bad health is the
horrible reality of the unavailing sacrifice he is making-—no
converts but “outcasts subsidised to forsake their family
no reward but the ultimate one which his noble self-

¥

altars:’






|NIMOINS WAldo







“The Foretgner that eats Claldren.” 73

married Li Hung Chang's nephew. Its provincial Treasurer
is believed to occupy the richest post held by any official in
the empire. It is worth noticing that the present provincial
Treasurer, Kung Chao-yuan, has just been made (1894)
Minister Plenipotentiary to Great Britain, France, Italy,
Belgium, Sweden and Norway, and one can well believe
how intense was his chagrin when he received this appoint-
ment from the ¢ Imperial Supreme” compelling him, as it did,
to forsake the tombs of his ancestors—to leave China for
England on a fixed salary, and vacate the most coveted post in
the empire, a post where the opportunities of personal
enrichment are simply illimitable.

In Suifu there are two magistrates, both with important
yamens., The Fu magistrate is the “ Father of the City,” the
Hsien magistrate is the “ Mother of the City;"” and the
“ Mother of the City " largely favours the export opium trade.
When Protestant missionaries first came to the city in 1888 and
1889 there was little friendliness shown to them. Folk would
cry after the missionary, ‘‘ There goes the foreigner that eats
children,” and children would be hurriedly hidden, as if
from fear. These taunts were at first disregarded. But there
came a time when living children were brought to the mission
for sale as food; whereupon the mission made formal
complaint in the yamen, and the Fu at once issued a
proclamation checking the absurd tales about the foreigners,
and ordering the citizens, under many pains and penalties, to
treat the foreigners with respect. There has been no trouble
since, and, as we walked through the crowded streets, I could
see nothing but friendly indifference. Reference to this and
other sorrows 1s made in the missionary's report to China's
Millions, November, 1893 :—
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I knew that perfect confidence could be placed in the
convert, apart from the reason of his conversion, because he
had a father living in Suifu. Were he to rob me or do me a
wrong and run away, we could arrest his father and have
him detained in the yamen prison till his son returned.
Nothing in China gives one greater protection against fraud
and injury than the law which holds a father respon-
sible for the wrongdoing of his son, or, where there is
no father, an elder son culpable for the misdeed of the
younger.

On the morning of March 22nd we started for Chaotong in
Yunnan province. The Inland Missionary and a Brother
from the American Baptist Mission kindly came with me for
the first thirteen miles. My route lay west on the north bank
of the Yangtse, but later, after crossing the Yangtse, would be
nearly south to Chaotong.

Shortly before leaving, the chairen or yamen-runner—the
policeman, that is to say—sent by the Magistrate to shadow
me to Takwan-hsien, called at the Mission to request that the
interpreter would kindly remind the traveller, who did not
speak Chinese, that it was customary to give wine-money to
the chairen at the end of the journey. The request was
reasonable. All the way from Chungking I had been accom-
panied by yamen-runners without knowing it. The chairen
is sent partly for the protection of the traveller, but mainly
for the protection of the Magistrate ; for, should a traveller
provided with a passport receive any injury, the Magistrate of
the district would be liable to degradation. It was arranged,
therefore, with the convert that, on -our arrival in Takwan-
hsien, | was to give the chairen, if satisfied with his services,
200 cash (five pence) ; but, if he said “ gowshun ! gowshun !’
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At the market town the missionaries left me to go on alone
with my three men. [ had seventeen miles still to go before
night.

It was midday, and the sun was hot, so a chair was arranged
for to take me the seventeen miles to Anpien. It was to cost
320 cash (eightpence), but, just before leaving, the grasping
coolies refused to carry me for less than 340 cash. “Walk
on,” said the missionary, “ and teach them a Christian lesson,”
so | walked seventeen miles in the sun to rebuke them for
their avarice and save one halfpenny. In the evening I am
afraid that [ was hardly in the frame of mind requisite for
conducting an evangelical meeting.

Anpien is a considerable town. It is on the Yangtse
River just below where it bifurcates into two rivers, one of
which goes north-west, the other south-west. Streets of
temporary houses are built down by the river; they form the
winter suburb, and disappear in the summer when the river
rises in consequence of the melting of the snows in its
mountain sources. At an excellent inn, with a noisy restaurant
on the first floor, good accommodation was given me. No
sooner was | seated than a chairen came from the yamen to
ask for my Chinese visiting card; but he did not ask for my
passport, though I had brought with me twenty-five copies
besides the original.

At daybreak a chair was ready, and [ was carried to the
River, where a ferry boat was in waiting to take us across below
the junction. Then we started on our journey towards the
south, along the right bank of the Laowatan branch of the
Yangtse. The road was a tracking path cut into the face of the
cliff ; it was narrow, steep, winding, and slippery. There was
only just room for the chair to. pass, and at the sudden turns






My Knowledge of Chinese. 81

hobbled off in umbrage when I drew the attention of the
bystanders to the absurd capacity of his mouth, which was
larger than any mule’s.

I must admit that my knowledge of Chinese was very
scanty, so scanty indeed as to be almost non-existent. What
few words I knew were rarely intelligible ; but, as Mrs. General
Baynes, when staying at Boulogne, found Hindostanee to be of
great help in speaking French, so did I discover that English
was of great assistance to me in conversing in Chinese.
Remonstrance was thus made much more effective. When-
ever [ was in a difficulty, or the crowd too obtrusive, I had
only to say a few grave sentences in English, and I was master
of the situation. This method of speaking often reminded me of
that emploved by a Cornish lady of high family whose husband
was a colleague of mine in Spain. She had been many years
in Andalusia, but had never succeeded in mastering Spanish.
At a dinner party given by this lady, at which [ was present,
she thus addressed her Spanish servant, who did not “possess "
a single word of English: * Bring me,” she said in an angry
aside, “bring me the cuchillo with the black-handled heft,”
adding, as she turned to us and thumped her fist on the table,
while the servant stood still mystified, “ D
I wish I had never learnt it.”

the language !

The inn, where the sedan left me, was built over the pathway,
which was here a narrow track, two feet six inches wide.
Mountain coolies on the road were passing in single file
through the inn, their backs bending under their huge burdens.
Pigs and fowls and dogs, and a stray cat, were foraging for
crumbs under the table. Through the open doorways you
saw the paddy-fields under water and the terraced hills, with

every arable yard under cultivation. The air was hot and
G
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mountain creek in a defile of the mountains. In England this
creek would be spanned by a bridge ; but the poor heathen, in
China, how do they find their way across the stream? By a
bridge also. They have spanned the torrent with a powerful
iron suspension bridge, 100 feet long by ten feet broad, swung
between two massive buttresses and approached under hand-
some temple-archways,

Mists clothe the mountains—the air 1s confined between
these walls of rock and stone. Population is scanty, but there
1s cultivation wherever possible. Villages sparsely distributed
along the mountain path have water trained to them in bamboo
conduits from tarns on the hillside. Each house has its own
supply, and there is no attempt to provide for the common
g()t)-:'.l. Besides other reasons, it would interfere with the trade
of the water-carriers, who all day long are toiling up from the
river. ,
 The mountain slope does not permit a greater width of
building space than on each side of the one main street.
And on market days this street is almost impassable, being
thronged with traffickers, and blocked with stalls and wares.
Coal 1s for sale, both pure and mixed with clay in briquettes,
and salt in blocks almost as black as coal, and three times as
heavy, and piles of drugs—a medley of bones, horns, roots,
leaves, and minerals—and raw cotton and cotton yarn from
Wuchang and Bombay, and finished goods from Manchester.
At one of the villages there was a chair for hire, and, knowing
how difficult was the country, I was willing to pay the
amount asked—namely, 74. for nearly seven miles; but my
friend the convert, who arranged these things, considered that
between the s54. he offered and the 74. they asked the

discrepancy was too great, and after some acrimonious
G 2
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mean, to think that the benefaction, which in his eyes appeared
so generous, was little more than one penny. There can be
no doubt that I gained merit by this action, for this very
afternoon as I was on the track a large stone the size of a
shell from a so-ton gun fell from the crag above me, struck
the rock within two paces of me, and shot past into the river.
A few feet nearer and it would have blotted out the life of
one whom the profession could ill spare. We camped at
Laowatan.

A chair with three bearers was waiting for me in the
morning, so that I left the town of Laowatan in a manner
befitting my rank. The town had risen to see me leave, and I
went down the street amid serried ranks of spectators. We
crossed the river by a wonderful suspension bridge, 250 feet
long and 12 feet broad, formed of linked bars of wrought
iron. It shows stability, strength, and delicacy of design, and
15 a remarkable work to have been done by the untutored
barbarians of this land of night. We ascended the steep
incline opposite, and passed the likin barrier, but at a turn in
the road, higher still in the mountain, a woman emerged from
her cottage and blocked our path. Nor could the chair pass
till my foremost bearer had reluctantly given her a string of
cash. “ With money you can move the gods,” say the
Chinese; “without it you can’t move a man.”

For miles we mounted upwards. We were now in Yunnan,
“south of the clouds "—in Szechuen we were always under
the clouds—the sun was warm, the air dry and crisp. Ponies
passed us in long droves; often there were eighty ponies in a
single drove. All were heavily laden with copper and lead,
were nozzled to keep them off the grass, and picked their way
down the rocky path of steps with the agility and sureness of
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Szechuen, and are in the midst of the poverty of Yunnan.
Farmhouses there are at rare intervals, amid ﬂccasiﬂnalpatchﬁ-s
of cultivation ; there are square white-washed watch towers
in groves of sacred trees; there are a few tombstones, and an
occasional rudely carved god to guard the way. There are
poor mud and bamboo inns with grass roofs, and dirty tables
set out with half a dozen bowls of tea, and with ovens for the
use of travellers. Food we had now to bring with us, and
only at the larger towns where the stages terminate could we
expect to find food for sale. The tea is inferior, and we had
to be content with maize meal, bean curds, rice roasted in
sugar, and sweet gelatinous cakes made from the waste of
maize meal. © Rice can only be bought in the large towns. It
is not kept in roadside inns ready steaming hot for use, as it
is in Szechuen. Rarely there are sweet potatoes; there are
eggs, however, in abundance, one hundred for a shilling (500
cash), but the coolies cannot eat them because of their dear-
ness. A large bowl of rice costs four cash, an egg five cash,
and the Chinaman strikes a balance in his mind and sees more
nourishment in one bowl of rice than in three eggs. Of meat
there is pork—pork in plenty, and pork only. Pigs and dogs
are the scavengers of China. None of the carnivora are more
omnivorous than the Chinese. “ A Chinaman has the most
unscrupulous stomach in the world,” says Meadows ; “he will
eat anything from the root to the leaf, and from the hide to the
entrails.” He will not even despise the flesh of dog that has
died a natural death. During the awful famine in Shansi of
1876-1879 starving men fought to the death for the bodies of
dogs that had fattened on the corpses of their dead country-
men. Mutton is sometimes for sale in Mohammedan shops,

and beef also, but it must not be imagined that either sheep or
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no mason at work, for no masonry was needed. Houses
built of stone were falling into ruin, and only thatched, mud-
plastered, bamboo and wood houses were being built in their
places. _

At Laowatan I told my Christian to hire me a chair for thirty
or forty li, and he did so; but the chair, instead of carrying
me the shorter distance, carried me the whole day. The
following day the chair kept company with me, and as 1
had not ordered it, I naturally walked ; but the third day also
the chair haunted me, and then I discovered that my admirable
guide had engaged the chair not for thirty or forty li, as I had
instructed him in my best Chinese, but for three hundred and
sixty Ii, for four days’ stages of ninety li each. He had made
the agreement “ out of consideration for me,” and his own
pocket; he had made an agreement which gave him wider
scope for a little private arrangement of his own with the
chair-coolies. For two days I was paying fifteen cash a
i for a chair and walking alongside of it charmed by the
good humour of the coolies, and unaware that they were
laughing in their sleeves at my folly. Trifling mistakes
like this are inevitable to one who travels in China without
an Interpreter.

My two coolies were capital fellows, full of good humour,
cheerful, and untiring. The elder was disposed to be
argumentative with his countrymen, but he could not quarrel.
Nature had given him an uncontrollable stutter, and, if he
tried to speak quickly, spasm seized his tongue, and he had to
break into a laugh. Few men in China, I think, could be more
curiously constructed than this coolie. He was all neck; his
«chin was simply an upward prolongation of his neck like a

n

second “Adam’s apple.” Both were very pleasant companions.
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day; and 2o00lbs., the Consul in Chungking told me, is the
average weight carried by the cloth-porters between Wanhsien
and Chen-tu, the capital.

Mountain coolies, such as the tea-carriers, bear the weight of
their burden on their shoulders, carrying it as we do a
knapsack, not in the ordinary Chinese way, with a pliant
carrying pole. They are all provided with a short staff, which
has a transverse handle curved like a boomerang, and with this
they ease the weight off the back, while standing at rest.

We were still ascending the valley, which became more
difficult of passage every day. Hamlets are built where there
is scarce foothold in the detritus, below perpendicular
escarpments of rock, cut clean like the facades of a Gothic
temple. A tributary of the river 1s crossed by an admirable
stone bridge of two arches, with a central piler and cut-water
of magnificent boldness and strength, and with two images of
lions guarding its abutment. Just below the branch the main
stream can be crossed by a traveller, if he be brave enough to
venture, in a bamboo loop-cradle, and be drawn across the
stream on a powerful bamboo cable slung from bank to bank.

We rested by the bridge and refreshed ourselves, for above
us was an ascent whose steepness my stuttering coolie
indicated to me by fixing my walking stick in the ground,
almost perpendicularly, and running his finger up the side.
He did not exaggerate. A zigzag path set with stone steps
has been cut in the vertical ascent, and up this we toiled
for hours. At the base of the escalade my men sublet their
loads to spare coolies who were waiting there in numbers for
the purpose, and climbed up with me empty-handed. At every
few turns there were rest-houses where one could get tea

and shelter from the hot sun. The village of Tak-wan-leo 1s
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would give him some silver from the bag he would bring me
back the true change, on his honour, so witness Heaven ! |
gave him two lumps of silver which I made him understand
were worth 3420 cash; he went away, and after a suspicious
absence returned quite gleefully with 3050 cash, the bank, no
doubt, having detained the remainder pending the declaration
of a bogus dividend. But he also brought back with him what
was better than cash, some nutritious maize-meal cakes, which
proved a welcome change from the everlasting rice. They
were as large as an English scone, and cost two cash apiece,
that is to say, for one shilling I could buy twenty dozen,
Money in Western China consists of solid ingots of silver,
and copper cash. The silver is in lumps of one ta&l or more
each, the tael being a Chinese ounce and equivalent roughly to
between 1400 and 1500 cash. Speaking generally a tael was
worth, during my journey, three shillings, that is to say, forty
cash were equivalent to one penny. There are bankers in
every town, and the Chinese methods of banking, it is well
known, are but little inferior to our own. From Hankow to
Chungking my money was remitted by draft through a
Chinese bank. West from Chungking the money may be
sent by draft, by telegraph, or in bullion, as you choose. 1
carried some silver with me; the rest I put up in a package
and handed to a native post in Chungking, which undertook
to deliver it intact to me at Yunnan city, 700 miles away,
within a specified time. By my declaring its contents and
paying the registration fee, a mere trifle, the post guaranteed
its safe delivery, and engaged to make good any loss. Money
is thus remitted in Western China with complete confidence
and security. My money arrived, I may add, in Yunnan at the
time agreed upon, but after I had left for Talifu. As there is
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There were formerly five missionaries; there are now only
two, and one of these was absent. The missionary in charge,
Mr. Frank Dymond, is one of the most agreeable men I met
in China, broad-minded, sympathetic and earnest—universally
honoured and respected by all the district. Since the mission
was opened three converts have been baptised, one of whom
i1s in Szechuen, another is in Tongchuan, and the third has
been gathered to his fathers. The harvest has not been
abundant, but there are now six promising inquirers, and the
missionary 1s not discouraged. The mission premises are
built on land which cost two hundred and ninety taels, and
are well situated not far from the south gate, the chief yamens,
the temples, and the French Mission. People are friendly,
but manifest dangerously little interest in their salvation.

At Chaotong | had entered upon a district that had been
devastated by recurring seasons of plague and famine. Last
year more than 5000 people are believed to have died from
starvation in the town and its immediate neighbourhood. The
numbers are appalling, but doubt must always be thrown upon
statistics derived from Chinese sources. The Chinese and
Japanese disregard of accuracy is characteristic of all Orientals.
Beggars were so numerous, and became such a menace to the
community, that their suppression was called for; they were
driven from the streets, and confined within the walls of the
temple and grounds beyond the south gate, and fed by
common charity. Huddled together in rags and misery, they
took famine fever and perished by hundreds. Seventy dead
were carried from the temple in one day. Of 5000 poor
wretches who crossed the temple threshold, the Chinese say
that 2000 never came out alive. For four years past the

harvests had been very bad, but there was now hope of a
H 3






The Sale of Girls in Chaotong. 101

to take care of his child, and clothe and feed her, and rear
her kindly. Starving mothers would come to the mission
beseeching the foreign teachers to take their babies and save
them from the fate that was otherwise inevitable.

Girls are bought in Chaotong up to the age of twenty, and
there is always a ready market for those above the age of
puberty ; prices then vary according to the measure of the
girl's beauty, an important feature being the smallness of her
feet. They are sold in the capital for wives and yafows;
they are rarely sold into prostitution. Two important factors
in the demand for them are the large preponderance in the
number of males at the capital, and the prevalence there
of goitre or thick neck, a deformity which is absent from the
district of Chaotong. Infanticide in a starving city like this
is dreadfully common. “For the parents, seeing their
children must be doomed to poverty, think it better at once to
let the soul escape in search of a more happy asylum than
to linger in one condemned to want and wretchedness.” The
infanticide is, however, exclusively confined to the destruction
of female children, the sons being permitted to live in order
to continue the ancestral sacrifices.

One mother I met, who was employed by the mission, told
the missionary in ordinary conversation that she had suffocated
in turn three of her female children within a few days of birth ;
and, when a fourth was born, so enraged was her husband to
discover that it was also a girl that he seized it by the legs
and struck it against the wall and killed it.

Dead children, and often living infants, are thrown out on
the common among the gravemounds, and may be seen there
any morning being gnawed by dogs. Mr. Tremberth of the
Bible Christian Mission, leaving by the south gate early one
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attended to by the magistrate here as it would be by his
brother in Chicago. We visited the Confucian Temple among
the trees and the examination hall close by, and another
yamen, and the Temple of the God of Riches. [n the yamen,
at the time of our visit, a young official, seated in his four-
bearer chair, was waiting in the outer court; he had sent in
his visiting card, and attended the pleasure of his superior
officer. China may be uncivilised and may yearn for the
missionaries, but there was refined etiquette in China, and an
interchange of many of the pleasantest courtesies of modern
civilisation, when we noble Britons were grubbing in the
forest, painted savages with a clout.

As we went out of the west gate, I was shown the spot
where a few days before a young woman, taken in adultery,
was done to death in a cage amid a crowd of spectators, who
witnessed her agony for three days. She had to stand on
tiptoe 'in the cage, her head projecting through a hole in the
roof, and here she had to remain until death by exhaustion or
strangulation ensued, or till some kind friend, seeking to
accumulate merit in heaven, passed into her mouth sufficient
opium to poison her, and so end her struggles.

On the gate itself a man not so long ago was nailed with red-
hot nails hammered through his wrists above the hands. In this
way he was exposed in turn at each of the four gates of the city,
so that every man, woman, and child could see his torture. He
survived four days, having unsuccessfully attempted to shorten
his pain by beating his head against the woodwork, an attempt
which was frustrated by padding the woodwork. This man
had murdered and robbed two travellers on the high road, and,
as things are in China, his punishment was not too severe.

No people are more cruel in their punishments than the
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There is a branch of the Missions Etrangéres de Paris in
Chaotong. I called at the mission and saw their school of fifteen
children, and their tiny little church. One priest lives here
solitary and alone ; he was reading, when I entered, the famous
Chinese story, “ The Three Kingdoms.” He gave me a kindly
welcome, and was pleased to talk in his own tongue. An
excellent bottle of rich wine was produced, and over the glass
the Father painted with voluble energy the evil qualities of the
people whom he has left his beautiful home in the Midi of France
to lead to Rome. “No Chinaman can resist temptation; all
are thieves. Justice depends on the richness of the accused.
Victory in a court of justice is to the richer. Talk to the
Chinese of Religion, of a God, of Heaven or Hell, and they
yawn ; speak to them of business and they are all attention.
If you ever hear of a Chinaman who is not a thief and a liar,
do not believe it, Monsieur Morrison, do not believe it; they
are thieves and liars every one.”

For eight years the priest had been in China devoting his
best energies to the propagation of his religion. And sorry
had been his recompense. The best Christian in the mission
had lately broken into the mission house and stolen everything
valuable he could lay his impious hands on. Remembrance of
this infamy rankled in his bosom and impelled him to this
expansive panegyric on Chinese virtue.

Some four months ago the good father was away on a
holiday, visiting a missionary brother in an adjoining town.
In his absence the mission was entered through a rift made
in the wall, and three hundred taels of silver, all the money
to the last sox that he possessed, were stolen. Suspicion
fell upon a Christian, who was not only an active Catholic
himself, but whose fathers before him had. been Catholics






CHAPTER IX.
MAINLY ABOUT CHINESE DOCTORS.

CHAOTONG is an important centre for the distribution of
medicines to Szechuen and other parts of the empire. An
extraordinary variety of drugs and medicaments is collected
in the city. No pharmacopeeia is more comprehensive than
the Chinese. No English physician can surpass the Chinese
in the easy confidence with which he will diagnose symptoms
that he does not understand. The Chinese physician who
witnesses the unfortunate effect of placing a drug of which
he knows nothing into a body of which he knows less, is no
more disconcerted than is his Western brother under similar
circumstances ; he retires, sententiously observing “ there is
medicine for sickness but none for fate.” * Medicine,” says
the Chinese proverb, “ cures the man who is fated not to die.”
“When Yenwang (the King of Hell) has decreed a man to
die at the third watch, no power will detain him till the
fifth.”

The professional knowledge of a Chinese doctor largely
consists in ability to feel the pulse, or rather the innumerable
pulses of his Chinese patient. This is the real criterion of his
skill. The pulses of a Chinaman vary in a manner that no
English doctor can conceive of. For instance, among the
seven kinds of pulse which presage approaching death, occur
the five following :—






Specifics for Courage. 109

Medicines, it is known to all Chinamen, operate variously
according to their taste, thus:—“ All sour medicines are
capable of impeding and retaining ; bitter medicines of
causing looseness and warmth as well as hardening ; sweet
possess the qualities of strengthening, of harmonising, and of
warming ; acids disperse, prove emollient, and go in an
athwart direction ; salt medicines possess the properties of
descending ; those substances that are hard and tasteless open
the orifices of the body and promote a discharge. This
explains the use of the five tastes.”

Coming from Szechuen, we frequently met porters carrying
baskets of armadillos, leopard skins, leopard and tiger bones.
The skins were for wear, but the armadillos and bones were
being taken to Suifu to be converted into medicine. From the
bones of leopards an admirable tonic may be distilled ; while
it is well known that the infusion prepared from tiger
bones is the greatest of the tonics, conferring something of
the courage, agility, and strength of the tiger upon its
partaker.

Another excellent specific for courage 1s a preparation
made from the gall bladder of a robber famous for his
bravery, who has died at the hands of the executioner. The
sale of such a gall bladder is one of the perquisites of a
Chinese executioner.

Ague at certain seasons is one of the most common ailments
of the district of Chaotong, yet there is an admirable prophy-
lactic at hand against it : write the names of the eight demons
of ague on paper, and then eat the paper with a cake ; or
take out the eyes of the paper door-god (there are door-gods

on all your neighbours’ doors), and devour them—this remedy
never fails.
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accordingly is almost absent from the city, and only that man
suffers pain who has the temerity to neglect the opportunity of
insuring himself against it.

[ was called to a case of opium-poisoning in Chaotong. A
son came In casually to seek our aid in saving his father, who
had attempted suicide with a large over-dose of opium. He
had taken it at ten in the morning and it was now two. We
were led to the house and found it a single small unlit room
up a narrow alley. In the room two men were unconcernedly
eating their rice, and in the darkness they seemed to be the
only occupants; but, lying down behind them on a narrow bed,
was the dim figure of the dying man, who was breathing
stertorously. A crowd quickly gathered round the door and
pent up the alley-way. Rousing the man, I caused him to
swallow some pints of warm water, and then I gave him a
hypodermic injection of apomorphia. The effect was admirable,
and pleased the spectators even more than the patient.

Opium is almost exclusively the drug used by suicides. No
Chinaman would kill himself by the mutilation of the razor or
pistol-shot because awful is the future punishment of him who
would so dare to disturb the integrity of the body bequeathed
to him by his fathers.

China is the land of suicides. ' I suppose more people die
from suicide in China in proportion to the population than in
ary other country. Where the struggle for existence is so
keen, 1t 1s hardly to be wondered at that men are so willing to
abandon the struggle. But poverty and misery are not the
only causes. For the most trival reason the Chinaman will
take his own life. Suicide with a Chinaman is an act that is
recorded in his honour rather than to his opprobrium.

Thus a widow, as we have seen, may obtain much merit by
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delicacies.”

He was a young wretch, she said, and she could
do nothing with him; and she raised her baton again to
strike, but the missionary interposed, whereupon she con-
sented to stay her wrath and did so—till we were round the
corner.

“ Extreme lenity alternating with rude passion in the
treatment of children is the characteristic,” says Meadows,
“of the lower stages of civilisation.” [ mention this incident
only because of its rarity. In no other country in the world,
civilised or “heathen,” are children generally treated with
more kindness and affection than they are in China.
“ Children, even amongst seemingly stolid Chinese, have the
faculty of calling forth the better feelings so often found
latent. Their prattle delights the fond father, whose pride
beams through every line of his countenance, and their quaint
and winning ways and touches of nature are visible even
under the disadvantages of almond eyes and shaven crowns”
(Dyer Ball).

A mother in China is given, both by law and custom, extreme
power over her sons whatever their age or rank. The Sacred
Edict says, *“ Parents are like heaven. Heaven produces a
blade of grass. Spring causes it to germinate. Autumn kills
it with frost. Both are by the will of heaven. In like manner
the power of life and death over the body which they have
begotten is with the parents.”

And it i1s this law giving such power to a mother in China
which tends, it is believed, to nullify that other law whereby a
husband in China is given extreme power over his wife, even
to the power in some cases of life and death.

The Mohammedans are still numerous in Chaotong, and

there are some 3000 families—the figures are Chinese—in the
I
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(7380 feet above sea level), where my men wished to remain,
and apparently came to an understanding with the innkeeper ;
but I would not understand and went on alone, and they
perforce had to follow me. There are only half-a-dozen rude
inns in the village, all Mohammedan ; but just outside the
village the road passes under a magnificent triple archway in
four tiers made of beautifully cut stone, embossed with flowers
and images, and richly gilt—a striking monument in so forlorn
a situation. It was built two years ago, in obedience to the
will of the Emperor, by the richest merchant of Chaotong, and
1s dedicated to the memory of his virtuous mother, who died
at the age of eighty, having thus experienced the joy of old
age, which in China 1s the foremost of the five measures of
felicity. It was erected and carved on the spot by masons
from Chungking. Long after dark we reached an outlying
inn of the village of Kiangti, a thatched mud barn, with a
sleeping room surrounded on three sides by a raised ledge of
mud bricks upon which were stretched the mattresses. The
room was dimly lit by an oil-lamp; the floor was earth; the
grating under the rafters was stored with maize-cobs. Outside
the door cooking was done in the usual square earthen stove,
in which are sunk two iron basins, one for rice, the other for
hot water ; maize stalks were being burnt in the flues. Th
room, when we entered, was occupied by a dozen Chinese,
with their loads and the packsaddles of a caravan of mules ;
yet what did the good-natured fellows do? They must all
have been more tired than I; but, without complaining, they
all got up when they saw me, and packed their things and
went out of the room, one after the other, to make way for
myself and my companions. And, while we were comfortable,
they crowded into another room that was already crowded.
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monopoly of this industry. The trade is an immense one. In
the neighbourhood of King-teh-chin, in Kiangsi, at the L
outbreak of the Taiping rebellion, more than one million
workmen were employed in the poreelain manufactories.
Cups and saucers by the time they reach so far distant a part
of China as this, carried as they are so many hundreds of
miles on the backs of coolies, are sold for three or four times
their original cost. Great care is taken of them, and no piece
can be so badly broken as not to be mended. Crockery-
repairing is a recognised trade, and the workmen are
unusually skilful even for Chinese. They rivet the pieces
together with minute copper clamps. To have a specimen of
their handiwork I purposely in Yunnan broke a cup and
saucer into fragments, only to find when [ had done so that
there was not a mender in the district. Rice bowls and
teacups are neatly made, tongh, and well finished ; even the
humblest are not inelegantly coloured, while the high-class
china, especially where the imperial yellow is used, often shows
the richest beauty of ornamentation.

Inns on this road were few and at wide distances; they were
scarcely sufficient for the numbers who used them. The
country was red sandstone, open, and devoid of all timber, till,
descending again into a valley, the path crossed an obstructing
ridge, and led us with pleasant surprise into a beautiful park. It
was all érﬁen and refreshing. A pretty stream was humming
past the willows, its banks covered with the poppy in full
flower, a blaze of colour, magenta, white, scarlet, pink and
blue picked out with hedges of roses. The birds were as tame
as in the Garden of Eden; magpies came almost to our feet;
the sparrows took no notice of us ; the falcons knew we would
not molest them ; the pigeons seemed to think we could not.
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under water all the year round, and, rendered thus useless for
cultivation, are employed by the Chinese for the artificial
rearing of fish and as breeding grounds for the wild duck and
the * faithful bird,” the wild goose. A narrow dyke serpenti-
ning across the plain leads into the pretty city, where, at
the north-east angle of the wall, I was charmed to find the
cheerful home of the Bible Christian Mission, consisting of
Mr. and Mrs. Sam Pollard and two lady assistants, one of
whom is a countrywoman of my own. This is, I believe, the
most charming spot for a mission station in all China. Mr.
Pollard is quite a young man, full of enthusiasm, modest, and
clever. Everywhere he is received kindly; he is on friendly
terms with the officials, and there is not a Chinese home within
ten miles of the city where he and his pretty wife are not gladly
welcomed. His knowledge of Chinese is exceptional; he is
the best Chinese scholar in Western China, and is examiner
in Chinese for the distant branches of the Inland Mission.
The mission in Tongchuan was opened in 1891, and the
results are not discouraging, seeing that the Chinaman is
as difficult to lead into the true path as any Jew. No native
has been baptized up to date. The convert employed by the
mission as a native helper is one of the three converts of
Chaotong. He is a bright-faced lad of seventeen, as ardent
an evangelist as heart of missionary could desire, but a native
preacher can never be so successful as the foreign missionary.
The Chinese listen to him with complacency, * You eat Jesus's
rice and of course you speak his words,” they say. The
attitude of the Chinese in Tongchuan towards the Christian
missionary is one of perfect friendliness towards the mis-
sionary, combined with perfect apathy towards his religion.
Like any other trader, the missionary has a perfect right to
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Thus, in the first translation of the Bible, the term for God
used is the Chinese character for “ Spirit” (Skén); in the
second translation this term is rejected and “ Supreme Ruler ”
(Shang ti), substituted ; the third translation reverts to the
“ Spirit ' ; the fourth returns to the “ Supreme Ruler” ; and
the fifth, by Bishop Burdon of Hong Kong, and Dr. Blodget
of Peking, in 1884, rejects the title that was first accepted by
the Jesuits, and accepts the title “ Lord of Heaven' (7Ver
Chae), that was first rejected by the Jesuits.

“Many editions,” says the Rev. J. Wherry, of Peking,
““with other terms have since been published.” * Bible work
in particular,” says the Rev. Mr. Muirhead, of Shanghai, “ is
carried on under no small disadvantage in view of this state of
things.” ‘It is true, however,” adds Mr. Muirhead, * that
God has blest all terms in spite of our incongruity.” But
obviously the Chinese are a little puzzled to know which of the
contending gods is most worthy of their allegiance.

But apart from the “ Term Question "’ there must be irrecon-
cilable antagonism between the two great missionary churches
in China, for it cannot be forgotten that *“in the development
of the missionary idea three great tasks await the (Protestant)
Church. . . . The second task is fo check the schemes of
the Fesuit. In the great work of the world’s evangelisation
the Church has no foe at all comparable with the Jesuit.
Swayed ever by the vicious maxim that the end justifies the
means, he would fain put back the shadow of the dial of human
progress by half a dozen centuries. Other forms of super-
stition and error are dangerous, but Jesuitism overtops them
all, and stands forth an organised conspiracy against the
liberties of mankind. This foe is not likely to be overcome by
a divided Protestantism. If we would conquer in this war we
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present rebellion of the Japanese must attribute the reverses
caused by the revolt to the eclipse of April 6th, occurring
immediately before the insurrection.

Tongchuan is one of the most charming towns | have ever
visited ; it is probably the cleanest city in China, and the best
governed. Its prefect is a man of singular enlightenment,
who rules with a justice that is rarely known in China. His
people regard him as something more than mortal. Like
Confucius ““ his ear is an obedient organ for the reception of
truth.” Like the Confucian Superior Man “his dignity
separates him from the crowd ; being reverent he is beloved;
being loyal he 1s submitted to; and being faithful he is trusted.
By his word he directs men, and by his conduct he warns
them.”

For several years he was attached to the Embassy in Japan,
and he boasts that he has made Tongchuan as clean a city as
any to be found in the empire of the Mikado. The yamen is
a model of neatness. Painted on the outflanking wall there
is the usval huge representation of the fabulous monster
attempting to swallow the sun—the admonition against
extortion—and probably the only magistrate in China who
does not stand in need of the warning 1s the Prefect of
Tongchuan.

Prices in Tongchuan at the time of my visit were high and
food was scarce. It was difficult to realise that men at that
moment were dying of starvation in the pretty town. Rice
cost 4oo cash for the same quantity that in a good season can
be bought for 6o cash; maize was 300 cash the sheng, whereas
the normal price is only 40 cash. Sugar was 15 cash the cake
instead of 6 cash the cake, and so on in all things. Poppy is
not grown in the valley to the same extent as hitherto,
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Prefect which forbids the selling of children increases the
cases of Infanticide, and in time of famine there are few
mothers among the starving poor who can truthfully assert
that they have never abandoned any of their offspring.

The subject of infanticide in China has been discussed by a
legion of writers and observers; and the opinion they come
to seems to be generally that the prevalence of the crime,
except in seasons of famine, has been enormously overstated.
The prevalent idea with us Westerns appears to be, that the
murder of their children, especially of their female children,
is a kind of national pastime with the Chinese, or, at the best,
a national peculiarity. Yet it is open to question whether the
crime, excepting in seasons of famine, 1s, in proportion to the
population, more common in China than it is in England.
H. A. Giles of H.B.M. Chinese Consular Service, one of the
greatest living authorities on China, says “I am unable to
believe that infanticide prevails to any great extent in
China. . . . In times of famine or rebellion, under stress
of exceptional circumstances, infanticide may possibly cast its
shadow over the empire, but as a general rule I believe it to
be no more practised in China than in England, France, the
United States and elsewhere.” (Fowurnal, China Branch
R.A.S., 1885, p. 28.)

G. Eugéne Simon, formerly French Consul in China, declares
that ““ infanticide is a good deal less frequent in China than in
Europe generally, and particularly in France.” A statement
that inferentially receives the support of Dr. E. ]J. Eitel.
(China Review, xvi., 189.)

The prevailing impression as to the frequency of infanticide
in China is derived from the statements of missionaries,

who, no doubt unintentionally, exaggerate the prevalence of
K
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Whatever the relative frequency of infanticide in China and
Europe may be, it cannot, I think, admit of question that the
crime of infanticide is less common among the barbarian
Chinese than is the crime of fceticide among the highly
civilised races of Europe and America.

There are several temples in Tongchuan, and two beyond
the walls which are of more than ordinary interest. There is a
Temple to the Goddess of Mercy, where deep reverence is shown
to the images of the Trinity of Sisters. They are seated close
into the wall, the nimbus of glory which plays round their
impassive features being represented by a golden aureola
painted on the wall. The Goddess of Mercy is called by the
Chinese “ Sheng-mu,” or Holy Mother, and it 1s this name
which has been adopted by the Roman Catholic Church as the
Chinese name of the Virgin Mary.

There 1s a fine City Temple which controls the spirits of the
dead of the city as the yamens of the magistrates control the
living of the city. The Prefect and the City Magistrate are
here shown in their celestial abodes administering justice—or
its Chinese equivalent—to the spirits who, when living, were
under their jurisdiction on earth. They hold the same position
in Heaven and have the same authority as they had on earth;
and may, as spirits, be bribed to deal gently with the spirits of
departed friends just as, when living, they were open to offers
to deal leniently with any living prisoner in whose welfare the
friends were prepared to express practical sympathy.

In the Buddhist Temple are to be seen, in the long side
pavilions, the chambers of horrors with their realistic repre-
sentations of the torments of a soul in its passage through the
eight Buddhist hells. 1 looked on these scenes with the

calmness of an unbeliever; not so a poor woman to whom
K 2
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temple and saw its pretty court, its ancient bronze censer,
and its many beautiful flowers, and then sat on the terrace
in the sun and watched the picturesque valley spread out
before us.

As we descended the hill again, a lad, who had attached
himself to us, offered to show us the two common pits in which
are cast the dead bodies of paupers and criminals. The pits
are at the foot of the hill, open-mouthed in the uncut grass.
With famine in the city, with people dying at that very
hour of starvation, there was no lack of dead, and both pits
were filled to within a few feet of the surface. Bodies are
thrown in here without any covering, and hawks and crows
strip them of their flesh, a mode of treating the dead grateful
to the Parsee, but inexpressibly hateful to the Chinese, whose
poverty must be overwhelming when he can be found to
permit it. Pigtails were lying carelessly about and skulls
separated from the trunk. Human bones gnawed by dogs were
to be picked up in numbers in the long grass all round the hill ;
they were the bones of the dead who had been loosely buried
close to the surface, through which dogs—the domestic
dogs one met afterwards in the street—had scraped their
way. Many, too, were the bones of dead children; for
poor children are not buried, but are thrown outside the
wall, sometimes before they are dead, to be eaten perhaps
by the very dog that was their playmate since birth.

[ called upon the French priest, Pére Maire, and he came
with much cordiality to the door of the mission to receive me.,
His is a pretty mission, built in the Chinese style, with a
modest little church and a nice garden and summer-house.
The father has been four years in Tongchuan and ten in
China. Like most of the French priests in China he has






CHAPTER XII.
ToNGCHUAN TO YUNNAN CiITy.

From Tongchuan to Yunnan city, the provincial seat of
Government and official residence of the Viceroy, whither I
was now bound, is a distance of two hundred miles. My two
carriers from Chaotong had been engaged to go with me only
as far as Tongchuan, but they now re-engaged to go with
Laohwan, my third man, as far as the capital. The conditions
were that they were to receive 6s. gd. each (2°25 taels),
one tael (3s.) to be paid in advance and the balance on
arrival, and they were to do the distance in seven days.
The two taels they asked the missionary to remit to their
parents in Chaotong, and he promised to receive the
money from me and do so. There was no written agree-
ment of any kind—none of the three men could read;
they did not even see the money that the missionary was
to get for them; but they had absolute confidence in our
good faith.

[ had a mule with me from Tongchuan to Yunnan, which
saved me many miles of walking, and increased my im-
portance in the eyes of the heathen. [ was taking it to
the capital for sale. It was a big-boned rough-hewn
animal, of superior Intelligence, and I was authorised to
sell it, together with its saddle and bridle, for four pounds.

Like most Chinese mules it had two corns on the forelegs,
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We passed a huge. coffin—borne by a dozen men with every
gentleness, not to disturb the dead one's rest—preceded, not
followed, by mourners, two of whom were carrying a paper
sedan chair, which would be burnt, and so, rendered invisible,
would be sent to the invisible world to bear the dead man’s
spirit with becoming dignity. All day we were in the
mountains travelling up the bed of a creek with mountains
on both sides of us. We passed Chehki, ninety li from
Tongchuan, and thirty Ii further were glad to escape from the
cold and snow to the shelter of a poor thatched mud inn,
where we rested for the night.

A hump-back was in charge. The only bedroom was half
open to the sky, but the main room was still whole, though it
had seen better days. There was a shrine in this room
with ancestral tablets, and a sheet of many-featured gods,
conspicuous amongst them being the God of Riches, who
had been little attentive to the prayers offered him in
this poor hamlet. In a stall adjoining our bedroom the
mule was housed, and jingled his bell discontentedly
all through the night. A poor man, nearly blind with acute
inflammation of the eyes, was shivering over the scanty
embers of an open fire which was burning in a square
hole scooped in the earthern floor near the doorway. He ate
the humblest dishful of maize husks and meal strainings.
That night I wondered did he sleep out in the open under a
hedge, or did the inn people give him shelter with my mule
in the next room. My men and I had to sleep in the same
room. They were still on short rations. They ate only
twice a day, and then sparingly, of maize and vegetables;
they took but little rice, and no tea, and only a very small
allowance of pork once in two days. Food was very dear,






“Guirls are at best only Necessary Ewvils. 139

saw others, an indication of the prosperity that had left the
district, for in time of famine no child who was badly deformed
at birth would be suffered to live.

We stopped the night at Leitoupo, and next day from the
bleak tableland high among the mountains, where the wind
whistled in our faces, we gradually descended into a country of
trees and cultivation and fertility. We left the bare red hills
behind us, and came down into a beautiful glade, with pretty
streams running in pebbly beds past terraced banks. At a village
among the trees, where the houses made some pretension to
comfort, and where poppies with brilliantly coloured flowers,
encroached upon the street itself, we rested under a sunshade
in front of a teahouse. A pretty rill of mountain water ran at
our feet. Good tea was brought us in new clean cups, and
a sweetmeat of peanuts, set in sugar-like almond toffee. The
teahouse was filled. In the midst of the tea drinkers a man
was lying curled on a mat, a bent elbow his pillow, and fast
asleep, with the opium pipe still beside him, and the lamp still
lit. A pretty little girl from the adjoining cottage came shyly
out to see me. [ called her to me and gave her some
sweetmeat. | wished to put it in her mouth but she would
not let me, and ran off indoors. [ looked into the room after
her and saw her father take the lolly from her and give it to
her fat little baby brother, who seemed the best fed urchin in
the town. But I stood by and saw justice done, and saw the
little maid of four enjoy the first luxury of her life-time.
Girls in China early learn that they are, at best, only necessary
evils, to be endured, as tradition says Confucius taught, only
as the possible mothers of men. Yet the condition of women
in China is far superior to that in any other heathen country,
Monogamy is the rule in China, polygamy is the exception,






How a Clanaman Estimates Distance. 141

by the wayside, where a dish of cabbage and herbs could be
obtained, which you ate out of cracked dishes at an impro-
vised bench made from a coffin board resting on two stones.
Towards sundown we entered the village of Kong-shan, a
pretty place on the hill slope, with views across a fertile hollow
that was pleasant to see. Here we found an excellent inn
with good quarters. Our day’s journey was thirty-seven
miles,of which I walked fifteen miles and rode twenty-two miles.
We were travelling quickly. Distances in China are, at first,
very confusing. They differ from ours in a very important
particular : they are not fixed quantities ; they vary in length
according to the nature of the ground passed over.
Inequalities increase the distance; thus it by no means
follows that the distance from A to B is equal to the distance
from B to A—it may be fifty per cent. or one hundred per
cent. longer. The explanation 1s simple. Distance 1s esti-
mated by time, and, speaking roughly, ten li (34 miles) is
the unit of distance equivalent to an hour's journey. * Sixty
li stall to go "’ means six hours’ journey before you ; it may be
uphill all the way. If you are returning downhill you need
not be surprised to learn that the distance by the same road is
only thirty li.

To-night before turning in [ looked in to see how my mule
was faring. He was standing 1in a cnb at the foot of some
underground stairs, with a huge horse trough before him, the
size and shape of a Chinese coffin. He was peaceful and
meditative. When he saw me he looked reproachfully at the
cut straw heaped untidily in the trough, and then at me, and
asked as clearly as he could if that was a reasonable ration for
a high-spirited mule, who had carried my honourable person up
hill and down dale over steep rocks and by tortuous paths, a long
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of trees that were half hidden in showers of white roses, by
hedges of roses in full bloom and wayside flowers, daisies and
violets, dandelions and forget-me-nots, a pretty sight all fresh
and sparkling in the morning sun.

We went on in single file, my two coolies first with their light
loads that swung easily from their shoulders, then myself on the
mule, and last my stalwart attendant Laohwan with his superior
dress, his huge sun hat, his long pipe, and umbrella. A man of
unusual endurance was Laohwan. The day's journey done—he
always arrived the freshest of the party—he had to get ready my
supper, make my bed, and look after my mule. He was always
the last to bed and the first to rise. Long before daybreak he
was about again, attending to the mule and preparing my
porridge and eggs for breakfast. He thought I liked my eggs
hard, and each morning construed my look of remonstrance
into one of approbation. It 1s very true of the Chinaman that
precedent determines his action. The first morning Laohwan
boiled the eggs hard and I could not reprove him. Afterwards
of course he made a point of serving me the eggs every
morning in the same way. [ could say in Chinese “I don’t
like them,” but the morning I said so Laohwan applied my
dislike to the eggs not to their condition of cooking, and
saying in Chinese “ good, good,” he obligingly ate them for
me.

Leaving the valley we ascended the red incline to an open
tableland, where the soil is arid, and yields but a reluctant and
scanty harvest. Nothing obstructs the view and you can see
long distances over the downs, which are bereft of all timber
except an occasional clump of pines that the axe has spared
because of the beneficial influence the geomancers declare
they exercise over the neighbourhood. The roadway in places
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peaks of mountains 10,000 to 11,000 feet above sea-level.
Before sundown we reached the prosperous market town of
Yanglin, where I had a clean upstairs room in an excellent
inn. The wall of my bedroom was scrawled over in Chinese
characters with what | was told were facetious remarks by
Chinese tourists on the quality of the fare.

In the evening my mule was sick, Laohwan said, and a
veterinary surgeon had to be sent for. He came with
unbecoming expedition. Then in the same way that I have
seen the Chinese doctors in Australia diagnose the ailments of
their human patients of the same great family, he examined
the poor mule with the inscrutable air of one to whom are
unveiled the mysteries of futurity, and he retired with his fee.
The medicine came later in a large basket, and consisted of
an assortment of herbs so varied that one at least might be
expected to hit the mark. My Laohwan paid the mule doctor,
so he said, for advice and medicine 360 cash (ninepence), an
exorbitant charge as prices are in China.

On Friday, April 13th, we had another pleasant day in open
country, leading to the low rim of hills that border the plain
and lake of Yunnan city. Ruins everywhere testify to the
march of the rebellion of thirty years ago—triumphal arches
in fragments, broken temples, battered idols destroyed by
Mohammedan iconoclasts. Districts destitute of habitations,
where a thriving population once lived, attest that suppression
of a rebellion in China spells extermination to the rebels.

On the road [ met a case of goitre, and by-and-by others,
till I counted twentv or more, and then remembered that I
was now entering on a district of Asia extending over Western
Yunnan into Thibet, Burma, the Shan States, and Siam, the
prevailing deformity of whose people is goitre.
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from the Chief Commissioner of Burma to the Viceroy of
Yunnan.

[t was late when I left Jinmaasuh, and long after sundown
before I reached the city. The flagged causeway across the
plain was slippery to walk on, and my mule would not agree
with me that there was any need to hurry. He knew the
Chinese character better than I did. Gunfire, the signal for
the closing of the gates, had sounded when we were two miles
from the wall; but sentries are negligent in China and the
gates were still open. Had we been earlier we should have
entered by the south gate, which is always the most important
of the gates of a Chinese city, and the one through which all
officials make their official entry; but, unable to do this, we
entered by the big east gate. Turning sharply to the right
along the city wall we were conducted in a few minutes to the
Telegraph Offices, where I received a cordial welcome from Mr.
Christian Jensen, the superintendent of telegraphs in the two
great provinces of Yunnan and Kweichow. These are his
headquarters, and here I was to rest a delightful week. It was
a pleasant change from silence to speech, from Chinese dis-
comfort to European civilisation. Chinese fare one evening,
pork, rice, tea, and beans ; and the next, chicken and the famed
Shuenwei ham, mutton and green peas and red currant jelly,
pancakes and aboriginal Yunnan cheese, claret, champagne,
port, and cordial Medoc.
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must soon tap this trade or divert it into the highways of
Tonquin. Northern Yunnan must send her produce and
receive her imports, vii Szechuen and the Yangtse. As for
the trade of Szechuen, the richest of the provinces of China,
no man can venture to assert that any other trade route
exists, or can ever be made to exist, than the River Yangtse ;
and all the French Commissioners in the world can no more
alter the natural course of this trade than they can change the
channel of the Yangtse itself.

[ am not, of course, the first distinguished visitor who has
been in Yunnan City. Marco Polo was here in 1283, and has
left on record a description of the city, which, in his time, was
known by the name of Yachi. Jesuit missionaries have been
propagating the faith in the province since the seventeenth
century. But the distinction of being the first European
traveller, not a missionary priest, to visit the city since the
time of Marco Polo rests with Captain Doudart de la Grée of
the French Navy, who was here in 1867.

Margary, the British Consul, who met a cruel death at
Manwyne, passed through Yunnan in 1875 on his famous
journey from Hankow ; and two years later the tardy mission
under Grosvenor, with the brilliant Baber as interpreter, and
Li Han Chang, the brother of Li Hung Chang, as delegate for
the Chinese, arrived here in the barren hope of bringing his
murderers to justice.

Hosie, formerly H.B.M. Consul in Chung-king, and well
known as a traveller in Western China, was in Yunnan City
in 1882.

In September, 18go, Bonvalot and Prince Henri d'Orleans
stopped here at the French Mission on their way to Mungtze
in Tonquin. It was on the completion of their journey along






A Cychist on the Pentateuch. 151

mission stations. All the missionaries praise his courage and
endurance, and the admirable good humour with which he
endured every discomfort. But one missionary lamented to
me that Lenz did not possess that close acquaintance with the
Bible which was to be expected of a man of his hardihood.
It seems that at family prayers at this good missionary’s, the
chapter for reading was given out when poor Lenz was
discovered feverishly seeking the Epistle to the Galatians in
the Old Testament. When his mistake was gently pointed
out to him he was not discouraged, far from it; it was the
missionary who was dismayed to hear that in the United
States this particular Epistle 1s always reckoned a part of the
Pentateuch.

I paid an early visit of courtesy to my nominal host, Li
Pi Chang, the Chinese manager of the Telegraphs. He
received me in his private office, gave me the best seat on the
left, and handed me tea with his own fat hands. A mandarin
whose rank is above that of an expectant Taotai, Li is to be
the next Taotai of Mungtze, where, from an official salary of
400 taels per annum, he hopes to save from 10,000 to 20,000
taels per annum.

* Squeezing,” as this method of enrichment is termed, is,
you see, not confined to America. Few arts, indeed, seem to
be more widely distributed than the art of squeezing.
““ Dives, the tax-dodger,” is as common in China as he is in
the United States. Compare, however, any city in China, In
the midst of the most ancient civilisation in the world, with a
city like Chicago, which claims to have reached the highest
development of modern civilisation, and it would be difficult
to assert that the condition of public morals in the heathen
city was even comparable with the corruption and sin of the
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next below the Governor (Futai)— viz., the TTreasurer
(Fantar), Provincial Judge (Niektar), the Salt Comptroller,
and the Grain Intendant.

Li, it may be said at once, is a man of no common virtue,
He is the father of seven sons and four daughters ; he can die
in peace ; in his family there is no fear of the early extinction
of male descendants, for the succession is as well provided
against as it is in the most fertile Royal family in Europe.
His family is far spreading, and it is worth noting as an
mnstance of the patriarchal nature of the family in China,
that Li is regarded as the father of a family, whose members
dependent upon him for entire or partial support number
eighty persons. He has had three wives. His number one
wife still lives at the family seat in Changsha ; another
secondary wife i1s dead; his present number two wife lives
with him in Yunnan. This is his favourite wife, and her story
is worth a passing note. She was not a “funded houri,” but
a poor yatew, a ‘‘forked head” or slave girl, whom he
purchased on a lucky day, and, smitten with her charms, made
her his wife. It was a case of love at first sight. Her
conduct since marriage has more than justified the choice of
her master. 5till a young woman, she has already presented
her lord with nine children, on the last occasion surpassing
herself by giving birth to twins. She has a most pleasant
face, and really charming children ; but the chief attraction of
a Chinese lady is absent in her case. Her feet are of natural
size, and not even in the exaggerated murmurings of love
could her husband describe them as “ three-inch gold lilies.”

That this was a marriage of inclination there can be no
doubt whatever. It is idle to argue that the Chinese are an
unemotional people, incapable of feeling the same passions
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accompany my son, and take care that if he does see a woman
by chance, he shall never speak to one; he is very obedient
he has never heard of woman ; he does not know what they
are ; and as he has lived in that way for twenty years already,
he is, of course, now pretty safe.

“ As they were on the first occasion leaving the market town
together, the son suddenly stopped short, and, pointing to
three approaching objects, inquired : *“ Father, what are these
things? Look! look! what are they?" The father hastily
answered: “ Turn away your head. They are devils.” The
son, in some alarm, instantly turned away from things so bad,
and which were gazing at his motions with surprise from
under their fans. He walked to the mountain top in silence,
ate no supper, and from that day lost his appetite and was
afflicted with melancholy. For some time his anxious and
puzzled parent could get no satisfactory answer to his
inquiries ; but at length the poor young man burst out, almost
crying from an inexplicable pain: ‘ Oh, father, that tallest
devil ! that tallest devil, father !’ "

Girls for Yunnan City are bought at two chief centres—at
Chaotong, as we have seen, and at Bichih. They are carried
to the city in baskets. They are rarely sold into prostitution,
but are bought as slave girls for domestic service, as concu-
bines, and occasionally as wives. Their great merit is the
absence of the “ thick-neck,” goitre.

The morning after my visit, Li sent me his card, together
with a leg of mutton and a pile of sweet cakes. I returned my
card, and gave the bearer 200 cash (fivepence), not as a return
gift to the mandarin, but as a private act of generosity to his
servant—all this being in accordance with Chinese etiquette.

My host in Yunnan, and the actual manager and super-
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The Defeat of Prejudice. LRy

Many interesting episodes have marked his stay in China.
Once, when repairing the line from Pase, in Kwangsi, to
Mungtze, during the rainy season of 1889, fifty-six out of sixty
men employed by him died of what there can be little doubt
was the same plague that has lately devastated Hong Kong.
On this occasion, of twelve men who at different times were
employed as his chair-bearers, all died.

In October, 1886, he came to Yunnan City, and made this
his headquarters. He has always enjoyed good health.

One of the chief difficulties that formerly impeded the
extension of the telegraph in China was the belief that the
telegraph poles spoil the *‘ fungshui’—in other words, that
they divert good luck from the districts they pass through.
This objection has been everywhere overcome. It last
revealed itself in the extreme west of the line from Yunnan.
Villagers who saw in the telegraph a menace to the good
fortune of their district would cut down the poles—and sell the
wire in compensation for their trouble. The annoyance had
to be put a stop to. An energetic magistrate took the matter
in hand. He issued a warning to the villagers, but his
warning was unheeded. Then he took more vigorous
measures. The very next case that occurred he had two men
arrested, and charged with the offence. They were probably
innocent, but under the persuasion of the bamboo they were
induced to acquiesce in the magistrate's opinion as to their
guilt. They were sentenced to be deprived of their ears, and
then they were sent on foot, that all might see them, under
escort along the line from Yunnan City to Tengyueh and back
again. No poles have been cut down since,
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to 27'5 times its weight in silver, and in quantities up to
hundreds of ounces. To remit silver by telegraphic transfer
from Shanghai or Hong Kong to Yunnan city costs six per
cent., and either of the two leading banks in the city will
negotiate the transfer from their agents at the seaports of any
amount up to 10,000 ounces of silver in a single transaction.
The gold can always be readily sold in Shanghai or Hong
Kong, and the only risk is in the carriage of the gold from
the inland city to the seaport. So far as I could learn, no.
gold thus sent has gone astray. It is carried overland by the
fastest trade route—that through Mungtze to Laokai—and
thence by boat down stream to Hanoi in Tonquin, from
which port it is sent by registered post to Saigon and Hong
Kong. Here then is a venture open to all, with excitement
sufficient for the most é&/asé speculator. Ample profits
are made by the dealer. For instance, a large quantity of
cold was purchased in Yunnan city on the 21st January, 1894,
at 232, its value in Shanghai on the same date being
30'9; but on the date that the gold arrived in Shanghai
its value had risen to 35, at which price it was sold. At
the time of my wvisit gold was 255 to 27 in Yunnan, and
35 in Shanghai, and I have since learnt that, while gold
has become cheaper in the province, it has become dearer at
the seaport.

The gold is brought to the buyer in the form of jewellery
of really exquisite workmanship, of rings and bracelets,
earrings and head ornaments, of those tiny images worn by
rich children in a half circlet over the forehead, and bridal
charms that would make covetous the heart of a nun.  Orna-
ments of gold such as these are g8 per cent. fine and are
sold, weighed on the same scales, for so many times their






The Stmplicity of the Chinese Cash System. 161

as if it had taken place in Bond Street, and not in the
most inland capital of an “uncivilized country”; whose
civilization has nevertheless kept it intact and mighty since
the dawn of history, and whose banking methods are the
same now as they were in the days of Solomon.

The silver of Yunnan is of the same standard as the silver
of Shanghai, namely g8 per cent. pure, and differs to the eye
from the absolutely unalloyed silver of Szechuen.

The cash of Yunnan vary in a way that is more than usually
bewildering. Let me explain, in a few sentences, the ‘cash”
currency of the Middle Kingdom. The current coin of China
as everyone knows is the brass cash, which is perforated so
that it may be carried on a string. Now, theoretically, a
‘““string of cash” contains 100 coins, and in the Eastern
provinces ten strings are the theoretical equivalent of one
Mexican dollar. But there are eighteen provinces in China, and
the number of brass cash passing for a string varies in each
province from the full 100, which [ have never seen, to 83 in
Taiyuen, and down to 33 in the Eastern part of the province
of Chihli. In Peking I found the system charmingly simple.
One thousand cash are there represented by 100 coins, whereas
1000 ‘““old cash" consist of 1000 coins, though 1000 “capital
cash” are only 500 coins. The big cash are marked as 10
capital cash, but count the same as 5 old cash. Nowhere
does a Chinaman mean 1ooo cash when he speaks of 1ooo0
cash. In Tientsin 1000 cash means 500 cash—that is to say
5 times 100 cash, the 100 there being any number you can
pass except 100, though by agreement the 100 is usually
estimated at 98. In Nanking I found a different system to
prevail. There cash are 1075 the rooo, but of the 10 strings

of 100 cash, 7 contain only g8 cash each, and 3 only g3, yet
M
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Silver is weighed in the City banks and at the wholesale
houses on the * capital scale,” but in the retail stores on scales
that are heavier by 14 per cent. (one mace and | candareens
in the tael). Outside the city on the road to Tali there is a
loss on exchange varying according to your astuteness from
3 to 6 per cent. on the capital scale.

There are two chief banks in Yunnan city. Wong's whose
bank, the signboard tells us, is “ Beneficent, Rich, United,” and
Mong's “ Bank of the Hundred Streams,” which is said to be
still richer.

With Mr. Jensen I called one evening upon Wong, and found
him with his sons and chief dependents at the evening meal. All
rose as we entered and pressed us to take a seat with them, and
when we would not, the father and grown-up son showed us
into the guest-room and seated us on the opium-dais under
the canopy. The opium-lamps were already lit; on a beautiful
tray inlaid with mother-of-pearl there were pipes for visitors,
and phials of prepared opium. Here we insisted on their
leaving us and returning to their supper; they finished
speedily and returned to their visitors, We were given good
tea and afterwards a single cigar was handed to each of us.
In offering you a cigar it is not the Chinese custom to offer you
your choice from the cigar box; the courtesy is too costly, for
there are few Chinamen in these circumstances who could
refrain from helping themselves to a handful. “ When one is
eating one’s own " says the Chinese proverb, “one does not
eat to repletion; when one is eating another’s, one eats till
the tears run.” 4

Wong is one of the leading citizens of Yunnan, and is
held in high honour by his townsmen. His house is a hand-
some Chinese mansion ; it has a dignified entrance and the

M 2
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the earthquake of 1645—was crowded with mourners, and
almost every notability of the province was said to be present.
During the service two young Spaniards, students from the
University close by, pushed their way in beside me. Wishing
to learn who were the more distinguished of the mourners, I
asked the students to kindly point out to me the Governor-
General (Blanco), and other prominent officials, and they did
so with agreeable courtesy. When the service was finished I
thanked them for the trouble they had taken and was coming
away, when one of them stopped me.

“ Pardon me, Caballero,” he said, “ but will you do me the
favour to tell me where you come from ? "

“] am from Austraha.”

“From Austria! so then you come from Austria ? ”

““No, sir, from Australia.”

“ But ‘ Australia’—where is 1t ? */

“It is a rich colony of England of immense importance.”

“ But where is it? " he persisted.

“Dios mie! V' | exclaimed aghast, “it is in China.”

But his friend interposed. “The gentleman is talking in
fun,” he said. ‘“Thou knowest, Pepe, where is Australia,
where is Seednay, and Melboornay, where all the banks have
broken one after the other in a bankruptcy colossal.”

“Ya me ficuraba donde era,” Pepe replied, as 1 edged
uncomfortably away.

During my journey across China it was not often that I was
called upon to make use of my profession. But I was pleased
to be of some service to this rich banker., He wished to
consult me professionally, because he had heard from the
truthful lips of rumour of the wonderful powers of divination
given to the foreign medical man. What was his probable
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it 1s in code that the message comes; and it is by private
code also that a Chinese bank in Shanghai telegraphs to its
far inland agents. Messages are sent in China by the Morse
system. The method of telegraphing Chinese characters,
whose discovery enabled the Chinese to make use of the
telegraph, was the ingenious invention of a forgotten genius
in the Imperial Maritime Customs of China. The method is
simplicity itself. The telegraph code consists of ten thousand
numbers of four numerals each, and each group so con-
stituted represents a Chinese character. Any operator,
however ignorant of Chinese, can thus telegraph or receive
a message in Chinese. He receives, for instance, a message
containing a series of numbers such as o018, 0297, 5396,
8424. He has before him a series of ten thousand wood blocks
on which the number is cut at one end and the corresponding
Chinese character at the other; he takes out the number,
touches the inkpad with the other end, and stamps opposite each
group its Chinese character. The system permits, moreover,
of the easy arrangement of indecipherable private codes,
because by adding or subtracting a certain number from each
group of figures, other characters than those telegraphed can
be indicated.

I need hardly add that the system of wood blocks is not in
practical use, for the numbers and their characters are now
printed in code-books. And here we have an instance of the

marvellous faculty of memorising characteristic of the Chinese.
A Chinaman's memory 1s something prodigious. From time

immemorial the memory of the Chinese has been developed
above all the other faculties. Memory is the secret of success
in China, not originality. Among a people taught to associate

innovation with impiety, and with whom precedent determines
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savageness of its aspect. Inside, there are spacious courts
and well-furnished guest rooms, roomy apartments, and offices
for the mandarin, as well as comfortable quarters for Mr. Jensen
and his body of Chinese clerks and operators. There is a
pretty garden all bright and sunny, with a pond of gold fish
and ornamental parapet. Wandering freely in the enclosure
are peacocks and native companions, while a constant play-
mate of the children is a little laughing monkey of a kind that
is found in the woods beyond Tali. At night a watchman
passes round the courts every two hours, striking a dismal gong
under the windows, and waking the foreigner from his slumbers;
but the noise he makes does not disturb the sleep of the Chinese
—indeed, it is open to question 1if there is any discord known
which, as mere noise, conl/d disturb a Chinaman.

The walls that flank the entrance are covered with ofhecial
posters giving the names of the men of Yunnan City who
contributed to the relief of the sufferers by a recent famine in
Shansi, together with the amounts of their contributions and
the rewards to which their gifts entitled them. The Chinese
are firm believers in the doctrine of justification by works, and
on these posters one could read the exact return made in this
world for an act of merit, apart, of course, from the reward
that will be reaped in Heaven. In a case like this it is usually
arranged that for * gifts amounting to a certain percentage of
the sums ordinarily authorised, subscribers may obtain brevet
titles, posthumous titles, decorations, buttons up to the second
class, the grade of licentiate, and brevet rank up to the rank
of Colonel. Disgraced officials may apply to have their rank
restored. Nominal donations of clothes, if the money value of
the articles be presented instead, will entitle the givers to
similar honours."—7%e Peking Gazette, August 22, 1892.






CHAPTER XV.
THE FRENCH MISSION AND THE ARSENAL IN YUNNAN CITY.

THE most prominent structure within the city walls is the
Heavenly Lord Hall ( Z7en-chu-tang), the pile of buildings which
form the headquarters of the French Mission in the province
of Yunnan. It was a master-stroke to secure possession of so

important a site. The palace is on a higher level even than
the yamen of the Viceroy, and must intercept much of the

good fortune that would otherwise flow into the city. The
fagade of the central hall has been ornamented with a superb
cross of porcelain mosaic, which is a conspicuous object from
the city wall. A large garden, where the eucalyptus has been
wisely planted, surrounds the buildings. In residence in the
Heavenly Hall are the venerable Vicaire Apostolique of the pro-
vince, Monseigneur Fenouil, the Provicaire, and four missionary
priests, all four of whom are from Alsace. In the province
altogether there are twenty-two French priests and eight
ordained Chinese priests—thirty in all ; their converts number
15,000. - Monseigneur Fenouil is a landmark of Western
China ; he first set foot in the province in 1847, and is the
oldest foreign resident in the interior of China. No Chinaman
speaks purer Chinese than he ; he thinks in Chinese. Present
in the province throughout the Mohammedan insurrection,
he was an eye-witness of the horrors of religious warfare.
Few men have had their path in life marked by more
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objection is no longer tenable that the mission shields bad
characters who only become converted in order to escape
from the consequences of their guilt,

How wonderful has been the pioneer work done by the
Jesuit Missionaries in China! It may almost be said that the
foundation of all that we know about China we owe to the
Jesuit Missionaries. All maps on China are founded upon
the maps of the Jesuit Missionaries employed for the purpose
by the Emperor Kanghi (1663-1723), ‘‘the greatest prince

L]

who ever graced the throne of China.” Their accuracy has
been the wonder of all geographers fora century past. ““ Now
that the ‘ Great River’ (the Yangtse) has been surveyed,” says.
Captain Blakiston, “for nearly 1600 miles from the ocean,
and with instruments and appliances such as were unknown
in the days of those energetic and persevering men, no small
praise is due to the first Christian explorers for the extra-
ordinary correctness of their maps and records.” The
reports of the early Jesuit Missionaries even Voltaire describes
as the '‘ productions of the most intelligent travellers that
have extended and embellished the fields of science and
philosophy.”

Yet we, as Protestants, are warned by a great missionary
that we must not be deluded by these insidious compliments ;
we must not forget that the work of the Jesuits in China
“ overtops all other forms of superstition and error in danger,
and stands forth an organised conspiracy against the liberties
of mankind. The schemes of the Jesuits must be checked.”

One Sunday morning Mr. Jensen and [ rode round the city
wall. This is one of the most massive walls in a country of
walled cities. It is built of brick and stone over a body of
earth thirty feet thick; it is of imposing height, and wide
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management, a fact patent to any visitor. Its two foremen
were trained partly in the arsenal in Nanking under Dr.
Macartney (now Sir Halliday Macartney), and partly in the
splendid Shanghai arsenal under Mr. Cornish. I went to the
arsenal, and was received as usual in the opium-room. There
was nothing to conceal, and [ was freely shown everything.
The arsenal turns out Krupp guns of 7} centimetres calibre,
but the iron is inferior, and the workmen are in need of better
training. Cartridges are also made here. And in one room
[ saw two men finishing with much neatness a pure silver
opium-tray intended for the Fantai (provincial treasurer), but
why made in the arsenal only a Chinaman could tell you.
Work in the furnace is done at a disadvantage owing to the
shortness of the furnace chimney, which i1s only 25 feet high.
All attempts to increase its height are now forbidden by the
authorities. There was agitation in the city when the chimney
was being htightened. (Geomancers were consulted, who saw
the feeling of the majority, and therefore gave it as their
unprejudiced opinion that, if the chimney were not stunted,
the fungshui (good luck) of the Futai's yamen (provincial
governor), and of that portion of the city under its protection,
would depart for ever. All the machinery of the arsenal is
stamped with the name of Greenwood, Battley and Co., Leeds.
Rust and dirt are everywhere, and the 100 workmen for whom
pay 1s drawn never number on the rare pay days more than
sixty persons, a phenomenon observed in most establishments
in China worked by government. Yet with a foreigner in
charge excellent work could be turned out from the factory.
The buildings are spacious, the grounds are ample.

The powder factory is outside the city, near the north-
eastern angle of the wall, but the powder magazine is on
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it happened at the time of my visit that I had no money, I
was constrained to borrow fifteen cash from my chair coolies,
with which I purchased some of the artificial food that women
were vending and threw it to the fish, so that I might add
another thousand to the innumerable merits I have already
hoarded in Heaven.

Upon a pretty wooded hill near the centre of the city is the
Confucian Temple, and on the lower slope of the hill, in an
admirable position, are the quarters of the China Inland
Mission, conducted by Mr. and Mrs. X., assisted by Mr.
Graham, who at the time of my visit was absent in Tali,
and by two exceedingly nice young girls, one of whom comes
from Melbourne. The single ladies live in quarters of their own
on the edge of a swamp,and suffer inevitably from malarial fever.
Mr. X. “ finds the people very hard to reach,” he told me, and
his success has only been relatively cheering. After labouring
here nearly six years—the mission was first opened in 1882—
he has no male converts, though there are two promising
nibblers, who are waiting for the first vacancy to become
adherents. There was a convert, baptised before Mr. X.
came here, a poor manure-coolie, who was employed by
the mission as an evangelist in a small way; but “ Satan
tempted him, he fell from grace, and had to be expelled for
stealing the children’s buttons.” It was a sad trial to the
mission. The men refuse to be saved, recalcitrant sinners!
but the women happily are more tractable. Mr. X. has up
to date (May, 1894), baptised his children’s nurse girl, the
‘““native helper” of the single ladies, and his wife's cook.
Mr. X. works hard, far too hard. He is of the type that
never can be successful in China. He was converted when
nearing middle age, is narrow and uncompromising in his views,

N
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be proved by numberless instances quoted in missionary
reports on China. The Rev. S. F. Woodin (in the Records
of the Missionary Conference, 1877, p. g1) states that he
converted a “ grossly immoral Chinaman, who had smoked
opium for more than twenty years,” simply by saying to him
“In a spirit of earnest love, elder brother Six, as far as [ can
see, you must perish; you are Hell’s child.”

Mr. Stanley P. Smith, B.A., who was formerly stroke of the
Cambridge eight, had been only seven months in China when
he performed that wonderful conversion, so applauded at the
Missionary Conference of 1888, of “a young Chinaman, a
learned man, a B.A. of his University,” who heard Mr. Smith
speak in the Chinese that can be acquired in seven months,
and * accepted Him there and then.” (Records of the
Missionary Conference, 1888, 1., 46). Indeed, the earlier the
new missionaries in China begin to preach the more rapid are
the conversions they make.

Now, in this province of Yunnan, conversions will have to
be infinitely more rapid before we can say that there is any
reasonable hope of the proximate conversion of the province.
The problem is this: In a population of from five to seven
millions of friendly and peaceable people, eighteen missionaries
in eight years (the average time during which the mission
stations have been opened), have converted eleven Chinese ;
how long, then, will it take to convert the remainder ?

‘““ I beleve,”

said a late member of the House of Commons,
who was once Lord Mayor of London, speaking at the
anniversary meeting of the China Inland Mission in 1884, “I
believe God intends to accomplish great things in China,”
and, undoubtedly, the opinion of an ex-Lord Mayor on such a

subject is entitled to great weight.
N 2
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A Great Viceroy. 181

one of the Ministers of State of the “Tsungli Yamen,” or
Foreign Office, he remained there four years, his retirement
being then due to the inexorable law which requires an
official to resign office and go into mourning for three years
on the death of one of his parents. In this case it was his
mother. (A Chinese mother suckles her child two and a half
years, and, as the age of the child is dated from a time
anterior by some months to birth, the child is three years old
before it leaves its mother's breast. Three years, therefore,
has been defined as the proper period for mourning.) At the
termination of the three years, Wong was reappointed
Governor of Hunan, and a year and a half later, in May, 18go,
he was appointed to his present important satrapy, where he
has the supreme control of a district larger than Spain and
Portugal, and with a population larger than that of Canada
and Australia combined. In May, 1893, he made application
to the throne to be allowed to return to his ancestral home to
die ; but the privilege was refused him.

Before leaving Yunnan city the Mandarin Li kindly provided
me with a letter of introduction to his friend Brigadier-General
Chang-chen Nien, in Tengyueh. Since it contained a com-
munication between persons of rank, thc'mwelﬂpe was about
the size of an ordinary pillow-slip. The General was
presumably of higher rank than the traveller; I had, therefore,
in accordance with Chinese etiquette, to provide myself with a
suitable visiting card of a size appropriate to his importance.
Now Chinese visiting cards differ from ours in differing in
size according to the importance of the person to whom they
are to be presented. My ordinary card is eight inches by
three, red in colour—the colour of happiness—and inscribed
in black with the three characters of my Chinese name
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Bul the card that I was expected to present. to the General

was very much larger than this. Folded it was of the same size,

MO

LI

SON.

but unfolded it was ten times the size of the other (eight by
thirty inches), and the last page, politely inscribed in Chinese,
contained this humiliating indication of its purport: “ Your
addlepated nephew Mo-li-son bows his stupid head, and pays
his humble respects to your exalted Excellency.”

[ still have this card in my possession; and I should be
extremely reluctant to present it to any official in the Empire
of lower rank than the Emperor.



CHAPTER XVI.
THE JOURNEY FROM YUNNAN CiTY TO TALIFU.

I soLD the mule in Yunnan City, and bought instead a little
white pony at a cost, including saddle, bridle, and bells, of
£3 6s. In doing this I reversed the exchange that would
have been made by a Chinaman. A mule is a more aristo-
cratic animal than a pony; it thrives better on a journey,
and is more sure-footed. If a pony, the Chinese tell you,
lets slip one foot, the other three follow ; whereas a mule,
if three feet slip from under him, will hold on with the
fourth.

My men, who had come with me from Chaotong, were paid
off in Yunnan; but it was pleasant to find all three accept an
offer to go on with me to Talifu. Coolies to do this journey
are usually supplied by the coolie agents for the wage of two
chien a day each (7d.), each man to carry seventy catties
(93lbs.), find himself by the way, and spend thirteen days on
the journey. But no coolies, owing to the increase in the
price of food, were now willing to go for so little. Accordingly
[ offered my two coolies three taels each (gs.), instead of the
hong price of 7s. 9d., and loads of fifty catties instead of
seventy catties. [ offered to refund them 1oo cash each (214.)
a day for every day that they had been delayed in Yunnan,
and, in addition, I promised them a reward of five mace each
(15. 64.) if they would take me to Tali in nine days, instead
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in his bare feet, and weighs, when in condition, 27st. 6lb.
With that ingenious arrangement for increasing height known
to all showmen, this giant might be worth investing in as a
possible successor to his unrivalled namesake. There is
surely money in it. Chang's present earnings are rather
less than 7s. a month, without board and lodging; he is
unmarried, and has no incumbrance; and he is slightly
taller and much more massively built than a well-known
American giant whom I once had permission to measure, who
has been shown half over the world as the “ tallest man on
earth,” his height being attested as ‘ 7{t. 11in. in his stock-
ings' soles,” and who commands the salary of an English
admiral.

We made only a short march the first evening, but after
that we travelled by long stages. The country was very
pretty, open glades with clumps of pine, and here and there
a magnificent sacred tree like the banyan, under whose far-
reaching branches small villages are often half concealed.
Despite the fertility of the country, poverty and starvation
met us at every step; the poor were lingering miserably
through the year. Goitre, too, was increasing in frequency.
It was rarely that a group gathered to see us some of whose
members were not suffering from this horrible deformity.
And everywhere in the pretty country were signs of the
ruthless devastation of religious war. That was a war of
extermination. ‘A storm of universal fire blasted every
field, consumed every house, destroyed every temple.”

Crumbling walls are at long distances from the towns they
used to guard; there are pastures and waste lands where
there were streets of buildings; walls of houses have returned
whence they came to the mother earth; others are roofless.
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On the 23rd we reached the important city of Chuhsing-fu,
a walled city, still half-in-ruins, that was long occupied by the
Mohammedans, and suffered terrible reprisals on its recapture
by the Imperialists. For four days we had travelled at an
average rate of one hundred and five i (thirty-five miles) a day.
I must, however, note that these distances as estimated by Mr.
Jensen, the constructor of the telegraph line, do not agree with
the distances in Mr. Baber's itinerary. The Chinese distances
in li agree in both estimates; but, whereas Mr. Jensen allows
three li for a mile, Mr. Baber allows four and a-half, a wide
difference indeed. For convenience sake I have made use of
the telegraph figures, but Mr. Baber was so scrupulously
accurate in all that he wrote that [ have no doubt the telegraph
distances are over-estimated.

We were again in a district almost exclusively devoted to
the poppy; the valley-plains sparkled with poppy flowers of a
multiplicity of tints. The days were pleasant, and the sun
shone brightly ; every plant was in flower ; doves cooed in the
trees, and the bushes in blossom were bright with butterflies.
Lanes led between hedges of wild roses white with flower, and,
wherever a creek trickled across the plain, its willow-lined
borders were blue with forget-me-nots. And everywhere a
peaceful people, who never spoke a word to the foreigner
that was not friendly.

On the evening of the 24th, at a ruined town thirty li from
Luho, we received our first check. It was at a walled town,
with gateways and a pagoda that gave some indication of its
former prosperity, prettily situated among the trees on the
confines of a plain of remarkable fertility. Near sundown we
passed down the one long street, all battered and dismantled,
which 1s all that is left of the old town. News of the foreigner






Chinese Thoughtfulness. 189

tears of a Chinaman are sadly affecting. Back, then, we were
taken to an excellent inn in the main street, where a
respectful /evée of the townsfolk had assembled to welcome
me. A polite official called upon me, to whom I showed, with
simulated indignation, my official card and my Chinese
passport, and I hinted to him in English that this interference
with my rights as a traveller from England, protected by the
favour of the Emperor, would—let him mark my word—be made
an international question. While saying this, I inadvertently
left on my box, so that all might see it, the letter of
introduction to the Brigadier-General in Tengyueh, which was
calculated to give the natives an indication of the class of
Chinese who had the privilege to be admitted to my friend-
ship. The official was very polite and apologetic. I freely
forgave him, and we had tea together.

He had done it all for the best. A moneyed foreigner was
passing through his town near sundown without stopping to
spend a single cash there. Was it not his duty, as a public-
spirited man, to interfere and avert this loss, and compel the
stranger to spend at least one night within his gates ?

This was what [ wrote at the time. I subsequently found
that [ had been sent for to come back because the road was
believed to be dangerous, there was no secure resting-place,
and the authorities could not guarantee my safety. Imagine
a Chinese in a Western country acting with the bluster that I
did, although in good humour; I wonder whether he would be
treated with the courtesy that those Chinamen showed to me !

On the 25th an elderly chairen was ready to accompany us
in the morning, and he remained with us all day. All day he
was engrossed in deep thought. He spoke to no one, but he
kept a watchful eye over his charge, never leaving me a






“ Gurdling the World with Drunkenness.”” 191

to ask the question of High Heaven, what unknown crimes or
atrocity have the Chinese people committed beyond all others
that they are doomed to suffer thus?” (Cited by Mr. S. S.
Mander, China's Millions, iv., 156.)

And the women of Canton, have they not written to the
missionaries “ that there is no tear that they shed that is not
red with blood because of this opium?” (*“China,” by M.
Reed, p. 63). Why, then, does China, while she protests against
the importation of a drug which a Governor of Canton, himself
an opium-smoker, described as a “vile excrementitious
substance " (““Barrow’s Travels,” p. 153), sanction, if not foster,
with all the weight of the authorities in the ever-extending
opium-districts the growth of the poppy? To the Rev.
G. Piercy (formerly of the W.M.S., Canton), we are indebted
for the following explanation of this anomaly: China, it
appears, is growing opium in order to put a stop to opium-
smoking,

““ Moreover, China has not done with the evils of opium, even
if our hands were washed of this traffic to-day. China in her
desperation has invoked Satan to cast out Satan. She now
grows her own opium, vainly dreaming that, if the Indian
supply lapse, she can then deal with this rapidly growing evil.
But Satan is not divided against himself; he means his
kingdom to stand. Opium-growing will not destroy opium-
smoking.”” (Missionary Conference of 1888, Records, ii
546.)

“Yet the awful guilt remains,” said the Ven. Archdeacon

o

Farrar on a recent occasion in Westminster Abbey, “that
we, ‘wherever winds blow and waters roll have girdled
the world with a zone of drunkenness, until I seem to
shudder as I think of the curses, not loud but deep, muttered
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Purchasing a Chinese Hen. 193

Midway between Shachiaokai and Pupéng there was steep
climbing to be done till we reached Ying-wu-kwan, the
“ Eagle Nest Barrier,”” which is more than 8ooo feet above
the sea. Then by very hilly and poor country we came to
Pupéng, and, pursuing our way over a thickly-peopled plateau,
we reached a break in the high land from which we descended
into a wide and deep valley, skirted with villages and gleaming
with sheets of water—the submerged rice-fields. At the foot
of the steep was a poor mud town, but, standing back from it
in the fields, was a splendid Taoist temple fit for a capital.
In this village we were delayed for nearly an hour while my
three men bargained against half the village for the possession
of a hen that was all unconscious of the comments, flattering
and depreciatory, that were being passed on its fatness. It
was secured eventually for 260 cash, the vendors having
declared that the hen was a family pet, hatched on a lucky
day, that it had been carefully and tenderly reared, and that
nothing in the world could induce them to part with it for a
cash less than 350. My men with equal confidence, based
upon long experience in the purchase of poultry, asserted
that the real value of the hen was 200 cash, and that not a
single cash more of the foreign gentleman’s money could they
conscientiously invest in such a travesty of a hen as that.
But little by little each party gave way till they were able to
tomber a'accord.

A pleasant walk across the busy plain brought us to
Yunnan Yeh, where we passed the night.

On the 27th we had an unsatisfactory day's journey. We
travelled only seventy li over an even road, yet with four good
hours of daylight before us my men elected to stop when we
came to the village of Yenwanshan. We had left the main
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A “ Walk-foot Bucera’ in Famaica. 195

one from strabismus, and two from ophthalmia. All were poorly
clad and poorly nourished ; all were very dirty, and their heads
were unshaven of the growth of days. DBut, despite their
poverty, nearly all the women, the children as well as the
grandmothers, wore silver earrings of pretty filigree.

Now, even among these poor people, I noticed that there was
a disposition rather to laugh at me than to open the eyes of
wonder; and this is a peculiarity of the Chinese which every
traveller will be struck with. It often grieved me. During my
journey, although I was treated with undeniable friendliness,
[ found that the Chinese, instead of being impressed by my
appearance, would furtively giggle when they saw me. But
they were never openly rude like the coloured folk were in
Jamaica, when, stranded in their beautiful island, I did them
the honour to go as a “ walk-foot buccra” round the sugar
plantations from Ewartonto Montego Bay. Even poor ragged
fellows, living in utter misery, would laugh and snigger at me
when not observed, and crack jokes at the foreigner who was
well-fed, well-clad, and well-mounted in a way you would
think to excite envy rather than derision. But Chinese laughter
seems to be moved by different springs from ours. The China-
man makes merry in the presence of death. A Chinaman,
come to announce to you the death of a beloved parent or
brother, laughs heartily as he tells you—you might think he
was overflowing with joy, but he is really sick and sore at heart,
and is only laughing to deceive the spirits. So it may be that
the poor beggars who laughed at that noble presence which
has been the admiration of my friends in four continents, were
moved to do so by the hope to deceive the evil spirits who
had punished them with poverty, and so by their apparent

gaiety induce them to relax the severit}f of their punishment.
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“Alas ! [ have not even one little bug.” 195

give, as an example, the method of cross-examination to which
the stranger is subjected, and which is a familiar instance of
true politeness in China.

When a well-bred Chinaman, of whatever station, meets
you for the first time, he thus addresses you, first asking you
how old you are :

“What is your honourable age ?”

“1 have been dragged up a fool so many years,” you
politely reply.

““What is your noble and exalted occupation ?”

““ My mean and contemptible calling 1s that of a doctor?”

““What is your noble patronymic?"”

“My poverty-struck family name is Md.”

““ How many honourable and distinguished sons have }rn:;u e

‘“Alas! Fate has been niggardly; I have not even one
little bug."”

But, if you can truthfully say that you are the honourable
father of sons, your interlocutor will raise his clasped hands
and say gravely, ““ Sir, you are a man of virtue ; I congratulate
you.”  He continues—

““How many tens of thousands of pieces of silver have you?”
meaning how many daughters have you?

“My vatows” (forked heads or slave children), “ my
daughters,” vou answer with a deprecatory shrug, *“ number so_
many."

So the conversation continues, and the more minute are the
inquiries the more polite 1s the questioner.

Unlike most of the Western nations, the Chinese have an
overmastering desire to have children. More than death itself
the Chinaman fears to die without leaving male progeny to
worship at his shrine; for, if he should die childless, he leaves






“ Meddied wi’ by a laddie o' nineteen.” 199

cheerfully. She looked me over critically, and then greatly
disconcerted me by remarking that: “ She was gey thankfu’ to
the Lord that it was a’ by afore I cam’, as she had nae wush to
be meddled wi’ by a laddie o’ nineteen.” Yet I was two years
older than the doctor who had attended her.

If in China you are so fortunate as to be graced with a
beard, the Chinaman will add many years to your true age.
In the agreeable company of one of the finest men in China,
I once made a journey to the Nankow Pass in the Great Wall,
north of Peking. My friend had a beard like a Welsh bard’s,
and, though a younger man than his years, forty-four, there
was not a native who saw him, who did not gaze upon him with
awe, as a possible Buddha, and not one who attributed to him
an age less than eighty.

Next day, the 28th of April, despite my misgivings, my men
fulfilled their promise, and led me inte Tali on the ninth
day out from Yunnan. We had come 307 miles in nine days.
They walked all the way, hiving frugally on scanty rations.
I walked only 210 miles; I was better fed than they, and I
had a pony at my hand ready to carry me whenever 1 was
tired.

My men thus earned a reward of eighteen pence each for
doing thirteen stages in nine days. Long before daylight
we were on our way. For miles and miles in the early
morning we were climbing up the mountains, till we reached a i
plateau where the wind blew piercingly keen, and my fingers
ached with the cold, and the rarefaction in the atmosphere
made breathing uneasy. The road was lonely and un-
frequented. We were accompanied by a muleteer who knew
the way, by his sturdy son of twelve, and his two pack horses.
By mid-day we had left the bare plateau, had passed the three












The Massacre of Talifu. 203

The city surrendered to the Mohammedans in 1857. It was
recaptured by the Imperialists under General Yang Yu-ko on
January 15th, 1873, the Chinese troops being aided by artillery
cast by Frenchmen in the arsenal of Yunnan and manned by
French gunners. At its recapture the carnage was appalling ;
the streets were ankle-deep in blood. Of 50,000 inhabitants
30,000 were butchered. After the massacre twenty-four
panniers of human ears were sent to Yunnan city to convince
the people of the capital that they had nothing more to fear
from the rebelhion.

In March, 1873, Yang was appointed Iifa:r or Com-
mander-in-chief of Yunnan Province, with his headquarters
in Tali, not in the capital, and Tali has ever since been
the seat of the most important military command in the
province.

The subsequent history of Yang may be told in a few
words. He assumed despotic power over the country he had
conquered, and grew in power till his authority became a
menace to the Imperial Government. They feared that he
aspired to found a kingdom of his own in Western China, and
recalled him to Peking—to do him honour. He was not
to be permitted to return to Yunnan. At the time of his
recall another rebellion had broken out against China—the
rebellion of the French—and, like another Uriah, the powerlul
general was sent to the forefront in Formosa, where he was
opportunely slain by a French bullet, or by a misdirected
Chinese one.

After his death it was found that Yang had made a noble
bequest to the City of Tali. During his residence he had
built for himself a splendid yamen of granite and marble.
This he had richly endowed and left as a free gift to the city
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A Favourite Spot for Suicides. 205

gardens and large open spaces where formerly there were
narrow streets of Chinese houses. The wall is in fairly good
repair, but there are no guns in the town, except a few old-
fashioned cannon lying half buried in the ground near the
north gate.

One afternoon we climbed up the mountain intending to.
reach a famous cave, “ The Phcenix-eyed Cave” (Fung-yen-
tung) which overlooks a precipice, of some fame in years
gone by as a favourite spot for suicides. We did not
reach the cave. My energy gave out when we were only half-
way, so we sat down in the grass and, to use a phrase that I
fancy I have heard before, we feasted our eyes on the scene
before us. And here we gathered many bunches of
edelweiss.

As we were coming back down the hill, picking our
way among the graves, a pensive Chinaman stopped us to
ask our assistance in finding him a lucky spot in which
to bury his father, who died a year ago but was still
above ground. He was sorry to hear that we could not
pretend to any knowledge of such things. He was of an
inquiring mind, for he then asked us if we had seen any
precious stones in the hillside—every Chinaman knows that
the foreigner with his blue eyes can see four feet under-
ground—but he was again disappointed with our reply, or
did not believe us.

At the poor old shrine to the God of Riches, half a dozen
Chinamen in need of the god's good offices were holding a
small feast in his honour. They had prepared many dishes
and, having “ dedicated to the god the spiritual essence, were
now about to partake of the insipid remains.” * Ching fan,”
they courteously said to us when we approached down the






The Caravanserais of Talifu. 207

temple near the VFesu-fang, erected to the goddess who has
in her power the dispensation of the pleasures of maternity.
Rarely did I pass here without seeing two or three childless
wives on their knees, praying to the goddess to remove from
them the sin of barrenness.

Some of the largest caravanserais | have seen in China are
in Tali. One of the largest belongs to the city, and is
managed by the authorities for the benefit of the poor, all
profits being devoted to a poor-relief fund. There are many
storerooms here, filled with foreign goods and stores imported
from Burma, and useful wares and ornamental nick-nacks
brought from the West by Cantonese pedlars. Prices are
curiously low. [ bought condensed milk, * Milkmaid brand,”
for the equivalent of 74. a tin. In the inn there is stabling
accommodation for more than a hundred mules and horses,
and there are rooms for as many drivers. The tariff cannot
be called immoderate. The charges are: For a mule or
horse per night, fodder included, one farthing ; for a man per
night, a supper of rice included, one penny.

Even larger than the city inn is the caravanserai where my
pony was stabled; it is more like a barracks than an inn.
One afternoon the landlord invited the missionary and me
into his guest-room, and as I was the chief guest, he insisted,
of course, that [ should occupy the seat of honour on the left
hand. But [ was modest and refused to ; he pﬂrsisted and |
was reluctant; he pushed me forward and I held back,
protesting against the honour he wished to show me. But he
would take norefusal and pressed me forward into the seat.
I showed becoming reluctance of course, but I would not have
occupied any other. By-and-by he introduced to me with
much pride his aged father, to whom, when he came into the






The " Hells” of Clina. 2009

The City prison is in the Hsien's yamen, but permission to
enter was refused me, though the missionary has frequently
been admitted. * The prison,” explained the Chinese clerk,
‘“1s private, and strangers cannot be admitted.” I was sorry
not to be allowed to see the prison, all the more because |
had heard from the missionary nothing but praise of the
humanity and justice of its management.

The gaols of China, or, as the Chinese term them, the
“hells,” just as the prison hulks in England forty years ago
were known as * floating hells,” have been universally con-
demned for the cruelties and deprivations practised in them.
They are probably as bad as were the prisons of England in
the early years of the present century.

The gaolers purchase their appointments, as they did in
England in the time of John Howard; and, as was the case
in England, they receive no other pay than what they can
squeeze from the prisoners or the prisoners’ friends. Poor and
friendless, the prisoners fare badly. But I question if the
cruelties practised in the Chinese gaols, allowing for the blunted
nerve sensibility of the Chinaman, are less endurable than the
condition of things existing in English prisons so recently as
when Charles Reade wrote * It is Never Too Late to Mend.”
The cruelties of Hawes, the “ punishment jacket,” the crank,
the dark cell, and starvation, “ the living tortured, the dying
abandoned, the dead kicked out of the way ™ ; when boys of
fifteen, like Josephs, were driven to self-slaughter by cruelty.
These are statements published in 1856, *“ every detail of which
was verified, every fact obtained, by research and observation.”
(* Life of Charles Reade,” 11., 33.)

And it cannot admit, I think, of question that there are no

cruelties practised in the Chinese gaols greater, ‘even if there
P






“ Hang half of them.’ 211

murder as a just act of retribution, and when he narrates the
story he tells you with bitter passion that the *“ Colonel's dead,
and, if there's a hell, he's frizzling there yet.”

Captain Foster Fyans, a former Governor of Norfolk
Island Convict Settlement, spent the last years of his life
in the town | belong to, Geelong, in Victoria. The cruelties
imposed on the convicts under his charge were justified,
he declared, by the brutalised character of the prisoners.
On one occasion, he used to tell, a band of convicts attempted
to escape from the Island; but their attempt was frustrated by
the guard. The twelve convicts implicated in the outbreak
were put on their trial, found guilty, and sentenced to death
by strangulation, as hanging really was in those days.
Word was sent to headquarters in Sydney, and instructions
were asked for to carry the sentence into effect. The
laconic order was sent back from Sydney to ‘“hang half
of them.” The Captain acknowledged the humour of the
despatch, though it placed him in a difficulty. Which half
should he hang, when all were equally guilty ? In his pleasant
way the Captain used to tell how he acted in the dilemma.
He went round to the twelve condemned wretches, and asked
each man separately if, being under sentence of death, he
desired a reprieve or wished for death. As luck would have
it, of the twelve men, six pleaded for life and six as earnestly ,
prayed that they might be sent to the scaffold. Sothe Captain
hanged the six men who wished to live, and spared the six men
who praved for death to release them from their awful misery.
This is an absolutely true story, which I have heard from men to
whom the Captain himself told it. Besides, it bears on its face
the impress of truth. And yet we are accustomed to speak of

the Chinese as centuries behind us in civilisation and humanit}r.
P 2






The Chinese Longing for the Bible. 213
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into one of the nostrils. The people have heard of the
results of Western methods of inoculation, and immense
benefit could be conferred upon a very large community by
sending to the Inland Mission in Talifu a few hundred tubes
of vaccine lymph. Vaccination introduced into Western
China would be a means, the most eftective that could be
imagined, to check the death rate over that large area of
country which was ravaged by the civil war, and whose
reduced population is only a small percentage of the population
which so fertile a countryneeds for its development. Infanticide
is hardly known in that section of Yunnan of which Tali
may be considered the capital. Small-pox kills the children.
There 1s no need for a mother to sacrifice her superfluous
children, for she has none.

Another disease endemic in Yunnan 1s the bubonic plague,
which is, no doubt, identical with the plague that has lately
played havoc in Hong Kong and Canton. Cantonese peddlers
returning to the coast probably carried the germs with them.

The China Inland Mission in Tali was the last of the
mission stations which I was to see on my journey. This is
the furthest inland of the stations of the Inland Mission in
China. [t was opened in 1881 by Mr. George W. Clarke, the
most widely-travelled, with the single exception of the late Dr.
Cameron, of all the pioneer missionaries of this brave society ;
I think Mr. Clarke told me that he has been 1n fourteen out of
the eighteen provinces. His work here was not encouraging ;
he was treated with kindness by the Chinese, but they refused
to accept the truth when he placed it before them.

“ For the Bible and the Light of Truth,” says Miss Guinness,
in her charming but hysterical ““Letters from the Far East”—
a book that has deluded many poor girls to China—*‘ For the
























NA=-TIVL UVEN "A0HIN J0 SSEQI0D THL 40 TTIWIAL THL NI IVIHONTIK







A Tragedv of the Tali Valley. 221

there and then. An executioner was selected from among
the soldiers; but so clumsily did he do the work, hacking
the head off by repeated blows, instead of severing it by
one clean cut, that the friends of the thief were incensed
and vowed vengeance. That same night they lay in wait
for the executioner as he was returning to the city, and
beat him to death with stones. Five men were arrested for
this crime; they were compelled to confess their guilt and
were sentenced to death. As they were being carried out
to the execution-ground, one of the condemned pointed to two
men, who were in the crowd of sightseers, and swore that they
were equally concerned in the murder. So these two men
were also put on their trial, with the result that one was found
guilty and was equally condemned to death. As if this were
not sufficient, at the execution the mother of one of the
prisoners, when she saw her son’s head fall beneath the knife,
gave a loud scream and fell down stone-dead. Nine lives
were sacrificed in this tragedy: the woman who was stabbed
recovered of her wound.

Hsiakwan was crowded, as it was market day. We had
lunch together at a Chinese restaurant, and then, my men
having come up, the kind missionaries returned, and I went
on alone. A river, the Yangki River, drains the Tali Lake, and,
leaving the south-west corner of the lake, flows through the
town of Hsiakwan, and so on west to join the Mekong. For
three days the river would be our guide. A mile from the town
the river enters a narrow defile, where steep walls of rock
rise abruptly from the banks. The road here passes under a
massive gateway. Forts, now dismantled, guard the entrance ;
the pass could be made absolutely impregnable. At this point
the torrent falls under a natural bridge of unusual beauty.






The Chinaman it Australia. 223

untravelled savages among whom they are trading. To
me they were always polite and amiable; they recognised
that I was, like themselves, a stranger far from home.

This is the class of Chinese who, emigrating from the thickly-
peopled south-eastern provinces {;f China, already possess a
predominant share of the wealth of Borneo, Sumatra, Java,
Timor, the Celebes and the Philippine Islands, Burma, Siam,
Annam and Tonquin, the Straits Settlements, Malay Penin-
sula, and Cochin China. “There is hardly a tiny islet
visited by our naturalists in any part of these seas but
Chinamen are found.” And it is this class of Chinese who
have already driven us out of the Northern Territory of
Australia, and whose unrestricted entry into the other
colonies we must prevent at all hazards. We cannot
compete with Chinese ; we cannot intermix or marry with
them ; they are aliens in language, thought, and customs ;
they are working animals of low grade but great vitality.
The Chinese 1s temperate, frugal, hard-working, and law-
evading, if not law-abiding—we all acknowledge that.
He can outwork an Englishman, and starve him out of the
countrv—no one can deny that. To compete successfully
with a Chinaman, the artisan or labourer of our own flesh
and blood would require to be degraded into a mere
mechanical beast of labour, unable to support wife or family,
toiling seven days in the week, with no amusements,
enjoyments, or comforts of any kind, no interest in the
country, contributing no share towards the expense of
government, living on food that he would now reject with
loathing, crowded with his fellows ten or fifteen in a room
that he would not now live in alone, except with repugnance.
Admitted freely into Australia, the Chinese would starve out






“No dam fear! Only onel!” 225

and—put it back in my pocket. But here is a copy, which is
at your service. If you wish to show the original to the
magistrate, I will take it to his honour myself, but out of my
hands it does not pass.” They looked puzzled, as they did
not understand English; they debated a minute or two, and
then went away with the copy, which in due time they politely
returned to me.

[f you wish to travel quickly in China, never be in a hurry.
Appear unconscious of all that is passing; never be irritated
by any delay, and assume complete indifference, even when
you are really anxious to push on. Emulate, too, that leading
trait in the Chinese character, and never understand anything
which you do not wish to understand. No man on earth can
be denser than a Chinaman, when he chooses.

Let me give an instance. It was not so long ago, in a police
court in Melbourne, that a Chinaman was summoned for being
in possession of a tenement unfit for human habitation. The
case was clearly proved, and he was fined £1. But in no way
could John be made to understand that a fine had been inflicted.
He sat there with unmoved stolidity, and all that the court
could extract from him was : *“ My no savvy, no savvy.” After
saying this in a voice devoid of all hope, he sank again into
silence. Here rose a well-known lawyer. “ With your
worship’s permission, | think I can make the Chinaman under-
stand,” he said. He was permitted to try. Striding fiercely
up to the poor Celestial, he said to him in a loud voice, * John,
you are fined two pounds.” “ No dam fear! Only one /”

Crossing now the river by a well-constructed suspension
bridge, we had a fearful climb of 2000 feet up the mountain.
My coolie * Bones " nearly died on the way. Then there was
a rough descent by a jagged path down the rocky side of the
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Goitre and Cretinism. 239

The prevailing pathological feature of the Chinese of
Western Yunnan is the deformity goitre. It may safely be
asserted that it is as common In many districts as are the
marks of small-pox. Goitre occurs widely in Annam, Siam,
Upper Burma, the Shan States, and in Western China as far
as the frontier of Thibet. It is distinctly associated with
cretinism and its interrupted intellectual development. And
the disease must increase, for there is no attempt to check it.
To be a * thickneck " is no bar to marriage on either side.
The goitrous intermarry, and have children who are goitrous,
or, rather, who will, if exposed to the same conditions as their
parents, inevitably develop goitre. Frequently the disease is
intensified in the offspring into cretinism, and [ can conceive
of no sight more disgusting than that which so often met our
view, of a goitrous mother suckling her imbecile child. On
one afternoon, among those who passed us on the road, I
counted eighty persons with the deformity. On another day
nine adults were climbing a path, by which we had just
descended, every one of whom had goitre. In one small
village, out of eighteen full-grown men and women whom I met
in the street down which I rode, fifteen were affected. My
diary in the West, especially from Yunnan City to Yungchang,
after which point the cases greatly diminished in number,
became a monotonous record of cases. At the mission in
Tali three women are employed, and of these two are goitrous;
the third, a Minchia woman, is free from the disease, and I
have been told that among the indigenes the disease is much
less common than among the Chinese. On all sides one
encounters the horrible deformity, among all classes, of all
ages. The disease early manifests itself, and [ have often

seen well-marked enlargement in children as young as eight.
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devil). I rose in my wrath, and seized my whip. * You
Chinese devil "' (Chung kweitze), 1 said in Chinese, and then I
assailed him in English. He seemed surprised at my warmth,
but said nothing, and, turning on his heel, walked uncom-
fortably away.

[ often regretted afterwards that I did not teach the man
a lesson, and cut him across the face with my whip ; yet, had
I done so, it would have been unjust. He called me, as |
thought, *“ Yang kweitze,” but I have no doubt, having told
the story to Mr. Warry, the Chinese adviser to the Government
of Burma, that he did not use these words at all, but others
so closely resembling them that they sounded identically the
same to my untrained ear, and yet signified not “foreign devil,”
but “ honoured guest.” He had paid me a compliment; he
had not insulted me. The Yunnanese, Mr. Warry tells me,
do not readily speak of the devil for fear he should appear.

On my journey I made it a rule, acting advisedly, to refuse
to occupy any other than the best room in the inn, and, if
there was only one room, I required that the best bed in the
room, as regards elevation, should be given to me. So, too,
at every inn [ insisted that the best table should be given me,
and, if there were already Chinese seated at it, [ gravely
bowed to them, and by a wave of my hand signified that it
was my pleasure that they should make way for the distin-
guished stranger. When there was only the one table, I
occupied, as by right, its highest seat, refusing to sit in any
other. [ required, indeed, by politeness and firmness, that
the Chinese take me at my own valuation. And they invariably
did so. They always gave way to me. They recognised that
[ must be a traveller of importance, despite the smallness of

my retinue and the homeliness of my attire; and they
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into the house, and was out again in a moment brandishing a
long native sword with which he menaced speedy death to
the joy of his existence. [ stood in the road and watched the
disturbance, and with me the soldier-guard, who did not
venture to interfere. But the two women seized the angry
brute and held him till his wife toddled round the corner.
Now, if this were a determined woman, she could best
revenge herself for the cruelty that had been done her by
going straightway and poisoning herself with opium, for
then would her spirit be liberated, ever after to haunt her
husband, even if he escaped punishment for being the cause
of her death. If in the dispute he had killed her, he would be
punished with * strangulation after the usual period,” the
sentence laid down by the law and often recorded in the
Peking Gazette (e.g., May 15th, 1892), unless he could prove
her guilty of infidelity, or want of filial respect for his
parents, in which case his action would be praiseworthy
rather than culpable. If, however, in the dispute the wife
had killed her husband, or by her conduct had driven him to
suicide, she would be inexorably tied to the cross and put to
death by the ©“ Ling chi,” or *“ degrading and slow process.”
For a wife to kill her husband has always been regarded as a
more serious crime than for a husband to kill his wife ; even in
our own highly favoured country, till within a few years of the
present century, the punishment for the man was death by -
hanging, but in the case of the woman death by burning
alive.

Let me at this point interpolate a word or two about the
method of execution known as the Ling chi. The words are
commonly, and quite wrongly, translated as “ death by slicing
into 10,000 pieces "—a truly awful description of a punishment
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CHAPTER XIX.

THE MEKONG AND SALWEEN RivErRS.—How 10O TRAVEL
IN CHINA.

To-pAy, May 7th, we crossed the River Mekong, even at this
distance from Siam a broad and swift stream. The river
flows into the light from a dark and gloomy gorge, takes
a sharp bend, and rolls on between the mountains. Where
it issues from the gorge a suspension bridge has been
stretched across the stream. A wonderful pathway zigzags
down the face of the mountain to the river, in an almost
vertical incline of 2oooft. At the riverside an embank-
ment of dressed stone, built up from the rock, leads for
some hundreds of feet along the bank, where there would
otherwise have been no foothold, to the clearing by the
bridge. The likin-barrier is here, and a tea house or two,
and the guardian temple. The bridge itself is graceful and
strong, swinging easily 3oft. above the current ; it is built
of powerful chains, carried from bank to bank and held by
masses of solid masonry set in the bed-rock. It 1s 6o
yards long and r1oft. wide, is floored with wood, and has a
picket parapet supported by lateral chains. From the river
a path led us up to a small village, where my men rested to
gather strength. For facing us were the mountain heights,
which had to be escaladed before we could leave the river

gulch. Then with immense toil we climbed up the mountain
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temples flourishing. One fortunate circumstance the traveller
will notice in Yungchang—there is a marked diminution in
the number of cases of goitre. And the diminution is not
confined to the town, but is apparent from this point right on
to Burma,

Long after our arrival in Yungchang my opium-eating
coolie “ Bones ' had not come, and we had to wait for him
in anger and annoyance. He had my hamper of eatables and
my bundle of bedding. Tired of waiting for him, I went for a
walk to the telegraph office and was turning to come back,
when [ met the faithful skeleton, a mile from the inn, walking
along as if to a funeral, his neck elongating from side to side
like a camel's, a lean and hungry look in his staring eyes, his
bones crackling inside his skin. Continuing in the direction
that he was going when [ found him, he might have reached
Thibet in time, but never Burma. I led him back to the hotel,
where he ruefully showed me his empty string of cash, as if that
had been the cause of his delay ; he had only 6 cash left, and
he wanted an advance.

This was the worst coolie I had in my employ during my
journey. But he was a good-natured fellow and honest. He
was better educated, too, than most of the other coolies, and
could both read and write. His dress on march was charac-
teristic of the man. He was nearly naked ; his clothes hardly
hung together; he wore no sandals on his feet; but round his
neck he carried a small earthenware phial of opium ash. In the
early stages he delayed us all an hour or two every day, but
he improved as we went further. And then he was so long
and thin, so grotesque in his gait, and afforded me such
frequent amusement, that [ would not willingly have exchanged
him for the most active coolie in China.
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On the way to Tengyueh. 237

between hedges of cactus in flower and bushes of red roses,
past graceful clumps of bamboo waving like ostrich feathers.
By-and-by drizzling rain came on and compelled us to seek
shelter in the only inn in a poor out-of-the-way hamlet. But
I could not stop here, because the best room in the inn was
already occupied by a military officer of some distinction, a
colonel, on his way, like ourselves, to Tengyueh. An official
chair with arched poles fitted for four bearers was in the
common-room ; the mules of his attendants were in the
stables, and were valuable animals. The landlord offered me
another room, an inferior one; but I waved the open fingers
of my left hand before my face and said, * puyao ! puyao!”
(I don’'t want it, I don’'t want it). For | was not so foolish or
inconsistent as to be content with a poorer quarter of the inn
than that occupied by the officer, whatever his button. [ could
not acknowledge to the Chinese that any Chinaman travelling
in the Middle Kingdom was my equal, let alone my superior.
Refusing to remain, I waited in the front room until the rain
should lift and allow us to proceed. But we did not require
to go on. It happened as I expected. The Colonel sent for
me, and, bowing to me, showed by signs that one half his
room was at my service. In return for his politeness he had
the privilege of seeing me eat. With both hands [ offered him
in turn every one of my dishes. Afterwards I showed him my
photographs—I treated him, indeed, with proper condescension.

On the 1oth we crossed the famous River Salween (2600 ft.).
Through an open tableland, well grassed and sparsely wooded,
we came at length to the cleft in the hills from which is
obtained the first view of the river valley. There was a
small village here, and, while we were taking tea, a soldier
came hurriedly down the road, who handed me a letter






A Prisoner being Carried to Execution. 239

former position. But the delimitation of the frontier of
Burma is not yet complete. No time could be more opportune
for its completion than the present, when China is distracted
by her difficulties with Japan. China disheartened could need
but little persuasion to accede to the just demand of
England that the frontier of Burma shall be the true south-
western frontier of China—the Salween River.

There are no Chinese in the valley, nor would any China-
man venture to cross it after nightfall. The reason of its
unhealthiness is not apparent, except in the explanation of
Baber, that ‘ border regions, ‘debatable grounds,’ are
notoriously the birthplace of myths and marvels.” There can
be little doubt that the deadliness of the valley is a tradition
rather than a reality.

By flights of stone steps we descended to the river, where
at the bridge-landing, we were arrested by a sight that could
not be seen without emotion. A prisoner, chained by the
hands and feet and cooped in a wooden cage, was being
carried by four bearers to Yungchang to execution. He was
not more than twenty-one years of age, was well-dressed, and
evidently of a rank in life from which are recruited few of the
criminals of China. Yet his crime could not have been much
graver. On the corner posts of his cage white strips of paper
were posted, giving his name and the particulars of the crime
which he was so soon to expiate. He was a burglar who had
escaped from prison by killing his guard, and had been recap-
tured. Unlike other criminals I have seen in China, who laugh
at the stranger and appear unaffected by their lot, this young
fellow seemed to feel keenly the cruel but well-deserved fate
that was in store for him. Three days hence he would be put
to death by strangulation outside the wall of Yungchang.
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The Soldiers of Western China. 241

the night, for the hut I slept in was open to the air. My three
men and the escort must have been even colder than I was.
But at least we all slept in perfect security, and I cannot
praise too highly the constant care of the Chinese authorities
to shield even from the apprehension of harm one whose
only protection was his British passport.

All the way westward from Yunnan City I was shadowed
both by a yamen-runner and a soldier; both were changed
nearly every day, and the further west 1 went the more
frequently were they armed. The yamen-runner usually carried
a long native sword only, but the soldier, in addition to his
sword, was on one occasion, as we have seen, armed with the
relics of a revolver that would not revolve. On May 1oth,
for the first time, the soldier detailed to accompany me was
provided with a rusty old musket with a very long barrel. |
examined this weapon with much curiosity. China is our
neighbour in Eastern Asia, and is, it is often stated, an ideal
power to be intrusted with the government of the buffer
state called for by French aggression in Siam. In China,
it is alleged, we have a prospective ally in Asia, and
it is preferable that England should suffer all reasonable
indignities and humilities at her hands rather than endanger
any possible relations, which may subsequently be entered
into, with a hypothetically powerful neighbour.

On my arrival in Burma I was often amused by the serious
questions I was asked concerning the military equipment of
the Chinese soldiers of Western Yunnan. The soldier who
was with me to-day was a type of the warlike sons of China,
not only in the province bordering on Burma, but, with slight
differences, all over the Middle Kingdom. Now, physically,

this man was fit to be drafted into any army in the
R
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Arrival at Tengyueh. 243

“ Shanghai,” they exclaimed, “he comes from Shanghai!"
“And I am bound for Singai” (Bhamo);—* Singai,” they
repeated, “he is going to Singai!"”—"unless the Imperial
Government, suspicious of my intentions, which the meanest
intelligence can see are pacific, should prevent me, in which
case England will find a coveted pretext to add Yunnan to her
Burmese Empire.”” Then, addressing myself to the noisiest, I
indulged in some sarcastic speculations upon his probable
family history, deduced from his personal peculiarities, till he
looked very uncomfortable indeed. Thereupon [ gravely
bowed to them, and, leaving them in dumb astonishment,
walked on over the bridge. They probably thought I was
rating them in Manchu, the language of the Emperor. Two
boys staggering under loads of firewood did not escape so
easily, but were detained and a log squeezed from each
wherewith to light the likin fires.

A steep climb of another 3000 or 4ooo feet over hills
carpeted with bracken, with here and there grassy swards,
pretty with lilies and daisies and wild strawberries, and then
a quick descent, and we were in the valley of Tengyueh
(5600ft.). A plain everywhere irrigated, flanked by treeless
hills ; fields shut in by low embankments ; villages in planta-
tions round its margin; black-faced sheep in flocks on the
hillsides; and, away to the right the crenellated walls of
Tengyueh. A stone-flagged path down the centre of the
plain led us into the town. We entered by the south gate,
and, turning to the left, were conducted into the telegraph
compound, where I was to find accommodation, the clerk in
charge of the operators being able to speak a few words of
English. I was an immediate object of curiosity.
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medicine—could [ get him some? Cowuld [ get him a bottle
of hair-dye 7 Unlike his compatriots, who regard the
external features of longevity as the most coveted attribute
of life, this gentleman, in whose brain the light of civilisa-
tion was dawning, wished to frustrate the doings of age.
Could I get him a bottle of hair-dye? He was in charge
of the fort at Ganai, two days out on the way to Bhamo,
and would write to the officer in charge during his absence
directing him to provide me with an escort worthy of my
benefaction.

One celebrity, who lives in the neighbourhood of Tengyueh,
did not favour me with a visit. That famous dacoit, the
outlawed Prince of Wuntho—the Wuntho Sawbwa—lives
here, an exile sheltered by the Chinese Government. A
pure Burmese himself, the father-in-law of the amiable
Sawbwa of Santa, he is believed by the Government of
Burma to have been “ concerned in all the Kachin risings of
1892-1893." A reward of 5000 rupees is offered for his head,
which will be paid equally whether the head be on or off the
shoulders. Another famous outlaw, the Shan Chief Kanh-
liang, is also believed to be in hiding in the neighbourhood of
Tengyueh. The value of /s head has been assessed at zooo
rupees.

Tengyueh is more a park than a town. The greater part
of the city within the walls is waste land or gardens. The
houses are collected mainly near the south gate, and extend
bevond the south gate on each side of the road for half
a mile on the road to Bhamo. There is an excellent wall
in admirable order, with an embankment of earth zoft.
in width. But I saw no guns of any kind whatever, nor
did [ meet a single armed man in the town or district.
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the temple court during the performance, while a considerable
body of dead-heads witnessed the entertainment from the
embankment and wall overlooking the open stage. My host,
the telegraph Manager Pen, and his two friends Liu and
Yeh, were given an improvised seat of honour outside my
window, and here they sat all day and sipped tea and cracked
jokes. No actresses were on the stage; the female parts
were taken by men whose make-up was admirable, and who
imitated, with curious fidelity, the voice and gestures of
women. The dresses were rich and varied. Scene-shifters,
band, supers, and friends remained on the stage during the
performance, dodging about among the actors. There is no
drop curtain in a Chinese theatre, and all scenes are changed
on the open stage before you. The villain, whose nose is
painted white, vanquished by triumphant virtue, dies a gory
death ; he remains dead just long enough to satisfy you that
he #s dead, and then gets up and serenely walks to the side.
There is laughter at sallies of indecency, and the spectators
grunt their applause. The Chinaman is rarely carried away by
his feelings at the theatre; indeed, it may be questioned if
strong emotion is ever aroused in his breast, except by the first
addresses of the junior members of the China Inland Mission,
the thrilling effect of whose Chinese exhortations is recorded
every month in China's Millions.

The Manager of the telegraph, to show his gond teeling.
presented me with a stale tin of condensed milk. His second
clerk and operator was the most covetous man 1 met in China.
He begged in turn for nearly every article I possessed,
beginning with my waterproof, which I did not give him, and
ending with the empty milk tin, which I did, for “ Give to
him that asketh,” said Buddha, “even though it be but a
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My pony fared badly in Tengyueh. There was a poor
stable in the courtyard with a tiled roof that would fall at the
first shower. There were no beans. The pony had to be
content with rice or paddy, which it disliked equally. The
rice was 134, the 73lbs. There was no grass, Chueh said, to be
obtained in the district. He assured me so on his honour, or its
Chinese equivalent ; but I sent out and bought some in the
street round the corner.

Silver in Tengyueh is the purest Szechuen or Yunnaness
silver. Rupees are also current, and at this time were
equivalent to 400 cash—the tael at the same time being worth
1260 cash. Every 1o taels, costing me 30s. in Shanghai, I
could exchange in Tengyueh for 31 rupees. Rupees are
the chief silver currency west from Tengyueh into Burma.

On May 31st I had given instructions that we were to leave
early, but my men, who did not sleep in the telegraph com-
pound, were late in coming. To still further delay me, at
the time of leaving no escort had made its appearance. I
did not wait for it. We marched out of the town unac-
companied, and were among the tombstones on the rise
overlooking the town when the escort hurriedly overtook
us. It consisted of a quiet-mannered chairen and two
soldiers, one of whom was an impudent cub that I had to
treat with every indignity. He was armed with a sword
carried in the folds of his red cincture, in which was also
concealed an old muzzle-loading pistol, formidable to look
at but unloaded. This was one of the days on my journey
when [ wished that I had brought a revolver, not as a defence
in case of danger, for there was no danger, but as a menace
on occasion of anger.

Rain fell continuously. At a small village thronged with
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The Fort of Nantien. 251

of many patterns; there are no guns to be seen, if there are
any in existence—which is doubtful. The few rusty cast-iron
ten-pounders that lie hors de comébat in the mud have long
since become useless. There may be ammunition in the fort;
but there is none to be seen. It is more probable, and more
in accordance with Chinese practice in such matters, that the
ammunition left by his predecessor (if any were left, which is
doubtful) has long ago been sold by the colonel in command,
whose perquisite this would naturally be.

The fort of Nantien is a fort in name only—it has no need
to be otherwise, for peace and quiet are abroad in the valley.
Besides, the mere fact of its being called a fort is sufficiently
misleading to the neighbouring British province of Burma,
where they-are apt to picture a Chinese fort as a structure
seriously built in some accordance with modern methods of
fortification.

I was given a comfortable room in a large inn already well
filled with travellers. All treated me with pleasant courtesy.
They were at supper when I entered the room, and they invited
me to share their food. They gave me the best table to myself,
and after supper they crowded into another room in order to
let me have the room to myself.

Next day we continued along the sandy bed of the river,
which was here more than a mile in width. The river itself,
shrunk now into its smallest size, flowed 1n a double stream
down the middle. Then we left the river, and rode along the
high bank flanking the valley. All paved roads had ended at
Tengyueh, and the track was deeply cut and jagged by the
rains. At one point in to-day’s journey the road led up an
almost vertical ascent to a narrow ledge or spur at the summit,
and then fell as steeply into the plain again. It was a short-
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dressed in Chinese fashion, and immediately behind them were
six soldiers on foot, who [ saw were Burmese or Burmese Shans.
They were smart men, clad in loose jerseys and knicker-
bockers, with sun-hats and bare legs, and they marched like
soldiers.  Cartridge-belts were over their left shoulders, and
Martini-Henry rifles, carried muzzle foremost, on their right.
I took particular note of them because they were stepping in
admirable order, and, though small ot stature, I thought they
were the first armed men | had met in all my journey across
China who could without shame be presented as soldiers in
any civilised country.

They passed me, but seemed struck by my appearance;

and I had not gone a dozen yards before they all stopped
by a common impulse, and when I looked back they were
still there in a group talking, with the officers’ horses turned
towards me; and it was very evident I was the subject of
their conversation. I was alone at the time, far from all my
men, without weapon of any kind. 1 was dressed in full
Chinese dress and mounted on an unmistakably Chinese
pony. | rode unconcernedly on, but I must confess that
I did not feel comfortable till I was assured that they did not
intend to obtrude an interview upon me. At length, to my
relief, the party continued on its way, while [ hurried on to
my coolies, and made them wait till my party was complete.
I was probably alarmed without any reason. But it was not |
till I arrived in Burma that I learnt that this was the armed
escort of the outlawed Wuntho Sawbwa, the dacoit chief who
has & price set on his head. The soldiers’ rifles and cartridge-
belts had been stripped from the dead bodies of British
sepoys, killed on the frontier in the Kachin Hills.

My men, when we were all together again, indicated to me
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followed the illustrious stranger to the inn which had been
selected for his resting-place. It was a favourite inn, and was
already crowded. The best room was in possession of Chinese
travellers, who were on the road like myself. They were
dozing on the couches, but what must they do when I entered
the room but, thinking that I should wish to occupy it by
myself, rise and pack up their things, and one after another
move into another apartment adjoining, which was already well
filled, and now became doubly so. Their thoughtfulness and
courtesy charmed me. They must have been more tired than
I was, but they smiled and nodded pleasantly to me as they
left the room, as if they were grateful to me for putting them
to inconvenience. They may be perishing heathen, I thought,
but the average deacon or elder in our enlightened country
could scarcely be more courteous.

Ganai is a mud village thatched with grass. It is a military
station under the command of the red-button Colonel Liu,
whom [ met in Tengyueh. The Colonel had earned his
bottle of hair-dye. He had written to have me provided with
an escort, and by-and-by the two officers who were to
accompany me on the morrow came in to see me. As many
spectators as could find elbow-room squeezed into my
room behind them. Both were gentlemanly young fellows,
very amiable and inquisitive, and keenly desirous to learn
all they could concerning my honourable family. Their
curiosity was satisfied. By the help of my Chinese phrase-
book I gave them all particulars, and a few more. You see it
was important that I should leave as favourable an impression
as possible for the benefit of future travellers. More than
one of my ancestors [ brought to life again and endowed
with a patriarchal age and a beard to correspond. As to my
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places are but little principalities or Shan States, governed by
hereditary princelets or Sawbwas, and preserving a form of
self-government under the protection of the Chinese. There
are no more charming people in the world than the Shans.
They are courteous, hospitable, and honest, with all the virtues
and few of the vices of Orientals. “The elder brothers of the
Siamese, they came originally from the Chinese province of
Szechuen, and they can boast of a civilisation dating from
twenty-three centuries B.C.” So Terrien de Lacouperie tells
us, who had a happy faculty of drawing upon his imagination
for his facts.

Under the wide branches of a banyan tree | made my men
stop, for I was very tired, and while they waited I lay down
for an hour on the grass and had a refreshing sleep. While
I slept, the rest of the escort sent to “sunmg’ me to Santa
arrived. Within a few yards of my resting place there is a
characteristic monument, dating from the time when Burma
occupied not only this valley but the fertile territory beyond
it, and beyond Tengyueh to the River Salween. It is a solid
Burmese pagoda, built of concentric layers of brick and
mortar, and surmounted with a solid bell-shaped dome that is
still intact. It stands alone on the plain near a group of
banyans, and its erection no doubt gained many myriads of
merits for the conscience-stricken Buddhist who found the
money to build it. All goldleaf has been peeled off the
pagoda years ago.

It was a picturesque party that now enfiladed into the wide
stretch of sand which in the rainy season forms the bed of the
river. Mounted on his white pony, there was the inarticulate
European who had discarded his Chinese garb and was now

dressed in the @sthetic garments of the Australian bush ;
S
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specimens, [ should think, in the world. Ponies and men were
dwarfed into Liliputians under the amazing canopy of 1ts
branches. A number of villagers, come to see the foreigner,
were clambering like monkeys over its roots, which “ writhed
in fantastic coils” over half an acre. Their village was
hard by, a poor array of mud houses; the teak temple to
which we were conducted was raised on piles in the centre
of the village. The temple was lumbered like an old
curiosity shop with fragmentary gods and torn missals. Yet
the ragged priest in his smirched yellow gown, and shaven
head that had been a week unshaven, seemed to enjoy
a reputation for no common sanctity, to judge by the reverence
shown him by my followers, and the contemptuous in-
difference with which he regarded their obeisance. He was
club-footed and could only hobble about with difficulty—an
excuse he would, no doubt, urge for the disorder of his
sanctuary. To me, of course, he was very polite, and gave
me the best seat he had, while Laotseng prepared me a
bowl of cocoa. Then we rode along the right bank of
the river, but kept moving away from the stream till in
the distance across the plain at the foot of the hills, we
saw the Shan town of Santa, the end of our day’s stage.
Native women, returning from the town, were wending

their way across the plain

lank overgrown girls with long *
thin legs and overhanging mops of hair like deck-swabs.
They were a favourite butt of my men, who chaffed them in
the humorous Eastern manner, with remarks that were, [
am afraid, more coarse than witty. Kachins are not virtuous.
Their customs preclude such a possibility. No Japanese
maiden 1s more innocent of virtue than a Kachin girl.
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walls of elephants and horses, with legends and scrolls in
Burmese as well as in Chinese.

Towards evening the Santa Sawbwa, the hereditary prince
(what a privilege it was to meet a prince! I had never met
even a lord before in my life, or anyone approaching the
rank of a lord, except a spurious Duke of York whom I sent
to the lunatic asylum), the Prince of Santa paid me a State
call, accompanied by a well-ordered retinue, very different
indeed from the ragged reprobates who follow at the heels
of a Chinese grandee when on a visit of ceremony. The
Sawbwa occupied one chair, his distinguished guest the
other, till the chief priest came in, when, with that deep
reverence for the cloth which has always characterised me,
[ rose and gave him mine. He refused to take it, but I
insisted ; he pretended to be as reluctant to occupy it as any
Frenchman, but I pushed him bodily into it, and that ended
the matter.

A pleasant, kindly fellow is the Prince; even among the
Shans he is conspicuous for his courtesy and amiability. He
was a great favourite with the English Boundary Commission,
and in his turn remembers with much pleasure his association
with them. Half a dozen times, when conversation flagged,
he raised his clasped hands and said * Warry Ching,
ching /"’ and I knew that this was his foolish heathen way of ,
sending greeting to the Chinese adviser of the Government of
Burma. The Shan dialect is quite distinct from the Chinese,
but all the princes or princelets dress in Chinese fashion and
learn Mandarin, and i1t was of course in Mandann that the
Santa Sawbwa conversed with Mr. Warry. This Sawbwa is
the son-in-law of the ex-Wuntho Sawbwa. He rules over a
territory smaller than many squatters’ stations in Victoria.
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been dressed in black instead of yellow, the traveller
might have imagined that he was in Edinburgh at Assembly
time.

In the morning another escort of half a dozen men was
ready to accompany me for the day’s stage to Manyuen.
They were in the uniform of the Santa Sawbwa, in blue jackets
instead of green. They were armed with rusty muzzle-loaders,
unloaded, and with long Burmese swords (daks). They were
the most amiable of warriors, both in feature and manner, and
were unlike the turbaned braves of China, who, armed no better
than these men, still regard, as did their forefathers, fierceness
of aspect as an important factor in warfare (rostre feros
ao enemigo !)—an illusion also shared in the English army,
where monstrous bearskin shakos were introduced to increase
the apparent height of the soldiers. The officer in command
was late in overtaking me. As soon as he came within horse-
length he let down his queue and bowed reverently, and I
could see pride lighting his features as he confessed to the
honour that had been done him in intrusting such an
honourable and illustrious charge to the mean and unworthy
care of so contemptible an officer.

The country before us was open meadow-land, pleasant to
ride over, only here and there broken by a massive banyan
tree. Herds of buffaloes were grazing on the hillsides. The
mud villages were far apart on the margin of the river-plain,
inclosed with superb hedges of living bamboo.

Thirty li from Santa is the Shan village of Taipingkai.
It was market-day, and the broad main street was
crowded. We were taken to the house of an oil-merchant,
who kindly asked me in and had tea brewed for me. Earthen-
ware jars of oil were stacked round the room. The basement
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quiet for only a little while; then a dispute arose. It began
in the far corner, and the crowd left me to gather round
the disputants. Voices were raised, loud and excited, and
increased in energy. A deadly interest seemed to enthral
the bystanders. It was easy to imagine that they were
debating to do with me as they had done with Margary.
The dispute waxed warmer. Surely they will come to blows?
When suddenly the quarrel ceased as it had begun, and the
crowd came smiling back to me. What was the dispute?
The priests were cheapening a chicken for my dinner.

The temple was built on teak piles, and teak pillars
supported the triple roof. It was like a barn or lumber room
but for the gilt Buddhas on the altar and the gilt cabinets by
its side, containing many smaller gilt images of Buddha and
his disciples. Umbrellas, flags, and the tawdry paraphernalia
used in processions were hanging from the beams. Sacerdotal
vestments of dingy yellow—the yellow of turmeric—were
tumbled over bamboo rests. When the gong sounded for
prayers, men you thought were coolies threw these garments
-over the left shoulder, hitched them round the waist, and were
transformed into priests, putting them back again immediately
after the service. Close under the tiles was a paper sedan-chair,
to be sent for the use of some rich man in heaven. Painted
scrolls of paper were on the walls, and on old ledges were
torn books in the Burmese character, which a few bovs made
a pretence of reading. Where I slept the floor was raised
some feet from the ground, and underneath, seen through the
gaping boards—though previously detected by another of the
senses—were a number of coffins freighted with dead, waiting
for a fit occasion for interment. Heavy stones were placed

on the lids to keep the dead more securely at rest. The
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City, the notorious Tsen Yii-ying, and not by a lawless Chinese
train-band which then infested the district and are believed by
Baber to have been the real murderers, the British Govern-
ment must still be held guilty of contributory negligence.
Margary, having passed unmolested to Bhamo, there met the
expedition under Colonel Horace Browne, and returned as its.
forerunner to prepare for its entry into China by the route he
had just traversed. The expedition was a * peace expedition ™
sent by the Government of Burma, and numbered only
“fifty persons in all, together with a Burmese guard of 150
armed soldiers.”

Seven years hefore, an expedition under Major Sladen had
advanced from Burma into Western China as far as Tengyueh ;.
had remained in Tengyueh from May 25th to July 13th, 1868 ;
had entered into friendly negotiations with the military
governor and other Mohammedan officials in revolt against
China ; and had remained under the friendly protection of the
Mohammedan insurgents who were then in possession of
Western China from Tengyueh to near Yunnan City. “To

" it has been asked, “ of justice or equity can

what principles,
we attribute the action of the British in retaining their Minister
at the capital of an empire while sending a peaceful mission
to a rebel in arms at its boundaries 7"

The Mohammedan insurrection was not quelled till the early
months of 1874. And less than a year later the Chinese '
learned withalarmthat another peaceful expedition was entering
Western China, by the same route, under the same auspices,
and with the identical objects of the expedition which had
been welcomed by the leaders of the insurrection.

The Chinese mind was incapable of grasping the fact that

the second expedition was planned solely to discover new
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early stages of the long overland journey to Yunnan. Their
bells tinkled through the forest, while the herd boy filled the
air with the sweet tones of his bamboo flute, breathing
out his soul in music more beautiful than any bagpipes.
Cotton is the chief article of import entering China by this
highway. From Talifu to the frontier a traveller could trace
his way by the fluffs of cotton torn by the bushes from the
mule-packs.

The road through the forest reaches the highest points,
because it is at the highest points that the Chinese forts are
situated, either on the road or on some elevated clearing
near it.

The forts are stockades inclosed in wooden palisades, and
guarded by chevaux de frise of sharp-cut bamboo. The
barracks are a few native straw-thatched wooden huts.
Perhaps a score or two of men form the garrison of each
fort; they are badly armed, if armed at all. There are no
guns and no store supplies. Water is trained into the
stockades down open conduits of split bamboo. To anyone
who has seen the Chinese soldiers at home in Western China,
it is diverting to observe the credence which is given to
Chinese statements of the armed strength of Western China.
How much longer are we to persist in regarding the Chinese,
as they now are, as a warlike power? In numbers, capacity
for physical endurance, calm courage when well ﬂlﬁ{:ered,‘
and powers unequalled by any other race of mankind of doing
the greatest amount of labour on the smallest allowance of
food, their potential strength is stupendous. But they are
not advancing, they are stationary; they look backwards, not
forwards ; they live in the past. Weapons with which their
ancestors subdued the greater part of Asia they are loath to
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At the first camp beyond Schehleh the gateway was
ornamented with trophies of valour. From two bare tree-
trunk : baskets of heads were hanging, putrefying in the heat.
They were the heads of Kachin dacoits. And thus shall it be
done with all taken in rebellion against the Son of Heaven,
whose mighty clemency alone permits the sun to shine on any
kingdom beyond his borders. Kachin villages are scattered
through the forest, among the hills. You see their native
houses, long bamboo structures raised on piles and thatched
with grass, with low eaves sloping nearly to the ground. In
sylvan glades sacred to the nafs you pass wooden pillars
erected by the roadside, rudely cut, and rudely painted with
lines and squares and rough figures of knives, and close beside
them conical grass structures with coloured weathercocks.
Split bamboos support narrow shelves, whereon are placed
the various food-offerings with which is sought the goodwill
of the evil spirits.

The Kachin men we met were all armed with the formidable
dak or native sword, whose widened blade they protect in a
univalvular sheath of wood. They wore Shan jackets and
dark knickerbockers; their hair was gathered under a
turban.  They all carried the characteristic embroidered
Kachin bag over the left shoulder.

The Kachin women are as stunted as the Japanese, and are
disfigured with the same disproportionate shortness of legs. .
They wear Shan jackets and petticoats of dark-blue; their
ornaments are chiefly cowries; their legs are bare. Unmarried,
they wear no head-dress, but have their hair cut in a black mop
with a deep fringe to the eyebrows. If married, their head-
dress is the same as that of the Shan women—a huge dark-

blue conical turban. Morality among the Kachin maidens,
9
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them was one poor young fellow dying, in the next room to
mine, of remittent fever. When [ went to the bedside the
patient was lying down deadly ill, weak, and emaciated ; but
two of his companions took him by the arms, and, telling
him to sit up, would have pulled him into what they considered
a more respectful attitude. In the morning I again went to
see the poor fellow. He was lying on his side undergoing
treatment. An opium-pipe was held to his lips by one
comrade, while another rolled the pellet of opium and placed
it heated in the pipe-bowl, so that he might inhale its fumes.

In the morning the officer accompanied me to the gate of
the stockade and bade me good-bye, with many unintelligible
expressions of good will. His eight best soldiers were told off
to escort me to the frontier, distant only fifteen li. It was a
splendid walk through the jungle across the mountains to the
Hongmuho. We passed the outlying stockade of the Chinese,
and, winding along the spur, came full in view of the British
camp across the valley, half-way up the opposite slope. By
a very steep path we descended through the forest to the
frontier fort of the Chinese, and emerged upon the grassy
slope that shelves below it to the river.

There are a few bamboo huts on the sward, and here the
Chinese guard left me; for armed guards are allowed no
further. [ was led to the ford, my pony plunged into the
swift stream, and a moment or two later I was on British soil
and passing the Sepoy outpost, where the guard, to my great
alarm, for | feared being shot, turned out and saluted me.
Then I climbed up the steep hill to the British encampment,
where the English officer commanding, Captain R. G.
Iremonger, of the 3rd Burma Regiment, gave me a kind
reception, and congratulated me upon my successful journey.

T 2
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At the ford from fifty to one hundred loaded pack-animals,
mostly carrying cotton, cross into China daily. A toll of six
annas is levied upon each pack-animal, the money so collected
being distributed by the Government among those Kachin
Sawbwas who have an hereditary right to levy this tribute.
The money is collected by two Burmese officials, and handed
daily to the officer commanding. No duty is paid on entering
Burma. Chinese likin-barriers begin to harass the caravans
at Schehleh.

Beautiful views of the surrounding hills, all covered with
“lofty forest trees, tangled with magnificent creepers, and
festooned with orchids,” are obtained from the camp. All the
country round is extremely fertile, yielding with but little
labour three crops a year. Cultivation of the soil there is
none. Fire clears the jungle, and the ashes manure the soil;
the ground is then superficially scratched, and rice is sown.
Nothing more is done. Every seed germinates; the paddy
ripens, and, where one basketful is sown, five hundred basket-
fuls are gathered. And the field lies untouched till again
covered with jungle. Thus is the heathen rewarded five-
hundred-fold in accordance with the law of Nature which gives
blessing to the labour of the husbandman inversely as he
deserves it.

In the evening the officer walked down with me to the creek,
where I bathed in the shadow of the bank, in a favourite pool
for fishing. As we crossed the field on our return, we met the
two Burmese tribute-gatherers. They had occasion to speak to
the officer, when, instead of standing upright like a stalwart
and independent Chinaman, they squatted humbly on their
heels, and, resting their elbows on their knees in an attitude of
servility, conversed with their superior. How different the






Arrwval at Bhamo. 279

in the most alarming way every time my eye unexpectedly
caught his. 1 confess that [ did not know the gentleman
from Adam. [ mistook him for an ornamental head-waiter,
and, as | regarded him as a superfluous nuisance, I told him
not to stand upon the order of his going but go. I pointed
to the steps; and he went, sidling off backwards as if from
the presence of royalty. Drawing his heels together, he
saluted me at the stair-top and again at the bottom, murmuring
words which were more unintelligible to me even than
Chinese.

During the night our exposed bungalow was assailed by a
fearful storm of wind and rain, and for a time I expected it to
be bodily lifted off the piles and carried to the lee-side of the
settlement. The roof leaked in a thousand places, rain was
driven under the walls, and everything I had was soaked with
warm water.

Next day we had a pleasant walk into Bhamo, that
important military station cn the left bank of the Irrawaddy.
We crossed the Taiping at Myothit by a bridge, a temporary
and very shaky structure, which is every year carried away
when the river rises, and every year renewed when the
caravans take the road after the rains.

Bhamo is 1520 miles by land from Chungking; and it is an
equal distance further from Chungking to Shanghai. The
entire distance I traversed in exactly one hundred days, for'l
purposely waited till the hundredth day to complete it. And
it surely speaks well of the sense of responsibility innate in
the Chinese that, during all this time, | never had in my
employ a Chinese coolie who did not fulfil, with something
to spare, all that he undertook to do. I paid off my men in
Bhamo. To Laotseng I gave 400 cash too many, and asked
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or my Chinese. Theywere always alert, always good-tempered,
always attentive to me, and anxious to contribute to my comfort
in every way in their power. And so [ have ever found these
peoples, with whom I am glad to say, after travelling over
20,000 miles in their countries, I have never exchanged a
rough word, and among whom I think I have left not one
enemy and not a few friends.”

Two days after their arrival in Bhamo my three men started
on their return journey to Talifu. They were laden with
medicines, stores, newspapers, and letters for the mission
in Tali, which for months had been accumulating in the
premises of the American Mission in Bhamo, the missionary
in charge, amid the multifarious avocations pertaining to his
post, having found no time to forward them to their desti-
nation to his lonely Christian brother in the far interior.
And, had I not arrived when [ did, they could not have been
sent till after the rains. A coolie will carry eighty pounds
weight from Bhamo to Tali for 12s; and I need hardly point
out that a very small transaction in teak would cover the cost
of many coolies. Besides, any expenditure incurred would
have been reimbursed by the Inland Mission. My three men
were pursued by cruel fate on their return; they all were
taken ill at Pupiao. Poor *‘ Bones” and the pock-marked
coolie died, and Laotseng lay ill in the hotel there for weeks,
and, when he recovered sufficiently to go on to Tali, he hadto’
go without the three loads, which the landlord of the inn
detained, pending the payment of his board and lodging and
the burial expenses of his two companions.
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ready ; I waited, but no missionary came. There was a slight
drizzle, sufficient to prevent his going to the sick woman but
not sufficient to deter him from going to market to the Irrawaddy
steamer, where [ accidentally met him. So far from being
abashed when he saw me, he took the occasion to tell me
what he will, I know, pardon me for thinking an inexcusable
untruth. He had written, he said, to the poor woman telling
her, dying as he believed her to be, to come down to Bhamo
by boat to see me.

In Bhamo I stayed in the comfortable house of the Deputy
Commissioner, and was treated with the most pleasant
hospitality. To my regret, the Deputy Commissioner was
down the river, and I did not see him. He is regarded as
one of the ablest men in the service. His rise has been rapid,
and he was lately invested with the C.I.LE.—there seems, indeed,
to be no position in Burma that he might not aspire to. In
his absence his office was being administered by the Assistant
Commissioner, a courteous young Englishman, who gave me
my first experience of the Civil Service. [ could not but
envy the position of this young fellow, and marvel at the
success which attends our method of administering the
Indian Empire. Here was a young man of twenty-four, acting
as governor with large powers over a tract of country of
hundreds of square miles—a new country requiring for its
proper administraticn a knowledge of law, of finance, of
trade, experience of men, and ability to deal with the
conflicting interests of several native races. Superior to all
other authorities, civil and military, in his district, he was
considered fit to fill this post—and success showed his
fitness—because a year or two before he had been one of
forty crammed candidates out of 200 who had taken the
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The distinguished Chinese scholar and traveller, E.
Colborne Baber, who wrote the classic book of travel in
Western China, was formerly British Resident in Bhamo. He
spoke Chinese unusually well and was naturally proud of his
accomplishment. Now the ordinary Chinaman has this
feature in common with many of the European races, that, if
he thinks you cannot speak his language, he wi// not under-
stand you, even if you speak to him with perfect correctness
of idiom and tone. And Baber had an experience of this
which deeply hurt his pride. Walking one day in the neigh-
bourhood of Bhamo, he met two Chinese—strangers—and began
speaking to them in his best Mandarin. They heard him with
unmoved stolidity, and, when he had finished, one turned to his
companion and said, as if struck with his discovery, ‘ the
language of these foreign barbarians sounds not unlike our
own !

[n Bhamo [ had the pleasure of meeting the three members
of the Boundary Commission who represented us in some
preliminary delimitation questions with the Chinese Govern-
ment. A better choice could not have been made. M.
Martini, a Frenchman, has been twenty years in Upper Burma,
and 1s our D.S.P. (District Superintendent of Police). Mr.
Warry, the Chinese adviser to the Burmese Government, is
one of the ablest men who ever graduated from the Consular
Staff in China; while Captain H. R. Davies, of the Staff
Corps, who 1s on special duty in the Intelligence Department,
i1s not only an exceptionally able officer, but is the most
accomplished linguist of Upper Burma. These were the three
representatives.

I sold my pony in Bhamo [ was exceedingly sorry to part
with it, for it had come with me 800 miles in thirty days, over
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and of some neighbouring bungalows assembled to do me
honour, creeping up to me, and with deep humility carrying
each an article of my possessions from my room down to the
porch. There were the dhobie and bearer, the waterman
with his goatskin waterbag, the washerman who washed my
blue Chinese garments as white as his own, the syce who did
not collect grass, the cook who sent me ten bad eggs in
three days, and the Christian Madrasi, the laziest rascal in
Bhamo, who early confessed to me his change of faith and
the transformation it had effected in the future prospects of
his soul. There was the Burmese watchman, and the English-
speaking Burmese clerk, and the coolie who went to the
bazaar for me, and many others. They lined the stairs as I
came out, and placed their hands reverently to their foreheads
when [ passed by. It was pleasant to see such disinterested
evidence of their good will, and my only regret was that I
could not reward them according to their deserts. But to the
Chinese coolie who was grinning to see my paltry outfit
carried by so many hands, and who gathered together all I
possessed and swung off with it down past the temples to the
steamer landing in the native city, | gave a day’s pay, and
cheerfully—though he then asked for more.

In Mandalay I was taken to the club, and passed many
hours there reading the home papers and wandering through
its gilded halls. Few clubs in the world have such a
sumptuous setting as this, for it is installed in the throne-
room and chambers and reception-halls of the palace of
King Theebaw.

In the very centre of the building is a seven-storeyed spire,
‘ emblematic of royalty and religion,” which the Burmese
look upon as the * exact centre of creation.” The reception-
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says a great authority, perhaps ¢ke greatest authority on
Burma—]J. G. Scott (Shway Yoe)—* that in no very long time
Burma, or, at any rate, the large trading towns of Burma, will
be for all practical purposes absorbed by the Chinese traders,
just as Singapore and Penang are virtually Chinese towns.
Unless some marvellous upheaval of energy takes place in
the Burmese character, the plodding, unwearying Chinaman
is almost certainly destined to overrun the country to the
exclusion of the native race.”

The artisans of Rangoon are largely Chinese, and the
carpenters exclusively so. The Chinese marry Burmese
women, and, treating their wives with the consideration which
the Chinaman invariably extends to his foreign wife in a
foreign country, they are desired as husbands even above the
Burmans. Next to the British, the only indispensable element
in the community is now the Chinese.

The best known figure in Burma is the Reverend John
Ebenezer Marks, D.D., Principal of the St. John's College of
the S.P.G. Dr. Marks has been thirty-five years in Burma, is
still hale and hearty, brimful of reminiscences, and is one of
the most amusing companions in the world. I think it was he
who converted King Theebaw to Christianity. His school is
a curlosity. It is an anthropological institute with perhaps the
finest collection of human cross-breeds in existence. It is
away out beyond the gaol, in large wooden buildings set in
extensive playgrounds. Here he has 550 students, all but
four of whom are Asiatics of fifteen different nationalities—
Chinese, Karens, Kachins, Shans, and a varied assortment of
Hindoos and Malays, both pure and blended with the native
Burmese. All the different races represented in Burma haye

intermarried with the native Burmese, and the resulting
LI
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is gradually ceasing to exist—are all picked women, selected
for the comeliness of their persons and the sweetness of their
manners.

After a stay of two or three weeks in Rangoon, I went
round by the British India steamer to Calcutta. 1l fortune
awaited me here. The night after my arrival I was laid down
with remittent fever, and a few days later I nearly died. The
reader will, I am sure, pardon me for obtruding this purely
personal matter. But, as I opened this book with a testimony
of gratitude to the distinguished surgeon who cut a spear
point from my body, where nine months before it had been
thrust by a savage in New Guinea, so should I be sorry to
close this narrative without recording a word of thanks to
those who befriended me in Calcutta.

I was a stranger, knowing only two men in all Calcutta ; but
they were friends in need, who looked after me during my
illness with the greatest kindness. A leading doctor of
Calcutta attended me, and treated me with unremitting atten-
tion and great skill. To Mr. John Bathgate and Mr. Maxwell
Prophit and to Dr. Arnold Caddy I owe a lasting debt of
gratitude. And what shall I say of that kind nurse—dark of
complexion, but most fair to look upon—whose presence in the
sick room almost consoled me for being ill? Bless her dear
heart! Even hydrochlorate of quinine tasted sweet from her.
fingers.

THE END.,
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