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  About the Book, its Translation, Revision, and Romanization


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


   


  “Why are you staring at me mate?”


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


   


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


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


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


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


   


  Edwin H. Lowe


  Macquarie University, Sydney


  2009
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  with love.
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  “The young should not read The Water Margin, and the old should not read the Romance of the Three Kingdoms.”


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


   


  Commentary and editorship of Jin Shengtan


   


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


   


  The Water Margin and the “Red Bandits”


   


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


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


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


   


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


   


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


   


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


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


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


   


   


   


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


   


  Shi Naian


  

   


   


   


  Footnote


  40 The Water Margin.




  PROLOGUE


   


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


   


   


  Amid chaos of dynasties five,


  Peaceful days at last revive;


  Mountains and rivers are of yore,


  Benevolence of hundred years and more.


   


  Orioles sang in forest trees,


  Entrancing music filled the air;


  The people dressed in gorgeous silks,


  Contentment reigned everywhere.


   


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


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


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


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


   


  For civil affairs there is a civil star,


  For military affairs a military star.


   


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  

   


   


   


  Footnote


  41 Emperor Shizong of the Later Zhou Dynasty.


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


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




  CHAPTER 1

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


   


   


   


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  He learned these one by one and became proficient.


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


   


  Men concealed in the deep of reeds,


       Prepared their boats among the lotus leaves.


  Soldiers sent to capture them,


       Did only make them intimate.


   


  We will now relate how the brigands made their escape.


  

   


   


   


  Footnote


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


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


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


  47 The Chinese currency of a square holed coin.


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


  49 Li is the Chinese distance equivalent of a mile.


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


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




  CHAPTER 2

   

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


   


   


   


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


   


  His staff cleared the roads from danger,


  His sword killed the vicious people.


  

   


   


   


  Footnote


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


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




  CHAPTER 3

   

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


   


   


   


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  The chief monk answered, “As you connive at his faults so we have no alternative but to obey. If we reprove him, then we are not obeying you.” The Abbot ordered the common food to be prepared, and invited Zhao Yuanwai and Lu Da to dine with him. After the meal the superintendent opened the donations book, and Zhao Yuanwai gave some money, telling him to buy things necessary for a monk. In two days they were ready, and the Abbot selected a lucky time and day, and at that time the bells and drums were beaten, and the monks assembled in the Great Hall. There were altogether about six hundred, wearing their surplices, and they knelt down in an attitude of prayer, in two rows, before the Abbot’s throne. Zhao Yuanwai brought silver paper money, and kowtowed before the Abbot. He stated the case clearly, and then the acolytes led in Lu Da. The Wei Na told Lu Da to remove his hat, let his hair down in nine plaits, and then fold it on the top of his head. The barber shaved the head all round including the mustache and beard. Lu Da asked, “Would it not be better if you leave me just a little?” Upon hearing this the assembled monks could not help laughing. The Abbot from his throne addressed them, “Let all listen to this


   


  ‘Shave him clean of every hair,


      Leave not e’en a root,


  Cleanly shave the young monk’s head,


      So no strife may shoot.’”


   


  The Abbot exclaimed loudly, “Shave it all off!” The barber took his knife, and shaved what was left. The abbot’s assistant holding aloft the certificate brought it before the throne, and requested the Abbot to bestow a new name. The Abbot taking the certificate said,


   


  “Priceless is the holy light,


      Silver buys it not;


  Buddha’s laws are very broad,


      Thy name is ‘Wise and Deep.’”


   


  The certificate was then handed to the recorder who completed the entries, and then gave it to Lu Da. The Abbot ordered that the priestly robes and the surplice be issued to the novitiate. The superintendent then conducted Lu Da to the throne, and the Abbot placed his hands on the new monk’s head, saying: “First, you must conform to the laws of Buddhism; second, you must observe the rules of the order; third, you must be friendly to the monks. These are the three rules to obey, but there are also five prohibitions as follows: You must not take life, steal, fornicate, covet wine, or speak falsely.” Lu Da expressed his assent, and said he would not forget them. Upon hearing this statement, the monks laughed.


  After the ceremony Zhao Yuanwai invited all the monks to accompany him to the Cloud Hall where he burnt incense, and then dined with them. He gave presents to all the officials of the monastery. Lu Da was conducted by the superintendent, and the monks all kowtowed to him.


  The following day Zhao Yuanwai wished to return home, and after breakfast a large number of monks accompanied him to the main entrance where after saluting he addressed them, “Let all display mercy. Your younger brother ‘Wise and Deep’ (Zhishen) is very stupid and he speaks foolishly. He does not understand etiquette, and may unintentionally break your rules. I request you to forgive his faults on my account.”


  “Never mind,” replied the Abbot. “I myself will teach him to read and chant the classics, and discuss the truth with him in the prayer hall.”


  Zhao promised to recompense the kind treatment. He beckoned Lu Da to a fir tree where he said, “Worthy brother, from today your life will improve, but at all times you must not forget your weakness, and not be so confident of yourself. If there is any further trouble it will be difficult for us to see each other. So take care. By and by I will send a man with clothing for you.” Lu Da promised to follow his advice, and then Zhao Yuanwai took leave of the Abbot and the crowd of monks. And down the mountain he departed. Lu Da went to the monks’ dormitory, and lay down to sleep. On either side of him was a monk, and they both pushed him; saying, “Get up! This won’t do! As you have left home, why do you not sleep in a sitting position?”


  “I am going to sleep, and what is that to do with you?” answered Lu Da. A monk exclaimed, “What a calamity!”


  Lu Da shouted, “Even a tortoise I shall eat; what calamity will there be?”


  The monk replied, “Of course there will be a calamity.” Lu Da said, “A tortoise has a big belly, but the fat is sweet and nice to eat, so why should there be a calamity.”


  The monks took no more notice of him and let him sleep. The next day they wanted to report to the Abbot that Lu Da had been unreasonable: but the abbot’s assistant advised them not to interfere as the Abbot would only protect him.


  Lu Da saw that nobody spoke to him and therefore every evening he went to rest; he lay aslant across the bed. During the night he snored like thunder, and made great noises. He pissed and shit behind one of the halls. An attendant reported to the Abbot that Lu Da had bad manners and did not observe the customs of a monk. The Abbot shouted, “Nonsense! You must not forget the donor. I expect there will be an improvement later.” After this no one dared speak about Lu Da.


  Lu Da lived at the Mount Wutai monastery for about five months without noticing the time pass, but upon winter coming he thought of leaving. At that time the weather was fine, so he wore a long black gown with a black belt, changed his monk’s shoes, and walked down the hill. About halfway he sat down in an arbor and meditated, “What a glutton I am! Previously I liked good wine and meat, and never restrained my appetite. Now I have been trained as a monk, and I am hungry and thirsty. Zhao Yuanwai has not sent me any food for several days, and I feel ravenous. I should like some good wine.” Just then he saw in the distance a young man carrying two buckets on a pole, and singing as he ascended the mountain path. The buckets were covered with lids. He had in his hand a bowl and sang:


   


  On the battlefield of Mount Jiuli,


     A herdboy got a sword and spear


  From the days of long ago;


     A fair wind ruffles the waters near


       Where the River Wu sings the heroes’ song


       Of Xiang Yu’s wife and her farewell woe.


   


  Upon reaching the arbor the man put down his load, and Lu Da asked what the buckets held and he was told it was wine. “What is the price for one bucket?” asked Lu Da. “Reverend, are you joking?” asked the man. “Why should I joke with you?” said Lu Da. The man answered, “I am taking this wine up the mountain to sell it to the cooks, messengers, sedan-chair carriers, and other servants at the monastery. The Abbot has given an order that if we sell any wine to a monk he will punish us, take our money, and expel us from the monastery. The Abbot gave me the capital to buy the wine and I live in the monastery, so how dare I sell wine to you?”


  “But why cannot you sell?” asked Lu Da.


  “Kill me and still I will not sell,” replied the man.


  “I won’t kill you,” said Lu Da. “I am only asking you to sell the wine.”


  The man saw that trouble was brewing so he picked up his load and walked away. Lu Da quickly left the arbor, took hold of the carrying pole, and kicked the man in the groin. The fellow clasped his hand over the injured part, crouched upon the ground, and did not rise for a long time. Lu Da seized the two buckets of wine and took them into the arbor. He opened the buckets and ladling out the cold wine, drank it. In a little time he had drunk a bucketful of wine. Lu Da spoke, “You come to the monastery tomorrow and demand the money.”


  The man was now free from pain, but was afraid that the Abbot would hear of the matter and punish him. He was angry but he suppressed his passion. He dared not ask for the money. He divided the remaining wine in the two buckets, shouldered his load, and flew down the mountain.


  Lu Da sat in the arbor for half the day, and the wine mounted to his head. He took off his gown, and tied it round his waist by the sleeves, exposing his tattooed back. In this manner he went back up the hill, swinging his arms. As he neared the monastery, the gatekeepers saw him, and placed two bamboo boards across the entrance, and called out to him, “You are a disciple of Buddha, and yet you come here drunk. You are not blind; you have seen the order posted at the Treasury that monks are forbidden to drink wine, and if they disobey this they will receive forty blows with the bamboo, and be expelled from the monastery. If we allow you to enter in this state, we shall be punished with ten blows. Go away at once, and we will not say anything.”


  Although Lu Da was now a monk, yet he had not changed his temper. He stared at them and cursed, “You thieving bastards! If you hit me, I will fight you.”


  Seeing the danger of trouble, one of the gatekeepers ran to report the matter to the superintendent. Lu Da knocked the bamboo boards to one side, slapped the gatekeeper’s face, and stumbled forward. The gatekeeper attempted to stop him, but Lu Da knocked him down. This was certainly disgraceful, but he stumbled forward into the courtyard. The superintendent had collected together about thirty servants, and armed them with white sticks. Upon meeting them, Lu Da roared like a clash of thunder, and advanced with big strides. The servants seeing his fierce appearance hurriedly retreated to the storeroom and closed the two folding doors. Lu Da struck the doors, and kicked until he forced the doors open. The men were cornered, and Lu Da seizing a stick drove them out. The superintendent had reported the trouble to the Abbot who taking his five attendants arrived on the scene and called out, “Lu Da, you are making a mistake!”


  Although Lu Da was drunk, yet he recognized the Abbot. He threw away the stick, and saluted. “I have had only two cups of wine. These men came and hit me.”


  “Pay attention!” replied the Abbot. “Go and sleep at once, and tell me about it tomorrow.”


  “I would kill you bald-headed donkeys but for the Abbot,” said Lu Da.


  The Abbot ordered his attendants to assist Lu Da to a bed in the dormitory, and upon reaching it he fell down, and was soon fast asleep and snoring. A crowd of monks now surrounded the Abbot, saying, “We remonstrated with you before, and now this has happened. We object to this wild cat remaining here, as he will only upset our pure ways of life.”


  The Abbot replied, “Though there is trouble now, there will be a different state of affairs afterwards. I have no alternative, but you will forgive him when you appreciate the influence of his donor. Tomorrow I will tell him that I cannot tolerate such bad conduct, and that will end the matter.”


  “What an injudicious Abbot!” jeered the monks. They all separated to their rest.


  The next day after breakfast, the Abbot sent his attendants to summon Lu Da. He was not awake. They waited until he arose, and put on his long gown. Suddenly he dashed out to the surprise of the attendants. Following, they found Lu Da pissing behind the temple. When he had finished he went with them to the Abbot. “Lu Da,” said the Abbot, “you were previously a military man and were introduced here by Zhao Yuanwai, I have given you some instructions. You must not take life, nor steal, nor fornicate, nor drink wine, nor lie. These are the usual five prohibitions for monks: but the most important is that you should not drink wine. Why did you return drunk last night; strike the gatekeepers, break open the doors of the storeroom, drive out the servants, and generally misbehave yourself? Why did you do this?”


  Lu Da knelt, and replied, “I dare not do it again.”


  The Abbot asked, “Why did you break our rule about drinking wine, and so broke our laws of purity. I should have expelled you from the monastery if it had not been for the good character of your benefactor Zhao Yuanwai. Hereafter you must not break our rules.” Lu Da arose, and clasping his hands said, “I certainly will not dare do that.”


  The Abbot then took him inside and ordered breakfast for them both. During the meal he gave him good advice, a monk’s robe of fine cloth, and a pair of shoes, before dismissing him. “When there is wine drinking, one must not go to excess. There is a common saying, ‘Matters can be settled or ruined by wine.’ Cowards drink wine; they can have false courage, and muddle their affairs. But what does it do to the bold and impetuous?” After the drunken brawl Lu Da dared not venture out of the monastery for three months. One day in the second lunar month, the weather was very hot, and he strolled out of the monks’ quarters standing outside the monastery gate, gazing and appreciating the beautiful view. Suddenly he heard the sound of knocks down the mountain carried upwards by the wind. He returned for some silver which he hid in his breast, and then slowly walked down the hill. At the bottom he saw a crowd of people attending a fair. There were butchers, greengrocers, wine and bread shops. He thought if he had known of this place earlier he would not have drunk the wine of the bucket, but have gone there for it. These few days he had felt depressed, so he decided to ascertain what eatables were procurable. He heard again the sound of knocking and he knew that it was iron being worked. He saw on the wall between two shops the characters for “The Father and Son Inn.” One of the two was a blacksmith’s shop in which three men were working, and Lu Da asked them if they had good steel. The blacksmiths saw that Lu Da had a short growth of beard which gave him a disagreeable appearance, and made them half afraid of him at first sight. They ceased work and said, “Reverend, please be seated. What kind of work have you for us?”


  “I want you to make an iron staff and a broad sword,” said Lu Da. “I did not know you have such good steel here.”


  A blacksmith answered, “We have good steel here; you had better give us the order, for we do not yet know how heavy you want them.”


  “I need a staff weighing one hundred jin,” said Lu Da.


  The blacksmith laughed, saying, “Very heavy, master. I am afraid we cannot do it: but even if we could, perhaps you could not use it. The great halberd used by Guan Gong was only eighty-one jin.”


  “I am not as good as Guan Gong, but he was only a man,” said Lu Da.


  “According to my idea, a staff of say sixty-two jin will be heavy enough.”


  “Now according to your account of Guan Gong’s great halberd, make me one of eighty-one jin,” said Lu Da.


  “Reverend, it will be very big. It will not look well, and will be inconvenient to use. I think it would be better to make one of sixty-two jin, and have it brightly polished. But if you cannot use it, do not blame me. As you have decided upon it, we need not go into details: we will use the best iron and make it here.”


  “How much do you want for making them?” asked Lu Da.


  “Not more than five taels of silver,” replied the blacksmith.


  “I will accept your word, so here is the money,” said Lu Da. “If it is well made I will give you extra money.” The blacksmith received the money, and said, “It shall be done at once.”


  Lu Da walked a short distance from the shop and saw the signboard of a wine shop. He lifted the curtain at the door, entered, and sat down. He tapped on the table, calling for wine.


  “Excuse me, Reverend,” said the innkeeper, “this wine shop belongs to the monastery, which furnished the capital. The Abbot controls our affairs and does not like us to sell wine to men from his monastery, but should we do so, he would expel us, so do not consider it impolite if we cannot supply you.”


  “Never mind that.” replied Lu Da, “you can sell me some wine and I will not say a word about it.”


  “I cannot do that,” answered the innkeeper. “Please go to another place and don’t think us rude.”


  Lu Da rose, saying, “I will go and will not talk further with you.” Going out a few paces, he saw a flag over the door of a wine shop. He entered, sat down and called for wine. “Reverend, you evidently do not understand that the Abbot controls our affairs, and so by coming here you endanger our livelihood.”


  Lu Da was determined to have wine but he knew that they would not sell any. He tried some more shops with the same result. In the distance he saw a broom hanging in front of a house which was situated in a cluster of the apricot trees. Upon approaching he found it was a small inn just outside the village. He went in and sat down near the window, calling, “Innkeeper, I am a stranger here and I want a cup of wine.”


  The proprietor looked at him carefully, “Reverend, where do you come from?”


  “I am a traveling monk, and I happened to pass here.” “If you are from the monastery at Mount Wutai, I cannot sell you any wine.”


  “I do not come from there. Bring me some wine quickly.”


  The proprietor saw that Lu Da had the manner and speech of another district, so asked how much wine he wanted. “Bring me a large cup of warm wine,” said Lu Da. “What meat can I have with it?”


  “This morning I had some beef, but it is now all finished.”


  Lu Da could smell the meat which was being cooked, so going outside he saw along the wall an earthen boiler, containing dog’s flesh. He said, “Why don’t you sell me this?”


  “I was afraid that a monk may not eat the dog’s flesh.”


  “I have some silver,” said Lu Da, offering it to the proprietor, “let me have half of the dog.”


  The proprietor prepared the dish with some powdered garlic, and placed it before Lu Da who tore the flesh apart with his fingers and dipping it in the garlic, ate it. Although he drank ten cups of wine, he still wanted more. The innkeeper was afraid and remarked he had had enough. Lu Da stared at him, “I will pay you, so why interfere?” The man asked how much he wanted and Lu Da said, “A bucketful.” This was supplied and Lu Da drank it rapidly. There was still a leg of the dog which he picked up and put in his breast. As he left the inn, he said that he would come again the next day. The proprietor was speechless on hearing this, and saw that he was going in the direction of Mount Wutai.


  Lu Da walked halfway up the mountain and rested in an arbor till the effect of the wine passed away. At last, getting up, he said to himself, “For a long time I have had no drill in hand combat and feel my body is not in good form—I will have a little practice here. Taking his long sleeves, he rolled up the ends and thrust in all directions. He was swinging his arm, when he struck against a pillar of the arbor with such force as to break it, and it fell with a great crash. The doorkeeper of the monastery heard this noise, and looking below saw that Lu Da was staggering up the path. He said, “Much trouble! This brute is extremely drunk again.” He closed the gate, and taking the bar fastened it. Then gazed through a crack in the door, and watched Lu Da approaching. When Lu Da reached the door he struck it with his fist but the gatekeeper dared not open it. Lu Da turned and saw on the left side of the door, a guardian idol, covered with gilt, to which he shouted, “You big prick, why do you not knock the door for me, instead of frightening me with that attitude: but I am not afraid of you.” He then mounted the steps—took hold of the railings in front of the idol, and pulled them up, as if plucking onions. He took one of the broken rails and struck the idol: the painted clay fell to the ground. The gatekeeper seeing this ran to report it to the Abbot. Lu Da then turned, and saw another gilded idol, at which he shouted, “You are opening your mouth wide, and laugh at me.” He ascended the steps on that side and struck the foot of the idol twice with the railing. There was a tremendous noise as the idol fell to the ground at which Lu Da laughed loudly.


   


  When the Abbot heard of the matter, he said, “We must not make him angry: you had better go away.” A crowd of monks had collected, and they said, “That wild cat is extremely drunk. He has broken the arbor and the idols at the entrance. What shall we do?”


  “Since ancient times the Emperor has always avoided drunken men, so why should I not do the same,” said the Abbot. “As to the images and the arbor he destroyed, the patron will repair them.”


  The monks left the Abbot’s quarters saying, “How stupid is our Abbot. The doorkeepers do not open the door but listen.”


  Outside, Lu Da was shouting, “You thieving stinking bald-headed donkeys! If you do not let me enter the monastery I will set fire to the building.”


  The monks upon hearing this told the gatekeepers to draw the bar and let the brute in. They did this quietly and stealthily, and then hurried into the buildings to hide themselves. The monks also got out of the way.


  Lu Da using both hands pushed against the doors with great force and fell to the ground as they opened. Scrambling up, he rubbed his head, and then rushed into the meditation hall. There were many visiting monks seated in contemplation, and they were alarmed at his sudden, noisy entrance. Lu Da went to the side of the hall and vomited. The monks were disgusted with the stench and covered their noses with their hands. Lu Da got on a bed, took off his silk belt, and tore apart the fastenings of his clothes, and the dog’s leg fell out. “How nice,” he said picking it up, “I am very hungry just now.” So saying, he ate it. Upon seeing this the monks covered their faces with their sleeves, and those on both sides of him withdrew. Lu Da seeing this movement, offered a piece of the dog’s leg to a monk who covered his face with his sleeves. Lu Da asked why he did not eat it, and then pushed the flesh at the lips of another monk. About five monks on neighboring beds leapt forward to intervene but Lu Da throwing the meat away hit the monk with his fist several times. This raised a loud shout from the monks who went to the cupboards to get their clothes and alms bowls with the idea of leaving. This created a general confusion which the monk in charge could not control. The superintendent summoned all the servants, including groundsmen, cooks’ assistants, messengers, sedan-chair carriers, altogether about two hundred men, who seized sticks, rice shovels, staffs and cudgels, and placing towels round their heads, entered the hall in a body. Upon seeing them Lu Da howled, and, having no weapon, hurried to the center of the hall, pushed over the table for offerings in front of Buddha, and having broken off two of the legs he advanced. When the menial monks saw his fierce expression, they retreated to the veranda, but as Lu Da only flourished the table legs they soon returned to the attack. Lu Da was very angry and struck on both sides. He had moved towards the hall where the scriptures were expounded, and there he met the Abbot who called out, “Lu Da, you are unreasonable! You monks must not lay a hand on him.” The monks retreated and Lu Da threw away the legs of the table, asking the Abbot, “Will you tell me what I must do?” At that moment Lu Da was nearly sober.


  “Lu Da, you have implicated me seriously,” said the Abbot. “You were drunk previously and created a lot of trouble. Now you are again drunk, knocked down an arbor and broken two idols. You have also made trouble with the monks, so that they have all to go away. This sin of yours is not a small one. This, my Wenshu Monastery, on Mount Wutai, has been kept holy and sacred for more than a thousand years, so how can I keep a filthy thing like you here? But you can live in my quarters for a few days more until I find a place for you to go to.”


  Lu Da accompanied the Abbot to his quarters. The Abbot sent word for the visiting monks to return and continue their contemplations. The monks that were injured had their wounds attended to.


  Next day, the Abbot wrote a letter to Zhao Yuanwai sending it with two messengers who waited for his reply. When Zhao Yuanwai read the letter, he was very sad. He wrote a reply and said that he would pay for the repairs; as for Lu Da, he would leave him to the Abbot to be banished.


  When the Abbot received the letter, he instructed his attendants to bring a gown of black cloth, a pair of shoes, ten taels of silver, and fetch Lu Da. Upon his arrival the Abbot reproved him about his offences; telling him he had decided to expel him from the monastery. He continued, “During the night I thought of your affairs, and have prepared for you four sentences from our sayings which you can use until your dying day.”


   


  Laughing monk with staff so rare,


  And ordained sword so beautiful;


  Fought with heroes everywhere,


  And punished traitorous ministers.


   


  We will now relate what the Abbot said.


  

   


   


   


  Footnote


  54 Yuanwai an aristocratic title, approximating an “esquire” or gentleman.




  CHAPTER 4

   

  Little Tyrant When Drunk Goes Inside the Bed Curtains; Lu Da, the Monk, Has a Fight at Taohua Village


   


   


   


  THE Abbot spoke, “Zhishen, you certainly cannot stay here, but I have a brother in religion called Zhi Qing Jingshen, who is the Abbot of Great Xiangguo Monastery in Kaifeng, and you can go there for refuge, and work for the monks. I have here a letter of introduction for you. Last night I thought over your case, and decided to give you four sentences from our sacred sayings, and until your dying day you must not forget them.”


  Lu Da (Zhishen) knelt down, and said, “I am willing to listen to these sayings.”


  The Abbot continued and said: (1) “When you see a forest your lot will be improved; (2) when you see a mountain you will become rich; (3) when you enter a prefecture you will move on; and (4) when you see a river (Jiang, also a surname) you will stop.”


  Lu Da upon hearing these four “sayings” kowtowed three times three. He then put on his back a bundle, two girdles round his waist, hid away the letter, bid farewell to the Abbot and the crowd of monks. He departed from Mount Wutai and went to the inn in the village near the blacksmith’s shop, where he stayed for a few days until the monk’s staff and broadsword were finished. He also got a scabbard for the sword, and had the staff varnished. He took a number of pieces of silver and paid the blacksmith. He left, and the passers-by gazed after him as he was really a very strange sight. He followed the road towards the Eastern Capital (Kaifeng). In more than half a month he had not slept in a single monastery; but had rested and eaten his food at inns, and bought his wine in wine shops. One day he was enjoying the scenery of a mountain stream and did not notice it was evening, and that he had not found a place to sleep. The road was quite deserted. After he had gone thirty li more, he passed over a plank bridge, where he saw in the distance a red light emerging from a group of trees. It was a farmhouse in a wood with surrounding wild mountains rising one above the other. He went to the farmhouse and saw outside a dozen men who were very busy moving things about. He placed his staff against the wall and spoke to the men to attract their attention.


  The villagers said, “Monk, why do you arrive so late at our farm?”


  “As I cannot find an inn near here,” replied Lu Da, “I should like to stay at your farm tonight, and will leave here early tomorrow morning.”


  “We have some business here tonight so that you cannot stay.”


  “However inconvenient it is, let me stay tonight,” said Lu Da.


  “Monk, you had better go at once, and do not risk your life here.”


  “This is strange,” replied Lu Da. “If I only stay for one night how shall I risk my life?” “Go away!” said the villagers. “If you do not go we shall tie you up.”


  Lu Da became angry. “You villagers are unreasonable. I have not said anything wrong, yet you want to tie me up.”


  Some of the villagers abused him, while others acted as mediators. Lu Da took his staff and threatened to beat them; just then he saw an old man. He was over sixty years of age and was walking with a staff that reached above his head. He called, “What is all this noise about?”


  The villagers answered, “This detestable monk desires to beat us.” Lu Da spoke, “I am from Mount Wutai, and am on my way to the Eastern Capital on some business. This evening I have not found an inn, and should like to make use of your noble house for one night. Your servants were unreasonable, and wanted to tie me up.”


  “As you are a monk from Mount Wutai please come inside,” the old man said. They went into the guest chamber and sat down. The old man said, “You must not think us impolite because our servants did not know that you are from a place where there is a living Buddha, and they took you as an ordinary person. I previously believed in Buddhism. Although we have some affair this evening, yet you may stay here tonight.”


  Lu Da placed his staff against a chair, and rising, signified his appreciation, and then asked his host’s name.


  “My name is Liu, and the villagers call me ‘Grandpa Liu.’ This place is called Taohua Village. May I ask your name and also your religious name?”


  “My superior—the Abbot Zhi Zhen, gave me the name Zhi Shen but my surname is Lu.”


  “Reverend, will you take a little supper with me? but I do not know whether you are willing to eat meat with me,” said Grandpa Liu.


  “I can eat meat and drink wine. Whether the wine is yellow or clear, or from Shaoxing, I am not particular; and I can eat either meat or dog’s flesh.”


  Very soon the servants prepared a table with a plate of beef and four different vegetables. Lu Da (Zhi Shen) took off his belt and waist girdle, and sat down. He did not stand on ceremony, nor did he decline anything. Grandpa Liu, who sat opposite, stared at him, but only ate rice. When the servants cleared the table Grandpa Liu told them that as things were upset, Lu Da would sleep in a small side room. He then informed Lu Da that if there was a noise outside in the night, he should not notice it. Lu Da inquired what was the affair to occur that night, and he was told that it was something that a monk could not take part in.


  “But why is your appearance so sorrowful?” asked Lu Da, “I hope that my coming has not been inconvenient. I will give you money for my lodging tomorrow.”


  “Reverend, please listen to me,” said Grandpa Liu, “I always give food to monks, and bestow charity on them, so I cannot accept money from you. Tonight I have invited someone to come and marry my daughter, therefore I am quite busy.”


  Lu Da laughed loudly. “When men and women are fully grown they must marry; this is the proper thing for men and it is in accordance with the five constant virtues. So why should there be trouble?”


  “You, Reverend, do not understand this marriage,” said Grandpa Liu, “but the fact is that my daughter is not willing to marry.”


  Lu Da laughingly replied, “Sir, you are a silly fellow. If she does not agree why have you invited the man to marry her?”


  “I have only one daughter, and she is nineteen years old,” Grandpa Liu remarked. “Near here, there is a mountain called Mount Taohua. Recently two bandit chiefs have erected a stronghold there, and have collected about seven hundred men, and they rob the cottages near here. The officers in charge of the troops at Qingzhou have tried to arrest them without success. The bandits then came here, and demanded money. When one of the chiefs saw my daughter, he presented her twenty taels of gold, and a roll of red embroidered silk as a token of his desire for an engagement. He has selected this night to come and marry the girl. I cannot dispute the matter with him but I must agree to his demand. And that is why I am annoyed.”


  Lu Da upon hearing this said, “So that is the case. But if I have the means of causing him to change his mind about taking away your daughter, how will that do?”


  “He is king of demons, and kills men without moving an eyelash, so how can you get him to change his mind?”


  “I studied under the Abbot at Mount Wutai and therefore I can speak reasonably. Even if he were a man of iron or stone I could alter his decision. Tell your daughter to hide in some other place this evening, and I will stay in her room.”


  “That will be fine but do not pull the tiger’s whiskers,” said Grandpa Liu.


  “Is not that my business?” asked Lu Da. “Leave it to me and I’ll do the correct thing.”


  “Certainly it will be all right,” said Grandpa Liu, “we are very lucky in meeting such a living Buddha as you.”


  He then asked Lu Da if he would like something more to eat but the latter replied, “only wine.” Grandpa Liu ordered the servants to bring a big bowl of wine as well as a cooked goose, both of which were eaten by the monk, who told the servants to place his bundle in the room. Then putting his sword in his belt and picking up his monk’s staff, he asked if the girl was in hiding. Grandpa Liu had sent his daughter to a neighbor’s house, and led Lu Da to the bride’s apartment. The servants withdrew to prepare the banquet. Lu Da placed the tables and chairs that were in the room to one side; put his sword at the head, and his staff at the side of the bed; let down the bed curtains covered with gilt letters, took off his clothes and lay down.


  Grandpa Liu saw that it was getting dark so he told the servants to light the lanterns which were outside. He had a table placed on the threshing floor on which were flowers, incense sticks, and lanterns. He also instructed them to get a dish of meat ready, and heat a large kettle of wine. About ten o’clock they heard the sound of gongs and drums being beaten on the hill. Grandpa Liu thought of a vile scheme, and the servants were almost in a state of panic. They all went outside the gate of the farm but upon seeing in the distance a great illumination from five hundred torches, they fled into the farmhouse. Grandpa Liu had the gate opened and proceeded to welcome the guests. He saw two bodies of men, one in front of the other. They were armed with all kinds of military weapons, glittering in the light, and were decorated with red and green silk. The bandits had stuck wild flowers in their caps, and carried four or five red gauze lanterns, which lit the road for their leader who was riding a horse. On his head he had a flat topped cap of red color, and near his temple was a large imitation flower made of silk, he wore a long green gown with tiger design embroidered in gold, round his waist a red sash fastened with a golden buckle, standing away from this a few inches a stiff girdle was suspended; leather boots with designs of clouds on them. He was riding a big white horse and dismounted at the gate of the farmhouse. The bandits offered congratulations by singing:


   


  “Tonight his cap is very bright


      For he is a bridegroom;


  Clothed with handsome dress is he


      And all his cheek’s abloom.”


   


  Grandpa Liu poured out a cupful of wine and kneeling on the ground, offered it to the bandit leader, who, however, raised him, saying; “You are my father-in-law so why do you kneel before me?”


  “As you are the chief of this district, and my family is under your control, you should not object like this,” replied Grandpa Liu.


  The bandit chief was almost drunk and laughingly replied. “As I am to be your son-in-law I will treat you fairly; as your daughter is to be my wife things will soon be all right.” Upon reaching the threshing floor, the bandit chief saw the preparations, and asked, “Father-in-law, why do you receive me in this way?” He drank three cups of wine at that spot. He told his men to tie up his horse to a poplar, and went toward the guest room. His men began to play on the musical instruments and beat the drums. Upon entering the guest room the bandit chief sat down, asking for his wife. Grandpa Liu replied, “My daughter is so timid that she dare not come here.” The robber chief laughed, and taking a cup of wine said, “I should like my wife to come here and drink some wine with me.”


  Grandpa Liu thought this a suitable opportunity for the monk to act as mediator, so he requested the guest to come with him. He took a candle, and going to the bridal chamber pointed, saying, “This is the room. Please enter.” Grandpa Liu took the candle and departed, as he did not expect trouble. The bandit chief pushed the door open, and saw that the interior was dark. He said, “My wife’s father is really so economical that he has not even a lamp lighted in the room, and let my wife to sit in the dark. Tomorrow I will tell one of my men to bring a bucket of good oil to my mountain stronghold, so that my wife can light the lamp there.”


  Lu Da lying inside the bed curtains heard all this, but he suppressed his inclination to laugh and made no sound.


  The bandit chief felt his way into the dark room, calling out, “Wife, why do you not come to receive me? You need not be so timid because tomorrow you will be the leading woman in my stronghold.” Feeling his way in the darkness, and calling “wife, wife,” he at last touched the embroidered bed curtains, and lifted them. Then reaching with his hand he felt the belly of Lu Da. The latter at once took hold of the bandit chief’s head and pressed him down on the bed. The chief struggled to get up but Lu Da abused him. “You are certainly a bastard” and lifting his fist struck a blow. “Why do you hit your husband?” he asked. Lu Da shouted, “I am teaching you how to recognize your old woman.” He pulled him to the floor at the side of the bed. belabored him with his fist, and kicked him, while the bandit called out, “Save me, save me.” Upon hearing this Grandpa Liu was almost startled out of his wits, and hastily picking up a lamp, led the bandits into the room. There they saw a big fat monk, stark naked, on top of the bandit chief, beating him. The bandits had their spears and cudgels, and Lu Da, upon seeing these, let go the chief and got his monk’s staff from the bed. The men seeing his fierce bearing, all retreated, followed by Lu Da. Seizing the opportunity the bandit leader crawled to the door of the room, and walked into the yard. He soon found his unsaddled horse in the dark, broke off a twig from the tree, and jumped on the horse. He hit the horse with the twig but it did not move. The robber leader said to himself, “What a nuisance! Even the horse despises me!” He then realized that he had omitted to loosen the reins which were still fastened to the tree. He quickly snatched them, and the horse galloped away with him. As he passed through the gate, he cursed Grandpa Liu; saying, “You, old ass, need not hurry. Wherever you fly, I shall catch you.” He lashed the horse which carried him up the mountain. Grandpa Liu caught hold of Lu Da, saying, “Reverend, you have brought trouble to my home.”


  “You cannot say that I have done something improper,” replied Lu Da. “Bring me my clothes, and when dressed I will talk with you.” This was done, and Grandpa Liu said, “I hoped you would be reasonable, and get him to change his mind. I did not expect you to assault him; he will now gather a large body of his men and come to kill us.”


  “Grandpa, do not get excited, and I will tell you something,” replied Lu Da. “I am a Major, in the army of Grand Secretary Liang at Yanan Prefecture. I became a monk because I killed a man. You need not speak of these bandits, for I should not be afraid of two thousands of them on foot or mounted. If you do not believe me then pick up my monk’s staff and look at it.” A servant tried to lift the staff but he could not move it. Lu Da, however, picked it up in his hand, and whirled it round as though it were only a lamp wick made of rush.


  “Reverend, you must stay here and protect us,” said Liu.


  “That is needless talk because I will not go away.”


  The farmer told his servants to bring more wine, but to be careful not to make the guest drunk.


  “If I drink only a little wine, I can do only a small piece of business, but if I drink a lot, then I can do more,” said Lu Da.


  On Mount Taohua, the principal head of the bandits was thinking of sending one of his men to inquire about his second-in-command’s marriage. When the armed bandits returned with a defeated appearance he asked why they were in such disorder, and they told him that their second-in-command had been defeated. At this he was surprised, but while he was listening to details, his assistant arrived. He noticed that he was not wearing the usual red cloth round his head, and that his green dress was in tatters. As he dismounted in front of the main building he called, “Elder brother, please save me,” and when he was asked for an explanation, he continued, “I went down the mountain to the village where Grandpa Liu lives, and found that the detestable old donkey had hidden the woman, and had got a big monk to be on the bed in her place. I was quite unprepared for attack, and when I groped my way to the bed, and touched him, he hit me with his fists, kicked me, and severely maltreated me. When my men entered the room he chased them out, and while this was happening I managed to get away. Elder brother, I want revenge.”


  The principal bandit leader answered, “So, this is it! You rest indoors, while I go and seize this bald-headed thief.” He then commanded his men to get his horse ready. He mounted, and led his men down the mountain, who shouted as they went along. Lu Da was drinking wine, when a servant reported that the bandits were again approaching. “Keep cool!” said Lu Da, “I will knock them down, and you can tie them up and take them to the yamen. Let somebody bring my sword.” He then took off his long gown, tucked his short underclothing in his belt; put on his broad sword; he picked up the iron monk’s staff, and strode to the gate where he saw the bandit leader seated on a horse and holding a spear, surrounded by many torches. He heard him shout, “Where is that bald-headed donkey? Tell him to come at once as we must fight out the matter.” Lu Da was angry and abused him, “You dirty rascal! You shall certainly recognize me.” He then lifted his iron monk’s staff and whirled it round.


  The leader of the bandits called, “The sound of your voice is familiar to me. What is your name?”


  Lu Da answered, “I am none other than Major Lu Da, in the employment of Grand Secretary Liang. Just now, however, I am a monk called Lu Zhishen.”


  The leader of the bandits laughed, and dismounted, and threw away his spear, knelt down, and making salutations said, “Is my elder brother quite well? I am aware that my younger brother felt the weight of your hand.”


  As Lu Da suspected that was a trick he retreated several steps, and examined the man closely by the light of the torches. He then recognized him as a drill instructor who had often sold medicine on the streets, and was named Li Zhong, with a nickname “The Tiger Fighting General.” In those days the thieves did not consider it advisable to say “kneel down” in their band, so they used another expression, “Scissors and Brush”; as a kind of code. Li Zhong now arose and said, “Elder brother, why are you a monk?”


  “I will talk that over with you indoors,” replied Lu Da.


  When Grandpa Liu heard this he was afraid of more trouble, as he thought that they both were thieves. When Lu Da was inside, put on his clothes, sat at a table, and called for Grandpa Liu, the latter did not care to come. So Lu Da said, “Grandpa, you need not fear. He is my younger brother.” When Grandpa Liu heard this he was more confused: still he came forward, and sat on Lu Da’s left. Lu Da gave a résumé of how he had killed the Bully and afterwards entered a monastery where he became drunk on two occasions, had been expelled, and sent to Kaifeng.


  Li Zhong explained that when he heard Lu Da had killed the butcher at Weizhou, he tried to find him. Hearing the police wished to arrest him, he also went away. He happened to pass near this mountain and was attacked by the bandits in charge of Zhou Tong, nicknamed “Little Tyrant”: but he repulsed them, so they invited him to join them as their leader.


  “As things are like this you need not say anything about the bridal fiasco,” said Lu Da, “because if Zhou Tong had taken the girl, her father would have become a vagrant.”


  Grandpa Liu was much pleased at this and ordered the servants to bring wine and food, and entertained his two guests well. He also ordered that each of the bandits was to have two small loaves of bread, two slices of meat, and a big cup of wine. Lu Da told Li Zhong to take the gold and silk, prepared by Grandpa Liu and give them back to “Little Tyrant.” Li Zhong asked both of them to come to the stronghold on the mountain and stay for a few days: this was agreed to. Sedan chairs were prepared for Lu Da and Liu, while Li Zhong rode his horse. It was daybreak, and upon arrival at the stronghold they entered the hall to discuss matters. Zhou Tong was sent for, but when he saw the monk he was angry, and said, “So my elder brother has not carried out my revenge, but asked the monk to come, and invited him to sit in the premier place.”


  Li Zhong laughed, “This monk is the one who killed the Bully with three blows of his fist, about which I have told you many times.”


  Zhou Tong rubbed his head and exclaimed, “Ai Ya!”55 He then knelt and saluted Lu Da, who returned the compliment, saying, “Pray excuse my intrusion.” They all sat down and Lu Da explained the position to Zhou Tong, advising him to break his engagement, and find a better girl. The wedding presents were handed to him. Zhou Tong agreed to this, and promised to let the matter drop, saying, “This is a vow taken with the breaking of an arrow.”


  Grandpa Liu was satisfied and returned home while the bandits prepared a feast for Lu Da. During the following days they took their guest all over the mountain to see the splendid wild scenery. The mountain was covered with grass and trees, and was difficult of access, there being only one road. After a few days, however, Lu Da saw that Li Zhong and Zhou Tong were mean, and had no nobility in their natures. When he told them he wanted to leave, they pressed him to remain but he reminded them he being a monk could not join them.


  The bandit chiefs said, “As you have definitely decided to go, please wait until tomorrow, when we will go down the mountain, and plunder somebody for some money, which we will give you for your traveling expenses.”


  The next day they made a big banquet at which the wine cups were of gold and silver, but just as they sat down one of their men came to report that below were two carts with about ten travelers. Upon hearing this the bandit chiefs summoned their followers and said to Lu Da, “Elder brother, you will have to drink our wine by yourself, but we will leave two men to wait upon you. We must go and get the money for you.” So saying they left with their men.


  Lu Da thought, “These two men are certainly very mean as they have plenty of gold and silver here to give me, but instead they want to plunder other people for money and give it to me. Is not this being generous at other people’s expense? So I will frighten these two men who are attending on me.” He then told the men to bring him some warm wine, and after drinking some he got up and knocked them down with his fists. He then took their girdles, and tied their arms and legs. He gagged them with balls of hempen thread; he opened his bundles and threw away everything that was not needed; and then taking the gold and silver cups he made them flat by stamping on them, and packed them in his bundles. He hid the letter from Abbot Chen in his breast pocket; put on his sword; picked up his monk staff, and left the stronghold. He had a good look round, and saw that the mountain behind the stronghold was very wild. If, however, he went down the mountain by the ordinary road he was sure to meet the brigands, so he decided to descend the mountain by rolling down through the grass. He tied his broad sword, and the monk staff to the bundle, and threw them down the steep slope. He then rolled himself down to the foot of the mountain without sustaining any injury. He soon found his bundle, and started on his way.


  The bandit chiefs attacked the travelers, who resisted for a long time, but seeing that they were outnumbered they at last retreated abandoning their baggage. Upon returning to their stronghold with the loot, the chiefs discovered that Lu Da had gone, and had taken away the gold and silver cups, and at first they thought of pursuing him, but after a little discussion they agreed to let the matter drop.


  That day Lu Da walked a distance of about twenty li without coming across an inn so that by evening he was very hungry. Just then he happened to hear the tinkling of a bell, which he knew was the sound of a bell hanging at the eaves of a Buddhist temple, and it was moved by the wind. So he decided to investigate this. We will now relate what this temple was.


  A score of souls,


      Were lost in half a day;


  Temples of long standing,


       In ambers were now laid.


  

   


   


   


  Footnote


  55 Exclamation of surprise or realisation, similar to “Oh my!”




  CHAPTER 5

   

  Shi Jin Acts as a Highwayman in a Pine Forest; Lu Da Sets Fire to the Waguan Monastery


   


   


   


  LU had crossed several mountain ridges before he entered a pine forest, and still following a path for about half of one li he at last came to a ruined monastery on the eaves of which bells were tinkling in the breeze. Above the main entrance was an honorary tablet in a horizontal position with four characters “Waguan Monastery” in a dilapidated condition. He crossed a stone bridge, and entering the monastery went to the monk’s living rooms. There he found there were no doors, windows, or walls left standing, and wondered how the place had been destroyed. Near the abbot’s living quarters the ground was covered with bird’s excreta, and there a door was locked and covered with spider’s webs. He stuck his staff into the ground and called out, “Are there any monks here? I want some food.” Although he said this several times there was no reply. So be went to the kitchen, but found that there was no boiler and that the cooking range had been destroyed. There he placed his bundle in the seat usually occupied by the supervisor at meal times, and then went to look round the place. Behind the kitchen he found a small room in which several emaciated old monks were sitting on the ground. He shouted, “You monks have no manners. I called out several times without getting a single reply from you.”


  They waved their hands, and said, “Do not talk so loudly.”


  “I am a traveling monk, and only demand a meal from you so what harm is there in that?”


  An old monk replied, “For three days we have had no food so how can we give you some?”


  “I am from Mount Wutai, and even if you have only stale congee I beg you to let me have half a bowl of it.”


  The old monk replied, “As you come from a place where there is a living Buddha we certainly ought to give you some food, but as a matter of fact we have not got even a grain of rice in this monastery, and most of the monks have already left. For three days we have not had a bite of food.”


  “Nonsense! I don’t believe that,” said Lu Da.


  The old monk continued, “This monastery was certainly not a small one, and we collected subscriptions over a large area. But some time ago a traveling monk came here with a Taoist and they seized all the property for themselves. They did everything that is bad, and that was why almost all the monks left. We are so old that we could not go with them, and we live here in a state of starvation.”


  “Nonsense! If these two men did such things why did you not complain to the government?”


  “Reverend, you do not understand. The yamen is a long way off, but even if the magistrate came here he would not put matters right, because these two men are exceedingly fierce, and would kill somebody or set the place on fire. They live in the abbot’s quarters at the back of this building.”


  “What are the names of those two men?” asked Lu Da.


  “The monk is called Cui; his religious name is Daocheng, and his nickname is ‘Iron Buddha.’ The Taoist priest is called Qiu Xiaoyi, and his nickname is ‘Flying Ogre.’ But they are just robbers, and not like clerics. Outwardly they look like clerics, but their innermost thoughts are vile.”


  While Lu Da was listening to this he became aware of a fragrant smell, and turning round he saw a cooking pot with a cover of matting through which steam was issuing. He lifted the cover, and saw that the pot was full of maize and water. He said, “You old monks said that you had had no food for three days, and yet here is a pot full of maize congee. Why did you lie to me?”


  When they saw that he had found the congee they removed the bowls, saucers, chopsticks, and ladles so that he should not eat any. But he was so hungry that he decided to take drastic steps. Taking a broken table near the stove he wiped off the dust with a whisp of grass; then taking the pot with both hands he emptied the contents on the table. Upon seeing this all the monks came forward with bowls to help themselves, but Lu Da pushed them away. He took the congee with both hands, and ate it.


  The old monks said, “For three days we have had no food, and we obtained this maize outside by begging, but now you eat it.”


  Lu Da had taken about seven mouthfuls, and so he desisted taking any more. Just then he heard someone outside singing a ribald song, so he washed his hands, picked up his monk staff, and hurried off to see who was singing. Looking through a partitioned wall, which had been partly broken down, he saw a Taoist who was wearing a black turban,56 a shirt, a sash of many colors round his waist, hempen shoes, and was carrying a load suspended from a pole over his shoulder. In one bamboo basket was a fish with its tail showing over the side, and above it was a lotus leaf, with some meat on the top. In the other basket he carried a bottle of wine also covered by a lotus leaf. He was singing:


   


  “You there, I here: each leads a single life,


  You have no husband, I have no wife:


  I have no wife: how lonely I must be,


  You have no husband: don’t you pity me.”


   


  All the old monks had followed Lu Da, and they now pointed to the Taoist and whispered, “That is the priest called Flying Ogre.”


  Lu Da took his staff, following the Taoist who entered the abbot’s living quarters without knowing he was being followed. Inside, Lu Da saw an ash tree in the courtyard with a table under it, on which were plates of vegetables, three wine cups, and three pairs of chopsticks. At the table sat a fat monk, whose eyebrows looked as though they had been brushed and waxed stiff. He was very muscular and his face sallow. His clothing was not fastened, and disclosed his belly. At his side sat a young woman. The Taoist put down the baskets and took a seat. Lu Da walked to the table, and the monk, being startled at seeing him, rose, and said, “I request you, my brother, to sit down and have a cup of wine with us.”


  “Why have you two destroyed this monastery?” asked Lu Da.


  “Brother, please be seated and listen to me.”


  Lu Da stared at him and said, “Say on, say on!”


  The priest continued, “Previously this monastery had much land and many monks. Those old monks who are now in the veranda used to drink wine, and use the monastery money for women. The abbot issued an order prohibiting these practices, and as the monks disobeyed the order, he resigned. They ruined the monastery then, and sold the land so that many of the monks left. The Taoist and I have recently arrived, and we intend to repair the monastery.”


  “Who is this woman, and why is she drinking wine here?”


  “Brother, allow me to tell you that she is the daughter of Wang Youjin, who lives in a village nearby. Her father was a donor of our monastery, but now he is ruined, and the family is in extreme poverty. Her husband was inflicted with a disease, and as there was no other person at home she came here to borrow rice. I knew her and therefore gave her a drink of wine. There was no other intention. You, brother, must not listen to all those ‘old animals’ have to say.”


  Lu Da believed what he heard; so replied, “How that old monk has deceived me!” So saying, he picked up his staff and returned to the kitchen. The old monks had eaten all the maize congee, but were still there. He pointed at them and said: “It was you who previously destroyed this monastery, and you have told me a lot of lies.”


  An old monk replied, “Brother, you must not listen to their talk, as they keep a woman inside there. They saw you had your sword and the heavy monk’s staff, and as they were not armed, did not care to fight with you. If you do not believe me, then go back, and see how they treat you the second time. Brother, think a little. They have both wine and meat, whereas we cannot get even congee, and we were afraid that you would eat the little we had.”


  “What you say seems reasonable,” said Lu Da. He took his staff and returned to the abbot’s quarters, but found the door closed. He was angry, and kicked open the door. He hurried inside, and saw that “Iron Buddha” was now armed with a halberd, and was advancing towards the ash tree, with the intention of fighting Lu Da, who gave a loud whoop, and whirling aloft his monk’s staff, engaged “Iron Buddha” in conflict. They fought fifteen bouts, but the “Iron Buddha” could not overcome Lu Da, and then the former took up a defensive attitude, parrying the blows and thrusts, slowly retreating. The Taoist saw that “Iron Buddha” was getting the worst of the fight, picked up a halberd, and came behind Lu Da, with the intention of stabbing him. Lu Da heard footsteps but dared not turn round. He also saw the shadow of a man, and suspected treachery. He called out “Zhao” (I will hit you), and upon hearing this Night Witch jumped out of the way of Lu Da’s staff. Lu Da turned partly round so that he was facing them both in the form of a triangle. The two men combined to fight with Lu Da for ten bouts. He was hungry, and was also tired through walking so far, and knew that he could not defeat these two men with their spare energy. So he retreated, trailing his staff on the ground. The two men pursued him as far as the monastery gate, where they again fought. Lu Da withdrew to a stone bridge where the two men gave up the pursuit and sat down on the parapet. Lu Da went some distance, and then remembered he had left his bundle in the monastery. Moreover, he had no money, and wondered what he must do. He could not go back, as he knew if he faced the two men, it would mean disaster. He walked a little further but was in doubt whether to go on or not. After going a few li he saw a forest of pine trees which had a forbidding aspect.


  In the shadow of the trees he saw a man looking round stealthily, and upon seeing Lu Da he uttered an exclamation, spat, and slipped back into the forest. Lu Da thought the man was a robber, who perhaps thought it would be useless to hold up a monk. But Lu Da decided to vent his rage on that man and take away the man’s clothes which he could perhaps pawn for wine and food. He called, “You, footpad, come out at once.”


  The man in the forest laughed when he heard this, and replied, “I have bad luck, and you come here to pick a quarrel with me!” He then took his halberd, and coming into the open, called out, “You bald-headed donkey! You are evidently seeking for an opportunity to die.”


  “You will soon know me,” called Lu Da, who advanced, nourishing his staff, while the other man also came forward, holding his halberd. When they were near each other the man said, “Your voice is familiar to me. What is your name?”


  “When I have given you a good beating, I will tell you my name, but not now,” said Lu Da.


  The man was angry, and advancing fought Lu Da, but after a little contact he began to appreciate the skill of his opponent, whom he had regarded at first as only a stupid monk. So after a few more bouts of fighting, he said, “Let us rest. I have something to say to you.” They both sprang apart at the same time, and the man said, “What is your name? Your voice seems familiar.”


  Lu Da told his name, and upon hearing it the man threw down his sword, and kneeling, saluted with folded hands; asking, “Do you not recognize Shi Jin?”


  Lu Da laughed and replied, “Can you really be Master Shi?” He then knelt down and saluted. This done, they both went into the forest and sat down, telling their experiences since they last met. Shi Jin had some cold meat and cakes, which he offered to Lu Da who was hungry. He said, “As your bundle is in the monastery I will go there with you and take it. If they decline to give it to us we will kill them.” Lu Da agreed to this, and when they had finished their food, set off for the monastery. On their arrival they found the Flying Ogre and Iron Buddha sitting on the parapet of the bridge. Lu Da called, “Come here, you two men! This time I shall kill you.”


  Iron Buddha laughed, “I have just defeated you—why do you come here again?”


  Lu Da whirled his monk’s staff in the air and Iron Buddha seized his halberd, and went to meet him. Lu Da felt braver because Shi Jin was now with him, and moreover was no longer hungry. He fought for nine bouts until Iron Buddha became weak and thought of retreating. Seeing this Flying Ogre went to his assistance, but Shi Jin ran from the shade of a tree, and attacked him. There were now four men fighting, two on each side. After a short time Lu Da became aware that he was getting the better of his opponents, and shouted “Strike,” and made a final effort, striking Iron Buddha with his staff, knocking him off the bridge into the water below. When Flying Ogre saw this he retreated: but Shi Jin running after him struck him a blow in the back. Flying Ogre fell down and Shi Jin placing his foot on the body stabbed him repeatedly. Lu Da went under the bridge and killed Iron Buddha. We cannot but pity these two ruffians, who were sent to their last sleep in this way, and whose deeds passed like a bad dream.


  Lu Da and Shi Jin went into the monastery and got Lu Da’s bundle. They found the old monks had all strangled themselves in order to avoid what they thought would be certain death. When the woman saw Lu Da and Shi Jin, she, too, was afraid and committed suicide by jumping down the well. They went through the now vacant rooms, and found some bundles of clothing lying on a bed which they opened and found silver inside. In the kitchen they found fish, meat, and wine, which gave them a good meal. Before their departure they set fire to the monastery. It happened a strong wind was blowing, so that very soon the whole place was in flames. They walked all night, and at dawn saw a large market town in the distance. Just before reaching it, they stopped at an inn, ordering the waiter to buy meat and rice, and have it cooked for them. Over their wine they discussed their future plans, and Shi Jin said he was going to Mount Shaohua to join the bandits there. They left the inn, and after traveling about seven li, they came to a place where three roads met, and Lu Da decided they must separate, as he was going on to the Eastern Capital.


  Lu Da arrived at the Eastern Capital in nine days. The streets were very crowded and noisy. Upon reaching the center of the town he politely asked a passer-by where the Great Xiangguo Monastery was, and was directed. Upon entering the monastery he went towards the small room where guests are received. A servant reported his arrival, and without delay the monk came out to welcome the guest, but when he saw the fierce appearance of Lu Da with his monk’s staff and broad sword he was almost afraid of him. He asked where he had come from, and Lu Da replied that he had come from Mount Wutai, and had a letter for the Abbot. He took the letter from his bundle, and followed the monk when the latter reminded him that as he was going to see the Abbot he should not carry a sword, but should carry a mat, and some sticks of incense, and should kowtow when he met the Abbot. So Lu Da put aside his sword, and after some time got the other things in proper order. The monk also told him how to wear his monk gown, and how to spread the mat. Just then the Abbot appeared on the scene, and the monk introduced Lu Da to him.


  Abbot Qing said, “I have not heard from Mount Wutai for a long time.”


  The monk reminded Lu Da that he should salute the Abbot at once, but the latter did not know where to put down the incense sticks he was holding, and this made the monk laugh. He took the incense from Lu Da, and placed it in an incense urn. Lu Da then saluted three times, but the monk told him that he should first have presented the letter. The letter was opened by the Abbot who read how Lu Da had been expelled from Mount Wutai, and why he was recommended for employment, and that it was hoped that eventually he would become a reformed character. After reading the letter the Abbot stated that Lu Da could rest in the monks’ quarters.


  The Abbot Qing summoned to his living quarters all the staff of the monastery, and addressed them, “I want you all to know that Abbot Zhi Zhen of Mount Wutai is not a good judge of what is good or bad. He has sent us a monk who was previously a military officer and entered our calling because he had killed a man. He made disgraceful rows in the monastery so they have sent him here. But if he stays here he may break our rules so what shall we do?”


  The monastery manager spoke, “I have a proposal to make. Just outside of the Suanzao Gate there is our branch temple with a vegetable garden attached. Near the temple is a barracks for soldiers, and every day the soldiers come with hooligans to steal our vegetables. They also bring horses and sheep to feed there. The monk who resides there cannot stop these depredations, so how would it be if we sent this man to live there? He would perhaps control the position.”


  The Abbot accepted the suggestion, and sent an attendant to bring Lu Da to see him. Upon the latter’s arrival the Abbot addressed him, “As you have been recommended by Abbot Zhen, I will enter your name on our register. Just outside the Suanzao Gate we have a branch temple with a vegetable garden, and I want you to take charge of that. Every day you must see that the gardeners send ten loads of vegetables to this monastery, and you can have whatever is left over.”


  “Abbot Zhen told me that I could do some business here, but instead of being a manager or superintendent you tell me to manage a vegetable garden,” said Lu Da.


  “Brother, you do not understand,” said the monk who leads in worship, “you will be entered on our roll, but as you have had no experience, how can you manage a monastery? The management of this vegetable garden, however, is quite an important job.”


  “I will not do such work, and must have a position as manager.”


  “You just listen to what I have to say,” said the guest’s host. “There must be a chief of the staff who manages our affairs. For instance, I attend to the guests who come here, but more important work is done by the Wei Na (who attends to the monks’ discipline); the Shi Zhe (abbot’s assistant); the Shu Ji (scribe); the Shou Zuo (who conducts the prayers), and all their work is difficult. Then there are the business manager, and his assistant who look after the monastery property. As you have just arrived here, how could you occupy a leading position? Then there is the monk who looks after the storeroom where the holy scriptures are kept, he is called the storekeeper; the monk who keeps the monastery clean is called the hallkeeper; the monk who looks after the upper chamber is called the chamberlain; there are also the subscriptions collector; and the bathhouse keeper. These all manage affairs of the second class. Then there are the pagoda keeper; chief cook; chief tea maker; chief of the lavatories; and chief of the vegetable garden, all managing affairs of the lower class. If you attend to a vegetable garden well for say one year you will be promoted to look after the pagoda, and if you do that work well you will become the bathhouse keeper, and eventually become the superintendent of the temple.”


  “As there is a prospect of promotion I will go there tomorrow,” said Lu Da.


  This being decided Abbot Qing invited him to rest in his private room for the night. The next day the Abbot signed a notice to this effect, and sent a man to post it at the branch temple. Lu Da then took leave of the Abbot, and proceeded to his new duties with two monks who acted as guides.


  We have already mentioned that close to the garden there lived some worthless vagabonds who passed their time gambling, and stole vegetables. When they entered the garden that day they read the notice about the new arrangement, and they agreed among themselves that they must take an early opportunity to pick a quarrel with Lu Da as he would submit to them when he had been beaten. One man had a plan, “We must entice him to the cesspit to receive our congratulations, and while we are knelt down we must seize his legs, and throw him into the manure pit. That will be a nice bit of fun.” The others thought it was a splendid idea, and they awaited Lu Da’s arrival to put it into execution.


  When Lu Da arrived, the gardeners all came and saluted him, and the keys were handed over to him. The two monks who had accompanied him, and also the monk whom he had relieved, bid him good-bye and returned to the principal monastery. Lu Da then went into the garden to look round, and there he saw about thirty of the vagabonds who had a basket filled with fruit and wine. When they saw him they smiled and said, “We heard that you have come to live here, and therefore we have come to offer you our congratulations as we are your neighbors.”


  Lu Da had no suspicion of a trick, and therefore walked up to them near the manure pit.


   


  A priestly foot was raised on high;


       Fierce tigers slunk away;


  He raised his fist up to the sky;


       Scaly dragons were dismayed.


   


  You will now learn how these rascals tried to molest Lu Da.


  

   


   


   


  Footnote


  56 More like a bandana or a kerchief in the modern parlance.




  CHAPTER 6

   

  Lu Da Uproots a Willow Tree; Leopard’s Head Makes a Mistake in Entering the White Tiger Hall


   


   


   


  NOW these vagabonds had two leaders; Zhang the Third, nicknamed “The Crossing Road Rat” and the other Li the Fourth, nicknamed “Green Grass Snake,” and they tried to induce Lu Da towards the cesspit, but he noticed that the crowd of men did not move at all. Lu Da invited them all to come into the temple, but as the two leaders had already knelt down they did not want to get up, and waited for him to come forward to assist them to get up when they would seize his legs. As they neither moved nor got up, Lu Da at once suspected some trickery, and thought they were surely waiting to “pull the tiger’s whiskers.” So he decided to go forward, and make them feel the weight of his fist and foot. As he strode up to them the leaders said, “We offer you our congratulations,” so saying, they advanced on their knees, and tried to grab hold of Lu Da’s legs. But the latter was too quick for them, and he kicked Green Grass Snake into the cesspit, and then did the same to Old Rat. This made the crowd of rascals speechless, and they all wanted to sneak off. Lu Da shouted that if any man attempted to go away he would be treated in the same way. No one dared move. In the cesspit the leaders were peeping to see what was happening. The cesspit was so deep that they could not touch the bottom. There was a terrible stench, and their heads were covered with maggots. They called out, “Reverend, please forgive us.”


  “You rascals there,” shouted Lu Da, “come and help these men to get out. I forgive the whole lot of you.”


  The two leaders were assisted out of the pit, and then they went and stood near a gourd stand some distance away as the stench was so strong.


  Lu Da laughed, “You foolish fellows! You had better go to the pool and after a wash there I will talk with you.”


  The leaders did this, and their followers handed them a change of clothing to put on.


  Lu Da ordered them all to come into the temple, and there sitting in the center of the hall he pointed at the assembled men and said, “You gang of vagabonds need not try to deceive me. Now why did you come here to trifle with me?”


  They all knelt down, and the leaders replied, “We live by gambling, and therefore have to depend on your garden for our food. The temple bribed us several times to leave the vegetables alone, but there is no result. Reverend, where do you come from? You are so strong that we must submit to you. We are willing to do whatever you wish.”


  “I was a Major in the army,” replied Lu Da, “and because I killed many men I became a monk. My name is Lu Da. You thirty men are of no account to me for even if a thousand soldiers came here I would defeat them.”


  The rascals expressed their appreciation of his clemency in letting them off so lightly; they then departed. The next day the rascals got together some money, ten jars of wine, and a roasted pig, and brought them to present to Lu Da. In the temple they took their seats in two rows with Lu Da in the center, and they all drank wine.


  Lu Da asked why they had wasted so much money, and they replied, “We are happy because you are with us today, and we ask you to become our chief.”


  Lu Da was pleased at this offer. When they had been drinking for some time, some were singing, others talking, applauding, or laughing. While in this state they heard a great noise outside, caused by some crows cawing. Some men showed their teeth to indicate dislike of this interruption and used a saying, “If there is trouble let it go to either heaven or hell.”


  “What trouble are you fellows talking about?” asked Lu Da.


  The men said, “We are afraid there will be trouble because of the cawing of those crows.”


  “Where do you get that idea from?” asked Lu Da.


  A servant laughed and replied, “The crows build their nests in a willow tree just outside the garden, and every evening they clamor there.”


  Some said they would get a ladder, and destroy the nests. Lu Da was now merry with wine, and they all went outside to look at the nests. The Green Grass Snake said he would climb up the tree, but Lu Da took off his gown, and seizing the tree with both hands he made a mighty heave and uprooted the willow tree. The vagabonds were astounded, and kneeling down they worshiped him. They said, “Reverend, you are not a mortal man, but must be a living Buddha. If you had not the strength to lift ten million jin in weight you could not have done this.”


  “That is only a small affair. Wait till tomorrow, when you can see me do some military exercises with my sword.”


  It was evening before they all departed. The next day they were quite submissive in spirit due to what they had seen. They brought wine and meat for Lu Da, and watched him at his exercises. After they had done this for some time Lu Da decided to give them a banquet, and ordered his gardeners to go into the town and buy various kinds of fruit and wine, kill a pig and a sheep. At that time the weather was warm it being the end of the fourth lunar month, so Lu Da had mats spread under the ash tree, and there the vagabonds sat down. They were served with big bowls of wine, and large pieces of meat, and were told to eat as much as they wanted. During the feast they said, “Reverend, for several days we have seen you exercising, but we have not noticed you using your staff, and we should like to see you do that now.”


  Lu Da agreed, and going indoors, brought out his monk staff, seventy inches in length, and weighed sixty-two jin. When they saw this huge weapon they were startled, and said, “If a man had not the strength of a buffalo in both arms he could not use that.” But Lu Da whirled it round with great ease, making it whistle in the air. On seeing this the men applauded.


  Lu Da was quite in high spirit and did this display in good form. He noticed an official watching him through a break in the garden wall, so he ceased his exercises. The official wore blue gauze silk, folded in a knot on his head; round his head was a string of pearls to which were attached two white jade tablets at the back of his head; his military gown was of thin green silk decorated with a flower design; his belt was embroidered like the marks on the back of a tortoise; suspended from it were two otters’ tails, and it had a silver buckle; his black shoes were of court fashion with tips turned up; in his hand he held a fan made of Sichuan paper. His face was like a leopard’s, with big round eyes and a heavy beard. He was nine feet tall and seemed to be thirty-five years of age. He called out, “This is an extraordinary master, and uses his weapon well.”


  The vagabonds answered, “As this Drill Instructor approves, Lu Da must be very good.”


  “Who is that army officer?” asked Lu Da.


  “He is the Drill Inspector of the Imperial Guards, and is named Lin Chong.”


  “Why don’t you ask him to come inside?” asked Lu Da. But just then the onlooker jumped over the broken wall, and met Lu Da under the ash tree, where they sat down.


  After the usual courtesies as to names, Lu Da said that he had met Lin Chong’s father at the Eastern Capital. Lin Chong was much pleased, and insisted upon making Lu Da his sworn elder brother. He then informed Lu Da that he had come with his wife to worship at the Yue Temple nearby. As he saw Lu Da exercising, so he told his maidservant, Jin Er, to go with his wife to the temple, and he would wait there for them. Lu Da ordered his servants to bring wine for the guest, and when the latter had partaken three cups, he saw the servant with a red face hurrying towards the broken wall and calling, “Master! come at once! Your wife has trouble with a man in the temple.”


  Lin Chong quickly inquired where they were, and Jin Er replied, “She was just at the bottom of the Wu Yue Pavilion in the temple when a cheeky fellow stopped her, and would not let her go.”


  Lin Chong hurriedly said to Lu Da, “Please excuse me, sir; I will come back very soon.” He ran towards the broken wall and jumping over, hastened to the Yue Temple followed by the maid. Upon reaching the Wu Yue Pavillion, he saw several men with bows, blowpipes, and sticks covered with lime for catching birds, standing inside the railings. On the staircase to the upper chamber was a young man, preventing his wife to proceed, and saying to her, “Come with me upstairs as I have something to say to you.”


  Lin Chong’s wife blushingly replied, “How dare you speak to me in this way, in broad daylight?”


  Lin Chong hurried forward, caught hold of the man, and pulled him away, saying; “You should be severely punished for molesting a respectable woman like this.” He was on the point of hitting him, when he recognized him as Master Gao, the adopted son of the Marshal of the Imperial Guard, Gao Qiu.


  Now sometime before Gao Qiu having no child of his own, had adopted his cousin, and was very fond of him, but Master Gao used the influence of this official for the sole purpose of debauching the people’s wives. The people at the court were afraid of his power, and dared not oppose him; nevertheless, they nicknamed him “Heavenly King of Pleasure.”


  When Lin Chong saw who it was, he became cautious. Master Gao saw that he was restraining himself, and not knowing that the woman was Lin Chong’s wife, asked, “Why do you interfere in my affair? You are going too far!”


  Men standing round saw the danger of a row, and came forward saying, “Drill Instructor, please excuse him for if he had known that she was your wife he would not have intruded.”


  But Lin Chong’s anger had not entirely subsided, and he glared at Master Gao, who left the temple and rode off.


  Just then Lu Da arrived, armed with his monk staff, and accompanied by the vagabonds, and said he had come to fight for Lin Chong.


  Lin Chong explained what had occurred, and said that he had let Master Gao off this time as he did not wish to annoy Gao Qiu. He referred to the old saying, “Fear not the authorities, except those that have authority over you.”


  “You are afraid of the Marshal of the Imperial Guard,” said Lu Da, “but I am not. If I had met that young rascal I would have given him three hundred blows with my staff.”


  Lin Chong saw that Lu Da was drunk so he said, “What you say is all right. These men persuaded me to let him off.”


  “If you have any further trouble please tell me, and I will help you,” said Lu Da. They then all departed, but Lin Chong was rather troubled in his mind.


  Master Gao was infatuated with the wife of Lin Chong, but had submitted to Lin Chong’s interference, and led his followers away, but as he returned to his official residence he was in low spirits. During the next few days his followers kept out of his way as they found him upset, and quite unable to attend to business. But one man, an idler named Fu An, nicknamed “Stinking Dickhead,” understood his master, and waited upon him. One day as Master Gao was sitting idly in the library he entered and remarked, “You are not looking well these last few days, and there must be something worrying you.”


  “And don’t you know the reason?”


  “I think I can guess what it is,” replied Fu An. “You are thinking of the wife of Lin Chong. Am I right?”


  Master Gao laughed, “You have guessed correctly, but I have no means of getting her.”


  “There is no difficulty. You are afraid of Lin Chong because he is a hero, and therefore you dare not belittle him. But never mind that, because he is in your employ, and he would not dare to offend your father, the Marshal of the Imperial Guard. If he made a slight mistake he could be banished, or if a serious error he would be ruined for life. I have a plan by which he could be implicated.”


  Master Gao after hearing this said, “I have met many nice young women and girls, but I particularly love this one, and since I saw her, my mind has not been at peace. How could you implicate him? If applicable I will handsomely reward you.”


  “I have an intimate friend Lu Qian who is very friendly with Lin Chong. Tomorrow you can hide yourself in Lu Qian’s house. He would arrange a feast, and invite Lin Chong to it. He however is to be told to lead Lin Chung to the Fan Inn for wine. Then I will go to Lin Chong’s home, and tell his wife that her husband, while drinking wine at Lu Qian’s house suddenly became ill and fell down unconscious. I will tell her that she had better go at once as it might be serious, and I will bring her to Lu Qian’s house. There when she sees you so well dressed, and listens to your flattery, she will become amenable to your suggestions as she is of an unstable disposition. What do you think of my plan?”


  Master Gao was pleased, and said, “This evening I will send for Lu Qian.”


  Now Lu Qian’s house was in the same alley as the house of the Marshal Gao Qiu of the Imperial Guard. The next day the plan was explained to Lu Qian who agreed to act his part. Although he was a friend of Lin Chong yet he would do this treacherous thing in order to ingratiate himself with the more influential Master Gao.


  Lin Chong had been depressed in spirits for some time, and had not gone out of doors. But one day about ten o’clock in the morning he heard a man at the street door call out, “Is the Drill Instructor in?” Upon going to the door he saw Lu Qian and asked what he wanted.


  “I have specially come to see you as I have not seen you for a long time.”


  “I have been much depressed,” said Lin Chong, “and therefore have not been outside.”


  “Come with me,” said Lu Qian, “and a few cups of wine will drive your cares away.”


  Lin Chong invited him to come inside, and after a few cups of tea he told his wife that he was going with Lu Qian for some wine. She asked him not to drink too much, and to get back as soon as possible. The two men then left the house, and after strolling about for a little time Lu Qian suggested that instead of going to his home they would go to the Fan Inn for the wine. This was agreed to, and at the inn they sat in a small apartment where the waiter brought wine and fruit. While they were chatting Lin Chong sighed, and Lu Qian asked why he did that.


  “You do not understand,” said Lin Chong, “that although I have ability I have not yet found an employer who appreciates my skill. I have to submit to the injustices and vile tempers of mean fellows.”


  “Although there are several drill instructors yet there is not one equal to you in ability. The Marshal of the Imperial Guard treats you well so whose vile temper have you to submit to?”


  Lin Chong then told of the affair he had with Master Gao some time ago, while Lu Qian pressed him to drink more wine. Lin Chong drank about nine cups of wine, left the room, and then the inn, for the lavatory. He was returning to the inn when he met his maidservant Jin Er who said that she had been looking for him. Upon Lin Chong asking why, she explained, “You had been gone with Lu Qian less than half an hour when a man rushed into your house, and spoke to your wife, ‘I am a neighbor of Lu Qian, and your husband is drinking with him. I saw your husband fall down senseless. You had better go there at once.’ Your wife asked our neighbor Madame Wang to look after the house, and then set off with me. We went to the alley where Marshal Gao Qiu lives, and opposite his gate we entered a house and went upstairs where there was a table set with food and wine, but you were not there. I was just about to go below when I saw the young man who had annoyed your wife at the Yue Temple the other day. He spoke to her, ‘Please sit down. Your husband will be here shortly.’ I hurried below, and there heard your wife upstairs shouting, ‘Help! Help!’ Therefore I ran to look for you, and happened to meet a man who told me that he had seen you entering the Fan Inn so I came here at once. Please, sir, hurry up!”


  Lin Chong was astonished, and immediately rushed off to Lu Qian’s house. Upon arriving there, and going up the staircase he found that the door of the room was fastened, but heard his wife inside say, “In this day of universal tranquillity why do you detain me, an innocent woman, here?” To this Master Gao replied, “Madame, please take pity of me! Even a woman of iron or stone would change her mind.”


  Lin Chong shouted, “Wife, open the door.” And she did so, while Master Gao being afraid, opened a window, jumped out, and ran away.


  Lin Chong ascertained that his wife had not been ravished, and then smashed everything in the room. He took her downstairs, and on the streets noticed that the doors of the neighboring houses were closed. The maidservant just then joining them, they all three went home. There Lin Chong taking a dagger concealed it in his sleeve, and went to the Fan Inn to look for Lu Qian, but did not find him there. He then went to Lu Qian’s house, and waited outside the door until evening without seeing that man. Upon returning home Lin Chong was exhorted by his wife, “As I did not fall into that man’s trap you must be reasonable.”


  “It is very intolerable to think that that brute Lu Qian who used to address me as his brother should have deceived me. Now I am only afraid that I shall not meet that Master Gao, and get my revenge.”


  His wife strongly appealed to him not to go out.


  Lu Qian hid in the private quarters of the Marshal of the Imperial Guard, as he dared not go home. Lin Chong waited for three days without seeing Lu Qian. On the fourth day Lu Da called on Lin Chong, and remarked that he had not seen him for several days. Lin Chong explained, “I have been somewhat busy these few days so that I have not been able to see you, but as you have favored me by visiting my little hut you should drink three cups of wine with me. Unfortunately I have no wine here so how will it be if we go for a stroll and call at some inn?”


  Lu Da agreed and they went out. They were drinking wine for the whole day, and then agreed to meet again the following day. They even did this every day until at last the affair of Master Gao was almost obliterated from Lin Chong’s mind.


  After escaping from Lu Qian’s house, Master Gao did not dare to mention the matter to his adopted father, and remained at home sick. Lu Qian and Fu An came to see him, and noticed that he still seemed to be depressed. Upon their asking why he was not well, he replied, “I will not deceive you in any way. It is because I have twice failed to get hold of that woman, and have been scared by her husband. My lovesickness is more acute than ever. I think I shall be like this for a long time, and that even my life is in danger.”


  The two men said, “Master, do not worry! We will take this matter in hand, and will be responsible for bringing you and her together. She can only escape by committing suicide.”


  While they were talking the steward came in to see how his master’s sickness was progressing. When he had made the usual inquiries Lu Qian and Fu An asked him to go with them for a private conversation. Upon reaching a quiet spot they said to him, “If you want Master Gao to recover you must report the affair to his father, Marshal Gao Qiu, and put an end to Lin Chong’s life. Then we can get hold of the woman and take her to Master Gao who will recover. If you do not do this your master will certainly die.”


  “That is an easy thing,” replied the steward, “and I will inform Marshal Gao Qiu this very evening.”


  “We have already the plan,” said the two men, “but we will wait until you tell us what’s Marshal Gao Qiu’s idea.”


  The steward went to see the Marshal of the Imperial Guard that evening, and told him, “Your adopted son is melancholy because he cannot have the wife of Drill Instructor Lin Chong. He met her at the Yue Temple, more than a month ago, and ever since he has become lovesick.” He then explained Lu Qian’s plan for curing Master Gao.


  Gao Qiu thought the matter over, but could not see how he could damage the prospects of Lin Chong, and said so. He agreed however to hear what plan Lu Qian had, and sent for him. Upon their arrival they called out “nuo!” in the usual way, and Gao Qiu asked what plan they had to cure his son. Lu Qian explained the plot, and the Marshal approved of it, and ordered them to carry it out the next day.


  Lin Chong had been drinking with Lu Da every day so that he had quite forgotten about the affair of Master Gao. It happened, however, on one day as they were walking near Yue Wu Fang lane they saw a big man with a splendid sword on which was a tuft of grass to indicate that it was for sale. He called out, “I have not yet met a man who knows the value of this sword.” But Lin Chong and Lu Da paid no attention, and strolled along. The man followed them calling out, “A good sword! What a pity that nobody knows its value!” The two friends still paid no attention so the man called out as they entered an alley, “This capital is a very big place, and yet there is no one who knows about military weapons.”


  Lin Chong could not help but hear this, and turned round. The man drew the sword out of its scabbard, and displayed its dazzling brightness. Lin Chong was not aware that this sword would doom his fate as he asked to look at it. The man handed it over for inspection, and Lin Chong exclaimed, “What a fine sword! How much do you want for it?”


  The man said it was worth three thousand strings of cash, but he would take two thousand.


  “It is worth two thousand,” said Lin Chong, “but nobody here knows its value. If you will take one thousand I will buy it.”


  “I am hard up for ready money,” said the man, “and as you want it I will make a reduction of five hundred.”


  But Lin Chong would offer only one thousand so the man heaved a sigh; saying, “Now gold is for sale at the price of scrap iron. But enough! But don’t give me a single cash less.”


  Lin Chong said he would pay him at his home, and so departed with Lu Da, promising to see him again the following day. He duly paid for the sword, and then asked where he got it from.


  “It is a family heirloom, and I sell it because we are very hard up,” replied the man.


  “Who was your ancestor?”


  “If I told you I should be ashamed.”


  Lin Chong did not press the point, and the man departed. He examined the sword, turning it this way and that, and saying to himself, “This is certainly an excellent sword. Marshal Gao Qiu of the Imperial Guard, has a sword like this, but he does not let anybody see it. I have asked him several times to let me see it, but have been refused. By and by I will take this sword and compare it with his.” He continued examining the sword till it was evening. At night he hung it on the wall, but got up long before daybreak to have another look at it.


  The following day he heard two minor officials at the door calling out, “Drill Instructor Lin Chong, Marshal Gao Qiu of the Imperial Guard has heard that you have bought a sword, and he orders you to bring it for his inspection. He is specially waiting for you in his yamen.” Upon hearing this Lin Chong wondered who could have reported the purchase to the Marshal. The two men waited until he was dressed, then he took the sword and went with them.


  On the way he said, “I have not seen you at the headquarters.”


  “We have been appointed quite recently,” they replied.


  Upon reaching the headquarters they entered while Lin Chong remained in the courtyard. The two men then came back and said that the Marshal was in the hall at the back. Upon going there they passed round the screen before the door of the hall and then saw that the Marshal was not inside. Lin Chong stopped there but the men said that the Marshal had instructed them to take him inside. So he went with them through three doors, until they came to a building surrounded by green railings. There they asked him to wait while they were going to announce his arrival. They went inside and Lin Chong stood under the eaves of the hall for so long a time that it would take to drink a cup of tea, but the men still had not returned. Such a delay and silence made him suspicious. He lifted up the door curtain and peeping inside saw an honorary tablet with four black characters, “White Tiger’s Private Hall.” He understood immediately that this was the hall where councils of war were held, and that he was trespassing. He quickly turned round to go away, but just then he heard the sound of footsteps behind him, and looking back saw the Marshal himself. He stepped forward, and called out, “nuo” (awaiting your attention).


  Marshal Gao Qiu shouted, “Lin Chong! How dare you enter the White Tiger’s Private Hall, seeing that I have not summoned you? Moreover you have a sword in your hand, and evidently intended to kill me. I have heard that you have been hanging about these headquarters for several days with a sword so you evidently have bad intentions.”


  Lin Chong bowed his head, and said, “Your Benevolent Excellency! I was favored by a visit of two junior officers who told me to bring my sword here to compare it with yours.”


  Marshal Gao Qiu shouted, “Where are those junior officers?”


  “Your Benevolent Excellency, they went inside this hall.”


  “Nonsense! No junior officer dare enter my rooms! Seize this person!”


  Before he had finished saying this, about thirty men rushed out of the building on both sides, and arrested him. Marshal Gao Qiu pretended to be angry, and said, “You are a Drill Instructor, and yet you do not know the law. Why do you enter the White Tiger’s Private Hall with a sword in your hand, and try to kill me?”


  This event was to lead to much trouble in the empire.


   


  Marks inscribed on farmer’s backs;


  Fishing boats studded with flags.


   


  We will now see what happened to Lin Chong.


  



  CHAPTER 7

   

  Lin Chong Is Branded and Banished to Cangzhou District; Lu Da Has a Big Row in Yezhu Forest


   


   


   


  WHEN the bodyguard of the Marshal Gao Qiu seized Lin Chong, and were going to behead him on the spot, Lin Chong called out that he was being wronged.


  Marshal Gao said, “What business had you to come to this Private Hall with a sharp sword in your hand? Did you not come to kill me?”


  Lin Chong beseechingly said, “If you had not ordered me to come here, how could I have dared to enter? The two junior officers who just went inside the hall brought me here.”


  Marshal Gao said, “Nonsense! What junior officers are there at my headquarters? Why don’t you accept my word!” He then told his bodyguard to take the prisoner to the Kaifeng Prefectural yamen, and he would instruct the Prefect there to examine the case very minutely, and after a clear investigation he could execute the prisoner.57 He told them to wrap up the sword, and seal it.


  The bodyguard obeyed the orders, and took Lin Chong under arrest to Kaifeng Prefectural yamen, and fortunately upon arriving there they found that the Prefect was still sitting in the court hearing cases. Marshal Gao’s officers took Lin Chong into the court, and they knelt down at the steps in front of the bench. The Prefect’s officer got the particulars of the case, and then reported the matter to Prefect Teng. He then took the sword which was still sealed up, and placed it in front of the prisoner.


  The Prefect said, “Lin Chong, you are a Drill Instructor of the Imperial Guard so how is it that you did not know the rules of the army, and entered the Private Hall with a sword in your hand? That is a crime to be punished by death.”


  Lin Chong said, “Most benevolent and wise official, I am falsely accused, and seriously wronged. Although I am a stupid army officer I understand a few of the rules. How dared I enter the Private Hall? The fact of the matter is, that on the twenty-eighth day of last month I went with my wife to the Yue Temple to sacrifice, and there we met the adopted son of Marshal Gao Qiu of the Imperial Guard, who attempted to trifle with my wife, and I interfered and separated them. Afterwards Lu Qian cheated me by asking me to go to drink wine with him, while he employed Fu An to deceive my wife, and told her to go to Lu Qian’s home where they had arranged to trifle with her. As soon as I heard of this I went there at once, and smashed up all the furniture. Thus although they had twice tried to ravish my wife, they had not succeeded, and I have a witness to bear that out. The following day I bought this sword, and today the Marshal of the Imperial Guard sent two junior officers to my home to tell me to take the sword to his yamen. So I went with those two men to the Private Hall. They went inside the Hall, and I thought that the Marshal was inside there. Those men had contrived this plot to injure me, and I hope that you, the benevolent official, will give me justice.”


  The Prefect listened to Lin Chong’s statement, and then gave instructions for a dispatch to be prepared for the Marshal of the Imperial Guard. He gave instructions for the cangue and handcuffs to be placed on Lin Chong who was to be taken to the prison. Lin Chong’s family supplied him with food and money while he was in prison. Lin Chong’s father-in-law bribed many court officials to try to arrange matters for him. Fortunately in the court was a secretary named Sun Ding, who was a very honest and exceedingly good man, and was always trying to help people in distress. Because of his character everybody called him “Sun, the Buddha.” He understood the case, and spoke to the Prefect several times about it. He said, “I think this case has been brought up simply to injure Lin Chong, and it would be better for you to show mercy to him.”


  The Prefect said, “He has committed a grave offense and the Marshal of the Imperial Guard has instructed me to question him as to (1) why he had a sword in his hand; (2) why he entered the Private Hall; (3) why he intended to kill the Marshal. How can I help him?”


  Sun Ding spoke sarcastically, “This yamen does not receive its authority from the Imperial Court, but evidently from the Marshal of the Imperial Guard.”


  “Nonsense!” said the Prefect.


  Sun Ding said, “Does not everybody know that the Marshal Gao Qiu, uses his great influence to oppress people? and, moreover, those under him do the same thing? And if a man unintentionally breaks the least fraction of the law, Gao sends him here under arrest. If he wants him killed he is killed, if he wants him hacked to pieces that is done. So does it not appear that this yamen belongs to him?”


  The Prefect said, “Assuming that what you say is correct how could this case of Lin Chong be settled in any other way?”


  Sun Ding said, “According to Lin Chong’s evidence he is quite innocent, but the difficulty is that we cannot arrest the two junior officers. Now you had better tell him to admit that he ought not to have unintentionally entered the Private Hall with his sword in his belt. And having branded him you can banish him to a distant military outpost.”


  Prefect Teng thought the plan a good one, and decided to go to see Marshal Gao Qiu, and repeat to him the evidence of Lin Chong. Marshal Gao was aware of the weakness of his case, and had to agree to the sentence of the Prefect. Straightway he returned to the judgment hall and gave an order for the cangue to be taken off Lin Chong, and that he was to receive twenty blows on his back. He then told the workman who branded prisoners to brand Lin Chong on his cheek. He was to be banished to the prison at Cangzhou.


  A cangue was at once made weighing ten pounds with round corners, and strips of metal nailed to it, and with a paper pasted on to seal the two halves together. A document giving particulars of the case was then handed to two constables who were to escort the prisoner to Cangzhou. The two men were named Dong Chao and Xue Ba, and as soon as they got the official documents they left the yamen.


  At the gate of the yamen a large number of neighbors with Drill Instructor Zhang (Lin Chong‘s father-in-law) were assembled and they conducted Lin Chong and the two constables to a wine shop near the Zhou Bridge where they all sat down.


  Lin Chong said, “Fortunately I have been helped by the secretary Sun, and although I was beaten with a bamboo yet I can walk without pain.”


  Drill Instructor Zhang told the waiters to bring wine and fruit, and treat the two constables well. After they had drunk a few cups of wine Drill Instructor Zhang took out some silver, and presented it to the constables.


  Lin Chong raising his handcuffed hands to his father-in-law said, “Please listen to what I say. This year I have had misfortunes, and since I offended Master Gao I have been wrongly prosecuted. Today I wish to speak to you, and request your attention. I am indebted to you for your kindness. Three years ago you gave me your daughter, and since that time we have had no quarrels. Although she has not had any children, yet we have not had the least bit of dispute about it. But now this calamity has resulted in me being banished to Cangzhou, and now even my life is uncertain. My wife remains at home, but I shall always be thinking of her. I am very much afraid that Master Gao will press his suit very strongly. As my wife is quite young I do not want to stand in her way of being happy. It is my own will, not influenced by any outside pressure at all. Now in the presence of all my neighbors I will write a bill of divorcement so that she may marry another husband as she will and there will be no dispute. In this way I shall be contented, and she will avoid any injury from Master Gao.”


  Drill Instructor Zhang said, “My worthy son-in-law! What are you talking about? You have been unlucky, and have encountered a calamity which was arranged by your enemy. You are going to Cangzhou today to avoid the coming trouble. When heaven have pity on you, and allow you to come back, you will be reunited to your wife. At my home there is plenty of money, and your wife, and her maid Jin Er, can both live at my home and whether they are there for three or five years I will look after them. So Master Gao shall not get the opportunity to see your wife. I will be responsible for this, and you need not worry about it. While you are in the prison at Cangzhou I will write you letters, and send you clothes frequently. You can go with a contented mind, and must not be anxious.”


  Lin Chong replied, “I am extremely grateful for your kindness. But I cannot rid myself of concern about my wife in the present state and any delay would only be a sorrow to each of us. I hope you will accept my wishes, and then I shall die with a peaceful mind.”


  Drill Instructor Zhang was unwilling to agree to do this. All the neighbors who were there also said that it could not be done.


  Lin Chong said, “If you will not do as I wish I swear on my oath that when I return from prison I shall not live with my wife.”


  Drill Instructor Zhang said, “As it is that way then even if you write down such a wish I shall certainly not take your wife, and marry her to another man. He then told the waiter to buy a sheet of paper and then find a man who could write a letter. Upon the arrival ot the letter writer Lin Chong dictated the following:


  “I, Drill Instructor Lin Chong of the Imperial Guards of Eastern Capital, am banished to Cangzhou because I have committed a serious crime, and as it is uncertain whether I shall die there or not I write this letter to express my willingness to give my young wife (family name Zhang) full liberty to marry a second husband, so that there shall be no dispute about it afterwards. This is certainly my wish, and there shall be no obstacle in the way of this being done. I have therefore written this document so that hereafter it may be proof of my desire.”


  Lin Chong saw that the date had been inserted, and then affixed his seal, and impressed his fingerprint on the document. When this had been completed he went to hand the document to Drill Instructor Zhang, but the former’s wife just then arrived, bewailing loudly. With her was the maidservant Jin Er who was carrying a bundle of clothes. Lin Chong rose to receive her, and said, “Wife, I have something to tell you which I have already imparted to your father. I have had to submit to a serious injustice. I have to go to Cangzhou, and whether I shall survive is uncertain. I am very much afraid that this will spoil the days of your youth and therefore I have signed this document expressing my fervent hope that you will not wait for my return, but if there is a suitable man you will marry him, and not allow me to stand in the way of such a virtuous wife.”


  His wife wept upon hearing this and said, “Husband, I have not the slightest stain on my character, so why do you dismiss me in this way?”


  “Wife, I have the best of intentions, but I am afraid that they cannot be realized, and I do not want to deceive you.”


  Drill Instructor Zhang said, “My daughter, be contented. Although my son-in-law wants to arrange your affairs in this way I will promise you that I shall not press you to remarry. If we do this business in the way suggested he will depart with a contented mind, and if he does not return then I will provide for you at my home for the remainder of your life so that you can maintain your chastity.”


  His daughter listened to this and continued to sob, but when she saw the sealed document she fell down in a faint. Lin Chong and Zhang raised her up, and after a long time she regained consciousness, but still continued to weep.


  Lin Chong took the document, and handed it to Zhang. The wives of the neighbors had now arrived, and they gave advice to Lin Chong’s wife, and supported her back to her home.


  Drill Instructor Zhang bade farewell to Lin Chong; saying, “Now be carefree and proceed on your journey, and try to come back as soon as possible. Tomorrow I will take your wife to my home, and provide for her, and she can wait there until you are reunited. You go now, and do not worry about her. And if there is anybody coming here, never fail to send a letter by that person.”


  Lin Chong rose and expressed his thanks. He then saluted Zhang and all the neighbors, shouldered his bundle, and departed in the company of the two constables. Inspector Zhang and the neighbors went back to their homes, and we will not say anything more about them.


  The two constables took Lin Chong to the jail and there left him for the night. They then went to their homes, to get their baggage. While one of them named Dong Chao was packing up his bundle, a waiter from a wine shop in the same alley came, and said to him, “There is an official in our wine shop who wishes to speak to you.”


  Dong Chao asked who he was, and the waiter replied that he did not know him. The man, he said, had simply asked him to invite him.


  Dong Chao went with the waiter to the inn, and there he saw a man sitting in a small room with the character “Wan” on his turban, wearing a short black crape coat, and a pair of black shoes with white socks. When he saw Dong Chao he immediately saluted with folded hands, and asked the constable to be seated.


  Dong Chao said, “I have never had the pleasure of knowing you, and do not know what business you have for me.”


  “Sit down, and you will soon know about that.”


  Dong Chao sat down opposite the official, and the waiter laid upon the table cups and wine, vegetables and fruits.


  The official asked, “Where does Xue Ba, the other constable, live?”


  Dong Chao said, “He lives in the alley over there.”


  The official then told the waiter to go and bring Xue Ba. The waiter went off, and very soon Xue Ba arrived.


  Dong Chao said, “This official has something to say to us.”


  Xue Ba said, “I dare not ask for his name.”


  The official said, “You will soon find that out. Please drink some wine.”


  The three men sat down, and very soon the waiter brought them some warm wine. After they had drunk a few cups of wine the official took ten taels of silver out of his sleeve, and placed them on the table. He said, “I have a little troublesome business for you two men to do, and you can have five taels each.”


  The men said, “We have not seen you before, so why do you offer us money?”


  “Are you not going to Cangzhou?” asked the official.


  Dong Chao said, “We have received an order from the yamen to escort a prisoner, Lin Chong, to Cangzhou.”


  “That being the case, I shall have to trouble you. I am Lu Qian, the confidential steward in the family of Marshal Gao Qiu of the Imperial Guard.”


  Dong Chao and Xue Ba made many salutations and said, “We should not be sitting at the same table with you.”


  Lu Qian said, “Are you two men aware that Lin Chong has offended the Marshal of the Imperial Guard? You must now observe the order of the Marshal. He told me to give you these ten taels of silver, and say that you are not to take Lin Chong very far away. When you reach some quiet deserted spot you must kill Lin Chong, and then get an official near there to give you a report about his death. If any questions are raised when you get to Kaifeng you will be free from blame as the Marshal will deal with the matter himself.”


  Dong Chao said, “I am afraid that we cannot do that. Our order from the Prefect of Kaifeng says that we must escort the prisoner, and says nothing about killing him. Moreover, I am not very old, so how can we do such a vile thing? We are also afraid that we should be blamed if anybody got to know of the affair.”


  Xue Ba said, “Old Dong, you just listen to me. You must not forget that even though Marshal Gao Qiu, condemns us both to death we have to obey him. Moreover he has sent this official to give us this money. Let us talk no more about it, but just divide the money. When we have done the deed Marshal Gao will be grateful to us, and will find us something to do. There is a wild deserted forest—let us dispatch him there.” Xue Ba took his part of the silver and then said, “We shall do this after we have traveled not less than fifty li, or not more than one hundred li.”


  Lu Qian was much pleased at this and said, “That will be very well. Don’t forget that after you have murdered Lin Chong you must tear off the skin of his face, bearing the brand mark, and bring it back as an evidence that you have killed him.” He also promised to give them an extra ten taels of silver when they returned. He would wait anxiously for their report, and he also urged them to get the matter done without delay.


  During the Song Dynasty it was the practice to brand criminals on their faces when they were sentenced to banishment. But as the branding was disgustful to the people, it was called, “Fixing Golden Seals.”


  The three men finished their wine, and then separated. Lu Qian paid for the wine.


  Dong Chao and Xue Ba divided the bribe between them, and took the money to their homes. There each man made up a bundle of necessary things for his journey, and carried this on a stick over his shoulder. They got Lin Chong out of the jail, and escorted him out of the city. That day they traveled about ten li before they stopped for the night.


  During the Song Dynasty it was a rule that all inns were to give shelter to an escort in charge of criminals without charging for the room, but would receive payment for food or wine taken.


  The next day the three men rose early, and after breakfast they started out again on the road to Cangzhou. It was the sixth lunar month, and the weather was very hot. Previously Lin Chong had felt no pain from the blows he had got at Kaifeng, but under the heat of the day he now felt pains, and limped along slowly.


  Xue Ba said, “You do not seem to realize that we have to go about seven hundred li to Cangzhou, and that it will take a very long time to get there if you walk like this.”


  Lin Chong said, “While I was at Kaifeng I did not feel uncomfortable, but, owing to the hot weather I now feel pains resulting from being beaten with the bamboo the day before yesterday. I beg you to walk a little slower.”


  Dong Chao said, “You can walk slower, and take no notice of what we say.”


  Xue Ba resented this kind of talk, and muttered to himself as he walked along. “We two are unlucky as we meet such a demon as this prisoner.”


  It was getting late in the evening when they got to an inn. When they got inside they all three took off their bundles. Lin Chong did not wait for the two constables to speak, but taking some silver out of his bundle he gave it to waiter, and told him to bring some meat, rice, and wine for dinner. He then asked the two constables to dine with him.


  The two constables purchased some more wine, and they gave Lin Chong so much that he became drunk, and lay down on the floor with the cangue still round his neck.


  Xue Ba then went, and boiled some water, and when it was extremely hot he poured it into a tub. He then roused Lin Chong, and said to him, “Just wash your feet, and afterwards you will sleep better.”


  Lin Chong struggled to get up, but the cangue prevented him from doing this.


  “I will wash your feet for you,” said Xue Ba.


  Lin Chong would not agree to this, but Xue Ba insisted that as they were traveling together they need not be too particular.


  Lin Chong did not suspect anything, and therefore put forward his feet, which Xue Ba seized and thrust them into the boiling water. Lin Chong yelled with the pain, and quickly withdrew his feet, but they had already been scalded, and covered with red blisters. He said that it was awfully painful.


  Xue Ba said, “Before this I have seen prisoners waiting upon us, but now we have apparently to wait upon a prisoner. We had the best of intentions in telling you to wash your feet, but you are so fastiduious and would complain that the water was too cold if it was only a little cold and too hot if only a little hot. So we get no thanks for our labor.”


  Xue Ba continued muttering about this for a long time, and as Lin Chong dared not reply to his remarks he lay down on one side and tried to sleep. The two constables threw the boiling water away, and getting fresh water washed their own feet, and then went to bed. Early the next morning long before any of the people of the inn were out of bed Xue Ba got up, and after washing himself he lit the fire, and cooked some rice. But Lin Chong could neither get up, nor eat his breakfast. Xue Ba seized his stick, and told Lin Chong to get up. Dong Chao seeing the difficulty unloosened a pair of new straw sandals from his belt, and told Lin Chong to put them on.


  But Lin Chong seeing the huge blisters on his feet would have preferred to wear his old shoes as being more comfortable, but as he could not find them he put on the new straw sandals.


  They then paid for the wine they had had, and escorted Lin Chong out of the inn about five A.M. After walking about a li the blisters on Lin Chong’s feet, caused by the new straw sandals burst, and the blood oozed out. Walking was extremely painful, and he could not suppress his groans.


  Xue Ba abused him, saying; “If you can walk, then walk quickly, and if you don’t walk quickly I shall have to use this stick to make you get on.”


  Lin Chong said, “Have pity on me. I dare not go slow and so delay our journey. But the fact is that my feet are very painful, and I cannot walk quickly.”


  Dong Chao said, “I will support you a little, and that will make it easier for you to walk.” He assisted him in this way for about two li. They then saw in the distance the gloomy, dense forest, called “Yezhu Forest.” On the road between the Eastern Capital and Cangzhou, this was well known as the most dangerous place. In the Song Dynasty it often occurred that when somebody owed a grudge to a person the latter was accused, and banished, and then the escort was bribed so as to put him to death when passing through this forest. It is unknown how many innocent people were killed in this way.


  On this day when the escort with Lin Chong entered the forest Dong Chao said, “We have been traveling for two hours, but have not covered three li. If we keep on like this how can we get to Cangzhou?”


  Xue Ba said, “Well, I cannot walk any further, and must have a rest in this forest.”


  The three men then left the road, and went into the forest where they threw down their bundles. Lin Chong cried out with the pain and fell down.


  Dong Chao said to Xue Ba, “I am quite tired so we must rest a while here, and have a sleep before going on.”


  They then put down their sticks, and lay down at the foot of a tree. After closing their eyes for a short time they got up, and shouted at Lin Chong.


  Lin Chong asked, “What is the matter with you?”


  “There is no place here where we can lock you up, so we do not care to sleep as you might escape.”


  Lin Chong replied, “I am a brave man. As I have already been condemned I will never run away.”


  Xue Ba said, “We do not believe that. In order to feel safe we must tie you up.”


  “If you want to tie me up, of course I must agree.”


  Xue Ba thereupon took a rope, and tied Lin Chong to a tree—both hands, feet, and also the cangue. As soon as he had done this he turned round, picked up his stick and looking at Lin Chong said, “We do not wish to kill you, but the fact is that the day before yesterday Lu Qian told us that Marshal Gao Qiu of the Imperial Guard had given an order that we must kill you at this place. We must also quickly bring to him your brand mark as proof that we have done the deed. So it does not matter how many days we should travel you would eventually be killed. So today we have come here to finish the matter, and to get back as soon as possible. You must not bear resentment against us two as we are only obeying orders. If you think the matter over you will see that it is not our arrangement. A year from today will be the anniversary of your death. We have decided upon today for the deed, and we must return at once to report the matter.”


  Upon hearing this, Lin Chong burst into tears, and said, “Gentlemen, I have had no grudge against you. So if you two will save my life on this occasion I shall never forget your gracious action.”


  “We cannot do that, and it is a waste of time to talk about it.” So saying the two men took their sticks to hit Lin Chong on the head.


  How pitiful to see a hero bound up and killed in this way!


   


  On the way to Hell no inn is found


  Lin Chong’s soul will now be roaming round.


   


  We will now relate what eventually happened to Lin Chong’s life.


  

   


   


   


  Footnote


  57 In Imperial China, positions in the Imperial civil service held dual administrative and judicial roles. These positions are conventionally translated as governor, prefect, and magistrate, at the provincial, prefectural city, and county town levels of responsibility respectively.




  CHAPTER 8

   

  Chai Jin Offers Hospitality; Lin Chong Hits Drill Instructor Hong with His Cudgel


   


   


   


  XUE BA took up his stick in both hands, and was on the point of striking Lin Chong with it when all at once there came a tremendous noise in the fir trees, and a big fat monk jumped out and shouted, “I have been in the forest for some time and have heard all that you have said.” So saying he knocked the stick out of Xue Ba’s hands with his monk staff. He then whirled his staff, and was going to hit the constable with it when Lin Chong, recognizing Lu Da, called out, “Brother, leave them alone. I have something to say.”


  Lu Da upon hearing this stayed his hand. The two constables were almost paralyzed with fear.


  Lin Chong said, “They are not responsible for this as the Marshal of the Imperial Guard gave instructions through Lu Qian that they were to kill me. They were only carrying out the order. So if you kill them it will only create another grievance.”


  Lu Da unsheathed his sword, cut the ropes binding Lin Chong to the tree, and raising him said, “Younger brother, I have been thinking of your trouble ever since we parted on the day you bought that sword. Since you were arrested, I have been planning to save you. I heard that you had been banished to Cangzhou, but although I waited outside Kaifeng I did not see you depart. Afterwards I heard that you had been sent to the prison in Kaifeng, and also heard that an official had had a private conversation with the two constables in an inn. Because of this procedure I was very suspicious, and anxious about your safety. So when you left I secretly followed you. I saw these two rascals take you into the inn, and I therefore stayed there myself. In that night I heard these two men discussing their evil schemes, and saw them thrust your feet in the boiling water. At that time I thought of killing them, but there were many people in the inn who might have tried to stop me. But as they had bad intentions I was more anxious about you. I left the inn before you in the morning, and hid in the forest with the intention of killing these rascals as they passed that way. As they came here with the object of killing you it will be better if I kill them.”


  “Elder brother,” said Lin Chong, “as you have saved my life, you should not kill these two men.”


  Lu Da spoke in a loud voice, “If my younger brother had not interfered, I would have cut you two rascals into mincemeat. But at his request I forgive you.” After sheathing his sword, he continued, “Now you assist my younger brother, and follow me.” The two men dared not utter a word in reply, but helping Lin Chong they followed Lu Da. They also carried Lin Chong’s bundle. After going about a li they came to a village where there was an inn. The four men entered the inn and sat down ordering from the waiter eight pounds of meat, two big tankards of wine, and flour cakes. The waiter soon spread the table, and placed the tankards of wine in a dish containing hot water so as to keep them warm.


  The two men then said, “Reverend, we dare not ask you at what monastery you live?”


  Lu Da laughed and said, “You rascals! If I tell you what will you do? I suppose you would just go and report it to Marshal Gao of the Imperial Guard. Some men fear him, but I do not. If I met him I should give him three hundred blows with my staff.”


  After that the two men dared not open their mouths. After they had finished their meal and paid the innkeeper they left the village, and on the road Lin Chong asked, “Elder brother, where are you going to?”


  Lu Da said, “A murderer must see some blood, and so a rescuer must see that his man is quite safe. I am not yet quite easy in my mind about you so I will go with you as far as Cangzhou.”


  The two constables upon hearing this muttered to themselves, “Here is more trouble! Our business is entirely spoiled! What can we say when we get back? But we cannot do anything except follow them.”


  After that they were so afraid that Lu Da might kill them that they immediately agreed to whatever he wanted to do. If things were all right he cursed them, or if anything was wrong he hit them without the least protest from them. After about two days they got a cart for Lin Chong to sit in. The two constables were still so afraid and suspicious that they decided to follow Lu Da in order to preserve their own lives. On the way Lu Da paid for the food and wine for the party. Every day they stopped at inns quite early in the afternoon, and departed late the following morning. The two constables cooked the rice for the party, and also did whatever they were told to do. They discussed matters privately, and Dong Chao said, “We are under the close supervision of this monk, and when we go back Marshal Gao will blame us for our failure in carrying out his order.”


  Xue Ba said, “I heard that a monk called Lu Da had recently been placed in charge of the vegetable garden at the branch temple of the Great Xiangguo Monastery, and I think this monk must be that person. So when we get back we must tell the truth, that we really tried to kill Lin Chong in the Yezhu Forest, but this monk stopped us from doing so, and then took us with him on the road to Cangzhou. In this way we shall escape punishment. We must return the ten taels of silver we received, and then Lu Qian will himself go and search for this monk. We shall thus be free from blame.”


  Dong Chao said, “What you say is quite right.”


  But Lu Da never let them get out of his sight, and after traveling for about eighteen days like this they were within twenty-three li of Cangzhou. Lu Da inquired and found out that there was no desolate spot about there as there were houses all along the road, and then decided to have a rest in a forest of fir trees nearby.


  Lu Da spoke to Lin Chong, “Younger brother, we are now close to Cangzhou. I have made inquiries, and find that there are many houses on the way, and no unfrequented places. So I will leave you now, and see you again some other day.”


  Lin Chong said, “Elder brother, when you return, you can report my safety to my father-in-law. If I live I will certainly reward you liberally for your benevolent protection.”


  Lu Da took twenty taels of silver, and gave them to Lin Chong. He also gave three taels of silver to the two constables, and said, “If I had been by myself I would have decapitated both of you before now, but as my younger brother has pleaded for you I will let you off this time. Now your destination is not far away so you must not harbor your original vile plan.”


  The constables said, “We will not do so. It was Marshal Gao Qiu, who deputed us to kill him.”


  They received the silver, and just before they separated on their different ways, Lu Da spoke to the constables, “Are your heads as hard as the fir trees?”


  The men replied, “Our heads are as they were at birth.”


  Lu Da swung his staff and hit a tree with it leaving a gash two inches deep—and causing the top part to fall down. He then shouted, “If you two rascals have vile intentions I will treat your heads in the same way as that tree.” He then turned to Lin Chong, and said to him: “Younger brother, you had better be on your guard against these two men. I must now leave you.”


  The two constables were so frightened that their tongues hung out for a long time.


  Lin Chong said at last, “Well, we had better go.”


  The constables said, “What brute strength that monk has! He broke a tree with just one blow of his staff.”


  Lin Chong said, “That is only a small affair. At the Great Xiangguo Monastery he tore a tree up by its roots.”


  The two men shook their heads upon learning that this monk was the very Lu Da they had supposed.


  The three men then left the forest, and about noon they came to an inn which they entered, and Lin Chong requested the constables to take the seat of honor. After seven hours the two constables began to feel that they recovered their spirits. There were many men in the inn drinking wine, and five waiters attending to their wants. The waiters were very busy bringing first one thing and then another, Lin Chong and the two constables sat waiting for an hour, without a waiter coming to attend to them. Lin Chong’s patience was exhausted, so he rapped the table and called out, “I suppose the proprietor of this inn despises us because I am a criminal, and therefore he does not attend to us. But as I can pay for the wine, your conduct is most unreasonable.”


  The proprietor replied, “You evidently do not understand why we do this.”


  “As you do not supply us with food and wine what else is there to understand?”


  The innkeeper said, “You evidently do not know that in this village we have a very wealthy man named Chai Jin who is also known as Squire Chai; he has been nicknamed by the robbers as Small Whirlwind. He is the descendant of Chai Shizong, of the Later Zhou Dynasty, who at Chen Qiao abdicated in favor of the Emperor Taizu, founder of the Song Dynasty and the latter bestowed on him a charter made in iron that all men must respect him and his offspring for all future time. In his home there are generally about fifty brave men who have come from all parts of the empire at his invitation. He has given us a general order that should any banished criminals pass this way they can go to his home, and he will assist them with money. If I supply you with wine and food your face would be red, and when he sees you in that condition he would assume that you are not short of money and would not assist you.”


  Lin Chong upon hearing this turned to the two constables, and said, “While I was in the army at Kaifeng I often heard about this Squire Chai, but I never knew that he lives here. So why should we not go, and ask him to help us?”


  The two constables saw no objection to this so they asked the proprietor of the inn where Squire Chai lived. The proprietor told them that they must follow the road in front of the inn for about a li till they came to a large stone bridge, and there turning off the road they would come to the village where Squire Chai lived.


  Lin Chong thanked the proprietor of the inn, and leaving the inn they found the bridge. From there stretched a fine road leading to a clump of willow in which was situated the village they were looking for. The village was surrounded by a white wall and also a very broad moat on the banks of which were many big weeping willows. Upon reaching the moat they found there were about five men sitting on the bridge enjoying the cool air. The three men saluted, and then Lin Chong said, “Excuse me troubling you, but will you please inform your master that a criminal, named Lin, who is being escorted to the prison wishes to see him.”


  The rustics replied, “You are unfortunate, as if our master had been at home he would have given you wine, food, and money. But today he went out hunting, and has not returned yet.”


  Lin Chong asked, “When will he come back?”


  The rustics replied, “We are not sure about that as he may have stopped at the eastern estate for a rest.”


  Lin Chong said, “It is evident that I cannot see him, and that is unfortunate; so we will go.” The three men were very much disappointed, but they had not gone more than a quarter of a li when they saw a long way off a large body of horsemen emerge from a dense forest, and gallop towards the estate. In front of the horsemen was the leader who was riding a white horse. He had long eyebrows, long slit eyes, pearly white teeth, crimson lips, with a minute beard hanging from his lower lip, and a flowing mustache. He was about thirty-five years of age, and on his head he wore a black hat. He wore a brown silk gown embroidered with flowers in circular designs, and round his waist was an elegant silk girdle with a large circular jade buckle. His boots were of black silk embroidered with a design in gold and green. On his back hung a bow, and at his side was a quiver full of arrows.


  When Lin Chong saw him he thought that this might be Squire Chai, but still he was not quite sure about it. When the horse got near, the rider asked, “Who is this man wearing a cangue?”


  Lin Chong quickly bowed, and said, “I am Lin Chong, Drill Instructor in the Imperial Guards at Kaifeng. I was in ill favor with Marshal Gao Qiu of the Imperial Guard, who sent me to be tried, branded, and banished to Cangzhou. At the inn I heard that here is a fine man named Chai who likes to meet all celebrated scholars, and therefore I came specially to ask for his help. But unfortunately he was not at home.”


  The man jumped off his horse, and walking rapidly towards Lin Chong said, “Chai has lost the opportunity of welcoming you.” He then saluted.


  Lin Chong immediately returned the compliment. Chai then took Lin Chong by the hand, and led him towards the house. When the rustics saw them coming they opened the gate. Chai conducted Lin Chong to the guest chamber where he observed the usual courtesies.


  Squire Chai Jin then said, “I heard of your fame some time ago, so that your opportune arrival at this insignificant spot fills me with entire satisfaction.”


  Lin Chong replied, “This insignificant person has heard of your fame in all quarters, and everybody respects you. Because I have been banished as a criminal I did not expect to meet you but I have been extremely fortunate.” After having been much pressed Lin Chong sat down in the guest’s seat, and the two constables sat down near him. We need not say anything here about the other horsemen who had taken their horses to the stables at the back of the house.


  Squire Chai Jin ordered the servants to bring wine, and they brought it in with meat, cakes, and a peck of unboiled rice on the top of which were ten strings of cash. When he saw this Chai Jin in an apologetic tone said that the servants were not aware that he was entertaining a Drill Instructor, and that was why they had brought such small quantities of things. He then told the servants to take them away, and bring the best of fruit, and wine, and kill a sheep at once.


  Lin Chong rose, and expressed his thanks, and requested Chai Jin not to go to such trouble as what they had brought was quite ample.


  Chai Jin objected to this, as the visit of a Drill Instructor was such a rare event that he could not treat it lightly.


  The servants carried out his instructions, and soon brought in the better wine, and fruit, and Chai Jin then poured out three cups of wine for Lin Chong. After Lin Chong had drunk the wine, and expressed his thanks, Chai Jin asked to be excused as he wished to retire and take off his bow, and his quiver full of arrows. He asked the two constables to drink wine with Lin Chong while he was away. Upon returning he sat down as the host and Lin Chong again sat in the guest’s seat, with the two constables behind him.


  They discussed matters relating to heroes and were not aware that evening was drawing nigh. On the table were spread all kinds of food, fruit, and delicacies of the sea. Chai Jin poured out the wine three times, and then sat down, and told the servants to bring in the soup. They had just eaten the soup, and drunk about seven cups of wine each, when a village rustic entered, and said the Drill Instructor had arrived.


  Chai Jin told the servant to go and request him to come, and sit down at the table with them. When the Drill Instructor entered, Lin Chong saw that he was not wearing his cap straight, and was strutting like a bully. He thought that the man must be the athletic teacher for Chai Jin so he rose, bowed, and after calling attention by saying “nuo,” he said, “Lin Chong salutes with all respect.”


  The man took no notice of Lin Chong, and did not return his salute.


  Lin Chong dared not raise his head.


  Chai Jin pointing to Lin Chong said to the Drill Instructor Hong, “This gentleman is Lin Chong, Drill Instructor of the Imperial Guards at the Eastern Capital, and I want you to make his acquaintance.”


  Upon hearing this Lin Chong again saluted Drill Instructor Hong, and the latter did not wish to bow so he only said, “You need not salute me. Get up.”


  When Chai Jin saw and heard this he was annoyed.


  Lin Chong however saluted again twice, and then got up and requested Hong to be seated. Without returning this compliment Hong simply sat down in the chief guest seat. This further annoyed Chai Jin. Lin Chong had to take his seat in the lower position and the two constables also sat down.


  Drill Instructor Hong asked Chai, “Why do you treat a banished soldier with such great respect?”


  Chai Jin said, “This gentleman is Drill Instructor of the Imperial Guards so how can you despise him?”


  “Sir,” said Hong, “I know that you like to exercise with a cudgel, and that is why when these army men arrive they always say they can also exercise with the cudgel. They all say that they are Drill Instructors and so cheat you into giving them wine, rice, food, and money. Why do you always believe that they are speaking the truth?”


  Lin Chong upon hearing this suppressed his desire to speak. Chai Jin said, “It is not anybody who can recognize ability by appearances and so we cannot treat him lightly.”


  Drill Instructor Hong did not like Chai Jin suggesting that he could not recognize ability by appearance so he jumped up, and said, “I have no faith in him! If he will have a bout with me with the cudgels then I shall be able to say whether he is a genuine Drill Instructor.”


  Chai Jin laughed and said that that was a fine idea. He then asked Lin Chong whether he agreed to the proposal. But Lin Chong declined the offer. After thinking the matter over Drill Instructor Hong came to the conclusion that Lin Chong was afraid, and also was perhaps unable to fence. So he decided to provoke Lin Chong to fence with him.


  Chai Jin wanted to see Lin Chong display his ability and also to see him beat Hong and so close the latter’s mouth. So he said to the servants, “Bring the wine, and we will wait till the moon rises.” After they had drunk about seven cups of wine the moon rose and it was then as bright as daylight in the hall where they were drinking.


  Chai Jin got up, and said, “Now you two Drill Instructors just have a trial with the cudgels.”


  Lin Chong saw that Hong was teaching Chai Jin to drill with the cudgels so he thought that Chai Jin would not like it if he knocked his drill teacher down.


  Chai Jin saw that Lin Chong was in a quandary so he said, “Drill Instructor Hong has not been coming to my house for very long. No one has fought with him here, so you must not refuse to do so. I want to see which of you two is the best man.” Chai Jin said this because he thought that perhaps Lin Chong would not do his best out of consideration for his feelings in the matter.


  Lin Chong felt more satisfied when he heard Chai Jin explain the position in this way. Hong got up, and called out, “Come on! Come on! Come on! I will have a bout with you.”


  So all three adjourned to an open space outside, and the servants brought a bundle of cudgels and placed them on the ground.


  Drill Instructor Hong took off his clothes, and tucked up his short underskirt in his belt. He then dragged a cudgel out of the bundle, and raised it above his head. He again called out, “Come on! Come on! Come on!”


  Chai Jin said, “Now, Lin, let me see what you can do.”


  Lin Chong asked Chai Jin not to laugh at him. He then picked up a cudgel, and said, “Master, please give me a lesson.”


  At this Hong was so angry that he would have liked to swallow Lin Chong at one gulp.


  Lin Chong raised his cudgel above his head and brought it down with a blow in “Shandong style.” At the same time Hong brought his cudgel down in a horizontal sweeping motion. The two men fought about five bouts in the moonlight, and then Lin Chong suddenly jumped clear of the cudgel, and called out for a rest.


  Chai Jin asked why he was not using all his ability.


  Lin Chong said, “I have lost.”


  Chai Jin said, “I have not seen any display of skill so how can you be defeated?”


  Lin Chong said, “But I am wearing this cangue so I must lose.”


  Chai Jin said, “Ah! I had quite overlooked that.” He laughed loudly and said, “That is soon remedied.” He then told the servants to bring ten taels of silver. He also told the two constables to take off the cangue, and he would be entirely responsible for it should there be any inquiry at the prison the following day. He then gave the two constables the ten taels of silver.


  The two constables saw that Chai Jin had such a splendid appearance that they did not care to oppose his will. They were also not afraid of Lin Chong running away so they took off the cangue.


  Chai Jin was pleased and said, “Now you two Drill Instructors can try again.”


  Drill Instructor Hong thought that Lin Chong was weak in his use of the cudgel so he despised him. He raised his cudgel, and waited for an opportunity of using it.


  Chai Jin called out, “Wait for a moment.” He then instructed the servants to bring an ingot of silver which they did immediately and set it before him. It weighed twenty-five taels. He then said, “You two Drill Instructors can now continue your practice. I have here an ingot of silver which I will give to the winner.” He purposely put the ingot of silver on the ground so that Lin Chong seeing it would exert all his skill in fencing.


  Drill Instructor Hong was very jealous that Lin Chong had come there. He wanted the money, but was afraid that he might be defeated and lose his reputation. But he raised his cudgel above his head in readiness to strike downwards.


  Lin Chong thought that Chai Jin wanted him to win. He took his cudgel, and held it horizontally in readiness to repel a downward stroke of his opponent.


  Drill Instructor Hong again shouted out, “Come on! Come on! Come on!” and so saying, he brought down his cudgel. But Lin Chong avoided the blow by taking a step back. Hong raised his cudgel again, and taking a step forward again struck at Lin Chong. Again he missed, and Lin Chong now saw that Hong was not placing his feet in the best position, so he quickly raised his cudgel, and making a sweeping horizontal motion struck Hong on his ankle just as the latter tried to move away. Hong fell down, and his cudgel also lay on the ground.


  Chai Jin was much pleased to see this, and told the servants to bring the wine. The onlookers all laughed when they saw Drill Instructor Hong fall down. As Hong did not get up, they came forward and raised him up. Hong was so extremely ashamed of himself that he just walked away.


  Chai Jin took Lin Chong by the hand, and lead him into the hall to drink wine. He then told the servants to bring the ingot of silver, and give it to Lin Chong, but the latter declined to receive it. But after being much pressed he agreed to take it.


  After that Lin Chong stayed with Chai Jin for several days, and was well treated with wine and food. But after seven days the constables were urging Lin Chong to depart so Chai Jin prepared a feast for their final leave taking, and wrote a letter. He said, “The Prefect at Cangzhou is a friend of mine, and I am on intimate terms with the superintendent of the jail there. So you can present this letter to them, and they will treat you well.” He then gave Lin Chong another ingot of silver. He also gave each of the constables five taels of silver.


  The following day soon after breakfast Chai Jin ordered men to carry the three men’s baggage. Lin Chong put the cangue on again and bid goodbye to Squire Chai Jin. The latter accompanied them as far as the gate of the village, and there said to Lin Chong, “After a few days I will send a man with some winter clothing for you.”


  Lin Chong expressed his thanks, and said, “How can I ever repay you?”


  The three men then departed, and reached Cangzhou about noon the same day. The porters who had carried the baggage were sent back. The official dispatch was presented and the official took Lin Chong to the magistrate. The latter then sealed an order confining Lin Chong to the prison, and also a reply to Kaifeng which was handed to the two constables to take back.


  At the jail Lin Chong was placed by himself in a cell where he awaited inspection. A great number of the prisoners came to his room to talk with him. They said, “The head jailer at this place is an awful fellow, and demands money and things from the prisoners. If you give him your money and things he will treat you well. But if you do not give him money he will confine you in a hole in the ground and he will be absolutely indifferent whether you live or die. If you give him money he will not beat you with the bamboo, and if you say you are ill the punishment will be postponed. If you do not give him money he will beat you until you are almost dead.”


  Lin Chong said, “Brothers, thanks for your information. But if he asks for money how much should I give him.”


  The prisoners said, “It will be best if you give both the head jailer and the prison superintendent five taels of silver each.”


  Just as they were saying this the head jailer came and said, “Where is that soldier who has been banished?”


  Lin Chong replied, “I am the man.”


  As the head jailer did not see Lin Chong get his money ready he changed his countenance, and cursed him saying, “You banished thief! Why don’t you kneel when you see me instead of replying in that way. Do you know what trouble you have brought about at the Eastern Capital? Now you are still so proud to me. I see that you are a banished thief with all your face wrinkled with starvation, and that you will never have good luck during the remainder of your life. You are a stupid prisoner whom beating and torture could not kill! But your bones will soon be in my hands, and then I will grind them to powder, and chop up your body. It won’t be long before you get your deserts!”


  This abuse made Lin Chong so frightened that he did not even raise his head or reply. The prisoners listened to it all, and then went away. Lin Chong waited until he had finished saying this and then took out five taels of silver, and smiling said, “Elder brother, and head jailer, I offer you this trifling present.”


  The head jailer said, “Is this to be divided between me and the superintendent?”


  Lin Chong said, “That is for you, and I will also trouble you to give the superintendent this ten taels of silver.”


  The head jailer laughed and said, “Drill Instructor Lin, I have heard of your good name. You are really a fine fellow. I think that Marshal Gao Qiu, wishes to injure you. But although you are in trouble now, you will certainly have luck after this. Having heard of your great name and now judging by your appearance I am sure that you are not an average person, and soon you must become an official.”


  Lin Chong laughed, “Well, I will look forward for your assistance.” The head jailer said, “But you need not worry.” Lin Chong then took out the two letters he had received from Chai Jin, and said, “Elder brother, may I trouble you to send these two letters for me.”


  The head jailer said, “As you have letters from Chai Jin you need not be anxious. A letter like this is worth an ingot of gold. I will take it for you with pleasure. And when the superintendent comes, and orders a hundred blows with the bamboo for you, you must say that you were sick on the way here, and have not quite recovered yet. I shall be there, and offer excuses, and so deceive the people who are not in on the secret.”


  Lin Chong said, “Many thanks for your advice.”


  This head jailer took the silver and the letters, and left the cell.


  Lin Chong heaved a sigh and said, “Money can move even the gods. That is a true saying, as without money there is always a difficulty.”


  The head jailer took the silver, and gave five taels to the superintendent. He also presented the letter and said, “This man, Lin Chong, is a fine fellow, and has brought this letter from His Excellency Chai Jin who speaks highly of him. He was falsely accused by Marshal Gao Qiu of the Imperial Guard, who had him banished to this place. It was only a slight offense.”


  The superintendent said, “As he has brought this letter from Squire Chai Jin we must look after him well. Bring him here to see me.”


  Lin Chong was sitting in silence in his cell, when the head jailer returned and told him that the superintendent wanted to see him, and check his name off. He was taken to the hall where the superintendent spoke to him, “The Emperor Taizu issued a law that anybody who was banished to this place should receive one hundred blows with the bamboo. You have just arrived so I must administer that punishment.” He then told his guard to put the prisoner on the ground.


  Lin Chong said, “On the way I caught a severe cold, and have not quite recovered yet. I request that the punishment be postponed.”


  The head jailer said, “This man certainly is sick, and I suggest that you take pity of him.”


  The superintendent said, “As he is sick we will not beat him now, but wait until he is better.”


  The head jailer said, “The man who attends to the Heavenly Kings Temple has been there quite a long time and I suggest that Lin Chong should supersede him.”


  The superintendent wrote an order accordingly, and Lin Chong was taken to his cell to get his baggage, and then taken to the shrine where he took over his duties.


  The head jailer said that he had done his best for Lin Chong. “This job is the lightest in the prison, and all that you have to do is to sweep the floor, and burn incense. You must see that none of the other prisoners are spared from early morning till late at night. People who have no references and assistance as you have are confined to the prison, and whether they want to live or die makes no difference.”


  Lin Chong said that he was much obliged for the help. He then gave the head jailer three more taels of silver, and asked him to take off his cangue. The head jailer said he would attend to that, and put the matter before the superintendent. Upon his return he took off the cangue. So Lin Chong stayed by himself at the Heavenly Kings Temple and every day swept the floor and burnt incense. The first fifty days soon passed over without him noticing the time. The superintendent and the head jailer became quite friendly to Lin Chong, and allowed him great liberty.


  Chai Jin sent winter clothing and also money for Lin Chong. The other prisoners also received money from Lin Chong.


  One day about 10 A.M. Lin Chong was strolling outside the prison when he heard someone behind him call out, “What are you doing here, Drill Instructor Lin?” Turning round he saw a man whom we will now introduce.


   


  Lin Chong nearly lost his life,


  First in fire, and then in snow.


  



  CHAPTER 9

   

  During a Snowstorm Lin Chong Seeks Refuge in the Temple of the Mountain Spirit; Lu Qian Sets Fire to the Fodder Depot


   


   


   


  ONE day Lin Chong was taking a stroll when he heard someone behind him calling out, and upon turning round he recognized the man as Li Xiao-er, who used to be a waiter in an inn at the Eastern Capital. While there Lin Chong treated him well. Afterwards this waiter stole money belonging to the proprietor of the inn for which he was arrested. But Lin Chong intervened, and begged that the boy not be sent to the yamen, and gave money to make up the loss. As the waiter could not stay in the Eastern Capital Lin Chong gave him money to go to some other place. It was quite accidental that he met Lin Chong on that day.


  “Li Xiao-er, what are you doing here?”


  Li Xiao-er saluted and replied, “After you had assisted me I traveled in many directions without meeting with any assistance and happened to come to Cangzhou where I met a man named Wang, who was proprietor of an inn here, and he employed me as a waiter. I was very good at preparing food, and made such delicious dishes that the visitors appreciated them and this led to a successful business. I married the daughter of the proprietor, and when the latter and his wife died I was in sole charge, and opened a restaurant just opposite the barracks. I happen to meet you as I return from collecting some bills, and wish to inquire what you are doing here.”


  Lin Chong pointed to his face, and said, “I incurred the enmity of Marshal Gao Qiu of the Imperial Guard, who plotted against me, and had me tried, branded, and then banished to this place. I have been appointed to look after the Heavenly Kings Temple, but I cannot say what I may do next. I did not expect to meet you here.”


  Li Xiao-er asked Lin Chong to come and sit down in his home. Upon arrival there the former introduced his wife who saluted, and expressed her pleasure in meeting her husband’s benefactor.


  Li Xiao-er said, “We have no relatives here so that for our benefactor to visit us today is just like a gift from heaven.”


  “I am a criminal,” said Lin Chong, “and I am afraid that my visit may disgrace you in the eyes of your neighbors.”


  “Don’t talk like that because everybody is aware of your fame. We shall be very pleased to wash and mend your clothes.”


  They all had dinner and wine together, and in the evening Lin Chong went back to the temple. After that he went very often to Li Xiao-er’s home, and the latter often sent soup and tea to the temple for him. He however always paid them with money, because these two treated him so well.


  The time quickly passed in this way until it was winter. Li Xiao-er’s wife always washed and repaired Lin Chong’s cotton gowns and jackets.


  One day as Li Xiao-er was preparing a meal, two men entered his restaurant, and sat down. One of them was wearing a military uniform, and was accompanied by a soldier. Li Xiao-er asked them whether they wanted any wine, and the officer took out an tael of silver and said, “Put this money in your till, and bring us three or four bottles of wine. When our guests arrive I do not want you to ask questions, but just bring us fruit, vegetables, and wine.”


  Li Xiao-er asked, “Who will be your guests?”


  The officer replied, “I must trouble you to go to the jail, and request the superintendent and the head jailer to come here to discuss a matter with me.” Li Xiao-er agreed to do this, and went straightway to the jail, and very soon returned with the two men.


  Upon meeting, the superintendent of the jail said that he was not aware of having met the officer before, and asked for his name.


  The officer replied that he had a letter which would explain matters, but suggested that they should first have a drink.


  Li Xiao-er opened the bottles of wine, and placed vegetables, fruit, and wine on the table. The officer poured out the wine, and offered it to the guests, and they then all sat down. Li Xiao-er bustled about as busy as a shuttle in a loom. The soldier who was with the officer asked Li to bring some hot water, so that he could warm the wine himself. But after they had drunk about ten cups of wine they again summoned Li Xiao-er to bring some more wine. The officer also told him that they would keep the wine warm themselves, and that he need not come again unless summoned, as they had some private business to discuss. Li Xiao-er therefore went to the door, and talked with his wife. He told her that the two men who had just arrived were not quite straightforward.


  His wife asked what had given him that impression.


  Li Xiao-er said, “According their pronunciation these men are evidently from the Eastern Capital, but the superintendent has not met them before. And when I served them with wine I heard the officer mention the name of Marshal Gao Qiu. I therefore think that their business has something to do with Lin Chong. So I will stand at the door here, and watch them while you go behind the partition where they sit and listen to their conversation.”


  His wife said, “You had better go to the jail, and tell Lin Chong to come here, and see whether he knows the officer.”


  Li Xiao-er said, “You do not know that Lin Chong is very quick-tempered, and he might want to kill the man, or burn the place down. And if it is that officer Lu Qian whom he told us about a few days ago how could he keep quiet? If there was any row we should be implicated. So you go and listen, and afterwards we will decide what to do.”


  His wife agreed to this, and went off to listen. After a while she returned and said, “Those four men are exchanging confidential whispers so that I cannot make out what they are talking about. But the officer took a bundle and handed it to the superintendent. That might be some silver or gold. The superintendent then said, ‘I will be responsible for this affair, and see that he is killed.’”


  Just then the men called out for more soup. Li Xiao-er hurried forward and supplied fresh soup and rice. While doing this he saw that the superintendent had a letter in his hand. When the bills had been settled the superintendent and the head jailer departed, and the officer and his soldier soon followed suit.


  Very soon afterwards Lin Chong entered the restaurant, and asked Li Xiao-er how business had been during the last few days. Li Xiao-er asked him to sit down as he had a very important matter to speak to him about. He said, “Just now an officer has arrived from the Eastern Capital who does not appear to be straight, and he invited the jail superintendent and head jailer to have wine with him here. While they were here I heard the officer mention the name of Marshal Gao and that made me suspicious, and I told my wife to listen behind the partition. But they whispered in each others’ ears so much that my wife could not hear what they said. But she did hear the superintendent of the jail say that he would be responsible and would see that the man was killed. The officer also handed a bundle of silver or gold to the jail superintendent and head jailer, and after drinking some more wine they departed. Do you know who the officer is? I suspect and am also afraid that this will result in some trouble for you.”


  Lin Chong asked what the officer’s appearance was like.


  “He is a man of short build, has a fair complexion, no mustache, and looks about thirty years of age. The soldier with him is also short of stature, but has a swarthy complexion.”


  Lin Chong upon hearing this was startled. “That officer is certainly Lu Qian, and that mean rascal has come here to injure me. But should I meet him I will beat his bones and flesh into pulp.”


  “But you must be on your guard against him. Have you not heard that ancient saying, ‘When eating beware of belching; when walking beware of falling’?”


  Lin Chong was very angry, went to the street and bought a dagger which he hid on his person, and searched for that officer in all the streets and alleys.


  Both Li Xiao-er and his wife were quite alarmed, but that evening nothing happened. But the next morning Lin Chong rose very early, and after washing and cleaning his teeth, took his dagger, and again searched for Lu Qian in all the lanes and alleyways both inside and outside of Cangzhou city. All was quiet inside the jail.


  Lin Chong spoke to Li Xiao-er, “Nothing has happened today.”


  Li Xiao-er said, “My benefactor, we hope that things will remain like this but you must still be extremely careful.”


  Lin Chong returned to the Heavenly Kings Temple for the night. During the next five days he continued his search for Lu Qian without success, and his keenness for revenge gradually disappeared.


  On the sixth day the superintendent summoned Lin Chong to come to the place where the roll of prisoners was generally called, and said to him, “You have been here a long time, but we have not promoted you in spite of the influence of Squire Chai Jin. About five li outside the Eastern Gate there is a forage depot for the army. Every month we receive hay and fodder. There is an old soldier there who manages the depot, and you can exchange duties with him, and perhaps make some extra money for yourself. You can go with the head jailer, and take over the new duty.”


  Lin Chong replied that he would go. He then left the prison, and went to Li Xiao-er’s place. Where he asked them what they thought of the new arrangement.


  Li Xiao-er said that the new job was much better than looking after the temple, as he could make money. And previously anybody who got that position had to bribe the superintendent.


  “But instead of injuring me he is giving me a better job. I cannot understand this move.”


  Li Xiao-er said, “Well, you need not be suspicious, because if there is no trouble it will be very fine. That place is a long way from here, but when I have time I will go and see you.” He got some wine, and offered it to Lin Chong. When they separated Lin Chong went back to the Heavenly Kings Temple, packed up his bundle, and took his dagger and a long spear. He then took leave of the superintendent, and departed with the head jailer, for the forage depot. The weather was extremely cold with a clouded sky. A cold wind was blowing from the north and snow was falling heavily. On the way there was no inn where they could stop for a drink of wine, and they soon reached the depot. There was a mud wall running round the inclosure, and a large gate with two leaves. Pushing the gate open they saw inside about eight sheds for beans, etc., many stacks of hay on all sides, and two rooms for the caretaker. When they came to the caretaker’s rooms they found the old soldier warming his hands at the fire.


  The head jailer said, “The superintendent has sent this man Lin Chong to take over your duties, and you are to perform his duties at the Heavenly Kings Temple. So you can hand over the place immediately.”


  The old soldier took the keys, and said to Lin Chong, “The officials have sealed up the doors of the sheds containing the fodder, but you had better count the number of stacks of hay.” After doing this they returned to the living quarters. The old soldier then got his baggage together, and when leaving he said, “I will lend you the stove, the rice boiler, the cups and saucers.”


  Lin Chong said he had such things at the Heavenly Kings Temple, and if he liked he could use them.


  The old soldier pointed to a gourd on the wall, and said, “Should you want to buy some wine you can take that to a small village or market about a li from here in an easterly direction.” He then departed with the head jailer.


  Lin Chong put the baggage away, and spread his quilts on the bed. At the back of the room was some firewood and charcoal so he put some on the stove which was standing close to his bed. Upon lying down and looking at the ceiling he noticed that there were many holes through which the wind was blowing strongly.


  He soliloquized, “I cannot stay here all winter with the roof like that, so when it is fine I will go into the town, and get a bricklayer to come and repair the roof.” After a little time he felt cold so he remembered what the old soldier had told him, and decided to go to the village and buy some wine. He took some silver from his bag, picked up his spear and the gourd for the wine and put a cover on the fire. He put on his felt cap, and locked the doors. Then carrying the keys with him he went along the road towards the east. The snow lay deep on the ground like masses of beautiful white jade, and as there was a strong north wind blowing he walked sideways with his back half to the wind. The snow was falling fast, and he had not gone more than a quarter of a li when he saw an old temple at the side of the road. He entered and bowing his head to the image he said, “Protect me, O ye gods, and later I will burn paper money for you.” He then resumed his journey, and soon came to a number of houses. He saw a bamboo fence with a signboard of a wine shop sticking outside. He entered the wine shop, and the proprietor spoke to him. “Where are you from?”


  “Do you recognize this gourd?”


  The proprietor said that it belonged to the old soldier at the fodder depot.


  Lin Chong admitted it. “Since you are the keeper of the fodder compound please take a seat,” said the proprietor. “And as the weather is very cold, you had better have three cups of wine on my account as you are a newcomer.” He brought forward a kettle of hot wine, and also cut up a plateful of beef, and requested him to dine.


  Lin Chong took out some silver and with it bought his gourd full of wine, and placed the beef away in his breast, and expressed his thanks for their kind treatment. He then left the inn, and faced the strong, cold wind. He saw that the snow was falling more heavily than before. He trudged through the snow, heading into the cold north wind, and hurried to the fodder depot where he unlocked the door, and entered his miserable quarters.


  The gods in heaven protect good and just men, and they no doubt saved the life of Lin Chong by this heavy fall of snow, which by its weight had broken down the grass hut where he was going to sleep. When he saw this he wondered what he must do. He was afraid that the stove might ignite the debris so putting his lance and gourd down on the snow he parted the grass and looked underneath. Creeping inside he found that the fire had been extinguished by the snow. He then felt around for the bed, and dragged away the cotton quilt. Withdrawing his body from the wreckage he looked around and as it was quite dark and he had no place to make a fire he wondered what he must do. He remembered however that there was the old temple a few hundred yards down the road where he could shelter. So he decided to go and sleep there for the night, and arrange matters the following day. He rolled up the quilt, and carrying the gourd of wine on the lance over his shoulder he locked the gate again, and left for the temple. Upon entering the temple he closed the door, and placed a large stone against it. Looking round he saw an image of the “Mountain Spirit” covered with gilt armor, attended by a judge of the afterlife, and a small demon on each side. On one side was a large pile of loose paper, and there was evidently nobody in charge. Placing his spear and the gourd of wine on the heap of paper, he unrolled his quilt, and shaked the snow off his clothes. His felt cap and outer gown were very wet so he took them off, and placed them on the altar. He then lay down with the quilt covering half his body, and drank the wine, and ate the meat which he had brought with him.


  While lying there he heard a sound of crackling outside so he jumped up and peeping through a hole in the window he saw that the fodder depot was all in flames. He went to get his spear with the object of going to put out the fire when he heard some men outside talking. Hiding behind the door he found that there were three men who were coming to the temple. They pushed at the door but could not open it on account of the large stone he had placed there. So they stood under the eaves of the temple watching the fire, and one man spoke, “Is not this a good plan?”


  Another man remarked, “Both of you, the superintendent and the head jailer certainly arranged the matter very well, and when I get back to the Eastern Capital, and report it to the Marshal of the Imperial Guard, you two will certainly be promoted. Then Drill Instructor Zhang will have no ground for further objection to the marriage.”


  Another man said, “Lin Chong has certainly been caught in our trap this time. Master Gao will soon be cured of his sickness now!”


  Another man said, “A man was sent four or five times to plead with Drill Instructor Zhang, and said that his son-in-law Lin Chong was dead. But Zhang would not agree to let his daughter remarry. As Master Gao only got worse Marshal Gao Qiu ordered us to do this business, and we did not expect to get it finished so soon.”


  Another man said, “I went inside the fence and lit about ten stacks of hay on every side, so that he could not get out.”


  Another man said, “It is nearly all burnt down now.”


  Lin Chong listening heard another man say: “Even if Lin Chong escapes he will have to answer a serious charge of allowing a big depot full of army fodder to be burnt.”


  The other man said, “Let us go back to the town.”


  A man said, “It will be better if we wait until the fire is out, and then we can go and get one or two of his bones, and then when we report the matter to Marshal Gao Qiu and also Master Gao, they will see that we did the work thoroughly.”


  Lin Chong knew by listening that one of the men was the head jailer, and the others were Lu Qian and Fu An. He thought, “Heaven has had pity on Lin Chong! If that straw hut had not fallen down I would certainly have been burnt to death.” He then quietly removed the stone from the door, and holding his spear in one hand he opened the door with his left hand, and shouted out, “Where are you thieves going?”


  The three men wanted to get away at once, but they were so startled that they could not move. Lin Chong stabbed the head jailer with his spear. Lu Qian called out, “Spare my life!” but he was so frightened out of his wits that he could not move either hand or foot. Fu An ran about ten steps, but Lin Chong caught him up and stabbed him in the back. He turned round, and saw that Lu Qian had walked away a few steps. He shouted at him, “You villain! Where are you going?” He seized Lu Qian, and threw him on the ground. He then stuck his spear in the ground, and planted his foot on Lu Qian’s breast. He then drew his sword, and lay it across Lu Qian’s face. He shouted, “You villain! Previously I had no hatred of you so why did you try to injure me?” An old saying says, “Murder may be excused sometimes, but generally no excuse can be allowed.”


  Lu Qian said, “This was not my affair. I am only carrying out the order of the Marshal of the Imperial Guard, and dared not disobey.”


  Lin Chong abused him, “You villain! I have been a friend of yours since we were children, and yet you come now to kill me, although you say it is not your business. I will give you a taste of my sword.” He opened Lu Qian’s dress, and made a big wound in his breast—the blood rushing out in all directions. He then plucked out his heart. Turning his head he noticed that the head jailer had got up, and was getting away. Lin Chong pushed him down, and shouted, “You are a vile fellow! I will also give you a taste of my sword!” He then cut off his head and stuck it to the end of his spear. He then cut off the heads of Lu Qian and Fu An, and tying the hair in one knot took all three heads into the temple, and placed them on the altar. He then put on his gown, and cap, and drank the wine from the gourd. Then picking up his spear he left the temple going east. After walking about a li he came to a village where the men were getting hooks and buckets of water to go and put out the fire. Lin Chong said to them, “You had better hurry up if you are going to put out the fire. I am going to report the matter to the officials.” He then proceeded on his way. The snow was still falling heavily. After walking for about an hour his body was very cold. Looking round he saw that the flames of the fodder depot were now a long way off. Where he had stopped was a dense forest and among the trees were a number of straw huts covered with heavy snow. Through the cracks gleams of light were streaming. He walked towards the huts, and pushing open the door of one, he saw inside an old farmer, and about five farm laborers sitting in a circle round a glaring fire warming their hands. He entered and standing facing the old farmer, he said, “Gentlemen, I salute you. I am employed at the fodder depot belonging to the prison, and as my clothes are wet through I request that you allow me to dry them at your fire.”


  “You can dry them if you like,” said the farmer.


  As Lin Chong was drying his clothes he saw at the side of the fire a jar that was being warmed, and from which came the aroma of wine. So he told them that he had some silver, and wished to buy some of their wine.


  The farmer said, “We take turns during the night in guarding the rice bin, and we each take a drink of the wine as it is so cold. It is now about 4 A.M., and as there won’t be enough for us how can we let you have some? There is no chance of you getting any.”


  “Just sell me only two or three cups of wine to keep out the cold.”


  The farmer said, “Don’t be so greedy!”


  But Lin Chong could not withstand the aroma of the wine so he said, “There is no other way. I must have some.”


  All the men replied, “We have been kind enough to let you dry your clothes, and now you want to drink our wine. Get off at once, and if you don’t go we shall have to tie you up.”


  Upon hearing this Lin Chong became angry, and said that they were very unreasonable. He then took his spear, and putting it under a piece of wood in the fire he flicked the wood into the face of the old farmer burning his mustache. He then scattered the remains of the fire. The farm laborers jumped up, and the farmer ran outside. Lin Chong thrust about him with his spear, and the laborers ran away, but not before they had been beaten with the spear.


  Lin Chong soliloquized, “So they have all gone! Now, you sir can make merry with the wine.” Above the bed were two ladles so taking one he poured out half of the wine, and drank it off. Then picking up his spear he left the hut. But he had drunk too much, and staggered about in all directions. After walking a short distance he came to a ravine where the bitterly cold wind brought him down. It is generally the case that drunken men once fallen cannot get up again, and Lin Chong lay in the snow in his drunken sleep.


  The farm laborers had got the assistance of more than twenty men, but upon reaching the straw hut they could not find Lin Chong. So they followed his footprints in the snow, and so came to the place where he was lying in the snow with his spear at his side. They tied him up with ropes, and then carried him away to another place. Afterwards, it happened that many thousands of armed boats were arranged in close order in a pool of water surrounded by high reeds, and in the middle of the pool was a fortress occupied by over a hundred valiant heroes.


   


  Malice harbored deadly dim;


  Chilled to the marrow in the bones.


   


  We will now relate what this place was where the farm laborers had brought Lin Chong.


  



  CHAPTER 10

   

  Zhu Gui Shoots a Whistling Arrow from an Arbor; Lin Chong Arrived at Liangshan Marsh in the Night During a Heavy Snowstorm


   


   


   


  WHILE the “Leopard’s Head” Lin Chong was drunk he lay down in the snow, and being unable to rise was seized and bound by the farm laborers, and carried to a courtyard. A farm laborer came out of the yard and said to them, “Our master has not got up yet so you had better hang this man up by his hands under the tower at the gate. By daybreak Lin Chong had recovered from his drunkenness. Looking round he realized that he was in the yard of a big farm. He shouted out, “Who has dared to hang me up in this way?”


  A farm laborer hearing him shouting came from inside the gateway, with a stick and spoke in a loud voice to him, “So your spirit is still unbroken?”


  The farmer whose mustache had been singed also came on the scene and said, “Don’t ask him; just beat him! When our master gets up he will cross-examine him minutely.” The farm laborer beat him accordingly.


  Lin Chong had to submit to this beating, but he said, “Never mind this! I have something to say to you.”


  Just then another farm laborer came on the scene, and said that the master was coming. Lin Chong saw him strolling with his hands behind his back, and upon arriving at the veranda he heard him say, “Whom are you beating?”


  The farm laborers replied, “Last night we arrested this man who was stealing our rice!”


  The gentleman approaching recognized Lin Chong. He immediately told the laborers to go away, and releasing him asked, “Drill Instructor, how is it that you were hung up here”


  The farm laborers all retired.


  Lin Chong recognized Chai Jin the “Small Whirlwind,” and immediately said, “Sir, please save me!”


  Chai Jin said, “Drill Instructor, why have you allowed these villagers to disgrace you, and bring you here?”


  Lin Chong said, “That is hard to explain in a few words.”


  The two men went inside and sat down. Lin Chong then related in detail what had happened at the forage depot.


  After listening to this Chai Jin said, “Elder brother, you have been unfortunate. But today Heaven has taken pity and made all straight again, so that you need not worry any more. This is my eastern estate. You can rest here for a few days, and then we will discuss your affairs again.” He then told a laborer to bring a new suit of clothes for Lin Chong, and also to set out wine and food in the room which had a fire in it, as he would ask Lin Chong to dine with him. Lin Chong stayed at that place for about a week, but we need not say anything more about that.


  The superintendent of the prison at Cangzhou reported to his superior officer that Lin Chong had killed the head jailer, Lu Qian, and Fu An, and had set fire to the army fodder depot. Upon hearing of this the magistrate was upset, and immediately issued an order to every district and village that all lower officials were to do their best to arrest Lin Chong. Full particulars were to be given and a full description of Lin Chong was to be placarded in every village and inn on the roads, and a reward of three thousand strings of cash was to be given to any person who gave information leading to his arrest. They were also to make a strict inquiry and search for Lin Chong in every house in their districts.


  When Lin Chong heard of these measures being taken he was so afraid that he felt as though he was sitting on a carpet full of needles. He waited until Squire Chai Jin returned to that estate, and then spoke to him. “I know that you do not want me to go, but I really must depart as these officials are making careful inquiries, and a strict search for me from house to house. Should they come to your house you will, most certainly be implicated. As I am aware of your liberal-mindedness I beg you to lend me some money to cover my traveling expenses, and I will go and hide in some other place. Should I not die I will certainly recompense you, and serve you in any capacity.” Chai Jin said, “As you, elder brother, wish to go I will write a letter, and you can take it to a place I know of. How will that do?”


  “As you Squire,” said Lin Chong, “will assist me in that way I will go and live in that place. But I do not know where you want me to go.”


  “It is a village surrounded by water, called Liangshan Marsh with a fortress in the center called Wanzi Fortress and also Liao-er Hollow. The village has a circumference of over eight hundred li. Just now there are three fine fellows living there. The chief is Wang Lun nicknamed ‘White Clothes Scholar’; the second man is Du Qian nicknamed ‘Sky Feeler,’ and the third man is Song Wan nicknamed ‘Guardian in the Clouds.’ Those men have about eight hundred brigands who plunder the people. Most of them are men who are wanted by the officials for some serious crime or other, and they have fled to that place as a refuge. The three leaders just mentioned are fine men, and as I am intimate with them, they frequently send me letters. I will write a letter for you to take there, and you can join their band. How will that do?”


  “If it is as you say,” said Lin Chong, “it will do very well.”


  Squire Chai Jin said, “The officials have posted two military officers at the pass to cross-examine all persons who leave or enter Cangzhou, and have posted up the notice about you there where you will have to go.” Chai Jin bowed his head in thought, and then continued, “But I have a plan to enable you to pass them.”


  Lin Chong said, “If you assist me in this matter I shall never forget your benevolence.”


  The squire instructed a servant to take Lin Chong’s bundle beyond the barrier erected on the road, and wait there for him. He then summoned about thirty horsemen arrayed in their hunting dress; carrying bows, arrows, flags, and spears; with falcons on their arms, and hunting dogs in leash. He placed Lin Chong in the middle of the company. They all mounted, and left together for the barrier. Upon arrival there the military officers recognized Chai Jin and his men. These officers had been to Chai Jin’s estate before they were commissioned. They now got up from their seats and asked, “Sir, are you going to have some sport again?”


  Chai Jin dismounted and asked them, “What are you doing here?”


  They replied, “The Prefect of Cangzhou has issued an order, that the criminal Lin Chong must be arrested, and we have been specially appointed to watch this place. We have to closely question all travelers and merchants who pass this way before letting them pass.”


  Chai Jin laughed and said, “I am smuggling Lin Chong through among this company of men, so why don’t you recognize him?”


  The officers laughed. “Your Excellency knows the law so well that you would not do any smuggling. Please, sir, mount your horse again.”


  Chai Jin again laughed and said, “That being the case I will get along, and should I kill some game I will make you a present of it.” So bidding them adieu Chai Jin and also his followers mounted their horses, and rode off. After riding about five li they came to the place where the farm laborer was waiting for them with Lin Chong’s bundle. Chai Jin told Lin Chong to dismount; take off the hunting dress and put on his own clothes that the farm laborer had brought along. This he did, then buckled on his sword, put on his felt cap with the red tassel, shouldered his bundle, and holding his halberd in his hand, he saluted Chai Jin, and departed.


  The hunters then mounted their horses, and after the day’s sport they presented some of the game to the officers, and then returned to their village.


  Upon leaving Chai Jin, Lin Chong traveled for about ten days. It was almost the end of the winter, and there were heavy clouds in the sky. A cold north wind was blowing, which scattered snowflakes over the countryside. He plodded along through the snow without stopping anywhere. One very cold day when it was just getting dark, he saw in the distance an inn almost buried in the deep snow. It was close to a lake and on the bank of a stream. Upon arriving there he lifted the reed curtain hanging over the door, and hurriedly entered. Looking round he saw that there were many tables and stools. He took his seat, leant his halberd against a table, hung up his sword, set down his bundle and took off his felt cap. A waiter came forward and asked him how much wine he wanted. Lin Chong ordered two jars of wine. The waiter brought and placed them on the table. Lin Chong then inquired what food he could have. The waiter said they had beef both cooked and raw; a fat goose; and a tender chicken. Lin Chong ordered three jin of beef for a beginning. The waiter very soon brought this in on a big tray with several kinds of vegetables. While Lin Chong was drinking about four bowls of wine he noticed a man walking about with his hands behind his back, and occasionally going to the door to look at the falling snow. Presently the man asked the waiter who the other man was who was drinking wine. Lin Chong saw that he wore a fur cap with a deep rim; a rich gown lined with sable; his boots were made of deer skin, and were neatly made; he was tall, and had a commanding appearance; he had prominent cheek bones, a mustache, and a small beard.


  Lin Chong called for some more wine, and upon it being served he asked the waiter to have a bowl of wine with him. After the waiter had drunk his wine Lin Chong asked him how far it was to Liangshan Marsh. The waiter said that although it was only about a li away there was only one way and that was by water. Lin Chong asked him if he could get a boat for him. The waiter said that as there was so much snow, and also it was getting dark he could not find a boat that day.


  “If you can find me a boat at once I will give you plenty of money,” said Lin Chong.


  The waiter said that there was no place there where he could find a boat.


  Lin Chong wondered what he must do under these circumstances. But after drinking a few cups of wine he became more perplexed. Previously when he was Drill Instructor at the Eastern Capital he had drunk wine and had a good time, but who would have thought that Gao Qiu would injure and brand him, and then force him into his present predicament. “I am,” he thought, “a castaway; although I have a family I cannot go home; a country and yet cannot visit it. It is enough to break one’s heart.” Being so much chagrined he asked the waiter to bring a pen and ink, and wrote a poem on the white wall:


   


  Justice he loved; loyalty his glory,


       For these his fame was sung;


  And far and wide they knew the hero,


       The man of deeds, Lin Chong.


  But now he sails on a sea of trouble,


       Drifts like a reed—and where?


  But powerful east of Mountain Tai,


       With luck he shall rule there.


   


  This written he put down the pen, and had another drink. As he was drinking, the man with the fur-lined gown came forward and embraced him saying, “What a brave man! You committed a great crime at Cangzhou, and yet you come here! The officials have offered a reward of three thousand strings of cash for your arrest so what is your object now?”


  “Do you know me then?” asked Lin Chong.


  “Are you not Lin Chong, the ‘Leopard’s Head’?”


  Lin Chong said, “My name is Zhang.”


  The man laughed at this, and said, “You need not talk so absurdly. You have just written your name on the wall, and also your face is branded so that it is quite clear who you are.”


  “So are you really going to arrest me?” asked Lin Chong.


  The man again laughed and said, “Why should I arrest you?” He then requested Lin Chong to come with him to an arbor at the back of the inn, where he told the waiter to take a lamp and some wine. Upon arrival there he gave him respectful salutation, and then they sat down face to face.


  The man said, “I just heard you inquiring about the road to Liangshan Marsh, and about engaging a boat. That is a stronghold of some robbers, so why are you going there?”


  “I will tell you all about it,” said Lin Chong. “The police are doing their utmost to capture me, and as I have no safe place to go to, I am going to join the band of the fine fellows at that mountain stronghold.”


  “As matters are like this,” said the man, “there will certainly be a man who will recommend you to the robbers.”


  Lin Chong said, “A friend of mine at Cangzhou in the Henghai County has given me an introduction.”


  “Perhaps he is Chai Jin, the ‘Small Whirlwind’?”


  “How do you know that?”


  “Chai Jin is on friendly terms with the chief of the bandits at the mountain stronghold, and correspondence has been continually passing between them,” said the man. “Previously when Wang Lun failed to pass an examination he went with Du Qian to Chai Jin’s house, and lived there for several days. When they left Chai Jin gave them money to cover their traveling expenses, and so they are beholden to him.”


  Upon hearing this Lin Chong saluted, and said, “Although I have eyes I do not recognize your eminence. I request your name.”


  The man again saluted before replying, “I am an agent of the robber chief Wang. My name is Zhu Gui, but the robbers call me ‘Dry Land Crocodile.’ My native place is Yishui County in Yizhou Prefecture. I had an order from the mountain stronghold to open a wine shop here so that I could spy and listen to the conversation of the merchants and others who pass this way. If I hear of any valuables I go and report them to the headquarters on the mountain. If the traveler has no valuable I let him go. But if he has money I either hypnotize him or kill him outright, then cut up the flesh and salt it, and boil the fat into oil for use in the lamps. I heard you inquiring the road to Liangshan Marsh so I did not treat you in that way. Also I saw you write your name on the wall, and I had heard of you as a great hero from the men who had passed this way from the Eastern Capital, but I had not expected to meet you. An introduction from Squire Chai Jin combined with your wide-spread reputation will insure you having a responsible position under our chief Wang.” He then prepared some fish, meat, and other food, and entertained Lin Chong. Both of them sat in the arbor at the side of the lake drinking and eating until midnight.


  Lin Chong asked whether they could get a boat to take them across. Zhu Gui assured him that he could get a boat, and he need not worry. They could stay there until daybreak, and then depart. So they both went to their rooms for a sleep.


  At daybreak Zhu Gui called Lin Chong, and after washing they had their breakfast consisting of wine and meat. It was not yet very bright. Zhu Gui opened the windows of the arbor, and taking a bow decorated with magpies, he shot an arrow, which had a whistle attached, across the water to a spot where the reeds were flat with the ground.


  Lin Chong asked what was the purpose of shooting the arrow.


  “That is a signal to the stronghold,” said Zhu Gui. “A boat will be sent very soon.”


  In a short time they saw about five bandits in a boat emerge from the reeds on the other side, and they quickly rowed the boat across to the arbor. Lin Chong picked up his baggage and weapons, and was conducted on to the boat by Zhu Gui. The bandits rowed the boat across to the other side, and brought it to the Jinsha Bank. Upon touching the bank Zhu Gui conducted Lin Chong ashore. The robbers carried Lin Chong’s baggage and weapons, and the party started off to ascend a hill that was there. On both sides of the road Lin Chong noticed that there were large trees of enormous girth, and halfway up the hill they passed an arbor which was lavishly gilded. Upon turning a corner they came to a barrier where there were arranged many spears, broad swords, two edged swords, halberds, bows, crossbows, short spears, and all around were round logs, and bowlders for rolling down the hill against an ascending foe. The bandits went inside to report their arrival. The two men, Zhu Gui and Lin Chong, entered the stronghold, and advanced between two rows of armed bandits who had their flag flying. After passing through two more barriers they came to the gate of the stronghold. Lin Chong saw that there was a drilling ground as flat as a looking-glass and with a circumference of about 1,958 yards and surrounding the spot on all sides were lofty, majestic cliffs. On two sides were small buildings, and in front was the principal entrance. Zhu Gui conducted Lin Chong to the Assembly Hall where in the principal seat was Wang Lun, at his right hand sat Du Qian the “Sky Feeler,” and on his left sat Song Wan.


  Zhu Gui and Lin Chong both stepped forward, saluted and called out “nuo” to attract attention, and the latter took up his position slightly at one side and behind Zhu Gui, who introduced him, “This is Drill Instructor Lin Chong of the Imperial Guards from the Eastern Capital, commonly known as ‘Leopard’s Head.’ Because of the enmity of Marshal Gao Qiu, he was branded and banished to Cangzhou, and while there the army fodder depot in his charge was burnt down. Because he had killed three men he fled to Squire Chai Jin, with whom he is on very friendly terms. The latter has written a letter of introduction for you.”


  Lin Chong took the letter out of his breast pocket, and handed it to Wang Lun who requested him to be seated on the fourth chair, and Zhu Gui to be seated on the fifth chair. Wang Lun then ordered wine to be brought, and after they had drunk three cups each he asked about the health of Squire Chai Jin.


  Lin Chong replied that Chai went hunting every day.


  After asking the question Wang Lun thought of the time when he was only a poor scholar, and being without luck, he had come there with Du Qian to join the bandits. Afterwards they had been joined by Song Wan, with many men and horses. He had no special ability, and Du Qian and Song Wan had only common military skill. This man had been a Drill Instructor and he must have great military skill. If they admitted him he would soon see their weakness, and take advantage of it, and in case of a fight how could they overcome him? Should they decline to receive him he would be angry. But if they offered excuse, then he would go away and they would avoid any trouble. But that would look as though they had forgotten the kind treatment they had from Squire Chai Jin. However under the present circumstances they could not allow him to stay here. He therefore told his followers to prepare a feast, and invited Lin Chong to take part in it. All the five men dined together, and when they had finished Wang Lun told the servants to bring a tray with fifty taels of silver, and two rolls of coarse silk cloth. Upon their arrival he stood up and said: “Squire Chai has written us a letter introducing you, and recommending that you should join our band, but unfortunately we are short of rations, and the rooms are in disorder; our followers are very few; and I am afraid that your prospect would be spoiled by staying here. We hope you will not laugh at our small presents or be offended but we hope that you will be able to find a bigger stronghold than this where you can stay.”


  Lin Chong replied, “I request you to listen to what I have to say now. I heard of your great reputation over three hundred li away, and I have come a long distance to find a refuge under your roof. Relying on the influence of Squire Chai I fled to your stronghold to join your band. Although I have no ability I hope that you will allow me to stay here as without flattering I can say that I am willing to die in case of danger. I did not come here for money, and therefore I hope the chief will take my request into favorable consideration.”


  “This is only a small place, and we cannot afford to keep you here,” said Wang Lun. “Don’t think we have any other reason.”


  Zhu Gui remonstrated with Wang Lun, “Elder brother, please allow me to speak on this matter. If our supply of food is small we can borrow some from the neighboring villages and distant market towns; as for dwelling, there is enough timber on this mountain and the surrounding land to build a thousand houses. This man has come here with an introduction from Squire Chai so how can we ask him to go to another place? Moreover Squire Chai previously treated us well, so if we do not receive this man here it will look bad. This man has great skill, and will use it to our advantage.”


  Du Qian said, “I do not think that it is right to say that the admittance of this one man will be too much for our stronghold? But I say that if we do not receive this man, Squire Chai will be offended and will think that we are very ungrateful. As he helped us so much in the past how can we turn this man away?”


  Song Wan offered his advice, “In view of the great influence of Squire Chai I suggest that we keep Lin Chong here, and make him one of our leaders. On the other hand, if we do not employ him all the other outlaws like ourselves will laugh at our lack of gratitude.”


  “You are overlooking something,” said Wang Lun. “Although this man committed a great crime at Cangzhou, but you do not know yet what his real intention was in coming here. If he has bad intentions what will you do?”


  Lin Chong said, “I fled to this place to join your band because I had committed a crime. Why do you suspect me?”


  “It that case, if you really want to join us, you should present a ‘membership application,’ said Wang Lun.


  “I know something about writing ‘characters,’” said Lin Chong, “please let me have ink and paper to write it out.”


  “Drill Instructor,” said Zhu Gui, “you do not understand. When anybody joins our band, he must present an application. That means that he must go down the mountain and kill a man. Then when he returns and presents a man’s head, the chief will be satisfied. That is what we call ‘presenting an application.’”


  Lin Chong said, “That won’t be difficult, and I will go at once, and get it done. But I am afraid it will be some time before anyone comes along.”


  Wang Lun said, “Very well, I will allow you three days, and if you present your application in that time you can join us, but if you fail to do so then do not blame me if I don’t admit you.”


  Lin Chong agreed to these conditions. He then went with the bandits to his quarters, and slept there that night. During the night Zhu Gui departed and went down the mountain to his inn.


  The following morning Lin Chong got up early, and after breakfast, buckled on his short sword, and took his halberd in his hand. He then summoned one of the bandits to show him the way down the mountain, and crossing the lake by boat, he hid himself at a lonely spot on the road waiting for someone to pass. He waited there from early morning till late at night without a single individual passing that way. He was very disappointed at this, but summoning the bandit they both returned to the mountain stronghold.


  Upon reaching the stronghold Wang Lun asked where the “membership application” was.


  Lin Chong replied that not a single person had passed him that day so that he had not been able to get a head.


  Wang Lun said that if he did not get a head the next day it would be awkward.


  Lin Chong did not reply to this as he was so depressed. He went and had his meals and then went to bed.


  The following morning he again summoned the bandit to go with him down the mountain.


  The bandit suggested that they should go to the southern road that day. They did this, and hid in the forest on that road. About noon a large party of about three hundred people passed, but as they all kept close together Lin Chong dared not attack anyone of them. He still kept looking out, but not another person passed that way.


  Lin Chong spoke to his bandit companion, “How unlucky I am! Here I have been watching for two days, and no single person has passed me.”


  “Elder brother, never mind,” said the bandit. “There is still one more day left, and tomorrow I will go with you to the eastern road.”


  When they got back at the stronghold Wang Lun asked where the head was. Lin Chong dared not reply, but simply heaved a sigh.


  “I suppose you have not got one today,” said Wang Lun laughingly, “I gave you three days, but two have already passed without any result. If you don’t get one tomorrow you need not try to see me, but instead you must leave the mountain at once.”


  Lin Chong withdrew to his quarters in a very melancholy frame of mind. Gazing towards heaven he sighed as he thought how that thief Gao Qiu had ill-treated him, and how both gods and men had not given him the least assistance. Really he had had very bad luck.


  The following day after breakfast he packed up his things in a bundle, and left them in his room. Then picking up his weapons he departed with his bandit companion and went down the mountain and across the lake to the eastern road. He said to the bandit, “If I do not get a head today I then have to go and find another place where I can get a peaceful living.” They hid in a forest there until noon without anyone passing. The snow had ceased falling, and it was a very bright clear day. Lin Chong picking up his weapons spoke to his companion, “I see that I am again unfortunate. I think I had better get my bundle, and set out for another place before it gets dark.”


  His companion pointed with his finger and said, ‘Fine! But is not that a man coming?”


  Lin Chong looked in the direction pointed out, and said that he felt ashamed. In the distance he saw a man coming along by the foot of the mountain. He waited until the man got near, and then taking his halberd he struck it against the ground, and jumped out of the shade of the forest. The man upon seeing Lin Chong exclaimed “Ai Ya,” threw down his load, and ran away. Lin Chong ran after him, but could not catch up to him. The man disappeared round the shoulder of the hill.


  Lin Chong spoke to his bandit companion who had followed him, “You see what bad luck I have! After waiting for three days the man who turns up runs away.”


  The bandit replied, “Although you cannot kill the man you can seize the bundle of valuables he has left behind instead.”


  “You can carry the baggage up the mountain, but I will wait here for a little time more.”


  A short time after the bandit had departed with the booty Lin Chong saw a tall man again coming along the road.


  Lin Chong said to himself, “Now Heaven is assisting me.”


  The man was armed with a long bladed halberd, and upon getting near and seeing Lin Chong he shouted in a very loud voice, “You thief! I shall murder every bandit I can get hold of. Where is my baggage? I am going to arrest you as you have ‘pulled the tiger’s whiskers.’” So saying he sprang forward, and Lin Chong noticing his extremely fierce expression, advanced to encounter him.


  The fighting of this man with Lin Chong resulted, as we shall see, in an addition to Liangshan Marsh.


   


  At Liangshan Marsh tigers bold and fierce,


  At Water Margin beasts with glaring eyes.


   


  We will now relate who this man was.


  



  CHAPTER 11

   

  Lin Chong Becomes a Bandit at Liangshan Marsh; Yang Zhi Sells a Sword at Kaifeng


   


   


   


  LIN CHONG noticed that the man was wearing a felt hat, with a red tassel on top; a white silk fighting gown; a loose sash; a pair of trousers with the bottom wrapped round with blue and white bands of cloth (like puttees). His socks were of deerskin, and his boots were of undressed cowhide. He had a halberd in his hand, and a sword in his belt. He was over six feet high, and his face was covered with blue spots. His mustache and scanty side whiskers were of brown color; his felt cap was hanging down his back by the strings; his loose clothes were displaying his broad breast; and wrapped around his head was a small turban. Pointing his halberd at Lin Chong he spoke in a loud voice, “You thief! Where is my baggage?”


  As Lin Chong was not in a good temper he did not reply, but glared at his adversary, and turned up the corners of his mustache. He grasped his halberd, and advanced to fight with the man. Just at that time the weather was clear and bright, with no clouds in the sky.


  These men in their bloodthirsty struggle trampled down the snow on the bank of a small stream at that spot.


  They had about thirty bouts, without either side winning or losing. They went on and had about ten more combats when they heard on the hillside a loud voice saying, “These two fine fellows, you need not fight any more.”


  Upon hearing this Lin Chong leapt to one side out of the ring as an indication that he had stopped fighting. The two men looking up the hillside saw there Wang Lun, the “White Clothes Scholar,” Du Qian, Song Wan, and many other bandits. They descended the hill, and crossed the lake by boats. Upon their arrival Wang Lun said, “You two, good fellows, are expert with the halberd. Quite marvelous! This is my younger brother, Lin Chong, ‘Leopard’s Head.’ Who are you, the blue marked face? What is your name?”


  The man replied, “I am the grandson of Marquis Yang Linggong, and my father and his grandfather were generals. My name is Yang Zhi, and I am now wandering about ‘west of the pass.’ While young I passed a test for my military skill and had a small position in the Imperial Guard. The Emperor decided to build a palace on Mount Wansui, and deputed ten of us lieutenants to get the marble from a quarry near the Taihu Lake, near Suzhou, and convey it to the Eastern Capital. I did not expect bad luck, but in conveying the marble along the Yellow River a strong wind overturned the boat and the valuable cargo was all lost. I was afraid to go back to my post, and ran away to hide myself in some other place. Since then, however, I have been pardoned. So I got together some money and presents for the officials of the Grand Council at the capital, to try to regain my position. In passing this place I hired a farm laborer to carry my baggage, and did not expect that I should lose it like this. Are you now going to give it back?”


  “Is not your nickname ‘Blue Faced Brute,’” inquired Wang Lun.


  “That is so.”


  “As that is the case,” said Wang Lun, “please come to our stronghold, and after a few cups of wine I will return your baggage.”


  “You are a fine fellow,” said Yang Zhi, “and as you know me I think it will be better if you give me my baggage, and never mind about the wine.”


  “When I sat for the examinations at the Eastern Capital a number of years ago,” said Wang Lun, “I then heard of your fame. It is very opportune for us to meet here today, so how can I let you depart without entertaining you? Please come to our mountain stronghold just for a little chat. I really have no other intention.”


  Yang Zhi agreed to this, and thereupon they all crossed the lake, and ascended the hill to the stronghold. Zhu Gui at the inn was summoned to the stronghold for an interview. They all gathered together in the Assembly Hall. On the left were four seats for Wang Lun, Du Qian, Song Wan, and Zhu Gui, and on the other side were seats for Yang Zhi and Lin Chong. When they were all seated Wang Lun ordered a sheep to be killed, some wine to be prepared, and made arrangements for a banquet to entertain the guests.


  While they were dining Wang Lun thought the situation over, and saw that if they kept only Lin Chong, he would discover their weakness. But on the other hand if they got Yang Zhi to stay he would be able to keep Lin Chong in order. So pointing to Lin Chong he said to Yang Zhi, “This our younger brother is Lin Chong, nicknamed ‘Leopard’s Head,’ who previously was Drill Instructor in the Imperial Guards, but the Marshal Gao Qiu, did not like him, and banished him to Cangzhou. There was some further trouble at that place so that he has just arrived here. You are a lieutenant and are on your way to the capital to get a position. I do not intend to ask you to join us but will simply point out that previously I sat for the civil service examination, but afterwards became a brigand. Although you have been pardoned you will still be regarded as an offender, and therefore you will have a difficulty in getting back your previous post. Moreover, Gao Qiu is still in office so it is unlikely that he will be willing to give you a position. So would it not be better for you to stay here, and becoming a hero, share with us the silver, gold, wine, and meats? Do you not think this is a better plan?”


  “I am much obliged to you for your kind invitation,” said Yang Zhi, “but I have a relative at the capital, who was blamed for my offense, and I have never been able to thank him for his part in the affair. Today I must really go on my way to see him, so I hope that you will let me have my baggage at once. If you do not give it to me then I must depart empty-handed.”


  Wang Lun laughed at this, and said, “You say you will not stay, so how can I use force and compel you to join our band? I must ask you to rest here for the night at least, and depart tomorrow.”


  Yang Zhi was much pleased with this settlement, and after drinking wine together until about ten o’clock they each went to their separate rooms to sleep.


  The following day they were up very early, and after breakfast the bandit chief detailed a man to carry the baggage, and accompany Yang Zhi down the mountain. All the leaders went down the mountain; across the lake, and put Yang Zhi on the road again where they bade him adieu, and then returned to their stronghold.


  Wang Lun told Lin Chong that he would take thereafter the fourth seat, and Zhu Gui, the fifth.


  Now we will not go into the question of the fighting and looting of these five leaders and their bandits on Liangshan Marsh.


  Yang Zhi soon found a man to carry his baggage, and then dismissed the bandit soldier who went back to the stronghold on the hill. Within a few days he reached the Eastern Capital. Finding an inn he stopped there. He duly paid the countryman for carrying his baggage, and dismissed him. Taking off his sword and putting his baggage in a room, he gave the waiter a little money to go and buy some wine and meat for him.


  After a few days he requested a man to go to the Grand Council, and make some arrangement for his case to be reconsidered. He also took the silver and gold articles, and sent them to the higher and lower officials with a request that he should be reinstated with his rank of lieutenant. When he had expended all his presents an order came instructing him to call and see the Marshal Gao Qiu . Upon Yang Zhi’s arriving at the headquarters, Gao Qiu looked at his official record and was very angry. He spoke in a loud voice, “I see from this record that ten lieutenants were deputed to bring marble, but nine executed the work, and you were the only one who lost a cargo. You did not even come and report the loss, but instead ran away to avoid being arrested! Although you were pardoned of this serious offense, yet I cannot give you a commission in the army again.” He then made his mark on the record and gave an order that Yang Zhi be driven away. That hero left the headquarters in a very melancholy frame of mind. Upon arriving at his inn he thought matters over, and saw that Wang Lun was quite right in the advice he had given him. But as his family had a clean record, he could not join their band and disgrace his parents.


  He hoped that he might by meritorious service at some distant frontier again establish a good reputation for himself, and even add to the luster of his ancestors, and make it better for his descendants. He did not, however, expect this rebuff. “Marshal Gao! How malicious you are! How cruel!” He was in a state of mental agony for some time.


  He stayed at the inn for a few days until all his money was spent. Then he wondered what he must do. His ancestors had bequeathed him the best of swords which he had always carried with him. But now that he was in difficulty he had to go on the street and try to sell this sword for several hundred strings of cash. That would enable him to get away to some other place. So he tied some grass to the sword to indicate that it was for sale, and went out. He went to the Horse Market Street, and stood there for a long time, without any inquiry being made. In the afternoon he removed to the Tianhanzhou Bridge where there was more traffic. When he had been standing there a short time he noticed that the men on both sides of the bridge ran off to hide in the alleyways near the bridge. While Yang Zhi was looking on at this confusion he heard some men say, “Hide quickly! The ‘Big Tiger’ is coming!”


  Yang Zhi said, “How strange! This is the capital, and yet there is a ‘Big Tiger’ here!” Looking along the street he noticed in the distance a big black man coming who was evidently half drunk as he staggered along. Yang Zhi then remembered that he had previously heard that in the capital there was a bully called Niu Er whose nickname was “Hairless Tiger.” He had the reputation of always making rows and fighting on the streets. He had been before many magistrates but even the Prefect had not been able to make him submissive, and therefore when he came on the street everybody ran away to hide until he had passed. On this occasion he hurried up to Yang Zhi and took the sword out of the latter’s hand. He asked, “How much do you want for this sword?”


  Yang Zhi informed him that it was an excellent sword and an heirloom, but he was willing to sell it for three thousand strings of cash.


  “What sword is this that you want so much money for?” asked Niu Er. “I can buy a good sword for thirty cash which will cut up meat and bean curd. What is there about this sword that will justify you in calling it an excellent sword?”


  “This sword,” said Yang Zhi, “is not for use in an inn cutting up meat, but is an excellent sword.”


  “But why do you call it an excellent sword?” asked Niu Er again.


  Yang Zhi said, “This sword will cut through copper or iron without the edge being blunted, and again if you blow a hair against the edge the hair will be cut in half, and yet again if you kill a man there will be no blood left on the blade.”


  Niu Er asked, “But dare you cut copper with it?”


  Yang Zhi said, “If you bring some cash here then you can see whether it will cut or not.”


  Niu Er went to a peppermint shop at the side of the bridge and demanded twenty copper coins valued at three cash each. He put these on the stone railing of the bridge and said to Yang Zhi: “If you can cut those in half I will give you three thousand strings of cash for the sword.”


  The people did not dare to come and see what was taking place, but they stood around in the distance looking on.


  Yang Zhi said, “That will easily be done.” He took the sword and taking a careful steady aim he cut the coppers in half with one stroke. The crowd seeing what he had done applauded.


  Niu Er said, “What are you people applauding for?” He then turned to Yang Zhi and asked him what was the second thing that the sword could do.


  Yang Zhi said that if be got several hairs, and put them on the edge of the sword, and then blew, the hairs would be entirely cut in half.


  Niu Er did not believe this, but he pulled some hair from his own head, handed them to Yang Zhi and said, “You blow, and I will watch.”


  Yang Zhi taking the hair in his left hand, put it against the edge of the sword and with his blowing very hard the hair fell to the ground cut in half. The crowd had increased in size and applauded this.


  Niu Er asked, “What was the third thing this sword can do?”


  Yang Zhi said, “If a man is killed there is no sign of blood on the blade.”


  Niu Er asked, “How can that be?”


  Yang Zhi said, “It cuts so quickly that the blood has no time to get on the blade.”


  Niu Er said, “I don’t believe that. But you just kill a man, and I will see whether that will happen.”


  Yang Zhi said, “This is the Imperial city so how dare I kill a man here? But as you do not believe what I say, then get a dog and I will kill it, and you will then see what happens.”


  “Your claim was to kill a man, and you did not say anything about a dog.”


  Yang Zhi said, “I suppose you don’t really want to buy. But why are you wasting my time by such remarks?”


  “Let me have a look at the sword,” said Niu Er.


  Yang Zhi replied, “You are still talking without coming to the point. I did not ask you to come here to buy the sword, and I am not a person with whom you can pick a quarrel.”


  “Very well,” said Niu Er, “perhaps you had better kill me!”


  “I had no quarrel with you before,” said Yang Zhi, “and now our bargaining has been fruitless, so why should I kill you?”


  Niu Er took hold of Yang Zhi and said, “I most certainly want to buy your sword.”


  “If you want to buy then bring the money,” said Yang Zhi


  “I have no money,” said Niu Er.


  “As you are without money why do you hold me like this?”


  “Because I want your sword.”


  “Then I won’t give it to you.”


  “As you are a brave man you may give me a cut with the sword,” said Niu Er in a provocative voice.


  Yang Zhi became angry at this, and pushed Niu Er down on the ground. Niu Er got up and butted his head against Yang Zhi’s breast.


  Yang Zhi then addressed the surrounding crowd, “Neighbors, you have witnessed what has happened. I have no money, and want to sell this sword. This bully is determined to have it and has assaulted me, and wants to fight.”


  The neighbors were all afraid of Niu Er, and therefore nobody stepped forward to mediate in the quarrel.


  Niu Er shouted, “You say that I have assaulted you, so if I do hit you it won’t matter, I suppose.” So saying he lifted up his right hand to strike Yang Zhi. But Yang Zhi drew back, seized his sword, and thrust the point of it into the neck of Niu Er who fell down. Yang Zhi stepped forward, and thrust his sword twice into the breast of Niu Er. The blood gushed out, and the latter was soon dead.


  Yang Zhi spoke to the crowd of people, “I have killed this rascal, and I do not want any of you to be blamed for it. As he is quite dead now I want you to come with me to the yamen, and report voluntarily as to how it was done.”


  The bystanders came forward, and accompanied Yang Zhi to the yamen to give evidence. Upon arrival they found that the Prefect was in the court so they all crowded in and knelt down. Yang Zhi placed the sword before the Prefect, and said, “I was previously a lieutenant in the Imperial Guard but was dismissed owing to having lost a cargo of marble. As I had no money I took my sword to the street with the object of selling it. While I was there a blackguard named Niu Er came and tried to take the sword from me by force and also assaulted me. Because of this I got angry, and killed him. All these men saw what happened.”


  The bystanders confirmed this statement with many details.


  The Prefect said that as Yang Zhi had come forward and confessed the crime he would not inflict the usual punishment of beating with the bamboo. He then instructed the coroner with two assistants to go and hold a post-mortem examination of the body. A cangue was put on Yang Zhi who, with all the bystanders, departed with the coroner to the Tianhanzhou Bridge. Upon their arrival a careful examination of the body took place, and after having recorded the inquisition they returned to the yamen where the evidence of the bystanders was recorded, and duly attested by them. They were then released by bail and Yang Zhi was sent to prison.


  In the prison the superintendent, jailers, and turnkeys did not ask Yang Zhi to give them money this time, but instead they took pity on him, and treated him well, because they heard that he had killed for the people the “Hairless Tiger,” Niu Er. Moreover the neighbors near the Tianhanzhou Bridge collected money; some of which they gave to Yang Zhi, and with another part they purchased food and sent it to him, and another part was given to the prison officials with a request that they should treat Yang Zhi well. The magistrate who considered the case saw that Yang Zhi was a good man, and had rid the capital of a great bully. As no relatives or mourners had come forward from Niu Er’s family, the judge decided to give a very light sentence. At several cross-examinations Yang Zhi besides confessing the crime, made it clear that he had done it unintentionally, and in a fit of temper. After keeping Yang Zhi in prison for sixty days without anything further turning up, the judge reported to the Prefect that the prisoner Yang Zhi had been given twenty blows with the bamboo, the cangue had been removed, he had been branded on both sides of his face and he recommended that he be banished to the Northern Capital, Daming Prefecture. The sword was ordered to be confiscated.


  The Prefect thereupon issued an order that two aides, named Zhang Long and Zhao Hu, were to escort Yang Zhi, and that the prisoner was to have only a light cangue weighing ten pounds.


  The wealthy people in the neighborhood of the Tianhanzhou Bridge collected money to present to Yang Zhi, and then waited there for him and his escort to pass. Upon their arrival they were asked to adjourn to an inn for some food and wine. There they presented some silver to the escort, and said, “We think that Yang Zhi is a good man, and has rescued us from much danger and trouble, and we therefore hope that you will look after him well on the road to Daming.”


  Chang Long and Zhao Hu said, “We are already aware that he is a good man so you need not give us any orders and may rest assured that we will treat him well.”


  After the people had also given Yang Zhi plenty of money to cover his traveling expenses they all departed.


  Yang Zhi then got his escort to take him to the inn where he had previously stayed, and there he invited them to take food and wine with him. He paid the money owing for the room he had occupied, got together his clothes and also bought some plasters which he applied to the sores left on him as a result of the bamboo he had been beaten with. All three then started off on the road towards Daming Prefecture. On the road there was a single stone every five li, and two stones every ten li. At every town and city Yang Zhi bought meat and wine which he asked his escort also to partake of. They walked during the day, and slept at inns for the night. In a short time they duly reached Daming. Upon arriving there they found an inn at which they stayed. At that time the commander-in-chief had his headquarters at the Northern Capital (Daming) where he had great power, and authority as he not only controlled the army but in addition governed the people. The commander in chief was Grand Secretary Liang, the son-in-law of the Prime Minister Cai Jing.


  It was the nineth day of the second lunar month when the escort arrived with Yang Zhi, and they delivered the report to that commander-in-chief who was at the headquarters at that time. Now it happened that Grand Secretary Liang had known Yang Zhi at the time he was stationed in the Eastern Capital. Upon reading the report he at once asked how it had happened that he had left the army.


  Yang Zhi explained how he had been dismissed from the army by Marshal Gao, and how he had spent all his money in bribing officers to get him reinstated. How he had tried to sell his sword on the street, and during a fit of temper had killed Niu Er. He told him every detail of his affairs.


  When Grand Secretary Liang heard it all he was much pleased. He gave orders for the cangue to be removed, and that Yang Zhi was to be employed at headquarters. The reply for the Eastern Capital was sent off by the escort.


  At Liang’s headquarters Yang Zhi was very diligent and attentive at his duties. The commander-in-chief noticed this, and decided to give him a commission in the army with a salary attached to it. But as he was afraid of some opposition to this from the other officers he issued a general order that all ranks should proceed to the drill ground outside the East Gate (two li from the city) where there would be a general parade and inspection of the troops.


  On the evening of the same day when he issued this order Grand Secretary Liang sent for Yang Zhi to come and see him. Upon his arrival he spoke to him: “I have thought of giving you a commission in the army with a suitable salary. But I do not know what training or skill you have in military matters.”


  “I previously passed a military examination, and obtained a commission. I, in fact, learned the eighteen military arts when I was quite young. I am much obliged to you for your mentioning this, and this seems to me as the emerging of the sun from among the clouds. Should I be promoted I shall be only too glad if I had the opportunity of doing some services to you.”


  Grand Secretary Liang was much pleased upon hearing this, and presented him with an officer’s uniform and armor.


  The following day was the middle of the second month, and the weather was warm with a little breeze. After breakfast Grand Secretary Liang and Yang Zhi mounted their horses, and with a bodyguard both in front and behind proceeded outside the East Gate. Upon their arrival at the parade ground, the large number of troops and officers stood to attention. They proceeded to the inspection platform where they dismounted, and Grand Secretary Liang took his seat in a chair ornamented with silver. On either side of him stood the officers: staff officers, drill masters, generals, commanders, adjutant-generals, captains, and lieutenants. Before and behind were numerous minor officers. Near his chair stood his two chief Generals Li Cheng nicknamed “Li, the King of Heaven,” and Wen Da nicknamed “Wen, the Great Sword.” These two were the most skilled in the military arts. They led their foot and cavalry troops before the platform for inspection, and they all saluted Liang by calling out “nuo” three times. A yellow flag was floating over the platform, and on both sides were about fifty drums and trumpets which kept up a rhythm of sounds three times each alternately. Everything else was very quiet. A large white flag was then unfurled on the platform, and all the troops stood to attention upon seeing this. A red signaling flag was next unfurled, and the drums and trumpets burst forth to draw attention to it, and immediately five hundred soldiers wheeled round into two sections, holding their swords in their hands.


  A small white signaling flag was next waved, and all the officers on horseback assembled in front of the platform, and there reined their steeds in. Grand Secretary Liang summoned Lieutenant Zhou Jin, and that officer galloped forward, dismounted in front of the platform, stuck his spear in the ground, stood to attention, and at the same moment replied in a loud voice “nuo.”


  Grand Secretary Liang then told him to go through his fencing drill. Upon hearing this order Lieutenant Zhou Jin took his spear, mounted, and went through a display of cavalry horsemanship and sword drill in front of the platform, and was applauded by the troops.


  Grand Secretary Liang then summoned Yang Zhi, and upon that officer’s arrival he spoke to him: “Yang Zhi, I know that previously you were an officer at the Eastern Capital, but have been banished here because of some fault. Just now the bandits are giving a lot of trouble, and the government must employ men to suppress them. Now are you willing to have a bout with Zhou Jin so that I can see your skill and whether you are suitable for a commission? If you defeat Zhou Jin you can have his rank and duties.”


  “As you, my benefactor, ask me to do this I must do it,” said Yang Zhi.


  Grand Secretary Liang then gave orders for a mail suit of armor, suitable arms, and a horse to be placed at Yang Zhi’s disposal, while he was fencing with Zhou Jin. Yang Zhi went to the rear of the platform, and put on the armor and helmet which had been presented to him the night previously. He took a bow, an arrow, and with a sword at his side, and a spear in his hand, he mounted a horse and rode forth.


  Grand Secretary Liang then gave orders that Yang Zhi and Zhou Jin must fence first with spears only.


  Upon hearing this Zhou Jin was angry, and said, “This banished criminal! He dares to fence with me!”


  Who could know that Yang Zhi was also extremely angry at having to fence with Zhou Jin.


   


  At the tourney Yang Zhi was famous,


  Soon in army none so dangerous.


   


  We will now relate how this fencing match turned out.


  



  CHAPTER 12

   

  The Urgent Vanguard Strives for Merit at the Parade Ground; the Blue Faced Brute Takes Part in the Military Sports


   


   


   


  YANG ZHI and Zhou Jin were mounted on their horses, but while waiting at the foot of the flagpole for the signal to start the staff officer Wen Da shouted out, “Wait a bit!” He then went to Grand Secretary Liang on the platform and said to him, “Sir, we do not yet know what skill these two men have in military sports, but their arms are dangerous weapons suitable for killing thieves and exterminating bandits. I am afraid that today somebody may be seriously wounded—a slight blow might cripple a man for life whereas a serious blow might kill a man, and that would not be for the good of the army. So I beg to suggest that the spikes should be removed from the spears, and replaced by the felt. Then they should both wear black dress. The felt knobs on the spears should then be rubbed in lime dust so that they would leave a mark on the clothing for each hit, and the man who has the most white marks will be the loser.”


  “That is a sensible proposal,” said the Grand Secretary Liang. Orders were given accordingly.


  Upon receiving the order the two horsemen retired behind the platform, where the spikes were removed from their spears and replaced by the knobs of felt. They rubbed these knobs well with lime dust, and put on some black clothing. When this had been done they remounted, and rode round to the drill ground.


  Zhou Jin urged his horse forward to fight with Yang Zhi, and the latter did the same. They both dashed past each other, returned again, backwards and forwards many times, thrusting and parrying as they passed. After about fifty of these passages at arms Zhou Jin had so many white spots on his clothes that he looked as though somebody had thrown bean curd at him whereas Yang Zhi had only one single white spot under his left shoulder.


  Grand Secretary Liang was much pleased at this, and summoning Zhou Jin he spoke to him; ‘‘My predecessor gave you a commission as Lieutenant, but I think your military skill is of poor quality as you have been beaten in this way. So how can you fight anywhere and continue to receive a Lieutenant’s salary?” He then summoned Yang Zhi, and gave him the position of Zhou Jin.


  Just then General Li Cheng arrived on the platform and reported to Grand Secretary Liang that Zhou Jin’s use of the spear was very poor, but as a mounted archer he was excellent. For that reason he must not be dismissed from his position, as the troops would be dissatisfied if that was done. Perhaps it would be better if Zhou Jin and Yang Zhi now contested as archers.


  Grand Secretary Liang thought that a good idea, and gave instructions accordingly.


  Upon receiving this order Zhou Jin and Yang Zhi both stuck their spears in the ground, and armed themselves with bows and arrows. Yang Zhi took the bow out of its case, adjusted the string, then raising it aloft he mounted his horse, and rode to the front of the platform where he saluted the Grand Secretary Liang by rising in his stirrups and said, “I am afraid, sir, that one of us may be wounded by an arrow, and I ask for your instructions in the matter.”


  Grand Secretary Liang said, “in military sports one should not display anxiety about wounds. If someone is killed by an arrow we shall not hold a court-martial.”


  Yang Zhi returned to the parade ground, and General Li Cheng then gave an order that each combatant should bear a rattan shield to protect his body from the arrows being shot.


  Both combatants took a shield and hung it on his shoulder. Yang Zhi then told his opponent that he could have three shots at him, and he would follow with three shots.


  Zhou Jin upon hearing this only wished that he could shoot an arrow that would go right through Yang Zhi’s body.


  On the other hand Yang Chin saw that Zhou Jin had no skill, and was not afraid of him.


  Just then the purple signaling flag was waved from the platform, and Yang Zhi urged his horse forward, and rode towards the south side. Zhou Jin followed him, and dropped the reins on the saddle. With the bow in his left hand, he took an arrow in his right hand aimed at Yang Zhi’s back and pulling the bow to its full extent and let fly the arrow.


  Yang Zhi heard the twang of the bow string, and immediately swung his body down resting entirety on one stirrup. The arrow flew past without touching him. Upon seeing that the arrow had missed its mark Zhou Jin was very much upset. He immediately took a second arrow out of his quiver, fitted it to his bow, took a steady aim at Yang Zhi’s back, and again let fly the arrow.


  Yang Zhi heard the arrow flying through the air, and taking his bow, turned round, and parried the arrow by a stroke of his bow. The arrow turned several somersaults ere it reached the ground.


  This made Zhou Jin more annoyed than ever. As Yang Zhi had now reached the extreme limit of the parade ground he wheeled his horse round, and galloped back to the platform. Zhou Jin also galloped back to the same spot, and there the two horses pranced about impatiently. Zhou Jin now took his third arrow from his quiver, fixed it carefully to the bowstring, and exerting his full strength, drew the bow to its full extent and shot the arrow again at Yang Zhi’s back. But Yang Zhi again heard the twang of the bowstring, and turning round in his saddle he caught the arrow with his hand as it flew past him. Then urging his horse forward he galloped to the front of the inspection platform and there threw the arrow on the ground.


  Upon seeing this feat of skill Grand Secretary Liang was much pleased, and gave an order that Yang Zhi must now shoot three arrows at Zhou Jin. The purple flag was again waved to signal that the sport was to continue.


  Zhou Jin threw down his bow, and taking his shield in his hand he urged his horse forward, and rode towards the southern part of the parade ground. Yang Zhi stooping forward in his saddle, urged his horse in the same direction. He then drew the string of his bow, without placing an arrow there, and let the bowstring, go. Zhou Jin hearing the twang of the bowstring, turned round, and held his shield to protect his body, but no arrow came. He thought that Yang Zhi might be good with a spear, but evidently he could not even shoot an arrow. He continued his course, and decided that if the second attempt was also a failure he would shout out, and claim a win. As he had now reached the limit of the parade ground he wheeled round, and returned to the platform again. Upon seeing this Yang Zhi also wheeled his horse round, and returned to the same spot. By that time Yang Zhi had taken an arrow out of his quiver, and fitted it to his bowstring. He thought that if he shot the arrow at Zhou Jin’s back he would probably kill him. As he had no enmity towards Zhou Jin he decided to shoot an arrow and hit him in some non-vital spot. In his left hand he held the bow as firmly as a mountain while in his right hand he held the arrow as lightly as though he carried a baby. So pulling his bowstring to its full extent until the bow was like a full moon in shape, he shot the arrow which flew with the speed of a falling star, and struck Zhou Jin’s shoulder. This occurred much quicker than it takes us to describe it. Zhou Jin fell off his horse and the animal being free galloped off to the back of the inspection platform. A number of soldiers came forward to help Zhou Jin to get up.


  Grand Secretary Liang was again much pleased at seeing this, and summoning his adjutant he dictated an order that Yang Zhi take the rank and position of Zhou Jin. Yang Zhi heard this but did not allow his feelings to be visible in his face. He dismounted and approaching the inspection platform saluted, and offered thanks for his promotion.


  Just then however a man ascended the steps leading to the inspection platform on the left side, and called out, “You need not offer thanks for your promotion. I will have a couple of bouts with you.”


  Yang Zhi saw that the man was over seven feet in height; had a round face with large ears; a broad and square shaped mouth; with bushy side whiskers; a general austere, dignified, and handsome appearance. Coming before the Grand Secretary he called out, “Sir, Zhou Jin has evidently not quite recovered from a sickness, and not being in the best of health, has been defeated by Yang Zhi. Though I have no particular ability, yet I am quite willing to compete with Yang Zhi. If Yang Zhi defeats me even only slightly then I shall be quite willing to let him take my rank and position instead of Zhou Jin’s. Even if he kills me it won’t matter.”


  Grand Secretary Liang recognized the man as Captain Suo Chao of the headquarters at the Northern Capital, Daming. He had a fiery disposition, and would invariably fought for the honor of the state, and even killed men so that everybody called him “The Urgent Vanguard.”


  General Li Cheng upon hearing the man make this statement left the inspection platform, and going round to the front of it addressed the Grand Secretary, “Sir, Yang Zhi was previously an officer in the Imperial Guard and therefore it is only to be expected that his skill in military sports would be better than that of Zhou Jin. I think it would be a good idea if Yang Zhi now contested with Captain Suo, and then we should see exactly who is the better man.”


  Grand Secretary Liang thought the matter over. He certainly wished to give Yang Zhi an officer’s commission, but as so many were opposed to that, he would wait until Yang Zhi had defeated Suo Chao, so that nobody could then raise any objection even if Suo Chao was killed. So he summoned Yang Zhi and asked him, “Would you care to compete against Suo Chao in the military sports?”


  Yang Zhi replied, “Sir, if you give me an order I must obey it.”


  Liang said, “In that case you had better go behind this platform, and put on your full armor. Also tell the armorer to accompany you and give you whatever you require in the way of accouterment. You can also take my warhorse, and ride it. Now, be careful, and do not treat your opponent too lightly.”


  Yang Zhi expressed his thanks, and retired to put on his armor, etc.


  General Li Cheng went and spoke to Suo Chao, “You, of course, cannot be compared to anyone else. Zhou Jin was a pupil of yours, but he has just been defeated by Yang Zhi. If you be also only slightly defeated by Yang Zhi he will make nothing of all the officers at Daming, I will lend you my superb war horse, and also a suit of armor. I hope that you will take care, as I do not want a man with your valor to be defeated.”


  Suo Chao thanked him, and then went off to dress.


  Grand Secretary Liang got up, and walked to the front of the inspection platform near the railings, and there the attendants brought his chair. He also told the umbrella bearers to open there the large official umbrella made of brown gauze, with a silver button on top, and with three fringes round to make it cool on hot days, and they were to hold it aloft behind his chair. On both sides of him the officers took their positions in two ranks. He then instructed the officer in charge to wave the red flag as a signal that the sports were to proceed. The gongs and drums on both sides were beaten, so that they gave a low rolling sound like thunder. In the center of the parade ground two cannons were fired off. Upon this signal Suo Chao galloped to the parade ground, and took up his position at the foot of the flagstaff near the cannons, surrounded by the soldiers on parade. Yang Zhi also galloped forward, and took his position behind the flag on the opposite side.


  On the inspection platform the yellow flag was waved, and upon this all the drums again rolled, and the troops cheered. After that there was absolute silence. A gong was now sounded, and a white flag was hoisted up on a pole on the inspection platform. The officers stood to attention, and there was not a single word spoken after this. A purple flag was now waved on the platform, and the drums rolled again for the third and last time upon which Suo Chao left his position, and rode in front of the platform where he took his arms, and certainly gave the audience the impression that he was a valiant warrior. On his head he wore a steel helmet with a lion design on it, and a large red tassel hanging down at the back. His body was covered by armor in the form of iron leaves linked together; round his waist was a silk belt with a buckle with a tiger’s head design in gold; on his breast and also on his back was a bronze protecting mirror; his outer garment was of red silk with a design of florid circles all over it; on each side there hung a green silk sash; his big riding boots had strips of leather on them in a slanting direction; a bow was at his left side, and a quiver with arrows on his right; in his hand was a large battle-axe; and he was riding the trained war horse, as white as snow, belonging to General Li Cheng.


  From the other side Yang Zhi galloped to the front of the platform, where he reined in his horse, with a spear in his hand, and with a very bold appearance. He was wearing a fine steel helmet which glittered in the sun, and had a green tassel hanging down at the back; his armor was made up of iron in the form of plum blossoms and leaves of the elm tree all linked together; his silk sash was of red color; on his breast and back were two protecting metal mirrors; his outer coat was of white silk; and holding it in position was a belt of purple silken texture—his small boots were of undyed leather; at his side was a bow, and also a quiver full of arrows; in his hands he carried a heavy steel spear, and he was riding the Grand Secretary’s red war horse which was capable of galloping about three hundred li against the wind.


  The troops and officers on both sides approved of both combatants in whispers, and although they did not yet exhibit their military skill, yet their grand majestic appearance had already made a bold impression.


  On the south side of the parade ground an officer now waved a flag with the character “Ling”58 in gold, and riding up on his horse called out, “His Excellency orders both of you to exercise great care. Whoever of you is defeated will have to suffer the punishment, and the one who wins will be handsomely rewarded.”


  The two combatants after receiving this order pressed their horses to the center of the parade ground, where they passed each other backwards and forwards several times, holding their arms ready in their hands, and watching for a chance of dealing a serious blow. Suo Chao lost his temper and brandishing his battle-axe challenged Yang Zhi to fight. But Yang Zhi was not afraid of this, and holding his spear in both hands he also charged towards Suo Chao. They met in front of the inspection platform, and there they both used their utmost skill. Backwards and forwards they went; lunging, slashing, and parrying and each time they met there was a general whirl of their arms and the legs of their horses. After more than fifty bouts neither of them had either won or lost.


  Grand Secretary Liang was lost in admiration as he watched this marvelous display. The officers kept up a general round of applause. Among the troops on parade there were general remarks passed to one another such as, “We have been in the army for many years, and taken part in several battles, but we have never seen such a deadly conflict between such fine men.” On the inspection platform the two Generals Li Cheng and Wen Da kept up an incessant comment, “Well done! Well done!” In fact Wen Da was so afraid that one of the two combatants would be seriously wounded that he gave the signaler an order to take the flag with the golden character “Ling” on it, and place it between the combatants as a signal that fighting was to cease. At the same time a gong on the inspection platform was sounded as a signal for the two men to stop fighting, but they were both so keen on winning that they would not rein in their horses or leave the spot. As the gong had no effect the signaling officer rushed towards the combatants, and shouted out, “You two must take a rest now! This is His Excellency’s order!”


  Yang Zhi and Suo Chao upon hearing this both reined in their horses, and returned each to his respective flag to await further orders. The Generals Li Cheng and Wen Da came forward to the front of the platform, and addressed the Grand Secretary, “Sir, we think that the military skill of both these men is of high order, and their merit is worthy of reward.”


  Upon hearing this Grand Secretary Liang was much pleased, and immediately summoned Yang Zhi and Suo Chao. The signaling officer transmitted the order, and both combatants came to the front of the inspection platform, where they dismounted. Two soldiers received their weapons, and the two heroes then ascended the platform where they stood in a respectful attitude.


  Grand Secretary Liang gave instructions that each was to receive an ingot of silver and two suits of clothing as presents, and then instructed his adjutant that both men were to receive the rank of Major, and that an order must be issued accordingly—their commission was to take effect from that day.


  The two heroes expressed thanks to the Grand Secretary, received the gifts, and leaving the platform they divested themselves of their swords, bows, armor, and put on their ordinary clothes. They then returned to the platform, and saluted the assembled officers. They saluted each other according to the instructions of Liang who then informed them that they both had the rank of Major.


  The troops marched off to the accompaniment of their drums.


  Grand Secretary Liang invited all the officers to dine with him. They feasted together until dusk when Grand Secretary Liang and all the other officers departed on horseback, the two Majors riding in front with red silk flowers in their caps. Upon entering the East Gate the people stood on both sides of the road, and welcomed the cavalcade.


  Grand Secretary Liang on his horse asked, “Why are you people so pleased at seeing this?”


  The old men in the crowd responded, “We were born and bred at Daming and never before have we seen such splendid fellows as these two. Today we have seen them on the parade ground, and know that they are equally matched. So why should we not be glad?”


  Grand Secretary Liang was very pleased at hearing this. Upon arrival at the headquarters all the officers dispersed.


  The comrades of Suo Chao invited him to a banquet in celebration of his feat; but as Yang Zhi had only recently arrived he had no acquaintances who would invite him to a feast; he went to his quarters to sleep. Yang Zhi after this attended to his duties very diligently all day long, but we need not say anything more about that.


  We will now come to the point. After the affair at the military sports Grand Secretary Liang was fonder than ever of Yang Zhi, and they were always together.


  As Yang Zhi had a monthly allowance, many persons wished to be friendly with him. Now Suo Chao had great respect for Yang Zhi because he knew that he had great military skill.


  The time flew very quickly, and it was almost summer. Grand Secretary Liang and his wife Madame Liang were celebrating the Dragon Boat festival with a feast in the private apartments. When they had drunk several cups of wine, and partaken of two courses of food, Madame Liang said, “Sir, you are now commander-in-chief and control the army, but where did this great success and rank come from?”


  Grand Secretary Liang replied, “I have been a student of the classics and history ever since I was a boy. I am not blockhead, and how can I be unaware of your father’s generosity? He assisted me a great deal, and I am very grateful to him.”


  His wife replied, “Sir, you are aware of my father’s benevolence, but why have you forgotten his birthday?”


  Liang said, “I am well aware that your father’s birthday is on the 15th day of the sixth month. A month ago I sent a man with one hundred thousand strings of cash to buy gold, pearls, and other valuables which I will send to your father as a birthday gift. That will shortly be all arranged, and then I will dispatch the presents. About that only one thing keeps me in hesitation. Last year I also bought many precious stones and jewelry and dispatched them to your father at the Eastern Capital, but when about halfway there the escort was attacked by some brigands who took away the whole presents, and up to the present time the brigands have not been captured. Who is the best man to escort the presents this year?”


  Madame Liang replied, “In your employ you have plenty of soldiers from whom you can select a reliable man.”


  Grand Secretary Liang said, “During the next month I will look round carefully and select a really reliable man whom I will intrust with that job. You need not worry any more about it, as I have a plan.”


  They feasted together up to about ten o’clock that evening, but we need not pursue that matter any further.


  At that time a new magistrate named Shi Wenbin had just been appointed to Yuncheng County at Jizhou Prefecture in Shandong province. Upon taking up his duties he at once summoned two inspectors and officers whose special work was suppression of banditry. One Inspector was in charge of mounted police consisting of twenty men armed with bows and arrows, and twenty local men. The other Inspector had twenty foot soldiers armed with spear, and also twenty local men.


  The Inspector in charge of the mounted police was named Zhu Tong; he was over six feet in height; had a thick beard nearly two feet long; his face was fiery red; and he had piercing eyes. In appearance he resembled Guan Gong, the God of War very much, and he was well known everywhere as the “Beautiful Whiskers.” Previously he was a very wealthy man, and being generous he had become friendly with all the leaders of bandits from whom he had acquired great ability in using arms.


  The Inspector in charge of the other platoon was named Lei Heng; he was about five and a half feet tall; had a swarthy complexion; a broad fan-like beard; and great muscular strength. He could jump a distance of twenty feet, and was known everywhere as the “Winged Tiger.” Previously he had been a blacksmith; then had changed his occupation and became a proprietor of rice grinding mills; a butcher; or even a gambler. He was sometimes a great defender of righteousness but he was not of a generous disposition. He was also versed in military skill.


  These two inspectors were experts in suppressing brigandage. Now the magistrate summoned them to his yamen, and handing them his written order he said, “Since I took up my duties here I have learned a great deal of a large number of bandits at Liangshan Marsh, a village in this prefecture, who have not only robbed and looted, but have even resisted capture by our troops. I am also afraid that there are other bandits in the various villages. So I want you two to face this difficult matter with our police force—one platoon to go out through the West Gate, and the other through the East Gate. If you find any bandits then arrest them and report the matter at once. In doing this, however, you must not disturb the people. I am aware that at Dongxi village there is a tree, on the top of a hill, with red leaves and there is no other tree like that at anywhere else. I want you to pluck some of those leaves, and upon your presenting them to me I shall know that you have been at that place. If you return without the red leaves I shall not accept any excuse, but shall punish you severely.”


  The two inspectors took the order, and left the court. They called the rolls of their platoons, and then filed off according to the order.


  We need not follow the platoon under inspector Zhu Tong which left by the West Gate. But the platoon of twenty soldiers under Inspector Lei Heng left by the East Gate, and duly reached the hill at Dongxi village where they plucked some of the red leaves, and then returned to the village. Leaving the village they came to the Lingguan Temple in about a li. Inspector Lei Heng noticed that the gate of the temple was open, and he wondered why this was since he knew there were no priests living there at the time. As he suspected some irregularity he decided to look inside. As it was almost dark they lit torches, and then entered the temple. There they found a big man sleeping on the altar table with naked body. He had made a pillow of a lot of torn clothing, and was snoring loudly.


  “How strange! How strange!” Inspector Lei Heng said. “Our magistrate evidently knew that there have been some bandits at the Dongxi village.” He then shouted in a loud voice, and awoke the man who attempted to get up, but was seized by the soldiers and bound with ropes. They then all left the temple, and took their prisoner to the village chief.


   


  Four brave men of Eastern Stream


       Captured jewels with bold scheme;


  As earthly spirits they did their feat,


       As heavenly gods they came to meet.


   


  In the next chapter we will narrate what this village was that Inspector Lei Heng went to.


  

   


   


   


  Footnote


  58 “Command” or “order.”




  CHAPTER 13

   

  The Red-Haired Devil Has a Drunken Sleep at the Lingguan Temple; Chao Gai, the Heavenly King, Administers Justice at the Dongxi Village


   


   


   


  As we have said, when Lei Heng reached the Lingguan Temple he saw a big man sleeping on the altar table, whom the soldiers bound with ropes.


  Lei Heng said, “I will take this fellow to the village chief Chao, and ask for a meal there, and then will take him on to the county magistrate to be examined.” So the party came to the chief’s village.


  The chief of the village was named Chao Gai, whose ancestors had been wealthy men. He was generous and hospitable, and was particularly fond of making friends with heroes from all parts of the empire. He offered hospitality to whomsoever came to his village, no matter of what character the strangers were, and if they wanted to leave they were given money and assistance. Chao Gai was very fond of exercising with the spear and cudgel, so that his body was very strong. He had no wife, and he spent all his time in developing his muscles.


  On the east side of Yuncheng County were two villages—Dongxi and Xixi and they were separated by a stream. Formerly at the Xixi village there were demons who decoyed men into the stream, and once there, there was no help for them. But one day a monk happened to pass that way, and the people of the village told him all about the demons. He selected a place, and told them to erect there a pagoda of gray stone, and it would protect them from the demons in the stream. When this had been done the demons went to the Dongxi Village, and Chao Gai was very angry about this. So he picked up the pagoda and carried it across the river. Because of this the people called him, Chao Gai, the “Heavenly King” who can carry a pagoda on the palm of his hand. He had great influence over those villages and was well known among the bandits.


  On the day referred to Lei Heng, with his militia and their prisoner, arrived at the village and knocked at the gate. The gatekeepers heard this, and reported the matter to the village chief. At the time Chao Gai was still in bed, but when he heard that Inspector Lei Heng had arrived he gave orders for the gate to be opened immediately. The gatekeepers did this, and the soldiers took the prisoner to the guardroom near the gate and tied him up there. Lei Heng took about ten of his best men, to the guest hall where they sat down.


  When Chao Gai entered he received them with the usual inquiries, and then asked on what public business they had come there.


  Lei Heng replied, “The magistrate gave orders to myself and Zhu Tong to take soldiers to the villages and arrest any bandits we found. We have traveled a good distance, and feeling tired we came to your village for a rest. I am afraid that we have disturbed the sweet dreams of the chief.”


  Chao Gai said that that did not matter. He then ordered the servants to prepare food and wine. He then asked whether Lei Heng had succeeded in arresting any brigand in that village.


  Lei Heng replied, “I found a man at the Lingguan Temple, and as he appeared to be in a drunken sleep, and not of good character, I arrested him. I brought him here so that you might know all about the affair, as I was afraid that it would be inconvenient for you not to know of the matter when the county magistrate tries the case. He is now tied up in the guardroom near the gate.”


  Chao Gai bore this remark in mind and thanked him for reporting the matter. In a short time the servants brought in the food and wine. Chao Gai said, “This room is not a good place to discuss matters in, and therefore we had better go into a hall at the back of this.” He then ordered the servants to light the lamps in another room, and requested the inspector to go and have a drink there.


  On arrival there Chao Gai took his seat in the position of a host, while Lei Heng sat down as a guest. The servants brought in the fruit, wine, vegetables, and other food, and then stood at the side serving the wine. Chao Gai sent the servants with some wine for the soldiers. The servants did this, and also asked the soldiers to go to another room outside where the servant attended to their wants, bringing them a large tray of meat and a large bowl of wine.


  While Chao Gai was pressing Lei Heng to take some wine he was thinking who the man could be who had been arrested, and how he could go to see who it was. When they had drunk about seven cups of wine Chao Gai summoned a steward, and told him to stay with the guest while he went to the toilet. Chao Gai then got a lamp, and going outside saw that there was no one about as all the soldiers had gone to drink wine. He went to the gatekeeper, and asked where the thief brought there by Inspector Lei Heng was tied up.


  The gatekeeper said that the thief was imprisoned in the guardroom near the gate. Chao Gai went to the guardroom, and upon pushing open the door saw inside a man hanging from a great height. He saw that his flesh was dark, and also that his feet were bare, and were covered with black hair. Holding up his lamp he saw that his face was very broad and also discolored. Near his temple was a red birthmark with black and yellow hair growing from it.


  Chao Gai asked him, “Where do you come from? I have not seen you at this village before.”


  The man replied, “I came from a distant place to look for a man here, and was arrested as a thief, but I can give a full explanation.”


  Chao Gai asked, “Whom did you come to find in this village?”


  The man said, “I came here to find a hero.”


  “What was the name of the hero?”


  The man replied that he had come to find a village chief called Chao.


  “What business had you with him that you were trying to find him?”


  The man replied, “He is famous everywhere as a hero. Just now I have a matter that may result in riches or influence, and that is what I want to talk with him about.”


  Chao Gai said, “You need not say anything more, I am the village chief, Chao Gai. The way I can help you, is that you recognize me when Inspector Lei Heng leaves here, as your maternal uncle and I will also recognize you as my nephew. You can say that you left here when you were only about five years old, and in returning to find me you forgot the place where I lived.”


  The man replied, “If in this matter you assist me I shall never forget your kindness. I request you to help me.”


  Chao Gai picked up the lantern, and leaving the guardroom, closed the door after him. Going to the room where Lei Heng was seated, he said to him, “I must apologize for leaving you alone so long.”


  Lei Heng politely replied, “I have not been right in giving you so much trouble.”


  They drank together several cups of wine before they saw the rays of early dawn entering through the window. Lei Heng then remarked that it was already dawn and that he must go as he had to report in the magistrate’s yamen by dawn.


  Chao Gai said, “As you are on official business I cannot of course detain you. But should you at any time have any business near this village I hope that you will pay me a visit.”


  Lei Heng said, “I will certainly pay you a visit, but I request that you will not now accompany me.”


  Chao Gai said, “Very good, I will only go a short distance to the gate of this farm.”


  They both went outside. The soldiers had finished their wine and food, and now taking their spears and cudgels they went to the guardroom and released the prisoner, tied his hands behind his back, and then took him outside the gate. When Chao Gai saw the prisoner, he said, “What a big man!”


  Lei Heng said, “This is the man who was arrested as a thief at the Lingguan Temple.” He had hardly finished speaking when the prisoner called out, “Uncle! Save me.”


  Chao Gai pretended to look at him carefully, and shouted, “Hello! Can this be Wang the Third?”


  The man replied, “I am. Uncle, save me!”


  All the men were surprised. Lei Heng asked Chao Gai: “Who is this man? How is it that he recognizes you?”


  Chao Gai said, “Oh! That is my nephew called Wang the Third. But how was it that he took rest in a temple? He is my sister’s son, and previously lived here. When he was about five years old he went with his parents to Nanjing, and ten years later he paid us a visit here. A man from Nanjing came with him to buy some things, but since that time I have not seen Wang the Third. From other men I heard that he had become a useless individual. But why has he come here now? At first I did not know him, but now I recognize him because of the birthmark on his temple.” Then turning to the prisoner he asked “Young Third! Why did you not come to see me in a straightforward way instead of arriving as a thief?”


  The man replied, “Uncle, I am not a thief.”


  Chao Gai asked, “If you are not a thief, what were you arrested for?” Saying this he took a cudgel from a soldier and struck the man on his head and face.


   


  Lei Heng urged Chao Gai not to beat the man, but to wait and hear what he had to say.


  The man said, “Uncle! Do not be angry, but listen to me. When I came here I was only fifteen years old, and is that not ten years ago? Yesterday I drank much wine on the way, so that I was not in a condition to visit you. When these soldiers came to arrest me they did not ask me any questions. I am certainly not a thief.”


  Chao Gai again raised the cudgel to beat him, and reviled him; saying, “You beast! Instead of coming straightforwardly to visit me you indulged your vile appetite for the “yellow soup” (wine). If you had come to me would I not have given you wine to drink? What a disgrace!”


  Lei Heng said, “Chief! Do not get angry. Your nephew may not be a thief. We saw him sleeping in a strange way in a temple, and as we did not know him we were suspicious, and arrested him. If we had known that he was your nephew we would not have arrested him.” He then ordered his soldiers to untie the ropes, and deliver the prisoner to the chief. The soldiers did so, and released the prisoner. Lei Heng then spoke to Chao Gai, “You must not blame me. If I had known before that he is your nephew I would not have committed such a serious mistake. We must now go back to the town.”


  Chao Gai said, “Inspector, do not go yet. Please come inside as I have something to say to you.”


  They both then went into the guest’s chamber where Chao Gai gave Lei Heng ten taels of silver, and then said, “Inspector, this is only a small present but I trust that you will accept it.”


  “There is no need for such things.”


  “If you do not accept it you must feel unsatisfied with it.”


  Lei Heng said, “As you are so generous, I will accept it, but I will recompense you later on.”


  Chao Gai told the prisoner to salute Lei Heng; then he gave some money to the soldiers, and accompanied Lei Heng to the gate. Lei Heng saluted Chao Gai, and departed with his men.


  Chao Gai took the prisoner into a room, and gave him clothes and a cap. He then asked him for his name, and where he came from.


  The man said, “My name is Liu Tang, and I am a native of East Luzhou Prefecture. But people call me the “Red-Haired Demon” because of my birthmark. I came here to tell you about a matter of great importance. Yesterday evening I stayed in the temple and got drunk. I did not expect to be arrested by these men, and to be brought here as a prisoner. But fortunately today I am here. Elder brother, please be seated, and agree to receive my salute four times.”


  This being done Chao Gai said, “You now tell me where is the thing that will give me wealth and influence.”


  Liu Tang said, “Since I was a boy I have rambled about everywhere, and have been particularly fond of making friends with heroes. I always heard of your fame, but never had a chance to come and see you. I also knew some merchants who did illegal buying and selling in both Shandong and Hebei provinces. I also heard that many of them sought refuge with you, and therefore I decided to mention this important matter to you and if there is no stranger here, I can now tell you everything.”


  Chao Gai said, “All the people here are my confidants so there is no need for any further delay in your speaking to me.”


  Liu Tang said, “I have heard that Grand Secretary Liang, the commander-in-chief at Daming, the Northern Capital, has bought gold articles, pearls, and other valuables to the value of one hundred thousand strings of cash, which he will send to the Eastern Capital for presentation as a birthday gift to his father-in-law, Prime Minister Cai. Last year he also sent similar presents, but they were stolen by bandits, and so far the culprits have not been arrested. It has not been fixed on what date this year’s presents will be dispatched, but they should reach their destination before the birthday which is the 15th day of the sixth month.


  “I think this is ill-gotten money so why should we not take it? We had better think of some plan of seizing these presents on the road. Even if Heaven knows of the matter our act will not be regarded as a crime. I have heard of your fame, and think that your military training will insure success to the scheme. I have no skill but I know something of fighting. It is needless to mention only three or five men, because if there were two thousand mounted soldiers I would not be afraid of them even if I had only one spear. But if you think that my skill is not of much use, I shall be willing to assist you if you will take me. What do you think of the matter?”


  Chao Gai said, “Bravo? We must discuss the matter. But I am afraid that you have experienced much suffering on your way here so better go to the guest chamber where you can rest, and tomorrow we will discuss the matter.”


  Chao Gai then ordered the servant to conduct Liu Tang to the guest chamber.


  In the guest chamber Liu Tang meditated. “Why did I come here and so experience all this misery? If it had not been for the intervention of Chao Gai I should not have been released. I do not like Lei Heng who falsely accused me of being a thief, and caused me to be hung here for the night. As he cannot have gone very far I will get a stick, and pursue him. When I catch up to them I will knock them all down and get back the silver. This will avenge my wrong. This is an excellent plan!” He then went outside, and got a halberd out of the rack. Leaving by the gate he went along the southern road with big strides. The day was quite bright, and very soon he saw in the distance Lei Heng and his men, and soon caught up to them. Upon reaching them Liu Tang shouted out, “Hey, Inspector, you need not try to get away.”


  Lei Heng was surprised at hearing this, and turning round he saw Liu Tang armed with a halberd. He quickly took a halberd from one of his men, and shouted, “What are you following us for?”


  Liu Tang said, “You understand the matter. You must give me those ten taels of silver, and then I won’t attack you.”


  Lei Heng said, “The money was given to me by your uncle so what have you got to do with it? I would have certainly killed you but for your uncle. And yet you ask me for the money.”


  “I am not a thief, and yet you hanged me for one night,” said Liu Tang. “You deceived my uncle of the ten taels of silver. You know this is the case, and you had better give me the money, then I will regard your past deeds with leniency. But if you do not give me the money I will spill some of your blood.”


  Lei Heng was very angry, and pointing at Liu Tang he cursed him saying, “You lying thief, who brings disgrace and ruin to your family. You have no decency, but how dare you talk like this?”


  Liu Tang replied, “You deceiver of the people with your vile skill. How dare you curse me?”


  Lei Heng continued his cursing. “You are a wanton thief from your head to the soles of your feet! You are certainly implicating Chao Gai. You have a thief’s disposition, but this kind or thing I will not allow.”


  Liu Tang was also angry, and he shouted out, “I came here to give you a good hiding.” He seized his halberd, and advanced towards Lei Heng. Lei Heng only laughed at him, and also advanced with his halberd. They met at the side of the road where they fought for a long time, without either getting an advantage. When the soldiers saw that Lei Heng had not defeated Liu Tang, they were on the point of coming to his assistance when a gate in a bamboo fence was opened, and a man came out carrying in his hand two copper wires. The man said, “You two are fine men, and must not fight any more. I have been watching you fight for a long time. You take a rest, and listen to what I have to say.” So saying he placed the wires between the two men. The latter withdrew, and stood a little distance away from each other. They looked at the man, and saw that he was dressed as a scholar. He was wearing a cap low down on his brow; a large loose-fitting gown of hempen cloth with a black border; an official belt of the color of tea; silk shoes, and clean socks. His eyebrows and eyes had an elegant appearance; his mustache was long and his face white. His name was Wu Yong, and his nickname was “Clever Star”; his fancy name was “The Inquisitive or Critical Student”; his Taoist name was “Much Brighter.” His grandfather was a native of that place.


  Taking the copper wires in his hand he pointed at Liu Tang and said, “You stop a bit! Why are you fighting with that inspector?”


  Liu Tang looked closely at Wu Yong and said, “It has nothing to do with you, xiucai scholar.”59


  Lei Heng said, “You, sir, do not know. That fellow slept in a temple without wearing any clothes last night. I arrested him, and took him to the village of the village chief, Chao Gai. There we found that he was a nephew of Chao Gai, and I then released him because of what his uncle said. Chao Gai invited me to drink wine with him, and then presented me with some silver. This fellow evidently did not know about that, and came here to get the money back. Do you think that he is brave?”


  Wu Yong meditated, “From my youth Chao Gai has been my friend and whenever he had any business he always discussed it with me first. I knew all his relatives, but I have not met this nephew before. Moreover, this man seems too old to be Chao Gai’s nephew, and that looks strange. So I will stop the fight and afterwards ask him about the matter.” Wu Yong then spoke to the man, “You must not be insistent. Your uncle is a good friend of mine, and is also on friendly terms with this inspector. He has made a present to this inspector, and your demanding the return of it will cause your uncle to lose face. I will be responsible for this matter, and will speak to your uncle about it.”


  “Scholar, you do not understand,” said Liu Tang. “My uncle did not willingly give the inspector this silver, and the latter deceived my uncle. If he does not give me the money I shall not go back.”


  “If chief Chao Gai, will come here himself I will hand him the money,” said Lei Heng, “but I will not give it to you.”


  “You falsely accused me of being a thief,” said Liu Tang, “and got money by false pretense, so why should you not return the money?”


  Lei Heng replied, “Because it is not your money! I will not give it to you.”


  “As you will not give me the money,” said Liu Tang, “then you had better ask the halberd in my hand whether it will agree to that procedure.”


  “You two men have been fighting for a long time,” said Wu Yong, “without either of you losing or winning. So how long will it take you to finish the fighting?”


  “As he will not give me the money,” said Liu Tang, “I will risk my life, and one of us will die.”


  Lei Heng was very angry and said, “I am not afraid of you and I would not even order my soldiers to come and help me to fight with you. In any case I will certainly knock you down with my halberd.”


  Liu Tang was also angry upon hearing this, and slapping his chest he shouted, “I am not afraid of you! I am not afraid!” and at the same time advanced. Lei Heng also advanced, and both men were soon close together. But Wu Yong stepped between to stop the fight. Liu Tang tried to edge his way round Wu Yong, while Lei Heng continued to curse him as a thief. The soldiers however just then called out, “The chief is coming.” Liu Tang turned round to look, and saw Chao Gai with his dress in loose disorder. Upon arriving there Chao Gai called out, “You beast! Do not act in such an impolite way.”


  Wu Yong laughed at this and said, “Sure enough the chief has arrived, and he is the only man who can settle this dispute.”


  When Chao Gai had regained his breath, he said, “Why are you two men fighting?”


  “Your nephew took a halberd, and demanded that I should give him the money,” said Lei Heng; “I told him that I would give you the money as it was not his business. He fought with me a long time. This scholar then intervened, and stopped the fight.”


  “What a beast!” said Chao Gai. “I did not know that he was doing this. Inspector, will you please go now, and by and by I will come to your home, and apologize.”


  Lei Heng said, “I knew that this man was making trouble, and I did not want to have anything to do with him. We have caused you much inconvenience in coming so far.” He then took his departure.


  Wu Yong said, “Sir, if you had not come here there would have been a big fight. This nephew of yours is a most extraordinary fellow. His military skill is quite good. I was inside the bamboo fence watching them fight. The Inspector Lei Heng used the halberd with great skill, but could not win and had to defend himself from the thrusts and blows of his opponent. And I was afraid that Lei Heng might get killed, and so I intervened. But where does your nephew come from? I have never seen him before in the village.”


  Chao Gai said, “You had better come to my house where I can explain matters to you. I was just going to send a servant with a message for you, when I noticed that Liu Tang had gone, and that there was a halberd missing from the rack. A cowherd said that he had seen a big man taking a halberd from the rack and then going straight to the south road. I, therefore, immediately set out after him, but before I arrived you had stopped the fighting. I beg that you will now come to my house where we can discuss matters.”


  Wu Yong took the copper wires, and placed them in the library of the house within the bamboo fence. He then spoke to the master of the house, “When my pupil comes please tell him that I have a little business to attend to, and he can have a holiday today.” He then took the key and locked the door of the library.


  He joined Chao Gai and Liu Tang, and they all went to the Dongxi village. Chao Gai invited them to enter a room at the back where they all sat down.


  Wu Yong asked, “Chief, who is this man?”


  “He is a good man named Liu Tang,” said Chao Gai, “and he is a East Luzhou man. He has information about a promising enterprise and came here to tell me about it. Last night he was drunken, and slept in the Lingguan Temple where he was arrested by Lei Heng, and so brought to my village. I pretended to recognize him as a nephew of mine, and so he was released. He says that at Daming, the commander-in-chief, Grand Secretary Liang, has purchased one hundred thousand strings of cash worth of gold articles, pearls, and other valuables which he is sending to his father-in-law, Prime Minister Cai at the Eastern Capital. These valuables will pass this way. This wealth has been ill-gotten so do you think we might get it? His arrival seems to be the fulfillment of a dream. Last night I dreamt that the Northern Dipper of seven stars descended to my house. With it was a crowd of smaller stars which vanished leaving a track of light behind.


  “I think this augurs some good fortune for my family. So now I would like to have your opinion of this affair.”


  Wu Yong laughed and said, “I thought that Liu Tang’s arrival was very strange, and I suspected that there was something in it. Now it is a thing which neither too many nor too few men can do. At your homestead there are many visitors, but not one of them may be used. But you, chief, the brother Liu, and myself cannot settle this matter ourselves, and in spite of your strength we must get some assistance. But we do not need more than seven or eight heroes with us.”


  Chao Gai said, “In my dream there were certainly only seven stars.”


  Wu Yong said, “This dream is very important. May it not mean that someone here will come to your assistance?” He then thought for a few minutes when a plan occurred to him and he called out, “I have got the man! I have him!”


  Chao Gai said, “As you have found a reliable man we had better invite him to come here at once.”


  Wu Yong then slowly explained his plan, using his two forefingers to emphasize his remarks, which would result in many heroes leaving Dongxi Village, and becoming brigands.


   


  Justice seekers turn to highwaymen,


       Warships are made of fishing boats;


  Fine speeches running from versatile lips,


       Lead bravoes at will by the nose.


   


  We will now relate what men were collected by Wu Yong, the “Clever Star.”


  

   


   


   


  Footnote


  59 Xiucai (elegant talent), the lowest rank of degree achieved in the Imperial examination system. A graduate of the county level examinations.




  CHAPTER 14

   

  Wu Yong, Inquisitive Scholar, Induces the Three Ruans to Join; Gongsun Sheng Throws in His Lot, and Forms the Seventh Star Of the Dipper


   


   


   


  WU YONG, the “Inquisitive Scholar,” said, “I think that there are three men who have such a brave disposition, and such fine military training that they would not be afraid of ‘jumping into hot water, or walking through fire.’ If we do not have them with us our matter will not succeed.”


  Chao Gai asked who the men were, and where they lived.


  Wu Yong said, “They are three brothers who live at Shijie village, near Liangshan Marsh, in Jizhou. They are fishermen but previously were smugglers at Liangshan Marsh. Their name is Ruan, and the second one has the nickname ‘Heavenly King Who Stands His Ground’;60 the other is ‘Ruan the Fifth’ who has a nickname, ‘Short Lived Second Brother’ (the name of a demon); the third is ‘Ruan the Seventh,’ who is nicknamed ‘Living King Yama.’61 I lived at their village for several years some time ago. They were not scholars, but were very generous and hospitable. They were fine fellows, and therefore I made their acquaintance. I have not seen them during the last two years, but if we get them this big job can be well finished.”


  “I have heard of these three brothers,” said Chao Gai, but so far I have not met them. The village of Shijie is not quite thirty-six li from here, so how would it be if we send a man there to ask them to come here to discuss the matter with us?”


  Wu Yong said, “If you send a man they will not come. I must go there myself, and you can depend on my ‘three-inch pliable tongue’ in inducing them to join our band.”


  Chao Gai was much pleased at this and said, “We accept your good advice, but when can you go?”


  “This matter must not be delayed, and therefore I will start tonight at midnight. I shall reach there before noon tomorrow.”


  Chao Gai said, “That is very fine.” He then ordered the servants to bring in food and wine.


  Wu Yong said, “I know the roads between the Northern and Eastern Capitals but I do not know by which way these birthday gifts will be dispatched. If it won’t be inconvenient I suggest that our brother Liu Tang should go this night to the road for Northern Capital, and makes inquiries as to when the presents will be sent and by what route.”


  Liu Tang said, “I will go this evening.”


  Wu Yong said, “Wait a bit. The birthday of the Prime Minister is on the fifteenth day of the sixth month, but now is only the beginning of the fifth month so that there are still about forty days before the birthday. You had better wait until the three brothers arrive here, and then brother Liu Tang can depart.”


  Chao Gai said, “All right. Brother Liu Tang will stay here.”


  We need not weary you with details of how they dined for a long while. At midnight Wu Yong washed; ate his breakfast; got some silver and put it in his pockets; and put on sandals. Then Chao Gai and Liu Tang accompanied Wu Yong to the gate, and the latter departed on his journey to the village of Shijie. He reached his destination before noon the next day. He knew the place, and therefore had no need to ask his way. Upon arriving there he went straight to the home of the brothers Ruan.


  At the door of the house he saw many fishing boats moored to posts; the fishing nets were hanging on the rough bamboo fence to dry; between the water and the hill there were more than ten grass huts.


  Wu Yong shouted out, “Is the second brother home?” A person came out of a hut in his bare feet, wearing a torn cap, and some old clothes. When he saw Wu Yong he saluted and said, “Why has the tutor come? What wind has blown you here?”


  “I have been absent for nearly two years. Just now I am teaching at the house of a wealthy man who wants to give a big feast so I came to see whether you could supply about ten carp each weighing at fifteen jin.”


  Ruan the Second laughed and said, “Come and have a drink then we can discuss this matter.”


  “In coming here,” said Wu Yong, “I had the idea that I could get a drink.”


  “There are several wine shops on the other side of the lake, so we will go there by boat.”


  “Very good,” said Wu Yong. “But I should like to have a talk with your younger brother as well, if he is at home.”


  “We will go together and find him.”


  They then went to the side of the lake, untied one of the boats, and got on board. Taking a pole resting at the foot of a tree, they punted the boat through the reeds into the center of the lake. Ruan the Second had been punting for some time when he raised his hand and shouted, “Seventh Brother, have you seen my younger brother?”


  A boat issued from the reeds with Ruan the Seventh in it, wearing a black straw hat, a sleeveless coat made of cloth with a chessboard pattern; and a short skirt made of undyed yarn. As he rowed he shouted, “What do you want your younger brother for?”


  Wu Yong shouted, “I came specially to have a talk with you three brothers.”


  Ruan the Seventh said, “Please forgive me for it is a long time since I saw you.”


  Wu Yong said, “I will go with you two brothers for a drink of wine.”


  Ruan the Seventh said, “I will go and have a drink with you because I have not seen you for a long time.”


  The two boats were then rowed into the center of the lake where there was a small mound with about eight straw huts on it. Upon arriving there Ruan the Second called out, “Mother, is Fifth Brother there?”


  His mother replied, “That I cannot say. He has not been fishing, but has been gambling for several days instead, and has lost everything. He asked me to let him have my hairpins so that he could go and gamble again.”


  Ruan the Second laughed at this, and rowed his boat away. His brother in the boat behind said, “You do not know what he has done. He has lost at gambling, and evidently has had bad luck. You should not say that he has not won, because I have also gambled and lost everything.”


  Wu Yong thought this would suit his plans.


  The two boats at last came to the side of the lake where there was the village of Shijie, and there close to a single plank bridge they saw a man who was carrying two strings of cash and was coming down to untie the rope that fastened his boat. Ruan the Second said that that was his brother. Wu Yong saw that Ruan the Fifth was wearing a battered cap, with a pomegranate flower under it; he was wearing an old shirt which was unbuttoned and displayed the figure of a leopard tattooed on his breast. In his belt he had placed his handkerchief made of cloth with a chessboard pattern.


  Wu Yong called out, “Ruan the Fifth, have you won?”


  Ruan the Fifth said, “Hello! Here you are, tutor, but I have not seen you for nearly two years. I have been watching you from this bridge for a long time.”


  Ruan the Second said: “I went with our teacher to our home, and our mother said that you had gone to the village to gamble there, so we came along here to look for you. Come with us to the inn where we can have a drink together.” Ruan the Fifth immediately got into his boat, untied the rope, and rowed his boat after the other two. The three boats were rowed across the lake to a booth where they were duly tied up in a lotus pond. The brothers assisted the tutor to the bank, and then took him into an inn built upon piles in the water, where there were a set of red varnished chairs and a table.


  Ruan the Second said, “You must not be offended at our coarseness, but we request you our tutor to take the seat of honor.” Wu Yong declined the offer, and Ruan the Seventh said, “Elder brother, do you mind taking the seat as a host, and we will ask our tutor to take the seat as a guest. We two younger brothers will take our seats first.”


  Wu Yong said, “Seventh brother, you are indeed quick tempered.” The four men then all sat down, and the waiter was told to bring the wine. The waiter arranged four wine cups on the table, four pairs of chopsticks, four plates of vegetables, and a flagon of wine on the table.


  Ruan the Seventh asked the waiter what nice dish they had got. The waiter replied that they had lovely beef from a fat ox that had just been killed.


  Ruan the Second told him to bring in about ten jin of beef.


  Ruan the Fifth said, “Teacher, you must not laugh at us, because we have not much to offer you.”


  Wu Yong said, “On the other hand I must ask you to excuse me for giving much trouble to you.”


  Ruan the Second said, “Don’t mention that!” He then told the waiter to be quick and bring the meat which was done at once. The brothers then pressed Wu Yong to drink several cups of wine, and meanwhile they ate their food like wolves and tigers.


  After eating a while Ruan the Fifth asked, “What is the business that has brought you here?”


  Ruan the Second said that Wu Yong was now teaching in a rich family and had come here to buy about ten large carp which have to weigh at fifteen jin each.”


  Ruan the Seventh said, “Generally we catch about fifty fish and ordinarily we could let you have more, not to say a dozen, but just now we have not got even fifteen jin weight of fish.”


  “As you have come from a distance,” said Ruan the Fifth, “we must catch for you about ten fish, and each of them to be weighed at six jin.”


  “I have brought money with me,” said Wu Yong, “so you can tell me what the price is, but I must have fish weighing about fifteen jin each.”


  “Teacher,” said Ruan the Seventh, “there are no fish of that size anywhere. My fifth brother says we ought to catch about ten fish of six jin each, but I am afraid we cannot even do that just now. So you must wait a few days, when we may have them. In my boat I have a tub of small living fish which we can get for a meal.”


  Ruan the Seventh then went to the boat, and brought back the tub of fish weighing about six jin altogether. He took them to the stove, cooked them, placed them in three trays and served them up. He invited Wu Yong to partake of the food without any ceremony. They all “fell to” and by the time they had finished eating the fish it was growing dark.


  Wu Yong thought that that inn was not a suitable place to talk matters over, that night he must sleep at their homes, and there discuss matters.


  “It is now getting dark,” said Ruan the Second, “and we shall be pleased if you would come and sleep at our house. Tomorrow we can arrange matters.”


  “I have come from a long distance,” said Wu Yong, “and it is very fortunate that I have met you all in this way. I see that I am not to be allowed to pay for this meal. I will stay at your house tonight, but as I have some money I will buy a jar of wine and some meat, and perhaps in the village we can get a pair of chickens. So let us have a feast tonight, and get a drink.”


  “But we do not want you to spend money,” said Ruan the Second, “and we will arrange that matter ourselves so you need not worry.”


  “I have come to invite you three gentlemen,” said Wu Yong, “and if you do not allow me to pay the cost I must leave.”


  “In that case,” said Ruan the Seventh, “we will allow you, our teacher, to have your own way.”


  “Our seventh brother, you are really very straightforward,” said Wu Yong. He then took a tael of silver, and gave it to Ruan the Seventh. He asked the innkeeper to lend them a large jar, and fill it with wine, and make up twenty jin of beef, and a pair of chickens.


  “I will pay you now for the wine we have just had,” said Ruan the Second.


  The innkeeper agreed to this proposal.


  The four friends took the wine and meat and stowed it in the boat, then cast off the rope, and rowed to the house of Ruan the Second. Upon arriving there they tied the boat to a post, took the wine and meat into a room at the back of the house, and told the servants to light the lamps. Of the three brothers only Ruan the Second was married.


  They all took their seats. Ruan the Seventh killed the chickens, and giving it to the wife of Ruan the Second told her to get the cook to prepare it for them. At about 8 P.M. all the food and wine was ready and was placed on the table. Wu Yong then invited the brothers to drink wine with him, and in order to introduce again the question of the fish he asked, “How is it that there are no large fish here, seeing that you have such a large lake?”


  Ruan the Second replied, “We will not deceive you. The fact is that all the big fish are only found near Liangshan Marsh and as our lake is very small there are no big fish here.”


  “This lake is not far from Liangshan Marsh, and is connected by a stream. Why do you not go there to fish?”


  Ruan the Second sighed and said, “Don’t mention that!”


  “But why do you sigh?” asked Wu Yong.


  Ruan the Fifth interposed saying, “Teacher, you do not understand. Formerly even our clothes and food come from Liangshan Marsh but now we dare not go there.”


  “But surely the magistrate in this large county has not prohibited you from catching fresh fish?” said Wu Yong.


  Ruan the Fifth said, “No official dares come here, and prohibits us from catching fresh fish, and even King Yama dares not do that.”


  “But if there is no prohibition,” said Wu Yong, “why don’t you go there?”


  “Sir, you do not know all the circumstances of the case,” said Ruan the Fifth, “but I will explain matters.”


  “As you have not told me so far,” said Wu Yong, “of course I do not understand.”


  Ruan the Seventh interposed, “It is not easy to talk about this Liangshan Marsh. Recently a band of brigands have seized the island in the lake so we cannot catch fish there.”


  Wu Yong said, “I did not know that there are robbers there, and have never heard of such a state of affairs.”


  “The chief of the bandits,” said Ruan the Second, “is a man who has failed to pass the examination as a juren (M. A.),62 and he is called Wang Lun, ‘White Clothes Scholar’; and the second-in-command is Du Qian, ‘Sky Feeler,’ and the third in command is Song Wan, the ‘Diamond in the Clouds,’ there is also Zhu Gui, ‘Dry Land Crocodile,’ who has an inn at the Liji District entrance, where he acts as a spy and gathers information. Recently a man named Lin Chong, ‘Leopard’s Head,’ has joined them from the Eastern Capital, and he is noted for his military skill. There are about seven hundred men in this gang of bandits, and they loot and rob in every direction. We have not been there fishing for quite a year. They are the terror of this district; and have deprived us of our food and clothing, but this is not the whole of what they have done.”


  “I did not know that matters are like this,” said Wu Yong. “Why does the magistrate not arrest them?”


  “Whenever the officials act in those affairs,” said Ruan the Fifth, “the people suffer for it. As soon as they come into the village they first seize the people’s pigs, sheep, fowls, and geese, and eat them, and then demand money to cover the traveling expenses of their soldiers. Just now the officials do not know what to do, so how dare they come here? If the officials come here to arrest the bandits they would be so frightened that they would be rendered useless, and would not even dare to look for the bandits.”


  “Yet as we do not catch fish now,” said Ruan the Second, “we can avoid their extortion.”


  “This being the case,” said Wu Yong, “these thieves are indeed leading a happy life!”


  “They fear neither Heaven, nor Earth, nor the officials,” said Ruan the Fifth, “they weigh and divide among themselves the silver, gold, and silks they have looted. They have big jars of wine to drink, and large quantities of meat to eat so why should they not be happy? In vain we three brothers have skill; how can we compare with them?”


  Upon hearing this, Wu Yong was much pleased and thought it would fit in well with his plans.


  Ruan the Seventh said, “Man lives just a generation, and grass exists just for a year. We follow the livelihood of fishermen, but if we learnt their ways of earning a living our life would not be so bad even a day.”


  “Why, should we follow these bandits!” said Wu Yong, “Is not their criminal way of living deserving of severe punishment, so what would be the advantage for you to throw aside your present respectability by joining them? If you were arrested by the soldiers it would be your own crime that would be tried.”


  “But the soldiers,” said Ruan the Second, “do not know anything, and are a stupid lot. Although the bandits commit great crimes yet they are not punished. We are very much distressed on account of our poverty. If somebody would only assist us in this matter we would go and become bandits ourselves.”


  “I always come to the same conclusion,” said Ruan the Fifth. “Our abilities are quite as good as other men’s, but nobody seems to be aware of it.”


  “If somebody knew of your ability,” said Wu Yong, “would you then be willing to go?”


  “If somebody knew of our ability,” said Ruan the Seventh, “and asked us to go through water or fire we would not hesitate a moment in doing so. If we were only employed for a day and were killed, we should still die contented.”


  Wu Yong was highly delighted at this, and thought that the three brothers had ideas, and he could gradually induce them to fall in with his plans. He pressed them to drink more wine, and after they had drunk two cups he asked, “Are you three willing to go to Liangshan Marsh and arrest these bandits?”


  “If we did that,” said Ruan the Seventh, “where could we get the reward? If there was no reward the bandits would laugh at us.”


  “I am rather inexperienced,” said Wu Yong, “but would it not be a good plan for you to go to that place and throw in your lot with the bandits seeing that you do not like to catch fish?”


  “Teacher,” said Ruan the Second, “you do not know we have even discussed that plan but we have heard that Wang Lun, ‘White Clothes Scholar,’ is regarded by his followers as a very narrow-minded man, and does not care to get many other men. Sometime ago Lin Chong from the Eastern Capital joined them at Liangshan Marsh and suffered much at his hand. Wang Lun would not forgive others and such being the case, we are disinclined to approach him.”


  “If they would treat us as generously you do,” said Ruan the Seventh, “that would be nice.”


  “If Wang Lun were as friendly to us as you,” said Ruan the Fifth, “we should have gone there a long time ago, and would not wait until now. We should even have been willing to die for him.”


  “I am not worth mentioning,” said Wu Yong. “In both Shandong and Hebei provinces there are many brave heroes.”


  “There may be many brave heroes,” said Ruan the Second, “but so far we have not met them.”


  “Do you know a man in this vicinity named Chao Gai, who is the chief of the Dongxi village, in Yuncheng County?” asked Wu Yong.


  “Is he not the man known as the ‘Heavenly King’ or ‘Pagoda Carrier’?” asked Ruan the Fifth.


  “That is the man,” said Wu Yong.


  “Although he lives at a distance of only thirty-five li from here yet our fate has not allowed us to meet him even though we have heard of his fame,” said Ruan the Seventh.


  “As he is a man who distributes wealth in a good cause how is it that you have not tried to meet him?” asked Wu Yong.


  “We have had no business at that place,” said Ruan the Second, “and therefore we have not been able to meet him.”


  “For several years,” said Wu Yong, “I have been teaching at a village close to his home. I have heard that just now he has a matter in hand which will bring in much wealth and that is really what I came here to discuss with you. How would it be if we intercepted this treasure, and took it ourselves?”


  “We cannot do that,” said Ruan the Fifth. ‘‘He is a man who distributes wealth in a good cause; we cannot intercept his treasure. Besides that, should the brave heroic bandits hear of it they would laugh at us.”


  “Before you said this,” said Wu Yong, “I thought that you were not firm in purpose but now I see that you are really chivalrous and would treat your friends well. As you really are willing to assist me I will tell you the truth about this matter. Just now I am living at Chao Gai’s home. The chief Chao Gai has heard of your fame, and specially instructed me to come here and discuss a matter with you.”


  “We three brothers,” said Ruan the Second, “are quite straight, and have no fraction of falsity about us. I think Chao Gai must have an extremely secret and illegal affair in hand which requires our assistance and that is why he sent you here. If it is true that there is such business then let us take our oath with this remaining cup of wine that if we do not assist you with our utmost ability then let calamity fall upon us, disastrous disease attack us, and let us die an unnatural death.”


  Ruan the Fifth and also Ruan the Seventh patted their necks with their hands and the former said, “This warm blood we will offer to the one that appreciates us.”


  “You three brothers are here,” said Wu Yong. “It is not I, who have any bad intention in inducing you. This matter is extremely important. The birthday of Prime Minister Cai at the court, is on the fifteenth day of the sixth month. His son-in-law is Grand Secretary Liang of Daming, the Northern Capital. Very soon the latter will dispatch presents of gold articles, pearls, and other valuables worth one hundred thousand strings of cash to his father-in-law on the birthday. A splendid fellow named Liu Tang has just come and reported this matter. They want you to go there and discuss with them the question of collecting men together who will go to some lonely pass in the mountains and there seize these ill-gotten gains so that everybody will enjoy a rich and happy life. Therefore they told me to come here under pretext of buying fish, but really to request you to go there to discuss this affair. What do you think of the matter?”


  “Ho! Ho!” said Ruan the Second, “Brother, did I not tell you that it would come?”


  Ruan the Seventh jumped up and said, “We have hoped for this a long time, and today we get our desires fulfilled. Your words scratch us at the place that itches. But when shall we go?”


  “As you are willing to go,” said Wu Yong, “I propose that we start tomorrow morning about 5 A.M., and go to the village of Chao, the ‘Heavenly King.’”


  The three brothers were much pleased at this. They all went to bed. Early next morning they ate their breakfast, and after leaving instructions at their home, they departed on the road to Dongxi Village. In the afternoon they came in sight of the farmhouse of Chao Gai. In the distance they saw Chao Gai and Liu Tang waiting for them under a green ash tree. When they reached the tree Chao Gai expressed his pleasure at seeing them and said, “I previously heard of your fame, but now I find that it is quite true. I request you to come inside my home to discuss matters.” All the six then went into a room at the back of the farm where they took their seats according to their status.


  Wu Yong explained all that had happened, and Chao Gai was much pleased and instructed his servants to kill and roast a pig and a sheep, and prepare some paper offerings for worship. The three brothers saw that Chao Gai’s personal appearance was fair and noble and his conversation was free and easy, so they said, “We are fond of making friends with fine fellows, but we never supposed that we can find them here. We should not have had the pleasure of meeting you today if it had not been for Wu Yong who brought us here.” The brothers were exceedingly pleased. They ate their evening meal, and talked with their host until midnight.


  The next morning when they got up they went again to the chamber at the back where the paper joss money, paper horses, incense, flowers, candles and lamps, the roasted pig and sheep; and other worshiping materials were ready. They were pleased to see that Chao Gai was so sincere. So they all took an oath saying, “Grand Secretary Liang at the Northern Capital has injured the people, and has used his ill-gotten gains to buy presents and send them to his father-in-law, Prime Minister Cai at the Eastern Capital as birthday presents. They certainly represent wealth unjustly obtained. If in our band of six men there be one who has a selfish purpose Heaven and Earth will exterminate him. May the gods take note of our vows.” They then burnt the paper money, and had a feast. While eating and drinking a farm servant entered and said, “There is a man at the door begging for some rice.”


  Chao Gai said, “You do not know your own business. As I am drinking wine here with my guests you should have given him about a quart of rice, and not come here to ask me about it.”


  The servant said that he had offered him rice, which he refused, as he wanted to speak to the chief himself.


  Chao Gai said, “He must have not been satisfied. You go and offer him about three pecks of rice. Also tell him that the chief is entertaining some guests, and has no time to see him.”


  The servant went away, but after some time returned and said, “I gave that man three pecks of rice, but he still refuses to go away. He tells me that he is a Taoist and does not want either rice or money, but begs to be allowed to see you.”


  “Cannot you give him a suitable reply?” said Chao Gai. “Tell him that I really have no time to see him today, and ask him to call again in a few days when I will talk with him.”


  “I have told him that already,” said the servant, “but he says that he has not come to beg for rice or money; but has heard that you are a just man and that is why he requests an interview.”


  Chao Gai said, “You are giving me lots of trouble. You do not even help me to deal with this matter. If he is still unsatisfied with the rice you can give him about five pecks of rice, and yet you need not come here again to speak. Tell him that if there were no guests here I would have gone and spoken to him. You now go and send him away, and don’t come here again to mention this matter.”


  The servant withdrew, but after about an hour they heard a row outside of the front gate. Another servant rushed into the room and said, “That man has become angry, and has assaulted about ten of your servants.”


  Chao Gai was startled upon hearing this, and hurriedly rising said, “Will you gentlemen please remain seated. I will go and investigate this matter myself.” Upon leaving the guest chamber, he went to the gate and there he saw a tall man about eight feet high, who had a very dignified but strange appearance. He was outside the gate near the ash tree, and as he struck the servants he said, “You do not recognize a good man.”


  “Do not be angry,” said Chao Gai. “You came here to see Chao Gai, the chief, for perhaps some contributions. They have already given you rice so why do you feel so much provoked?”


  The man laughed loudly and said, “I, a poor priest, did not come here for either wine, food, money, or rice. In my eye, one hundred thousand strings of cash seem to be quite an ordinary thing. I just came here to have a little talk with the chief. I cannot bear these villagers who had no decency, and abused me, and that was why I lost my temper.”


  “Do you know the chief?” asked Chao Gai.


  “I have heard of his great reputation,” said the man, “but so far I have not met him.”


  “I am the chief,” said Chao Gai. “What do you want to speak to me about?”


  The man looked closely at Chao Gai, and said, “Chief, do not blame me for this, and kindly allow a poor Taoist to kneel down to you.”


  “Do not be too polite,” said Chao Gai, “come inside and have a drink of tea.”


  “Many thanks,” said the man. They went into the house, and when Wu Yong and the three brothers saw him enter they withdrew from the room.


  When Chao Gai and the man had drunk tea for a little time the latter said, “This is not a good place for us to discuss matters. Is there a better place where we can go?”


  Chao Gai took him to a small room where they both sat down.


  Chao Gai said, “May I venture to inquire as to your name and the place you come from?”


  The man replied, “My family name is Gongsun, and my single personal name is Sheng. My Taoist religious name is Yi Qing (First in Purity). I am a Jizhou man. When I was young I practiced much with the cudgel and spear. I was very good at all kinds of military drill so that people called me Gongsun Sheng, the ‘Big Brother.’ I then studied the arts of Taoism so that I could command the wind and rain, ride on the mists and clouds. Everybody calls me ‘Cloud Dragon.’ I heard of your great reputation, but had not the opportunity to meet you and pay my respects. Now there are gold articles, pearls, and other valuables worth a hundred thousand strings of cash, and I wish to give them to you as a present for introducing myself to you. I do not know if you will accept them or not.”


  Chao Gai laughed and asked, “Are not these birthday presents from the north?”


  The man was startled at this and asked how he knew about them.


  “I just guessed that,” said Chao Gai. “Does it agree with your ideas?”


  “This great riches,” said Gongsun Sheng, “we must not let pass amiss. The ancients had a saying, ‘If you do not take what you ought to take, you must not regret it afterwards.’ Chief, what do you think about it?”


  Just then, while they were talking, a man rushed into the room, and taking hold of Gongsun Sheng, he said, “Well! In the visible world there is the Emperor’s law, in the invisible there is the gods’, and now you discuss the matters like this. I have been listening to you for a long time.”


  This interruption frightened Gongsun Sheng so much that his face became pale.


   


  Plans in project will leak through walls,


  Lonely walls may hide calamity.


   


  We will now relate who the man was that took hold of Gongsun Sheng.


  

   


   


   


  Footnote


  60 Tai Sui or “Heavenly Kings,” the “patron” year gods of Chinese astrology.


  61 King Yama (Yan Luo Wang), The God of Death of the Buddhist hells in Chinese Buddhism.


  62 Juren (“recommended man”), a graduate of the provincial level Imperial Civil Service exams.




  CHAPTER 15

   

  Yang Zhi in Charge of the Convoy of Silver and Gold; Wu Yong Schemes How to Get the Birthday Presents


   


   


   


  WHILE Gongsun Sheng was stating that it was not improper to seize the birthday presents from the Northern Capital as they had been bought with ill-gotten gains, a man rushed into the room, took hold of him and said, “I know what you are discussing. But how bold you are to talk about it!” The man was Wu Yong. Chao Gai laughed and said, “Teacher, stop this fooling, and let me introduce you to this man.”


  When the man had been introduced, Wu Yong said, “I have heard of the fame of Gongsun Sheng, the ‘Cloud Dragon,’ but I never expected to meet him here in this way.”


  Chao Gai introduced Wu Yong, and Gongsun Sheng then said, “Everywhere men speak highly of Wu Yong. But I did not expect to meet you at the village of this chief at the present time. It is simply because the chief distributes wealth in a good cause that all the heroes in the country come to him.”


  Chao Gai said there were some friends in the hall at the back whom he would also like to introduce.


  They then all went into the hall where Liu Tang and the three brothers Ruan were duly introduced.


  They all asked the chief to take the seat of honor, as their meeting there that day was not a casual affair.


  “I am only a poor host,’’ said Chao Gai, “so how dare I take the seat of honor?”


  “Chief and elder brother,” said Wu Yong, “you are much older than us, so I hope that you will comply with our requests, and take the seat of honor.”


  So Chao Gai sat down, Wu Yong took the second seat, Gongsun Sheng, the third seat, Liu Tang, the fourth seat, Ruan the Second, the fifth seat, Ruan the Fifth, the sixth seat, Ruan the Seventh, the seventh seat, and they all ate and drank the food and wine which was placed on the table.


  Wu Yong said, “Chief, you had a dream, and saw the seven stars of the Dipper descending from the sky, and settling on the ridge of the roof. Today we seven men have assembled here to transact some business, and does it not mean that our meeting fulfills the forecasts of Heaven? I am sure that we shall succeed easily in this business. But previously we agreed that Brother Liu should make inquiries as to which way the presents are being sent so I suggest that he will start early tomorrow morning.”


  “There is no need for him to go,” said Gongsun Sheng, “because I already know that the presents are being sent via Huangni Ridge.”


  “That place is not far from the village of Anlo which is about three li apart in an easterly direction. At that village there is a man of leisure named Bai Sheng, nicknamed ‘Daylight Rat,’ who previously came here when I helped him with some money.”


  “Does not this man answer the white light that was forecast in the dream?” said Wu Yong. “I think we ought to make use of him.”


  “This place is rather a long way from Huangni Ridge,” said Liu Tang, “but is there a place there where we can rest?”


  “We can stop at Bai Sheng’s house,” said Wu Yong, “and also make use of him.”


  “Mister Wu, shall we use force or not to get these presents?” asked Chao Gai.


  Wu Yong laughed as he replied, “I have already prepared a trap for them. We need only to see how they arrive. If they are armed we must use force, and if they are on their guard we must use strategy. I have a plan but I do not know whether you will approve of it.” He then explained his plan. When Chao Gai understood the plan he was so filled with glee that he stamped with his feet, and said, “A splendid idea! No wonder they call you ‘Clever Star.’ You are really better than Zhuge Liang!63 A splendid plot!”


  “You must not mention it,” said Wu Yong. “There is a saying, ‘Walls have ears, and outside the window is there not a man?’ This plan must be kept between you and me only.”


  “You three brothers of the Ruan family can now return to your home,” said Chao Gai, “and you can come again when the time arrives. Tutor Wu can also go back, and resume your teaching. Gongsun Sheng and Liu Tang can stay at this farmhouse.”


  On that day they all dined together, and afterwards retired to their separate rooms. The next morning they were all getting up about five o’clock, and after eating their breakfast Chao Gai took thirty taels of silver and giving it to the three brothers Ruan, he said, “This little silver is only a slight expression of what I think of you, and I hope that you will accept it.”


  But the three brothers Ruan refused to take the silver, and Wu Yong said, “As we are friends you should not raise any objection.” The three brothers then agreed to accept the silver. The brothers were escorted outside the gate of the farmhouse where Wu Yong whispered to them as to what was going to be done, and that when the suitable opportunity arose there would be no delay. The brothers then departed for their home at Shijie Village. Chao Gai, Gongsun Sheng, and Liu Tang stayed behind at the farm where they had frequent conferences with Wu Yong.


  Now we shall relate how Grand Secretary Liang at the Northern Capital, having purchased the birthday gifts for one hundred thousand strings of cash, selected a day on which to dispatch them. It happened that one day as he was sitting in the private apartments his wife Madame Liang asked him, “On what day are you thinking of dispatching the birthday presents?”


  Liang replied, “The presents are now all ready, and they will be dispatched either tomorrow or the day after. But there is one thing that I cannot decide.”


  “What is that?” asked his wife.


  “This year I am unable to find a servant whom I can intrust with these valuables, and that is the difficulty.”


  Madame Liang pointed to a man standing at the bottom of the steps to the hall, and said, “You have always said that that man was very strong so why don’t you give him the order for this work? I think that he will not make a mistake.”


  Grand Secretary Liang saw that the man she was pointing to was Yang Zhi, “Blue Faced Brute.” Although he had not made up his mind what to do, he summoned Yang Zhi and said to him, “I have almost forgotten you. If you will escort some valuable birthday presents for me without mishap I will see that you will be duly promoted.”


  Yang Zhi saluted with his folded hands, and said, “If Your Excellency tell me to go I must obey you. But I do not know yet what arrangements have been made, and when you want me to start.”


  Liang said, “I want to dispatch ten carts from Daming Prefecture, in charge of ten soldiers from my headquarters. On each cart there, will be a yellow flag, with the inscription, ‘Birthday Presents for the Prime Minister,’ I will also send a soldier for each cart to guard it. These will be dispatched within the next three days.”


  Yang Zhi said, “I am not trying to excuse myself but really I cannot go. I suggest that you should send the best of your able heroes.”


  “I have been thinking of promoting you,” said Liang. “With the presents I will dispatch a letter for the Prime Minister recommending you for promotion, and when you have received the Imperial appointment you can return here. What is your objection to going?”


  “I have heard,” said Yang Zhi, “that last year the presents were seized by brigands who have not been arrested so far. This year there are more brigands about than last year. We shall have to go by road to the Eastern Capital as there is no water route. The road is via Mount Zijin, Mount Lianglong, Mount Taohua, Mount Sangai, Huangni Ridge, Baisha Wharf, Yeyun Ferry, and Chisong Forest. But at all those places there are bandits so that even a merchant with no valuables dare not travel there by himself. If the bandits get to know of the presents being sent they will certainly try to seize them. I do not want to lose my life just now so I am afraid that I cannot go.”


  “In that case,” said Liang, “I will let you have more soldiers to accompany you.”


  “‘Even if you let me have ten thousand soldiers,” said Yang Zhi, “they will be of no use, because as soon as they hear of the coming of bandits they will all run away.”


  “Then do you think that I had better not to send the presents?” asked Liang.


  “I will go if you will promise me one thing,” replied Yang Zhi.


  “Since I ask you to do this business,” said Liang, “I of course have confidence in you. What promise do you want?”


  “I want you to leave the matter in my hands, and I shall not use carts, but will pack the presents in ten loads as traveler’s baggage to be carried on poles over the shoulders. The ten soldiers shall be dressed as porters to carry the loads, and another man in traveler’s costume without a load can accompany me. We should travel stealthily during the night until we reached the Eastern Capital.”


  “What you say is fine,” said Liang. “I will write a dispatch recommending you for promotion, and when you have received your new rank you can return here.”


  “Thanks very much for your favor,” said Yang Zhi.


  The same day Yang Zhi packed the presents, and selected soldiers to go with him. The following day he was told to wait in the hall, and when Grand Secretary Liang came there he said to him.


  “Yang Zhi, when do you propose to start?”


  Yang Zhi replied that he thought of starting early the following morning, and asked for his orders.


  Liang said that his wife had also some presents which she was sending to Cai’s family, and these would also be intrusted to Yang Zhi. “As she is afraid that you do not know the person to whom the present must be delivered she will send with you the husband of one of her nurses, Chief Steward Xie, and also two servants.”


  Yang Zhi said, “Sir, I am afraid that I cannot go.”


  “The presents are now all packed ready for dispatch,” said Liang, “so why do you now refuse to go?”


  Yang Zhi saluted and said, “I will be responsible for the presents carried by the soldiers, and they will obey my orders as to when we must travel, whether early or late, and when we must stop or rest. But what can I do if these three extra men who have been deputed by your wife will not obey my orders on the road? If in this way any mishap happens to the convoy what explanation can I offer?”


  “That is easily arranged,” said Liang. “I will give them definite orders that they must follow your instructions.”


  “In that case,” said Yang Zhi, “I will undertake the job, and if the things are lost I am willing to bear severe punishment.” Grand Secretary Liang said, “I am not mistaken in employing you, you are indeed an experienced man.” He forthwith summoned Xie and the two servants from his private apartments, and gave them orders saying, “Major Yang Zhi is willing to take charge of the convoy of the birthday presents made up in eleven loads, and will see that they are duly delivered to the Prime Minister at the Eastern Capital. He is responsible for everything. You three men will go with him, and on the road you must carefully follow his orders at all times as to when you are to stop or rest, and you must not dispute his authority. You will of course carry out the commissions my wife told you to execute for her. You must also be careful and not lose anything, and also get the business finished as soon as possible.”


  The three men agreed to do this, and the same day Yang Zhi took charge of the presents. The following morning about five o’clock Yang Zhi had the eleven loads of presents placed in front of the hall, and gave them to the eleven robust soldiers who were dressed like coolies. Yang Zhi was wearing a cool summer hat, a black crape gown, hempen shoes, with puttees wound round his legs, a sword in his belt, a halberd carried in his hand. Xie was dressed like a traveler, and his two servants accompanied him. Each man wore a halberd, and carried a cane. Grand Secretary Liang gave Yang Zhi the dispatches he had prepared. The men who had eaten their meals, saluted Liang in the hall before their departure, and he then watched them start on their journey. Including Yang Zhi, Xie, and the two servants there were altogether fifteen men in the convoy who left the Northern Capital and started on the road towards Eastern Capital.


  That time was the middle of the fifth lunar month, and the weather was very hot so that traveling was unpleasant.


  Yang Zhi was determined to reach the Eastern Capital by the fifteenth day of the following month, so he made forced marches on the road. During the first seven days from the Northern Capital they started about five o’clock each morning when it was quite cool, and rested at midday. After the first week, they passed through a scarcely populated district and met few people on the way. The road was hilly, and therefore Yang Zhi decided to start every day about 8 A.M. The eleven soldiers acting as porters found their loads quite heavy in that district, and whenever they saw a wood they wanted to stop there and rest. If the men stopped for a short time Yang Zhi cursed them as lazy hounds, but if they stayed a long time he even went so far as to strike them in order to get them to move. The two servants carried only their own baggage, but still they panted for breath and walked very slowly. Yang Zhi spoke to them strongly saying, “You do not seem to understand this business! I am responsible for the whole thing! You do not beat these men for me, yet you walk slowly behind them. This is not a place for passing the time idly.”


  The two servants replied, “We do not wish to walk slowly, but the weather is so hot that it is impossible to walk quickly, and that is why we get behind them. Previously we started early when it was cool, but now the travel in so hot weather makes us walk slowly. Your orders are hardly fair.”


  Yang Zhi replied, “You’re just farting, not speaking! Previously we traveled through fairly quiet places, but now we are passing a dangerous locality. If it is hard to walk during the day who would dare walk here during the night?”


  The servants did not reply to this, but they thought in their minds, “This fellow ought not to go to the extent of using abusive language.”


  Yang Zhi took his halberd in one hand, and a cane in the other, and went to urge the men on. The two servants however sat down in the shade of a willow tree, and waited there until Xie caught up to them when they spoke to him. “This fellow Yang Zhi, although he is only a Major yet tries to pass himself off as a more important person. He puts on too much side.”


  Xie replied, “Grand Secretary Liang told us definitely that we must obey Yang Zhi, and that is why I have not said anything although these last few days I have noticed that he has been very severe, and we have had to endure it.”


  The two servants said, “What Liang said was simply to give Yang Zhi a little face but now you ought to decide matters yourself.”


  Xie replied, “Let us put up with him for the time being.”


  That evening about five o’clock they found an inn where they could stop. The eleven porters were dripping with perspiration, and panting for breath. They said to Xie, “We were very unfortunate to ever become soldiers. We are of course aware that we have been sent to do this work. But the heat has been so oppressive and our loads are exceptionally heavy. These last few days we have not even been walking in the cool of the morning. It has been very fatiguing, and Yang Zhi has beaten us with his cane. Our flesh and blood is the same as his, so why should we have this bitterness?”


  “You must not be discontented,” said Xie. “When we reach Eastern Capital I myself will give you a reward.”


  “If he treat us as you do,” said a soldier, “we should have no cause for complaint.”


  They passed the night there, and before daybreak they all got up as they wanted to avail of the morning cool to start. Yang Zhi hastily got up and shouted out, “Where are you going? Go to sleep again, and wait until I give you the order.”


  The men said, “If we do not start when it is early, it will be so hot during the day that you will beat us with your cane.”


  “What do you know about it?” asked Yang Zhi. He seized his cane and was trying to strike them.


  The men restrained their anger, and lay down to sleep. That day they got up about 8 A.M., slowly cooked their breakfast, and then started off. Again on the road Yang Zhi used his cane, and would not allow the porters to rest where there was a cool place. The men muttered their discontent to themselves as they plodded along. The two servants frequently spoke to Xie about the matter. Xie listened to what they said, and in his heart he harbored disgust with Yang Zhi.


  We need not describe in detail the journey, but after traveling like this for about a fortnight there was not a single man of the fourteen who did not hate Yang Zhi.


  On the fourth day of the sixth month they got up as usual at 8 A.M. and prepared their breakfast in a leisurely manner. That morning there was not the smallest speck of cloud in the sky, the sun was glaringly bright, and it was exceedingly hot. There was only a very narrow footpath to follow, and it led through a lonely shaggy area among the mountains. After they had traveled about seven li the porters felt tired and wished to rest a while in the shade of some willow trees. But Yang Zhi came up with his cane, and shouted at them, “Hurry up! I will give you a rest by and by!” The porters looked at the sky but could not see a cloud anywhere, and as the day was so hot they could not stand in the heat any longer. But Yang Zhi continued to press them forward along the deserted footpath. It was almost noon, and the stones on the road were as hot as to burn their feet. They said, “It is very hot, and we shall be burnt to death.”


  Yang Zhi shouted, “Hurry up! When you get over this mountain ridge we will then discuss matters.”


  The men continued on their way, and when they reached the summit of the hill they rushed to the shade of a pine forest to sleep.


  Yang Zhi said, “What kind of a place is this to rest in. Get up at once!”


  The men replied, “Even if you threatened to cut each of us up with your sword into seven pieces we could not go any further just now.”


  Yang Zhi belabored the men with his cane, and got a few to stand up, but the others all lay down to sleep. Yang Zhi saw that it was impossible to do anything more. The two servants and Xie just then also reached the top of the pass, panting for breath, and they also lay down under the pine trees.


  Xie spoke to Yang Zhi, “Major, it is too hot to walk any further just now. Do not beat the men any more.”


  “You do not understand,” said Yang Zhi. “This is a place well-known for bandits and is called the Huangni Ridge. Even in time of peace they often committed their robberies in broad daylight. Now the times are so full of troubles, how can we stop here?”


  The two servants upon hearing this said, “We have heard you say that several times before, and you only frighten us with that.”


  “Would it not be better,” said Xie, “if you let these men rest now, and they can proceed on their way after noon has passed?”


  “You also do not understand,” said Yang Zhi. “How can we do that? In the next three li going down from this pass there are no houses. This is an awful place so how dare we stop here?”


  “I will rest here a while before I go on,” said Xie. “You tell the men to go forward, and not wait for me.”


  “If any one does not go forward,” said Yang Zhi, “I will give him twenty blows with my cane.”


  The men cried out and expressed their disapproval of this. One of them said, “Major, each of us is carrying a load of about one hundred and forty pounds, whereas you carry nothing. You are not treating us as human beings. If Grand Secretary Liang was in your place he would willingly listen to what we say. You do not know the pain we have to bear. You are only trying to enforce your own order.”


  “You brutes are enough to make me die from anger,” said Yang Zhi, “I must beat you.” So saying he struck them on their heads with his cane.


  “Major, stop,” shouted Xie. “Listen to me! When my wife was acting as wetnurse in the home of the Prime Minister I saw many officers in the army, and they always did what I asked them without a murmur. I do not wish to offend you, but previously you were only a banished soldier and only through the kindness of the Grand Secretary did you get your present position as a Major. At present your rank is about the size of a mustard seed, how can you carry matters with such a high hand? Even if I am a village elder you should listen to my one advice, to not say that I am a steward in the household of the Grand Secretary. Now you insist on beating them, what is this treatment?”


  “Steward Xie,” said Yang Zhi, “you are brought up in town and have passed your time in the house of the Prime Minister, you naturally know nothing of the enormous difficulties of traveling by road.”


  The steward replied, “I have traveled in both Sichuan, Guangdong, and Guangxi provinces, but I never saw a man who put on such airs as you do.”


  “The country at present is not so peaceful as that in your time,” said Yang Zhi.


  “As you talk like this,” said steward Xie, “your tongue ought be cut out. Where is the place that is not peaceful just now?”


  Yang Zhi was just on the point of answering the steward when looking into the pine forest he saw the shadow of a man who was evidently spying on them. He then said, “What are you saying? Just here comes the bad man.” He then threw down his cane, picked up his halberd, and striding into the forest he shouted out, “What a brigand you are! How dare you look at our things like that?” Going forward he saw among the trees seven Jiangzhou style handcarts and arranged in a line. There were also six men with them who had stripped off all their clothes and were resting in the shade. One of the men had a big red birthmark on his temple, and he had a halberd in his hand. When the men saw Yang Zhi approaching them they all exclaimed, “Ai Ya!” and got up.


  “Who are you?” shouted Yang Zhi.


  “Who are you?” asked the men.


  “Are you not all bandits?” asked Yang Zhi.


  “You talk nonsense,” said the men. “We are only petty traders, so where can we have the money to give you?”


  “You are only petty traders,” said Yang Zhi, “where can I have the money to give you?”


  “Then tell us who you are,” asked the seven men.


  “You first tell me where you come from,” said Yang Zhi.


  The seven men replied, “We seven brothers are from Haozhou. We are on our way to the Eastern Capital to sell our dates there, and happen to pass this way. We have heard many people say that at this Huangni Ridge there are bandits who may attack us and seize our goods. But as we have only dates, and no other valuable goods, we came this way in spite of the warning. When we got to the top of this ridge we found the heat was so hot that we decided to have a little rest in the shade of these trees, and proceed further when it is a little cooler. While we were resting we heard you coming along and as we were afraid that you might be bandits, we sent a man to see who you were.”


  “Then it appears,” said Yang Zhi, “that you are travelers just like us. When I saw this man spying I was afraid that he was a bandit, and so I came forward to investigate matters.”


  The seven men then asked Yang Zhi to partake of some of their dates, but Yang Zhi declined the offer, and with his halberd in his hand went back to his own men.


  The steward Xie, who was resting under the trees, said, “As there are bandits here we had better get along.”


  “At first,” said Yang Zhi, “I also thought that they were bandits, but I have found out that they are only traders with some dates.”


  “If it had been as you said previously all our men would have been killed,” said Xie, looking towards the men.


  “We need not quarrel any more. The only thing that I am anxious about is our safety,” said Yang Zhi. “You can now have a rest, and when it is cooler we will go on.”


  All the men laughed upon hearing this. Yang Zhi stuck his halberd in the ground, and then went and sat under a tree for a rest.


  In a very short time they saw a man approaching carrying a couple of buckets from a pole over his shoulder. As he reached the summit of the ridge he sang:


   


  The sun pours down its glowing heat.


       Parching the growing corn;


  The farmer’s heart melts in the glow,


       The rich fan to and fro,


  While I sweat here forlorn.


   


  The man put down his buckets, and also sat down under a tree to rest. The soldiers asked him what he had got in the buckets, and he told them it was white wine. They then asked where he was going to, and the man replied that he was going to sell it in the village. The soldiers inquired the price of a bucket, and were informed that the lowest price was five strings of cash.


  The soldiers talked the matter over among themselves saying that as they were all hot and thirsty why should they not buy the wine and have a drink. They then got out their money to see how much they had altogether.


  Yang Zhi seeing this shouted out, “What are you doing?”


  The men replied that they were going to buy some wine for a drink. Yang Zhi took hold of his halberd by the blade, and beat them with the shaft saying, “You have not even asked me whether you can do this or not. How dare you buy wine without my permission. How brave you are!”


  The soldiers replied, “Without any justification you try to stir up troubles. We are going to buy some wine by our own money so what have you got to do with that? And yet you beat us.”


  Yang Zhi said, “You clodhoppers! What do you know? You want to drink wine, and yet you do not understand the great difficulties of the road. Many heroes have drunk drugged wine, and become unconscious.”


  The man who had carried the wine grinned at Yang Zhi, and said, “You evidently do not know much. I will certainly not sell any of the wine to you yet you talk so unreasonably.” While they were so wrangling the seven men came towards him with halberds in their hands. They asked him, “What is the row about?”


  The man with the wine said, “I am carrying this wine to a village to sell it, and being hot I sat down to rest here. These men asked me to sell them some wine, but before I could do so this traveler said that the wine might be drugged. Wasn’t that funny?”


  “Pooh!” said one of the seven men. “We thought that some bad man had come, but it appears now that your talk was hardly worthwhile. There is no need for a quarrel. We are very thirsty, and although he is suspicious, we will buy a bucket of wine ourselves.”


  The wine seller said that he would not sell.


  “You stupid fellow,” said one of the seven men, “you evidently do not understand that we have not condemned your wine. If you take it to the village you will only get the same price that we shall pay so why not sell it to us? We think that if you had only tea or water you would give it to us to assuage our thirst.”


  “I would not mind selling you a bucket of wine,” said the wine seller, “if he had not said that it might be bad. But you have no ladles or cups to drink the wine with.”


  You are too particular,” said one of the seven men, “what he said was not very important. We have a coconut shell which we can use as a ladle.” Two men went to their carts, and one brought back two coconut shells, and the other as many dates as he could carry in his hands. The seven men then stood round the bucket, and taking off the cover they helped themselves to the wine, and ate the dates. In a short time they had finished the bucket of wine. One of the men pointed out that they had not asked what the cost of the wine was.


  The wine seller said, “I have not mentioned the price, but each bucket costs five strings of cash.”


  “We will pay you five strings of cash,” said one of the seven men, “but you might now give us a ladle of wine free.”


  “I cannot give you wine free, the price is fixed,” said the wine seller.


  One man gave him the money, but another man took off the cover of the other bucket, and took a ladle full of wine. The wine seller objected to the latter’s conduct but the man drank half of the wine, and went towards the pine forest. The wine seller followed him, and then saw another man come out of the forest with a ladle, which he dipped into the wine. The wine seller hurried back and seizing the ladle emptied the contents into the bucket. He threw the ladle down on the ground, and put the cover on the bucket again. He said, “You have not the manners but are dressed as gentleman and yet make so much trouble?”


  The soldiers had seen all this happening, and as they also would have liked a drink of the wine they became dissatisfied. One of them said to steward Xie, “Sir, will you speak for us? Those merchants selling dates have bought a bucket of wine and drunk it. We must buy the other bucket of wine, and moisten our throats a little. We are very thirsty, and there is no other way. At this place there is not a drop of water anywhere so we hope you will do this good action.”


  Steward Xie wanted a drink himself and upon the soldier’s request he spoke to Yang Zhi, “These dates traders have bought and drunk a bucket of wine, so would it not be as well to let our men buy some wine to assuage their thirst? Here there is no water.”


  Yang Zhi thought the matter over, “I have noticed from a distance that the men who have bought a bucket of wine have taken also one ladle from the other bucket, and drank it, and it appears to be all right. As I have been beating my soldiers I will now allow them to buy the wine just as they please.” He said, “Steward, as you have requested me you may now tell our men to buy wine and drink it. Then they must start without further delay.”


  The soldiers upon hearing this soon collected five strings of cash to buy the wine with. But the wine seller declined to sell it, as he had said that it was drugged.


  The soldiers coaxed him and said, “Brother, is it worthwhile saying that?”


  “I won’t sell,” said the wine seller. “You need not say anything more.”


  The man who was selling dates interposed and said, “You foolish fellow! That man (Yang Zhi) was wrong, but you are so particular and refused to sell to us before, but I think you had better let them have a drink because they have not spoken against you.” “How can it be that suspicion is aroused without cause?” asked the wine seller.


  The trader of dates gently pushed the wine seller to one side, and then gave the soldiers the remaining bucket of wine.


  The soldiers took the lid off the bucket, but as they had no ladle, they asked the trader to lend them the coconut ladle. The trader lent them the ladle, and also gave them some dates to eat with the wine.


  The porters expressed their thanks.


  “You need not thank me,” said the trader, “nor mention the hundred dates I have given you, as we are both travelers.”


  The soldier porters again expressed their thanks, and then offered a ladle of wine to the Steward Xie, and also another one to Yang Zhi.


  But Yang Zhi would not drink the wine so the two servants drank it. The soldier porters then all drank, and it was not long before the bucket was quite empty.


  Yang Zhi saw that his men had no ill effects from drinking the wine, so as the day was so hot, and besides that he was very thirsty, he himself took and drank half a ladle of the wine, and also took some of the dates.


  The wine seller said, “There was a ladle of wine stolen from that bucket, so I will make a discount for it of half a string of cash.”


  The soldiers paid him accordingly, and as soon as he had received the money the wine seller shouldered his two empty buckets, and left the place singing his song. The seven traders of dates sitting under the pine trees pointed their fingers at the soldiers and said, “They are now falling down.” The soldiers, in fact, felt “their heads heavy and their feet fight,” and after looking at each other slyly had lain down.


  The seven traders left the shade of the pine trees, and unloaded their carts of the dates, and then reloaded them with the valuable presents, and covered the loads. They then went straight down the Huangni Ridge making a loud noise on their way.


  Yang Zhi saw this happen, but although he struggled to get up he could not do so as his body was so weak. He fully realized the bitterness of his position. Also the fifteen men stared at these proceedings but they were equally helpless.


  Now I want to ask you who those seven men were. They were none other than Chao Gai, Wu Yong, Gongsun Sheng, Liu Tang, and the brothers Ruan. The wine seller who had just gone before was Bai Sheng, the “Daylight Rat.”


  When and how had they drugged the wine? At the time the wine arrived at the Huangni Ridge it was quite good wine. The wine that the seven traders drank was also good, and Liu Tang opened the bucket and took half a ladle to drink just to show the soldiers that this wine was also good. Afterwards Wu Yong put some drug in a ladle, and bringing it from the pine forest he put it into the wine bucket pretending that he wanted to get a drink free, but Bai Sheng (the wine seller) prevented him from doing so by knocking the ladle on the ground. All these plots had been conceived by Wu Yong, and are now known as seizing the birthday presents by craft.


  Yang Zhi had not drunk much of the wine so that he soon recovered, and crawled, as he could not yet stand up. Approaching his men he saw that spittle was dripping from the corners of their mouths, and they could not get up. Yang with a sorrowful heart said to himself: “I need not quarrel with you seven men who stole the birthday presents, but will you tell me how I can return and face the Grand Secretary Liang? As I cannot return these dispatches I had better destroy them. Now I have a home whereto I cannot go; I have a country whereto I cannot return. But where must I go to? Had I not better find a place here where I can commit suicide?” Raising his gown, he staggered along until he came to a steep place where he would jump down.


   


  April showers made the blossoms fall;


  Autumn frosts have killed the willow leaves.


   


  We will now relate what was the result of Yang Zhi’s attempt at suicide on the Huangni Ridge.


  

   


   


   


  Footnote


  63 Famed strategist of the Three Kingdoms period.




  CHAPTER 16

   

  Monk Lu Da Has a Fight at Mount Lianglong; the Blue Faced Brute Tries to Seize the Baozhu Monastery


   


   


   


  JUST as Yang Zhi was preparing to commit suicide by jumping down a steep place on the Huangni Ridge he stood still and thought. “When my parents gave birth to me I was very good-looking, and when I was a youth I knew all the eighteen forms of military exercises. I cannot ruin my future career by committing suicide as it will be better to wait until the bandits have been arrested and then I can explain matters.” He then returned, and saw that his party of fourteen men were still staring at him but yet could not get up. He pointed at them with his ringer and cursed; saying, “You knaves would not listen to what I had said, and that was the cause of what followed, and you put me into this trouble.” He then picked up his halberd that was lying at the foot of a tree, and put a sword at his belt. He looked all round but could see nothing else. He heaved a sigh, and went down the ridge.


  About ten o’clock in the evening the fourteen men were able to scramble to their feet, and then they expressed their sorrow. The steward Xie said to them, “You would not listen to Major Yang Zhi’s order, and therefore today I am in danger of my life.”


  “Sir,” said one of the men, “now that it is all finished let us discuss a plan.”


  “What is your idea?” asked the steward Xie.


  “We are certainly to blame,” said the man. “The ancients had a saying, ‘When the fire is scorching our bodies we try to put it out, or when a wasp gets in our bosom we quickly unfasten our clothes.’ If Major Yang Zhi were here now we could not say anything, but as he has now gone away why should we not return to Grand Secretary Liang, and lay all the blame for this on Yang Zhi? We could say that on the way Yang Zhi insulted us by continual curses and beat us so bitterly that we could hardly walk. He was in league with some bandits, and gave us some drugged wine so that we became unconscious; when he bound our hands and feet he went off with the golden articles and jewels.”


  The steward replied, “What you say is all right. At daybreak we will go to the local magistrate and report the matter as you say. We can leave the two servants at the yamen to guide the officials here and assist in arresting the bandits. The following night we can start for the Northern Capital where we can report the matter, and get a dispatch sent to the Prime Minister so that he can give orders for the arrest of the bandits.” The following morning steward Xie led the men to the local magistrate at Jizhou Prefecture to report the matter, but we need not go into the detail.


  As he left the Huangni Ridge Yang Zhi was in a very melancholy spirit. He traveled during half the night in a southerly direction, and then lay down in a forest to rest. He asked himself, “I have no money to cover the traveling expenses and I cannot meet anyone on this road whom I know so what shall I do?” As soon as it was dawn he however took the advantage of the cool breeze and started. He felt quite miserable, after walking about seven li. Upon coming to an inn he thought, “If I don’t get some wine here I shall soon be unable to proceed any further.” Entering the inn he sat down on a stool which was made of, as same as the table, the wood of the mulberry tree. He placed his halberd leaning against the stool by his side. In the kitchen he saw a woman who asked him, “Do you want to dine, sir?”


  “Bring me a small horn cup of wine,” said Yang Zhi. “Also boil a little rice for me, and serve it with some meat. When I have dined I will pay you.” The woman called a youth who poured out the wine and took it to Yang Zhi. She duly prepared the rice and meat and it was also brought in. When he had finished his meal he picked up his halberd, and was walking towards the door when the woman called out, “You have not yet paid me for the food and drink.”


  “Place it to my account, and I will pay you when I come back,” said Yang Zhi. So saying he walked off.


  The youth who had served the wine ran after him, and took hold of his clothes, but Yang Zhi knocked the youth down by a blow of his fist. The woman seeing this cried out for help. Yang Zhi paid no attention to this, and went on his way. He heard a man behind him calling out, “Where are you going to?” Turning his head he saw that the man was only half dressed, and was running after him trailing a cudgel. He thought the man was unwise in attacking him as he could easily kill him. He stood still, awaiting the attack, and saw that the youth had got a pitchfork, and was also running towards him. There were also three farm laborers armed with cudgels who were also hastening forward. Yang Zhi thought, “If I knock this first man down the others probably will not dare to come any further.” So he held his halberd in front of him ready to strike the man. The man came up whirling his cudgel, and then both men fought for about twenty bouts; but the man did not overcome Yang Zhi. He was only able to parry and dodge Yang Zhi’s blows. The youth and the farm laborers were on the point of rushing upon Yang Zhi when that half-dressed man suddenly sprang back clear of Yang Zhi’s halberd, and said, “No more fighting! What is the name of this man with the halberd?”


  “Whether I am traveling or staying at home I do not change my name,” said Yang Zhi, “I am Yang Zhi, the ‘Blue Faced Brute.’”


  “Are you not the Yang Zhi who looked after the Emperor’s pavilion at Eastern Capital?” asked the man.


  “How do you know that I am that officer?” said Yang Zhi.


  The man threw his cudgel away, saluted with folded hands, and said, “I did not recognize Mount Tai.”


  Yang Zhi raised him up, and asked, “Who are you?”


  The man said, “I previously lived at Kaifeng. I was a pupil of Drill Inspector Lin Chong of the Imperial Guard. I am Cao Zheng, and my father and also my grandfather were butchers. I was very skilled in drawing the sinews, breaking the bones, and scraping the skins. And because of this people gave me the nickname ‘Demon Carver.’ A wealthy man at Kaifeng gave me five thousand strings of cash to trade with in Shandong, but I was unfortunate and lost all the money so that I dare not go back. Instead I married the daughter of a farmer near here, and live in their home. The woman whom you saw in the kitchen is my wife, and the man with the pitchfork is my brother-in-law. I saw that your skill with the halberd was almost equal to that of my instructor Lin Chong, and that I had no chance of defeating you.”


  “You say you were the pupil of Drill Instructor Lin Chong,” said Yang Zhi. “You will therefore know that Marshal Gao Qiu, the Marshal of the Imperial Guard, insulted the wife of Lin Chong, and that was why the latter became a brigand. He is now at Liangshan Marsh.”


  “I have heard people say so,” said Cao Zheng, “but I have no means of knowing whether it is true or not. Will you please come to my home and rest a while there?”


  The two men then went back to the inn, and Cao Zheng asked Yang Zhi to be seated. He also asked his wife and his brother-in-law to salute Yang Zhi. They then dined together. During the meal Cao Zheng asked Yang Zhi what business had brought him to that place. Yang Zhi told him all about the matter of losing the convoy of marble, and how he had now also lost all the birthday gifts of the Grand Secretary Liang.


  “In that case,” said Cao Zheng, “I trust that you will stay at my house, and we can talk matters over.”


  “It is very kind of you to make such an offer,” said Yang Zhi. “But I cannot stay here as I am afraid that the police will come to search and arrest me.”


  “Then where are you thinking of seeking refuge?” asked Cao Zheng.


  “I am thinking of going to Liangshan Marsh to find Drill Instructor Lin Chong,” said Yang Zhi. “Sometime before when I was passing near Liangshan Marsh I had a fight with him, but Wang Lun saw that we were both experts at arms, and took us both up the hill to his stronghold where Lin Chong and I became friends. Wang Lun tried very hard to get me to stay at Liangshan Marsh, but I had no desire to become a bandit. Now, if I go to seek refuge there for fear of being branded as a criminal it would be too unmanly, so I have not yet decided whether to do that or not.”


  “What you say is quite true,” said Cao Zheng. “I have also heard that Wang Lun is jealous of other men and that when Drill Instructor Lin Chong went there he suffered much at his hand. But would it not be better to go to the Baozhu Monastery on the Lianglong Mountain in Qingzhou which is not far from here. The place is a natural stronghold, and there is only one road to it. Just now the Abbot, and also a number of monks have given up their vows, and have allowed their hair to grow again. They say he has now about four or five hundred men who loot in the surrounding villages. His name is Deng Long, and his nickname is ‘Golden Eyed Tiger.’ If you are thinking of becoming a bandit you had better go and join that gang, and enjoy your life.”


  “As there is such a place,” said Yang Zhi, “why should I not go there, and capture it for the benefit of myself.”


  So he stayed with Cao Zheng for the night, and next morning set out for the Lianglong Mountain. Towards the evening of the following day he saw a high mountain in the distance so he decided to rest for the night in the forest, and proceed on his way the next day. Upon entering the forest to find a safe place to sleep he was surprised to see there at the foot of a pine tree a very fat monk who had stripped off all his clothes to enjoy the cool. He saw some tattoo marks on his bare back. When the monk saw Yang Zhi he jumped up, seized his monk’s staff, and shouted out, “You prick! Where are you from?”


  Yang Zhi recognized his voice, and thought that the monk came from the same village as himself. So he said, “Where are you from?” But instead of replying, the monk raised his staff to strike Yang Zhi.


  “This bald-headed donkey is not polite,” said Yang Zhi; “I will revenge my wrong on him.” So saying he ran forward with his halberd towards the monk. The two men fought maneuvering backwards and forwards, but after about fifty bouts neither of them had gained any advantage. The monk saw a fault on his opponent’s part so he jumped aside clear of his halberd, and shouted out, “Let us have a rest.”


  Yang Zhi appreciated the monk’s skill very much, and asked himself, “Where does this monk come from? He is certainly very skillful with his staff, and we are just well matched.”


  “Who are you,” asked the monk, “with such a blue face?”


  “I am Yang Zhi who looked after the Emperor’s hall at the Eastern Capital,” replied Yang Zhi.


  “Are you the man who tried to sell a sword at the Eastern Capital, and killed a man named Niu Er?” asked the monk.


  “Do you not see the brand on my face?” asked Yang Zhi.


  “So now we meet here for the first time,” said the monk laughingly.


  “May I venture to ask who you are,” said Yang Zhi, “and how did you know that I once wanted to sell a sword?”


  “I am no other,” said the monk, “than Major Lu Da, of the headquarters of Old General Zhong at Yanan Prefecture. Because I killed a man nicknamed ‘The Bully of the Western Pass’ I sought refuge at Mount Wutai where I became a monk. I have a tattoo on my back, and therefore people call me ‘The Tattooed Monk.’”


  Yang Zhi laughed and said, “We are evidently from the same village. I have heard of your fame everywhere. I did hear also that you were a monk at the Great Xiangguo Monastery so what are you doing here?”


  Lu Da said, “That would entail a long explanation. While I was in charge of the vegetable garden of the Great Xiangguo Monastery I met Lin Chong, ‘Leopard’s Head,’ whose life was in danger through the hatred of the Marshal Gao Qiu of the Imperial Guards. I saw his danger on the way to Cangzhou so I rescued him. The two constables who were escorting Lin Chong, returned and reported to Gao Qiu that I had rescued Lin Chong from them in the Yezhu Forest, and then escorted him to Cangzhou so that they had no opportunity of killing him as Gao Qiu ordered. That bastard was so angry that he wanted to kill me. He informed the Abbot at the monastery that he must not allow me to stay there. He also sent men to arrest me, but some ruffians came and informed me of that fact, so I could escape being arrested. So to give them a wrong impression I burned down the hut where I lived at the vegetable garden, and then ran away, but in whatever direction I went I never felt safe. I arrived at last at Shizipo in Mengzhou where I was almost killed by a woman of an inn who gave me some drugged wine so that I became unconscious. But her husband just then arriving was very much surprised at seeing my heavy monk’s staff and knife, and he therefore gave me another drug which quickly brought me to my senses again. After he had ascertained my name he asked me to stay there a few days, and adopted me as his brother. The man and his wife were well known to the bandits as ‘“Market Gardener” Zhang Qing’ and his wife, Sun Er Niang, nicknamed ‘Night Witch.’ They are very generous. After staying there for four days I heard that the Baozhu Monastery on the Lianglong Mountain was a safe place to establish oneself so I decided to go there and join the bandits under Deng Long. But that man was unwilling to let me join them on the mountain, and attacked me before I got there, but as he failed to defeat me he retreated to the stronghold, and barred the three doors against me. As there was only one way up the mountain, and they would not come out again to fight with me in spite of my cursing them, and as I had no other prospect, I came to this forest, and did not expect to meet you here.”


  Yang Zhi was much pleased at hearing this, and after saluting each other the two men sat down on the ground. Then Yang Zhi gave his new friend all the details of selling of the sword which resulted in the death of Niu Er; also how he had lost all the birthday presents from Grand Secretary Liang; and how Cao Zheng had advised him to come to that place. He then asked, “As the bandits at the Lianglong Mountain have barred the gates in the defile how would it be if we had a ruse to bring them here? Let us go to Cao Zheng’s home and discuss the matter there.”


  They immediately left the forest, and soon reached Cao Zheng’s inn. Yang Zhi duly introduced Lu Da and Cao Zheng quickly brought them wine and food. They then discussed the position at the Lianglong Mountain, and Cao Zheng said, “As they have definitely barred the gates, not only you two, but even ten thousand cavalry could not get to the top of the mountain. As it would be useless to use force to get them to open the gates we must think of some other plan.”


  Lu Da said, “That prick! When I went there he met me outside the gate, and as he did not allow me to stay there we fought, and I gave Deng Long a kick in the crotch and knocked him down. But a great many of his men rescued him, and retreated up the stronghold barring those beastly gates. I cursed them, but they would not come outside again to resume the fighting.”


  “Since it is a delectable place,” said Yang Zhi, “how can we afford not to attack by strategy?”


  “We cannot get there,” said Lu Da, “and that makes his position intact.”


  “I have a plan,” said Cao Zheng, “but I do not know whether you two gentlemen would approve of it.”


  “Let us hear your plan,” said Yang Zhi.


  “You cannot do in those clothes,” said Cao Zheng, “and you will have to dress in the same clothes as our farm laborers. I will take the monk staff and broadsword and go with my brother-in-law and a number of other men to the mountain. We take Lu Da with us as a prisoner, bound with ropes, but tied in such a way that I can release him with a single pull on the rope. Upon arriving there I shout out: “I am an innkeeper at a village near here. This monk came to my inn, and drank so much wine that he became drunk. He would not pay me, but instead said that he was going to take some men to fight you in your mountain stronghold. Upon hearing this I had him bound while he was still drunk, and have brought him here to present to the bandit chief. Upon hearing this Deng Long will at once allow us to go up the mountain. Upon arriving at the stronghold, and meeting Deng Long I will pull the rope, and release Lu Da and hand him his monk’s staff. Then you two can rush forward, and Deng Long will not be able to run away. If we succeed in killing Deng Long his followers will submit to us without any further trouble. What do you think of that scheme?”


  Lu Da and Yang Zhi both said that the scheme was excellent.


  That evening all the men dined, and prepared the food to take with them the next day. The following morning they were up at five o’clock, and ate a hearty breakfast. Lu Da’s things were packed up, and stored away. Lu Da, Yang Zhi, Cao Zheng and his brother-in-law, and about seven farm laborers departed on the road to the Lianglong Mountain.


  In the afternoon they stopped in a forest, and stripped the clothes off Lu Da, then bound him with ropes, and handed him over to two laborers to lead him. Yang Zhi wore a straw hat, a cloth shirt, and carried a halberd in his hand. Cao Zheng carried the monk’s staff. The other men had cudgels, and they formed an escort round Lu Da both in front and behind. Upon coming in view of the gates at the foot of the defile they noticed crossbows, bows, bottles of lime powder, and supplies of stone balls were stacked ready for defense. As soon as the brigands on guard at the gate saw that the monk had arrived as a prisoner they flew up the mountain to report the matter. In a short time two junior minions came to the gate, and asked, “Where do you come from, and what do you come here for? Why have you brought that monk here?”


  Cao Zheng replied, “We come from a small village in the vicinity of this mountain, and I have an inn at that place. This fat monk often came to my inn to drink wine. One time he got drunk, and would not pay for the wine. He said that he would go to Liangshan Marsh, and get many hundreds of men to come here with him to attack your stronghold. He would also lay waste all the villages about here. So we made him still more drunk by giving him plenty of wine, and then tied him up with ropes to bring him here as a prisoner for your chief. We think this would prove our submission to you, and so save us from calamity in the future.”


  When the two junior minions heard this they were extremely happy, and said, “Good! But just wait a minute here.” They then went up the mountain, and reported to Deng Long that the fat monk had been captured, and brought there as a prisoner.


  Deng Long was also pleased at this and told them to bring the monk there. So he could have his heart and eat it with wine, and his feeling of resentment would thus be appeased. The brigands hearing these orders opened the gates, and told the men outside to enter. Yang Zhi and Cao Zheng closely guarding Lu Da advanced up the mountain, and as they passed up the narrow defile, and through the barriers they realized how impregnable the place was. The monastery itself was encircled by high mountains, and the peaks were unscalable. The narrow road led to the final barriers in front of the monastery. There were three stout barriers, and neatly arranged logs of wood for rolling down on the road, huge stones for discharging upon the enemy, crossbows, ordinary bows, and darts made of bamboo. After passing the three barriers they came to the Baozhu Monastery which had three large doors. In front was an open space as flat and smooth as a mirror, and around it were railings.


  Standing near the gate in front of the monastery were seven or eight brigands who, upon seeing that Lu Da was bound, pointed at him with their fingers and cursed him, “You bald-headed donkey assaulted our chief and have now been arrested. You shall soon be chopped into small pieces.”


  Lu Da did not reply to this. Upon entering the monastery they saw that there was no idol of Buddha, but in the center of the hall there was a large chair covered with a tiger’s skin. Many bandits there had spears and cudgels and stood in ranks on both sides. In a little time Deng Long entered assisted by two bandits, and took his seat on the chair. Cao Zheng and Yang Zhi were close to Lu Da, and led him to the steps below the chair.


  “You bald-headed donkey!” said Deng Long, “a few days ago you kicked me in the crotch, and it is still swollen and black and blue. Today you see me face to face.”


  Lu Da opened his eyes wide and staring shouted, “You prick! You need not go!”


  Two laborers seized the rope, and pulling it released Lu Da who taking the monk’s staff from Cao Zheng whirled it round. Yang Zhi threw off his straw hat, and seized his halberd. Cao Zheng whirled his cudgel and his laborers all came forward with their cudgels. Deng Long was endeavoring to escape when Lu Da struck him with his staff, and split his skull into two parts, and the same blow shattered the chair. Yang Zhi had attacked about five of the bandits with his sword when Cao Zheng called out, “All of you must surrender. Otherwise we shall wipe you all out.” The five hundred bandits outside the monastery were so surprised at what had happened that they immediately surrendered.


  They then ordered the bandits to take the body of Deng Long and burn it on the mountain at the back of the monastery. Yang Zhi and Lu Da then went to the granary and took stock of the grain there, put other rooms in order, and took particulars of the things that were stored behind the temple. They then took food and wine for them to eat in the temple. As Lu Da and Yang Zhi were now masters of the stronghold they had a big feast with plenty of wine. All the bandits were submitted to the changed position of affairs and still controlled by their officers. Cao Zheng bid adieu to Yang Zhi and Lu Da and returned to his homestead, but we need not say anything more about him.


  The men who had formed the escort for the birthday presents and also Xie, the steward, went on their way to the Northern Capital, and upon arrival there they went to the yamen of Grand Secretary Liang, and there prostrating themselves asked to be excused for their crime.


  Grand Secretary Liang said, “I appreciate fully the difficulties you must have had on the road. But where is Yang Zhi?”


  “That we dare not say,” said the men. “That man is a bold ungrateful thief. When we had gone about seven days from here, we reached the Huangni Ridge where we rested in the shade of some pine trees as it was a very hot day. We did not know that Yang Zhi had an understanding with a band of seven thieves. They pretended to be traders of dates, and were pushing seven small Jiangzhou–made handcarts. They had apparently arranged to meet us at that place, and were waiting for us there. Yang Zhi had also arranged for a man to carry some wine to arrive there at the same time. Without thinking we bought the wine, but it had been drugged so that we were soon insensible and were all bound up with ropes. Yang Zhi joined with the seven bandits in loading the birthday presents on the small carts, and then went off with them. We reported the matter to the magistrate at Jizhou Prefecture where we left two of our servants to assist in arresting the bandits. We have traveled both day and night to reach here, and report this to Your Honor.”


  Upon hearing this Liang was very much surprised and cursed; saying, “That banished thief! He was a convicted criminal. I promoted him, gave him a position, and now I find that he has forgotten all my generosity. If I can only catch him I will kill him, and cut him up into ten thousand small pieces.” He then dictated a dispatch to his secretary, and sent a man with it to Jizhou Prefecture with instructions to travel day and night until delivered. He also wrote a personal letter to Prime Minister Cai at the Eastern Capital, explaining what had happened.


  We need not say anything about the dispatch sent to Jizhou Prefecture, but we will now follow the personal letter for the Prime Minister. When Prime Minister Cai received the letter, and read it he was very much surprised and said, “These bandits are quite fearless. Last year they seized presents from my son-in-law, and so far they have not been arrested. This year the same thing has happened again, so what will be the end of it?” He wrote a dispatch, and told an officer in his yamen to take it himself with all speed to the Prefect of Jizhou who must immediately have the bandits arrested, and report to him at once.


  After receipt of the order from Grand Secretary Liang at the Northern Capital the Prefect at Jizhou attended to the matter every day without succeeding in arresting the bandits, and was becoming very anxious. One day the doorkeeper reported that an officer from Prime Minister Cai at Eastern Capital had arrived with a very urgent dispatch, and was waiting outside the hall to see the Prefect.


  The Prefect was surprised at this, but thought that it must have something to do with the matter of the birthday presents also. He went into the hall and when he met the officer he said, “I have already received an accusation against the bandits from the servants of the Grand Secretary Liang, and have sent men to arrest the bandits, but so far we have not been able to find any trace of them. I also received a personal dispatch from Liang instructing me to give the police and the Inspector only a few days in which to arrest the brigands, and if they did not secceed in that time they were to be beaten. If we get only information as to the whereabouts of these brigands I will go myself and report the matter to your master.”


  “I am the intimate servant of the Prime Minister,” said the officer. “He told me his intentions, and sent me specially to see that all the bandits were arrested. Just before I left the Eastern Capital the Prime Minister spoke to me and said that he wanted me to stay in your yamen until this matter was settled. He wants you to arrest the seven traders of dates, the wine seller, and also Yang Zhi who disappeared. They must all be arrested within ten days, and be sent to the Eastern Capital. If you do not succeed in arresting the men within that time I am afraid that he will banish you to Shamen Island. It will be very dangerous even for me to return and report a failure to the Prime Minister. If you doubt my word then please peruse the dispatch from the Prime Minister which I have brought.”


  The Prefect read the dispatch, and was much surprised. He at once summoned a number of police. Just then a man standing on the steps outside the door attracted attention by calling out “nuo” and the Prefect turning to him said, “Who are you?”


  The man replied, “I am He Tao, Police Inspector in the Third Police Area.”


  The Prefect asked, “Are you the man in charge of the affairs regarding the stealing of the birthday presents at the Huangni Ridge?”


  He Tao replied, “Your Excellency, I had charge of the party that went to attend to that matter, and I have not had a wink of sleep since I started, and have kept the men under constant supervision. Although I beat the men with my stick continually we have not found a single trace of the bandits so far. There has been no neglect on my part, and yet I can find no plan to settle the matter.”


  The Prefect spoke in a loud voice, “Nonsense! As the ancients said, ‘You have not been sharp enough, and your men have been too slow.’ I passed my Imperial Examinations, and rose to my present position after many difficulties. Today an officer has arrived from the Prime Minister at the Eastern Capital with a dispatch which states that all the bandits must be arrested within ten days, and sent to the Eastern Capital. Should I fail to execute this order I shall be dismissed from office, and banished to Shamen Island. Although you are an Inspector yet apparently you are of no use, and will bring a great calamity to me. I shall, however, first send you to a very distant military post, so far away that even the wild geese cannot fly there.” He then summoned a man, and told him to brand on the Inspector’s face the three characters: “Banished to. . . Prefecture” leaving a blank space for the destination to be branded in afterwards. This done the Prefect said, “He Tao! If you do not arrest those bandits I will never forgive you.”


  He Tao after hearing this withdrew to his office where he summoned a large number of policemen to have a secret discussion of this matter.


  He Tao said, “In your positions you get your wages whether you have anything to do or not, but although you have not arrested the bandits you have not said anything about it. But you will surely have pity for me with these characters branded on my face.”


  The men replied, “Sir, we are not as senseless as wood or grass and we do know about your difficulty. We think that the bandits must have come from a remote and wild place in the hills in another district. When they seized the valuable presents they must have returned to their mountain stronghold in good spirits so how can we find them? Even if we know where they have gone to we shall still be quite helpless.”


  When He Tao heard them say this his sorrow for himself was doubled. Without saying anything he left the room, mounted a horse and started off for home. Upon arrival at home he led the horse to a trough at the back of the house, and tied it up there. He was by himself, and felt very melancholy.


  Upon entering the house his wife asked him, “Husband, how is it your face is like that?”


  “A few days ago,” said He Tao, “the Prefect gave me an order to arrest some bandits who had stolen, at the Huangni Ridge, the valuable birthday presents that had been sent by Grand Secretary Liang to Prime Minister Cai. I took the order but so far I have failed to arrest the bandits. Today I was going to ask for a renewal of the time limit for the arrest of those men, and I did not know that an officer had arrived from the Eastern Capital with an order that the bandits must be sent there without delay. The Prefect asked me what news I had about the bandits, and I replied that I could get no news of them, and so far they had not been arrested. Thereupon the Prefect gave orders and had these three characters branded upon my face leaving a space for the place of my banishment to be filled in later on. I did not know what my fate will be.”


  His wife asked, “Well, and how will you put this matter right?”


  Just then his younger brother He Qing entered, and He Tao said to him, “What are you doing here? Why have you not gone gambling?”


  Madame He Tao signaled to He Qing with her hand and said to him, “Brother-in-law, just come into the kitchen, as I have something to say to you.” They both then went into the kitchen where He Qing sat down.


  The woman spread on the table some meat, vegetables, and wine, warmed a cup of wine, and then asked He Qing to dine.


  He Qing said, “My elder brother was very insulting to me. I am his younger brother, although I am not very able.”


  The woman said, “You do not understand, but your brother is exceedingly upset just now.”


  “But my brother has a good income every day,” said He Qing, “so where has the money gone to? I have not troubled him with visits so why is he so upset today?”


  The woman said, “Some traders of dates at the Huangni Ridge stole the birthday presents sent by Grand Secretary Liang at the Northern Capital to Prime Minister Cai at the Eastern Capital. An order came from the Eastern Capital that if the bandits were not arrested within ten days the officer should be branded and banished to a distant military post. Did you not notice the three characters branded on your elder brother’s face? Sooner or later he would suffer more if those men were not arrested, and is therefore disinclined to drink with you. So I have prepared some food and wine for yourself. While he is in this melancholy mood you must excuse him.”


  “I have heard at several places,” said He Qing, “that some bandits captured the birthday presents. But where did it happen?”


  “I heard that it occurred at the Huangni Ridge.”


  “But who could have done it?”


  The woman replied, “Brother, you are not yet drunk. I have already told you that the men who captured the valuables were seven traders of dates.”


  He Qing burst into a roar of laughter, and said, “So that is it. But if he knows that there were date traders why is he so melancholy? Why does he not send some clever men to arrest them?”


  “What you say is all right,” said the woman, “but he cannot find out where they have gone to.”


  He Qing laughed again and said, “Sister-in-law, you need not be anxious. But you know that my elder brother was always asking men to come and dine with him whom he called his ‘younger brothers’ but he never invited me, his real younger brother, to join them. If he had previously invited me to dine with him we could this day have discussed the matter of these bandits.”


  “Brother-in-law, do you know where the bandits are?”


  “I might have some plan of saving him from it,” said He Qing, “when my brother is in a critical position.” He then got up with the idea of leaving the room, but his sister-in-law detained him to drink two more cups of wine. When she heard these statements made she thought they were somewhat strange, so she immediately went to her husband, and told him what she had heard. Her husband told her to bring He Qing in, and when He Tao saw him he smiled and said to him, “Younger brother, if you know where the bandits have gone to why do you not help me?”


  “I do not know that,” said He Qing. “I only spoke to your wife in a joking manner. But how can I help you?”


  “Good brother,” said He Tao, “do not look upon this matter with indifference. Just think of my goodness instead of my fault, and so save my life.”


  “Elder brother,” said He Qing, “have you not some very smart men among the two or three hundred you employ, and why cannot they help you in this matter? I am only a single individual so how can I help you?”


  “You need not talk about those men,” said He Tao. “I think that you know something of the haunts of the bandits so I hope that you will not tell any other man about it and so help him to capture the bandits. If you give me the information I will see that you are duly rewarded. You will in this way also relieve my mind.”


  “Elder brother,” said He Qing, “I really do not know where they have gone to.”


  “You may pay no attention to me,” said He Tao, “but we are real brothers and you must tell me what you know for the sake of our parents.”


  “Do not be in such a hurry,” said He Qing. “When matters are more urgent I will try and help you to arrest those small bandits.”


  “Brother,” said the woman, “you should display your brotherly love by helping your elder brother. The Prime Minister has issued an order for the immediate arrest of all these men. It is a very big affair, and yet you speak of ‘small bandits.’”


  “Sister-in-law,” said He Qing, “you are aware how many times my elder brother has beaten and cursed me for gambling so that I am afraid of him, and do not dare to dispute with him. Previously he had wine and food, and had a good time with other men, but now he realizes that his younger brother is of some use.”


  He Tao saw that his brother knew something more so he quickly took ten taels of silver and placed them on the table and then told his brother to take them. “If we capture the brigands I myself will give you a reward of gold, silver, and silk.”


  He Qing laughed and said, “There is a saying, ‘When there is urgent business we clasp the feet of Buddha, but when nothing happens we do not even burn incense.’ But if I now take the silver it would seem that I have been trying to extort it from you. So take the money away as I do not like you to bribe me. If you say anything else about giving me money I will not say anything. As you both have spoken kindly, I will tell you about the bandits.”


  “The money is the reward offered by the yamen,” said He Tao, “so why should you not take it? Younger brother, do not refuse it.” I ask you again, ‘Do you know where those bandits have gone to?’”


  Patting his leg, He Qing said, “I have all those bandits in my pocket.”


  He Tao was surprised, and asked, “Younger brother, how can you talk about putting all those bandits in your pocket?”


  “That is my business,” said He Qing. “I have already got them all inside. Now take away that money, and do not try to bribe me again. I want us to be the best of friends.” He then told them in detail all that he knew.


   


  At Yuncheng County heroes distribute wealth,


  At Liangshan Marsh assemble many veterans.


   


  We will now relate what was in He Qing’s pocket.


  



  CHAPTER 17

   

  The Handsome Whiskers Devises a Scheme to Secure the Flying Tiger; Song Gongming Secretly Enables Chao Gai to Escape


   


   


   


  THE Inspector, He Tao, spoke to his younger brother, He Qing, “These ingots of silver are the reward offered by the yamen, and when we capture the brigands there will be much greater reward. I would not attempt to cheat you. But why did you say that you had put the brigands in your trouser’s pocket?”


  He Qing put his hand in his breast pocket, and drew forth a folding notepaper with cover, and pointing to it said, “All those brigands are here.”


  He Tao asked, “But how have their names got written there?”


  “I won’t deceive you,” said He Qing. “The day before yesterday I lost every cash at gambling, and a fellow gambler took me to the Anlo village, about five li outside the North Gate, to an inn owned by a man named Wang, where there were many men assembled who were gambling with small stakes. The magistrate had issued an order that at every inn they must keep a register of the guests who stayed there, and should record their names, where they came from, where they were going to, and what was their business. The register must be sent every month through the chief to the local magistrate for inspection. The waiter at the inn did not know how to write so he asked me to stay there for half a month and keep that register for him.”


  “It happened that on the third day of the sixth month, seven traders pushing Jiangzhou-made handcarts stopped at the inn to rest. I recognized the leader of them as Chao Gai, the chief of the Dongxi village, in Yuncheng County. Now how did I know that it was him? Because some time before I went to that village with a fellow gambler who sought refuge there. When I took the register and asked for their names a man stepped forward who had a mustache and a small beard, with a white face. He said, “We are all called Li, and have come from Haozhou, with dates, and are going to sell them at the Eastern Capital.” I wrote this down although I doubted the statement made. They departed the next day. The proprietor of the inn took me into the village to gamble, and upon passing the corner of a street I saw a man carrying two buckets on a pole over his shoulder. I did not know him, but the proprietor of the inn called out to him, ‘Mister Bai, where are you going?’ The man replied, ‘I am taking some vinegar to sell to the wealthy people of the village.’


  “The inn proprietor told me that the man was Bai Sheng, and had a nickname ‘Daylight Rat.’ He was a gambler. At that time I took notice of the matter but afterwards I heard everybody talking that seven traders of dates had captured some birthday presents at the Huangni Ridge by means of some drugged wine. I at once jumped to the conclusion that Chao Gai had done this. So we may arrest Bai Sheng and find out what he knows about the matter. This notebook is my copy of the register.”


  He Tao was much pleased at this, and took his brother to the Prefecture yamen where the Prefect asked him, “Have you any information about that matter?”


  He Tao replied that he now had a slight clue. The Prefect asked them to go with him to the inner apartments to discuss the matter. There He Qing gave him all the details he knew.


  The Prefect then ordered eight policemen to accompany He Tao and He Qing to the inn at Anlo village where they got the proprietor to conduct them to the house of Bai Sheng where they arrived by midnight. The proprietor of the inn induced them to open the door, but when they struck a light they heard Bai Sheng making a noise on the bed. Upon asking Bai Sheng’s wife she said that her husband had a fever. The men seized hold of Bai Sheng and bound him with cords. They saw that his face was very red. They shouted out, “You have done a fine business at the Huangni Ridge!” But Bai Sheng did not confess this. Even when they bound his wife with cords she also remained silent. The men searched the whole house, and they noticed that the ground under the bed was uneven. So they dug there, and about three feet down they found a quantity of gold and silver, which discovery excited them. Bai Sheng’s face had now turned pale. They then blindfolded him, and his wife, and with the police carrying the booty they set off for Jizhou where they arrived about 5 A.M. They went into the yamen with the prisoners. The Prefect asked who had planned the bandits’ raid, but Bai Sheng would not say, and even if in danger of death he would not confess and implicate Chao Gai and the other six men. He was then beaten with bamboo about four times until his flesh was broken and his blood was flowing.


  The Prefect shouted, “The police have found out that the head of the bandits is Chao Gai, the chief at the Dongxi Village in Yuncheng County, so it is useless for you to screen them. If you will say who the other six men are we will not beat you any more.”


  Bai Sheng hesitated a little, but as he could not endure any more beating with the bamboo he at last confessed, “The chief of the bandits is Chao Gai. He himself came with six other men to get me to carry some wine for them, but I do not know who the other six men are.”


  “That will not matter,” said the Prefect. “Go now and arrest Chao Gai, the chief, and we can soon find out where the other six men are.” He then ordered that Bai Sheng should be fitted with a large cangue weighing at twenty jin, and that the woman should be chained and confined to the women’s jail. He then ordered a dispatch to be prepared and handed to He Tao who was to take with him twenty of the best policemen to arrest Chao Gai and the others. The magistrate at Yuncheng County must also send the two servants of Grand Secretary Liang to try and identify the six men. He Tao, the chief inspector, and his men must be careful as he was afraid that the news of their departure might reach Chao Gai first.


  They traveled to Yuncheng County during the starlit night, and upon arriving there, He Tao put his men in an inn with orders to wait there until he came back. He then took two men with him to the yamen. He reached the yamen about 11 A.M. but the magistrate had retired from the early court, and everything was very quiet. He Tao therefore went to a tea-house where he got some tea, and rested a while. After he had drunk a cup of tea he asked the waiter, “How is it that everything is so quiet here today?”


  “The magistrate had an early court,” said the waiter, “and all the litigants went away also to get some food and have not returned yet.”


  “Who is on duty today?” asked He Tao.


  The waiter pointed to a man and said, “That clerk is on duty today.”


  He Tao saw that the clerk was leaving the yamen.


  The clerk was called Song Jiang, and his style was Gongming. He was the third brother in his family, and his forefathers had always resided at the Song Family Village, in Yuncheng County district. Because he had a dark complexion people called him “Black Song Jiang,” and because he had a great reputation for filial piety and for distributing wealth in a good cause he was nicknamed, “Filial and Just Black the Third.” His father was living, but his mother had died some time before. He had a younger brother Song Qing, who had been nicknamed “Iron Fan,” and stayed at home with his father cultivating the fields and supporting the family. Song Jiang earned a living as a clerk in the Yuncheng County yamen. He was a calligraphist and was quite familiar with all the routine of office work. He liked exercising with the lance and cudgel, and was quite good at all kinds of military exercises. He took a great interest in the doings of all bandits and they often came to him for help. No matter what kind of bandit there was, he would help him and keep him at the farmhouse. He kept company with them the whole day, and felt quite satisfied with their friendship. If they wanted to leave at any time he assisted them with money as though it was dirt. He never refused to give money when people asked for it. He was always charitable. He settled disputes and always assisted people in difficulties. He was always buying coffins for the poor, and medicine for sick people.


  He always assisted those in distress, and raised those who had been crushed down in life. The result was that his fame was known in all Shandong and Hebei provinces, where he was also known as “Welcome Rain” because his influence was like the falling of rain on parched soil.


  Song Jiang was accompanied by an attendant, and as they were leaving the yamen, He Tao, the Inspector, came out and saluted them, saying “Sir, I request you to come and have tea with me.”


  Song Jiang saw that the man was dressed in uniform, and quickly saluting, said, “Brother, where do you come from?”


  He Tao replied that they could talk matters over when they were seated inside drinking tea. Song Jiang agreed to this and they thereupon entered the tea-house, and the attendant was told to wait outside.


  “I take leave to inquire your name,” said Song Jiang.


  He Tao replied, “I am Inspector He Tao, and I come from Jizhou Prefecture. I also beg to inquire your name.”


  “You must not blame me for not recognizing you,” said Song Jiang. He then gave his name and position in the yamen.


  He Tao knelt down, and saluted. “I have heard of your fame, but I had no opportunity of meeting you before.”


  “I am afraid,” said Song Jiang, “but will you please take the seat of honor?”


  “I dare not occupy such a position,” said He Tao.


  “You come from a higher yamen than this one, and you are also a guest from a distant place,” said Song Jiang. After both men pressing each other to take the seat of honor they finally sat down—Song Jiang as host, and He Tao as guest in the seat of honor. Song Jiang then ordered the waiter to bring the tea, and it was soon served. After they had drunk some tea he asked, “What business has brought you here?”


  “I won’t deceive you. I have come here to arrest some very important persons in this district.”


  “Is it connected with the bandits business?” asked Song Jiang.


  “I have a sealed dispatch here, and I hope that you will help me to get the business done.”


  “As you are appointed by superiors I must of course help you,” said Song Jiang. “But what bandit affairs is it about?”


  “It is a matter that you will have to deal with so I will tell you all about it: A party of eight bandits at the Huangni Ridge drugged some wine, and sold it to an escort of fifteen soldiers who were conveying some birthday gifts from Grand Secretary Liang at the Northern Capital for Prime Minister Cai. They seized the eleven loads of presents, which were worth about one hundred thousand strings of cash. We have arrested one of the brigands named Bai Sheng, and he confessed that the other seven bandits were in this district.


  “There is an officer from the Prime Minister waiting at our head yamen for the completion of this business, so I hope that you will give it immediate attention.”


  “We must of course arrange for the arrest of the bandits,” said Song Jiang, “even though you yourself have brought a dispatch here, not to say about the instruction from the Prime Minister. But I should like to know who are the seven persons that Bai Sheng named.”


  “I will tell you. The head of the bandits is Chao Gai, the chief of the Dongxi Village in this district. But so far we have not found out the names of the other six men, so I must ask for your assistance.”


  Song Jiang was surprised at hearing this, and thought, “This Chao Gai is my bosom friend. Now he has committed this serious crime. But if I do not save him he will certainly be arrested.” He was very anxious about the matter, but replied, “That Chao Gai is evidently a rascal. Everybody in this district say that he is not a good man. Now that he has committed this crime it will be better for him to suffer for it.”


  “I hope that you will take the matter in hand,” said He Tao.


  “That will be easy. ‘A tortoise in a wine jar is easy to catch.’ But you must present the dispatch at the yamen yourself so that after it has been read men can be deputed to arrest the bandits. I dare not presume to open the letter myself. It concerns a very important matter, and it would not do to let the contents leak out, and be known to other men.”


  “As you understand the matter so well will you accompany me into the yamen?”


  “The magistrate has had an early court,” said Song Jiang “and being tired he is now taking a rest. You had better wait until the magistrate holds a later court when I will come and inform you.”


  “I hope that you will help me,” said He Tao.


  “It is my duty, you need not talk like that. I will now go to my home where I have a few matters to attend to, and you can rest here until I come back.”


  “All right,” said He Tao. “You attend to your affairs, and I will stay here till you come back.”


  Song Jiang rose, and going into another room told the waiter that He Tao was to be supplied with tea which he would pay for. Upon leaving the tea-house he went with all speed. He however first told his attendant to go into the yamen, and get another man to stand at the door of the tea-house. Should the magistrate hold a second court the man must immediately tell He Tao and say, “The clerk, Song Jiang, is busy just now, but he requests you to wait a little longer.” He then went to the troughs where the horses were, saddled one, concealed a whip in his sleeve, and led a horse to the back door where he quickly mounted. After leaving the east gate, Song Jiang used his whip, and the horse galloped along towards the Dongxi Village. In less than an hour he drew up at the door of Chao Gai’s house. A servant had seen him coming, and had already announced his approach.


  At that time Chao Gai, Wu Yong, Gongsun Sheng, and Liu Tang were drinking wine under the vines in the garden. The brothers Ruan had returned to their home at Shijie Village when they had got the money. When Chao Gai heard that the clerk Song Jiang had arrived he asked, “How many men are with him?”


  The servant said, “He has come by himself on a horse galloping at full speed, and wants to see you immediately.”


  “There must be some urgent business,” said Chao Gai. He went at once, and upon meeting and saluting Song Jiang they took each other by the hand, and walked into a small room at one side.


  “Why do you come here in such haste?” asked Chao Gai.


  “Elder brother,” said Song Jiang, “we are bosom friends, and therefore I came to save your life at great risk to myself. The affair at the Huangni Ridge has been disclosed. Bai Sheng was arrested and is now in prison at Jizhou Prefecture. He has confessed about the other seven men. An Inspector from Jizhou has arrived with a dispatch, and another order from the Prime Minister, for your immediate arrest, and you are mentioned as the head of the gang of bandits. Fortunately the matter is in my hands. I have told Inspector He Tao, that the magistrate is asleep just now, and told him to wait for me in a tea-house just opposite the entrance to the yamen. Therefore I came flying here on horseback to report the matter to you. Out of thirty-six plans you must select the best and get away at once. What is there to keep you here instead of going away at once? I must go back now and take the Inspector to the yamen, where he will deliver his orders, and as soon as the magistrate sees them you may be sure that he will immediately dispatch men to effect your arrest. So you had better not delay your escape. If there is any failure in your departure you must not blame me.”


  Chao Gai was surprised at hearing this. He said, “Worthy brother, how can I ever repay you?”


  “You need not say much,” said Song Jiang. “Get ready at once, and let nothing stand in your way. I must return at once.”


  Chao Gai said, “Of the seven, the three brothers Ruan have received their share of the booty, and have gone back to their home at Shijie Village. At the back of this room are however three others, and you might come and see them.”


  Song Jiang went to the back garden, and Chao Gai pointing to the three men there said, “These three men are Wu Yong, Gongsun Sheng, and Liu Tang.”


  Song Jiang slightly bowed to them, and then turned round and said to Chao Gai, “Now take care of yourself, and get away at once. I must go now.” He went to the door, mounted his horse, and using his whip, galloped off to the town.


  “Do you know the man whom I just introduced to you?” asked Chao Gai to the three men.


  “Who is he? And why did he depart so hastily?” asked Wu Yong.


  “You do not know, but had he not come here our lives would be cut short very soon.”


  The three men were startled at this statement. One of them asked, “But has our affair been disclosed?”


  Chao Gai said, “It is very lucky for us that he has taken a bloody risk in coming here to report to me. Bai Sheng has been arrested, thrown into prison, and has confessed about us. An Inspector named He Tao has arrived with orders from the Prime Minister for the magistrate here for our arrest. He got Inspector He Tao to wait for him in a tea-house, and in the interval he has galloped here to tell me. He has returned, and when the dispatches are delivered the magistrate will immediately send men to arrest us. What shall we do?”


  “Had he not told us,” said Wu Yong, “we would be caught like fish in a net. But what is the name of our benefactor?”


  “He is a clerk in the district yamen,” said Chao Gai. He is called Song Jiang, nicknamed ‘The Protector.’”


  “I have heard of him,” said Wu Yong, “but have not met him. Although we live so close together I have never had any chance for meeting him.”


  Gongsun Sheng and Liu Tang both asked, “Is he not the man whom people call the ‘Welcome Rain,’ Song Gongming?”


  Chao Gai nodded his head in assent and said, “That is the man. We are on the best of terms, and we are sworn brothers. Wu, have you really not met him? His fame is well assured within the four seas. It is not useless to have this man for my sworn brother. But we are certainly in serious danger, what shall we do?”


  “My brother, you need not discuss the matter,” said Wu Yong. “Of the thirty-six plans the best is to get away at once.”


  “That was Song Jiang’s idea,” said Chao Gai. “But where shall we go?”


  “I have already formed an idea,” said Wu Yong. “We must pack up the booty into five or seven loads for carrying on our shoulders, and then depart for the Shijie Village, and go to the family of the brothers Ruan. But we must immediately send a man in advance to advise them of the matter.”


  “But how can so many men stay with the brothers Ruan, who are only fishermen?” asked Chao Gai.


  “Elder brother,” said Wu Yong, “you are not very shrewd. That place is quite close to Liangshan Marsh. That stronghold is very prosperous just now, and the soldiers dare not even go to look at the place. If we are closely pressed by the soldiers we can go there and join the band at once.”


  “What you say is fine,” said Chao Gai, “but I am afraid that they may not admit us.”


  “As we have plenty of gold and silver,” said Wu Yong, “we can send some to them, and then they will admit us.”


  “As we have agreed to do this,” said Chao Gai, “then we had better not delay our departure. Teacher Wu, you had better go with Liu Tang and get servants to carry the booty for you, and when you have safely deposited it with the brothers Ruan you can come back along the road to meet us. I, with Gongsun Sheng will go as soon as everything is well arranged.” Wu Yong and Liu Tang went to get about six servants, and as soon as the latter had had their food, they carried the bundles containing the booty and departed. Wu Yong hid a copper wire up his sleeve, whereas Liu Tang carried a halberd in his hand. Altogether there were about ten men in their party.


  Chao Gai and Gongsun Sheng stayed behind to arrange other matters. Those servants who did not want to go with them were paid off, and told to go to some other place. All the others who were willing to go with Chao Gai packed up many things, and then also departed.


  Song Jiang galloped his horse to the town, and upon arriving at the tea-house he found He Tao at the door looking out for him. He said, “Inspector, you have waited a long time. There was a relative at my home who kept discussing many matters, and that has delayed me a little.”


  “Clerk Song Jiang, I must ask you to introduce me at once,” said He Tao.


  Song Jiang did so, and they entered the yamen, and went into the court where the magistrate Shi Wenbing was transacting business. Upon reaching the official desk Song Jiang told the aide of the magistrate to hang up outside of the court the boards with the two characters “Hui Bi” (withdraw, do not disturb), upon seeing which all people would refrain from entering the court. Song Jiang then presented the dispatches from Jizhou Prefecture, and explained in a low tone that He Tao had just brought them under urgent instruction. When the magistrate read the dispatches he was startled and said to Song Jiang, “There is an officer from the Prime Minister who is waiting for our immediate reply. We must send men at once to arrest the bandits.”


  “I am afraid,” said Song Jiang, “that if we dispatch men in the broad daylight the matter will become divulged, and therefore I think that we had better send men in the night to arrest the bandits.”


  “That chief Chao Gai at the Dongxi Village is well known as a respectable person,” said Magistrate Shi, “so why should he take part in such a disgraceful affair?” He then told his attendant to summon Inspectors Zhu Tong and Lei Heng. Upon their arrival he gave them orders, and they got together more than one hundred men, and set off with the magistrate’s deputy to arrest the seven men. They were all fully armed with bows and arrows, halberds, swords, and ropes for binding the prisoners, and they reached the Dongxi Village about eight o’clock the same evening. They all stopped at the Guanyin, Goddess of Mercy Temple.


  Zhu Tong said, “Ahead is the farmhouse of Chao Gai. There are two roads leading to the house—one at the back and one in front. If we all went to the front gate they might escape by the back door. So we will divide—half will go to the back entrance and the other half to the front entrance. I know that Chao Gai is well trained in military skills, but I suppose the other six men may not be decent men. And all the farm servants may help them so how shall we overcome the whole lot? The only plan is that the soldiers on the east side will make a loud noise to frighten them and put them in confusion while those on the west side will fight and arrest them. I will go with half the soldiers and hide near the back entrance and there await your signaling with the whistle. The others will go to the front entrance, and arrest everyone they meet.”


  Lei Heng said, “That is all right, but I think it would be better if you went to the front gate with the deputy magistrate and I will go to the gate at the back.”


  “You do not understand the position,” said Zhu Tong. “There are three roads to this village, and I have noticed them many times before. If I go to the gate at the back I know which road to guard without using torches. You do not know the road by which he will try to escape. If he knows our object he will escape. This is not a matter to be trifled with.”


  The deputy magistrate said that Inspector Zhu Tong had spoken quite clearly, and that he must take half the soldiers with him.


  Zhu Tong said that thirty men would be enough for him. So he took ten archers and twenty foot soldiers.


  The deputy magistrate mounted his horse, and Lei Heng put his men some before and some behind so as to protect the magistrate’s representative. In front were the foot soldiers with about thirty torches lit, others with swords, hooks, and halberds and they rushed to Chao Gai’s farm. Before they were about a few hundred yards to the front entrance of Chao Gai’s house, they saw flames leaping from the buildings, and dense clouds of smoke everywhere. They had not proceeded more than ten steps further when they saw fire break out at about forty places in all parts of the buildings. The soldiers shouted and Lei Heng with the vanguard took his halberd, and forced open the front gate. Inside the flames illuminated the yards as clear as daylight, but there not even a single man was seen inside. Just then they heard the great shout raised by the soldiers at the back entrance. Now Zhu Tong really had the intention of letting Chao Gai escape, and that was why he had arranged for Lei Heng to go to the front gate. But Lei Heng himself had the same desire, and that was why he wanted to go to the entrance at the back. But owing to Zhu Tong’s arguments he had given way and went to the front gate. There he purposely made a great noise, so that this would act as a warning to Chao Gai to escape at once.


  When Zhu Tong and his men reached the back entrance, Chao Gai had not finished packing up the movable articles, and when his servants told him of the arrival of the soldiers and urged him to escape at once, Chao Gai told the servants to set the building on fire everywhere, and then with Gongsun Sheng he took about ten other servants and arming themselves with halberds they went to the gate at the back shouting as they went. Chao Gai shouted, “Those who oppose me shall die; those who avoid me shall live.”


  Inspector Zhu Tong was hiding in a dark place, and upon hearing this called out, “Chief, get away quickly! I have been waiting here a long time.”


  Chao Gai did not hear this, and was quite prepared to fight to the death. Inspector Zhu Tong, however, was making a way through his men for Chao Gai to escape. Gongsun Sheng was in front of the small band of servants whereas Chao Gai was bringing up the rear. Zhu Tong instructed his archers to go and force open the gate. He shouted out, “Go to the front gate and arrest the thieves.” Inspector Lei Heng hearing this went outside the front gate, and told his archers on foot and on horseback to pursue and arrest the thieves. Lei Heng was standing in the light of the fire and was anxiously looking in all directions as though trying to find men. Zhu Tong left his soldiers, and ran after Chao Gai who was now outside the gate. As Chao Gai ran he looked round and shouted to Zhu Tong, “Inspector Zhu! What do you want to arrest me for? I have done no wrong.”


  Inspector Zhu Tong looked behind, and seeing none of his men he replied, “Chief, you did not understand my object. I was afraid that Inspector Lei Heng would not fall in with my plans so I got him to go to the front gate with some men while I came to this back door so that I could let you escape. Did you see that I made a way through my men for you to pass through? You should go at once to Liangshan Marsh, not any other place for safety.”


  “I am deeply grateful to you for your kindness,” said Chao Gai, “and some day I will certainly recompense you.”


  Just then Zhu Tong heard Lei Heng calling behind him, “Do not allow him away.”


  “Chief,” said Zhu Tong, “do not get upset, but just go straight on your way, and I will try to get Lei Heng to go another way.” He then turned his head round, and said to Lei Heng, “There are three men who are getting away by the eastern road. You had better run after them at once.”


  Lei Heng immediately took many of his soldiers, and led them to the eastern road.


  Zhu Tong followed Chao Gai talking with him as they proceeded, and helping him in every manner to escape. When they had got beyond the range of the light from the burning farmstead Zhu Tong missed Chao Gai and in the dark he purposely fell down as though he had stumbled against something, when a number of his soldiers came up and assisted him to rise. Zhu Tong said to them, “In the dark I lost my way, and getting into this wild field I slipped and fell down. I have sprained my leg.”


  “The thieves have got away,” said the deputy magistrate, “so what shall we do?”


  “That was not due to our not trying to catch them,” said Zhu Tong, “but because it is such a dark night. Among these soldiers there are very few capable men for such a job, as they are afraid of advancing.”


  The deputy magistrate sent the soldiers away to arrest the thieves, but the soldiers thought that the two Inspectors had not been very brave in getting into close touch with the bandits, and therefore they (the soldiers) were not of much use. So they ran off, pretending to do as ordered, but they soon came back and said that it was so dark that they could not see the roads.


  Just then Lei Heng also returned, and he was saying to himself, “Zhu Tong and Chao Gai were evidently close friends and Zhu Tong has assisted him to escape, while I could not show my friendship.” Upon reaching Zhu Tong and the deputy magistrate he said, “Who could catch up to them. The thieves are so smart!”


  The two Inspectors and the deputy magistrate returned to the farmyard. It was then about 3 A.M. He Tao had remained inside the yard, and now saw the soldiers returning in batches of fours or fives without having captured a single man although they had been in pursuit nearly the whole night long. He said in a bitter tone, “How can I face the Prefect at Jizhou?”


  The deputy magistrate could do nothing but arrest a number of the neighbors, and take them to the magistrate at Yuncheng County.


  The magistrate had not slept that night, but was waiting to hear the result of the expedition. When he was informed that the bandits had all escaped, but that a number of the neighbors had been arrested, he went into the court, and there cross-examined the men who were under arrest.


  The neighbors said, “Though we are the neighbors of Chao Gai, yet the remote of us live almost a li away from his farm while the nearer are several houses apart. Usually many men visited Chao Gai who were always practicing with the spear and cudgel, but how could we know that they were engaged in this kind of business?”


  The magistrate, however, examined them individually trying to find out whether they knew where the bandits had gone to. At last he found a man who had lived quite close to Chao Gai. This man said, “If you want to know about the affairs of Chao Gai you should cross-examine his farm servants.”


  The magistrate replied, “But I am informed that all the servants have escaped.”


  The man replied, “There were some servants who did not wish to leave, and they remained behind at the farm.”


  With the speed of fire the magistrate dispatched men to arrest the farm servants, and in about an hour they returned with two farm servants under arrest.


  The magistrate cross-examined them, and at first they declared that they knew nothing, but after a severe beating they confessed and said, “There were six men at the farm who were always discussing some matter. One of them was a teacher at a village close by, and was called Wu Yong; another was Gongsun Sheng, a Taoist priest, and still another was a dark-skinned man called Liu. There were three others whom we did not know, but they were brought there by Wu Yong. We, however, heard that they were all called Ruan and came from the Shijie Village. They were all three brothers, and were fishermen.”


  The magistrate had all this evidence written down by his secretary, and he then wrote a dispatch to accompany it to Jizhou Prefecture. He handed these documents, and also the two farm servants, to He Tao and told him to deliver them to the Prefect. Song Jiang arranged for some person to come forward, and stand as guarantor for the neighbors who were to return to their homes.


  He Tao escorted the two farm servants with all speed to Jizhou Prefecture, and upon arriving there he found that the Prefect was sitting in court transacting business. He entered the court, and reported the Prefect how Chao Gai and the bandits had all escaped, and the farm buildings had been burnt down. He also brought forward the two prisoners, and repeated their confession.


  The Prefect after hearing all this gave an order for Bai Sheng to be again brought forward. Upon his arrival he asked him, “Where do those three Ruans live?”


  Bai Sheng saw that he could not get out of the difficult position in any way so he said:


  “One of the Ruans is known as the ‘Heavenly King Who Stands His Ground,’ he is Ruan the Second; another is called ‘Short Lived Second Brother’ and he is Ruan the Fifth; the other is called ‘Living King Yama’ and he is Ruan the Seventh. They all live at the Shijie Village.”


  The Prefect asked, “Who are the other three?”


  Bai Sheng replied, “One is Wu Yong, another is Gongsun Sheng, and the other is Liu Tang.”


  The Prefect sent Bai Sheng back to the prison. He then ordered Inspector He Tao to proceed at once to Shijie Village to arrest the three brothers Ruan, and so get some further clue.


   


  Crowds of devils act in concert;


  Armed horsemen now are gathered.


   


  We will now relate what happened to the Inspector He Tao on his journey to the Shijie Village.


  



  CHAPTER 18

   

  Lin Chong Fights Fiercely in Their Stronghold; Chao Gai Seizes Liangshan Marsh


   


   


   


  THE Inspector He Tao left the court with the signed order and went into a private chamber to discuss matters with a number of his men. They unanimously said, “As you want us to go to the Shijie Village, we must not forget that that place is quite close to Liangshan Marsh. The lake is very extensive, and there are numerous anchorages for boats among the reeds and rushes. Unless we have a large number of soldiers, boats, and horses, who dare go there to try and arrest the thieves?”


  “What you say is correct,” said He Tao. He left and entering the hall again spoke to the Prefect, “The village of Shijie is quite close to Liangshan Marsh, and on the lake there are numerous anchorages and narrow tracks in all directions in the reeds and rushes. There have always been thieves in that spot, and recently their numbers have increased. If you do not give me a very large number of soldiers and horses how dare we attempt to arrest the bandits there?”


  “As things are like that,” said the Prefect, “I will send an officer with five hundred soldiers to go with you to arrest the bandits.”


  The Inspector He Tao, after receiving these orders, went back to the private room and summoning all the soldiers he carefully selected five hundred of the best men, and then ordered them to go and equip themselves for the expedition. The next morning the military officer with his five hundred soldiers, and He Tao with his men left for the Shijie Village.


  After Chao Gai and Gongsun Sheng had set fire to the farm buildings they left with about ten of the farm laborers for the Shijie Village. About halfway there they met the three brothers Ruan, who were armed, and had come to conduct them to their village. Ruan the Second had already sent his family, both young and old, to a place of safety on the lake and now the seven men discussed whether they should all go to the brigands’ stronghold at Liangshan Marsh.


  “Just now,” said Wu Yong, “at the Li Family Village there is a man named Zhu Gui, ‘Dry Land Crocodile,’ who keeps an inn there, and offers shelter to brave men. Those who want to join the bandits must first go to him. We had better load all our possessions on a boat, and go there. We can make a present to him, and request him to arrange for us to join the bandits.”


  While they were discussing the matter several fishermen entered and reported that a large body of soldiers had arrived at the village.


  Chao Gai stood up and said, “As they have come we must stay here.”


  “Never mind,” said Ruan the Second, “I will go and meet them. I will cause more than half of them to be drowned, and the rest killed.”


  “Do not get excited,” said Gongsun Sheng. “This is my affair, so you just watch how I deal with them.”


  Chao Gai said, “Let brother Liu Tang and Wu Yong load all our possessions and also the young and old people on a boat, and then row to the Li Family Village, and wait for us there. We will stay behind to see what the soldiers will do, and then we will follow.”


  Ruan the Second loaded two large boats accordingly, and Wu Yong went in one, and Liu Tang in the other. About eight men sculled the boats to the Li Family Village. Chao Gai then told Ruan the Fifth and Ruan the Seventh to get some small boats, and fight with the enemy in a certain way.


  Inspector He Tao and the military officer upon arriving at the Shijie Village seized all the boats that were moored there. The soldiers who knew how to handle boats were then placed in the boats, and the others were mounted on horseback on the bank. They then all moved towards the village. Upon reaching Ruan the Second’s home they raised a loud shout and rushed into the house. But it had already been vacated, and there were only few heavy furnitures left behind.


  He Tao instructed his men to arrest some of the fishermen who were neighbors. When the neighbors were brought before him they said, “The two brothers, Ruan the Fifth and Ruan the Seventh, are living at another anchorage, and we cannot get there without boats.” He then said to the officer, “This lake has numerous tracks and nooks through the reeds, and where there is open water we do not know how deep the water is. If we divide our forces I am afraid that we may fall into some villainous trap. I think we had better leave our horses here with a few men to guard this village and send all the other soldiers on the boats.” This was agreed to and He Tao and the officer then embarked with the bulk of their men. They had seized more than one hundred boats, some for rowing and others for sculling. They all started off for Ruan the Second’s house on the lake. They had not gone five li when they heard a man in the reeds and rushes singing, and all the boats were stopped. The man was singing:


   


  For long I’ve caught fish at Liao Er,


  Neither corn nor hemp do I plow;


  I’ll kill the corrupt officials,


  I’m loyal to Emperor Zhao.64


  
    64 Zhao was the family name of the ruling house of the Song Dynasty.

  


   


  He Tao was surprised at hearing this, and just then he saw the singer in the distance sculling a small boat.


  A soldier recognized the man and called out, “That is Ruan the Fifth.”


  He Tao beckoned with his hand for his men to move forward, and all the boats advanced.


  When Ruan the Fifth saw this movement he laughed and cursed them saying, “You are corrupt thieves who oppress the people! How dare you attack me! You come here to pull the tiger’s whiskers!”


  The soldiers took their bows, and let fly a large number of arrows.


  Ruan the Fifth seeing this seized a tool used in fishing, made a somersault, and dived into the water. The soldiers rushed to the spot, but could not find anyone there. They punted their boats towards two tracks in the reeds, and heard someone in the reeds whistle. The boats spread out, as they saw another boat approaching them sculled by two men. A man was standing in the boat, wearing a bamboo conical hat, and a grass raincoat, and was holding a spear in his hand. He was singing:


   


  I was born at the village of Shijie,


  And I long to slake my thirst for blood;


  Let me only behead the deputy and He Tao,


  And present their heads to the Emperor Zhao.


   


  Both He Tao and his men were startled upon hearing this. A man called out, “This man is Ruan the Seventh.”


  “Let all of you advance and seize this thief,” shouted He Tao. “He must not escape.”


  Ruan the Seventh laughed upon hearing this and said, “You crook!” He then pressed his spear and the boat turned round towards a nook in the reeds.


  The soldiers seeing this, yelled out and chased him. But Ruan the Seventh and his two oarsmen sculled briskly so that the small boat seemed to fly. He also whistled with his fingers as the boat wound its way through the devious turnings.


  The soldiers quickly followed down the narrow channels, but He Tao called out ordering them to stop and anchor close to a bank there. He Tao got on the bank and looking round saw nothing but a vast expanse of reeds and rushes without any trace of a footpath on the bank. He was suspicious, so he asked the fisherman they had arrested whether he knew the place. The fisherman replied, “Although I live here yet I do not know all these numerous tracks through the reeds.”


  He Tao sent some three of his men in a small boat to go forward, and examine the tracks. As they had not returned after four hours He Tao said, “Those men are not good scouts.” He then sent five more of his men in two small boats to reconnoiter the tracks. But after another hour had passed those men also had not returned. He Tao said, “Those men were well experienced so how is it that they have not returned to report to me? I never thought there is not a single man of the soldiers who can get out of a scrape by himself.” As it was now getting dusk he thought that it would not do to stop in that spot, but he decided to first investigate matters himself. He selected a quick boat and six of his reliable men who were armed, to pull the oars and then seating himself at the bow of the boat went towards one of the numerous tracks in the reeds. They went about two li, and now as the sun was setting in the west he saw a man on the bank carrying a hoe. He asked him, “Who are you? What place is this?”


  The man replied, “I live at this village. It is called the Decapitation Creek. There are no thoroughfares here.”


  “Have you seen two boats pass this way?” asked He Tao.


  “Are they the boats that were sent to arrest Ruan the Fifth?” asked the man.


  “How do you know that they come to arrest Ruan the Fifth?” asked He Tao.


  “They are fighting in the forest over there,” said the man.


  “How far is it from here?” asked He Tao.


  “It is just over there—not far away,” replied the man.


  He Tao gave orders for the boat to stop at the bank, and then told two of his best men to arm themselves and come ashore. But the man took his hoe and struck the two soldiers with it, knocking them down into the water. Upon seeing this He Tao was startled, and was thinking of going on the bank himself. Just at that moment the boat was moved away from the bank, and a man suddenly emerging from the water seized his legs and pulled him off the boat into the water. The men on the boat seeing this were thinking of retreating, but the man on the bank used his hoe and brained them all one by one. The man in the water dragged He Tao to the bank, stripped him of his belt and bound him with it. Then He Tao saw that the man who had jerked him into the water was Ruan the Seventh and that the other man on the bank was Ruan the Second.


  The brothers cursed He Tao, “We three brothers always like to kill men, and set houses on fire. What a cur you are! How dare you bring your men here to arrest us!”


  “Heroes!” said He Tao, “I was sent here by my superiors— It was not my own will. How dare I come here to arrest you? But pray have pity on me and spare my life because at home I have a mother who is eighty years of age, and depends entirely upon me for her support.”


  One of the brothers said, “Bind him tightly like a ‘zongzi’ rice dumpling and put him in the hulk of the boat.” They then threw the bodies of the soldiers, who had been killed, into the water. The brothers then whistled with their fingers and immediately about five men emerged from the reeds and rushes and came on the boat. They then all departed.


  The officer who had been left in charge of the soldiers on the boats thought, “He Tao thought that his men did not know how to carry out his order so he went himself to explore the tracks, but so far he has not returned.” It was then about 9 P.M. and the sky was studded with stars. The soldiers were all taking a cooling on the boats as it had been a hot day. Suddenly a strong wind sprung up and struck the boats in the stern. The men covered their faces with their hands and bemoaned their luck. The wind snapped the mooring ropes, and the boats were soon in disorder. Just then the soldiers heard a whistle, and looking in its direction they saw at the side of the reeds an outbreak of fire. The men cried out, “We cannot escape from that.” There were about one hundred boats, both small and big, and these were now all bumping against each other. The fire approached quickly. They now saw that there was a fleet of small boats fastened together in pairs, and loaded with reeds and grass which was all ablaze and the wind was blowing this mass of flames towards them. Their boats were all mixed up in a disorderly mass, and the channel was so narrow that they could not escape. There were about ten of the big boats all together in one spot, and these pairs of small boats with the fire got between them. In the water beside these small boats were men who guided the boats to their destination. The soldiers on the big boats leaped on shore to escape. But there was no dry ground there, and the fire soon caught the reeds so that there was no way to escape in any direction. They stood in the mud. The wind was strong, and the flames were dangerous. In the fire they now saw a small boat sculled by a man, and with a man seated in it who held a two-edged sword and shouted, “Do not allow even a single one to escape.” The soldiers standing in the mud shivered with fear. Instantly they saw on one side came two men leading about five fishermen armed with spears and swords, and on another also advanced two men who were leading four fishermen who were also armed. These men now commenced to attack the soldiers, and in a very short time all the soldiers were killed.


  The four leaders were Chao Gai and the three brothers Ruan. The man seated on the boat was Gongsun Sheng who had prayed to Heaven for a wind and had obtained it. These five men had led ten fishermen in the attack on the soldiers, and had succeeded in killing them all in the reeds, or in the water. There was only one man left and that was Inspector He Tao who was lying in the bottom of a boat, tightly bound like a dumpling. Ruan the Second picked him up, and put him on the bank. He then cursed him saying, “You stupid reptile! You have deceived and injured the people of Jizhou. At first I thought of cutting your corpse into ten thousand pieces. But now I want you to return to Jizhou Prefecture, and tell that thief, the Prefect, that the three brothers Ruan, or even Chao Gai are not to be slighted with. We do not go to your town to borrow grains, but if he comes to our village it will result in his death.


  “We are not afraid of a piddly Prefect, who has an order from the Prime Minister to arrest us, because if Cai himself comes here we shall only cut about thirty holes in his body. If we release you, you must not attempt to come here again. You must tell that prick the Prefect that he had better not have another dream like this one. There are no roads here, but I will get my younger brother to show you a way.”


  Ruan the Seventh got a small light boat, and placing He Tao on board took him to a place where a road started, and then said to him, “You can get away by this road. All the men who came with you have been killed so is it not nice for us to let you go in this way? When the Prefect sees you that asinine thief will laugh at our weakness. I now beg that you will let me have your two ears as a keepsake.”


  Ruan the Seventh took his sword and cut off both ears of Inspector He Tao. He then cut his bonds, and left him on the bank.


  Chao Gai, Gongsun Sheng, the three brothers Ruan, and the ten fishermen embarked on seven small boats and left the anchorage of the Shijie Village, and went to the Li Family Village. There they found the boats that had brought Wu Yong and Liu Tang. Wu Yong asked how the affair with the soldiers had terminated, and Chao Gai told him all the details. Wu Yong and all the men were very much pleased on hearing the news. They then placed their boats together in one place, and went to the inn to find Zhu Gui, the “Dry Land Crocodile.” When Zhu Gui saw so many people arriving and assuming that they wanted to join the bandits he went out to meet them. When Wu Yong had told him the news Zhu Gui was much pleased, and saluted each person individually. He then invited them to come into the main hall where he told the servants to bring wine and wait upon the guests. He then took his bow and shot an arrow, that had a whistle attached to it, into the reeds. As soon as the whistling arrow reached its destination a boat carrying a number of bandits came forth, and was sculled towards the inn. He then wrote a letter giving the names and number of the heroes who wished to join the bandits, and handing this to the boatmen, told them to take it at once to the stronghold. A sheep was then slaughtered, and cooked for the assembled men.


  They passed the night there, and early the following morning Zhu Gui ordered a big boat, and invited his guests to embark. They also took the boats that had brought Chao Gai and his party, and set off for the bandits’ stronghold. In a short time they neared the landing place, when they heard drums and gongs beating. Four small boats came out to meet them, and after the boatmen had saluted by exclaiming “nuo,” they retreated.


  Upon reaching the landing place called the Jinsha Bank, all the fishermen and other men were told to remain in that place. About ten bandits were there to conduct the leaders to the stronghold. At the barrier Wang Lun with the other chiefs was awaiting them, and they all saluted Chao Gai and his fellow leaders.


  Wang Lun said, “I have heard the great fame of Chao Gai, the ‘Heavenly King,’ like the sound of thunder in my ears. Today I am greatly honored by you entering our humble ‘straw stockade.’”


  “I am quite uneducated,” said Chao Gai, “and am very rough. Today I want to hide my incapability and am willing to be a subordinate follower of yours, and I hope you won’t reject my application.”


  “Don’t talk like that,” said Wang Lun. “Please come into our stronghold where we can discuss matters.”


  They all went up the mountain. Upon arriving at the assembly hall Wang Lun invited them to enter. Chao Gai and his six companions stood in a row on the right-hand side, while Wang Lun and his subordinate leaders stood on the left side. They then each individually pressed each other to be seated. Wang Lun instructed the lower officers standing near the door to salute the guests also, and he then gave orders for the men outside to beat the drums and play the music. He then told some of his men, to go down the mountain and conduct the other followers of Chao Gai to the stronghold and entertain them in the guest chamber where they could stay for the night. He also ordered that two oxen, ten sheep, and five pigs were to be killed and a big feast provided. While they were drinking the wine Chao Gai told them all about his affair from beginning to the end. While listening to this Wang Lun was much upset and very perplexed. He made no remark or comment, but muttered to himself.


  The feast lasted until the evening when Chao Gai and his men were shown by the chiefs to a guest hall where the former could stay.


  Chao Gai was much pleased with the arrangements, and spoke to Wu Yong and the other five men, “We have committed a serious crime and should Wang Lun not treat us so well, we could find no safe place to stay. So we cannot forget to repay his kindness.”


  Wu Yong gave a sneering laugh.


  “Why do you sneer in that way?” asked Chao Gai. “If you know anything you had better tell me.”


  “You have an honest disposition,” said Wu Yong. “But do you believe that Wang Lun is really willing to receive us here? You cannot read his heart, but you should carefully notice his conduct.”


  “What do you see in his actions?” asked Chao Gai.


  “Did you not notice,” said Wu Yong, “that in the early stage of the feast he spoke with you in a friendly manner, but afterwards when you had stated how we had killed many soldiers, policemen, and how we released He Tao, and what splendid heroes the brothers Ruan are, Wang Lun then changed his countenance, and his answers to you were not sincere. If he had really intended to keep us here, he could have decided upon your position in the band early this morning. The two leaders Du Qian and Song Wan are rather rough characters, so how can they understand how to treat guests? Only the other leader Lin Chong was previously a Drill Instructor at the Eastern Capital, he understands everything. Just now he has no alternative but to remain as the fourth-in-command. At the beginning when Wang Lun was discussing matters with you I noticed that Lin Chong did not seem very comfortable, and was always looking at Wang Lun. I saw that Lin Chong might do something for us. I shall speak a few words which might produce a conflict between them.”


  “I have to depend entirely on your admirable scheming,” said Chao Gai.


  The seven men slept soundly that night. Early next morning they were informed that Lin Chong wanted to see them.


  “That man,” said Wu Yong, “is come to have a talk with us; he has fallen in my trap.”


  The seven men went to the door to invite Lin Chong to enter, and Wu Yong being in front said to him, “We are deeply indebted to you for the grand reception we had last night.”


  “I am afraid that I did not pay you sufficient respect,” said Lin Chong. “Although I should like to have treated you much better yet I am not in a position to do so.”


  “Although our talents are negligible,” said Wu Yong, “yet we can appreciate your intentions. We are extremely obliged to you.”


  Chao Gai pressed Lin Chong three times to take the seat of honor, but Lin Chong declined the honor. At last Chao Gai gave way and agreed to take the premier seat, and Lin Chong took the second seat. The other six men took their seats in a row.


  “I have heard of your fame,” said Chao Gai, “but I did not expect to meet you today.” “When I was in the Eastern Capital,” said Lin Chong, “I never treated my friends lightly. But now as I cannot treat you as I would like to, so I came here to beg your pardon.”


  Chao Gai expressed his thanks for the great favor bestowed upon him.


  “I heard previously,” said Wu Yong, “that you were noted at the Eastern Capital as a great hero. But I never heard how you fell out with Marshal Gao Qiu, and how it happened that you incurred his displeasure. Afterwards I heard of the military fodder depot at Cangzhou being burnt down, and that it was part of Gao Qiu’s plot to aggravate your misfortune, but I have not heard who it was that introduced you to these bandits.”


  “The mention of Gao Qiu,” said Lin Chong, “makes my hair stand on end. Yet I am not able to have my revenge. It was Squire Chai who introduced me to this place.”


  “Is not that Squire Chai,” said Wu Yong, “the man whom we know as Chai Jin, the ‘Small Whirlwind’?”


  Lin Chong said that that was the person.


  “I have heard,” said Chao Gai, “that Squire Chai distributes wealth in a good cause. He is known to entertain heroes from all quarters. It is said that he is the descendant of the former Zhou royal house. It would be very nice if I could meet him some time.”


  “According to what people say,” said Wu Yong, “the fame of Squire Chai is known everywhere, and it is heard of by all men. I think that if your military skill had been only ordinary he would not have recommended you to the bandits here. Without exaggeration I think that it would have been proper for Wang Lun to have made you the head chief here. Everybody in fact agrees with that, and moreover it would have been in accordance with Squire Chai’s recommendation.’’


  “I am flattered by your great praise,” said Lin Chong. “It is not Wang Lun who would not have me remain at his home. I have really committed a great crime, and I was really afraid of implicating Squire Chai. I myself was willing to come here instead of staying at his home. But I never expected that I am today held on a dilemma. It is not that I am dissatisfied with my position, but Wang Lun has no fixed idea, and his word cannot be depended upon and that makes it very difficult to work with him.”


  “In dealing with men,” said Wu Yong, “he appears to be very amiable but who knows that at his heart he is so narrow-minded.”


  “Just now,” said Lin Chong, “it is very fortunate that many heroes have come to our mountain stronghold to help and assist us in many ways. Your presence is like dressing an embroidery with flowers or like a welcome shower on a parched rice field. But Wang Lun is jealous and envious of capable men, and is afraid that the influence of the heroes will result in his overthrow. Last evening when you told him about your having killed many soldiers I could see that he was uncomfortable, and that was why he did not want you to stay, but asked you to pass the night outside the barrier.”


  “As Wang Lun has that kind of disposition,” said Wu Yong, “we need not wait until he asks us to go, but must ourselves seek refuge in some other place.”


  “You heroes,” said Lin Chong, “must not look at things in that way, because I have another plan. I was afraid that you had the idea of leaving here, and that was why I came early to discuss matters with you. You had better wait and see how he treats you today. If he is reasonable and quite different from yesterday, then we need not discuss matters any further. But if there is only half a sentence which is doubtful then everything that follows will rest upon my shoulders.”


  “As you display such kindness,” said Chao Gai, “we shall be grateful to you forever.”


  “In that case,” said Wu Yong, “you will break up the old brotherly association for our sake. If we are allowed to remain then we will stay, but if we must go then let us depart.”


  “You are mistaken,” said Lin Chong. “There is an ancient proverb: ‘One ape will pity another ape, and a good man will have compassion for his fellow men.’ I think he must be the offspring of a couple of rotters, as he is a vile brute, and we cannot therefore regard him as a brother. But you heroes need not be troubled about him.” Lin Chong then rose to make his departure, and said that he would see them again very soon. He then left after being duly saluted by all the men present.


  Shortly afterwards one of the bandits came, with an invitation from the chief Wang Lun for them to dine with him at an arbor on the south side of the mountain. Chao Gai told him to tell Wang Lun that they would soon be there, and he then asked Wu Yong, “What do you think of this meeting with Wang Lun?”


  Wu Yong laughed and said, “Sir, you need not worry, as you will soon be in command of this stronghold. I think that today Lin Chong will fight Wang Lun, and if he hesitates then you will find that my three-inch tongue will not be useless, and I can make him risk his life. We must be prepared, and conceal weapons on our bodies. When you see me stroking my mustache you can use your united strength.”


  Chao Gai and the others were quite pleased at hearing this. After 9 A.M. four times a man came to request them to go to the feast. They all carried weapons, but their dress gave no indication of them. Song Wan came to conduct them to the feast, and he was riding a horse. He brought seven sedan chairs carried by bandits, and the party went there and were ushered to the feast. Upon arrival at the arbor they were met by Wang Lun, Du Qian, Lin Chong, and Zhu Gui who conducted them inside where they all took their seats. Wang Lun and his four leaders sat on the left while Chao Gai and his six companions sat on the right. Many bandits served them with wine. After drinking wine and partaking of about two courses of food, Chao Gai attempted to start a conversation with Wang Lun about their joining the band, but every time Wang Lun diverted the conversation to some other subject. Wu Yong was watching Lin Chong who sat with his arm over the back of his chair and kept his eyes on Wang Lun’s body. Thus the feast went on till after midday when Wang Lun turning round ordered his bandits to bring in a thing, and shortly afterwards a bandit entered carrying in both hands a large tray on which were five ingots of silver. Wang Lun rising with a cup of wine in his hand addressed Chao Gai, “We are greatly honored by you heroes wishing to join our band, but unfortunately our stronghold in the midst of these waters is so small that it cannot accommodate many dragons. As a manifestation of my feelings I wish to present you these gifts, and I hope that you will accept them with a smile. Also should you find a larger stronghold where you can stay, I shall have much pleasure in surrendering myself to you there.”


  Chao Gai said, “We heard that you were always inviting virtuous men to enter your band, and that was why we came here. But if it is not convenient for you we will of course retire to some other place. We are extremely honored by your offering us these ingots of silver, but we cannot accept them. I do not care to boast of the wealth that we have, but we really have enough for our present requirements. I request you to take these presents back, and we will then take our leave.”


  “But why won’t you take the presents?” asked Wang Lun. “It is not that we do not wish you heroes to stay here, but because our food supplies and housing accommodation are so scanty that we are afraid that you would soon be dissatisfied with them.”


  While he was saying this Lin Chong raised his eyebrows and his eyes expressed anger. Leaning back in his chair he shouted out, “When I first came here you falsely said that your food supplies and housing accommodation were scanty, and now that Chao Gai and his heroes have arrived you make the same pretext. How unreasonable you are!”


  “Do not get angry,” said Wu Yong. “The fault is on our side as our arrival has evidently upset the amiable relations in your mountain stronghold. Wang Lun, your chief, has today diplomatically suggested that we should go, and has even provided us with our traveling expenses. He did not try to drive us away. So I request you to appease your anger as we are quite willing to depart.”


  “There is a hidden dagger behind his smiling face,” said Lin Chong. “His words are nice, but his actions are dirty enough. Indeed today I cannot bear with him.”


  Addressing Chao Gai, Wang Lun said, “Just look at this brute! He is not drunk, and yet he hurts my feelings by this kind of rebellious language.”


  “You are evidently a poor scholar who has failed in the official examinations,” said Lin Chong. “You have no learning so how can you be the leader at this stronghold?”


  “Brother Chao Gai,” said Wu Yong, “our seeking refuge at this mountain has resulted in causing the chief to ‘lose face.’ We had better get a boat and depart immediately.”


  Chao Gai and his six companions rose from their seats in order to leave the arbor. But Wang Lun urged them to finish their meal before going. Lin Chong, however, kicked the table over, and taking a sword from his clothes he flashed it about. Wu Yong stroked his mustache, and seeing this Chao Kai and Liu Tang gathered round Wang Lun, and pretended to urge him not to have any fighting.


  Wu Yong plucked at Lin Chong’s dress, and said, “Do not be rash!”


  Gongsun Sheng addressing both parties said, “Do not break your friendly relations on our account.”


  Ruan the Second was pressing Du Qian to remain passive; Ruan the Fifth was pretending to persuade Song Wan; Ruan the Seventh to persuade Zhu Gui; while the bandit soldiers were too afraid to speak a word but looked on with surprise.


  Lin Chong seized hold of Wang Lun and cursed him saying, “You village bumpkin! You are very lucky in having Du Qian to help here. Squire Chai helped you and gave you plenty of money. But when he recommended me to you, you were not willing to allow me to stay here. Again today you wanted to send these heroes away. This mountain surely is yours! But how jealous you are of capable men! As you are such a useless customer I must kill you. You are so narrow-minded and incapable that you certainly cannot be the chief of this stronghold.”


  Du Qian, Song Wan, and Zhu Gui all wanted to intervene, but were surrounded by the three pretending peacemakers. Wang Lun would have escaped at this time had not Chao Gai and Liu Tang prevented him from doing so. He saw that the position was bad and called out, “Where are my intimate followers?” There were several of his intimates at one side, but although they had a desire to help him yet dared not come forward when they saw Lin Chong’s fierce aspect. Now Lin Chong caught hold of Wang Lun, and after further cursing he stabbed him in the breast. Seeing this Chao Gai and his men drew their broad swords. Lin Chong cut off Wang Lun’s head, and held it aloft in his hand. Seeing this Du Qian, Song Wan, and Zhu Gui were much afraid, and kneeling down they said to Lin Chong, “We are quite willing to ‘hold your stirrup and reins’ and be your servants.” Chao Gai and his followers immediately raised them up on to their feet again. Wu Yong took the chair that was standing in a pool of blood, and placing it at one side said to the assembly, “If you do not submit you will suffer the same fate as Wang Lun. Today we recognize Lin Chong as the chief headman of this stronghold.”


  Lin Chong shouted, “You are making a mistake. Today I desired justice to reign, and that is why I killed this bad thief. I certainly do not want to occupy the position as your chief. Wu Yong has asked me to occupy this seat, but should I do so I should be a laughing stock of all the heroes in the empire. Should you press me any further in this matter I would rather die than submit. But will you listen to just one sentence I wish to say to you?”


  The men replied, “We shall of course listen to what you, our chief, have to say.”


  Lin Chong did not say much, but the result was that many men of one heart were admitted to the Broken Gold Pavilion,65 and many meetings of righteous brothers would be held at the Hall of Righteous Brotherhood.


   


  The administrator of heaven’s justice is coming,


  The wealth distributor in good cause is approaching.


   


  We will now relate what Lin Chong actually said to Wu Yong.


  

   


   


   


  Footnote


  65 “Broken Gold” Pavilion. This phrase is from the Book of Changes and means that even gold can be broken, when two hearts are united. (J. H. Jackson)




  CHAPTER 19

   

  The Heroes at Liangshan Marsh Elect Chao Gai as Their Chief; Liu Tang in the Moonlight Goes to Yuncheng County


   


   


   


  AFTER killing Wang Lun, Lin Chong pointed his broad sword towards the men and said, “I was previously an officer in the army but had been banished. Today these heroes came to join our band, but Wang Lun was narrow-minded, and jealous of them so that he wished them to go away. Therefore I killed him, and I did this not because I wanted to be your chief. But if in the future you wish to fight the army and those vile ministers at the capital I am afraid that my courage and strength will not be of much use. Now we have Chao Gai whose wisdom and bravery are known all over the empire. Today I fought for our rights, and now propose that he should be our chief. Do you agree to that?”


  “What you say is quite right,” said the men.


  “That won’t do,” said Chao Gai. “An ancient proverb says, ‘However strong the guest should not try to overthrow his host.’ As I have just come from a distant place how could I be your chief?”


  Lin Chong gently pushed Chao Gai into the chair, and said, “Our business is now finished so do not decline the offer. If there are any men who oppose us we shall treat them in the same way as we treated Wang Lun.” After much pressing he got Chao Gai to take the seat. He then shouted out that everybody must assemble outside and make obeisance to Chao Gai. After doing this the bandits went to prepare a feast. He then told some of the men to remove Wang Lun’s body. He also sent some men to summon all the minor leaders to meet at the assembly hall. Lin Chong and the others asked Chao Gai to mount his horse, and the whole company then mounted horses or rode in sedan chairs to the assembly hall. Upon entering the hall they got Chao Gai to take the seat of honor, and then brought in an incense urn which they placed in the center of the hall.


  Lin Chong came forward and said, “I am only a coarse fellow with a little knowledge of how to use the cudgel and lance. I am without learning or ability. Very luckily these heroes have come to our mountain stronghold today. We now all understand the justice of our cause, and therefore we must improve on what has been done here before. As we have Wu Yong here I suggest that we make him the second-in-command, and assign him the duties of adviser controlling both troops and their officers, and also arranging plans of strategy.”


  “I was only a teacher in a village,” said Wu Yong, “and I am afraid that I have not the ability to assist you in military affairs. Although I have some knowledge of the strategems of Sunzi’s and Wuzi’s Art of War (B.C. 4th and 6th century) I yet have done nothing great so how can I become second in command?”


  “Our business is now complete,” said Lin Chong, “so do not let us be too polite.”


  Wu Yong thereupon took the seat of the second-in-command.


  “Now Gongsun Sheng must take the position of third-in-command,” said Lin Chong.


  “This will not do,” said Chao Gai. “If there is any more of this politeness I shall resign from the leadership.”


  “You are wrong,” said Lin Chong. “Gongsun Sheng is capable in commanding soldiers, and even the spirits do not know his plans. Where is there a man who can control the wind and rain as he does?”


  “I have only a few small tricks,” said Gongsun Sheng, “and they are not of much help so how dare I become the third-in-command? You ought to occupy that position.”


  “We have just beaten our enemies,” said Lin Chong, “but we know that it was due to your excellent plan. An incense urn has three legs and is useless without the third, so I hope that you will accept the position of the third-in-command.”


  Gongsun Sheng took his seat as the third-in-command.


  “Lin Chong then started to urge another man to take the fourth seat, but the three leaders objected and said, “You pointed out that an incense urn should have three legs, and therefore we accepted the three highest positions, and if you persist in urging for a fourth we shall retire from office.” They induced Lin Chong to accept the position of fourth-in-command. They then invited Song Wan and Du Qian to take the next positions. But both men were not willing to accept. After a great deal of talk it was agreed, at last, that Liu Tang should be fifth; Ruan the Second, the sixth; Ruan the Fifth, the seventh; Ruan the Seventh, the eighth; Du Qian the ninth; Song Wan the tenth; and Zhu Gui the eleventh. This was how the eleven commands at Liangshan Marsh were arranged. At that place there were about eight hundred bandits, and they assembled in two large bodies and saluted their new leaders.


  Chao Gai addressed them saying, “I have been invited by Drill Instructor Lin Chong to occupy the position of commander of your stronghold, with Wu Yong as strategist, and Gongsun Sheng as adjutant. Lin Chong and the other leaders control the affairs of this place, and you men must carry on your affairs as before, guarding the barriers and banks. We must now be all united and with one mind, and must maintain our cause of justice.” He then gave orders for the houses to be repaired, and arranged for the use of the families they had brought there. He instructed some of the bandits to fetch the birthday presents seized at the Huangni Ridge and also the valuables from his own village and he divided them among the bandits and their leaders as rewards.


  Cows and horses were killed to provide meat for an offering to the spirits of Heaven and Earth, and celebrate their success. They all had a feast, and the leaders only separated until well after midnight.


  The celebrations and feasting continued for several days.


  Chao Gai, Wu Yong, and the other leaders then held conferences to consider their food supplies in the granaries, repairs to the defense works and embankments, the making of all kinds of accoutrements including spears, swords, bows and arrows, mailed armor, and helmets, so as to be prepared for an attack from the army. They also got their fleet of boats in order, and drilled the men in fighting on water.


  One day Lin Chong saw that Chao Gai was so generous in making arrangements for the families brought to the mountain and happened to think of whether his wife at the Eastern Capital was living or not so he decided to tell his affairs to Chao Gai. He said to him, “Ever since I have been here I have had a desire to bring my wife to this place, but as Wang Lun’s disposition made our future uncertain I hesitated to carry out my plan until now. I do not even know whether she at the Eastern Capital is alive or not.”


  “Then why not go to the Eastern Capital and bring her here?” said Chao Gai. “You write a letter, and I will at once send a messenger with it.”


  Lin Chong wrote a letter the same day, and selecting two reliable men he dispatched them with it. In less than two months the men returned and said to Lin Chong, “We arrived at the Eastern Capital, and near the commander-in-chief’s headquarters we found the home of Drill Instructor Zhang where we inquired about your wife, and were informed that Marshal Gao Qiu had arranged a marriage with her by force. She had committed suicide about half a year ago. Drill Instructor Zhang had grieved so much that he became sick and also died about half a month ago. The maidservant Jin Er being left alone had married a man, and they now lived at that house. We got all this confirmed by our close inquiries of the neighbors. Being satisfied as to the reliability of these statements we came back here to report to you.”


  Upon hearing this Lin Chong wept. Chao Gai and the other leaders were very sorry for Lin Chong when they heard the news.


  We need not say anything further about the stronghold except that every day the soldiers were drilled, and got ready to resist an attack from the army.


  It happened however that on a certain day while the leaders were discussing matters in the assembly hall, a bandit came and reported that about two thousand soldiers had arrived from Jizhou Prefecture, and were encamped at the Shijie Village where they had about five hundred boats.


  Chao Gai was startled upon hearing this, and turning to Wu Yong, his military strategist, asked him, “As the army has arrived how do you suggest that we should meet them?”


  The Prefect at Jizhou had instructed the garrison commander Huang An together with the Inspector to take a thousand soldiers, and collect boats from all over the district which were to proceed from the lake of the Shijie Village to Liangshan Marsh by two main routes. Huang An embarked his soldiers and horses on the boats, and with much shouting and fluttering of flags set out for the Jinsha Bank. When approaching that place they heard strange sounds coming from the water. Huang An asked, “Is not that sound from battle horns? Stop the boats!” Looking around they saw in the distance three boats coming towards them. On each boat were four men pulling at two large sculls, and one man standing alone. The man standing wore dark crimson caps, and had red gauze coats, and they each were armed with a spear having a hook behind the head. The men who were sculling were all dressed alike. A man recognized the three men and told Huang An that they were the three brothers Ruan.


  “You men must all work together and arrest those three men,” ordered Huang An.


  About fifty boats started off to arrest the brothers, the soldiers making a great noise. But a whistle was heard and immediately the three boats turned round. Huang An was standing on the leading boat twirling his spear and cried out, “Kill these thieves! I will reward you handsomely!”


  The three boats in front received a shower of arrows from the boats behind. The three men descended into the holds of their boats, and brought forth a fox skin which they placed at the sterns of the boats as shields. The boats behind kept chasing after them. When they had gone about a li a small fast boat overtook Huang An’s boat, and reported, “We must not pursue! The boats that were following the other route have all been seized, and the men killed.”


  “How is it that our men were entrapped by those thieves?” asked Huang An.


  The man on the swift boat replied, “While we were proceeding with our boats we saw two boats in the distance with five men on each. We pursued them. When we had gone about a li we saw about eight small boats emerge from anchorages on four sides of us. The boats were armed with crossbows, and fired arrows like a cloud of locusts. Our boats turned and retreated but when we got to the narrow mouth of the creek we found about thirty men on each bank, and they had fastened a split bamboo rope across the entrance. When we got up to the rope the men on the bank threw a shower of bottles of lime and stones at us. Our men realizing the dangerous position they were in. all jumped into the water. We reached the bank, and could see neither horses nor men there. All the men in charge of the horses had been killed in the water. Among the reeds we found a small boat so we hurried here to report the matter to you.’


  Huang An was upset when he heard this, and taking the white flag signaled to his fleet to stop the pursuit and return. All the boats turned. But before retreating, they saw that accompanying the three boats were now more than ten others with about five men on each who displayed a red flag, and whistled with their fingers, and were approaching at great speed. Huang An was thinking of meeting the attack by spreading out his boats, but just then he heard in the reeds on the bank the sound of explosives being fired. He then noticed that on the banks on every side were red flags, and he became much agitated.


  The pursuing boats were now close and a voice from them called out, “Huang An, leave us your head before you go.”


  Huang An took the scull, and forced the boat to the bank. Just then about fifty boats emerged from the small creeks on either hand. They were armed with crossbows, which discharged a hail of arrows. In this shower of arrows Huang An was trying to find a way of escape. He had only about four boats left. He jumped into a small fast boat and looking round saw that his men one by one plunged into the water. His boats were seized, and more than half of the men who were aboard them were killed. Huang An was sculling his boat, but he had not gone far when he saw near the bank a boat on which was Liu Tang who reached out a hook to draw Huang An’s boat and alighted upon it. He seized Huang An by the waist, and shouted out, “Don’t struggle!” The soldiers who could swim had now all been killed by the arrows from the crossbows and those who could not swim had been captured alive aboard. Liu Tang dragged Huang An to the bank. In the distance they saw Chao Gai and Gongsun Sheng mounted on horses, armed with swords, leading a party of about sixty men and thirty horses, in reserve at the foot of the hill. About two hundred of Huang An’s men were captured alive and these with the boats seized were now taken to the stronghold on the south side of the mountain. All the bandit leaders now came to the headquarters.


  Chao Gai dismounted and proceeding up the hill took his seat in the assembly hall. The leaders of the bandits assembled there, and laying down their arms took their seats all around the hall. Huang An was brought in, and tied up to a pillar of the building. A lot of gold, silver, and silk was brought in and divided among the bandits as a reward for their victory. It was reported that Lin Chong had seized altogether about six hundred good horses; that Du Qian and Song Wan had performed good services on the eastern side of the hill; that the three brothers Ruan had done meritorious service on the west side; and that Liu Tang had captured Huang An. The leaders were all much pleased, and orders were given that cows and sheep should be slaughtered, and a feast prepared. There was wine prepared on the mountain by themselves; lotus roots and fresh fish from the lake; fresh peaches, apricots, plums, pears, loquats, dates, persimmons, chestnuts, and other fruits which grew on trees near the lake. Chickens, pigs, geese, ducks, and such fowls which were kept on the hill. We need not go to the details, but a fine huge feast was given immediately in celebration of the great victory they had accomplished.


  During the feast one of the brigands arrived and reported that a man had been sent there by their leader Zhu Gui. Chao Gai inquired as to his business and the man replied that a large party of travelers would arrive that evening and so he wished to report the matter.


  “We are just now short of money for expenses so who will go on this expedition?” asked Chao Gai.


  The brothers Ruan offered to go.


  “Good brothers,” said Chao Gai, “you go quickly and come back soon, but be careful.”


  The brothers Ruan left the hall at once, and changing their clothes, armed themselves with swords, halberds, the arresting-fork (with pliable prongs to fasten on legs, arms, or neck), the spear with a hook behind the head, and selected one hundred men to go with them. They reported their departure to the leaders in the hall, and then descending the hill to the Jinsha Bank where they embarked and crossed over to Zhu Gui’s wine shop.


  But Chao Gai thought that the three brothers were not capable enough to undertake this enterprise so he ordered Liu Tang to follow them with another hundred men as a reenforcement. He then said to Liu Tang, “It will be very fine if you capture the gold and valuables, but I do not want you to kill or injure the travelers.” Liu Tang then departed with his men.


  Up to midnight no report had been received as to how matters were progressing, so Chao Gai sent Du Qian and Song Wan to take fifty more men as a further reenforcement.


  Chao Gai, Wu Yong, Gongsun Sheng, and Lin Chong drank wine together till daybreak, and then a soldier arrived who reported that Zhu Gui had captured more than twenty carts loaded with gold, silver, and other valuables, besides fifty donkeys and mules.


  “Have they killed any men?” asked Chao Gai.


  The soldier replied, “When they saw our threatening aspect they all escaped and left everything behind so that not a single man was killed.”


  Chao Gai was much pleased at hearing this and said, “Hereafter we must not injure people.” He then took an ingot of silver and gave it to the messenger. He gave orders that wine and fruit should be taken down to the Jinsha Bank for the victorious leaders. The leaders also went down the hill, and took the carts carrying the loot on the bank and they instructed boats to be punted across for the horses. All the leaders were much pleased. After drinking some wine a messenger was dispatched to request Zhu Gui to attend a feast at the mountain stronghold.


  Chao Gai and the other leaders then went up the mountain to the assembly hall where they took their seats in the spacious easy chairs. He then told the brigands to bring in the booty, and spread it out in the hall. All the silks were piled up in one place; the inferior goods in another place; the gold and silver valuables in the center. He then instructed the treasurer to take charge of half of the booty, and keep it in the treasury for future use. The other half was to be again divided in half; one part for the leaders and the remainder for the brigands.


  Huang An was to be locked up in the prison, but all his soldiers were to be branded, and the best men selected to attend to the horses, and gather and cut firewood. The others were to look after the carts, and cut grass for the horses.


  Chao Gai said, “Previously we were escaping from danger, and fled to this mountain with the hope of occupying some small rank under Wang Lun, but owing to the gracious favor of my worthy brother Lin Chong we were pressed to occupy our present exalted positions. We did not expect so soon to have two such grand affairs, as defeating the army, and seizing a large quantity of men, horses, and boats; and arresting Huang An; and then capturing such a large amount of valuable booty. But was this not due to the fine work of you all?”


  The leaders all replied, “It was due entirely to you, our elder brother’s good luck.”


  Chao Gai said to Wu Yong, “All us seven owe our lives to the exertions of Song Jiang and Zhu Tong. The ancients had a saying, ‘It is inhuman to forget a generous act.’ But where has our present happiness and pleasure come from? We have now plenty of money so I think we ought to send some of it to Song Jiang at Yuncheng County. Again we ought to send a man to Jizhou Prefecture to rescue Bai Sheng from his imprisonment there.”


  “Sir, do not be anxious,” said Wu Yong, “I have a plan. Song Jiang is a just and benevolent man, and he certainly will not expect us to reward him for his services. But we must not be deficient in politeness. We can wait until all the affairs of our mountain stronghold are settled, and then we can send one of our brothers to do the business. In the case of Bai Sheng we can send a man with money to bribe both the higher and lower officials and arrange for his escape from prison. We can now discuss our store of grain; the making of boats; the preparation of more arms; repairing our barriers and defense works; and the building of more houses. We shall put in order our clothes, outer-coats, armor, and make some more spears, swords, bows, and arrows in readiness for another attack from the army.”


  “All these shall depend on your wise instructions,” said Chao Gai.


  But we need not go into the question as to what orders Wu Yong gave to all the minor leaders.


  We need not mention further how everything prospered at Liangshan Marsh since Chao Gai became the chief there, but we will now relate how those soldiers of Huang An who had escaped reported to the Prefect at Jizhou how the army had been defeated and exterminated; and how Huang An had been taken prisoner. They also reported how brave and fierce were the men at Liangshan Marsh; and how difficult it would be to capture them; how difficult it was on the lake to find the way on account of the numerous creeks and anchorages; all this making it impossible for them to be victorious.


  The Prefect was distressed upon hearing this, and spoke to the officer from the Prime Minister, “He Tao lost a great many men and horses, and only himself escaped with the loss of both ears. I sent him home to recuperate, but so far he has not recovered. I sent five hundred men, but they were all lost. I then dispatched garrison commander Huang An with an Inspector and many men, but they also have been all lost. We do not know exactly how many have been killed, but they could not defeat the bandits, who took Huang An captive.”


  The Prefect felt so much perplexed and could see no solution of the difficulty. But just then a messenger came in and reported, “There is a new official approaching the town, who will be at the reception hall at the Eastern Gate in a few minutes.”


  The Prefect immediately mounted his horses, and upon arriving at the East Gate where the reception hall for officials was situated he saw the man dismounting in a cloud of dust. The Prefect dismounted, and entering the arbor saluted the visitor who handed him an appointment from the Imperial government testifying himself to be a new Prefect. He conducted his successor to his yamen where he handed him his seal of office, and then gave him particulars of revenues in the treasury, and food on hand.


  He then invited the new Prefect to a feast where he explained how strong the bandits were at Liangshan Marsh, and how his soldiers had been defeated and killed.


  When the new Prefect heard this statement of affairs, he turned pale, and without speaking he meditated, “When the Prime Minister Cai, promoted me to Prefect I did not think the position was like this. Here there are no efficient troops, or capable generals so how can I capture these brigands? Should they come here to borrow some grain what could I do?”


  The next day the old Prefect was ready with his baggage and left for the Eastern Capital to answer the charges made against him.


  Soon after the new Prefect had been at his post he invited a military officer who had just been appointed to take charge of the garrison at Jizhou Prefecture. He then gave orders that the army must be brought up to strength, and the bravest and boldest men must be recruited; horses and grain purchased, and preparations made for another attack upon Liangshan Marsh. He also wrote dispatches to the capital asking them to instruct the surrounding villages to join him in this attack. He also ordered the county magistrates in his prefecture to assist in capturing the brigands, and to suppress any disorder in their districts.


  The recording secretary sent the Prefect’s dispatch to the magistrate at Yuncheng County instructing the latter to get his defenses ready in case of an attack from the bandits at Liangshan Marsh. The magistrate after reading the dispatch gave it to his secretary Song Jiang with an order to write dispatches to all the villages to get their defenses ready. When Song Jiang read the dispatch he thought that he never expected Chao Gai and his six followers would do such a big thing as the capture of the birthday presents, killing many soldiers; branding He Tao; imprisoning Huang An, and capturing many soldiers and horses. For such an act their families were liable to be decapitated according to the law. Although they were compelled to do this yet according to the law they could not be pardoned. “If they are not careful what hope is there for them?” He was very sorry but told his clerk Zhang Wenyuan to write the dispatches to all the villages as ordered. When the dispatches had been dispatched Song Jiang left the yamen, but he had not gone more than thirty steps when he heard someone behind calling to him. Looking round he saw a matchmaker, Grandma Wang who was accompanied by another old woman who wished to speak to him. Grandma Wang said to her companion, “Now you are lucky, as the clerk who does benevolent things is coming, and you can tell him your business.” Song Jiang turning round asked what she had to say to him.


  Grandma Wang, however, told the other woman called Madame Yan to keep quiet, and she herself spoke to Song Jiang: “This woman has just come from Eastern Capital, and with herself there were three in the family—her husband and a girl called Yan Poxi. Her husband could sing very well, and taught his daughter Poxi to sing also with him. She is eighteen years old, and has a good color. They came to Shandong to find a certain gentleman, but after wandering about a lot they have failed to find him. Although they can both sing they have not found men of pleasure in this district, and they now live for the time being in an alleyway just behind the yamen. Yesterday her husband was seized with cholera, and died suddenly. She has no money to even bury the corpse so she asked me to help her, and arrange a marriage for her daughter. But I told her that I could not find a suitable man all at once. We were wondering how to borrow some money, when I saw you, so we followed you to ask whether you would provide a coffin for them.”


  “Follow me to the inn in the alleyway,” said Song Jiang, “and there I will give you a letter to Old Chen to provide a coffin for her. But what are you going to do after that?”


  “I will not deceive you,” said Madame Yan, “I have no means of any kind.”


  “I will give you ten taels of silver,” said Song Jiang.


  “You are as generous as a father or mother to us,” said Madame Yan, “and we shall have to requite you in some way.”


  “You need not talk like that,” said Song Jiang. So saying he took the silver and gave it to her, and then withdrew and went home.


  Madame Yan took the note given to her by Song Jiang, and got a coffin from Chen Sanlang. After the funeral she still had about five taels of silver left to cover further expenses.


  Upon a certain morning Madame Yan called at Song Jiang’s house to thank him for his kindness, and she noticed that there was no woman in the house so she asked Grandma Wang, the matchmaker, whether Song Jiang had a wife or not.


  Grandma Wang replied that Song Jiang’s people lived at the Song Family Village, but she had not heard that he had a wife. He was the Chief Clerk at the yamen, and lived by himself. She was always hearing that he assisted poor people with coffins, medicine, and food. She thought that he had no wife.


  “My daughter is very good-looking,” said Madame Yan, “and also sings well and is proficient in amusements. When we lived at the Eastern Capital she was young and she often visited the houses of prostitution where she was much liked. Some heads of these brothels very often asked that my daughter be allowed to join them, but I would not agree. Because if we had let her go we should have had nobody to look after us. We did not expect that we should have such misery which has already ruined her future. A few days ago I saw that Song Jiang had no wife in his house so I should be glad if you would tell him that if he would like a wife I should be willing to give him my daughter. We have no means of recompensing him for his kind assistance, but I would like to make him a relative of mine.


  The next day Grandma Wang went to see Song Jiang, and talked this matter over with him. At first Song Jiang was averse to marrying the girl but with Grandma Wang’s strong advocacy of the match, he at last agreed to live with the girl. He then rented a house in an alleyway on the west of the yamen, and furnished it, and then asked Madame Yan and her daughter to go and live there. In less than a fortnight he gave the girl Yan Poxi many ornaments for the head, and clothed her in rich silks. The mother also had good clothing and there was nothing lacking in the way of luxuriant life.


  At that time Song Jiang slept with Yan Poxi every night, but gradually he became a less frequent visitor. Now why was this? Previously Song Jiang had been very keen on practicing with spears and cudgels, and prefered this to the pleasures of sex. Yan Poxi was about nineteen years of age, and like all girls of that age was fond of sexual enjoyment. Therefore she grew dissatisfied with Song Jiang.


  One day Song Jiang made a mistake in bringing his assistant Zhang Wenyuan to Yan Poxi’s house to drink wine. Zhang Wenyuan had beautiful eyes, white teeth, red lips, and spent his leisure idly. He was quite a dandy and was also quite a good player on string and wood instruments. When Yan Poxi saw Zhang Wenyuan she was much pleased with him and noticed him carefully. Zhang Wenyuan being quite the cad, noticed the effect he had produced. He also noticed the sly movements of her eyes and eyebrows, and knew there was something behind them, which he accordingly bore in mind.


  Whenever Song Jiang was away, Zhang Wenyuan seized the opportunity to go to the house to presumably visit him. Yan Poxi used to invite him to drink tea or wine, and after some talk they became lovers. She never gave a thought of Song Jiang, and when he came she always insulted him. Song Jiang was not a woman chaser and thenceforth he went to the house once every ten days. But Zhang Wenyuan and Yan Poxi stuck together like glue and varnish. He went there at night and left the following morning, and all the neighbors knew this.


  Consequently Song Jiang heard rumors, and half believing them, he thought that since his parents had not selected the girl for him, which meant that she was merely a concubine and not a wife, there was no reason for him to lose his temper about her. He would simply stay away from the house. So he did not go there for several months. Madame Yan many times sent a man to invite Song Jiang to come to the house, but he always sent a reply that he was too busy.


  It happened one day that Song Jiang went into a tea-house just opposite the entrance to the yamen, and sat down to drink tea. He there noticed a big man wearing a white broad brimmed felt hat, a black and green silk wadded coat, puttees wound round his calves, hempen shoes with eight rows of laces, a sword at his side; he carried a bundle on his back, and was perspiring heavily, and panting for breath. He looked inside the yamen as he passed. He was stumbling along, and Song Jiang seeing this, left the tea-house, and followed the man. When they had walked about thirty steps the man looked round, but seeing Song Jiang did not recognize him. But Song Jiang saw something in the man’s face which seemed familiar, yet he could not remember where he had met him before. He thought a little without finding a clue. The man stopped, and looking carefully at Song Jiang thought that he also knew him, but not being certain he did not care to speak.


  Song Jiang thought, “This is somewhat strange, but why does the man look at me like that?” He also did not like to speak to the man. The man crossed the road, and entering a hairdressing saloon asked, “Who is that clerk over there?” The shopkeeper said that he was Song Jiang. The man taking hold of his sword, and stepping forward saluted Song Jiang by the sound “nuo,” and then asked, “Do you not recognize me?”


  “I think I know your face,” said Song Jiang.


  “Let us go to another place, and have a talk,” said the man.


  They then went into a small quiet alleyway where the man suggested that they go into an inn there. They did so, and finding a secluded cabinet upstairs they sat down there. The man took off his sword, placed his bundle under the table, and then suddenly stooped down and kowtowed. Song Jiang did the same and said, “Do not do that. May I know your name?”


  “Benefactor! How is that you forget me?” asked the man.


  “But who are you?” asked Song Jiang. “I seem to know your face, but I quite forget your name.”


  “I met you before,” said the man, “at the village of Chao Gai, where you saved our lives. I am Liu Tang, the Red Haired Demon.”


  Song Jiang was startled at this, and said, “How brave you are! I am afraid that if the yamen people see you you would be in danger.”


  “I do not care a damn,” said Liu Tang. “I have specially come here to thank you for your assistance in the past.”


  “And how is Chao Gai and his followers?” asked Song Jiang. “Who told you to come here?”


  “Chao Gai himself told me to come here to thank our benefactor,” said Liu Tang. “He is now commander of the bandits at Liangshan Marsh, and Wu Yong is the second-in-command. Gongsun Sheng is third-in-command. Lin Chong manages everything, and he killed Wang Lun. Du Qian, Song Wan, Zhu Gui, and Lin Chong, the old leaders at Liangshan Marsh together with our seven make a total of eleven leaders now. At our stronghold there are altogether about eight hundred men, and large supplies of grain. They have not forgotten your kindness, and have sent me to present a letter to you, and also one hundred taels of gold. Then I must find Zhu Tong, and also thank him for what he did.” He opened his bundle, and taking out a letter handed it to Song Jiang. The latter after reading it lifted up the front part of his long gown, and brought out his letter case. While he was doing this Liu Tang had placed the gold on the table, and Song Jiang picked up one piece and put it into his letter case along with the letter. He then asked Liu Tang to put the remainder of the gold back in his bundle, and ordered the waiter to bring wine, a large piece of meat, vegetables, and fruit for Liu Tang to eat. It was getting evening by the time Liu Tang had finished his food and wine, and the servant had left them. Liu Tang then wanted again to open the bundle, and give the gold to Song Jiang but the latter prevented him from doing so and said, “Younger brother, please listen to me! You seven leaders at the mountain stronghold will be in need of money. I have enough money at home to meet my needs, so I request you to keep this gold at your stronghold, and when I am in need of it I will call for it. I am not polite because I have taken a piece of the gold. Zhu Tong has also got enough money at home, so that you need not send him any money. I will explain the matter to him when I meet him next time. Younger brother, I cannot invite you to come and stay at my house because if anyone saw you it would be very awkward. Tonight there will be bright moonlight and you had better then depart, and get back to your mountain stronghold. Please convey my compliments to your leaders, and ask them to excuse me for not going personally to see them.”


  “Elder brother and benefactor,” said Liu Tang, “I was told to come here, and make a small recompense for your kindness. I have to obey the orders of my leaders Chao Gai and Wu Yong and as I have not done as they required how dare I go back? If I go back like this I shall be punished for dereliction of duty.”


  “As your commanders are so severe,” said Song Jiang, “I will write a letter explaining the matter and give it to you.”


  Liu Tang pleaded hard for Song Jiang to take the present, but the latter was still unwilling to do so. Song Jiang borrowed a pen and ink from the wine shop proprietor, and wrote a letter, and gave it to Liu Tang. Liu Tang was an honest man, and seeing that Song Jiang would not accept the gold he put it back in his bundle. Seeing that it was dark Liu Tang said that he would go, and Song Jiang said that he would not detain him because they knew each other so well. Liu Tang saluted four times, and Song Jiang then called the innkeeper and said to him, “This gentleman leaves here a tael of silver, and I will come tomorrow, and settle your account.” Liu Tang then put his bundle on his back, took up his sword, and went out with Song Jiang. It was quite late, but there was a full moon as it was then the middle of the eighth month.


  Song Jiang took Liu Tang by the hand and said, “Younger brother, please be careful. Do not come here again, as it is a dangerous place for you as there are so many policemen about. I cannot go with you any further so I will now take leave of you.”


  So Liu Tang took his departure by the west road towards Liangshan Marsh. Song Jiang walked home, and on the way he thought, “If a policeman had noticed our meeting what a row there might have been? So Chao Gai has ‘fallen into the grass’ and is now a bandit. It will surely develop into a great affair.”


  He had just turned about two corners when he heard a person behind him calling out, “Chief Clerk! Where are you going? I have not seen you for these last few days.” Turning round Song Jiang was startled.`Song Jiang was now made fierce,


   


  His good heart turned to anger.


   


  We will now see who the person was.


  



  CHAPTER 20

   

  The Brothel-Keeper While Drunk Strikes Tang Niu-Er; Song Jiang While Angry Kills the Girl Yan Poxi


   


   


   


  WHEN Song Jiang had left Liu Tang he took advantage of the bright moonlight to stroll towards his home, but he happened to meet Madame Yan who quickly came forward and said to him, “Although I sent requests for you to come and visit us yet you did not come probably because you are such an important person. My worthless daughter may have said some bad things and offended you, but I will punish her and tell her to apologize to you. By chance I meet you this evening so I should be glad if you would come with me.”


  “I am very busy at the yamen today,” said Song Jiang, “and I cannot arrange to get away, but I will come some other day.”


  “That will not do,” said Madame Yan. “My daughter is expecting you at home, and I think you had better go and console her. Why do you act so harshly?”


  “I really am very busy today,” said Song Jiang, “but I certainly will go tomorrow.”


  Madame Yan said, “But I want you to go today.” She took hold of Song Jiang’s coat, and pulled him, “Who has been estranging your mind against us? I and my daughter will have to depend on you for the remainder of our lives. You must not listen to what other people say about us as that is only idle talk. You yourself must take charge of our affairs. Whatever wrong my daughter has done I am responsible for. I think you had better come with me this time.”


  “You need not tug at me like that,” said Song Jiang, “I am really too busy to go now.”


  “If you neglect your business a little,” said Madame Yan, “the magistrate will not punish you. I let pass this opportunity, I am afraid that we shall have a difficulty in meeting again. I hope you will come with me to my home where I shall have something to tell you.”


  Song Jiang being a quick-tempered man was annoyed at the woman still holding his coat so he said, “Release me at once! I will go with you.”


  “Then do not run away,” said the woman, “because I cannot catch you.”


  “Why do you speak to me in such a way!” said Song Jiang.


  They both started off, and when they reached the house Song Jiang stopped in front of the door. The woman spread out her arms behind him and said, “As you have come so far why do you not enter?” Song Jiang then entered, and sat down on a stool inside. Now the woman was very crafty, and being afraid that Song Jiang might try to get away, she sat down by his side and called out to her daughter, “Daughter, your lover has arrived!” Yan Poxi was upstairs lying on the bed, and was just idly thinking and gazing at the lamp. When she however heard her mother say that her lover had arrived she at once thought it was Zhang, and got up at once. She put her hair in order while she muttered to herself. “That fellow again. I am tired of waiting for him. I shall have to box his ears!” She hurried downstairs, and looked through the door screen. There was a glass lamp which gave a good light in the room, and by its aid she saw Song Jiang sitting there. Upon seeing this she immediately turned round, and going back upstairs again lay down on the bed. Madame Yan had heard her daughter come downstairs and then go back so she called out:


  “Your lover is here. Why did you go back upstairs?”


  “Is this room too far away?” asked the girl Yan Poxi, still lying on the bed. “Cannot he come here! As he is not blind why does he not come himself. Or is he waiting for me to fetch him? You are too talkative!”


  Madame Yan said, “My daughter has not seen you arrive. She is very bitter about your being absent for so long. You must expect to be abused in this way.” Laughingly she said, “How would it be if I go upstairs with you?”


  When Song Jiang heard the girl Yan Poxi talk in this way he was somewhat annoyed, but as the woman was now pulling at his coat again he gave way and went upstairs. There was a large room upstairs with six rafters, and one half near the entrance was occupied by a table and several stools. The other half was a bedchamber with a bedstead carved on three sides, and railings at the head and foot. The bed had red gauze curtains, and at the side was a clothes horse with towels hanging on it. On a yellow lacquered table was a pewter lamp, a bowl for washing the hands, and a brush. On both sides of the table were two stools. In front of the table there was hanging a picture of a woman. Facing the bed were four plain chairs standing in a row.


  Upon entering the room Song Jiang sat down on a small stool close to the bed. Madame Yan went to the bed and assisted her daughter to rise, and said, “The Chief Clerk is here! Your bad disposition and talk has hurt his feelings. He did not want to come here. You stay at home and only think about him. Now after great difficulty I have induced him to come. Why do you not get up, and say something to him? Your manner will turn him against you.”


  The girl Yan Poxi shook off her mother’s hand, and said, “Why are you doing this? I did not do anything bad, and as he himself did not want to come here, what have I got to apologize for?”


  Song Jiang heard this but held his peace. The woman placed a chair close to Song Jiang and pulled Yan Poxi towards it saying, “Now you sit down near him. You may not apologize, but you must not be so irritated.”


  But the girl did not want to sit close to Song Jiang, and sat down opposite him. Song Jiang bent his head down, and the girl turned her head to one side so as not to look at him.


  Madame Yan said, “If we have no wine how can we have pleasure? I have some wine, and I will buy some fruit and then we can have a talk with this Chief Clerk. My daughter, while I am away I want you to sit near this Chief Clerk, and do not feel ashamed.”


  “As this woman stays here I am not able to get away,” thought Song Jiang. “But as soon as she leaves here I will go after her.”


  Madame Yan saw that Song Jiang still wanted to leave so when she left the room she fastened the door with a kind of latch so that it could not be opened from inside. Song Jiang perceived the move, and thought that Madame Yan had correctly judged his intention. On getting down below Madame Yan went to the kitchen, and saw a pan of water on the stove so she added fuel to the fire to make it boil. She then went to the alleyway and bought some fruit, fresh fish, cooked chicken, a condiment of fish. Upon returning home she arranged this food on a tray, filled a jar with wine, and half filled a pewter kettle with it, and then placed the latter in the pan of boiling water to warm the wine. When it was warm she poured the wine into a winepot, and filled several bowls with vegetables; brought out several wine cups; three pairs of chopsticks; and placing these all on a tray took them upstairs. She placed them on the table in the outer room, and then opening the door of the inner room, she took them in and placed them on the yellow varnished table.


  She saw that Song Jiang was still holding his head down and her daughter turning her head away, so she said, “Daughter, get up and offer a cup of wine.”


  “You two can drink together,” said Yan Poxi, “as I am not in a good frame of mind.”


  “Daughter,” said Madame Yan, “since you were a child your parents have been indulgent to you. But you cannot be wayward to any other person.”


  “But if I won’t offer him wine—what then?” asked Yan Poxi. “Do you think he can throw a sword and cut off my head?”


  Madame Yan laughed at this, and said, “Now it is my fault. But he is well-mannered, and not the same as you. If you will not offer him wine, then you can at last turn your head this way and drink the wine.”


  But as Yan Poxi was still unwilling to turn her head, Madame Yan herself offered Song Jiang a cup of wine, and he felt constrained to drink it. Madame Yan laughed and said, “I hope that you will not be offended. You must not pay attention to other people’s idle talk, and tomorrow I will tell you matters fully. People outside saw you come here very often and being jealous spread all kinds of nonsensical stories, but they’re just farting. Take no notice of what they say. Now drink up your wine.” She filled three cups of wine, and placed them on the table. She then spoke to her daughter again, “Do not behave in this childish manner, but drink a cup of wine at least.”


  “You need not bother me any more,” said Yan Poxi, “I have had enough to eat.”


  “Daughter,” said Madame Yan, “you ought at least to drink wine with your lover.”


  Yan Poxi heard this but thought that as she preferred Zhang Wenyuan she would not submit to any annoyance from this fellow. However, if she did not make him drunk he would certainly want more from her. She then exerted herself and drank half a cup of wine.


  Madame Yan laughed again and said, “Daughter, do not worry again, but cheer up and after drinking two cups of wine you can then go to sleep. Chief Clerk, you also had better drink a few cups of wine.”


  Because she had exhorted him so much Song Jiang drank about five cups of wine. Madame Yan also drank several cups of wine, and then went downstairs to warm some more wine. She had not been at all pleased when she saw that her daughter would not drink the wine, but now that her daughter had done so she was glad and said to herself, “If we can only keep him here for this night his anger will subside, and when that has disappeared we can continue to live with him for some time more.” While she was attending to the fire she drank three big cups of wine. She began to feel half tipsy, but still she measured out another bowl of wine. She then filled a kettle half full of warm wine and crawled upstairs with it. She saw that Song Jiang still hung down his head, and that her daughter still turning away her head was toying with her skirt. She laughed loudly and said, “You two are not clay images so why do you not say something? Chief Clerk, you are a man you ought to be kind. It would be better if you flirted a little with her.”


  Song Jiang did not know what to do so he remained silent. He indeed had no plan for getting away from that place. Yan Poxi thought that he never normally came to visit her, but now expected her to apologize to him, and laugh and flirt as before. But she was not going to flirt with him just then.


  Madame Yan drank much wine, and she was getting fuddled. She criticized loosely about other people and gossiped as she wished.


  Now in the town there was a man named Tang Niu-er whose business was to sell pickles. When he had nothing to do he roamed about the streets looking for odd jobs, and Song Jiang had helped him many times. If he heard of any thing he went and told it to Song Jiang who gave him money for the information. He was not afraid of taking risks. Now on this day he had been gambling and had lost all his money so he went to the yamen to find Song Jiang. But he could not find him there, and the people on the street asked him whom he was looking for, and why he was in such a hurry.


  “I am in a great hurry,” said Tang Niu-er, “I am trying to find my patron; but I cannot find him.”


  “Who is your patron?” asked the people.


  “He is the Chief Clerk at the yamen—Song Jiang.”


  The people told him that they had just seen him walking along with Madame Yan.


  “That girl Yan Poxi,” said Tang Niu-er, “is a deceiving slut. She and that fellow Zhang Wenyuan have the real hots for each other and are now hoodwinking Song Jiang. The latter has heard some rumors and therefore he has not been there for a long time. Now he must have been dragged away by that brothel-keeper Madame Yan who will try and get into his good graces again. So I will now go there, and drink some wine with those two and perhaps also earn a little money.” When he reached the entrance of the Yan family’s house he saw the lights inside, and noticed that the door was not locked. He entered and standing at the foot of the ladder he heard Madame Yan upstairs laughing loudly. Proceeding stealthily he ascended the ladder, and peeping through a chink in the door saw Song Jiang and Yan Poxi hanging down their heads, Madame Yan was sitting at the side of the table, and was simply driveling. He opened the door, saluted the three, and then awaited.


  Song Jiang thought that the fellow had arrived at a very opportune moment so he looked towards him and pursed his lips as a hint for him to speak. Now Tang Niu-er was a smart man, and understood the hint, and immediately said to Song Jiang, “I have been looking for you everywhere. How is it that you are wasting your time and drinking wine here?”


  “Are you looking for me because of some urgent business at the yamen?” asked Song Jiang.


  “Sir,” said Tang Niu-er, “why do you forget things? Early this morning there was an affair at the yamen. The magistrate was upset, and sent men about five times to find you, but they all returned without having found you, and this worried the magistrate very much, sir, you had better go back at once.”


  As the matter is evidently urgent I must go at once,” said Song Jiang. He got up to depart, but Madame Yan stood in front of him, and said, “Sir, you must not go. This man is only inventing a false tale.” Turning to Tang Niu-er, she said, “You tricky thief. Do you expect to fool me? It reminds me of the old proverb, ‘Do not try to get the axe from Lu Ban, the god of the carpenters.’ The magistrate will by now have left the court, and returned to his wife to drink wine and enjoy himself. What is the business he is upset about? With such talk you might try to deceive an imp, but you cannot get round me with it.”


  “It is quite true that the magistrate is still waiting to transact that affair, and I am not telling lies,” said Tang Niu-er.


  Madame Yan abused him, saying, “Your mother is farting like a dog. I have two eyes, and can see things quite clearly. I saw the clerk motion with his lips to you, and give you the lead to say this. You did not induce him to come here so why do you now want to take him away. A proverb says, ‘Murder may be pardoned, but unreasonableness is hard to forgive.’” She then jumped forward, caught him by the neck, and in the struggle which followed Tang Niu-er fell down the ladder. Standing below he asked why she had assaulted him. The woman shouted, “Don’t you understand that ruining one’s trade and livelihood is as much as killing one’s parents and wife? Now don’t make a loud noise about this or I will give you a beating, you thief and beggar!” She had now descended the ladder and Tang Niu-er challenged her, “Hit me!” and without more ado she slapped his face with her hand, and knocked him through the hanging screen at the door. She then put the screen in position, closed both leaves of the door, and bolted them. Tang Niu-er recovering from the blow stood outside the door, and shouted, “You crooked brothel-keeper! You need not hurry! If not for my respect for Song Jiang I would have entered now and smashed all your things up. If I don’t meet you one day I shall meet you some other day. If I don’t eventually kill you, my name is not Tang.” He then departed, beating his breast and cursing as he went.


  Madame Yan re-ascended the ladder, and addressed Song Jiang, “Sir, don’t take any notice of that beggar. He is a scandal-monger, and only does it for a drink. He sleeps in holes and corners, and will die an untimely death. Such a thief now attempts to fool us at our door!”


  Song Jiang was a very honest man, and seeing that she had seen through their ruse he had no means of escape.


  The woman continued, “Sir, you must not blame me for this. I know that you have treated me very well before. Now, please drink a cup of wine with my daughter. I guess that as you two have not seen each other for a long time, you want to go to bed early.” After pressing Song Jiang to drink two more cups of wine, she picked up the tray, and went downstairs to the kitchen.


  Song Jiang being left in quietness upstairs meditated that there might have been something between Madame Yan and her daughter and Zhang Wenyuan but he could not make out whether the rumor was true. Again as it was too late in the night, so he decided to sleep there whereby perhaps he would find out what Yan Poxi’s ideas were. He would also be able to find out what were the state of the girl’s feelings towards him.


  Just then Madame Yan came upstairs again, and remarked that it was getting late, and that she had already told them to go to bed.


  “Mind your own business,” said the daughter. “You go to bed yourself.”


  As Madame Yan again departed downstairs she laughed and said, “I hope you will have a peaceful sleep, sir, have much pleasure this night, and get up late tomorrow morning.” Upon arriving downstairs she put the things in the kitchen in order, washed her hands and feet, and then went to sleep.


  Song Jiang sat on the stool for a long time looking at the girl and then heaved a sigh. It was now about 10 P.M., and the girl without undressing lay down on the bed, with her face turned away from him and went to sleep. He thought that she was a mean detestable person as she had not shown any respect for him, but had just gone to sleep. He had been wheedled with so much talk from that old woman, and drunk so much wine, and as it was now so late that he had to go to sleep there. He then took off his headgear, and placed it on the table; took off his outer garments, and put them on a clotheshorse; unloosened his belt, and placed his dagger and secretarial hand bag on the rail at the head of the bed; took off his boots and socks; he then got on the bed and lay down the reverse way to the girl. After a little time he heard the girl laughing in a sneering manner. He felt quite melancholy and could not sleep any way. There is an ancient saying, “When the pleasure is great the night seems short; when one feels lonely the time seems unending.” By about 3 A.M. the effects of the wine had vanished, and about five o’clock Song Jiang got up, washed his face in cold water and dressed. He then said, “You common slut! You have no decency.”


  The girl also did not sleep, and hearing this she turned over, and said to him, “I see that you do not blush.” Now Song Jiang was very much upset, and without saying anything he went downstairs.


  Madame Yan was still in bed but hearing the sound of footsteps on the ladder she called out, “Sir, you had better take a little rest, and leave when it is quite daylight. But why do you get up at five o’clock?”


  Song Jiang did not reply to this, but went to the door to open it. Madame Yan called out again, “Well, if you will go will you please close the door as you go out?” Song Jiang did this. He was still very much annoyed, and he thought of going back. Upon reaching the yamen gate he saw there a lamp burning brightly on a small stall owned by a medicine vendor named Wang who had opened business to catch the early customers. When the stall keeper saw Song Jiang he quickly asked him, “Sir, why are you out so early?”


  “I drank too much wine last night,” said Song Jiang, “and mistook the watchman’s reports of the time of night.”


  “As you got drunk last night,” said Wang, “you had better have a bowl of this dried orange peel soup which will sober you up.”


  Song Jiang agreed to this, and sat down on a stool. Wang mixed a very strong dose of his medicinal soup, and handed it to Song Jiang. The latter meditated that this man never asked for money when he drank his soup, because sometime before he had promised to provide a coffin for him, but so far had not given it to him. Song Jiang then remembered that he still had in his purse the piece of gold he had accepted the previous day from Chao Gai’s agent, and he thought it would please Wang very much if he now gave him the money to buy a coffin. He, therefore, said to Wang, “Sometime ago I promised to give you money to buy a coffin, but as I have now got some gold here I will give it to you, and you can go and buy a coffin from Old Chen and keep it in your home. When you die at the age of a hundred, I will also provide some more money.”


  “My benefactor,” said Wang, “I am deeply grateful for your providing me with a coffin. I cannot possibly expect to be able to repay your generosity during this life, but in the next life if I am a donkey or a horse I will certainly do my best to make up for your kindness.”


  “You need not say that,” said Song Jiang. He then lifted his gown to get at the purse in a pocket of his waistcoat, but he was startled and thought: “How sad! I have forgotten that I left my purse on the rail at the head of the bed, and in leaving in a hurry did not put it back in my belt. The money does not matter much, but it is wrapped up in that letter from Chao Gai. I ought to have burnt the letter in the wine shop while Liu Tang was there, but I did not want him to tell Chao Gai of such a thing as the latter might think I did not value his letter. I would have burnt it in my lodging had not that woman Yan induced me to go with her. I could have burnt it in Yan’s house but I was afraid of that girl seeing me do so. If I had not left so hurriedly this morning I would not have forgotten it. I saw that Yan Poxi was looking at a book of songs, so that she evidently can read and if she finds that letter there will be trouble. He then stood up, and said to Wang, “Please excuse me. I am not telling a lie because I thought I had the money in my purse, but now I find that it is not there so I will go back home and get it.”


  “You need not go for that,” said Wang. “It will do if you give it me tomorrow.”


  “But I have another matter I must attend to at the same place so I had better go,” said Song Jiang. He then departed with all speed to Madame Yan’s house.


  When Yan Poxi heard Song Jiang leave her room she got up, and soliloquized. “That fellow annoyed me so much that I could not sleep. He was so impudent as to expect me to apologize to him. But I won’t apologize! I am on very good terms with Zhang Wenyuan, so why should I go out of my way to apologize to Song Jiang. If he does not come here again I shall not mind.” While saying this she put the bed in order, took off her outer wadded coat, her waist belt, and her undergarments. There was a lamp burning near the head of the bed, and by its light she saw the purse hanging on the bed rail. Upon seeing this she laughed and said, “Black the Third” (her nickname for Song Jiang) has so many things that he has forgotten his purse. I will take it and give it to Zhang Wenyuan to wear.” When she picked it up she felt that it was heavy so she took it and emptied its contents on the table, and saw the bar of gold and the letter. When she saw that it was really gold she laughed again and said, “Heaven intends this gold for me to buy some food for Zhang Wenyuan to eat. He has been rather lean these last few days, so I will buy some food for him as a nourishment.” She then picked up the letter, and saw that it concerned the business of Chao Gai. She soliloquized, “I thought the water bucket should be lowered down the well, but now the well is inside the bucket. So Song Jiang is in my hands. I can now arrange to marry Zhang Wenyuan as I have that fellow in my hand. You have got a hundred taels of silver from the brigands at Liangshan Marsh as you act as their agent. There is no need for any sudden action, as I can deal with you whenever I like. So I will take this letter and the bar of gold and put them again in the purse, and have no fear of you telling the fairy fox to come here and steal them away.”


  Just as she was saying this she heard someone pushing at the street door down below, and she also heard her mother call out from her bed “who is that?”


  The person outside called out, “It is I!”


  Madame Yan replied, “I told you it was too early, and instead of believing my word you would go. And now you realize that it is still early, you have come back. But you can come in, and have another sleep with my daughter, and then depart when it is broad daylight.”


  The man did not reply, but went upstairs. Yan Poxi hearing this knew that it was Song Jiang, and hurriedly hid the purse belt and dagger in the bed quilt. She then lay down on the bed with her face turned to the wall, and pretended to snore as though she was sound asleep.


  Song Jiang burst into the room, and went to the head of the bed, but when he did not see his belt and purse on the rail where he had left them, he was surprised. But suppressing his temper he shook the girl and said, “Just think of my previous kindness to you, and return at once my purse and belt.”


  But the girl still pretended to be asleep, and did not reply.


  So Song Jiang shook her again and said, “Do not be annoyed at my disturbing you like this. I will come again tomorrow, and explain matters.”


  Yan Poxi now replied, “I want to sleep. Who is calling me?”


  “You know who it is,” said Song Jiang, “so why do you pretend like this?”


  The girl turned over and said, “Black the Third! What did you say?”


  “Give me back my purse,” said Song Jiang.


  “Why do you ask me for it, seeing that you did not hand it over to me?”


  “I left it on the rail at the head of your bed. As evidently no man has been here since I left you must have taken it,” said Song Jiang.


  “Bah! Did you not see a demon come here?”


  “It was my fault last night,” said Song Jiang, “and I will apologize tomorrow. But now you give me the purse, and fool me no more.”


  “Who is trying to fool you? I certainly have not had it.”


  “When I left you had not taken off your clothes to sleep,” said Song Jiang. “But now you have pulled the quilt over you. You must have taken my purse when you got up to put the bed in order.”


  The girl raised her eyebrows in surprise, and opening wide her eyes said, “Well, I did take it, but I won’t give it back. You can send some one from the yamen and have me arrested as a thief, and give your decision also.”


  “I will not accuse you of being a thief,” said Song Jiang.


  “Then you know that it is not me that is the thief?” said Yan Poxi.


  When he heard this he became more upset and said, “I always treated both of you well, so give it to me at once. I must go to attend my business.”


  “You previously did not like me to have anything to do with Zhang Wenyuan,” said Yan Poxi. “He may be disagreeable with you but he is not deserving of death. He is anyhow better than you as he has no transactions with bandits.”


  “Dear sister,” said Song Jiang, “do not talk in such a loud voice as it will be of grave consequence if the neighbors hear what you say.”


  “As you are afraid of people outside hearing of your affair,” said Yan Poxi, “you ought not to have done it. I am certainly going to keep your letter. But I will let you off if you will do three things for me.”


  “Even if you ask me to do thirty things for you I will do them,” answered Song Jiang.


  “But I am afraid that you won’t do them,” said Yan Poxi.


  “If I can do them I will do them,” said Song Jiang. “May I ask what those three things are?”


  “First,” said Yan Poxi, “you must return to me the document I gave you when you purchased me as your concubine, and also write a letter permitting me to marry Zhang Wenyuan, and promising that you will not make trouble between us.”


  “That I agree to,” said Song Jiang.


  “The second,” said Yan Poxi, “is that all the jewelry and clothes and other things that you have presented to me shall belong to me, and you will also put that down in writing.”


  “That also I will do,” said Song Jiang.


  “But I am afraid that you will not agree to the third condition,” said Yan Poxi.


  “I have already agreed to two, so why not the third also?” asked Song Jiang.


  “You must also give me the hundred taels of gold that you received from Chao Gai at Liangshan Marsh, and I will then return to you the letter which is an extremely important piece of evidence should there be a very big court case.”


  “I will do the first two things you require,” said Song Jiang, “but I am afraid that I cannot do the third, because although they sent one hundred taels of gold yet I refused to accept it. Had I received it I would certainly present it to you with both hands.”


  Yan Poxi said, “You perhaps remember the common saying, ‘If an official sees money he grabs it as a fly sees blood.’ Do you expect me to believe that you sent the money back? You’re just farting. Officials are like cats, and who ever heard of a cat refusing to eat meat? When a man reaches the afterlife will King Yama let him off? You’ve got to be kidding! You must give me the money at once. If you are afraid that people will discern it as booty from the bandits you had better get it melted down at once.”


  “You ought to know that I am an honest man and not given to telling lies,” said Song Jiang. “If you however do not believe what I say then give me three days so that I shall have time to sell my household goods, and then I will give you a hundred taels of gold. Now give me my purse.”


  Yan Poxi sneered at him and said, “How artful you are! You treat me as if I was a child. If I gave you the purse and the letter now it would be like a dirge singer at a funeral asking for payment after the burial. It would be better if you came again with money in your hand, and I will then exchange the letter for the money.”


  “But I have not got the money,” said Song Jiang.


  “Then we shall have to go to the court where you can say that you have not got it,” said Yan Poxi.


  When Song Jiang heard the word “court” he could not restrain his anger any more. He glared at her and said, “Are you not going to hand me that letter?”


  The girl replied. “As you are so terrible I won’t give it to you.”


  “So you really mean not to give it to me?” said Song Jiang.


  “I won’t,” said Yan Poxi, “and I can assure you a hundred times more that I would not give it to you. I will only give it to you in the yamen court.”


  Song Jiang pulled the quilt off her. Yan Poxi took the purse, and held it to her breast with both hands. Song Jiang saw the purse in her hands when he pulled the quilt off, and said, “So you have it!” so saying he reached forward with both hands. But Yan Poxi would not let go. Song Jiang was now determined to get it at all costs, whereas the girl was equally determined to die rather than give it up. Song Jiang caught hold of the dagger and with a wrench got it away. When the girl saw that he had got the dagger she called out, “Black the Third! Murder!” This suggested to Song Jiang the idea for the first time and when she called out “murder” a second time he seized her and cut her throat with the dagger. As Song Jiang was afraid that she might not be dead, he took his dagger, and cut off her head, which rolled to one side on the pillow. He then took the letter from the purse, and holding it above the lamp burnt it to ashes. He put on his belt, and went downstairs.


  Madame Yan down below was not asleep, but although she heard the two talking upstairs in rather loud voices she paid no attention to it. But when she heard her daughter call out “Murder,” she hastily got up, put on her clothes and was going up the ladder when she met Song Jiang coming down. “What are you two quarreling about?” she asked. “As your daughter had no manners I killed her,” he said. “Why do you talk like that?” she asked. “Only your eyes look wild and you are always so bad-tempered when drunk as to be fond of killing someone. Please do not joke with me.”


  “If you do not believe,” he said, “then go upstairs and look in the room. I certainly have killed her.”


  “I do not believe that,” said Madame Yan. But when she pushed the door open she saw the head lying in a pool of blood. She then said, “How awful! What shall I do?”


  “I am a hero, and will not try to escape,” said Song Jiang, “and I will do whatever you require.”


  “She was not a good girl,” said Madame Yan, “and you were quite right in killing her. But who will support this old woman now?”


  “That does not matter,” he said. “As you look at it in that way there is no need for grief. I am wealthy, and I will see that you are well provided for for the rest of your life.”


  “It is very good of you to talk like that,” she said, “and I wish to thank you very much. But as my daughter’s corpse is here how shall we get rid of it?’


  “That will be easy,” he said. “I will go to Old Chen and get a coffin for you. I will also send the coroner here to arrange matters without any inquiry being held. I have here ten taels of gold which you can have to cover any small immediate expenses.”


  She thanked him again and said, “You had better get the coffin sent at once before daybreak so that the neighbors may not know what has happened.”


  “All right,” said Song Jiang. “Let me have pen and ink, and I will write a note for you to take to Chen and get the coffin.”


  “Instead of writing a letter it would be much better if you go yourself and get the coffin sent here without delay.”


  “Let it be so, then,” he said. They both went downstairs, and Madame Yan locked the street door. They then both went to get the coffin.


  It was very early and not yet twilight, but as they were passing the yamen a man was just opening the door. There Madame Yan took hold of Song Jiang, and called out, “Here is the murderer!” Song Jiang was startled upon hearing this, but putting his hand over her mouth, said, “Do not call out!”


  Many men in the yamen had heard the cry however, and came out to see what was the matter. Upon recognizing it was Song Jiang, they told the woman to desist as Song Jiang was not that kind of man, and that if she had anything to say she need not shout.


  Madame Yan however called out, “He certainly is a murderer, and I want you to arrest him, and take him into the yamen.”


  But Song Jiang had always had an excellent reputation, and was generally liked, so that now there was not a single man there who would come forward to lay hands on him, and they did not believe what she said. Just then Tang Niu-er happened to pass that spot carrying a tray of preserved ginger for sale, and he saw Madame Yan holding Song Jiang, and calling out in an offended tone. Now remembering how she had assaulted him during the night he placed his tray on Wang’s stall, and making his way through the crowd he shouted: “You brothel-keeper! Why are you holding this clerk?”


  “Tang,” she said, “do not attempt to get this man away from me, or you will have to answer for it with your life.”


  But Tang Niu-er took hold of her hand, and wrenched her loose of Song Jiang, and then gave her a sounding smack on the face which made her see stars. Before she recovered from her faintness, Song Jiang had escaped through the crowd.


  Madame Yan, however, having taken hold of Tang Niu-er, called out, “Song Jiang has killed my daughter, and this man has helped him to escape.”


  “How could I know that?” asked Tang Niu-er hurriedly.


  Madame Yan appealed to the crowd. “Will some of you assist me in arresting the murderer? If you do not do so you will be charged for allowing him to escape.”


  As none of the yamen aides were afraid of Tang Niu-er so they arrested him and also Madame Yan and took them into the yamen.


   


  Fortune has no fixed tendency


       It conies as one invites it;


  To put out fire in a hempen coat,


       One brings the flame on his body.


   


  We will now relate how Tang Niu-er escaped.


   


  



  CHAPTER 21

   

  Madame Yan Makes a Scene in the Magistrate’s Court; Zhu Tong Righteously Allows Song Jiang to Escape


   


   


   


  THE police having arrested Tang Niu-er took him into the yamen, and as soon as the magistrate heard that there was a murder case to be heard he immediately took his seat on the bench. The magistrate saw the prisoner kneeling on the right, and a woman kneeling on his left. He inquired what the case was about, and the woman replied: “My name is Yan. I had a daughter Poxi who was kept by Song Jiang. Last night my daughter and Song Jiang were drinking wine together when this man Tang Niu-er came and made trouble. When he left the house he was cursing so that the neighbors all heard him. Early this morning Song Jiang went out but came back and murdered my daughter. I took hold of Song Jiang, but when we were in front of your yamen this man Tang Niu-er interfered and so Song Jiang got away.”


  Addressing the prisoner the magistrate asked, “How dare you assist a murderer to escape?”


  Tang Niu-er replied, “I did not know what had happened. Last night I went to find Song Jiang and ask him for a drink of wine, and this old woman took hold of me and turned me out of the house. Early this morning I set out to sell some preserved ginger, and in front of your yamen I saw this woman take hold of Song Jiang. I went to try and stop the trouble and Song Jiang got away. I do not know any reason why he should have killed the girl.”


  “Nonsense!” said the magistrate, “Song Jiang was a very honest man, so how could he recklessly kill anyone? You must have done this yourself. Where is the clerk of the court?”


  The clerk of the court Zhang Wenyuan came forward. He knew that it referred to the death of his sweetheart and took a record of the evidence. He also wrote out an accusation for Madame Yan. The coroner was then sent together with the neighborhood chief and the neighbors and upon arriving at the house opened the door. Taking the corpse outside he closely examined it and found the dagger near the body, and after a careful investigation came to the conclusion that the dagger had been used to murder the girl. He then allowed the people to place the body in a coffin, and deposit it in the courtyard of a monastery. They then all returned to the yamen.


  Now the magistrate had a good opinion of Song Jiang, and wanted to prove him to be innocent so he cross-examined Tang Niu-er with many questions. But Tang Niu-er said that he did not know what had preceded or followed the murder.


  “But why did you go last night to the house and create a disturbance?” asked the magistrate. “You certainly are implicated.”


  “I just happened to go there for a cup of wine,” replied Tang Niu-er.


  “Nonsense!” said the magistrate. “Beat him!”


  The police seized the prisoner, bound him with a rope, and gave him about fifty blows with the bamboo. But the prisoner still made the same statement as before. The magistrate was apparently aware that the prisoner really did not know anything about the murder, but as he wanted to rescue Song Jiang, he could not set Tang Niu-er free, so he gave an order that he was to have a cangue fixed round his neck, and be sent to the prison for further detention.


  Zhang Wenyuan, the clerk of the court, then spoke to the magistrate. “But the knife found belonged to Song Jiang, and he used it to keep down his loose gown. If we brought him here we might get some information from him.”


  The magistrate wished to screen Song Jiang, but after Zhang Wenyuan’s frequent pleading he at last agreed to send a man to arrest Song Jiang. Upon reaching Song Jiang’s home the police found that he had escaped so they detained a number of the neighbors for questioning. But on arrival at the yamen the neighbors all protested that they did not know where the murderer Song Jiang had gone to.


  Zhang Wenyuan now urged that the father and brother of Song Jiang should be arrested, and cross-examined under torture as to where Song Jiang was. But the magistrate was averse to taking such extreme measures and preferred to throw all the blame on Tang Niu-er. He considered that by and by he could set Tang Niu-er free.


  So Zhang Wenyuan then went to Madame Yan and advised her to go to the yamen and repeat her accusation. She did this, and the magistrate saw that he could not hush the case up any further so he at last issued a warrant for the arrest of the father and brother of Song Jiang. Upon reaching the Song Family Village the police were received by Song Jiang’s father and taken by him into a room. They then handed him the warrant, and when he had read it he said, “Please be seated, and listen to what I have to say. For many generations my ancestors have cultivated the soil here, and have been models of propriety. But Song Jiang has been an unfilial son and disobedient since childhood, and although we urged him also to take up agriculture yet he would always insist on becoming an official. When he at last went to the yamen as a clerk I complained to the magistrate about his lack of filial piety and disobedience and disowned him, and he has nothing to do with me now. He lives in the town, and his brother Song Qing stays with me here cultivating the fields for a living. We have lived quite independently of each other so that I now know nothing whatever of his affairs. I was afraid that he would do some bad thing so I did not care to have anything to do with him, and so informed the magistrate a long time ago. The magistrate gave me an official document confirming that arrangement, and I will go to get it, and show it to you.”


  The policemen were all on good terms with Song Jiang and were well aware that such a document had been issued in anticipation of such a situation in order to prevent harming him. They did not wish to offend Song Jiang so they asked Old Song to let them make a copy of the document which they could then produce at the yamen.


  Old Song agreed to this, and gave them the document to copy. While this was being done he ordered a meal with chicken, and duck, and wine for them, and also presented them with more than ten taels of silver.


  When the policemen got back to the yamen they reported to the magistrate that they had not arrested Old Song because of the document he held, of which they presented a copy. To this the magistrate replied, “As there is such a document, and as Song Jiang has no other relatives, the only thing I can do is to offer a reward for his arrest.”


  Zhang Wenyuan however went to Madame Yan and told her of this, and advised her to go again to the court with disheveled hair, and state that Song Jiang was really hidden at home by his brother Song Qing. She was also to ask why the magistrate had not had Song Jiang arrested for her. She did this.


  The magistrate replied that three years ago, Song Jiang had been officially disowned by his father so that it was not possible to hold them as in any way responsible for what had happened.


  Madame Yan stated, “But does not everybody know that he was called the ‘Filial and Just Son’? The document must be false, and I request that you have them arrested.”


  “Nonsense!” said the magistrate. “The document was duly issued by my predecessor so how can it be false?”


  Madame Yan sobbed, and cried for being wronged. She exclaimed, “Murder is a crime as high as the Heaven! If you will not administer justice then I must appeal to the Prefectural court. I am in great sorrow through the murder of my daughter.”


  At this point the clerk of the court, Zhang Wenyuan, spoke to the magistrate, “If you do not issue the warrants Madame Yan may appeal to the Prefectural court, and if she does so it will be awkward. When the Prefectural officials go seriously into the matter I do not know what replies I can give to their questions.”


  The magistrate was aware of the reasonableness of this argument, and at once ordered a warrant to be issued for the arrest of Song Jiang. He summoned the two Inspectors Zhu Tong and Lei Heng, and spoke to them, “I want you to take many men to the Song Family Village, and arrest Song Jiang there.”


  The two Inspectors took more than forty policemen, and soon reached the village. They were received by Old Song who invited them inside. The two Inspectors said they hoped that he would not be offended at their arrival. It was not their own intention, and they were only obeying orders. They asked where his son Song Jiang was.


  “You Inspectors, please listen to me,” said Old Song, “I have disowned my unfilial son, Song Jiang, and this was duly registered by the former magistrate. During the last three years we have lived separately, and he never came here.”


  Inspector Zhu Tong said, “Notwithstanding what you say, our order is quite definite, and we cannot go back before we have carefully searched everywhere.” He then ordered the policemen to conduct a close search for the accused. He said, “I will stand at the front door and guard it. You, Inspector Lei Heng, go inside with a search party.”


  Inspector Lei Heng went inside and after searching in all directions came back and said to Inspector Zhu Tong, “He is certainly not here.”


  “I do not believe that,” said Inspector Zhu Tong. “You stay here while I go and have a very careful search.”


  “As you know,” said Old Song, “I am familiar with the laws of the court, so how dare I hide any criminal?”


  “You need not be offended with our search,” said Inspector Zhu Tong, “because it is a serious murder case.”


  “You may do as you wish,” said Old Song. “Please go and make a careful search.”


  “Inspector Lei Heng will look after Old Song, and see that he does not leave here,” said Inspector Zhu Tong.


  Inspector Zhu Tong then placed his halberd on one side and after entering the house fastened the door behind him. Then going into the ancestral shrine he pushed the altar to one side. In the ground under the altar he found a loose board which he raised. Underneath was the entrance to a cellar and hanging there was the end of a rope which Zhu Tong pulled and heard a bell ring down below. Presently he saw Song Jiang emerge from the celler who startled when he saw the inspector.


  “Do not be surprised at my being sent here to arrest you,” said Inspector Zhu Tong. In the past we have always been on good terms with each other, and you confided in me with everything. You will perhaps remember that once when we were drinking wine together you told me of this hidden cellar with the entrance under the altar in front of the shrine. You also said that if I got into trouble I could always find a safe refuge there. When the magistrate ordered me and Inspector Lei Heng to come here and arrest you I remembered what you had told me before, but I took care not to let anyone know about it. The magistrate himself wanted to hush the matter up but Madame Yan and the clerk of the court Zhang Wenyuan both threatened to appeal to the Prefectural court if something definite was not done and therefore the magistrate reluctantly issued this warrant for your arrest. I was afraid that Inspector Lei Heng would not have the tact to let you go when he sees you but would arrest you according to the literal meaning of the warrant. So I induced him to stay at the front gate while I could come here, and have a talk with you. This cellar is a good hiding place, but not quite safe enough for you. If any one knows about it, and come here to search for you what escape have you?”


  “I have been thinking about that myself,” said Song Jiang. “If it had not been for your great tact I should have been arrested, and bound as a prisoner.”


  “You should not talk like that,” said Zhu Tong. “But have you thought of any place where you can go to?”


  “I have thought of three places which would be safe for me to go to,” said Song Jiang. “The first would be at Chai Jin, the ‘Small Whirlwind’s’ house at Henghai County, in Cangzhou. The second would be with Hua Rong, nicknamed ‘Little Li Guang’ at the Qingfeng Fortress on a mountain in Qingzhou. The third would be at Old Grandfather Kong’s village near the Baihu Mountain. He has two sons—the eldest called Kong Ming, nicknamed ‘Restless Star,’ and the second called Kong Liang, nicknamed ‘Fiery Star’—and I once met both of them in the town. Of these three places I cannot make up my mind which to go to.”


  “Then you must make up your mind at once,” said Zhu Tong, “because you must get away from here this night.”


  “I hope that you will do your best to settle the case for me,” said Song Jiang. “You can come here again, and take whatever money you require for making arrangement with the officials.”


  “You need not worry about that,” said Zhu Tong, “because I will be responsible for everything. You had better now get things ready for your departure.”


  Song Jiang thanked Zhu Tong, and then descended into the cellar.


  Zhu Tong replaced the board over the entrance, put back the altar in its former position, opened the door, took up his halberd, and said, “He is not in the farmhouse. How would it be if we arrest Old Song instead?”


  Inspector Lei Heng thought, “How is it that he wants to arrest Old Song when he is on very good terms with Song Jiang? He evidently means the contrary. So if he says that again I shall speak in favor of Song Jiang.” The two Inspectors then summoned the soldiers and went to the main hall. Old Song prepared the wine and served all the men. But Inspector Zhu Tong said, “Do not serve us with wine and food, but instead I think it would be better if you and your son Song Qing would have a visit with us to the yamen.”


  “But why have we not seen Song Qing?” asked Inspector Lei Heng.


  “I sent him to a neighboring village to get an agricultural implement made,” said Old Song. “As you know, I have the official document confirming that I disowned my son, Song Jiang, three years ago.”


  “What is the use of telling us that again?” asked Inspector Zhu Tong. “We have to carry out the orders from the yamen, and we must therefore arrest both you and your son Song Qing.”


  “Inspector Zhu,” said Lei Heng, “listen to me! It is very probable that Song Jiang had some reason for murdering the girl, and his punishment may not necessarily be death. Now we have the undoubted official document that Song Jiang was disowned by his father, and we both knew Song Jiang very well, we should not be so strict in our duty but should make a copy of the official document, and report the matter at the yamen.”


  “That is my own idea,” thought Zhu Tong, “but I do not want him to suspect it.” He therefore said, “As you like that I shall have to let you have your own way.”


  “I shall be greatly indebted to you two Inspectors for your generous treatment,” said Old Song. He then spread food and wine on the table, and invited all present to partake of a meal. He also got twenty taels of silver, and presented them to the Inspectors. But the Inspectors refused to accept the money, and gave it to be divided among the forty soldiers.


  When they had made a copy of the document referred to, the two Inspectors took leave of Old Song, and returned to the yamen with their soldiers.


  The magistrate was sitting on the bench when they arrived, and he asked them at once for the result of their search.


  The Inspectors reported that they had made two searches in every part of the house and also the village without finding any trace of the criminal. Old Song was seriously ill on his bed and could not get up. His son, Song Qing, had gone last month to some other place, and had not returned yet. Therefore they had made this copy of an official document.


  Having heard this, the magistrate wrote a dispatch to his superior official reporting the case, and giving all particulars. He also issued orders to all in his district to arrest Song Jiang.


  Now Song Jiang had many friends, and they called on Zhang Wenyuan, and urged him to let the matter drop. Yan Poxi was dead and Zhang Wenyuan remembered that Song Jiang had previously helped him in many ways, and now that many people pressed him to let the matter drop, he at last agreed to do so.


  Inspector Zhu Tong also collected together quite a lot, of money and things and presenting them to Madame Yan asked her not to appeal to the Prefectural court, but to let the matter drop. To which Madame Yan at last agreed as she saw nothing would be gained by proceeding further. Inspector Zhu Tong also got a lot of money and sent it by one of his men to Jizhou Prefecture to bribe the officials there to allow the case to pass.


  The magistrate also offered a reward of a thousand strings of cash for the arrest of Song Jiang and then delivered his judgment that Tang Niu-er had committed a serious offense in helping Song Jiang to escape, and ordered that he should receive twenty blows with the bamboo, should be branded, and banished to some place more than one hundred and fifty li from his home. He then released all the witnesses.


  Now why had they the hidden cellar at the Song family residence? During the Song Dynasty (A. D. 960–1127) the official duties were easy, but the clerical work in the yamens was accompanied with difficulties. Why were the official duties easy? This was because the Emperor’s ministers were corrupt, villainous, and crafty. If an official had no friend at court and was poor, there was no prospect of promotion.


  But why were the clerical duties so difficult? Because for the slightest fault one was to be branded, and banished to distant military post. If the crime was serious not only was the man executed, but all his family’s property would be confiscated. Because of this many yamen clerks had such hiding places for refuge from the officials. Being afraid that some fault of the sons at the yamen might bring disaster on the whole family it was a common practice for parents to disown their sons who were clerks in the yamens. But although the clerk lived by himself he always kept his money secretly at home.


  When Song Jiang at last emerged from his hiding place he spoke to his father and brother, “If it had not been for the protection of Inspector Zhu Tong I should have been arrested. We must not forget to repay him for his benevolent action. I must now escape and take my brother with me. If Heaven is gracious perhaps the Emperor will grant an amnesty, and then we can return home to meet our father again. I hope, father, that you will secretly send money to Zhu Tong, and ask him to bribe all the yamen officials to let the matter drop, and also send smaller amounts to Madame Yan and suggest that it would be better for her to withdraw the accusation.”


  “You need not be anxious about such matters,” said Old Song. “You and your brother Song Qing must be careful when traveling. When you reach your destination you must find a reliable man to bring a letter here.”


  The two brothers packed up what they wished to carry with them, and arising from their beds about 3 A.M. they washed their mouths and faces, took breakfast, and prepared to start. Song Jiang wore a broad brimmed felt hat, a white silk gown, a plum-colored girdle, puttees round his calves, and hempen shoes. Song Qing was dressed as a servant, and carried the bundles for both. Upon leaving the grass hut they saluted their father.


  Old Song burst into tears unceasingly, and he said, “You two have now a very long road in front of you, but you must not grieve on the way.”


  Song Jiang and Song Qing addressed the farm servants, “You must always diligently attend to our father, and see that he always has plenty to eat and drink.” They then placed swords in their belts, and carrying halberds in their hands they left the Song Family Village. The two brothers then started. Now it was just between the end of autumn and the beginning of winter. When they had traveled some distance Song Jiang asked, “From whom shall we find refuge?”


  “I have heard people say that Chai Jin, of Henghai County in Cangzhou, is a descendant of an Emperor of the Later Zhou Dynasty, but we do not know him. Yet I see no reason why we should not go and seek refuge with him. Everybody says that he distributes wealth in good cause and is always assisting good men from all over the empire. He even assists criminals and is very similar to Meng Changjun (B. C. 279). We had better go and seek refuge with him.”


  “I have also had that idea,” said Song Jiang. “I kept up correspondence with him, yet I had no opportunity of meeting him before.”


  They therefore took the road to Cangzhou. They traveled through prefectures and districts; traversed mountains and waded through rivers. They rested at inns on the way, but there were two objectionable things which they, as well as other travelers, had to put up with—they had to use cups and bowls that might have been also used by lepers, and second they sometimes had to sleep on beds where some person might have died some time before.


  The brothers however at last reached the border of Cangzhou where they inquired where Squire Chai lived. Upon arriving at Chai’s village, they inquired if Squire Chai was at home, and were informed that he was at the eastern estate collecting some grain rents. They were also informed that the eastern estate was thirteen li from there. When Song Jiang asked to be shown the way the informant inquired for his “elevated” name.


  “I am Song Jiang and come from Yuncheng County,” he replied.


  “Are you the Chief Clerk known as the ‘Welcome Rain’?” inquired the servant.


  When he admitted this the servant said, “Squire Chai often talked about your great reputation, and was very sorry that he had never had the opportunity of meeting you. But as you have now arrived I myself will conduct you to Squire Chai at the other estate.” They all three started off at once, and in about six hours reached the eastern estate. The servant asked the two brothers to sit down in an arbor while he went to announce their arrival. The servant had not been gone long when the central gate of the farmstead was opened, and the squire emerged accompanied by about five servants. They hurried to the arbor and saluted the two brothers.


  “I have thought of you a very great deal,” said Chai. “But what favorable wind has blown you here. I am exceedingly pleased to meet you. What great luck! How fortunate!”


  Song Jiang kowtowed and replied, “I am only a common clerk, and I have come to seek a refuge with you.”


  Chai Jin raised up Song Jiang, and spoke softly, “Last night the lamplight was bright, and this morning the magpies were calling, but it never occurred to me that you were so near.” While he said this his face was wreathed with smiles.


  Song Jiang saw that Chai Jin wished to treat him very liberally, and was much pleased at this. He then introduced his brother.


  Chai Jin then ordered the servants to prepare a guest chamber for the brothers, and take their baggage there. Then taking Song Jiang by the hand he conducted him to the hall where they sat down as host and guest. Chai Jin then said, “I do not wish to appear impertinent, but what has led you to leave your duties, and come to such a desolate place as this?”


  “Your fame has long resounded in my ears like thunder,’’ replied Song Jiang. “I was the mean recipient of your letters, but I never had the leisure to come and visit you. I have no ability, but I did a thing which caused me to come here with my brother. We hope to find a shelter here as we have heard that you distribute wealth in good cause.”


  “Sir, never mind that,” laughed Chai Jin. “You need not be sorry. But what was this great crime which forced you to flee to this place? I will not boast, but whatever official Inspector comes here he dare not act as a spy.”


  Song Jiang then told Chai Jin all the particulars of his murder of Yan Poxi.


  Upon hearing this Chai Jin laughed and said, “Never mind, sir. Because even if a man has killed a high official, or stolen things from the Imperial treasury I would dare to conceal him here.” He then invited both brothers to take a bath, and also presented them with two new suits of clothes, new caps, new silken shoes, and new socks, and asked them to leave their old clothes in the bathhouse. They did this, and the bath attendant sent their old clothes to their room. This done, Chai Jin asked the brothers to dine with him in a private room at the back, and they took their seats there according to the rules of etiquette. At the meal the three were waited upon by about ten of the chief stewards who kept them supplied with wine and food. Chai Jin many times pressed Song Jiang to take wine, and the latter thanked him repeatedly. All three expressed their pleasure at meeting, and stated how many times they had looked forward to this.


  When it was getting dark Song Jiang pointed out that they had drunk enough wine, but Chai Jin would not agree to this. So they went on until it was about 8 P.M. when Song Jiang withdrew to the toilet. Chai Jin sent a man with him bearing a lamp. But as Song Jiang had had quite enough wine he intentionally walked very slowly, and went by the longest way. He was nearly tipsy and walked unsteadily. He was going to the eastern veranda, but there was a man there who had the ague, and being afraid of cold, had a charcoal brazier to keep him warm. The man was stooping over the fire, and as Song Jiang staggered along the veranda he trampled upon the handle of the brazier and this threw the burning charcoal in the face of the sick man. The man was startled, and perspired freely. He was very angry, and seizing hold of Song Jiang’s collar shouted out, “You son of a bitch! But who are you trying to play with?” Song Jiang too, was surprised and fuddled to speak, but the servant carrying the lamp spoke to the man, “You must not talk like that as this gentleman is the honored guest of our master.”


  The man replied, “Honored guest! Honored guest! And wasn’t I also an honored guest at one time? Our master treated me well then, but now he listens to all the tittle-tattle of the servants who have turned him against me. The saying puts it, ‘Men cannot be friends for very long.’ The man attempted to strike Song Jiang, but the servant threw down his lamp and interposed. He did not succeed in separating the two men, but just then three lamps came flying along the veranda. They accompanied Chai Jin who rushing up asked what the row was about. The servant explained how Song Jiang had accidentally trodden over the charcoal brazier, and this made Chai Jin laugh. He said, “Man, don’t you know this celebrated chief clerk?”


  “A celebrated chief clerk, hey?” replied the man. “Then perhaps you will ask him how he compares with Song Jiang, the magistrate’s secretary, at Yuncheng County?”


  “Do you know Song Jiang?” asked Chai Jin laughingly.


  “I have not met him,” said the man, “but all people talk about him, and call him Song Gongming, the ‘Welcome Rain.’ He is the most famous man in the whole country.”


  “But how do you know he is a good man?’ asked Chai Jin.


  “I cannot recite all the details,” said the man. “but he is a celebrated person because everything he does is well done from start to finish. When I am better I intend to go and seek refuge with him.”


  “Would you like to see him then?” asked Chai Jin.


  “If I did not want to see him why should I talk like this?” said the man.


  “Man,” said Chai Jin, “instead of being six hundred li away, he is here now.” He pointed at Song Jiang and said, “This is Song Gongming, the ‘Welcome Rain.’”


  “Is this really true?” asked the man.


  “I am that man,” replied Song Jiang.


  The man looked at him closely, and then kowtowed and saluted saying, “I did not expect to meet you, my elder brother, today.”


  “You must have made a mistake in holding such an opinion about me,” said Song Jiang.


  “I have blundered seriously,” said the man, “and must ask for your forgiveness. Although I have eyes yet I failed to recognize a great man.” Thereupon he knelt on the ground, and would not get up.


  Song Jiang hurried to raise him up saying, “‘Honored sir, what is your name?”


   


  A man who frightened tigers


       Made brigands’ hearts to throb.


  If this man’s name was mentioned,


       The stars and moon grew dim.


  If only seen in distance,


       The rivers changed their course.


   


  We will now see who this man was.


  



  CHAPTER 22

   

  Squire Chai Jin Detains a Guest; Wu Song Kills a Tiger


   


   


   


  WE have already related how Song Jiang, in order to avoid drinking more wine, went outside to the toilet and while on the veranda he upset the charcoal brazier, and burnt a man, and how this resulted in Song Jiang’s name being disclosed to the man. When the man heard Song Jiang’s name how could he get up after kowtowing? He said, “I failed to recognize your eminence and I hope that you will forgive me for that blunder.”


  Song Jiang raised him up and asked who he was.


  “This man,” said Chai Jin, “is Wu Song of Qinghe County, and he is a second son. He has lived here for a year.”


  “I have often heard of Wu the Second, but I did not expect to meet him here today. What a good luck!” said Song Jiang.


  “It is very unusual for heroes to meet in this way. I request you both to come and have some wine with me,” said Chai Jin.


  Song Jiang was much pleased at this and taking Wu Song by the hand conducted him to the hall where he summoned Song Qing and introduced him to Wu Song. Chai Jin then invited Wu Song to be seated, and Song Jiang strongly urged him to take the premier position at the table. But Wu Song was unwilling to take the place of honor, and after politely declining for a long time he at last took his seat in the third position. Chai Jin ordered the servants to spread a feast with wine, and when ready he strongly pressed his guests to partake the same.


  Song Jiang was exceedingly pleased with the manner and bearing of Wu Song, and at last he asked him why he was staying there.


  “While I was at Qinghe County I got drunk and had a fight with some official. I struck him with my fist while I was in a very hot temper, and knocked him nearly insensible. I thought I had killed him, so in order to avoid being arrested I ran away to this place for refuge where I have stayed for more than a year. Afterwards I heard that the man I had struck had not died—he was still alive. I would have liked to return home and find my elder brother, but I felt ill and was unable to go. When you overturned the charcoal brazier on the veranda I was very much alarmed, and had a heavy cold perspiration, but I think that had cured my sickness.”


  Song Jiang was much pleased upon hearing this. The feast lasted till nearly midnight. Then Song Jiang took Wu Song to a very comfortable room on the west side where they both slept that night. The next day Chai Jin arranged another feast at which a sheep and a pig were served.


  After a few days Song Jiang gave Wu Song some money to buy clothing. When Chai Jin heard of this he wondered how he could let it be done. So he took some rolls of silk and satin, and told his own family tailor to make three suits for them. But Chai Jin had not made such a present before so why did he do it now?


  The reason was that when Wu Song first came there for refuge he had been treated as a guest, but he was often drunk. Whenever the servants did not treat him well he would become angry and beat them, and therefore there was not a single servant who had a good word for him. They all hated him, and often complained to Chai Jin about his conduct. But Chai Jin would not speak to him about this and only became more distant in his manner towards his guest. When Song Jiang came he sought out Wu Song, and they used to drink wine in each other’s company every day. Soon Wu Song’s bad temper had vanished. After about ten days of this mutual friendship Wu Song thought of returning to Qinghe County to visit his elder brother. He was pressed not to go by Chai Jin and Song Jiang, but after a little time he spoke to them saying,” I have not heard from my elder brother for a long time so I must go and see him.”


  “As you want to go,” said Song Jiang, “we do not wish to upset you by detaining you. But I hope that we shall meet again at some future date.”


  Wu Song expressed his thanks, and Chai Jin gave him some gold and silver. Wu Song again expressed his thanks, and regretted that he had given them so much trouble. After a parting cup Wu Song made up his bundle, and slung it on his back. He wore a red silk-quilted coat similar to those worn by monks, and had a white felt cap which was made in broad brimmed style. He carried a cudgel in his hand.


  Just as he was about to depart Song Jiang asked him to wait a bit, and then went into his own room, and taking some silver met Wu Song at the gate saying, “I will accompany you for a short distance.” Song Qing also came with his brother Song Jiang and as the three were taking leave of Chai Jin, Song Jiang said, “Sir, I shall be gone only for a short distance.”


  When the three had traveled about a couple of li Wu Song urged the brothers to return as Chai Jin would undoubtedly be getting anxious.


  “What objection can there be for us to go a few steps further?” said Song Jiang.


  So they went on for about a li more chatting on the way, and then Wu Song took Song Jiang by the hand and said, “You must not come any further. People often say, ‘Even if you accompany a guest three hundred li you must at last come to the parting place.’”


  “I will go a few steps further,” said Song Jiang. “Just over there, there is a small inn where we can drink a few cups of wine before parting.”


  When they reached the inn Song Jiang took the seat of honor, and Wu Song took the lower position after placing his cudgel by his chair. Song Qing sat at the side of the table. They told the waiter to bring fruit and vegetables which were duly supplied. After they had been drinking wine for some time they noticed the red hues of sunset, and Wu Song said, “It is getting late and we had better separate and I will give you four salutations as my adopted elder brother.” Song Jiang was much pleased. Wu Song kowtowed four times, and Song Jiang then told his brother Song Qing to take ten taels of silver and presented it to Wu Song. But Wu Song declined to accept it, and asked them to reserve it for they themselves were guests at another’s home.


  “You must not be so anxious about us, younger brother,” said Song Jiang. “If you decline it I cannot recognize you as my younger brother.”


  So Wu Song took the money. He then shouldered his bundle, and taking his cudgel the three walked hand in hand to the door where they separated with tears in the eyes. The brothers stood at the door of the inn until Wu Song could no longer be seen, and then they departed for home. When they had gone less than two li they met Chai Jin riding a horse, and leading two spare ones to welcome them home. They were highly delighted at this, and mounted. They soon reached the village. Upon dismounting they all went into a hall at the back where they drank wine, and after this the two brothers stayed with Chai Jin.


  When Wu Song left the brothers he traveled some distance, and then rested for the night at an inn. The next morning after an early breakfast he started on the road again. As he walked he ruminated that all men had said that the ‘Welcome Rain,’ Song Jiang, was truly a fine man, and he had certainly been well treated by him. After a few days he was approaching Yanggu County about noon when he felt very hungry and thirsty.


  Just then he happened to see an inn with a signboard over the door with five characters, meaning, “If you drink three cups of our wine you will be unable to cross the mountain ridge.”


  Wu Song entered the inn, took his seat, placed his cudgel by his side, and called the proprietor to bring some wine. The proprietor put before him three cups, a tray with some cooked vegetables, and a pair of chopsticks. The proprietor then slowly fill a cup with wine. Wu Song picked up the cup and drank the wine off saying, “This wine is very strong. I wish to have some food, to take with more wine.”


  “I have some roast beef,” said the proprietor.


  “That is fine. Bring me about three jin of beef.”


  The proprietor soon brought in a plate of beef and setting it before Wu Song, he again poured out a cup of wine. Wu Song drank the wine and again praised it. The proprietor filled another cup, and then left him.


  As the proprietor had not returned Wu Song banged the table and called out. “Proprietor, why do you not serve more wine?”


  “If you want more beef I can let you have some,” said the man.


  “I want wine as well as beef.”


  “I can give you beef, but no more wine,” said the man.


  “That is strange!” said Wu Song. “Why don’t you give me wine while I can pay for it?”


  “Did you not see the signboard over the door of this inn?” asked the man.


  “What is the idea of such a signboard?” asked Wu Song.


  “Although our wine is made here yet it has a very delicate flavor,” said the man. “Whenever a guest arrives and drinks three cups of this wine he always gets drunk so that he cannot go over the mountain ridge, and that is why I put up that signboard. When guests stop here they never ask for more than three cups of wine.”


  “That is the case,” said Wu Song laughingly. “But how is it that I am not drunk after three cups?”


  “Our wine is called ‘The Aroma Penetrates The Bottle,’ and also has another name, which means ‘Upon Leaving The Door You Will Fall Down.’ While drinking, it has a fine flavor, but in a short time afterwards you will fall down.”


  “Don’t talk nonsense,” said Wu Song. “I won’t cheat you; I’ll pay you, so bring me three more cups of wine.”


  The proprietor saw that he was not in the least affected by the wine so he filled three more cups.


  After drinking Wu Song said, “It is really very fine. I want you to keep on pouring out the wine, and I will pay you for each cup I drink.”


  “Sir, please give up the idea of drinking any more or you will undoubtedly be drunk, and there is no medicine to prevent it.”


  “You need not speak such rubbish,” said Wu Song. “If you put some drug in the wine I should soon detect it.”


  The innkeeper could find no answer to this so he poured out three more cups of wine.


  Wu Song ordered a further three jin of beef. The innkeeper brought in the cold beef and again poured out three cups of wine. Wu Song drank the wine, but still wanted more. So he took out his silver and showing it to the innkeeper asked, “Look at this. Is it enough for your wine and beef?”


  “More than enough!” said the innkeeper. “Let me have it and I will give you the balance.”


  “I do not want any change,” said Wu Song. “You can pay me the balance in wine.”


  “Sir,” said the innkeeper, “you have had a lot of wine, but I still have five or six cups full left. But I am afraid that you will not be able to drink so much.”


  “As you have about five cups of wine more you can let me have the whole lot,” said Wu Song.


  “You are a very big man,” said the innkeeper, “and how am I going to lift you up when you fall down dead drunk?”


  “I should not be a man, should I want you to help me up,” said Wu Song.


  But the innkeeper was unwilling to pour and any more wine, so Wu Song spoke in an angry tone, “Have I not paid you for the wine! Do not provoke me to anger or I shall smash the whole room to pieces, and turn your inn upside down.”


  The innkeeper saw that Wu Song was drunk so he decided not to oppose him and poured out all the six cups of wine. Altogether Wu Song drank eighteen cups of wine, and then picking up his cudgel he got up and said, “I am not drunk yet!” He walked to the door laughing, and proceeded on his way.


  The innkeeper however called after him, “Sir, where are you going?”


  “Why do you call me?” replied Wu Song. “Have I not paid you for the wine?”


  “I have a good intention for you,” said the innkeeper. “I want you o come to my home and look at a copy of an official proclamation.”


  “What is the proclamation about?” asked Wu Song.


  “Just now there is, on Jingyang Ridge, a large animal with a white forehead and protruding eyes. It comes out in the evening, and has already killed about thirty men, and injured many others. The magistrate has enjoined upon the hunters to catch the animal by a certain time. At all crossroads there is a notice warning travelers of the danger, and ordering them to band themselves together when crossing the ridge. Travelers must cross the ridge only between the hours of 9 A.M. and 3 P.M. and not at any other time. So that, as you are by yourself you must wait and join with some other travelers before you can cross the ridge. It is now well past three o’clock and yet I see you walking off without asking anyone to go with you, and evidently you are running the risk of your life. It will be better if you stay here for the night, and go over the ridge tomorrow in the company of about thirty men.”


  “I am a Qinghe County man,” laughed Wu Song, “and although I have been across the Jingyang Ridge about twenty times I have never seen or heard of a big animal there. So you need not say shit like this just to frighten me. And even if there is a beast I am not afraid of it.”


  “I only wanted to save your life,” said the innkeeper “If you do not believe what I say then come inside and read the official proclamation.”


  “Bullshit,” said Wu Song. “Even if there is a tiger I shall not be afraid. I suppose if I pass the night at your inn you may try to get my money during the night, and perhaps kill me. That is why you now make up this story to frighten me and keep me here.”


  “Look here!” said the innkeeper. “I am taking good care of you, yet you think I have bad intention. If you do not believe what I say then go your own way.” While saying this he shook his head with regret, and entered his inn.


  Wu Song picked up his cudgel and started off for the Jingyang Ridge. After walking about two li he reached the foot of the ridge, and there he saw a large tree which had had its bark taken away, and on the white timber were two columns of characters written. It was to the same effect as the official proclamation.


  On reading it Wu Song laughed and said, “That innkeeper is a clever one. Frighten travelers so that they will stay at his inn. But I am not afraid of that shit.” Dragging his cudgel along the ground he proceeded on his way. It was about four o’clock, and the sun was slowly sinking behind the ridge, setting the sky in a red evening glow. The large quantities of wine he had drunk had driven all fear away so he proceeded on his way. He had only gone a little distance when he saw a ruined temple, and on the door was another notice so he went forward and read it. It warned travelers of the danger of crossing the ridge.


  So Wu Song at last realized that there was a tiger to be faced, and his first thought was to return to the inn. But he saw in that case the innkeeper would only laugh at him, and regard him as a coward—so that would not do. But after a second thought, he said to himself, “Why be afraid? Why not face the danger?” He went on, but soon vomited the wine he had taken. He then took his cap, and pushed it on his back suspended by the tapes. He put his cudgel under his arm, and slowly ascended the ridge. Turning his head he saw that the sun had now sunk to the west. It was now the tenth lunar month so that the autumn days were short, the nights long, and the sunset was soon followed by darkness.


  He soliloquized, “Where is that tiger that men are so afraid of that they dare not cross the ridge?’’ He went a little further, and now felt the effect of the wine. So taking the cudgel in one hand he unloosened his coat with the other hand. Staggering along he entered the forest. He came across a large block of smooth green stone against which he put his cudgel. He then reclined on the stone with the intention of sleeping there. Just then a strong wind sprang up, and he heard a sound among the trees, and at the same moment a large tiger sprang out. With an exclamation he rolled off the stone, seized his cudgel, and slipped to one side of the stone. The tiger was both hungry and thirsty, and crouched on the ground ready for a spring. As the tiger sprang forward Wu Song was startled, and was covered with a cold sweat, but slipping to one side he escaped. The tiger immediately turned round, and roared like thunder, so that the ridge almost quaked.


  The tiger’s tail was erect and stiff as a poker, and was lashed from side to side in rage. Wu Song did not keep still, but kept moving about irregularly. In fact the tiger had only three methods of killing men, a crouch, a leap, and a blow with its tail. If these three failed, the tiger at once lost all courage or spirit. In such cases it always turned round, and gave a loud roar. When Wu Song saw it turning round he seized his cudgel with both hands, and using the utmost of his strength he whirled it aloft, and brought it down with a crash. There was a great noise followed by a fall of leaves and twigs from the dense undergrowth. Wu Song saw that he had missed the tiger, and simply in his haste had hit the undergrowth. As his long cudgel was broken in half, he threw a part away. The tiger roared again, crouched, and again leapt at Wu Song. Wu Song again swiftly stepped to one side. The tiger whirled round and came just in front of Wu Song and planted its forepaws on the ground. Wu Song threw the remaining half of the cudgel away, and seized the tiger’s forehead skin with both hands, and pressed the tiger down on the ground. The tiger struggled to get up, but Wu Song exerted all his strength, and would not let it go the least bit. He kicked it in the eyes. This made the tiger roar, and scoop out holes in the yellow soil with its front paws. Wu Song now pressed the tiger’s snout into the hole in the ground, and it had to endure this disgrace as it was losing its strength. Wu Song now grasped the loose skin on the tiger’s head in his left hand, and taking his right fist hit the tiger severely. After about seventy blows blood streamed out of the tiger’s eyes, mouth, nose, and ears, and the beast lay panting for breath. Wu Song left it for a moment, and went to get a part of his cudgel. As he was afraid that the tiger was not yet dead he dealt the tiger some blows for some time until he saw evidently that it was no longer alive. He thereupon threw away his cudgel and wondered whether he should drag the tiger down the mountain. The body lay in a pool of blood, and using both hands he tried to move it, but he found that it was too heavy. He had used up all his strength so that he now felt weak in hand and foot. So he sat down on the green smooth stone for a short rest, and meditated that the night was quite dark now, and what could he do if another tiger were to attack him. So he decided to leave the ridge and return the following day for the tiger’s body. He looked around and found his felt cap, and then started down the mountain.


  He had not gone far when he saw two tigers emerging from the dry grass. “Ai Ya!” he said. “That’s all gone now.” But he noticed that the two tigers now stood up on their hind legs, and looking closely he saw that they were two men who had fastened tiger skins very closely on their bodies, and carried in their hands five-pronged forks.


  They were surprised at seeing Wu Song, and said, “You. . . you . . . you. . . , you must have eaten the heart of a wolf, the gall bladder of a leopard, and the legs of a lion so that your whole body becomes a mass of courage. How dare you to cross the ridge during the night without a single weapon in your hand. You. . . . you. . . . you. . . . are you a man or a demon?”


  “But who are you?” asked Wu Song.


  “We are hunters,” replied the men.


  “And what are you doing on this mountain?” asked Wu Song.


  The men were surprised at such a question and asked, “Do you mean to say that you do not know? On this mountain there is a dangerous tiger which attacks men at night, and has already injured eight hunters, and numerous travelers have been killed. The county magistrate has ordered us, and also the village chief, to come here to catch the tiger. But its strength is so great that it is difficult to come near it. Who dare face it? The magistrate has beaten us repeatedly for not catching the tiger, but it makes no difference. Tonight we have come here, accompanied by ten men from the villages, and we are all over the mountain, armed with poisoned arrows, waiting for the tiger. Just here we lay in ambush when we saw you coming from the mountain as bold as brass, and it gave us quite a start. Who are you? Have you seen the tiger?”


  “I am a Qinghe County man, and my name is Wu Song. When I got up the mountain I met the tiger, and killed it with my fist and foot.”


  “It is impossible,” said the hunters aghastly.


  “You do not believe,” said Wu Song. “But do you see the bloodstains on my clothes?”


  “But how did you kill it?”


  Wu Song then gave them all the details of his fighting with the tiger.


  The hunters were both amazed and amused, and then summoned the ten villagers. The villagers soon arrived and armed with pronged forks, crossbows, broad swords, and spears.


  “How is it that these men did not stay with you here?” asked Wu Song.


  The hunters said, “The animal was very fierce, so how could they dare to come on the mountain?”


  When the villagers had all assembled in front of them, the hunters asked Wu Song to recite to them how he had killed the tiger. He did so, but they did not believe what he said.


  “Well,” said Wu Song, “if you do not believe then I will go, and show you the dead animal.”


  The villagers had flint and steel, and they then used them to strike lights and ignite torches. They went with Wu Song, and soon came to the top of the ridge where they were shown the dead tiger. They were highly delighted, and immediately sent men to report the matter to the chief of the district. The men who were left behind, tied up the carcass, and carried it on their shoulders down the mountain. At the foot of the mountain there were already about eighty men waiting for them, and they made an uproar when they saw the dead tiger. They carried the tiger in front and put Wu Song in a sedan chair. The whole party then started off to the nearest village reporting to the headman there.


  Upon arriving there, there were two village heads waiting outside the village to welcome them. The party was conducted to the main room of a cottage where the other hunters of the village and about thirty other men all came to have an interview with Wu Song. He then told them in detail his recent adventure.


  They all declared that he was a very brave hero, and brought him some food and wine. But Wu Song was very tired, and wanted to rest. So the servants were told to prepare a bedroom for him where he slept that night.


  The next morning a messenger was dispatched to report the matter to the county magistrate and a litter was prepared to carry the tiger’s body to the town.


  When Wu Song got up and had washed his face, he found in front of the building a large number of men bringing a sheep and a jar of wine which they offered to him as their gifts. They said, “We do not know exactly how many people that beast has killed, or how many bamboo blows our hunters have received, but now you have killed the tiger, and our trouble has come an end. We are very happy indeed. Moreover, the travelers can go without danger, and all this is due to your bounteous action.”


  “It was not due to my skill but was owing to your fortune,” replied Wu Song.


  The people all saluted him. After an exhilarating feast which lasted all the morning they placed the tiger’s body on the litter which was ready. They made garland of silk and red flowers for Wu Song. They were about to start off from the village. A deputy of the county magistrate had already arrived to conduct Wu Song to the court. Four men were sent with a cool sedan chair to convey Wu Song to the court. The litter with the tiger’s carcass was in front of the procession and it was also decorated with red flowers and pieces of silk. When the people of the town heard of the great hero who had killed a tiger on the mountain they all crowded to see him, and made such a noise that it could be heard all over the district. Wu Song in his chair saw all the streets were blocked with noisy crowds which were eager to have a look at the tiger. Upon reaching the yamen gate, he saw the county magistrate waiting in the hall. The litter and the sedan chair were carried to the court, and laid in the corridor in front of the door.


  The magistrate noticed the manner of Wu Song, and also the size of the tiger. He thought that Wu Song was the only person who could kill such a tiger. He summoned Wu Song to come forward. Wu Song approached and called out “nuo.” The magistrate invited him inside where Wu Song recited his adventure. There was a large crowd of men both inside and outside the hall. They all listened to Wu Song and were greatly astonished. The magistrate offered several cups of wine to Wu Song, and also a gift of one thousand strings of cash which had been subscribed by the wealthy families of the district.


  “I am grateful to you for this blessing, sir,” said Wu Song. “I was fortunate in killing the tiger, and as it was not due to my own abilities, how dare I accept such generous presents? I have heard that these hunters have been beaten with the bamboo, so why not compensate them with these strings of cash?”


  “As you, the hero, suggest this, it can be done as you wish,” said the magistrate.


  So Wu Song took the strings of cash, and distributed them among the hunters.


  When the magistrate saw the noble, virtuous, and benevolent character of Wu Song he wished to recommend him for an official post. So he said to him, “You are a Qinghe County man, and as that place is quite close here I offer you the position of Inpector in this yamen. What do you say about that?”


  Wu Song knelt down and said, “As you wish to reward me in this way I shall be obliged to you for my life.”


  The magistrate instructed his secretary to make out the necessary papers, and Wu Song received his commission in the police as an Inspector.


  The rich families saluted him, and offered their congratulations, and during the following five days they continually entertained him with wine.


  Wu Song meditated that, at first, he had the idea to find his elder brother, but it was detained by being made a Inspector at this place. The magistrate liked him, and his fame was widespread in every village.


  One day when he was strolling outside the yamen he heard a voice behind him calling, “Inspector Wu! As you are an official now, can you not assist me?”


  “Ai Ya!” exclaimed Wu Song when he turned round. “What are you doing here?”


   


  If these heroes had not met,


       Many men would not have died;


  Swords would not have chopped off heads,


       Nor blood have flown like water.


   


  We will now see who that man was who had stopped Wu Song.


  



  CHAPTER 23

   

  Grandma Wang Being Covetous Spoke Seductively; Yun Ge Makes a Row in a Tea Shop


   


   


   


  WU SONG turned round, and when he saw that the man who was speaking to him, was his elder brother Wu the Elder, he knelt down and kowtowed. He said, “I have not seen you for more than a year. But why have you come here?”


  “You have been away for a long time,” replied Wu the Elder, “but why have you not written to me? Although I did not like you yet I never forgot you.”


  “Why were you annoyed, and why did you think of me so often?” asked Wu Song. “When you were in Qinghe County you often got drunk and fought with other men,” said Wu the Elder. “You were often brought before the magistrate. And when at last you ran away, I had to go to the court repeatedly about your affairs. That was what made me annoyed. And what made me to think of you was that I recently married a Qinghe County woman, and many men came to insult me about that matter, and there was no one like you to assist me. When you were at home who would have dared to come and so much as fart? I could not live in peace there so I removed here, and found a house where I now live. That trouble made me to think of you.”


  Now dear reader, please note: Wu Song and Wu the Elder were brothers to the same mother. Wu Song was over six feet in height, and he could lift about three hundredweights. If he had not been so strong how could he have killed the tiger?


  Wu the Elder was nearly four and half feet in height, and his countenance was ugly. The shape of his head was conical. The people of Qinghe County looked upon him as a dwarf, and had therefore given him the nickname “Three Inches of Mulberry Bark.”


  Now in Qinghe County there was a big family which had a maidservant named Pan Jinlian who was about twenty years of age, and was quite good-looking. Her master made base suggestions but she told her mistress about it and said that she was not willing to agree to his advances. Because of this the master disliked the maidservant, but offered her in marriage to Wu the Elder, and also gave her some presents, but he declined to receive any money from Wu the Elder.


  Shortly after the marriage there were quite a number of loose profligates who came to Wu the Elder’s house to visit his wife. In fact as Wu the Elder was only a small, ugly man his wife looked upon him as being of useless nature, and quite unsuitable as a lover. She did not hesitate to consort with other men.


  Wu the Elder was rather a quiet fellow and would not dispute with what these loose fellows did; they shouted out at his street door, “What a nice piece of meat has fallen in a dog’s mouth!” As a result of this Wu the Elder did not care to stay in Qinghe County, and removed to a house in Zishi Street, Yanggu County town. Every day he acted as hawker selling cakes on the street. On this day he had been selling cakes when he happened to see his brother Wu Song.


  “The day before yesterday,” said Wu the Elder, “I heard a great many people talking about a man named Wu who had killed a tiger on Jingyang Ridge, and who had been given a commission as Inspector by the county magistrate. I guessed that it was you, but how could I expect to meet you today? I will not sell any more cakes just now, and will go with you to my home.” “Elder brother, where is your home?” asked Wu Song.


  “It is near the Zishi Street,” replied Wu the Elder pointing with his finger.


  Wu Song carried the load of cakes, and Wu the Elder led him round many corners to his home. He stopped at a house near a tea shop, and called out, “Wife, open the door.”


  The screen at the door was lifted and a woman appeared who asked, “Husband, why have you returned so soon?”


  “Your brother-in-law has arrived,” replied Wu the Elder, “please come out to meet him.”


  Wu the Elder now took the load from Wu Song, and entering the house said, “Brother, come inside and let me introduce you to my wife.”


  Wu Song lifted up the screen and entered, and was duly introduced.


  Wu the Elder said, “Wife, the man, who killed the tiger on Jingyang Ridge, and was given a commission as Inspector in the police, is none other than my younger brother.”


  She at once saluted by folding her arms and said, “Much prosperity, uncle,” addressing Wu Song with the level of reverence that her son would have done.


  Wu Song asked her to be seated. He kowtowed, and it was as magnanimous as the fall of a golden mountain and a jade pillar.


  The woman raised up Wu Song and said, “Uncle, by doing this you lessen the prospects of my life.”


  “I only ask you to receive my respects,” replied Wu Song.


  “My adopted mother, Grandma Wang, told me that a big man had killed a tiger and that I must go and see him,” replied the woman. “And you are that man. I request you to come upstairs and sit down.”


  They all three sat down upstairs, and when the woman had had a look at Wu Song, she said to her husband, “I will keep company with your brother, while you go and prepare some food and wine in order to entertain our uncle.”


  Wu the Elder agreed to this and promised to return soon.


  When he had gone, his wife looked more closely at Wu Song, and was pleased with his appearance. She thought that if she had married a man like him, all her life would not have been wasted. Her husband was only three parts a man, and seven parts an imp. What bad luck she had had. As Wu Song had killed a tiger he must be enormously strong. “I think he has no wife, so why should I not ask him to stay here? I think that I shall now find my marriage affinity here after all.”


  With her smiling face she asked Wu Song how long he had been in that district, to which Wu Song replied that he had been there about ten days.


  “Where do you stay then?” asked the woman.


  “I am staying temporarily at the yamen,” replied Wu Song.


  “That cannot be very comfortable and convenient,” remarked the woman.


  “As I am by myself that does not matter,” replied Wu Song. “Besides I have soldiers to wait upon me.”


  “But how can those men look after you properly,” said the woman. “Why not come and live here? When you want hot water or food, whether early or late, I can always get the same ready for you, and that would be much better than depending on those dirty men. When you want clear soup you need have no worry about it.”


  Wu Song thanked her very much for her suggestion.


  “But have you an aunt (a wife) living in some other place?” asked the woman. “If so then ask her to come here to live with us.”


  “I have not married yet,” replied Wu Song.


  “How old are you?”


  “I am twenty-five years of age,” replied Wu Song.


  “So you are three years older than I. Where have you come from this time?”


  “I lived at Cangzhou for more than a year,” replied Wu Song, “and then decided to come to visit my elder brother at Qinghe County. I did not know that he had removed here.”


  “To explain that removal it would take a long time. Since I married your elder brother so many men have insulted him owing to good nature that we could not live any longer at Qinghe County, and therefore we removed to this place. If such a brave man as you had been there who would have dared to say a word against us.”


  “My brother was always law-abiding and good-natured, and was quite different, from me as I always make disturbances,” said Wu Song.


  “Why do you make such a false accusation againt yourself?” asked Pan Jinlian. “There is a common saying, ‘Men of yielding nature cannot have a stable foothold in society.’ I am of a precipitous nature, and cannot bear to see a man who does not even turn his head after being abused three times, and who runs away at the fourth attack.”


  “My brother does not like to provoke unpleasantness so that there is no need for you to be distressed,” said Wu Song.


  While they were still talking about him, Wu the Elder returned with the meat, wine, and fruit, and placed them in the kitchen below. He then came upstairs and said, “Wife, you go downstairs and get things ready.”


  “You see that fellow does not understand things. Here is my uncle and I am told to leave him alone and go to the kitchen,” said Pan Jinlian.


  “Please suit your own convenience, my sister-in-law,” said Wu Song.


  “But why not ask my adopted mother Grandma Wang, who lives next door, to do this?” asked Pan Jinlian. “If I have to do the work that will not be very nice.”


  So Wu the Elder went to the next door, and requested Grandma Wang to come and prepare the food for them—fish, meat, fruit, and vegetables. He also warmed some wine, and put it on the table. All three sat down—Pan Jinlian sat opposite to Wu Song, in a hostess position, and Wu the Elder, at the side. Wu the Elder poured out the wine for all the party.


  “Uncle,” said Pan Jinlian, picking up a cup of wine, “I hope you won’t mind our rough ways. Please drink a cup of wine.”


  “I am deeply grateful,” replied Wu Song, “you need not talk in that manner.”


  Wu the Elder did not appear to take notice of anything except serving the wine.


  “Uncle, why don’t you eat a little fish or meat?” asked Jinlian with a smiling face. So saying she selected some of the best bits and placed them in his bowl.


  Wu Song was a very straightforward man, and looked upon this great compliment as merely the expression of a real sister-in-law’s desire to please. But he did not know previously that Pan Jinlian had been a maidservant, and had acquired the habit of coquetry. As Wu the Elder was an honest and weak-natured man how could he know to entertain a guest?


  Jinlian drank several cups of wine, and gazed steadily at Wu Song, but he appeared to take no notice of this and simply bowed his head. After he had drunk about ten cups of wine he rose from the table.


  “Brother, please drink another cup of wine before you go,” said Wu the Elder.


  “Not this time,” said Wu Song. “I will come to visit you again.”


  When they were all down below seeing Wu Song off Jinlian spoke to him, “Uncle, I hope that you will not forget to come and live with us here, or else the people will laugh at us. We are relatives, and not strangers.” She then addressed her husband, “You had better prepare a room, and ask your brother to come to live here. Do not give our neighbors the opportunity of saying that we do not know how to do things properly.”


  “What you say is quite right,” said Wu the Elder. Turning to his brother he said, “Brother, you must come and live here, and let me be proud of it.”


  “As you both press me,” said Wu Song, “I will get my baggage and come over here this evening.”


  “Then don’t forget to do so,” said Jinlian, “because I shall look forward upon you.”


  Wu Song left them, went down the Zishi Street, and was soon at his quarters. The county magistrate was sitting on the bench, so Wu Song went to him and said, “I have a brother here who lives on Zishi Street, and I should like to go and live with him. I assure you that this would not interfere with my duties here. I would not dare to do it without your authority so I now ask for your esteemed permission.”


  “That is a matter of brotherly duty,” said the county magistrate, “and I cannot place any obstacle in your way. You will of course attend to your duties in the yamen as before.”


  Wu Song expressed his thanks, and then going to his room packed up his things, including the new clothes and other things which had been presented to him. He then summoned a soldier to carry his baggage to his elder brother’s home.


  Upon seeing him arrive Pan Jinlian laughed and was as delighted as though she had received a great deal of gold at midnight.


  Wu the Elder got a carpenter to fix up a room for his brother, and furnished it with a bed, a table, two chairs, and a stove.


  When every thing was ready Wu Song brought his baggage upstairs, and then dismissed the soldier.


  Early the next morning Jinlian quickly arose, and got ready the hot water for washing the face and cleaning the teeth; she gave it to Wu Song and called him. He dressed and tied his turban to his head. As he was leaving Jinlian spoke to him, “Uncle, I hope you will come back early for your meal, and not go anywhere else.”


  He promised to do this, and then went to the yamen to register his attendance there before 7 A.M. He attended to his duties at the yamen, and then left about noon to return home.


  Pan Jinlian had had a wash, and manicured her nails. She was very spick-and-span. She had prepared the food, and arranged the table for three persons. They all sat down, and she presented Wu Song with a cup of tea.


  Wu Song said, “Please do not be so courteous to me or I am afraid that it will only upset me. I shall then have to send a soldier here to look after me.”


  Jinlian called out several times, “Uncle, you must make yourself at home. We are brothers of the same parents and I am not treating other people in this way. If you brought a soldier here to cook your food it would not be clean, and that would not suit me.”


  “In that case I must submit to your kind attentions,” replied Wu Song.


  Shortly after coming to the house Wu Song gave Wu the Elder some money to purchase cakes, fried crisp, tea, and fruit, and asked him to invite the neighbors to attend an entertainment. They all came with gifts for Wu Song, and Wu the Elder afterwards gave another dinner.


  After a few days Wu Song bought a roll of silk, and asked Jinlian to make herself a suit of clothes. Jinlian laughed and said, “Uncle, as you present me with this silk I dare not refuse it.”


  Thenceforth Wu Song stayed at the house of his brother, and Wu the Elder continued selling cakes on the street while Wu Song attended to his duty at the yamen and as usual Jinlian prepared the food, and was evidently much pleased to wait upon Wu Song, who could not help being very grateful. The woman in everything she said never failed to try to stir up Wu Song’s feelings towards herself. Being a very virtuous man he did not pay much attention to that.


  After staying about a month with Wu the Elder he noticed that it was winter-time. Every day there was a bitter cold wind, and the sky was covered with clouds. One day there was a heavy downfall of snow, and it continued to fall all the day without stopping.


  The following day Wu Song got up early, and went to the yamen to register his attendance, and he did not return from his duties about noon. Meanwhile Wu the Elder had been sent off by his wife to hawk the cakes on streets.


  Pan Jinlian went to her neighbor Grandma Wang, and asked her to go and buy some wine and meat for her. She then went into Wu Song’s room, and lit a charcoal fire. She thought that this was a fine opportunity to make Wu Song conforming to her desires. She was absolutely alone by herself, and stood behind the screen near the front door. She soon saw Wu Song treading his way through the snow as though he were walking through fragments of white jade. She raised the screen, and greeted him with a smile, asking whether he was cold.


  Wu Song thanked her for thinking so much about his welfare. He entered, and took off his felt cap. Jinlian held out both hands to receive it from him. But Wu Song said, “I cannot trouble you to wait upon me in this way.” He shook the snow off the cap, and hung it on the wall. He then unloosened his cummerbund, and took off his parrot-green silk clothing. He went into his room, and hung up his clothing there to dry.


  Jinlian asked him why he had not returned for his dinner at an earlier time as usual, and Wu Song explained that he had met a friend in town who had invited him to dinner. There was another friend who also asked him to dine, but he had declined his invitation and came straight home.


  “So that was it,” she said. “Well, come close to the fire.”


  “All right,” replied Wu Song. He then took off his boots, changed his socks, and put on a pair of warm slippers. He then drew a chair to the fire and sat down. Pan Jinlian went downstairs, and barred the front door, and locked the back door. She then got the wine, fruit, and vegetables and carrying them upstairs, placed them on the table.


  “Where has my brother gone that he has not returned yet?” asked Wu Song.


  “Your brother has gone selling cakes as usual,” replied Jinlian. “We two can drink our wine together.”


  “We had better wait until he comes when we can dine together,” said Wu Song.


  “But why wait until he arrives?” said Jinlian. “We need not wait for him.” While saying this, she took a jug of warmed wine from the fire.


  “Please sit down,” said Wu Song. “I will attend to warm the wine.”


  “Uncle,” replied Jinlian, “be at ease.” She drew a chair close to the fire and sat down there. Close by her side there was a table, and on it she put some wine and food. Pouring out a small cup of wine she held it in both hands, and looking at Wu Song she said, “Uncle, please drink this full cup of wine.”


  Wu Song took the cup, and drank the wine at a gulp.


  The woman refilled the cup and said, “The weather is very cold so please drink a cup with me.”


  “Just as you like,” replied Wu Song, and drank off the second cup. He then filled a cup, and handed it to the woman who drank the wine. She in turn filled another cup, and placed it in front of Wu Song. She then unloosened her upper dress, and displayed a little of her breasts. A little of her hair was also hanging loosely. With smiling face she spoke to Wu Song, “A certain man has told me that you are keeping a girl in the east side before the yamen. Is that true or not?”


  “You should not listen to such nonsense,” said Wu Song, “I am not that kind of man.”


  “I do not believe you, I am afraid that your deeds might differ from your words.”


  “If you do not really believe me, then ask my brother,” replied Wu Song.


  “But what does he know,” said Jinlian. “If he knew such matters he would not sell cakes on the streets now. Please drink another cup of wine, uncle.”


  As Wu Song drank the wine she kept filling his cup, so that he had soon drunk about four cups. She also drank the same quantity so that very soon she was unable to restrain her passions, and began to talk unguardedly.


  Through her words Wu Song now understood a little, but he declined to take any notice of her, and hung down his head. She went downstairs, to put some more wine on the fire and Wu Song stirred up the fire in his room with a poker. She came upstairs again with a fresh jug of wine in one hand and squeezing Wu Song’s shoulder with the other she said, “Uncle, are you not afraid of the cold as you wear so little?”


  Wu Song now understood more of her ways. He was not pleased but did not reply to her. Seeing his silent attitude, she took the poker out of his hand and said, “Uncle, you need not trouble about the fire. I will poke the fire for you. I wish that your heart could be always as hot as the fire.” Now Wu Song understood her almost completely, and was highly upset, but he did not say a word. Jinlian was now very lustful so throwing the poker down she filled another cup, drank half of it, and looking at Wu Song said, “If you love me, drink the remainder of this wine.” Wu Song seized the cup, and threw it on the floor saying, “Sister-in-law, you evidently have no shame!” and at the same time he pushed her away from him. Glaring at her he said, “I am a decent man, and am not of immoral character. I am not like a pig or dog without morals. You must not be shameless like this. If your lustful words came to my ears, my eyes might recognize you as my sister-in-law, but my fist would not take any notice of such relationship. So let us have no more of this.”


  Jinlian was now blushing all over her face and removing a stool she said, “I was only playful. I did not expect that you would take it serious; you are indeed strange to compliment.” She then removed all the dishes and took them down below, while Wu Song remained in his room fuming with rage.


  About two o’clock Wu the Elder returned carrying his load of cakes, and knocking at the door he was immediately admitted by his wife. He put his things down in the kitchen, and then noticed that both his wife’s eyes were red with crying. He asked whom she had been quarreling with.


  She replied, “It is all due to your lack of energy, and your allowing an outsider to insult me.”


  “Who has insulted you?” asked Wu the Elder.


  “Whom do you think?” asked his wife. “It was none other than that fellow Wu Song. I saw him return when it was snowing, and I quickly prepared some mulled wine for him. When he saw me alone he began to flirt with me.”


  “My brother is not that kind of man,” replied Wu the Elder. “He is always honest. Do not speak in such a loud tone or else our neighbors may hear what you say, and they will laugh at us.” He pushed her to one side, and went upstairs to see Wu Song. “I see, brother,” he said, “you have not eaten your repast; let us have some together.”


  Wu Song did not speak. He thought just a moment, then took off his slippers, put on his leather boots, and fastened them. He put on his felt cap, buckled his belt, and then walked towards the door.


  “Where are you going?” asked Wu the Elder in a loud voice. But he got no reply, and Wu Song left the house without saying a word. Wu the Elder went to the kitchen and asked his wife, “Do you know where he has gone? He did not reply to me, and went in the direction of the yamen.”


  “You stupid ass!” replied his wife. “Isn’t it very obvious! He is ashamed of himself, and does not care to face you. I will not approve of your allowing that man to stay here.”


  “Since he has gone we shall be the laughingstock of our neighbors,” said Wu the Elder.


  “You idiotic imp!” replied his wife. “His flirting with me would of course make our neighbors laugh! You may live with him if you want. But I cannot tolerate that kind of man to come and live here again. You write out a document divorcing me, and then you can go and join him.”


  What could Wu the Elder say to this? But while these two were talking they saw Wu Song arrive with a soldier who took away Wu Song’s baggage, and they both left the house without saying a word.


  Wu the Elder ran after him and asked, “Brother, why are you removing your baggage?”


  “Brother, you must not ask, because if I told you you would have to wear a mask. Just let me go,” replied Wu Song.


  What could Wu the Elder say? So he let Wu Song go.


  Pan Jinlian was still muttering to herself in the house. “Well!” she said, “people know that Wu Song is a relative of ours, and also an Inspector, and they will assume that he helped us, but they will not understand why he has now turned against us. Truly it is, ‘A flower and a cydonia are only nice to look at.’ You can go, and I will give thanks to Heaven for your departure, you, an ungrateful cur.”


  Wu the Elder could not understand his wife being so abusive, and he was very much upset. After Wu Song’a departure Wu the Elder resumed his job of hawking cakes on the street. At first he had thought of going to the yamen and talking the matter over with his brother, but his wife was emphatically opposed to that idea, therefore he did not go.


  About ten days afterwards, the county magistrate, who had been at that place for more than two years, and had amassed a great deal of money, decided to send it to a relative at Eastern Capital for safe-keeping until he could use it to insure promotion. But he was afraid of the dangers of sending it by road, and was on the lookout for a reliable man to convey it. Suddenly he thought of Wu Song who was just the man he wanted. So he sent for Wu Song to talk the matter over, and upon the latter’s arrival he said, “In the Eastern Capital I have a relative to whom I want to send some presents, and also a letter inquiring about his health. But I am afraid that on the journey it would not be safe and that a brave man here like you must undertake the task. You would not decline this toilsome task, and if you do this for me I will greatly promote you when you return.”


  As I am indebted to you for my present position,” said Wu Song “how dare I offer excuses? Since you commission me to undertake this work I will go. I have never been to the Eastern Capital, and when I get there I can have a good look around the town. If you, sir, would have the present ready by tomorrow I could leave then.”


  The magistrate was much pleased at this, and offered him three cups of wine.


  Having received the orders of the county magistrate, Wu Song left the yamen, and returned to his quarters. Then, he gave a few taels of silver to a soldier and ordered him to buy a bottle of wine, and some dried fish, meat, and fruit and took them to Wu the Elder’s house on the Zishi Street. By a lucky concurrence Wu the Elder who had just returned from his cakes selling, happened to see Wu Song at his house door giving orders to the soldier for cooking the food.


  When Pan Jinlian saw the wine and food arriving she thought that Wu Song had been thinking of her, and was coming back to her. She would not show that he had aroused her feelings, but would quietly ask him a few questions. She went upstairs; powdered her face; dressed her hair; put on some pretty colored clothes, and then went downstairs to receive Wu Song. She greeted him, “Uncle, I was not aware that I had treated you badly. You have not been here for several days but I wonder what made you to do so. Every day I told my husband to go to the yamen, and talk matters over with you. When he returned he said that he could not find you. I am much pleased to see you here today. But why have you bought so many things?”


  “I specially came here today to talk about a matter with you and my brother,” replied Wu Song.


  “Then let us go upstairs,” said Jinlian.


  So all three went upstairs. Wu Song conducted Wu the Elder and Jinlian to the seats of honor, and then taking a stool sat down in the inferior position. The soldier brought the wine and food and placed them on the table. Wu Song invited his brother and the latter’s wife to partake the wine. Jinlian would not take her eyes away from Wu Song, but the latter gave all his attention to the wine. After they had drunk about five cups of wine Wu Song ordered the soldier to fill up the cups again, and then taking his own cup in his hand he addressed Wu the Elder, “Elder brother, today I have been ordered to go to the Eastern Capital, and I have to start on my journey tomorrow. I expect to be gone not less than forty days, or at most two months. Now you have ever been rather weak, and when I am abroad I am afraid that you may be insulted. If you have been selling, say ten lots of cakes each day, then beginning from tomorrow I want you to sell only five lots. Every day go out late and come back early. Do not drink wine with men. When you return home lower the screen, and lock the door. Avoid scandal at all. If anybody insults you do not have a row with him, but wait until I return when I will discuss matters with him. If you will listen to my advice, then drink this wine.”


  Wu the Elder took the cup of wine from Wu Song, and replied, “Younger brother, what you say is right, and I will follow your advice.”


  When Wu the Elder had drunk the wine Wu Song refilled the cup, and turning to Jinlian he said, “Madame, you are so clever that I need not say much to you. My brother is sincere, and he has entrusted his affairs to you. People have a saying, ‘Outer strength is not so much as a inner strength.’ Now sister-in-law, if you look after the household affairs well my brother will not be annoyed. Have you heard of the ancient saying, ‘If the fence is not broken the dogs cannot enter.’”


  While listening to this, Jinlian was blushed, and her face then turned to brown. When he had finished his speaking she pointed at her husband with her finger and abused him saying, “You stupid ass! What language an outsider is now insulting me with! I do not wear a man’s cap, but I am quite a termagant. I could hold a man in my fist; I could support a horse on my shoulders; and I could allow men to walk over my face without flinching. I am not like the turtle women who rouge their faces, and then draw their heads in when anybody approaches. Since I married Wu the Elder not even an ant have dared to come in my room, so how could a dog enter even if my fence was broken. You only speak confusedly. If you have anything to say say clearly. If you throw a brick or a tile it will of course strike the ground somewhere.”


  Wu Song laughed and said, “If you can do things in this way that will be all right. But your words should correspond with your heart. As matters are as you say, I will not forget your words, and must ask you to pledge me with this wine.”


  But Jinlian pushed off the cup, and ran downstairs. When halfway down the ladder she stopped and shouted, “You may be very clever, but do you understand the saying, ‘The wife of the eldest brother should be treated like your mother.’ Before I married Wu the Elder I never heard of him having a younger brother, but now you have turned up. I do not know whether you are a relative or not, but you evidently just want to be the boss of this house. My own fate has now many things to face.” Having said this she burst out crying and went downstairs. All this was not genuine, but full of deceit.


  The two brothers drank a few cups of wine more, and then Wu Song got up to take his leave.


  “Are you going?” asked Wu the Elder, “I hope that you will soon return, and that we shall meet again.” As he said this he could not avoid crying.


  Wu Song seeing him in tears said, “Elder brother, you must not do so much peddling, but stay at home more. I will repay you for the loss of that.”


  They then went down, and as they were at the street door Wu Song said, “Brother, do not forget what I have said.” He then departed with the soldier.


  Early the next day Wu Song packed his things, and then went to the yamen. The magistrate had already ordered a cart, and the boxes and baskets had been loaded on it. Two reliable soldiers, and also two confidential servants, had already been instructed. He saluted the county magistrate who was standing in front of the hall. He put his own baggage in the cart, and took his halberd in his hand; seeing everything in order he and all four men soon left Yanggu County on the road for Eastern Capital.


  When his brother had gone, Wu the Elder was abused and cursed by his wife for several days. But Wu the Elder smothered his anger, and took care not to forget his brother’s words. Each day he only sold about half as many cakes as he had sold before, and it was never late when he returned home. As soon as he had put down his load he always rolled up the screen, and shut the door, and then went inside to sit down.


  This vexed his wife, and pointing at him she said, “You stupid ass. I have never seen anyone close the door while the sun is still at its zenith. People will think we have a demon in the house. You listened to what your brother had said, but you are not afraid of people laughing at us.”


  “You may let them laugh. What my brother said is quite right, and it will save us from a lot of trouble if we follow his advice.”


  “Rubbish! Stupid ass! You are a man! Yet you are not master of your own affairs, but listen to other people’s orders.”


  Wu the Elder waved his hand and said, “Take no notice of them. What my younger brother has said are words of gold.”


  When Wu Song had gone about ten days Wu the Elder continued to go out late every day, and return early, and when he returned he always closed the door. His wife was always abusing him, so that they both got quite accustomed to it. In fact she often rolled up the screen and closed the door herself when he returned. Wu the Elder was much pleased to see her doing this.


  About three days later the winter was nearly over, and the weather was gradually getting a little warmer. On one day when Wu the Elder would be expected to return his wife as usual went outside the door to roll up the screen. As she did this a man happened to pass. The ancients had a saying, “Without luck nothing can be completed.” As she took the forked stick in her hand to let down the curtain, she held it so loosely that it fell down, and hit the man on the head. He stopped, in his excitement, but turning round he saw a very pretty woman and was rendered helpless. Immediately his anger vanished to Java, and he smiled. She saw that his annoyance had gone so she saluted him with folded arms and said, “My hand slipped; I hope that you are not hurt.”


  He adjusted his turban with his hand, and bowed to her. He said, “Never mind! I hope that you did not sprain your wrist.”


  Standing under a curtain at a tea-house which was close by, there was a woman, Grandma Wang, who had noticed all this. She laughed and called out, “Who told you, sir, to pass under the eaves of this house? You deserve what you got.”


  He laughed and said, “That was my fault. To intrude on women is unusual.”


  Pan Jinlian laughingly replied, “I hope that you will forgive me.”


  The man also laughed, and gave her a big slow salute; he then said that he dared not intrude further. At that time he was examining her closely with both his eyes. He then swaggered off, and at each step he turned his head to look at her.


  Jinlian then picked up the forked stick, rolled up the curtain, closed the door, and went inside to wait for her husband.


  You know what’s the name of that man, and where did he live? He was a once wealthy man of Yanggu County, but now his property had been ruined. At present he owned a small drug-store opposite the front gate of the yamen. In his youth he had been a rascal, and was skillful with the cudgel and hand combat. Now he had gathered some influence and presumed to be an umpire of disputes that came to the yamen. He was always making further trouble in petty quarrels; the more he spoke the more money he got, from passing money and bribing officials, so that everybody in the town tried to avoid him. His family name was Ximen and his personal name was Qing. He was the eldest son of his family so that he was often called Ximen the Elder. But now he became a wealthy man, and was called the Honorable Ximen Qing.


  Now after that incident with Jinlian he had not gone far before he turned into Grandma Wang’s tea-house where he sat down near the door curtain.


  Grandma Wang laughed and spoke to him, “What a big slow salute you gave, sir!”


  Ximen Qing laughed and replied, “Granny, come here! I have something to ask you. Who is that woman next door?”


  “She is the younger sister of ‘King Yama,’” replied Grandma Wang, “and the child of a demon. What do you mean by asking her name?”


  “I will be straight with you but you must not jest at me,” said Ximen Qing.


  “How is it that you do not recognize her?” asked Grandma Wang. “Her husband sells warm food daily before the yamen.”


  “Is not that man, Xu San, who sells date cakes?” asked Ximen Qing.


  “No, not that man,” said Grandma Wang. “If she were his wife they would be a nice couple. Guess again!”


  “Oh, perhaps she is the wife of that silverware huckster, Li Er,” said Ximen Qing. “Wrong again,” replied Grandma Wang. “It would be a good match if she were his wife.”


  “Oh, then perhaps she is the wife of that tattooed fellow, Liu Xiaoyi,” said Ximen Qing.


  “No,” replied Grandma Wang laughingly. “They would be a suitable pair if it be the case for her. Guess it again.”


  “I cannot think of anybody else,” said Ximen Qing.


  Grandma Wang laughed and replied, “If I tell you her husband’s name you would be amused very much. He is that seller of cakes named Wu the Elder.”


  Ximen Qing burst into laughing, and stamped on the ground, and said, “Is not that Wu the Elder who is nicknamed Three Inches of Mulberry Bark?”


  “That is the man,” said Grandma Wang.


  But Ximen Qing had pity for her hard lot. “It is a nice piece of meat in a dog’s mouth,” he said.


  “That is the trouble,” replied Grandma Wang. “It reminds me of the ancient saying, ‘A fine steed ridden by a silly fellow is like a clever wife always sleeping with a stupid husband.’— But what is the old matchmaker in the moon thinking of such unequal alliances?”


  “How much do I owe for the tea, Grandma Wang?” asked Ximen Qing.


  “Not much. But rest a little while and I will reckon it up,” replied Grandma Wang.


  “With whom has your son gone away?” asked Ximen Qing.


  “That is a thing I do not care to talk about,” replied Grandma Wang. “He went to Huaian Prefecture with a guest, and as he has not returned so far we do not know whether he is living or not.”


  “Why did you not send him to me to do some business?” asked Ximen Qing.


  “If you would take him, and recommend him for promotion that would be very good,” replied Grandma Wang.


  “When he returns we will discuss the matter in detail,” said Ximen Qing. After some further talk he left.


  In about an hour’s time he returned, and sat down near the curtain at the door of the tea-house looking at the door of Wu the Elder’s house which was nearly opposite.


  Grandma Wang came and asked whether he would like some brewed plum juice.


  “That is a good idea,” he replied. “I like it a little tart.”


  She soon made the plum juice, and handed the bowl to him. He drank it slowly, and when finished placed the bowl on the table and said punningly, “Grandma Wang, this plum juice is very nice. Have you any more in your establishment?’


  Grandma Wang laughed and said, “I have acted as a marriage matchmaker for a long time, but just at present I have no woman on hand in my house.”


  “I asked you about ‘mei’ (plums), and you replied about ‘mei’ (marriages)—there is a wide difference.”


  “I thought you said that I arranged marriages very well,” said Grandma Wang.


  “As you are so expert in uniting people in matrimony it would be an extremely fine thing if you would find me a woman. I would reward you abundantly.”


  “If I introduce you to a woman your wife would be angry and slap my face,” she replied.


  “My wife is extremely docile and would not mind. I already have several concubines at home, but there is not one of them that quite suits me. So if you find me an extremely good one you need not worry about my people raising an objection. Even if she is a widow it does not matter so long as she suits me.”


  “The day before yesterday there was a nice woman, but I am afraid she would not suit you,” said Grandma Wang.


  “If she is nice, please arrange the marriage for me and I will thank you,” said Ximen Qing.


  “She is a paragon, but unfortunately she is not young,” she said.


  “If there is only a difference of a few years between us that won’t matter. How old is she?” he asked.


  “She is of the Year of the Tiger, and is now just eighty-three years of age,” said Grandma Wang.


  “You crazy woman, making such funny jokes!” so saying he got up and went out with a laughing face.


  In the evening when it was getting dark Grandma Wang lit the lamp, and upon going out to close the door she saw that Ximen Qing had come back, and was sitting under the door curtain gazing at the door of Wu the Elder’s house as before.


  “Honorable Sir, would you like some more plum juice?” asked Grandma Wang.


  “Splendid idea,” replied Ximen Qing. “But please make them a little sweet this time.”


  Grandma Wang soon prepared, and brought it to him. She took a seat near him. He asked her to keep an account of what he owed, and that he would pay her the following day.


  Grandma Wang said that did not matter. “You need not worry about payment, but come here at any time.” He then departed and laughed as he went.


  Very early the next morning when Grandma Wang went to open the door she saw Ximen Qing pacing backwards and forwards before the door. She soliloquized, “This fellow is getting very keen and comes here so often. I will flick some soft sugar on his nose, and see whether he can lick it off. He is always taking advantage of the people of this town, but as he is now in my hands I will see that this time he is defeated.” She then opened the door, and came back to kindle the charcoal fire, and boiled some tea. Immediately Ximen Qing entered, sat down near the screen, watching the door of Wu the Elder’s house. Grandma Wang pretended not to see him, and busily fanned the fire in the stove. She did not go to ask whether he wanted some tea. But at last he called out for two cups of tea.


  Grandma Wang laughed and asked, “Sir, are you arrived? I have not seen you for several days. Please be seated.” She then prepared two cups of strong ginger tea, and placed them on the table.


  “You come and drink tea with me,” said Ximen Qing.


  She laughed loudly and said, “But I am not one of your sweethearts.”


  Ximen Qing was amused at this, and asked, “Granny, what are the people in the opposite door selling?”


  “What they’re selling is steaming, dripping, hot and spicy. said Grandma Wang.


  Ximen Qing laughed and said, “You seem to be mad.”


  Grandma Wang said, “I am not mad. She has her own husband.”


  “Granny, I will be straight with you. As they make good cakes I want to ask them to make about fifty for me, but I do not know whether they are at home or not.”


  “If you want to buy some cakes you may wait until her husband returns from cakes selling. What need is there for you to go to the house?” she asked.


  “What you say is quite right,” said Ximen Qing, and after sipping his tea for a time he got up and asked for his bill.


  “Never mind that,” she said. “I have put it on account.” Ximen Qing laughed again and left the tea-house. But Grandma Wang watched him closely from inside of her tea-house, and saw he went in one direction and looked closely at Wu the Elder’s house door, he then returned and passing it again and had another careful look at it, and so on seven or eight times. He then reentered her tea-house. She addressed him, “Sir, I have not seen you for quite a long time.”


  Ximen Qing took out one tael of silver and gave them to her saying, “Please accept these in payment for my refreshments.”


  She smiled and asked, “Why give me so much?”


  “Never mind that,” replied Ximen Qing.


  She was really pleased at this, as it showed her that he was defeated. So she took the money, and put it away. She then spoke to him,


  “Sir, I see that you are thirsty. How would you like to have some tea?”


  “How is it that you can get my idea correctly?” asked Ximen Qing.


  “Where is the difficulty in that?” she asked. “There is an ancient saying, ‘When a person enters, there is no need to ask him whether his affairs are prosperous or not because his face will always tell you that.’ If there is any secret or strange affairs I can guess correctly.”


  “Well, I have a secret affair and if you can guess what it is, I will give you five taels of silver.”


  Grandma Wang laughed and said, “That will not need five guesses because I can guess it correctly in a straightway. Honorable Sir, let me whisper it in your ear. For these last few days you have been gallivanting about a great deal. So I know that you are very keen on that woman who is at our next door. Have I guessed rightly?”


  “Granny,” said Ximen Qing laughingly, “your wisdom is certainly as great as that of Sui He and Lu Jia! I will not try to deceive you. I do not know how it happened, but since that woman dropped the forked stick on my head I seem to have lost my ‘three souls and seven essences.’ And I can think of no plan to get into her presence. Can you contrive a method to accomplish that?”


  Grandma Wang laughed loudly saying, “Well, I will be straight with you. I, of course, sell tea, but I am generally known as ‘devil playing a night-watchman.’ Three years ago, on a day in the sixth month when it snowed I sold one cup of tea, but ever since no second visitor has come and my livelihood had to depend on ‘other jobs.’”


  “What are those ‘other jobs?’” asked Ximen Qing.


  “My chief business,” she said, “is acting as a matchmaker, a broker, a midwife, arranging miscarriages, or as a procuress, a ‘Maboliu.’”66


  
    66 One who arranges improper or adulterous relations.

  


  “If you can arrange this matter for me,” said Ximen Qing, “I will give you ten taels of silver to provide a coffin for you, when the affair is completed.”


  “Just listen to me,” said Grandma Wang. “For seducing the fair sex there are five things that are necessary.” She then explained them to him. “One, you must be as handsome as Pan An; Two, you need to be be ‘hung like a donkey’; Three you need to be as rich as Deng Tong; Four, you need to be as forebearing as a needle threading cotton wool; Five, you need to make the time and effort. Pan An, donkey, Deng Tong, forebearance, time and effort—you can do it only if you meet these requirements.”


  “I have some of each of these five,” said Ximen Qing. “First, I’m not as handsome as Pan An, but I hold my own; second, I’ve had a big dick since I was young; third, my family has ‘some spare change’—not as much as Deng Tong, but we manage; fourth I’m very forebearing. If she hit me a hundred times, I wouldn’t retaliate even once; fifth, time and effort are not a problem—I’m here after all. Granny, if you will arrange this matter for me, and help me to accomplish it I shall be extremely grateful and reward you.”


  “I know that you have all these qualifications,” said Grandma Wang, “but there is still one thing that stands in the way.”


  “What is that?” he asked.


  “Well, although you have all these things, yet if you are just short of one per cent of what I now refer to it may destroy all your chances. I know that you have always been thrifty, so I should like to know whether you are willing to splash out now.”


  “Of course I will,” replied Ximen Qing, “I will be guided by what you advise.”


  “As you are willing to spend the money, I have a plan by which you can meet that woman, but will you follow my advice?”


  “Of course I will do whatever you propose,” replied Ximen Qing. “What is your plan?”


  She laughed and said, “It is now late, and you had better go. But come back in half a year or three months, and we will discuss the matter further.”


  Ximen Qing knelt down and appealed to her not to let the matter rest in that way.


  She laughed at this and told him that he was getting precipitous. Her plan was an extremely good one, and it would be as successful as the famous military tactician Sunzi (6th century B. C.) who applied his methods to train court concubines into women soldiers. “Now I will tell you this, that woman was previously a servant in the house of a wealthy man at Qinghe County, and she is a very good sewing woman. Now I suggest you to purchase a roll of thin white silk, a roll of blue silk, a roll of pongee silk, ten taels of fine cotton, and give them to me. Then I will go across to meet her and have a chat with her. During tea I will tell her that a very wealthy man have presented me these silk for making my burial clothes. I will ask her to lend me her almanac to select an auspcious day on which to invite a tailor to make the clothes. If I see that she will not assist me I am afraid that the matter will be finished. But if she offers to help me in making the clothes and asks me not to send for a tailor then that will be the first step towards your object. I will ask her to come to my home to do the work. But if she wants me to go and do the work at her house that will be the end of the matter. If she offers to come here and cut the silk for me, that will be a second step towards your object. If she comes, I will then, of course, ask her to have some wine and cake with me. You need not come the first day. And if on the second day she prefers to take stuff to her house again the matter will be ended there, but if she comes every day to my house that will be the third step towards your object. During that day also you need not come here. On the third day you can come with your best dress, and cough outside the door, saying, ‘How is it that I have not seen you for several days, Grandma Wang?’ Then I will come and ask you to come inside. If, when you enter, she runs away, I cannot of course detain her, and that again will be the end of the matter. But if she does not move when she sees you then it will be the fourth step towards your object. When we are all seated I will explain to her that you are the person who gave me the silk. I will boast about your great generosity, and you can tease her about the needles and threads. If she makes no reply that will be the end of the matter. But if she replies that will be the fifth step towards your object. Then I will tell you how lucky I am to get her to come and help me. I will also praise both of you as donors; one gave me money and the other gave me assistance. I did not look for you on the street, but you both just happened to come here. I will then suggest that you are a good master, and should reward her for her voluntary work. If she runs away when you take out your money, the matter will again be over. If otherwise, that will be the sixth step towards success. When I have the money to buy refreshments I will tell her to entertain you while I am away. If she won’t do this the matter is over, but if she does not move that will be the seventh stage completed. When I come back with the things I will put them on the table and ask her to put her needles, etc. away and join us in drinking a little wine as provided by you. If she declines and says she must go, the matter will be over, but if actually she does not get up, that will be the eighth step toward success. When we have been drinking the wine for some time and are getting merry, I will say more wine is required. I will ask you for the money, and as I go out I will close the door. Then you two will be alone inside. If she gets nervous and runs back, the matter will be over. If she is not anxious when she hears me close the door, and remains inside then that will be the ninth stage completed.


  “The last stage may be the most difficult. You must be careful and speak honeyed words to her, and avoid any roughness of manner or speech. Do not touch her with hand or foot or make any violent move, or else it will soon come to naught, and I cannot help you. You had better accidentally brush a chopstick off the table with your sleeve; then you stoop down, and quietly stroke her foot. But if she objects to this you will have to wait until I come to help you. It will be difficult to go any further in the matter. But if she does not say anything then the matter is completed and you can go ahead. What do you think of my plan?”


  Ximen Qing laughed and said, “Your plan is extremely well thought out.”


  Grandma Wang told him that he must not forget to give her the ten taels of silver.


  Ximen Qing said, “How can one forget that oranges come from Dongting Lake when one is eating the peel? I will give you the money of course, but when can the plan be put into effect?”


  “I will report further to you this evening,” said Grandma Wang. “As Wu the Elder has not yet returned I will now go across, and lay the bait. You can go and buy the rolls of silk, and engage a man to bring them here.”


  “You need have no doubt as to carrying out of my part of the bargain,” said Ximen Qing. He then took his leave and went to a silk shop where he purchased the silks and ten rolls of pure cotton and told his servant to take them with five taels of silver to Grandma Wang’s tea-house.


  She duly received the silk, and dismissed the servant. She went out by the back door to Pan Jinlian’s house. Pan Jinlian welcomed her, and invited her to go upstairs and sit down there. Grandma Wang asked why Pan Jinlian did not come to her tea-house the last few days, to which Jinlian replied that she had not been very well. Grandma Wang then asked if she had an almanac, as she wanted to select an auspicious day on which to cut out some silk for clothes.


  Pan Jinlian asked what kind of clothes she was making.


  Grandma Wang said that she had been far from well, and she could not be sure how it would end, so she was going to make some burial clothes for herself. She said at her request a very wealthy local man had given her a lot of silk to make the clothes with. She had had the silk at home for more than a year, but now as she felt her end was drawing near she had decided to wait no longer but make the clothes at once. As there was an intercalary month in that year she would like to have made a start during the next two days, but the tailor was so busy that he could not come, which was very disappointing.


  When she heard this Pan Jinlian laughed and said, “I am afraid that I am not properly qualified to do such work, but if you would like it I could assist you in that matter.”


  Grandma Wang also laughed and said, “If you would help me my soul might have a happy destination after my death. I have heard of your skill with needle and thread, but I did not dare to come and ask you about the matter.”


  “There is no obstacle in the way,” said Pan Jinlian, “and as I have promised to do it I will certainly stick to my word. I will get a man to select an auspicious day, and then will come and help you on that day.”


  Grandma Wang said, “If you will help me in this work there will be no need to select an auspicious day because you are such a fortunate person. The other day I did ask a man for an auspicious day, and I now remember that tomorrow is such a day, but then I did not think it necessary to select such a day to start with this work, so I did not take pain to remember it.”


  “It is very important to have an auspicious day on which to start making interment vestures, but why wait for another auspicious day?” asked Jinlian.


  “As you are quite willing, then I venture to ask you to come to my house tomorrow and we will start work,” said Grandma Wang.


  “But why would you not come here to do this work?” asked Jinlian.


  “Because I would like to watch you work, and as I live by myself I have no one to look after my house,” replied Grandma Wang.


  “In that case I will come tomorrow as soon as I have had my breakfast,” said Jinlian.


  When Grandma Wang left, she was very profuse in her thanks for the help offered. That afternoon she went straight to Ximen Qing, and reported to him what had been arranged. She told him to call at her house the day after the next.


  The next day Grandma Wang got up early and cleaned and set her room in good order, and prepared water for making tea. She went and bought some thread, and then waited at home for the arrival of her guest. At the other house Wu the Elder had departed with his load of cakes after breakfast. As soon as he had gone his wife let down the door screen, and then went out by the back door to Grandma Wang’s house.


  Grandma Wang was exceedingly glad to see her, and took her inside and invited her to partake of some strong tea, white pine-seeds, and walnuts which she had prepared. After their repast she cleared the table and brought out the four rolls of silk. Pan Jinlian examined them, measured them, and after cutting them in lengths began to sew. Grandma Wang looked on and applauded all that was done. She said that although she was nearly seventy years old she had never seen such excellent needlework before. Jinlian continued sewing till about noon, when Grandma Wang invited her to stop and dine—food, wine, and vermicelli being prepared. Afterwards the sewing went on until late in the afternoon when Jinlian went home. Shortly afterwards Wu the Elder returned, and his wife opened the door for him and raised the curtain. When Wu the Elder entered the room he noticed that his wife was flushed so he asked her where she had been drinking wine. Pan Jinlian then explained that she had been across the way sewing for their neighbor Grandma Wang who at noon had asked her to partake of some repast.


  Wu the Elder did not like this, and said that if she had to go again he preferred that the repast be taken in his own house. He objected to her causing trouble to other people. If she went the following day he wanted her to take some money, buy some food, and invite Grandma Wang to dine with her. There was a saying, “A distant relative is not as good as a near neighbor.” He did not however wish her to lose their neighbor’s fraternity. But if Grandma Wang did not want to accept her hospitality then she must ask her to bring the work to his house. His wife listened to this, but made no comment.


  The next day Grandma Wang went on with her deceitful scheme, and as soon as Wu the Elder had gone she came to his house, and asked his wife to go and proceed with the needlework. They both went to Grandma Wang’s house, and the sewing was taken up, while Grandma Wang got the tea ready. This went on till near noon when Pan Jinlian took out a string of cash and gave it to Grandma Wang saying that it would be used for some wine for them to drink.


  But Grandma Wang would not take it. She said it would be unreasonable. “I have asked you to come here and do this work for me, so how could I allow you to spend money?”


  “My husband told me to make this offer,” replied Jinlian, “and if you would not accept it then I should do the work at my own home.”


  “Your husband is very kind,” said Grandma Wang. She was afraid that her plans would be upset if she did not accept the money so she took it, added some of her own money and went out to buy the best wine, food, and fruit. Upon her return she took every care to entertain her guest. Now, reader, you should know that the women of this generation, no matter how clever and careful they are, cannot escape the temptations of evil men, and nine out of ten of them will be duped. Grandma Wang prepared some meat and requested Jinlian to dine and drink wine with her. This was done, and in the evening Jinlian returned home.


  On the third day Grandma Wang watched for the departure of Wu the Elder and then went by the back entrance to his house, and again requested his wife to come with her. The latter agreed and they both adjourned to Grandma Wang’s house where the needlework was continued until nearly noon.


  Now Ximen Qing had not forgotten that this was the day for him to appear on the scene, so he put on a new turban, and dressed in his best clothes. Taking about four taels of silver he set out for the Zishi Street. Upon arriving at the door of the tea-house he coughed and said, “Granny Wang, how is it that I have not seen you for so long?”


  Grandma Wang went out and asked laughingly, “Who are you?”


  “It’s I,” replied Ximen Qing.


  “As first I wondered who it was,” she said looking round, “but now I see that it is you, my benefactor. Please come inside and have a look.” She took hold of his sleeve and drew him inside, and when he saw Pan Jinlian she said to her, “This is the gentleman who gave me the silk.”


  Ximen Qing saluted Pan Jinlian, and upon seeing this she dropped her work, and saluted him with both hands.


  Grandma Wang then addressed Ximen Qing, “You will remember that about a year ago you gave me a lot of silk. I did not do anything with it, until a few days ago when this lady offered to help me in making the clothes. She is an excellent needlewoman, and very skillful in her work. She does the fine minute parts very well indeed. Just look at the work she has done.”


  Ximen Qing looked at the silk and said, “How is it possible for anyone to do such wonderful work? It looks as though it had been done by a fairy.”


  Jinlian laughed and said, “Sir, you need not laugh at me.”


  Ximen Qing addressed Grandma Wang and asked, “May I dare ask you who this lady is?”


  “Honorable Sir, you had better guess,” replied Grandma Wang.


  “How can I guess?” replied Ximen Qing.


  Grandma Wang laughed and said, “This is our neighbor Pan Jinlian. The other day she dropped a forked stick on your head; its fall must have caused no pain that you now have forgotten it?”


  Jinlian with a violent red blush said, “On that day my hand unfortunately slipped, but I hope that you will not bear me any grudge.”


  “Nothing of the kind!” replied Ximen Qing.


  Grandma Wang interrupted by saying, “This man is always amiable and has never born any grudge towards any one. He is an extremely good man.”


  “I was then not aware that she was the wife of Wu the Elder,” said Ximen Qing. “I know of course that he sells cakes on the street to support his family, but he also is quite a good man. He earns money, and is a good-tempered fellow. Such men are very rare.”


  Grandma Wang remarked, “Do you know that since Wu the Elder married her, she has always been obedient to him in every matter.”


  “He is a useless man,” said Jinlian, “but, sir, you will not laugh at him.”


  “Madame, you are mistaken,” said Ximen Qing, “There is an ancient saying, ‘Meekness is essential to success; violence will bring calamities.’ As your husband is such a good man he is like the saying, ‘Of a vast volume of water not one drop could leak away.’”


  Grandma Wang interrupted him by saying, “That is so.”


  Ximen Qing now sat down opposite to Jinlian, and Grandma Wang asked the latter whether she recognized him, but Jinlian replied that she did not know him.


  Grandma Wang said, “Well, he is one of the rich men of our town, and is on very friendly terms with the magistrate. He is called the Honorable Ximen Qing. He has a great deal of money, and has a dispensary opposite the yamen. At home his store of money is so high it reaches the Big Dipper and has granaries full of rice. At home things yellow are of gold, and that of white are of silver; round things are pearls, and bright are jewels. He has precious rhinoceros horns and elephants’ tusks.” She indulged in this puff like a quack (as she really did not believe in it herself). While this was going on Jinlian bowed her head over the needlework. But Ximen Qing gazed at her longingly, and was anxious to have her alone. Grandma Wang went and got two cups of tea which she set before them saying that she hoped Jinlian would entertain him. While the two were drinking the tea they made eyes at each other. Grandma Wang stroked her face with her hand, and Ximen Qing knew that he had already got halfway there. She said to him, “If you, sir, had not happened to drop in I could not have dared to ask you to come here. It was very fortunate for you to come today. There is a saying, ‘One guest cannot disturb two hosts.’ You gave me the money, and she gives me her labor. I did not go on the street looking for you, and this lady just happens to be here when you call, so I hope that as you are a good master, you will entertain her for me.”


  Ximen Qing expressed regret that he had not thought of that before, and he now took out some money and gave it to Grandma Wang to buy some wine.


  Jinlian objected to this but she did not move. Grandma Wang took the money, but even then Jinlian did not move. As Grandma Wang left the room to buy some things she turned and asked Jinlian to sit and talk with their guest. Jinlian told her she need not go out to buy the things, but still she did not move. It was now evident that Jinlian and Ximen Qing had the same idea. Ximen Qing looked at her steadily, and Jinlian took stealthy glances at him. She liked his appearance, and had almost made up her mind, but she dropped her head again and awaited developments. Soon Grandma Wang returned with a fat goose, cooked meat, and very nice fruit which she had purchased. She soon had them arranged on a tray, and brought them into the room, and placed the tray on the table. Jinlian asked Grandma Wang to entertain their guest as she was not justified in doing so, again she did not move.


  “But how can you say that,” replied Grandma Wang, “because this is particularly to entertain you?”


  They all three then sat down at the table, and the wine was poured out. Ximen Qing lifted up a cup of wine and asked Jinlian to drink it.


  Jinlian laughed and said, “Sir, I am much obliged to you for your kindness.”


  “I know that you like the wine,” said Grandma Wang, “so I hope that you are not standing on ceremony, but drink a few cups of wine.”


  Ximen Qing then picked up his chopsticks, and asked Grandma Wang to get the lady to eat some food also. Grandma Wang selected some of the best food, and gave them to Jinlian. After they had drunk about three cups of wine each Grandma Wang went for a fresh supply.


  While she was away Ximen Qing asked Jinlian how old she was, to which she replied that she was twenty-three years of age. Ximen Qing said that he was five years older. To which she replied, “You are as high as the sky while I am as low as ground.”


  Just then Grandma Wang returned and said, “What a fine smart lady you are! You are not only good at needle craft, but you are also well educated.”


  Ximen Qing said, “Where is there another lady like her? Wu the Elder was very fortunate in getting such a prize.”


  “I speak to the point when I say that although you have many women at home I guarantee you have not a lady equal to this one,” said Grandma Wang.


  “About that matter I am very sorry, I cannot say anything,” said Ximen Qing, “except that I have been unfortunate in not getting a really good wife.”


  “But, sir, your first wife was good,” said Grandma Wang.


  “I do not care to talk about her,” said Ximen Qing, “but if she were alive now my house would not have been turned upside down. Just now I have about three or seven concubines, but they are all useless, just mouths waiting to be fed.”


  “How many years has it been since the death of your first wife, sir?” asked Jinlian.


  “I do not wish to say that,” said Ximen Qing, “but although she came of a poor family she was exceedingly clever, and managed all my affairs well. Unfortunately, she died. That was three years ago, and since then all my affairs at home have been in great confusion. That is why I do not stay at home now, because there I get nothing but abuse and annoyance.”


  “Sir, please do not be offended if I speak to you rather straightforwardly,” said Grandma Wang, “your first wife was not as good as Jinlian at needle craft.”


  “She was moreover not as good-looking as this lady,” said Ximen Qing.


  Grandma Wang laughed and said, “But is it not true that you keep a mistress on the East Street? And yet you have never asked me to go there and have tea with you.”


  “She is a singsong girl named Zhang Xixi,” said Ximen Qing. “But I know that she is also a stranger so that I do not care for her.”


  “But are you not Madame Li Qiaoqiao’s lover for a long time too?” asked Grandma Wang.


  “Oh! I have taken her to my home,” said Ximen Qing. “If she were as pretty as this lady I would of course have married her long ago.”


  “And if I find a woman like this lady may I come to your house as a matchmaker to discuss marriage?” asked Grandma Wang.


  “Both my father and mother are dead,” replied Ximen Qing, “I now manage my own affairs so who can question anything I do?”


  “Speaking earnestly,” said Grandma Wang, “how could I immediately get a woman who would suit your taste?”


  “Why not?” asked Ximen Qing. “So far I have only been unfortunate in marriage and, therefore, I have not met the one as I desire.”


  They talked further on this subject, and then Grandma Wang pointed out that they had drunk all the wine and said that she should go out to buy some more.


  “I have here five taels of silver which I will hand you to buy wine with,” said Ximen Qing, “and if it is too much then you can keep the balance.”


  As she took the money, and arose to go out, Grandma Wang looked at her lady friend, and saw that the wine had had its effect. She still however hung down her head, but did not move. Grandma Wang knew that they both had the same object, and that when she left them together they would soon arrange matters. Grandma Wang was pleased and she said to Jinlian, “I will now go and buy some more wine, so I shall have to trouble you to entertain this gentleman. Is there still some wine left? If any, fill two cups for the Honorable Ximen Qing. There is a place near the yamen where I can buy some good wine so that I may be some time before I return.”


  Jinlian said she did not want any more wine, but again she did not move. So Grandma Wang left them, but as she went out she fastened the door with a rope, and sat down just on the other side.


  Ximen Qing took a cup of wine, and asked Jinlian to drink it. As he did this he brushed a chopstick off the table with his sleeve. This was a trick, as it fell close to the feet of the lady. When he stooped down to pick it up, he saw that she had two small pointed feet. So he stealthily placed his hand on her embroidered shoe.


  She laughed at this but said, “You need not be so backward.”


  Ximen Qing knelt down and petitioned her to satisfy his desire. She thereupon embraced him, and he got up. Soon afterwards Grandma Wang returned and pretending to be angry said, “You two look happy.” Both Ximen Qing and Jinlian were startled, and Grandma Wang continued, “I asked you to come here to help me to make some clothes, and not to carry on with this man. If Wu the Elder got to know of this he would blame me. I will go and tell him about it at once.” She then turned round to leave the room. But Jinlian seized hold of her skirt and begged to be forgiven. Ximen Qing appealed to her not to make a noise.


  “If you want me to forgive you, you must do one thing as I tell you,” said Grandma Wang.


  “I will obey you in everything, not to say one thing,” said Jinlian.


  “Then from now you must deceive your husband, and not let him know of this affair. You must not break your promise and abuse the kindness of this gentleman, and then I will not disclose the affair. But if you do not come here once every day, I will immediately tell your husband.”


  “I will do as you wish,” said Jinlian.


  “Sir, it is not necessary for me to advise you,” said Grandma Wang to Ximen Qing. “This affair is now completed, but you must not forget to present me with those things. If you should forget that, I should then have to inform Wu the Elder.”


  “You need not trouble about that,” said Ximen Qing, “I will keep my promise.”


  The three then sat down, and drank wine until late in the afternoon when Jinlian got up and said that her husband would soon return and she must go now. She left and entered her own home through the back door, Wu the Elder came in shortly afterwards.


  Being alone with Ximen Qing, Grandma Wang asked him, “Well, what do you think of my plan?”


  “It all passed off very smoothly,” said Ximen Qing. “I will now go to my house, and send you the sum of money I promised. How dare I not keep my word?”


  “Then I will wait with great expectations,” said Grandma Wang. “But do not let me beg for the money after I have rendered the service.”


  Ximen Qing laughed and departed. Every day Jinlian stole into Grandma Wang’s house, and there continued to meet Ximen Qing. Their feelings were like varnish, and their hearts stuck together like glue. There is an ancient saying, “Good deeds are never heard of outside the door, but bad deeds are proclaimed for a thousand li.” In less than a fortnight all the neighbors knew about this affair, and Wu the Elder was the only one who did not know about it.


  We will now consider another matter. In the town there was a boy called Qiao of about fifteen years of age. His father had been a soldier at Yunzhou, an ancient city in Shandong and the boy was nicknamed Yun Ge.67 He was very cute, and earned a little money by selling fruit at the inns; Ximen Qing had set him up in business by advancing the small capital. One day he was hawking with a basket of “Snow Pears,” and was also on the lookout for Ximen Qing. Upon his inquiring if anyone had seen Ximen Qing, a man said that if he really wanted to find him he would tell him where to go.


  “Well,” said Yun Ge, “I you will tell me it will enable me to earn a few cash for the support of my old father.”


  “Well,” said the bystander, “I suppose Ximen Qing is at his usual work of seducing Pan Jinlian. He goes every day to meet her at Grandma Wang’s tea-house in the Zishi Street. He will certainly be there now. As you are only a small boy, there would be no objection raised if you went inside.”


  The boy went straightway to the Zishi Street, and entering the tea shop saw Grandma Wang seated on a stool weaving the yarn. He put his basket down and saluted her with both hands.


  “Yun Ge, what do you want here?” asked Grandma Wang.


  “I am looking for an Honorable gentleman to earn a few cash from him,” replied the boy.


  “What ‘Honorable’?”


  “You know whom I am looking for,” said the boy.


  “What is his name?”


  “His family name has two characters,” replied the boy.


  “What are the two characters?”


  “Granny, you are only playing with me. I want to speak to the Honorable Ximen Qing.” So saying he went towards the next room. But Grandma Wang was quick, and seizing his coat, she asked, “You little monkey! Where are you going? In houses there are places where you cannot go.”


  “I am only going to look for him inside,” he said.


  “You stinking monkey!” exclaimed Grandma Wang. “How could Ximen Qing be in my rooms?”


  “What I do not know? But as you make money, why not let me share a little of it?”


  “You little monkey!” exclaimed Grandma Wang. “What do you know?”


  “You are like a chopper cutting vegetables in a wooden bowl,” said the boy, “because not the least bit leaks out. If I told what I know I am afraid that the seller of cakes would make trouble.”


  As soon as Grandma Wang heard this, she knew that he had got hold of what she thought was her secret, so she was angry and shouted at him, “You monkey! How dare you come into my house, and fart like that!”


  “I am a monkey, but you are a pimp!” said the boy.


  She thereupon seized hold of him and boxed him on the head with her knuckles.


  “What are you beating me for?”


  “You thieving monkey! If you make any noise I will box your ears,” said Grandma Wang.


  “You brothel-keeper! You have no reason for beating me.”


  Grandma Wang dragged him to the street door, and all the way hammered at his head. She then took his basket of snow pears, and threw them through the door, and they were scattered in all directions.


  That little monkey could not retaliate with force, but he began to pick up the pears. Cursing, crying, picking up his pears, and pointing at the tea-house he shouted, “You old pimp! You need not get anxious, be assured that I will certainly go and tell him.” He at last picked up his basket, and went off to find a man.


   


  Fox and hare in dons are turned over;


  Mandarin ducks68 are roused from sleep.


   


  We will now relate whom Yun Ge looked for.
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  67 Elder Brother Yun.
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  CHAPTER 24

   

  Grandma Wang Devises a Plan For Ximen Qing; Pan Jinlian Poisons Her Husband


   


   


   


  AS a result of the beating, the boy Yun Ge wanted to take revenge on Grandma Wang, and taking his basket of pears he set forth to find Wu the Elder. He had not gone far before he saw him coming with his load of cakes. The boy stopped, and when Wu the Elder came up to him, he said, “I have not seen you for a long time. But what do you eat to get so fat?”


  Wu the Elder put his load down, and replied, “I am not fat at all. I am always like this.”


  “These last few days,” said Yun, “I have been trying to buy some bran, but I could not find a shop that would sell, and people all said that you had some bran at home.”


  “At my home I do not keep either geese or ducks,” said Wu the Elder, “so what should I want with bran?”69


  “You say you have no bran, but you are so round and fat that if you were turned upside down it would not make much difference. If you were dropped into hot water you would not display any temper.”


  “You monkey!’’ said Wu the Elder. “You certainly know how to insult people. My wife has no sweetheart, so how could I be a cuckold.”


  “Your wife may not have a sweetheart, but she has a lover,” said the boy.


  Wu the Elder seized hold of him, and demanded proof of his statement.


  “I only joke with you and yet you seize me like this,” said the boy. “But why don’t you seize hold of that fellow?”


  “Good little boy! If you will give me the name of that fellow, I will give you ten of my cakes.”


  “I do not want your cakes. If you will treat me as a guest by inviting me with three cups of wine I will tell you the man’s name.”


  “So you want to drink wine! Then come along,” said Wu the Elder. He then carried up his load of cakes, and went on till he came to a wine shop where he put it down again. He ordered a kettle of wine, and some meat, and using some of his own cakes, he invited the boy to partake of same.


  “There is enough wine now, but what do you say to our having some more meat?” said the boy.


  “Good boy,” said Wu the Elder, “we will arrange that afterwards, but now tell me what you have to say.”


  ‘‘There is no need for hurry,” said the boy. “Let us eat first, and talk afterwards. You need not be angry by what I say, because I will help you to capture the man.”


  Wu the Elder watched the little monkey eat the food, and drink the wine, and when he had finished he again asked him to speak.


  “Please take your hand and feel the lumps on my head,” said Yun.


  Wu the Elder did so, and asked how the boy had got such lumps.


  “I will now tell you,” said the boy Yun. “Today I took this basket of pears and tried to find Ximen Qing and ask him to buy them. I could not find him anywhere, but a man on the street told me that Ximen Qing would be at Grandma Wang’s tea-house with your wife as he goes there every day. I hoped to make a few cash by selling this fruit to Ximen Qing, but that pig Grandma Wang would not let me in, and beat me many times. So I came to find you, and tell you. Now you understand the meaning of those remarks about your having ‘bran’ at home.”


  “Can things be true like this?” asked Wu the Elder.


  “It is so,” said Yun. “Those two are right at it. You had better go to Grandma Wang’s tea-house, and then you will see for yourself whether it is true or not.”


  “Younger brother,” said Wu the Elder, “I will tell you something. My wife has been going every day to Grandma Wang’s tea-house to make some clothes, and when she returns her face has been so red that I suspected something. What you say may be correct. I will now leave this load here, and go to seize the adulterer.”


  Yun said, “You are an old man, and have no knowledge of such things. That old bitch Grandma Wang, is very fierce and brave, so how could you stand up to her assaults? Moreover, those three will undoubtedly have a secret signal. When they see you they will take your wife and hide her. That man Ximen Qing is very strong, and would face even twenty men like you. If you could not seize him, you would only suffer one blow from his fist. He is so wealthy and has such influence, that he would take out a summon against you for assault. You could get no one to assist you against such a man, and you would have no chance of winning.”


  “What you say is only too true,” said Wu the Elder. “But what can I do?”


  “Well, today I have been beaten by that old bitch, and I want revenge. Now I tell you what to do. When you go back home, do not say anything about this. Tomorrow morning make less cakes and leave your house as usual, and I will be waiting for you at the entrance of a side alley. If I see Ximen Qing go into that house I will tell you about it. Then you can put down your load, and follow me. When I enter the house, Grandma Wang will again hit me, and throw my basket on the street, and then you rush in. I will hold that old woman while you rush into the room and cry out. What do you think of that plan?”


  “That will do very well,” replied Wu the Elder. “Here is some money for you to buy some rice with. Don’t forget to be at the entrance of the alleyway off the Zishi Street very early tomorrow morning, and wait there for me.” The boy took the money, and also a few cakes, and then departed.


  Wu the Elder paid the bill at the wine shop, took his load, and went on the way selling cakes as before.


  Now his wife had always previously abused and thoroughly deceived him. But recently she had began to realize the error of her ways, and had treated him decently. On this day when Wu the Elder returned home he put down his load as usual, but never said a word. His wife, however, said, “Husband, do you want some wine?” To which he replied that he had just met some friends with whom he had had several cups of wine. His wife then prepared the evening meal, and they ate together without anything particular being said.


  The next day after breakfast Wu the Elder took only a few cakes. But his wife did not notice this as all her thoughts were about Ximen Qing. She was waiting for him to go so that she could run across to Ximen Qing.


  Wu the Elder was soon on Zishi Street where he saw the boy Yun Ge on the lookout inside an alley, and asked him for the news. The boy said it was too early. He asked Wu the Elder to go around selling cakes, and return shortly when he must stop on the left side of the street. Wu the Elder went off at great speed, and was soon back when the boy spoke to him, “Now you watch for my basket being thrown out, and then you come speedily, and enter the house.”


  The boy Yun Ge picked up his basket, and entering the door of Grandma Wang’s tea-house made insulting remarks. “You bitch! What did you hit me for yesterday?”


  Grandma Wang was still angry, and when she heard this she jumped up and shouted, “You little monkey! I have nothing to do with you, and yet you come to insult me.”


  “You are an old pimp, and that is why I insult you,” replied the boy.


  Grandma Wang was very angry, and took hold of him to beat him. Yun Ge cried out, “You are hitting me again,” and so saying he threw his basket through the door on the street. He then put his arms round her waist, and thrusting his head against her stomach he pushed her backwards, and she would have fallen down had it not been for the wall at her back. He held her there until he saw Wu the Elder rush in with his long gown tucked up. When Grandma Wang saw Wu the Elder, she struggled and tried to arrest him, but the boy held her tight against the wall. Grandma Wang shouted out, “Wu the Elder is here.” Upon hearing this Pan Jinlian who was inside rushed to the door of the room, and fastened it while Ximen Qing dived under the bed and hid there. Wu the Elder pushed against the door, but he could not force it open. He shouted out, “What are you doing?” His wife was crouching with fear behind the door. But she shouted out, “You always said that you could use your fists or a stick, but now that there is a fight you will not use them. Now you see a paper tiger you are scared stiff before it.” What was her idea in talking like this? It was simply to summon Ximen Qing to come out, and beat Wu the Elder, and then get away. Ximen Qing understood her idea, and crawling out from under the bed he pulled the door open and shouted out. “Do not fight!” Wu the Elder was just going to hit Ximen Qing when the latter kicked him in the breast and he fell to the ground. Seeing Wu the Elder on the floor, Ximen Qing ran out of the house. The boy Yun Ge seeing that things had not turned out as he expected released Grandma Wang. The neighbors knew that Ximen Qing was an influential man, so how could they be expected to interfere? Grandma Wang went to help Wu the Elder to get up, and saw that he was spitting blood, and that his face turned yellow. She told Jinlian to bring a cup of water, and this revived Wu the Elder. They lifted him on his feet, and helped him to walk through the back door to his own room where they put him to bed.


  The following day Ximen Qing did not hear anything from Wu the Elder so he hoped that he had died, and went to the house as usual to meet the woman.


  Wu the Elder lay sick for five days, and although he called for his wife he got no reply. If he wanted soup or water he could not get it. Yet everyday he saw his wife dress herself neatly, and rouge her face before going out, and when she returned her face was always flushed. Wu the Elder was often unconscious but no one came to nurse him. One day he called his wife and said to her, “You are doing bad things, and I have discovered the adulterer. You told your lover to kick me on the breast, and now whether I live or die you go on with your dalliance. Even if I die it will not matter, because I have not enough energy left now to argue with you. But you know the disposition of my brother, and when he returns, whether it is early or late, he will certainly settle this matter for me. But if you would take pity and nurse me, then when he returns I will not say anything about this affair. But if you don’t look after me now, then when he returns he will have something to say to you.” But although his wife heard all this she did not say a word in reply, but sailed off, and discussed it with Ximen Qing and Grandma Wang.


  When Ximen Qing heard this news he felt as though his body was in an ice house, and he said, “Horrible! I know that Wu Song killed a tiger on the Jingyang Ridge, and that he is the great hero of Qinghe County. But I have loved you for so long that our hearts are now one, and we cannot change. But what can we do? The situation is awkward.”


  Grandma Wang sneered and said, “We are in the same boat; I am the passenger but I am not afraid. This is the first time I have seen the man at the helm in such a state.”


  “I am a useless man,” said Ximen Qing, “and in a situation like this, I cannot arrange anything, so if you have any plan I hope that you will not keep it from us.”


  “Well, do you want to be a couple for your whole life or for only a short time?” asked Grandma Wang.


  “What do you mean? asked Ximen Qing.


  “Well, if you wanted to be a couple for a short time then now is the time for you two to separate,” said Grandma Wang, “and when Wu the Elder gets better you must apologize to him. Then when Wu Song returns there will be nothing said to him, and after waiting until Wu Song departs on some other business you two can come here again as before. But if you two wish to continue as husband and wife for life without further trouble then I have a plan, but I do not care to mention it now.”


  “Please tell us at once how we can be husband and wife for life,” said Ximen Qing.


  “To carry out that plan we should require a very rare thing which however you have at your house,” replied Grandma Wang.


  “Even if you wanted my eyes you could have them,” replied Ximen Qing. “But what is the thing you want?”


  “This fellow is very sick,” said Grandma Wang, “but when he is much worse we can use my plan. At your house you have some arsenic. You can tell Jinlian to go and buy some medicine for her husband’s sickness, and she can mix the arsenic with the medicine, and poison him and then burn his body so that there will be no trace left behind, and when Wu Song returns what can he do? An old saying has this, ‘An elder brother’s wife should not talk matters with her brother-in-law.’ ‘The first marriage must be in accordance with the wish of the parents but the second marriage is your own affair only.’ Wu Song can raise no objection. After Wu the Elder’s death you two can secretly come here and continue as before for about six months or a year, and then after the mourning is over you can be formally married, and be husband and wife for life. Live happily together ever afterwards. Is that a good plan?”


  “I am afraid that we should be found out,” said Ximen Qing. “But still, still, still. If I don’t do it I shall have no rest.”


  “I am glad to hear that,” said Grandma Wang. “There is a saying, ‘If the roots are removed the grass will not come up again. But if the grass is only cut, then the next spring it will revive.’ Sir, you had better go at once and get the arsenic, and in the meanwhile I will instruct this lady how to use it. When this affair is finished you will both be deeply indebted to me.”


  “That will be so without your saying,” said Ximen Qing. He went for the arsenic, and upon returning with it handed it to Grandma Wang. Grandma Wang the looked at Jinlian, saying. “I will teach you how to make the ‘medicine.’ Wu asked you to nurse him better. Be kinder to him. He will ask you to get him some medicine, and when you give it to him, add this arsenic in it. When he wakes up at night, pour it down the hatch. Once it starts to do its work, it will tear open his guts and he’ll scream for sure, so muffle him up with quilts. You must not let anyone hear him. Get a pot of boiling water and soak a rag. He’ll bleed from every orifice and bite his lips. When he dies, remove the quilts, clean up the blood with the rag. Then shove it all in the coffin with him, cremate the lot and there’s not a damned thing anyone can do about it!”


  “Fine then,” said Jinlian, “Though I’m afraid that I might not be able to handle the corpse!”


  “That’s easy,” said Grandma Wang “just knock on the wall and I’ll come and help.”


  “Make sure you do it carefully and I’ll come back at 5 A.M. to hear all about it” said Xinmen Qing and departed. Grandma Wang prepared the arsenic powder and gave it to Jinlian.


  Upon reaching her home Jinlian saw her husband lying on the bed hardly breathing, and almost lifeless. She went to the side of the bed and pretended to cry.


  Wu the Elder asked her why she came there to cry, and his wife dried her eyes, and said that she had made a mistake in that affair, but she had been deceived. “Who could have foreseen that you would have been kicked in that brutal manner,” she said. She added that she had found a good medicine, but did not buy it because she was afraid that he would suspect her.


  “Well, if you now save my life,” said Wu the Elder, “I will forgive you, and when my brother arrives I will not say anything to him. Go at once, and buy the medicine, and so save my life.”


  So Jinlian went to Grandma Wang, who went to buy the medicine for her. Upon returning to the bedroom with the medicine Jinlian showed it to her husband and said, “The doctor says that you must take this during the night. You will perspire freely so you must have two quilts over your head.”


  “That is all right,” said Wu the Elder. “Thanks very much. You had better not go to sleep tonight, but stay up and administer the medicine to me.”


  “You can go to sleep, and I will look after you,” said Jinlian. She saw that it was getting dark so she lit a lamp, and kindled a fire to boil some water. She took a rag, and put it in the water. The night watchman just then sounded the hour of midnight on his drum. She then placed the arsenic in a bowl, and poured some hot water in another bowl. She took these upstairs, and called out, “Husband! Where is the medicine?” Wu the Elder replied that the medicine was underneath the mat on which he was lying at the side of his pillow. He asked her to let him have the medicine at once. She raised the mat, took out the medicine, which, together with the bowl of water, she poured into the bowl of arsenic. She then took a silver hairpin, to stir the decoction; she raised Wu the Elder with her left arm, and gave him the bowl to drink. He drank some, and then said, “Wife! this medicine is not easy to take.”


  “It will do you good, so never mind if it has a bad taste,” she said.


  He took two mouthfuls and each time his wife tipped up the bowl so that he should take plenty, and at last the bowl was empty. She then laid him down on the bed, and quickly left him. Her husband gave a retch and said, “Wife! That medicine is giving me pain in the stomach. Oh, dear! Oh, dear! I cannot bear it.” At this she took two quilts from the foot of the bed and put them over his head. He called out, “I am almost suffocated.” His wife replied, “That is in accordance with the doctor’s orders, as he wished you to perspire freely, and so you would be better more quickly.” The next time he attempted to speak she was afraid that he was going to get free, so she sprang on the bed, knelt on his body, and pressed down the quilts with her hands so that he could not move. He gave several gasps, but he was soon suffocated, and lay quite still. She raised the quilts, and looked at him. His teeth were set tight; and blood was flowing from every orifice; and this sight gave her a fright. She jumped off the bed, and running to the partition wall knocked. Grandma Wang upon hearing the sound went to the back door of Jinlian’s house and coughed gently. Jinlian immediately went downstairs, and opened the door.


  “Is it finished?” asked Grandma Wang.


  “Yes! All is over,” replied Jinlian. “But I feel too weak to do anything else.”


  “What is the difficulty? I will help you,” said Grandma Wang. She thereupon rolled up her sleeves; filled a bucket full of hot water; put a rag in the bucket; and took it upstairs. She took the quilts off the bed and washed the corpse; she made it all clean, and then covered it with ordinary clothes. The two women then took the body downstairs and placed it on an old door. They combed the hair, put on a turban, dressed the remains with clothes, socks, and shoes. They put a piece of silk over his face, and placed a clean quilt over the body. They then went upstairs, and cleaned the room. When all had been finished Grandma Wang returned to her own house. Jinlian began a very good imitation of crying for her husband. Now generally when a woman weeps for her husband there are three kinds of crying: (1) When there are both tears and voice that is called “sob”; (2) when there are tears but no voice that is called weeping; (3) when there is voice but no tears that is called crying. This woman was crying but not weeping and she did it well up till about 4 A.M. It was not quite dawn when Ximen Qing arrived to hear what had been done. When Grandma Wang told him that all had been satisfactorily finished he gave her money to buy a coffin. He asked her to call Jinlian to discuss matters, and when she arrived she said to Ximen Qing, “My husband is now dead, so that I am dependent upon you.”


  “It is hardly necessary to mention that,” said Ximen Qing.


  “There is, however, still an important thing,” said Grandma Wang.


  “The chief of this neighborhood is He Jiushu who is very particular, and I am afraid that if he discovers any loophole he will place difficulties in the way of a burial.”


  “That does not matter,” said Ximen Qing. “I will talk to him and square him. He will certainly attend to what I say.”


  “Then you had better go at once, and get that matter settled,” said Grandma Wang. And Ximen Qing acted accordingly.


  When it was daylight Grandma Wang went and purchased the coffin, and also some incense and paper joss money. She and Jinlian prepared the sacrificial food for the spirit of the dead, and lit the seven-wicks lamp to be placed underneath the door plank on which the corpse lay. The neighbors came in to offer condolence, and Jinlian was very busy with her artificial crying. The neighbors wanted to know of what complaint Wu the Elder had died, to which Jinlian replied that he had had severe heart pains which got worse and worse every day, and the doctor had not been able to cure him. Unfortunately he had died last night about midnight. So saying she gave a good display of simulated sobbing and crying. The neighbors, however, did not believe that Wu the Elder had died a natural death, but dared not ask further questions. So they consoled her, saying, “He is dead, but you are still alive so don’t grieve so much.” She thanked them, and they then all withdrew.


  Grandma Wang, after getting the coffin, went to inform the neighborhood chief—He Jiushu. She bought all the articles necessary for the funeral, and also engaged two monks to come that evening to perform the necessary prayers. The neighborhood chief duly engaged two corpse burners to cremate the body. He then went himself to visit the house, but when he reached the Zishi Street he met Ximen Qing who asked where he was going. He Jiushu replied that he was going to look the body of Wu the Elder who had died the previous night.


  Ximen Qing said, “I have something to tell you about that.” So He Jiushu followed him round a corner to a restaurant where Ximen Qing asked him to take the seat of honor, but He Jiushu declined this. They both sat down at last, and Ximen Qing called for wine. The waiter brought it with fruit and vegetables.


  Now He Jiushu could not understand what was at the bottom of this condescension as previously Ximen Qing had never offered him wine. He was therefore suspicious. After they had been drinking wine for about an hour Ximen Qing took out an ingot of ten taels of silver from his sleeve, and placing it on the table said, “You must not think that this is rather small, because tomorrow there will be some more.”


  He Jiushu expressed his thanks by saluting with both hands, and said, “But I am not aware of having done anything for you, so why do you present me with this silver? But even if you wish me to do something I do not care to accept this silver.”


  “I hope that you will not treat me in that way,” said Ximen Qing. “Please take the money, and I will then tell you something!”


  “Please, sir, speak without any reserve and I will listen,” said He Jiushu.


  “The fact is,” said Ximen Qing, “that they may offer you a gift themselves. When you are inquiring into the death of Wu the Elder it would be much better for you not to go into details, but just cover up the fact without any comment.”


  “Why are you so deeply concerned about such a small affair?” asked He Jiushu. “How can I accept money in such a case?”


  “If you do not accept the money I am afraid that you will decline to act as I suggest,” said Ximen Qing.


  He Jiushu had ever been afraid of Ximen Qing because he was crafty and had influence with the officials so he thought it better to take the money. When they had drunk some more wine Ximen Qing called for the bill, and promised to call again the following day and pay. They both went downstairs, and when at the street door Ximen Qing asked He Jiushu not to forget what he had said, and also not to mention this matter to anyone else, and in a few days he would reward him still further.


  Now He Jiushu thought all this was very strange, and he became more suspicious. He thought he was only going to inspect the body, and authorize the burial, and yet this man had given him so much money, so there must be a trick somewhere. When he reached Wu the Elder’s house he saw the men engaged to cremate the corpse and asked them of what sickness Wu the Elder had died. They replied that the people of the house said that he had died from some disease of the heart. He raised the curtain over the door, and upon entering he was received by Grandma Wang who said that she had been waiting for him a long time, He Jiushu explained that he had been delayed by a little affair and that was why he was a little late. He saw that Jinlian had already put on the mourning clothes, and was pretending to cry. He said to her, “Please do not grieve so much. Your husband has returned to Heaven.”


  Jinlian covered her eyes so that he should not see that there were no tears, and said, “I cannot say all there is to say. I did not expect that this heart trouble would carry him off so quickly. He has left me with all this sorrow and misery.”


  He Jiushu looked at her very carefully while she was saying this and remembered that he had often heard others speak about her, but this was the first time he had seen her. He now understood why Ximen Qing had given him the ten taels of silver.


  He Jiushu then removed the shroud screening the corpse, and took the veil from the face.


  Upon noticing that the lips were purple, and that blood had issued from the mouth; the face was yellow, and the eyes were dull; the finger nails were dark colored, he fell down in a swoon with a loud exclamation.


   


  Life like the waning moon at dawn,


  Or lamp at midnight without oil.


   


  We will now relate what became of He Jiushu’s life.


  

   


   


   


  Footnote


  69 Here there is a play on the words “maifu”—bran. When a man’s wife has committed adultery, people tell him politely that at home he has bran, meaning that he keeps a gander at home as geese are fed on bran. (J. H. Jackson)




  CHAPTER 25

   

  He Jiushu Steals the Bones; Wu Song Offers a Man’s Head as Sacrifice


   


   


   


  WHEN He Jiushu saw these marks he fell down in a faint and the corpse burners rushed in and lifted him up. Grandma Wang called out, “He has been made sick by some poison! Bring some water!” She got the water herself and taking it in her mouth spurted it over He Jiushu’s face. Slowly he recovered consciousness. Grandma Wang then told the corpse burners to take him home. They took a leaf of door, placed him on it, and carried him off. His people received him and placed him on a bed where he went to sleep.


  His wife cried and asked, “He went out this morning laughing and in good spirits. How is it that he returns like this? He has never had such an attack as this before.” She sat at the side of the bed sobbing very bitterly. He Jiushu opened his eyes and seeing that the corpse burners had all gone he then explained all that had happened and told his wife that the corpse showed signs of poisoning. “But I did not say anything as I was also afraid there was no man there who would take the matter up. If I had said anything would it not have been like disturbing a wasp, and getting stung? If I had stupidly sanctioned the corpse being put in the coffin then I should have had to face his younger brother, Wu Song, the Inspector who killed a tiger on Jingyang Ridge, and who can kill men without moving an eyelash. When he returns there is bound to be a row.”


  “I heard a man say a few days ago that the boy, Yun Ge, had assisted Wu the Elder in an endeavor to catch the adulterer in a tea-house on Zishi Street,” said his wife. “It must have been connected with this case. You had better go and cross-examine him. At present there is no difficulty, and you can just allow the corpse burners to put the corpse in the coffin, and they can get their instructions from the wife as to when the funeral will take place. If they postpone the funeral until Wu Song returns we can assume that everything is really above-board. Even if they bury the dead before he arrives we need not worry. But if they arrange for the body to be cremated then indeed we may expect that there has been something strange. You can attend the funeral without creating any suspicion, and after the cremation you can get some bones which, and together with those ten taels of silver will be very important proofs. If Wu Song does not make any inquiries then Ximen Qing will not ‘lose face,’ and everything will be finished.”


  “A wise wife in the home I have,” said He Jiushu. “You see things quite clearly.” Forthwith he told the corpse burners that he was sick and they themselves could go and dress the body, and ask Pan Jinlian when the funeral would take place. They must report to him what she said. If she gave them money they could divide it equally among themselves, but if she wanted to give him money he would not accept it.


  The corpse burners went to Pan Jinlian’s house, and duly dressed the body. After everything had been arranged they returned to He Jiushu, and told him that Jinlian had said that the funeral would take place after three days, and they were to cremate the body outside the town. They then divided the money, and departed.


  He Jiushu said to his wife, “What you said has come true, and I will go to the funeral and get the bones as you suggested.”


  During the night Grandma Wang had repeatedly urged Jinlian to stay with the dead. The next day she got four monks to intone their prayers. On the third day the corpse burners came to carry away the coffin, and many of the neighbors followed in the procession. Jinlian was in her white mourning clothes, and on the way she pretended to bewail her loss. When outside the town they came to the crematorium, where the attendants were told to get the fire ready. There they saw He Jiushu with paper joss money waiting for them, and Grandma Wang and that woman Jinlian spoke to him saying, “We are glad to see that you are better.”


  “Some days ago I bought some cakes from Wu the Elder and was worried because I had not paid him, so I decided to come to his funeral and pay this paper money to his spirit.”


  “How honest you are!” said Grandma Wang.


  When He Jiushu had burnt his offering, he told Jinlian that the men were now ready for the cremating. The ladies thanked him for his trouble to which he replied that he was only too pleased to be able to do some assistance. He then suggested that they might retire to the guest room in the adjoining temple and entertain the neighbors. He would attend to the other part of the business. When they had gone he supervised the burning of the corpse, and when it was over he took two bones and dipped them in a pool of water near at hand. He saw that they were quite black. After hiding the bones he went to the guest room of the temple, and joined in the general conversation. After a time the corpse burners gathered the bones of the body and cooled them in the pool of water. At last all the neighbors had left on their way home. He Jiushu took the two bones home, wrapped them in paper, and recorded carefully on a paper the date, and also the names of the neighbors who had been to the funeral. He then wrapped them along with the silver in a bundle, and put them carefully away in the house.


  Upon returning home Pan Jinlian erected a tablet in the front room, and wrote on it the characters: “In memory of the late Wu the Elder.” She then placed a glass lamp in front of the mourning curtain and hung there much paper joss money, gold and silver imitations. But every day she received Ximen Qing in her bedroom. Previously at Grandma Wang’s place there had always been need for caution, but now in her own house there was not the least cause for any restraint, and Ximen Qing could stay there all night. All the neighbors knew what was going on, but they were all so afraid of Ximen Qing’s power and influence that they dared not say a word about it. There is a saying, “Extreme pleasure is followed by sorrow; extreme sorrow must be followed by something better.”


  Now let us turn to Wu Song. Time passes with great speed. He duly reached the Eastern Capital, and presented the magistrate’s letter and the presents to the latter’s relative in accordance with the orders he had received. After doing this he had several days of leisure, and spent them strolling about the streets. Then he received the reply, and departed for Yanggu County. Altogether his journey there to and fro, had taken about two months. When he had left it was the middle of winter, but upon his return it was the beginning of spring. On the return journey he did not feel easy in his mind, and was anxious to get back and see his elder brother again. Upon entering the town he went straight to the yamen, to present the reply, and the magistrate was much pleased to see him. The magistrate reading the letter, knew that all the presents had been delivered, and he rewarded Wu Song with an ingot of silver, and entertained him with wine and food.


  Upon reaching his lodging Wu Song changed his clothes, shoes, and socks, and put on a new turban. He then locked the door, and left for his brother’s in Zishi Street.


  The neighbors on all sides were all rather upset at seeing Wu Song coming back. They whispered to one another. “Now trouble will arise within the doors, but what will be the end of it? There will certainly be some trouble.”


  Upon reaching the house he lifted the door screen and entering he saw the mourning curtain and the tablet with the inscription, “In memory of the late Wu the Elder,” at which he was dumbfounded. He said to himself, “Surely my eyes are deceiving me.” He then called out, “Sister-in-law, I have returned.” Now Ximen Qing happened to be upstairs with Jinlian. At the time when he heard Wu Song say this, he was panic-stricken and rushed out of the back door to Grandma Wang’s house. Jinlian called out, “Brother-in-law, please sit down, and I will come down in a moment.” Now although her husband had been dead only a short time she was not in mourning. So she hurriedly washed the rouge off her face, took the jewelry out of her hair, and ruffled up her hair. She took off her red embroidered skirt and coat, and put on the white mourning clothes. She then commenced an imitation of crying.


  Wu Song called out for her to stop crying, and to tell him when his brother had died; and of what sickness and who had given medicine to him.


  She replied between her sobs, “Your brother was suddenly seized with some heart disease, about twenty days after you had left. He was sick for about nine days, and then he prayed to the gods, and sought to ascertain by divination whether he would get better. He took all kinds of medicine, but they did him no good, and at last he died. He left me with nothing but grief.”


  Now in the next house Grandma Wang was listening at the partition wall, and when she heard this she was afraid that Wu Song would soon find out the truth. So she at once hurried to come across to Jinlian’s assistance, by interjecting evasions.


  But Wu Song continued, “My brother had never had any heart trouble how could he die of this illness?”


  Grandma Wang who had just arrived replied, “Inspector Wu, why do you ask such a question? There is a saying, ‘Man’s fate is as uncertain as the weather.’ Who can guarantee at any time what is going to happen?”


  “I was like a crab without legs,” said Jinlian. “I could do nothing, and I am much indebted to this lady and many neighbors who helped me.”


  “Where was he buried?” he asked.


  “I was by myself so how could I go to find a burial place?” replied Jinlian. “After three days I had his remains cremated.”


  “How long is it since my brother died?”


  “In two days more it will be the seventh week since the funeral,” Jinlian replied.


  Wu Song was wrapt in thought, but said nothing, and then he left the house, and went to the yamen. He unlocked the door of his quarters, and put on white mourning clothes. He summoned a soldier to bring a hempen rope which he tied round his waist according to custom. He then concealed in his clothes a very sharp dagger, and some silver. He then ordered the soldier to lock the door and go with him to buy some rice, flour, vegetables, incense, candles, and paper joss money.


  When this had been done it was evening and they went again to Wu the Elder’s house, and Jinlian opened the door, and Wu Song ordered the soldier to prepare a meal. He then lighted a candle, and placed it with some food in front of the memorial tablet. All was ready by about 10 P.M. when Wu Song knelt down and offered sacrifices to the spirit of his brother, and prayed, “Elder brother, your soul is not far away. When you were alive you were good-natured; but now that you are dead you cannot tell me who cheated you. But if anyone has injured you I ask you to give me the information in a dream, and I will take vengeance for your wrong.” He then poured the sacrificial wine on the ground, burnt the paper money, and sobbed bitterly. The neighbors on both sides heard him crying, and could not help being sorry for him. Jinlian in the inner room also kept up her imitation wailing. When Wu Song had stopped weeping he took the sacrificial food and wine and invited the two soldiers to join him in eating some. He then asked for two mats, and told the soldiers to sleep on them at the two doors of the room. He himself lay down near the mourning curtain to sleep. Upstairs Jinlian fastened the trapdoor of her room before going to sleep. But Wu Song could not sleep, and frequently turned over on his mat. The two soldiers however were sound asleep, and he heard them snoring. At last about midnight he got up, and noticed that the light in the glass lamp was just flickering. The watchmen outside were beating the hour of midnight on their drums. He heaved a sigh, and sitting down on the mat he soliloquized, “My brother was always weak, and now that he is dead his spirit will be weak.” Just then there came a strong gust of cold wind from underneath the curtains that whirled round in a circle, blew out the flickering flame in the lamp, and blew the paper money around the room. The hair on Wu Song’s head stood on end, and looking around he saw the shape of a man come from under the curtain and say, “Younger brother! I died a miserable death.” But as Wu Song was not sure whether he had heard correctly he looked fixedly, but then he failed to see anything, and the cold wind had also gone. He sat down on his mat, and wondered whether he had seen and heard anything or was it really the dream he had expected. The two soldiers were certainly still there snoring. He thought that his brother must have died of an unknown trouble, that his spirit might have come to tell him about it, but had been vanished in the presence of his valor at once. But Wu Song kept all this to himself, and did not speak to anyone about it.


  At last the dawn came, and the soldiers arose to boil some water. When Jinlian came downstairs she asked Wu Song whether he had slept well. Wu Song did not reply to this, but asked, “Sister-in-law, of what sickness did my brother die?”


  “Brother-in-law, how is it that you forget it? I told you all about it yesterday. He died of some disease of the heart.”


  “But whose medicine did he take?”


  “I have the prescription for the medicine here,” she replied.


  “And who bought the coffin?”


  “It was bought by our neighbor Grandma Wang.”


  “And who bore the coffin away?” he asked.


  “That was arranged by the neighborhood chief—He Jiushu.”


  “So it was like that. Well, I must now go and attend roll call at the yamen.” He then left with the two soldiers, and when outside on the Zishi Street he asked them if they knew He Jiushu, the neighborhood chief. They replied that they knew him well, and that he lived on the Shizi Street. He asked them to take him there, and when they reached the house he dismissed them.


  Wu Song pushed the door open, and called out, “Is He Jiushu at home?” When He Jiushu heard this he was very flurried, but he quickly got the parcel containing the bones and silver and hid them in his clothes; he then went to meet Wu Song. He greeted him with the question, “Inspector, when did you return?”


  Wu Song replied that he had come back yesterday, and as he had something to discuss with him he asked him to accompany him to some other place.


  “Inspector, I will accompany you, but before we go please take a little tea.”


  Wu Song declined the invitation. They both then went to a restaurant in an alley, and ordered wine.


  “Inspector, you have just arrived, and I ought to ask you to drink wine. It is contrary to the usual procedure for you to ask me to take wine.” He Jiushu however really had a good idea of what was coming. The waiter brought the wine, and they drank it, but still Wu Song did not speak. He Jiushu did not like this continued silence, and became confounded as to the outcome, so he thought he might introduce some other matter, but Wu Song paid no attention to anything he said. When, however, they had drunk several cups of wine, Wu Song at last took off his coat, and seizing his dagger, stuck it in the table where it stood erect. The waiter was startled at this, and retreated to a distant part of the room. He Jiushu’s face turned yellow, and he was holding his breath. Wu Song rolled up his sleeves, and grasping the dagger with one hand, he pointed with the other at He Jiushu and said, “I am a rough fellow, but still I know ‘a wrong has its instigator, and a debt has its lender.’ You need not be afraid, as I only want you to speak the truth. Tell me the cause of my elder brother’s death, and nothing shall trouble you. If I hurt you I would not be a man. But if there is the slightest attempt at deceiving me I will take this dagger, and drill several hundred big holes in your body. Tell me clearly the conditions of my brother’s body.” So saying he planted both hands on his thighs, and looked fixedly at He Jiushu with wild, fierce staring eyes.


  He Jiushu took the parcel from his sleeve, and placing it on the table said, “Inspector, please restrain your temper. Here is the important proof.” Wu Song opened the parcel, and saw two brittle black bones and an ingot of ten taels of silver. He asked how these things could be proofs, and He Jiushu then explained all that had happened.


  “Who is the adulterer?” asked Wu Song.


  “I do not know who he is,” replied He Jiushu, “but I have heard people say that a boy named Yun Ge went with Wu the Elder to a tea-house to seize the adulterer. In this street I think everybody knows who he is. If you want to go into this matter carefully, you better see the boy Yun Ge first.”


  “Very well,” said Wu Song, “we will go together, and find him.” He took his dagger, and put it back in the sheath; hid the bones and silver in his clothes, and paid the bill for the wine. They then departed, and soon reached the home of Yun Ge. There they saw the boy with a basket made of willow twigs over his arm, containing rice which he had evidently just been out to buy.


  “Yun Ge!” called out He Jiushu, “do you recognize this Inspector?”


  “Of course, ever since the big beast was killed and carried to the city,” replied the boy. “But what do you two want with me?” Really the boy had a good idea what it was about, but he continued, “There is, however, one thing; my father is sixty years old, and has no one to look after him so that I cannot take part with you two in a court dispute.”


  “Good younger brother,” said Wu Song, “here take these five taels of silver to your father, and then come back as I have something to say to you.”


  Yun Ge knew that the silver would be enough to cover their living expenses for about four months. So he thought that he might run the risk even of presenting himself at the court. He gave the money and basket of rice to his father, and then accompanied the two men to a restaurant in an alley. Wu Song ordered rice for all three, and then spoke to the boy, “You are a very young boy, yet you know your filial duty of supporting a family. I have already given you five taels of silver, but I have a matter for you to do, and when that is satisfactorily settled I will give you another fifteen taels which you may use as a capital. Now tell me, how did you go with my brother to a tea-house to seize an adulterer?”


  Yun Ge then recited all the details of the affair omitting nothing, and when he had finished Wu Song asked him, “Is this really true? You must not tell me any lies.”


  “Even if you took me to the yamen I would say exactly the same,” replied the boy.


  Wu Song was satisfied and when they had eaten the rice he paid the money, and they all three left. He Jiushu wanted to go home, but Wu Song asked him to accompany them to the yamen to make a statement there. So they all went to the yamen, and when the magistrate saw them he asked what accusation the Inspector had to make.


  Wu Song stated, “My brother’s wife has committed adultery with Ximen Qing, and also poisoned my brother. These are my two witnesses. I request you to take action in this case.”


  The magistrate then heard what He Jiushu and Yun Ge had to say. The magistrate discussed the matter with his officers, but as they were all on intimate terms with Ximen Qing, they did not like to act in the matter. The magistrate then spoke to Wu Song, “You are an Inspector in the yamen, and should know the law in these matters? There is an ancient saying, ‘In arresting adulterers you must get both; in arresting a thief you must get the stolen goods; when a man is killed you must see the wound.’ In this case you have not seen your dead brother’s corpse, but have listened to these people’s statements so there may be some mistake somewhere. You had better consider the matter carefully, and if you find it correct then we will act.”


  Wu Song produced the two bones, the ingot of silver, and the paper with the names on, and gave them to the magistrate. He appealed again to him. “I again press my case. These proofs have not been fabricated.”


  The magistrate replied, “You may get up now, and I will reconsider the matter. If I find that you have a strong case then I will arrest the adulterer.”


  Wu Song detained the two witnesses in his quarters. Now Ximen Qing heard of what had happened in the yamen, so he sent a confidential servant to the secretary of the magistrate to promise bribery.


  Early the following day Wu Song again entered the court, and strongly urged the magistrate to issue a warrant. But to his surprise the magistrate handed him back the bones, etc. and said, “You had better not listen to other people’s talk, and become so keenly opposed to Ximen Qing. The case is not clear to me so that I cannot act. The sage said, ‘Even if you see a thing done, yet you cannot be sure that it is really so. How can you believe what is said behind one’s back?’ Don’t get nervous so easily.”


  A jailer who was there said, “In cases of murder we require to see the corpse, examine the wounds, ascertain the cause of death, obtain the things used, and find traces or clues. If all these five necessaries are obtainable then the case can be taken up.”


  “As Your Magistrate will not take the matter up now, I’ll think of another plan,” said Wu Song. He took the bones, etc., and handed them back to He Jiushu. He then went to his quarters with the two witnesses, and had a meal prepared for them. After the meal he asked them to wait there till he came back.


  He took three soldiers with him, and hid in his clothes an ink slab, a brush, ink stick, and about five sheets of paper. He sent two of the soldiers to buy a pig’s head, a goose, a chicken, some wine, and fruit, and take them to Pan Jinlian’s house. He then took the one soldier with him to the same place where he arrived about 10 A.M.


  Jinlian was already aware that his appeal for justice at the yamen had failed so she was not afraid of him, and felt quite confident of herself. Wu Song called out, “Sister-in-law, please come downstairs as I have something to say to you.” She presently came down, and then asked him what he had to say.


  “Tomorrow will he the end of the seventh week for sacrificing to my elder brother’s spirit. You have caused trouble to the neighbors, so now I am thinking of giving them a feast so I have bought some wine, etc.”


  She was pleased with this, but asked what he wanted to thank them for.


  “We must not be stinting in courtesy.” He then told the soldier to light two candles in front of the mourning curtain. He also placed there an incense bowl, and spread the paper money on the floor. The food was arranged on the table ready for a feast. One soldier was sent into the kitchen to warm the wine. Two soldiers set out the tables and chairs and two others were put as sentries at the front and back doors. When all this had been arranged Wu Song asked Jinlian to stay there to receive guests, as he would go and invite them.


  The first person he went to was Grandma Wang, who lived next door, but she declined the invitation. He reminded her that she had been of great assistance before, and this was why he wished her to come to the feast. He had provided food and wine, and as all was now ready he hoped that she would come. She at last agreed, took down the shop signboard, closed the door, and then went out by the back door to Jinlian’s house. Wu Song there asked Jinlian to take the seat of honor, and Grandma Wang sit opposite to her. Grandma Wang had got the news from Ximen Qing so she drank the wine without restraint. But both women were wondering what Wu Song was going to do.


  Wu Song then went and invited a silversmith named Yao Wenqing to come to the feast, but he said he was too busy. But Wu Song pressed him to go, and asked him even to drink one cup of wine, and then leave. At last Yao agreed to go, and Wu Song got him to sit next to Grandma Wang.


  Wu Song then called on another neighbor called Zhao Zhongming who was a maker of paper horses for funerals. He also pretended to be very busy in his shop, and begged to be excused. But Wu Song pressed the invitation, and said that most of the neighbors were already there so he could not stay away. At last he also consented and upon reaching the house Wu Song asked him to sit next to Jinlian on account of his venerable age.


  Wu Song next went to invite Hu Zhengqing to the feast. He had a
shop for the sale of cold wine, but as he had previously been an employee
at the yamen he suspected that Wu Song was arranging something
so he declined to go. But Wu Song would not agree to this, and
at last dragged him off by force, and made him sit next to Zhao.


  Wu Song asked Grandma Wang who was her neighbor on the other
side. She replied that he was named Zhang, and sold noodles. When
Wu Song entered Zhang’s house the latter appeared to be surprised,
and asked what he wanted. When he heard of the invitation to the
feast he also declined, but after some persuasion he went, and Wu
Song placed him next to Yao.


  When these people were once inside they found they could not depart
as there was a soldier at both the front and the back door. There
were altogether six persons at the feast. Wu Song took a stool, and
sat down at one side of the table. He then told the soldiers to close
the doors. When fresh warm wine had been served by the soldiers,
Wu Song saluted the gathering and addressed them, “I hope that you,
honorable neighbors, will forgive my rude manner of inviting you to
attend this feast.”


  They replied, “We, mean people, ought to have welcomed you back
from your journey, but instead you have invited us to this feast.”


  “This is only a small affair, but I hope that you will not laugh at it.”


  The soldier came round and filled up their cups with wine. The
neighbors thought that Wu Song had some evil object in view, but
they could not yet grasp his ideas. When they all had drunk three cups
of wine Hu Zhengqing got up and said that he must now go as he was
very busy. But Wu Song would not let him go. “Since you have come,
how can you go? Even if you are busy you must stay.” Hu Zhengqing
was very much unset by this, and his heart was beating like fifteen
buckets being hurriedly lowered into a well for water—eight going
down while seven were coming up. He thought that as Wu Song had
pressed him to come and drink wine, and now strongly objected to
his leaving, there must be something else coming. Wu Song called for
more wine, and the soldier kept on filling their cups until they had
all had seven cups so that they all began to feel like having eaten the
Dowager Empress Lu’s (b. c. 180) thousand feasts. Then Wu Song
told the soldier to clear the table, and said that they would resume
their feast later on. When this had been done the neighbors all got up
to take their leave, but Wu Song caught hold of those on either side
of him, and asked them to wait as he had something to say to them. He then asked which of them could write characters, to which Yao replied that Hu Zhengqing was a good writer, and Wu Song asked the latter with salutation to oblige him in that work. He then rolled up his sleeves, drew forth his dagger, and placed the hilt against his breast with the blade pointing outwards; and then with wide glaring eyes he addressed them, “Honorable neighbor! There is a saying, ‘A wrong has a source, a loan has a lender.’ Now I want you all to act as witnesses.” He then seized hold of Pan Jinlian with his left hand, and pointed with his right hand at Grandma Wang. The neighbors were astounded at this unexpected movement, and stood with open mouths looking at each other, but not one of them dared say a word. Wu Song called out, “Neighbors, you must not be afraid. You know that I am a rough man. I face death without fear. If there is an injury I will avenge it. If I have an enemy I will oppose him. But I have no intention of injuring you gentlemen, as I only brought you here as witnesses. If you gentlemen go I may change my attitude, and give you a surprise. If any man goes now he will have to face my dagger, and I will be responsible for his death upon my life.”


  The neighbors all stood aghast, and dared not move.


  Wu Song glared at Grandma Wang and shouted, “You, old bitch, must now listen to me. You are the cause of my brother’s death. I will now ask a few questions.” He then turned his head and addressed Pan Jinlian, “You slut! How did you kill my brother? If you speak the truth I will spare you.”


  Jinlian replied to this, “Brother-in-law, how unreasonable you are! Your brother died of some heart trouble, and I had nothing to do with it.” She had hardly finished saying this when Wu Song caught her by the hair, and with the other hand grasping her clothes he lifted her and placed her on the ground in front of the mourning curtain. He held her in that position by standing on her with both feet. Then taking his dagger in his hand he spoke to Grandma Wang, “You old bitch! Now you speak the truth.” She would have liked to escape, but she could not move an inch. She said, “Inspector, you need not get angry. I will tell you all about it.”


  Wu Song ordered the soldier to arrange on the table the paper, ink brush, and ink slab, and pointing his dagger at Hu Zhengqing he told him to write down every sentence as it was spoken.


  Hu Zhengqing was trembling with fright and he stuttered in reply, “I—I—will—will—write—write—” He then rubbed the ink on the slab, took up the pen, and then told Grandma Wang to speak the truth.


  Grandma Wang replied, “It is not my affair. What do you want me to say?”


  “You old bitch!” swore Wu Song, “I know all about it so what are you delaying matters for? If you do not speak the truth immediately, I shall stab my dagger into this slut, and then kill you, the old bitch.” So saying, he brandished the dagger above Jinlian’s face, and she quickly called out, “Brother-in-law, please forgive me. Let me get up, and I will tell you all about it.”


  Wu Song lifted her up, and made her kneel in front of his late brother’s curtain, and shouted, “Slut, hurry up!”


  Jinlian was now thoroughly terrified, and she told Wu Song the whole affair from beginning to end: how his brother had been kicked, and how Grandma Wang had planned the poisoning. She hid nothing. As she spoke Hu Zhengqing wrote it all down sentence by sentence.


  Grandma Wang then spoke to Jinlian, “You snake! You first confess, so that I cannot get out of it. There is only bitterness for me, old as I am.” She then confessed all her part, and it was all written down by Hu. Both women were then told to sign their statements. All the four neighbors were then asked to sign their names as witnesses. Wu Song then told the soldiers to bring the scarf, and tie Grandma Wang’s hands behind her back. While they were doing this he rolled up the document, and put it away in his breast. He then told the soldiers to bring a cup of wine, and place it in front of the mourning curtain of the late Wu the Elder. He then seized Jinlian and dragged her along the floor, and summoned Grandma Wang and made both of them kneel before the curtain. Shedding tears, he addressed the tablet of his brother saying, “Elder brother! Your spirit cannot be far away! Today, I take revenge for you.” He then told the soldiers to burn some paper money. Jinlian saw the danger of what was being done, and attempted to speak, but Wu Song seized her by the hair, and pushing her on the floor stood upon her two arms with his feet. Then he stooped down, and ripped open her blouse exposing her breasts. Taking his dagger he cut open her breast, placed the bloody tool in. his mouth; and ripping open her breast with both hands, took out her heart, spleen, liver, lungs, and kidneys and offered them to his brother’s tablet. He then cut off Jinlian’s head, and the floor was covered with blood. The witnessing neighbors were so horrified that they dared not even offer advice, but covered their faces with their hands. Wu Song told a soldier to go upstairs, and bring a bed sheet. He wrapped Jinlian’s head in it, cleaned his dagger, and replaced it in its sheath. He washed his hands, and then said, saluting, “I am afraid that I have somewhat upset you gentlemen, but I beg to be excused. Please go upstairs, and I will soon be with you.” The neighbors looked at each other but there was not one who dared to disobey him, and they all went upstairs. Wu Song then told a soldier to take Grandma Wang upstairs also. The trapdoor upstairs was closed, and he placed two soldiers as sentries to watch the place.


  Wu Song then left with the bundle containing Jinlian’s head, and hurried off to Ximen Qing’s medicine shop. Upon arrival there he asked the manager whether his master was in, and was informed that he had just gone out. Wu Song asked the man to come nearer as he had something further to say to him, but the manager recognized Wu Song and dared not refuse to meet him. He took him to a quiet part of the alleyway outside, but there he changed his manner, and said, “Do you want to live or die?” The manager replied, “Inspector, I am only a small man, but I have never injured you in any way.”


  Wu Song said, “You will die if you do not tell me where Ximen Qing has gone to; but you will live if you tell me the truth.”


  “He has just gone—gone—to—to—a wine shop at the—the—Shizi Bridge—to—to—drink—wine.’’


  Wu Song rushed away at once, but the manager was so astonished that he was almost rooted to the spot.


  Upon reaching the wine shop Wu Song asked the proprietor who was drinking wine with Ximen Qing, and was told that he was upstairs drinking wine with another wealthy man in a small apartment. Wu Song went upstairs, and peeping through the door screen he saw Ximen Qing and a friend sitting at a feast with two singsong girls. He opened the bundle, and took out the head with blood still dripping from it. Holding it in his left hand and a dagger in his right, he thrust the curtain to one side, and entered the room and threw the head into Ximen Qing’s face.


  Ximen Qing recognized Wu Song at once, and was startled. Jumping up, he stood on his chair, and placed one foot on the window sill with the idea of escaping, but when he looked down into the street below he dared not jump.


  Wu Song sprang on the table, and kicked off all the dishes. The two girls were so astonished that they could not move, and the friend collapsed on the floor. Ximen Qing seeing the fierce attitude of Wu Song suddenly kicked Wu Song’s right hand, and knocked the dagger out of his hand, and it flew through the window into the street.


  Ximen Qing was now no longer afraid of his opponent so raising his right arm as a guard he flung his left fist at Wu Song’s breast. But the latter avoided the blow, and seized hold of Ximen Qing’s hair, and lifted him up. As he lifted him up with one hand, he caught hold of a foot with the other hand, and called out, “Now, down you go!” Ximen Qing felt as though he was in the grasp of some aggrieved ghost; that Heaven would not forgive him; that he was helpless against Wu Song’s great strength; Wu Song had turned him upside down, and threw him through the window. He fell on his head in the street below, and was unconscious. The people on the street were stupefied at this strange occurrence. Wu Song then picked up the bloody head of Pan Jinlian, and jumped with it through the window, into the street below. There Ximen Qing was stretched out stiff yet his eyes were moving. So Wu Song took his dagger and cut off his head also. Fastening the two heads together, and with his dagger in hand, he hurried off to Zishi Street. Calling out to the soldiers inside to open the door, he entered and placed the two heads in front of the mourning curtain of his late brother, and then sprinkled the cold wine on the floor as a libation for the spirit. Weeping he addressed the dead man’s tablet: “Elder brother, your spirit cannot be far away, but it may now ascend to Heaven. I have avenged the wrong for you, and killed both the guilty persons. I shall now burnt your tablet so that the funeral ceremony is now completed.”


  He then told the soldiers to bring the neighbors downstairs, and when they arrived he placed Grandma Wang in front of them. Holding the dagger in one hand and the two heads in another, he said, “I have still one thing to say before you go.”


  The neighbors all agreed to listen to whatever he had to say.


   


  His glorious record would not save


       This man from being treated vile.


  Abandon his official post,


       And wanders far as brigand bold.


  



  CHAPTER 26

   

  The Night Witch Sells a Man’s Flesh at Mengzhou; Wu Song Meets Zhang Qing at the Crossroads


   


   


   


  WU SONG spoke to the four neighbors, “I have revenged my brother’s injury and I should feel no resentment if I had to die for it. I am sorry for having frightened you. I must leave now but I do not know whether I shall live or die. I had better now get my brother’s mourning curtain burnt. I however want you to sell all the furniture here, as I can make use of the money in the yamen when the case comes up. But whether the case is taken seriously or lightly I hope that you will be my witnesses and speak only the whole truth.” He then took his brother’s tablet and burnt it. Upstairs were two boxes which were accordingly brought below, and opened, and he requested the neighbors to sell the contents. He then took the heads, and escorted Grandma Wang to the yamen. The news of the murder had spread all over the town so that the streets were crowded with people. When the magistrate heard about the murder he was surprised, and got ready to hear the case.


  Upon Wu Song entering the court with Grandma Wang under arrest, he knelt down in front of the bench, and placed the two heads and his sword just below the steps leading to the bench. He knelt on the left, Grandma Wang in the center and the four neighbors on the right. Wu Song took the signed document from his breast, and read it all out. The magistrate instructed the clerk of the court to cross-examine Grandma Wang, and her evidence agreed with the document. The four neighbors, and also He Jiushu, and the boy Yun Ge, who had also entered, gave their evidence quite straightforwardly. The magistrate then deputed an officer to go with the coroner, and take all the persons concerned to the house on the Zishi Street and make a careful investigation there. They went to Wu the Elder’s house and afterwards to the wine shop near the Shizi Bridge, and examined the bodies of Pan Jinlian and Ximen Qing. All the details were recorded and, upon their return to the yamen the same were duly reported to the magistrate. That official then ordered that large cangues be put on Wu Song and also Grandma Wang, and that they be both sent to the jail, while the witnesses were to be detained in the waiting room near the entrance.


  Seeing that Wu Song had been moved by his righteous spirit, and that he had done the business in the capital in a proper manner, the magistrate wished to save him from the trouble. So he consulted with his secretary. “From the evidences I see that Wu Song acted from a keen sense of justice so I want you to rewrite those documents to the effect that as Wu Song was paying homage to his late elder brother’s memorial tablet Pan Jinlian not only refused to let him worship, but knocked over the sacrificial table. Because of this Wu Song was very angry, and attacked her and in his passion he killed her. Also that Ximen Qing was a lover of Pan Jinlian and when he heard of this he took the opportunity of meeting Wu Song near the Shizi Bridge, and there they fought. And in this fight Wu Song killed his opponent.”


  The secretary did this, and read the new documents to both the prisoners and also the witnesses who were then sent to the Prefect with a dispatch asking him to give judgment.


  Now Yanggu County was only a small place, but the inhabitants were very upright, so that many subscribed money to present to Wu Song, while others sent wine and food to him in prison.


  Before his departure he was allowed to go to his quarters and pack up his things, and place them in charge of his orderlies. He also sent about twelve taels of silver to Yun Ge’s old father. His soldiers even sent him food and wine as presents.


  The yamen officials took the necessary dispatches, and then sent them with the prisoners and witnesses to Dongping Prefecture. Upon reaching that place they found large crowds around the entrance to the yamen. The Prefect having been informed of the affair took his seat on the bench. The Prefect Chen Wenzhao was a very intelligent official, and after reading the dispatches and cross-examining the witnesses he had the bones, dagger, and other material evidences sealed up and locked up in the storeroom. He ordered that Wu Song’s cangue should be replaced by a much lighter one, and that he be remanded to prison. But on the other hand he ordered that Grandma Wang should have a much heavier cangue fastened round her neck, and that she be sent to the prison where criminals were awaiting execution. He then told the official from Yanggu County that he could return, and that the witnesses also could return to their homes. The wife of Ximen Qing had also come to watch affairs, and she was ordered to remain in the Prefect’s yamen until the Imperial authorities’ decision was known.


  Prefect Chen knew that Wu Song was a righteous and honest man, and from time to time he deputed men to look after him. For the same reason the jailers gave him food and wine without asking for any money.


  The Prefect in making his report to the Provincial Governor made the case as trivial as possible. He then dispatched a confidential clerk to the capital with private letters, with instructions to arrange for the case to be settled. The official in charge of the Imperial Board of Punishments was on good terms with the Prefect Chen Wenzhao, and he talked the case over with the Provincial Governor: Regarding Grandma Wang she had beguiled them to commit adultery, and had instigated Pan Jinlian to poison her husband. She had told Pan Jinlian to send Wu Song away so that he could not sacrifice to his elder brother’s spirit, and that was why he had killed Pan Jinlian. Grandma Wang had interfered between husband and wife, upsetting the harmony of married life, and should therefore suffer death by being sliced to death.70 Regarding Wu Song—he had killed the adulterer Ximen Qing out of revenge for his brother’s death, but he could not be acquitted for his crime. He should be beaten forty times with the bamboo and then banished to the frontier. Both the adulterer and the adulteress had committed a grievous crime, and they deserved their deaths. The witnesses should all be allowed to return to their homes. The Provincial Governor wrote a judgment in accordance with the above, and dispatched it to the Prefect, and the latter carried out the sentence accordingly.


  Grandma Wang was brought from her cell to hear her fate. The reason for execution was written on a signboard and she was made to sign her acknowledgement. She was then seated on a wooden frame known as the “donkey,” tied to it with three ropes and had four nails hammered through her limbs to the frame. The Prefect gave the order to slice her, and she was paraded through the streets to the pounding of drums and the crash of gongs. Carried by bearers, with the signboard in front and with a pair of sharp swords raised high and with a bunch of paper flowers, she was taken to the square in the center of Dongping market square where she was sliced to death.


  Wu Song was beaten with forty strokes, but the jailer saw to it that only six or seven blows actually broke the skin. He was branded on the face, and sent to the prison at Mengzhou. He was escorted by two men who treated him well on the road as they knew that he was a good man. Wu Song saw that they were taking care of him, so he did not find fault with them. He had silver and gold in his bundle, from the sale of his possessions by the neighbor Yao Wenqing, and when they stopped at inns in villages on the way he paid all the expenses out of his purse. He had committed the murder at the beginning of the third month, and after remaining under arrest for more than two months, it was now about the middle of the year, and the blazing sun was hot enough even to melt the gold in the quartz. Therefore they always walked during the early morning when it was a little cool. After about twenty days on the way the three men got on a big road which took them over a mountain range. When they had reached the top of the pass it was about 10 A.M., and as they were all tired Wu Song told his escort to take it easily, and to have a drink at the first inn when they got down the hill. They agreed to this, and hurried down the hill. They soon saw in the distance a hillock with a number of straw huts on it. There were some willow trees by the side of a stream, and flying from the top branches was a wine-shop flag. They all hurried their steps down the road, and when they were near the bottom they met a woodcutter carrying a bundle of firewood.


  Wu Song asked him what was the name of that place, and the man replied that it was called the Cross Road. When they reached the village they saw a gigantic tree with a trunk that five men could not have encircled, and hanging from it were dead creepers that had twined round its branches. A few steps away from the tree was an inn, and a woman was sitting inside near an open window. Her coat was of green gauze, and in her hair was a golden-colored hairpin. At both of her temples were flowers in the hair. When she saw the three men arriving she got up to receive them at the door. They then saw that her short skirt was of brilliant red silk, and that she had red and white powder on her face. Her dress was open exposing an inner pink cotton waist belt. On her dress were golden buttons. She welcomed them, saying, “Guests, please come inside and take rest. We have good wine, good meat, and excellent refreshment.” The three men entered and sat down. The tables and stools were made of cedar wood. Wu Song took off his bundle, and placed it on the table. He removed his belt and outer garments, and put them in the same place.


  The two soldiers saw that there was no man about to see what they were doing, and so they removed the cangue from Wu Song’s neck, and placed it under the table. They then also removed their outer garments, and placed them on the windowsill.


  Now the woman with a smiling face, asked how much wine they wanted. “You need not ask how much,” replied Wu Song. “You just keep on bringing it, and also bring about five jin of meat. I will pay you when we have finished.”


  “We have also very good dumplings.”


  “Then bring us about forty.”


  She gladly went inside and soon brought out a large jar of wine, with three large cups, three pairs of chopsticks, two dishes of meat, and a basket of dumplings. The two soldiers partook of the meal, but Wu Song took one dumpling and opening it looked inside and called out, “Is this human flesh, or dog’s flesh?”


  The woman laughed, and replied, “Please do not make me laugh so much. In this peaceful empire and general tranquillity how could there be human flesh, or dog’s flesh in the dumplings. In our house we have never put anything in dumplings except beef.”


  “I have traveled extensively,” replied Wu Song, “and I have heard that very few people dare pass the tree at this Cross Road, that fat men are cut up for making the dumplings, whereas thin men are just killed and used for filling up the river.”


  “Where did you hear that nonsense? It must be your own fabrication.”


  “I see human hair in this dumpling, that look a lot like pubic hair, so I still have my doubts. How is it that there is no man in this place?”


  “My husband has gone to visit a friend and has not returned yet” she replied.


  “Then you must feel lonely in this dismal place.”


  She laughed at this, and said to herself. “Is this exile not to find death? He likes to flirt with me! You are really the moth that flies into flame only to get yourself burnt to death. I would not make trouble with you, but now I have a plan to deal with you.” So she replied, “Don’t try to flirt with me. Drink your wine, and then go and cool yourself under the tree. Or if you want to rest, you can rest in the inn.”


  When Wu Song heard this he came to the conclusion that the woman had some bad intention and he decided to put her to the test. So he remarked, “Woman, this wine is rather weak. If you have better wine let us have it.”


  “I have excellent wine with a lovely taste, but it does not look quite clear.”


  “Splendid! The duller it is the better.”


  The woman was laughing at this in secret and going inside she took out a jug of dark colored wine on a tray. Seeing this, Wu Song said, “This is really good wine, but it would taste better when warmed.” The woman said, “This gentleman is indeed an experienced drinker; I will warm it for you.” Laughingly she added to herself, “That banished thief ought to die now, as he wishes to drink hot wine which will make the medicine soon produce the desired effect. That fellow will soon be in my hands.” When the wine was warmed she took it in, and poured out three cups full. Laughingly she said, “Gentlemen, please try this wine.”


  How could those two soldiers restrain their thirst? They fell to the wine immediately. Wu Song said, “I am not used to drinking pure wine. Please bring us some meat to eat with this wine.” When the woman had gone to do this, he scattered the wine on the floor in a place where it could not be seen, and then making the sound of drinking, he said, “What good wine! It certainly has a ‘kick’ in it.”


  But the woman had not gone to bring the meat, and just then returning she clapped her hands and called out, “At last! At last!” when she saw that the two soldiers who had drunk the wine had fallen backwards with tightly closed mouths. Wu Song then closed his eyes, and intentionally fell off his stool, and he heard the woman laugh and say, “That’s all right! I am not afraid of you cunning devils now that you have drunk the water in which I washed my feet. Come, Small Two and Small Three!” He then heard two stupid fellows rush in, and seize the two soldiers and carry them into the inner room. The woman came and took the bundles and belts lying on the table. She felt the silver inside, and laughingly said, “I have got three men today so that I shall be able to make plenty of dumplings; I get plenty of booty too!” She took the belts and bundles away, and upon returning she ordered the two stupid fools to carry Wu Song inside also. But Wu Song lay rigidly flat on the ground so that they could not move him. The woman seeing this abused them, “What stupid clowns! You eat and drink, but are of no use for anything else! Do you expect me to pick him up? Does this big fellow expect to play with me? Such stout flesh will sell as yellow beef, but those two soldiers are so thin that they can only be put to vend as water-buffalo beef. But we must carry this man inside as I will kill him first.” So saying she took off her coat of green gauze and skirt of red silk so that she was entirely naked above the waist, and she took hold of Wu Song to lift him up. But as she stooped down Wu Song embraced her, and pressed her to his breast. He twined both his legs round the lower part of her body, and held her tight. She squealed like a pig going to be slaughtered. The two fellows were on the point of coming to her assistance, but Wu Song shouted at them in such a loud voice that they could not move. The woman feeling helpless called out, “Sir, please forgive me!” But he would not release her. Just then he saw a man set down a load of firewood at the door, to rest a while. When he saw the pair on the floor he sprang forward and said, “Sir, restrain your anger! Forgive her, and I will say something to you,” At this Wu Song got up, planted his left foot on the woman, and placed himself on the defensive with his two fists ready. He saw that the man was wearing a black crape cap, a white coat, puttees round his legs, hempen sandals; a money purse was round his waist and his cheek bones were prominent. He had a small beard; and appeared to be about thirty-five years of age. He clasped his hands over his heart, and addressed Wu Song, “May I inquire what is your name?”


  “Whether I travel or stay at home I do not change my name, I am Drill Instructor Wu Song.”


  “So are you the man who killed a tiger on Jingyang Ridge?”


  “Certainly.”


  The man knelt down, and kowtowed saying, “I have heard of your fame for a long time, and today I fortunately meet you.”


  “Are you the husband of this woman?”


  “Yes, I am sorry that I did not recognize you. I do not know how my wife offended you, but I hope that you will forgive her.”


  Wu Song lifted the woman up and said, “I see that you two, husband and wife, are not average people. What is your name?”


  The woman went and put on her dress again and then came and kowtowed to Wu Song who said to her, “Excuse my intrusion! Please do not blame me!”


  “I did not notice that you are a fine man. It was my mistake of a moment. I hope that you will forgive me. I request you to come inside and take a seat.”


  “But what is your name, and how do you get to know my name?”


  “My name is Zhang Qing,” said the man, and previously I was in charge of the vegetable garden of the Guangming Monastery near here. At one time in a fit of temper I killed the monks, and burnt down the monastery. After that I had no enemies, and as the officials did not come here to investigate the matter I started business as a highwayman. One day an old man passed here carrying a load of fuel, and I attacked him. We had about twenty bouts, but at last that old man knocked me down. As a matter of fact that man had himself been a highwayman some time before, and he took me to his home in the town and there taught me all the tricks of the trade. While there he induced me to marry this woman who was his daughter. But I did not care to live in the town so I came here, erected this house, and opened it as an inn. But in fact I am on the lookout for the rich people to intoxicate them with a drug and when they are unconscious I cut off their flesh, and sell it as beef, and mince the smaller bits to put inside the dumplings. Every day I take the flesh to the village for sale, and this has been going on for a long time. I am on intimate terms with many brigands, and they call me Market Gardener Zhang Qing. My wife has the surname Sun, but people always call her, ‘Sun the Night Witch.’ Upon returning to my home just now I heard my wife shrieking, but did not expect to meet you Drill Instructor. I have repeatedly told my wife that there were three types of men whom she must not harm. First—traveling monks: they lead a thrifty life, and moreover are homeless, how can we harm such poor people? Once we nearly destroyed a celebrated man. This was Major Lu Da who was in the army of the General Old Zhong at Yanan Prefecture, and who killed the butcher Zheng Guanxi, and became a monk at Mount Wutai. He had figures tattooed on his back, and is therefore known by brigands and others as the ‘Tattooed Monk’ Lu Da Zhishen. He carried an iron monk staff of sixty jin weight, and passed here at one time. My wife seeing that he was a big man and very stout, put a drug in his wine, and was going to have him carried into the next room to be killed when I just arrived. I at once saw by the huge staff who he was, and administered a counter-remedy so that he recovered, and I adopted him as my elder brother. I have heard that he is now at the Baozhu Monastery on the Lianglong Mountain with Yang Zhi, the ‘Blue Faced Brute,’ where they act as brigands. He has written me many letters inviting me to go and join them, but so far I have not been able to go.”


  “I have often heard of the fame of those two men,” said Wu Song.


  There was another monk, that my wife drugged.“What a pity that a giant monk should have died! I came back too late when his legs and arms had been cut off. But I kept his iron crown, his monk’s gown, and his monk’s certificate. But these are of no importance when compared with the two other things I have kept. I have his string of beads made from the bones of the one hundred and eight skulls, and also his two wonderful broad swords. Because of these things I think that monk must have killed a good many people and even now his sword makes a hissing sound in the night. I was sorry that I could not save his life, and I often still think of him. Secondly, there are the journeying prostitutes who wander about from place to place, and carefully adapt themselves to the company they meet. Their money is hard earned, if we kill them then many people are bound to get to know about it, and we should have the reputation of not being very brave men. So I instructed my wife not to kill such women. Thirdly, there are the banished prisoners among whom there are often very fine men and they also must not be killed. I never thought that my wife would not pay attention to what I said, and so she commit the fault of seizing you Drill Instructor, and fortunately I came back in time to save your life.” Turning to his wife he asked, “How is it that you had such an idea today?”


  “At first I did not intend to hurt this man,” said the Night Witch. “But I saw that he had a very heavy bundle, and also he talked as though he had the intention of flirting with me.”


  “I killed vile people and shed their blood,” said Wu Song, “so how could I dally with an honest woman? I saw that you were taking a keen interest in my bundle, so I became suspicious, and intentionally spoke lightly so that you would think I should easily fall into your hands. I poured the wine on the ground, and pretended to be poisoned, and you quickly came and seized hold of me. So I took hold of you at the same time. I hope that you will pardon me.”


  Upon hearing this Zhang Qing burst into loud laughter, and then invited Wu Song to come and sit down in an inner room. Wu Song however asked that his escort should be released. Upon going into the kitchen where men’s flesh was prepared, he saw men’s skin stretched out on the walls. Hanging from the rafters were several men’s legs, and the two soldiers were stretched out on a bench.


  Wu Song said, “Brother, please enable these two men to get up.”


  “What was your crime, and to what place are you going?” asked Zhang Qing.


  Wu Song then told him in detail how he had killed both Ximen Qing and Pan Jinlian.


  Both Zhang Qing and his wife were pleased upon hearing the details, and the former said, “I should like to tell you something, but I wonder if you would like to listen to it.” Wu Song asked him to proceed, and Zhang Qing spoke slowly and deliberately what we will now recount.


   


  A man with strength of elephant’s,


  By tiger slayer defeated.


  

   


   


   


  Footnote


  70 Ling chi, or “slicing” was more commonly known in the West as the “death by a thousand cuts.”


  


  CHAPTER 27

   

  Wu Song Astonishes the Prisoners; the Kuaihuo Forest Is Restored to Shi En


   


   


   


  ZHANG QING said, “As you are on your way to be imprisoned we can kill your escort, and then you can stay here for some time. If you are willing to become a bandit I will go with you to the “Lianglong Mountain’ where we can make the acquaintance of Lu Da and join his band.”


  “It is very good of you to arrange for me this way but there is another matter. I have always been keen on fighting against strong men, but those two soldiers have treated me quite well on the road, so that if I now ill-treat them Heaven will not tolerate it. If you admire me I hope you will at once help them to recover instead of injuring them.”


  “Drill Instructor, you are an upright man, and I must save these men’s lives,” said Zhang Qing. He thereupon ordered two waiters to release the soldiers lying on the bench. Sun Er Niang, the Night Witch, prepared the antidote, and gave it to Zhang Qing, who forced it down the throats of the unconscious soldiers. In less than an hour the soldiers recovered as from a dream and got up. They recognized Wu Song and asked him, “How did we get drunk in this place? The wine must have been so good! We did not drink much so how did we get drunk? We must remember this place so that we can have some more of this wine on our way home.”


  Wu Song, Zhang Qing, and Sun Er Niang all laughed upon hearing this, but the two soldiers did not understand why. The two waiters killed a chicken and a goose, and after cooking them brought them in with wine and other food. Zhang Qing told the servants to arrange a table under the vine frame in the garden at the back, and then requested Wu Song and the two soldiers to go there and partake of the feast. Wu Song asked the two soldiers to take the seats of honor, and he and Zhang Qing sat down opposite to them while Sun Er Niang took her seat at the side of the table.


  The two servants served the wine and food. It was evening before they had finished the meal, and then Zhang Qing brought out the monk’s swords for Wu Song to inspect. It was indeed made of excellent steel, and must have taken a long time in making. The two men talked about bandit adventures, killing of men, and incendiarism.


  “There is a Shandong man called Song Jiang, nicknamed ‘Welcome Rain,’” said Wu Song, “who has sought refuge just now with Squire Chai.”


  The two soldiers upon hearing such talk were astonished, and rising kowtowed to Wu Song. Wu Song spoke to them, “You two treated me well on the road, so I will never ill-treat you. We are only speaking about bandits and robbers so you need not be afraid. We certainly would not injure good men like you. Take no notice of what we say, but just drink your wine, and tomorrow when we reach Mengzhou I will reward you.”


  They stayed at that place for the night, but next morning when Wu Song wanted to depart, Zhang Qing was not willing to let him go. He gave way and stayed there for three days more. At last he recognized the generosity of Zhang Qing and his wife. Zhang Qing was nine years older than Wu Song, and therefore he adopted the latter as his younger brother. At last when Wu Song decided to depart Zhang Qing prepared the parting cup of wine, and bade him farewell, and gave him about ten taels and the two soldiers about three taels of silver. Wu Song gave his silver to the soldiers, and put on again his cangue. Upon leaving Wu Song could not avoid shedding tears at the kindness received from Zhang Qing and his wife.


  Wu Song and his escort reached Mengzhou the following morning. They went straight to the yamen, and presented the dispatch from Dongping Prefecture. After the magistrate had perused the dispatch, he wrote a reply, handed it to the soldiers who returned to Dongping. Wu Song was sent to the prison, but just as he got to the entrance he noticed a signboard with the three characters, “Anping Stockade.” He was put in a cell by himself. He had not been there long before about ten men in the adjoining cell came to speak to him saying, “Kind sir, if you have any letters of recommendation or any money, you must not forget to hand them to the man who will come to search you. If you give him money he will see that the blows with the bamboo are only light, but if he gets no money the blows will be extremely severe. We are criminals like yourself, and therefore tell you what to expect. Do you not know the saying, ‘When the hare dies the fox mourns; and so animals grieve for their kind.’ As you have only just arrived we thought it better to tell you about this.”


  “I am much obliged to you for the information,” said Wu Song. “I have something at my side, and if the man is polite to me I will give it to him. But if he demands anything I will not give him a cent.”


  A prisoner said, “Sir, you should not talk like that. There is an ancient saying, ‘Fear not the authorities, except those that have authority over you.’ When you are under the eaves of a low house you have to bend your head. It would be better if you took a little care.” While he was saying this another prisoner called out, “Here comes the head jailer!” At this all the prisoners dispersed. Wu Song fastened his belt, and sat down in his cell. Soon the head jailer entered and asked, “Where is that new prisoner?”


  “I am the man,” replied Wu Song.


  “Well, you seem to have eyes, ears, and yet you have got to be told,” said the head jailer. “You are the man who killed a tiger on Jingyang Ridge and was a Drill Instructor at Yanggu County, so I suppose you know how matters are arranged. How dare you come here where I am! There is not even a cat here that you dare beat.”


  “Did you come here to talk and expect me to give you something?” asked Wu Song. “But I have not got anything to give you except my two fists. I have, however, a little silver, but I shall want that to buy food and wine for myself. So what shall you do? How would it do if you took me back to Yanggu County?”


  The head jailer retired in an angry mood, and immediately the prisoners crowded forward, and said, “Sir, you treated him roughly, and it won’t be long before you are in trouble. He will certainly go and speak to the warden of the jail and put an end to your life.”


  “I am not afraid,” replied Wu Song, “let him try and do his worst. Civility meets civility; violence meets violence.”


  While he was saying this about four jailers came and entering his cell called out in a loud voice, “Now, where is that new prisoner Wu Song?”


  To which Wu Song replied, “I am here! I will not go away! But why do you shout like that?”


  The men did not reply to this, but took him away to the Inspection Office where the warden was seated. About six soldiers took charge of him, and placed him in front of the warden who ordered that the cangue be removed. The warden then addressed him. “Prisoner, are you aware of the old decrees of the Emperor Taizu, that the newly arrived exile should receive one hundred severe blows with the bamboo?”


  “There is no need for many men to be employed in that,” said Wu Song. “If you want to beat me there will be no need for men to hold me down. If I flinch from a single blow I forfeit my reputation of being a tiger-killer. You need not be too careful in keeping a count of the blows as it won’t matter if there are a few extra. If I make any noise I forfeit my name of being the brave man of Yanggu County.”


  The bystanders laughed at this, and one said, “This foolish fellow is looking for death! We shall see how he can stand the torture.”


  Wu Song continued, “Make the blows as hard as you like, show no kindness to me. I shall not be pleased if you show me any favor.”


  The audience on both sides again laughed. Two men seized the bamboo, and shouted as he advanced. Standing at the side of the Prefect, however, was a very tall man of about twenty-five years of age. He had a fair complexion and a small beard of three tufts. He wore a white crape girdle round his waist. That man whispered something into the warden’s ear who then spoke, “Prisoner Wu Song, what illness had you on the way to this place?”


  “I had no illness at all but just drank and ate on the journey.”


  “This man must have been taken ill on the road, judging by his appearance,” said the warden, “so perhaps I ought to postpone beating him with the bamboo.”


  The two men who were ordered to beat him whispered to Wu Song, “You say at once that you are sick. The warden wishes to show mercy to you. You better offer an excuse.”


  “I am not sick,” said Wu Song. “I do not want to stop them from beating me. Let them beat me and so finish the matter. If they don’t do it now, I shall always be expecting it.”


  The audience and also the warden laughed at this, and the latter said, “I think that he must have a fever, and he is talking in this delirious way because he has not had a good sweat to get the fever out. We will not listen to what he says now, and put him in solitary confinement.”


  About four soldiers took him back to his cell, where all the other prisoners crowded outside and asked, “Did your friend write a letter to the warden?” Wu Song denied this and they continued, “In that case it is not good, because they will now come in the night and kill you.”


  “How will they kill me?”


  “They will bring you two big bowls of rice, and after you have eaten that, they will take you inside the prison. There they will swathe you tightly in cordage, stop up your nostrils, ears, and mouth, and then turn you upside down and leave you against the wall. In less than an hour you will be dead.”


  “What else might they do?”


  The prisoners replied, “They might bind you with ropes, and then get a sandbag and press it tightly on your body. Again, if they do that you will die in less than an hour.”


  “Have they any other way of killing me?” asked Wu Song.


  “Those two are what most men are afraid of, and the others are not as bad.” While they were speaking a soldier came bearing a basket and asked where Drill Instructor Wu Song was. Wu Song laughed and said, “Here I am! What have you to say?”


  The man replied that the warden had sent some refreshment for him. Wu Song looked and saw a bowl of wine, a plate of meat, a bowl of vermicelli, and a bowl of soup. He wondered what their plan was in sending him such food. He thought it better to partake of the meal, and wait for developments. He did this, and had soon finished the food. The soldier took all the vessels away, and then Wu Song sat down and soliloquized, “I wonder what they will do next.” When it was nearly dark the head jailer came with a round box, and said, “I am sent here with your supper.” Wu Song saw that there was vegetable, wine, meat, fish soup, and rice. He thought, “Surely they will kill me after I have eaten this meal! If I eat all this and then die I shall at least be a well-fed ghost. Let they do what they may. After supper I will think of some scheme.”


  The soldier waited until Wu Song had finished the meal, and then removed the dishes. But he soon came back with another soldier, one carrying a tub, and the other a bucket full of hot water, and they asked Wu Song to take a bath. Wu Song thought that they would kill him after the bath. “But I am not afraid of them, so I will take my bath.” The soldiers emptied the hot water in the tub, and Wu Song had his bath. When finished he was supplied with a towel, and told to dress. One soldier emptied the water, and took the tub and towel back. The other soldier spread the gauze silk mosquito net, arranged the cool bedding and pillow, and then withdrew. Wu Song put the bar across the door, and then sat down to think matters over. “What is their intention in all this? Let them do as they like. I will watch the proceedings?” So he went to sleep and nothing happened during the night.


  He was awake quite early and opening the door of his cell he saw the same soldier who had waited on him the previous night, and he had now brought a basin of water for Wu Song to wash his face. He had also brought a cup of cold water with which Wu Song rinsed his mouth. A barber came and dressed Wu Song’s long hair into a knot on the top of his head, and then inclosed the knot in a small hood. Still another man entered with his breakfast of rice, meat-soup, and vegetables. He ate his breakfast, and then drank a cup of tea. Just then the man who brought the food asked him to remove to another cell which was much more convenient, and would save time at meal. He agreed to this, and the servant took him to another room and when the door was opened he saw that the apartment was very clean and the bed nice and tidy. The furniture appeared to be quite new. But Wu Song was still perplexed as to why they had brought him to such a comfortable place. The room was very much better than the place he had been in. He sat down there until noon, when a man brought him a jug of wine with four kinds of fruit, roasted chicken, and some steamed buns. The man took the chicken in his hands, and tore it into small pieces. He poured out the wine, arranged the chopsticks, and invited Wu Song to dine. Wu Song was however still perplexed as to the mystery of all this fine treatment.


  In the evening they brought his supper, and allowed him to enjoy the cool in the open. He could not help but think of what the other prisoners had predicted, so this treatment made him more and more perplexed.


  During the third day he was treated in the same way, and he even went for a stroll in the prison yard after breakfast. He saw many prisoners in the sun cutting firewood, carrying water, and doing various odd jobs. It was a very hot day in the sixth lunar month, and he was sorry that they had no shade from the heat of the sun’s rays. Walking up to them with his hands behind his back he asked why they worked in the sun. They laughed at the question and one man replied, “Sir, we have been sent here to work, and this place is like heaven compared with some other places. We should not care to think that this place is too hot. Many prisoners are not so well treated, but remain chained up in cells, and whether they wish to live or die makes no difference.”


  Wu Song walked away to the prison shrine to the King of Heaven where by an urn for burning papers he noticed a large stone block which had a hole in the center to hold a staff. He took his seat on it for some time and then returned to his apartment, where a servant brought his food again.


  But we need not go into the details of his daily life. For several days he got his food and wine, and he was still doubtful as to the outcome of it. But one day he could not endure this suspicion any longer so when the servant brought his food he asked him who was his master, and how it was that he sent him nice food every day. The man replied that he had previously told Wu Song that he was the confidential servant of the warden.


  “But who tells you to bring me this food and wine every day?”


  “It is the warden’s son who instructs me to do this.”


  “But I am a criminal and I have not done anything for the warden’s son so why does he treat me in this way?”


  “That I do not know. But he told me that after three months like this he would explain matters fully.”


  “How strange! It seems to me that they are just feeding me so as to fatten me ready for killing. It is quite a riddle, and how can I guess its real meaning? How can I eat the food with ease, if the matter is not explained clearly? What kind of man is your young master, and where did we meet before? If I knew that, I might eat the food with contentment.”


  “He is the same man who stood on the right of the warden with his forehead wrapped in white cloth when your case first came into court.”


  “So he is that man? When I was on the point of being beaten he said something to the warden, and thus saved me from that, I suppose.”


  “That is so,” said the man.


  “How strange! I am a Qinghe County man, whereas he is a Mengzhou man, and as we are not acquainted with each other how is it that he treats me like this? I think he must have a reason for this, but what is it? But I ask you one more question: What is his name?”


  “He is Shi En with the nickname, ‘Golden Eyed Tiger Cub.’ He is skillful with the cudgels.”


  “He must be a good fellow. You go and request him to come here, and have an interview with me. When he does that then I will partake of his food. If you won’t go and ask him to meet me then I won’t eat any more.”


  “But he told me also that I was not to speak with you much, as after about three months he would come and explain matters to you himself.”


  “Don’t talk nonsense! You go and ask him to come here now, and that will settle the matter.”


  The man was afraid, and was unwilling to do this. Seeing this Wu Song was vexed, and sprang up. The man at once withdrew to carry out the request.


  After quite a long time Shi En came hurriedly, and upon seeing Wu Song knelt down. Wu Song ran forward to raise him up, and said, “I am a criminal, and have not had the honor of meeting you before. A few days ago I was beholden to you for saving me from a beating, and since then I have been honored by your kindly sending me food and wine. This you ought not to have done. You have not given me any work to do, so I am a useless fellow, and in eating your food I feel guilty and uneasy.”


  “I have long heard of your name like a crash of thunder,” said Shi En. “But unfortunately we have ever been separated by impassable roads so that I could not meet you. Fortunately we meet today and I must pay you respect. I am sorry that as I had no suitable presents for you, I did not dare to approach you before.”


  “Your servant told me that in about three months you would have something definite to say to me. Now, what is it you wish to say?”


  “My servant was simply outspoken to your question, but he did not know anything about the matter. How could he talk in that reckless manner?”


  “You evade my question with literary skill! But why not tell me now instead of leaving me in a melancholy frame of mind? Please speak outright! Do you want me to do something?”


  “As the servant has said this, I will tell you. As you are a great hero and a straightforward man, I have one thing to request you to do for me, which nobody else can do. But you came from a good distance, and must have been tired upon your arrival here, and have not had time to regain your strength. So if you will now rest for a few months to restore your strength, I will tell you something when you are in better form.”


  Wu Song burst into loud laughter upon hearing this, and said, “Last year I was very ill with fever for three months, but when passing Jingyang Ridge I being somewhat tipsy killed a tiger with only three blows of my fist and a couple of kicks. Am I not better today than on that occasion?”


  “I cannot tell you about the affair just now. We had better wait until you are quite in good health, and then I will tell you.”


  “But why do you think that I am not strong now? Well, yesterday I was at the King of Heaven’s Shrine, and saw there a large boulder. What is the weight of that?”


  “I am afraid that it may be about four hundred jin in weight,” said Shi En.


  “I will go there with you to see whether I can lift it or not.”


  “Let us finish our wine, and then I will go with you,” said Shi En.


  “I would rather go first, and drink the wine when we come back,” replied Wu Song.


  So they both went to the King of Heaven’s Shrine, and when they arrived the prisoners there stood to attention, and gave salutations.


  Wu Song took hold of the boulder, and moved it. He laughed and said, “I am now so delicate that I cannot move it?”


  “That is a very heavy stone, and you cannot make little of it,” said Shi En.


  “So you really think I cannot lift it up? All of you get out of the way, and watch me lift it.” He then took off his upper garments, and tied them round his waist, and easily lifted the stone up. He threw it away, and it fell with a thud on the ground making a hole about a foot deep. All the bystanders were thunderstruck at this. But Wu Song had not finished. He now seized the stone with one hand, drew it out of the hole, and hurled it about ten feet high. As it fell he caught it in both hands, and gently placed it in its original place. He immediately turned round and faced the crowd of spectators, and they could see that his face was not red; his heart was not palpitating, and that he was not out of breath from his exertion.


  Shi En embraced Wu Song and paid his respects kneeling to Wu Song, and said, “Elder brother, you are an extraordinary man. You have supernatural powers.”


  The prisoners standing round also knelt down, and saluted Wu Song saying, “You really have supernatural powers.”


  Shi En took Wu Song to his private apartment, where they sat down. Wu Song said, “Now, I hope, sir, that you will tell me what that business is.”


  “Wait a little, until my father comes, when I will tell you all about it,” replied Shi En.


  “If you want to tell me to do a thing, then don’t act in such a childish way,” said Wu Song. “This does not look manly. Even if it is a matter of the sword I can do it. If I refuse to do a man’s job then I am no longer a man.”


  Shi En clasped his hands over his heart, and told Wu Song about the affair which involved killing of men, and equaled in grandeur the killing of a tiger.


   


  He raised his fists—the thunder roared,


  And wind and rain were shaken.


  



  CHAPTER 28

   

  Shi En Reestablishes Himself at Mengzhou; Wu Song While Drunk Strikes Jiang, the Door God


   


   


   


  “ELDER brother, please be seated,” said Shi En, “and I will tell you all the details of my grievances.”


  “Sir, please select the more important part, and tell me that at once without any attempt at literary skill,” said Wu Song.


  “In my youth I had a teacher who trained me so well that I got the nickname in the Mengzhou district of the ‘Golden Eyed Tiger Cub.’ Just outside the East Gate of this town there is a market place called ‘Kuaihuo Forest.’ The merchants there all come from Shandong and Hebei provinces. At that spot there are over one hundred inns and about thirty gambling dens, besides many money-changing shops. Previously I relied upon my athletic skill and opened an inn there where I employed about eighty criminals as assistants, and supplied all the gambling dens, shops, and inns with meat and wine. Moreover, all the prostitutes who came to that place had to see me first, and I controlled their affairs. I made plenty of money, and every month my income was about three hundred taels of silver.


  “Recently a Drill Instructor named Zhang came here with a man named Jiang Zhong from East Luzhou. The latter is a tall fellow—over six feet high, and because of this, people give him the nickname Jiang the ‘Door God.’ He is quite skilled with lance and cudgel, and also at hand combat. He used to boast that no man is his equal in those matters, that for three years he has established himself with no rivalry and that no one throughout the empire can contend with him. He once fought with me over the Kuaihuo Forest and gave me such a beating that I was confined to my bed for two months. When you arrived here I had my head bandaged, and my arm in a sling, and even now I have not quite recovered. I was waiting until I could find a man who would fight him, because he has the soldiers from Drill Instructor Zhang who would easily repulse any attack that I could make. I am extremely annoyed because I cannot avenge myself. I have heard that you are a great hero, and if I could get you to help me against this boastful fellow and get my hatred satisfied, I would be contented even on my death. I was afraid that after your hard journey you would not be in good health so I gave instructions that you were to be fed and treated well. I would wait until you recover your full strength, and then we can discuss the matter. I did not expect that my servant would have broached the matter so soon, but as he has told you, I cannot conceal the real situation from you.”


  “How many heads and arms has this Jiang the ‘Door God’?” asked Wu Song laughingly.


  “Of course,” replied Shi En, “he has only one head and two arms. How could he have more?”


  Wu Song laughed again and said, “I thought that perhaps he had three heads and six arms, like Nezha, son of Li Jing, but as he is only an ordinary man why should I be afraid of him?”71


  “As I have no particular skill I cannot oppose him successfully,” said Shi En.


  “I do not wish to boast, but I am always confident in my own skill to fight the strong but evil men of the empire. Now this being the case why should I remain here? I will go straightway without waiting for another drink. You come with me, and see how I crush that beast. I will forfeit my life if I happen to kill him with my fist.”


  “Elder brother, please wait a bit,” said Shi En, “until my father arrives. If he approves of our plan you can go. We must not be reckless in this matter. We had better send a man tomorrow to inquire whether Jiang the ‘Door God’ is at home, and if he is there then we can go the following day, and if he is not there then of course we shall have to wait. If we went there without preparation it would only scare him out of his cover, and he would be on his guard hereafter.”


  Wu Song was anxious to go, and said, “Sir, do you think he would try to hit me if I went there? Is this a man’s job? Let us go at once and not wait for any tomorrow. If we are decided then we must go at once, and not be afraid of any preparation he may make.”


  Shi En could not induce him to alter his mind, and just as he had given up the idea, the warden came from behind a screen close to where they were sitting, and said, “Hero, I have been eavesdropping for some time. Today I am very fortunate in meeting such a hero. My son is as enlightened as beholding the sun blazing forth from a cloudy sky. I request you to come with me to an inner room where we can have a chat for a short time.”


  They accordingly adjourned to the inner room where the warden asked Wu Song to be seated, but the latter declined as he was a criminal, and dared not be seated in the presence of an official.


  “Do not talk like that,” replied the warden. “Hero, my stupid son has been extremely fortunate in meeting you so why should you be so polite?”


  Wu Song begged to be excused, and then sat down, but asked why Shi En should not also sit down.


  “My father is sitting with you, please do not worry about me.”


  “If you remain standing I shall not feel comfortable,” said Wu Song.


  “Hero,” said the old warden, “as you take things like this I will ask my son to be seated, seeing that there is no other person present.”


  The servant brought in wine, food, and fruit, and the old man personally offered a cup of wine to Wu Song, and said, “Hero, who would not pay respect to such a brave man as you? Previously my son was engaged in some business at the Kuaihuo Forest, not for coveting wealth and profits, but to improve the prospects of the town, and add something to the atmosphere there. It was unexpected that such a man as Jiang the ‘Door God,’ relying solely on his brutal strength, could have taken the trade from him, This injury and wrong would never be avenged without such a hero and righteous warrior as you. I hope that you will not forsake my son, and if you will pledge me by drinking this cupful of wine, my son will give you four kowtows, and respect you as his elder brother.”


  “I am not skillful in arms so how dare I receive your son’s respects? If I should vainty would ruin my chances of old age.” He however drank the wine, and Shi En kowtowed to him four times. Wu Song hurriedly returned the respects, and made a sign of their brotherhood.


  That day Wu Song was very happy, and so drunk that he had to be led to his room by a servant.


  The next day the old official spoke to his son, Shi En, “Yesterday Wu Song got quite intoxicated so how can we ask him to start on that errand? We had better get a man to tell him that Jiang the ‘Door God,’ is away from home just now, and that he had better wait for a day or two.”


  So Shi En went himself to Wu Song, and spoke to that effect. He said they might start off the following day.


  “Tomorrow will do just as well,” said Wu Song. “But I have to keep my anger for one day.”


  So after they had had breakfast they went together for a stroll in front of the hall. They discussed matters relating to military drill, fencing, and fighting. At noon they had their meal together, and Shi En noticed that Wu Song was liable to get drunk again before the day was out so he served few cups of wine. After lunch they both retired to their own quarters. Two servants brought hot water for Wu Song to have a bath. Wu Song asked them, “How is it that at lunch there was such a lot of food and so little wine?”


  “We dare not deceive you,” replied the servants. “This morning the old warden and his son were talking about you. They noticed that you had drunk a lot of wine, and they were afraid that if you had plenty of wine today it might delay the business they have in view for you. Therefore they did not offer you much wine. Tomorrow they will certainly ask you to undertake that affair.”


  “It means that if I get drunk the matter will be spoiled?”


  “That is what they thought,” replied the servant.


  That night Wu Song awaited the daybreak with impatience. As soon as it was daylight he got up, and after a wash, put on a turban with a “Wan” swastika decoration; a coat of yellow color with a waist belt of red silk; hempen shoes, with puttees folded up to the knees. He told the servant to bring him a plaster which he put on his face to cover the branded mark there indicating that he was a criminal.


  Shi En soon came, and invited him to have breakfast with them. After the meal Shi En told him that there was a horse standing at a trough at the back, ready for him to ride.


  “My feet are not small,” said Wu Song, “so why should I ride? There is one matter however that I should like you to attend to.”


  “Elder brother, speak plainly, as there is nothing that I would not do for you.”


  “When you go with me outside the town I want you to give me a ‘don’t pass one without three.’”


  “What is that?” asked Shi En. “I do not understand you.”


  Wu Song laughed and replied, “I will tell you. When you want me to fight Jiang the ‘Door God,’ you will invite me to drink three cups of wine at each inn we pass by on our way. If I do not get three cups of wine then I shall not be able to go any further. That is the meaning of ‘don’t pass one without three.’”


  Shi En said, “From here to the Kuaihuo Forest is about five li, and on the way there are about twelve inns. So if you have three cups at each inn that will be thirty-six cups of wine before we get there. You will get drunk, and that will make you unable to succeed in the matter.”


  Wu Song laughed, and said, “Are you afraid that I will get drunk, and then not be able to do the work? But if I get no wine I shall be unable to act. If I have only a little wine I cannot do much business; if I get only half I can do only half; but if I get a full quantity I can exert all my strength and skill and do anything. If I get drunk I have great courage. If I had not been drunk how could I have killed the tiger on Jingyang Ridge? When I fight with Jiang the ‘Door God,’ I must be drunk, and then I shall be able to exert my power to the full.”


  “I did not know that you were like this,” said Shi En. “We have plenty of good wine here, but I was afraid that if you get drunk, you would not be able to attend to business. Therefore last night I did not offer you, my elder brother, much wine. But as things are as you say, then I will tell two servants to get a good supply of wine, and eatables, and take them ahead so that you can partake of them stage by stage on our journey.”


  “That is just my idea,” said Wu Song, “and it will encourage me in fighting against Jiang the ‘Door God.’ If I had no wine how could I exert all my skill? Now let me give him a good beating today so that many people will have a loud cheer.”


  So Shi En prepared a lot of wine and food, and also plenty of cash, and sent two servants with them in advance. His father also secretly selected about twenty stout men to form a rear guard in case of need.


  Shi En started off with Wu Song, and when they were about three hundred paces from the East Gate of Mengzhou they saw an inn at the side of the road. There they found the two servants, who spread the food and wine on a table. Shi En invited Wu Song to sit down and partake of the feast.


  “I do not want small cups,” said Wu Song. “Bring me three big bowls.”


  The servants brought three large cups, and filled them with wine. Wu Song without any ceremony drank the wine, and immediately got up. The servants hurriedly packed up the things, and went off again ahead of Wu Song.


  Wu Song laughed, and said that he now felt much better in his stomach. They started off again. It was then the month of July, and the weather was very hot, with refreshing breezes. They loosened their coats. They had not gone a third of a li when they came to a few houses on the roadside, and there among some trees was another inn. Upon coming closer they saw that it was a small inn which sold homemade wine.


  Shi En stopped and asked, “This is only a very small inn—shall we stop here?”


  “It will do. I will drink only three cups of wine,” said Wu Song. “If I cannot get three cups of wine we cannot go on.”


  They entered the inn, and the servants again spread the food and wine on the table. Wu Song again drank three cups of wine. The servants packed up the things, and went on ahead.


  The two men resumed their journey, but they had not gone a li before they came to another inn. There again Wu Song drank three large cups of wine. We need not recite how many times they went through this process of drinking wine, but after about ten inns Shi En saw to his surprise that Wu Song was by no means drunk.


  Wu Song at last asked how far they were from the Kuaihuo Forest Village. Shi En replied that it was in the forest which they could now see in the distance. Wu Song asked Shi En to wait for him in some other place as he would go himself and find his man. Shi En agreed to this, but he asked Wu Song not to treat his opponent too lightly.


  “Never mind,” said Wu Song. “Let these two servants go with me, and show me the way. If we come to any more inns however, I will still stop and drink wine.”


  Shi En instructed the servants accordingly, and he then departed.


  In the next li Wu Song drank about ten cups of wine. It was getting near noon, and the day was very hot with only a little cooling breeze. Wu Song was beginning to feel the effect of the wine, and he unloosened his clothes. He was not quite drunk, but pretended to be intoxicated and staggered along. When they reached the forest the servants pointed out the inn belonging to Jiang the ‘Door God,’ which was at a crossroad.


  Wu Song told the servants to hide themselves some distance away, and that they were only to come for him when he had given Jiang a good beating. He then entered the forest by the back entrance. He came across a very big man, dressed in a white silk gown, with a fly whisk in his hand. He was seated in a chair in the shade of an ash tree. Wu Song exaggerated his stumbling gait, but did not omit to steal glances at the man whom he thought must be Jiang the ‘Door God.’ Wu Song however continued on his way, and he had not gone more than about fifty strides when he came to the crossroad where there was an inn with a long pole sticking out from the eaves flying a cloth flag bearing four characters meaning, “Delectable Snuggery.” As he came to the front he saw a green varnished railing, with two flags on which were golden characters, reading:


   


  “When, drunk the universe seems big,


  In the pot there is plenty of time.”


   


  On the one hand inside the railing was a stall with meat, and a large chopping block, with knives, choppers, etc. On the other side was a stall with bread on it, and a steam stove. Further inside were three big jars arranged in a line half sunk into the ground and half full of wine. In the center of the room there was a counter with a young woman sitting behind it. She was Jiang the ‘Door God’s concubine, and had previously been a singsong girl. Looking askance at the girl Wu Song entered the room, and sat down on a chair just opposite to the counter. He placed both hands on the table, and deliberately stared at the girl. She turned her head away. Wu Song saw that there were about seven waiters in the inn. He tapped the table and called out, “Where is the proprietor of this establishment?”


  A waiter came forward and asked Wu Song how much wine he wanted.


  “I want four cups of wine,” replied Wu Song, “just to see what it tastes like.”


  The waiter went to the counter, and got the wine from the girl, and placed it in a pan of hot water over a fire to warm. When quite warm he served it to Wu Song who smelt at it, shook his head and said, “Bad! Bad! Bad! Bring some better stuff!”


  The waiter thought that Wu Song was drunk, and he went to the counter again, and whispered to the girl, “Please change this wine for him.” The girl changed the wine for a better quality, and the waiter warmed it at the fire as before. When he served it Wu Song tasted it, and said, “This is also bad! Change it at once, and I will let you off this time.”


  The waiter smothered his rising anger, and went to the counter and said to the girl, “Please change this wine again and don’t be captious with him. He is evidently drunk, and is in a quarrelsome mood.” The girl changed it for a still better quality, and the waiter heated it on the fire as before. He served it to Wu Song who drank it, and said that it was much better. He then asked the waiter what was the name of his master. When Wu Song heard that it was Jiang, he asked why it was not Li. The girl hearing this called out: “Where did this man get drunk, and comes here to try and make trouble?”


  The waiter remarked, “He is evidently a yokel from some other village, and he is just farting, not saying anything important.”


  “What do you say?” asked Wu Song.


  The waiter replied: “We are just talking between ourselves. Guest, take no notice, and just drink your wine.”


  “Waiter, tell that girl at the counter to come here and drink wine with me.”


  “Don’t be absurd!” said the waiter. “She is the wife of the proprietor.”


  “What does it matter if she is?” replied Wu Song. “It is not a serious thing if she drinks wine with me.”


  “You are dead!” yelled the girl. “You are a deadman!” Instantly she pushed open the wicket in the counter, and came forward. Wu Song jumped up, stripped off his upper garments, and tied them round his waist. Throwing a bowl of wine on the floor, he stepped towards the girl, and seized hold of her. His grip was so forceful that she could not move. One hand was round her waist, and the other hand stripped the ornaments off her head and dashed them to pieces on the ground. He then grasped her hair, lifted her over the counter, and dropped her in one of the wine kangs. There was a great splash of wine, and it was really pitiable to see the girl in such a position. There were several waiters who now rushed to attack Wu Song. But Wu Song was in no hurry. As they came up he quietly seized them, and dropped them one by one into the wine jars. Two of them he knocked down with his foot or fist. Those in the jars could not get out, and the two he had knocked down could not get up. They were all in a mess. One servant had however run away, and Wu Song knew that he was going to report the affair to Jiang the ‘Door God,’ so he went after him. He thought if he met him on the way it would only be an opportunity for people to watch the fun and enjoy the sport.


  The servant told Jiang the ‘Door God,’ who was startled, and jumped up knocking over the chair. He threw down his fly whisk and hurried off. He soon met Wu Song at a place where the road was quite wide. Jiang had been indulging in women and wine so that he was not strong and was startled at this unexpectedness. He saw that Wu Song was approaching like a tiger, and began to wonder how he should deal with him. He noticed that the latter appeared to be drunk so he decided upon a sudden attack. The movements of both were very rapid. Wu Song first shook both fists at Jiang, but stepped quickly to one side. Jiang angrily sprang forward, but Wu Song whizzed round and kicked Jiang in the crotch. Jiang clasped both hands to his crotch and stooped down. Wu Song kicked again, and striking Jiang on the forehead, knocked him backwards. Taking a step forward Wu Song planted his foot on Jiang’s breast, and then stooped down to hit him in the face with both his great fists. Wu Song’s methods of using his fists and feet is called, the “Jeweled Ring Swing” and the “Mandarin Duck Kick,” and in both of these he was quite an expert.


  Jiang still lying on the ground pleaded for mercy. Wu Song replied that if he wanted to save his life he must agree to do three things.


  Jiang asked to be forgiven and said that instead of three Wu Song could make three hundred demands, and all would be agreed to.


   


  Disguise is useful when one meets,


       A bully who will disdain reason;


  The hair is cut; the eyebrows trimmed,


       When death demands a quick conclusion.


   


  We will now relate what were the terms that Wu Song laid down.


  

   


   


   


  Footnote


  71 Nezha, a Taoist deity born of mortal parents.




  CHAPTER 29

   

  Shi En Three Times Enters a Death Cell; Wu Song Creates a Disturbance at Feiyun Pool


   


   


   


  “THE first thing,” said Wu Song, “is that you immediately restore all the household goods and furniture to Shi En, the ‘Golden Eyed Tiger Cub.’”


  Jiang immediately agreed to do this.


  “Secondly, that as soon as I allow you to get up you will summon all the brave heroes of this Kuaihuo Forest to come and give obeisance to Shi En.”


  Jiang also agreed to do this.


  “Thirdly, that as soon as you have done these two things you will leave this district, and not return to it again. If I see you here again I will again beat you. And if you come ten times, I will beat you ten times. If I treat you lightly you will be nearly dead, but if I beat you thoroughly you will certainly be killed. Do you also agree to this condition?”


  Jiang wanted to preserve his life so as soon as he heard this he also agreed.


  Wu Song picked him up, and saw that his face was bruised and that his lips were swollen already. His head was wrested to one side, and blood was flowing from a wound in his temple. Wu Song pointed his finger at Jiang the ‘Door God,’ and abused him, “What a small thing you are! When I killed the tiger I only gave three blows of my fist and a couple of kicks. Be quick and hand over those plunderings. If you are a little slow I shall beat you again.”


  Jiang the ‘Door God,’ now knew that his opponent was Wu Song, and he signified his submission. While they were talking thus Shi En arrived with about twenty armed men to settle the issue by force if necessary. They were exceedingly delighted to see that Wu Song had been victorious, and they all gathered round him.


  Wu Song pointing his finger at Jiang the ‘Door God,’ said, “The original proprietor of the shop has now arrived so now send for the men to make obeisance to him.”


  Jiang asked them all to go and sit down in the inn. Wu Song took them all to the inn, where they found the floor was all flooded with wine. The men and the girl had managed to get out of the jars but their faces were badly besmeared, and their clothes were dripping with wine. All the other waiters had run away. Wu Song and his followers entered the inn and sat down. He told Jiang to get his things packed, ready, and put the baggage on a cart, and send them and the girl off in advance. The waiters were sent off to bring the heroes of the village to the inn to pay respects to Shi En. When they arrived they were all asked to take their seats at the tables on which was a bountiful supply of the best wine.


  Wu Song told Shi En to take the seat of honor, and Jiang the ‘Door God,’ to sit by his side. Each man had a large cup, and after they had all drunk several cups of warm wine Wu Song spoke, “Honorable neighbors, I, Wu Song, committed murder at Yanggu County, and was banished to this place. Upon arrival here I heard people say that this inn in the Kuaihuo Forest formerly belonged to Shi En, and that it was taken from him by force, and without payment, by Jiang the ‘Door God.’ But you must not suppose that Shi En is my master or that I have any thing to do with him. I have always tried to punish those who are unfair to their fellow men. In my travels I would draw out my sword whenever I see any injustice. I have never been afraid of death. Today I would have given Jiang the ‘Door God,’ a very severe thrashing, and rid this village of an evil but out of due regard to you honorable neighbors I spare his life, on the condition that he must go to some other district this very evening. If however I ever see him return to this place I will deal with him in the same way that I treated the tiger on Jingyang Ridge.”


  Upon hearing this all the neighbors knew that he was Wu Song, and they now stood up and spoke in favor of Jiang the ‘Door God,’ “Good sir, please appease your anger. We will see that he goes, and restores the property to Shi En.”


  Jiang dared not say a word, but duly handed over the property to Shi En. He saluted the neighbors, put his baggage on a cart, and departed.


  Wu Song drank wine with the neighbors until they were all drunk. They left in the evening when Wu Song went to sleep, and did not get up until the following morning about 9 A.M.


  When Shi, the old warden, heard that his son had again got control of the Kuaihuo Forest, he rode a horse, and upon reaching the inn he thanked Wu Song for what he had done. During the following days they had bountiful feasts for celebration. In the Kuaihuo Forest there was not a single man who did not hear of Wu Song and come to congratulate him. The inn was renovated, and reopened. Shi, the old warden, returned home, but Wu Song stayed at the inn where the business was more prosperous than before. All the gambling dens and exchange shops sent greater sums to Shi En, so that he was now making double profits. Shi En paid great respects to Wu Song, and looked upon him as a parent.


  After more than a month the weather got cooler, and pleasant breezes introduced the beginning of autumn. We might write a lot about this pleasant period, but we must desist. One day Shi En was discussing with Wu Song the art of fencing and hand combat, when they saw three soldiers leading a horse stop in front of the inn, and ask for the proprietor, and then also asked whether “that tiger slayer, Wu Song, was also there.”


  Shi En recognized the soldiers as the adjutants of Colonel Zhang Mengfang at Mengzhou. So he went outside and asked what they wanted Wu Song for.


  “Our commander has ordered us to come here to invite Wu Song,” said a soldier. “Here is our written order.”


  Shi En read the order and thought, “This Colonel Zhang is my father’s superior, and my father is at his disposal. As Wu Song is a banished convict and also under his control so that he will have to go.” So Shi En went inside and told Wu Song that these soldiers had an order from Colonel Zhang to take him to see that officer, that they had brought a horse for him to ride. And he asked what did he think about it?


  Wu Song was a straightforward man, and at once replied, “As the Colonel wants me, I must go and see what he has to say.”


  So Wu Song went at once to change his dress, and taking a servant with him, mounted the horse, and set off for Mengzhou. Upon arrival at Colonel Zhang’s house he dismounted, and followed a soldier inside.


  When Zhang saw Wu Song he was much pleased, and told him to come forward. Wu Song saluted, and clasping both hands stood with attention at one side.


  Zhang spoke, “I have heard that you are a great man, without equal in bravery, and are firm and constant with your companions whether in life or death. For some time I have been looking out for such a man as you, but do not know whether you would care to act as my confidential personal guard.”


  Wu Song knelt down and said, “I am a criminal. If I am to be favored by such a promotion I would, of course, like to be your servant, and wait upon Your Excellency.”


  Zhang was much pleased at this, and ordered a servant to bring some fruit and wine. When it arrived he poured out the wine himself, and offered it to Wu Song. Wu Song drank much wine. He also arranged for him a room quite close to his own quarter.


  The following day he sent a messenger to Shi En to get Wu Song’s things as the latter was going to stay at the Colonel’s residence. After that Zhang often had Wu Song in his private apartments at meals, and treated him as a member of his family. A tailor was ordered to make suits of clothes for him for the autumn season. Wu Song was much pleased at these indications of good will, and knew that it was very unusual for such a high official to treat men in this way. “Since I came here I have not been a few steps away from His Excellency so that I have had no opportunity of going to the Kuaihuo Forest to visit Shi En. But he has several times sent men to see me, but they have never been allowed to come inside here.”


  In the yamen Colonel Zhang and Wu Song became more and more intimate as time went on. Whatever Wu Song spoke in favor of any man who had confided in him with any important affair Colonel Zhang would agree to. Therefore people gave Wu Song much silver, money, silk, etc. which he stored away in a ratten basket.


  Time passed quickly, and it was soon the middle of autumn. Colonel Zhang prepared a feast in his inner apartments to celebrate the Mid-Autumn Festival, and invited Wu Song to join him. When Wu Song arrived he saw the wife and family of Zhang were there, so after drinking one cup of wine he prepared to depart, but Zhang asked where he was going. Wu Song replied, “As your wife and family are here I must act in a polite way and not stay.”


  Zhang laughed, but was pleased to hear this. He said, “You make a mistake! I respect you as a hero. I particularly asked you to come, and dine with me, so what difference does it make that my wife and family are also here? Please sit down.”


  “But I am a criminal,” replied Wu Song. “So how dare I sit down in your company.”


  “Hero,” said Chang, “why should you not associate with us? There are no strangers here, so why not sit down?”


  Wu Song still wanted to go, but Zhang repeatedly pressed him to stay. At last he agreed to stop, and sat down on the edge of the chair in accordance with etiquette. A maidservant filled their cups with wine, and their conversation was about military skill. At last Zhang asked him why he drank so little wine, and he told the girl attendant to bring large silver cups for the wine. He then gave Wu Song plenty of wine, and one cup quickly followed another. The bright moonlight was streaming through the eastern window. Wu Song was now drinking to excess, and being half drunk threw decorum to the wind, and forgot his manners. Zhang sent for a young maidservant named Yulan, whom Zhang liked very much because of her singing. When she arrived he said to her, “There is nobody here except my personal bodyguard Wu Song. You can sing to us that song about the Mid-Autumn Moonlight.” Yulan took her ivory castanets, and saluted. She then sang the poem by Su Dongpo:


   


  THE AUTUMN MOON


   


  I cannot sleep a bit tonight,


  The sky’s so clear with moonlight;


  I roll up jeweled blinds and gaze,


  On scene so vast and lovely.


  The moon has light, and shadows black,


  Now full, but soon a crescent;


  But why not always full and round,


  And perfect—never changing?


  All men have pleasures—sorrows too,


  And friendship mixed with hatred;


  I hope for future manifest,


  With beauty, virtue constant.


  Bright moon sails th’ empyrean blue,


  And knows the ways of Heaven;


  It’s breast unstirred by feelings vile,


  A piece of jade quite flawless.


  I wish to mount the wind and fly,


  To those far heights so dizzy;


  And climb the pure, cold towers of jade,


  And gaze on jeweled heavens.


  But all! I should a shadow cast,


  Upon the scene below me;


  I am but human and of clay,


  Must leave those heights for Chang’e.


  (“Chang’e” is the goddess in the moon.)


   


  When Yulan had finished, she gave a woman’s salute; put down her ivory castanets, and stood at one side.


  Colonel Zhang spoke to her, “Yulan, you can fill up our cups with wine.” She took a tray with wine, and a maidservant accompanied her filling the cups. She first served the Colonel, then his wife, and then Wu Song. When Wu Song was receiving his wine he bowed his head slightly as a sign of compliments. He saluted both Colonel Zhang and his wife, and then drank the wine at one draft, and returned the cup to the girl.


  Colonel Zhang pointed to Yulan and said to Wu Song, “This girl is very clever. She is skilled not only in music, but is very capable at needlework. If she finds favor in your eye we could select a lucky day, and marry her to you.”


  Wu Song saluted and replied, “I am hardly worthy of marrying a woman from your household. Would it not also injure my prospects of a livelihood here?”


  The Colonel laughed, “As I have said I must give her to you, so do not decline my proposal.”


  Wu Song felt that he had taken too much wine and was afraid that he might lose his manners. He got up, saluted everybody, and left. Upon entering his own room he felt that he could not sleep on account of the wine so he took off his upper garments and unwound his turban. Taking a cudgel he went out into the yard. There was bright moonlight, and he went through a few exercises. Noticing the position of the moon and stars he knew that it was about 1 A.M. So going indoors again he was just on the point of undressing when he heard cries in the inner apartments that thieves had got in. Wu Song thought that as the Colonel had treated him so well it was his duty to go and rescue him from the thieves. So seizing his cudgel he hurried off to the inner apartments, and there met Yulan in an agitated state. She shouted out, “A thief has entered the garden.” So he went into the flower garden, and searched for the thief without finding him. At last he gave up the search, and was carelessly returning when in a shadow he fell over a stool that had been left there. Immediately about eight soldiers rushed forward shouting, “Here’s the thief!” They seized him, and bound his hands behind his back with a rope.


  Wu Song called out, “It is not I!” but the soldiers were not going to listen to anything he said. Wu Song saw that Colonel Zhang was seated in a room where there was a bright light from a large candle. Zhang called out, “Bring the thief here!”


  The soldiers beat Wu Song at each step as they took him into the room where he called out, “I am Wu Song. I am not a thief.” Upon looking at him Zhang was very angry, and abused him, saying, “You banished thief! You previously had the eyes, eyebrows, heart, and liver of a thief. Yet I treated you well, asked you to dine with me, and had the intention of making you an official. So how is it that you have now done this vile thing?”


  “Sir, I came to try and arrest the thief,” said Wu Song, “and they have arrested me by mistake. I am a most respectable person so how could I commit a theft?”


  “You rascal need not offer any excuse,” said Zhang. “Take him to his room, and see if there are any stolen goods there.”


  The soldiers took Wu Song to his quarters, and opened his boxes. At the top was his clothing, but underneath were silver drinking cups and vessels, which were worth about two hundred taels of silver. Upon seeing these Wu Song stared with astonishment as they were not his things. The soldiers took all the valuables to Zhang who said, “Banished thief! So impertinent you are! These things have been found in your boxes so what excuse can you make? There is a saying, ‘It is easier to get animals reincarnated, but the souls of men never change.’ Outwardly you have a honest man’s appearance, but it is evident that you have the heart of a criminal.” Turning to the soldiers he said, “Take the stolen things, and after sealing them up place them in the treasury for the night and tomorrow we will cross-examine this villain.”


  Wu Song called out, “I am being wrongly accused.” But the soldiers would not allow him to say anything more. They took Wu Song away, and locked him up in a cell. Zhang sent a messenger that same night to report the affair to the Prefect, and also offered bribes to all the lower officials. Early the next morning the Prefect took his seat on the bench, and was surrounded by all the minor officials, yamen aides, and policemen. Wu Song was brought into court under arrest, and the sealed packages of the stolen goods were also brought in. A confidential secretary of Colonel Zhang handed to the Prefect a dispatch stating the details of the case agaist Wu Song. The jailers placed before Wu Song the instruments for punishment, but before Wu Song could utter a single word, the Prefect said, “This fellow was banished from a distant place, and how could he help becoming a thief. He has evidently seen valuables about, and so has harbored evil thoughts. Since the booty has been discovered in his possession so that there is no need for us to listen to his stupid talk, and we will give him a severe beating.”


  The jailer took the split bamboo, and dealt Wu Song a perfect downpour of blows. Wu Song knew that there was something underhand in all this, but as he saw no means of escape he confessed as follows: “On the fifteenth day of this month I saw many silver drinking cups in the yamen, and that was when I got the idea of stealing them.” This forced confession was duly recorded, and handed to the Prefect who said, “This fellow was evidently led astray upon seeing so many valuables, but we won’t go into that. Bring the cangue here, nail it on his neck, and take him to prison for execution. The jailer fastened on Wu Song an oblong cangue, and took him off to the jail where prisoners await execution. Upon arriving there Wu Song thought matters over. He could see no other explanation, but that Colonel Zhang had arranged this trick to get him into trouble. He thought however if he could survive this infliction he would take the matter in hand and look for revenge. In the prison both Wu Song’s legs and hands were locked with chains so that he could hardly move at all.


  Now Shi En heard of this affair and went to discuss it with his father. His father said, “Evidently this is the revenge of Jiang the ‘Door God,’ who must have heavily bribed Colonel Zhang, and then both of them have arranged this plot. They must have bribed everybody so that no one wants to hear his defense, but all hope to kill him. I think that he is not so guilty as deserving of death so we had better send money and bribe the jailers. They may alleviate the punishments, and allow him to live. Besides we must find other ways to save him.”


  “There is a minor officer in the prison named Kang who is my intimate friend,” said Shi En, “so I have to go and talk to him.”


  “You are under an obligation to Wu Song so if you do not go who else would go?” said his father.


  So Shi En took about two hundred taels of silver, and went to Kang’s house, but the jailer had not returned from the prison. Shi En sent a servant to the prison, and in a short time Kang arrived. Shi En told him all about Wu Song.


  Kang replied, “The matter has really been arranged between Colonel Zhang and his friend Captain Zhang. Jiang the ‘Door God,’ has been staying with Captain Zhang and requested him to bribe his friend Colonel Zhang for him to do this vile thing. Every official concerned has been bribed as well. In the prison every jailer has been paid to do this. The Prefect is willing to take the responsibility for the killing of Wu Song, but Chief Clerk Ye does not agree. Ye is a very honest and upright man, and would not punish innocent persons, so Wu Song is in no danger at present. Now that I have heard your version of the case I will see that Wu Song is well treated in the prison. You had better however send someone to explain the case to Chief Clerk Ye, and ask him to arrange for Wu Song’s release.”


  Shi En gave Kang one hundred taels of silver, and after some declination Kang accepted it. Shi En then returned home, and found a man who was a personal friend of Chief Clerk Ye. He explained the matter, and gave him one hundred taels of silver to approach Ye about the matter.


  Now Chief Clerk Ye already knew that Wu Song was a hero, and he had already a mind to save him although the Prefect had personally given him instructions to deal with the prisoner harshly. Examining the accusations he saw that even if Wu Song had stolen goods he was not deserving of death. Taking everything into consideration he decided to exempt Wu Song from the crime, especially as he had now received one hundred taels of silver through a friend of the prisoner.


  The next day Shi En took a large quantity of wine and food to the prison, and was allowed by Kang to give it personally to Wu Song. Shi En also gave the jailers about thirty taels of silver and they loosened the chains binding Wu Song. Shi En told Wu Song that he had spoken to Chief Clerk Ye about his case, and he would be treated much better and that when the sentence had been served he would be released. At that time Wu Song’s bonds had not been so tight so that he had even begun to think of escaping from the prison, but now that Shi En had held out hope of other arrangements he gave up that idea. Shi En spoke many comforting words to Wu Song before he left for home.


  Two days later Shi En took a further supply of wine, food, and money to the prison, and after seeing the jailer Kang he was allowed to interview Wu Song again. Upon returning home he engaged a man again to visit the officials concerned, and urged them to settle the case of Wu Song as soon as possible. After a few days more Shi En again visited the prison and distributed more money, wine, and food to the jailers, and begged them still to treat Wu Song with leniency. He also brought new clothes for Wu Song to change. Altogether Shi En visited the prison three times in this way.


  Now it happened that a confidential servant of Captain Zhang saw Shi En visiting the prison, and reported the matter to his master. Captain Zhang conveyed this information to his friend Colonel Zhang who passed it to the Prefect with a present of money. The Prefect was a corrupt official, and received the bribe. He deputed a man to visit the prison, and keep a watch there as to what was happening. Whenever the spy saw an outsider there he would arrest him. But Shi En got to know of this so he kept away for some time. The jailers continued to treat Wu Song well. Shi En now had to visit the home of Kang, the prison official, where he got all the necessary news.


  Chief Clerk Ye, who had the case in hand, had already made up his mind as to what should be done and reported to the Prefect all the underhand management of the two Zhangs. The Prefect himself was now well aware that Colonel Zhang and his friend Captain Zhang had received plenty of money from Jiang the ‘Door God,’ and that was why they both were trying to injure Wu Song. The Prefect thought, “Those fellows have got the money, and expect me to do the dirty work.” Accordingly he was determined not to press the case any further. At the end of the second month Wu Song was taken before the Prefect who ordered the cangue be removed. Chief Clerk Ye read out the confessions of Wu Song’s guilt, and the Prefect gave judgment that he be given twenty blows with the bamboo, and be sent to the prison at Enzhou. The stolen goods were to be restored to the owner, and they were duly delivered to the messenger from Colonel Zhang. The blows were duly inflicted on Wu Song, then his face was branded with characters, and a cangue weighing about ten pounds was fastened round his neck. A dispatch was written, and handed to two strong men who had been selected to convey Wu Song to En Chow.


  Now Shi En’s father had bribed the men not to give heavy blows. Both the Prefect and Chief Clerk Ye knew that Wu Song was wronged and so condoned the punishment.


  Wu Song suppressed his anger. After the punishment the escort set off with Wu Song walking in front. They had not gone a quarter of a li when they passed an inn at the side of the road where Shi En came out and spoke to Wu Song: “I have been waiting here for some time in order to see you before you go.”


  Wu Song saw that Shi En had a bandage round his head, and his hand was suspended from his neck. So he asked, “I have not seen you for a long time, but how is it that you dress like this?”


  “After I visited you in the prison the third time the Prefect got to know it, and sent a spy to keep watch in the prison, and Colonel Zhang also had another spy outside the prison to watch my movements. Therefore it was not advisable for me to visit you again in the prison. So I only went to the jailer Kang’s house to get news.


  “About a month ago Jiang the ‘Door God,’ accompanied by a number of men, came to the inn at the Kuaihuo Forest and assaulted me. They also insisted upon me paying obeisance to Jiang the ‘Door God,’ in the presence of mediators. He then took the inn and the furniture from me again. Today I heard that you are to be banished to Enzhou, so I bring two suits of cotton clothes here so that I can give them to you personally. I have also prepared two roasted geese which I hope you will partake of before starting on your long journey.” He also invited the escort to enter the inn, and dine with them. But the two men declined because Wu Song was a thief, and if the officials got to know of this affair they would be complicated. They continued that if Shi En did not want a beating he must get away at once. Shi En did not like this talk so he offered the escort ten taels of silver. They angrily declined the money, and pressed Wu Song to start. Shi En bought two cups of wine, and offered them to Wu Song. He also strapped the bundle of clothing round his waist, and fastened the two roasted geese to his cangue. He then whispered to Wu Song, “Inside the bundle are some bits of silver which you can use for your expenses on the journey. There are also two pairs of hempen shoes for you. On the way you must beware of these two ruffians.’


  “You need not say anything more,” said Wu Song. “I understand. Even if there were four such men I should not be afraid. You go back now, and don’t worry about me. I already have a plan.”


  Shi En wept as he departed.


  Wu Song and his escort resumed their journey, but they had gone only a few li when the two soldiers conversed in an undertone, “Those two men have not arrived yet.” But Wu Song heard this remark, and laughed to himself and thought, “Those two fellows evidently will be unfortunate if they come and fight with me. One of Wu Song’s hands was fastened to the cangue, but the other hand was free. With the free hand he took the roasted geese off the cangue, and ate them as he walked. He had eaten both of them before they had gone a couple of li more. They were barely three li from the town when he saw two men at the side of the road. They both had halberds in their hands, and swords in their belts. As the escort came up they fell in behind without saying a word. But as they went along Wu Song noticed that they were winking to each other, and he almost got their meaning. They had hardly traveled another li before they came to a rapid flowing river with a large pool.


  There was a broad wooden bridge across the river with an gate arch at one end on which were three characters, “Feiyun Pool.” Pretending not to see this he asked his escort, “What is this place called?”


  The two men replied, “As you are not blind you ought to be able to see the characters on the gate arch that this is the Feiyun Pool.”


  Wu Song stopped on the bridge, and said, “I need to pee here.”


  The two armed with halberds had barely come one step nearer when Wu Song cried out “down you go!” and with one kick he knocked one into the water. The other turned to escape, but Wu Song kicked him in the back, and he turned a somersault into the water as well. The two other men escorting him were excited at this, and turned to get off the bridge, but Wu Song shouted out, “Where are you going?” At the same time he wrenched the cangue into two parts, and pursued the men. On leaving the bridge one man fell, but Wu Song ignored him and catching up to the other one hit him with his fist, and knocked him down. One of the halberds had not fallen in the water so Wu Song got this, and killed both men. Both of the men whom he had kicked into the river had by now swum to the bank, but Wu Song overtook them, and killed one of them at once. He seized hold of the other, and said, “If you tell me the truth I will not kill you.”


  The man said, “We are both followers of Jiang the ‘Door God.’ He and Colonel Zhang sent us to accompany your escort, and to kill you at the first opportunity.”


  “Where is Jiang the Door God, just now?”


  “When we started off he was with Captain Zhang at Colonel Zhang’s house, drinking wine in the Yuanyang Tower, and they told us to go there, and report the result of the plot.”


  “Under these circumstances I cannot forgive you,” said Wu Song, and taking the halberd he killed that man also. He selected the best of the weapons, and threw the men’s bodies into the river. He stayed on the bridge for some time looking round, and thought, “I have killed these four men, but I shall not be satisfied until I have also killed Colonel Zhang, Jiang the ‘Door God,’ and Captain Zhang.”


  He at last started off to return to Mengzhou.


   


  Red lamp shines in drawing-room,


  Sudden death has stained the floor.


   


  We will now relate what occurred when Wu Song reached Mengzhou.


  



  CHAPTER 30

   

  Blood Spilt at the Yuanyang Tower; a Night Walk to the Wugong Ridge


   


   


   


  WU SONG reached Mengzhou in the evening, and went to Colonel Zhang’s house. He found no one in the yard, and hid himself there. In a short time he heard a door open, and saw a groom enter the yard holding a lighted lamp. The groom hung up the lamp, and fed the horses with hay. He then took the lamp and returned to his room where he undressed, and went to bed. Just then a watchman outside struck his drum four times indicating that it was about 10 P.M. Wu Song went to the door of the man’s room, and pushed the door a little. The groom heard the noise and called out, “I am just going to sleep, and it is still a little early for you to steal my clothes.”


  Wu Song placed his halberd at the side of the door, and drawing a sword from his belt he again pushed the door. The groom could not stand this noise, so he sprang from his bed, seized a stick, and went to the door. Immediately Wu Song threw the door open and stepping forward he seized the groom by the hair. The groom was surprised, and was about to cry out, but seeing the sword in Wu Song’s hand could only beg for mercy.


  “Do you know me?”


  The groom recognized the voice of Wu Song, and said, “Elder brother, I had nothing to do with it. Please spare me.”


  “Tell me the truth, where is Colonel Zhang now?”


  “Colonel Zhang has been drinking wine all day with Jiang the ‘Door God,’ and Captain Zhang, and they are still drinking in the Yuanyang Tower.”


  “Is that really so?”


  “If I do not speak the truth may I be seized by the foulest disease.”


  “Then I cannot spare your life,” said Wu Song, and he killed the man straightway. He then changed his clothes, and put on the new suit that Shi En had given him. He took a blanket off the groom’s bed, wrapped his silver inside it, and placed it near the door of the room. He next lifted a door out of its socket, and placed it against the wall. He blew out the lamp in the room, and taking his halberd he climbed up the door and over the wall.


  It was a bright moonlight night. He soon found the door, and opened it from inside. He took the door reared against the wall, and put it back in its place. He then returned to the garden, and went toward the place when he saw many lamps. The light came from the kitchen, and looking inside he saw two women servants round the stove, and heard them grumbling, “We have been waiting on them all day, and yet there is no sign of their going to bed. The guests too have no sense of shame. They are almost drunk, and yet they would not go to sleep.” While they were still murmuring, Wu Song leaned his halberd against the wall, drew his bloody sword, and pushing the door open, entered the kitchen. He seized one of the women by her hair, and cut off her head. The other woman seeing this was paralyzed with fear—her legs could not move, and she could not even scream. Wu Song killed her also, and then blew out the lamps. The moonlight shining through the windows enabled him to find his way about, and he crept towards the guest chamber. He knew the way. He found the ladder leading up to the Yuanyang Tower, and stealthily ascended. The men servants had already departed as they were tired of having been on duty continuously all day long. Listening at the door Wu Song could hear the three men talking together inside.


  He heard Jiang the “Door God,” say, “I am obliged to you for taking revenge in my behalf, and I shall fully recompense you.”


  “Who would like to do this but for my younger brother Captain Zhang?” said Colonel Zhang. “Though you have spent much money, yet you have well disposed of that fellow. He must be dead by now. When those four men come back early tomorrow morning we shall know how the deed was done at the Feiyun Pool.”


  “Four men ought to be enough to kill one man,” said Captain Zhang.


  “Well, I told those two followers of mine that they must get it done there, and report to us as soon as possible,” said Jiang the “Door God.”


  Upon hearing all this Wu Song’s anger was enough to burst the sky, and pushing open the door he entered the room. There were about five lamps burning, and the moonlight entered the room through windows, so there was plenty of light. On the table were many drinking vessels. When Jiang the ‘Door God’ saw Wu Song he was so thunderstruck that his spirit flew away to heaven. Before he could stir Wu Song struck him in the face with his sword, and he fell down. Quickly turning round Wu Song struck at Colonel Zhang, who tried to evade the blow, and was cut in the neck. Captain Zhang had military training, and although he was almost drunk, yet when he saw these two men struck down he sprang to action, and seizing a chair raised it above his head, and advanced. But as he struck Wu Song took hold of the chair, and pushing it back upset the balance of Captain Zhang who fell on the floor. In a second Wu Song was on top of him, and cut off his head. Jiang the “Door God,” made an effort to get up, but Wu Song kicked him so that he turned a somersault, and Wu Song taking a sword cut off his head. Wu Song then cut off Colonel Zhang’s head.


  Taking a cup of wine from the table Wu Song drank it off at one draft. He then cut pieces of cloth from the clothing of the dead men, and dipping them in the blood that was covering the floor he wrote eight characters on the white wall: “The murderer is Wu Song, the Tiger Slayer.” He then took the silver utensils from the table, flattened them out with his foot, and placed them in his bosom. He prepared to descend the tower, but just then he heard the mistress below call out, “The officials are evidently drunk, so you two go upstairs and assist them down.” As two servants came up the ladder Wu Song hid at one side of the door, and as they entered he saw that they were the same confidential servants who had arrested him a few days before. He was in the shade, and allowed them to pass, and then stepped out behind them. The servants were so astounded upon seeing the decapitated bodies lying there in pools of blood that they could not utter a sound. The hair on their heads stood on end, and they felt as though a bucket of icy water had been poured over them. As they turned to run away they faced Wu Song who instantly killed one of them. The other one knelt down and begged for mercy, but Wu Song declined to pardon him, and killed him also. The dead were lying all about the room, and blood had been spattered over everything, Wu Song thought, “It is the same whether one kills only one or a hundred—the penalty of death is not more.” He sheathed his sword, and went down the ladder. The mistress below asked what the noise upstairs was about. When she saw a big man advancing towards her she called out, “Who is that?”


  Without saying a word Wu Song struck her a blow with his sword, and she screamed as she fell down. Wu Song was surprised that his blow had not been effective, but upon examining his sword in the moonlight he saw that the blade had been dulled. It was no wonder that it would not cut any more. So he went into the kitchen, and exchanged the sword for his halberd. Upon returning to the tower he saw the singsong girl Yulan with two children, and they were examining the corpse of their mistress. She called out in astonishment. He took his halberd, and drove it into Yulan’s breast, and then also killed the other two children. Opening the door he entered the private apartments, and finding three women there he killed them also. Wu Song soliloquized, “I have killed enough, and will now get away.” He went to the stable where he had left his things, and taking the silver cups from his bosom he made them into a bundle with his other things. Holding his halberd in his hand he strode towards the city gate. But before he reached there he thought, “If I wait for them to open the gate they may try to arrest me so I had better try and get over the wall.” So he went and got on the city wall. It was an earth wall faced with bricks, and not very high. He jumped down and landed at the side of the moat. In the moonlight he could see that the water was only a few feet deep. It was then the tenth lunar month, the time when spring is dry, so there was not much water in the moat. He took off his boots, puttees, and socks, and lifting up his clothes he waded through the water to the opposite bank. He remembered that Shi En had given him a new pair of hempen shoes so taking these out of his bundle he now put them on. Just then he heard the watchman inside the city strike the hour of 4 A.M. He had been very angry, but now he found that his temper had all vanished. He felt no hankering to stay near that place so he set off at a good pace along the eastern road.


  He walked until about 5 A.M. when he began to feel tired, and also felt the pain in his legs from the blows he had received some days ago. Just then he saw an old temple in a grove of trees, so he entered and finding it vacant he lay down to sleep with his bundle as a pillow. He was on the point of closing his eyes when he saw two hooked sticks reaching out to catch his clothes. At the same moment two men rushed in, seized hold of him, and bound him with cords. One man said, “This man is very fat so we can send him to our elder brother.” Wu Song struggled, but could not release himself. The four persons took charge of his sword and bundle. They led him off, and took him to a near village. On the way the four persons spoke, “See! There is blood on this man. Where can he have come from? He must be a wounded bandit.” Wu Song listened to their conversation, but kept quiet.


  After about a li they came to a straw hut, and pushed Wu Song inside. On one side of the room was a small door leading to another room where a lamp was burning. The four persons stripped the clothes from Wu Song, and bound him to one of the pillars supporting the roof.


  Looking upwards, Wu Song saw two human legs hanging from a rafter. He thought, “These people are evidently murderers, and they have me entirely in their power. If I had known of this I would rather have admitted my guilt in Mengzhou Prefecture, and submitted to execution, than have such a fate as this.”


  The persons examined Wu Song’s bundle, and called out, “Brother and sister-in-law, come here! We have got some first-class booty,” A voice in the inner room replied, “I am coming, and will open the bundle. Leave it alone.” Before you could have drunk a cup of tea, the small door opened, and two persons entered. In front was a woman, and behind her a man. They stared at Wu Song, and the woman said, “Is not this our brother?” The man said, “Yes, he is my brother.” Wu Song upon looking at them closely recognized the man as Zhang Qing, the “Market Gardener,” and the woman was Sun Er Niang, the “Night Witch.” When the four persons saw that Zhang Qing knew Wu Song they hurriedly untied the ropes, and gave clothes for him to dress. They had torn his turban so they found a felt cap for him. Zhang Qing invited Wu Song to go to the inner room, where he saluted him. When he saw the blood on Wu Song’s clothes Zhang Qing was surprised, and asked, “What has happened to you?”


  “That is a long story,” said Wu Song. He then recited to them all the experiences he had had since he last met Zhang Qing at the Cross Road, and also related how he had been captured in the little old temple in the woods. When they heard all this the four assistants knelt and begged Wu Song for forgiveness, saying that they went to the woods to look for some booty because they had lost all their money in gambling.


  Then Zhang Qing and his wife both laughed, and said, “We have been anxious for some time that these four assistants should not kill people, but rather get them alive. How could they understand our arrangement? If our younger brother had not been tired forty people of your sort would not have been able to get access to him.”


  “Well, never mind,” said Wu Song. “As these four assistants have no money to gamble I myself will give them some money.” He opened his bundle, and divided ten taels of silver between them. The four rascals thanked him for this. Zhang Qing seeing this also gave them about three taels of silver.


  Zhang Qing said, “My brother, since your departure I have thought that you would escape and come here again. So I instructed my men that they were to take captives alive. As we were afraid that they would kill people, so I did not supply them with swords, but only hooks on sticks with which they could capture men. Just now when I heard that they had captured something valuable I was afraid that they might kill you so I told them to wait until I had inspected the booty. But still I never imagined that it was really you.”


  “We heard that you had beaten Jiang the ‘Door God,’” said Sun Er Niang, “and whosoever heard the news was quite startled. The merchants from the Kuaihuo Forest who passed here could not however give us any news as to what had happened to you after that affair. But you must be very tired just now, so please go to our guest chamber, and take a rest before you tell us all about it.”


  So Wu Song took this advice, and went to sleep. Zhang Qing and his wife prepared food for Wu Song in the kitchen. It was all ready in a short time, and they then waited for Wu Song to eat the same.


  The following morning when the servants who had not been killed found out what had happened in Colonel Zhang’s quarters they did not dare to raise the alarm. It was quite daylight when they went to the Prefect’s yamen, and gave the information there. The Prefect was greatly surprised at the news, and sent men to investigate the case. The reports stated how Wu Song had killed altogether fifteen persons, and had written his name in blood on the wall. The police were then instructed to closely watch the city gates, and to search for Wu Song.


  The next day a report came that four men had been killed at the Feiyun Pool, and the bodies thrown in the water. He sent an official to investigate that case also, who duly reported that two of the men were the official escort for Wu Song, and the other two were servants.


  For three days a careful search was made in every house in the city, and for every ten houses a letter had to be written pledging that the culprit was not hidden there. All this did not furnish any clue however. The Prefect also issued orders to all the surrounding counties and villages, giving details of the case, describing Wu Song’s appearance and dress, and offering a reward of three thousand strings of cash for those who might arrest him. Anyone harboring Wu Song would be treated as a fellow criminal.


  Wu Song stayed with Zhang Qing for five days, and heard the rumors and reports from outside sources. Zhang Qing also heard the news, and therefore spoke to Wu Song, “Brother, as you are aware, the officials are giving your case most urgent attention, and are searching every house in the district. I am afraid that they will at last visit this house, and then we shall all be involved. I have found a safe place for you to go to—in fact I mentioned the place to you some time ago—but I do not know whether you would care to go there.”


  “I have been thinking of the same thing for the last few days,” said Wu Song, “and have been aware that I cannot stay here in safety. But now that my only brother is dead and I have no relatives so if you know of a safe place why should I not go there? Where is this place?”


  “It is at the Lianglong Mountain in Qingzhou Prefecture. There are my brothers Lu Da and Yang Zhi who are at the head of a gang of brigands. The officials at Qingzhou are afraid of interfering with them. If you went there, there would be no danger of your being arrested again, but if you went to any other place there would be that danger. They have frequently sent me letters asking me to join them, but so far I have not been able to do so. I can write a letter stating your abilities, and they would admit you to their band.”


  “What you say is quite true,” replied Wu Song. “I had that idea myself, but to my regret I found no opportunity of going there. Now that I have killed these people I must find a safe refuge, and your plan is an excellent one. If you will write the letter now I will leave here today.”


  Zhang Qing wrote a letter, handed it to Wu Song, and prepared a meal for the final leave-taking.


  Sun Er Niang pointed at her husband and asked, “Why do you ask him to go in this way? If he leaves here he will meet somebody, and be arrested.”


  “Why should I not go?” asked Wu Song. “How do you know that I should be arrested?”


  “The full details of your case have been published, and are posted everywhere offering a reward for your arrest. Your face is branded with characters so that on the way you would be detected very easily.”


  “We can put a plaster on his face to cover those characters,” said Zhang Qing.


  Sun Er Niang laughed, “You are the smartest man in the world, but you have now uttered a very foolish remark. How would a plaster deceive those officials? I have a plan, but I think our brother would not care to try it.”


  “I want to escape, so what is there that I would not try?”


  Sun Er Niang again laughed. “Well, if I tell you, you must not misunderstand me.”


  “Whatever you say I will do,” replied Wu Song.


  Sun Er Niang said, “Two years ago a wandering monk passed this way, and I killed him and made his flesh into dumplings. I keep all his clothing, his iron head ring, his string of beads which were all carved out of human bones, and also his broad swords made of the best steel, with fine fish-skin sheaths. Now you can wear these things, and arrange your hair so as to hide the branded characters. There is also a monk’s certificate which will be equal to a talisman for you. His age and appearance were about the same as yours. Would not this be a splendid disguise? You can also adopt his name, and on the road nobody would ask questions. Will you try this?”


  Zhang Qing clapped his hands to show approval and said. “Wife, a good plan. I have forgotten all about that. Brother, what do you think about it?”


  ‘It will do,” said Wu Song. “I am only afraid that I should not look like a monk.”


  “Well, let me disguise you and then we shall see,” said Zhang Qing.


  Sun Er Niang went into another room, and brought a bundle. Opening it she spread out monk’s clothes, and asked Wu Song to put them on.


  He looked at them, and thought they would fit him nicely. He put the clothes on, rearranged his hair, and encased it with the monk’s iron head ring and donned the string of beads. Both Zhang Qing and his wife applauded, and said that he looked true to life.


  Wu Song took a mirror, and upon examining himself he burst into laughter.


  “Why do you laugh so loudly?” asked Zhang Qing.


  “I am so strange. I never expected to become a monk. Elder brother, please cut my hair.”


  Zhang Qing took the scissors, and cut his hair. Wu Song realized that his position was getting serious so he got his bundle ready for departure.


  “Now please listen to what I say,” said Zhang Qing. “You had better leave here the silver cups, etc. you took from Colonel Zhang’s house, and in exchange for them I will give you silver to cover your traveling expenses.”


  “That is a very good suggestion,” said Wu Song. He then exchanged the cups for silver, and put it in his belt. He buckled on his two knives, and was ready to start. Sun Er Niang handed him the monk’s certificate with a cover to carry it in. She asked him to suspend this from his neck, and wear it next to his skin. Wu Song bade them farewell, and Zhang Qing asked him to take every care on his journey. “Be sparing with wine, and avoid quarrels with people. Act like a monk. In all transactions avoid haste, or a display of temper, or people will suspect you. When you reach the Lianglong Mountain please give us a letter. We shall not be staying here a long time as we may shortly go to that mountain retreat ourselves. Brother! Be careful! Be careful! Give our respects to Lu Da and Yang Zhi.”


  So Wu Song rolled up his sleeves for comfort in walking, and set out with big strides.


  When he left the Crossroads it was the tenth lunar month, and the days were getting short. He had traveled about sixteen li when he was close to a high mountain range. It was evening, but as the moon was shining bright he continued his way up to the mountain. When he reached the top of the pass it was about 9 P.M. and he stopped to admire the beauty of the scene in the moonlight. In the silence he heard someone in the forest laughing. He thought, “That is strange! This is a very lonely spot, so where can the laughter come from?” He walked towards the trees and saw a temple surrounded by fir trees in a cemetery, on the side of the hill. The temple was small with about ten rooms, and one of the windows was open. Standing at the window and admiring the moonlight view was a Taoist priest who was holding a woman in his arms. This provoked Wu Song’s anger, because it was improper for a priest to have a woman in a temple. He got out his broad swords, and soliloquized, “These are the best of swords, but now I am going to test your quality.” He rolled up his sleeves, and sheathed one sword, but held the other sword in his hand. He went to the door of the temple and knocked. As soon as the priest heard this he closed the window. Wu Song picked up a stone, and hurled it at the door. A small door at the side opened, and a small acolyte came out and shouted, “Who are you? Why do you come and disturb us at midnight? Why do you knock at the door like this?”


  Wu Song opened wide his big round eyes and shouted, “Let this stinking acolyte christen my sword!”


  So saying he slashed the boy’s head off. The priest instantly appeared on the scene, and called out, “Who has dared to kill my acolyte?” He leapt out towards Wu Song brandishing a pair of double-edged swords.


  Wu Song laughed loudly. “I am quite ready! I do not keep my skill in a box. This is scratching me at the itch.” So saying he drew the second sword out of its scabbard, and advanced towards the priest. In the bright moonlight their swords flashed in all directions as they fought.


   


  One of these will lose his head,


  Red blood spattered on the ground.


  



  CHAPTER 31

   

  While Drunk Wu Song Beats Kong Liang; the Elegant Tiger Releases Song Jiang


   


   


   


  WHILE the two men were fighting Wu Song suddenly made a feint, and his opponent lunged forward. Wu Song stepped to one side avoiding the blow, and at the same moment brought down his sword, and cut off his opponent’s head. He shouted, “You, woman, inside there come here! I will not kill you. I only want to ask you a few questions.”


  The woman came forward and kneeling down saluted Wu Song.


  “You need not salute me,” said Wu Song. “What is this place called? Who is this man?”


  The woman cried, “I am the daughter of Old Zhang who lives at the foot of the hill. This temple is in our ancestral graveyard. I do not know where this man came from, but he came to our house and asked us to let him stay there for the night. He said that he was skilled in the arts of feng shui, and had good knowledge of telling fortunes. My father and mother did not want him to stay with us, so they asked him to come to this temple and examine the spiritual nature of the surroundings. One day he saw me, and so was unwilling to depart. He stayed here for three months, and killed my parents, my brother, and my sister-in-law. He then coerced me to stay here with him. The boy here was kidnapped by him from some other place. These hills are the Wugong Ridge. This man thought that the land situation here was auspicious. He said his name was Wang, a Taoist priest, and gave himself the nickname, ‘The Flying Centipede.’”


  “Have you any relatives about here?”


  “I have several relatives, but none of them dared say anything to this man.”


  “Had he any money?” asked Wu Song.


  “Yes, he had accumulated about two hundred taels of silver.”


  “You go and pack it up. I am going to burn this temple down.”


  The girl asked Wu Song whether he wanted to eat or drink.


  “You can bring the food here,” replied Wu Song.


  “Please come inside and dine there.”


  “I am afraid there may be other men who might plot to kill me.”


  The girl said, “I have only one head, so how dare I attempt to cheat you?”


  Wu Song followed the girl inside, and saw near the window a table loaded with food and wine. While he had drunk for a time, the girl brought in the silver and offered it to Wu Song. He would not accept it, and told the girl to take it for herself. The girl knelt, saluted, and taking the silver departed down the mountain.


  Wu Song set the place on fire, and threw the two corpses in the flames. He then sheathed his swords, and followed the road across the mountain towards Qingzhou prefecture.


  During the next ten days he passed through many villages, hamlets, and towns, and noticed that the proclamation about himself was posted upon the walls. But on account of his disguise as a monk nobody suspected him.


  It was now the eleventh lunar month, and the weather was getting quite cold. One day as he ascended a small ridge he saw in the distance a high mountain which appeared to be steep and difficult to cross. After going about two li further he came to an inn. It was built under a cliff, and in front of the door was a pure mountain stream. Near the inn were a few houses. He entered and called for wine and meat.


  The innkeeper replied, “I will not deceive you, Reverend, I have no meat left, and I have only plain vegetables and wine.”


  The innkeeper brought a bowl of wine, and some cooked vegetables. Wu Song had soon finished the wine, and asked for some more. On the road he had already had some wine so when he had taken this he began to feel tipsy. He called out, “Waiter, have you nothing else for me? If you have any meat left for your own family, please give me a part to eat, and I will pay you for it.”


  The innkeeper laughed and said, “Strange! You are a monk yet you ask for wine and meat. But I have no meat, so I cannot help you.”


  “I do not want it on credit so why don’t you let me have it?” asked Wu Song.


  “I have already told you that I have no meat, and only wine. I have nothing else.”


  Just then a big man entered the inn followed by four villagers, and the innkeeper welcomed them with a smiling face, and asked them to be seated.


  “Have you done what I told you?” asked the man.


  The innkeeper replied, “The chickens and meat are already cooked, and prepared for you.”


  “And where is the special wine I ordered?” asked the man.


  “It is also here.”


  The man and his followers sat down at a table facing Wu Song. The innkeeper brought in a jar of wine, and removing the clay with which it was sealed, he poured out the wine into a jug. Wu Song saw that the wine jar had been kept in store for mellowing a long time, and the flavor of it was wafted towards him. He felt a great desire to taste the liquor. Just then the innkeeper brought in a tray loaded with roasted chicken, and another tray of lean cooked meat. He placed these before the men, and began to serve them with the wine. Turning to the small quantity of vegetables on his own table, Wu Song could not avoid being angry. Seeing such a big spread of food, and feeling very hungry he brought his fist down on the table and called out, “Waiter! Here! Why you insult your guest?”


  “Reverend! do not worry,” said the innkeeper (hurrying to him). “If you want more wine you need not make such a noise.”


  Wu Song glared at him, and shouted, “How unreasonable you are! Why don’t you allow me to buy some of the wine and meat? I can pay for it.”


  “The wine and meat was sent here by this man himself, and they only come here to dine.”


  But Wu Song would not listen to this as he wanted something to eat, so he swore at the man; “Farts! Farts! You’re giving me farts!” The waiter replied, “Your manners are very rude seeing that you are a monk.”


  “Why do you talk about manners when I have already offered to pay for what I eat.” He then slapped the waiter’s face, who staggered to one side.


  The man at the other table, seeing this, was angry. He saw that the waiter could not get up. He pointed at Wu Song and said, “You are a damned monk, but you do not carry out your principles well. Why do you hit people in this way? A monk ought not to display temper in this way.”


  “I hit him, it has damned nothing to do with you,” replied Wu Song.


  “I give you some good advice,” said the man. “Why do you reply in this bellicose manner?”


  Now Wu Song was highly excited, overturned the table, and stepping forward shouted, “What did you say?”


  The man laughed, and said, “Do you want to fight with me, you stupid monk?” He beckoned with his hand. “You crook. Come here, and talk with me.” “Do you think I am afraid of you?” asked Wu Song, and straightway went toward the door. The man stepped out of the door, followed by Wu Song. When Wu Song came outside the man noticed that he was of big build and not to be despised. Wu Song advanced in a fighting attitude. The man tried to kick at Wu Song who however was too quick, and avoiding the kick he seized hold of the man’s hand, and pulled him forward. He then pulled him sideways and pushed him down just as though he was a small boy. The man’s companions were looking on at this, but did not dare to interfere, and stood there trembling. Wu Song placed his foot on the man, and then hit him about forty times with his fist in unimportant places. He then lifted him up, and threw him into the brook. The companions rushed into the water, and rescued him. They brought him to the bank, and then they all walked off along the road.


  The innkeeper was still holding his sore head in a room at the back. Wu Song entered and said to himself, “Well, they have all gone, so I will now have a drink.” He took the jug of wine, and had a good drink. He then seized the two chickens, and without using chopsticks ate them with his fingers. He had nearly finished all the food and wine in an hour and being quite full he left the inn, and went on his way by the side of the brook. But there was now a very strong head wind so that he found it difficult to walk against it. He struggled on about two li when he came to an earth wall where a yellow dog rushed out and began barking at him. Wu Song was partly drunk, and felt annoyed at the dog barking, so he took his sword from his belt and attempted to hit the dog with it. But the dog always escaped his blows, and pursuing it to the bank of the stream Wu Song struck another blow, missed his footing and fell into the water, not being able to get up. The dog stood still on the bank, barking at him, but he could not get on his legs again. It was winter-time, and although the water was only about two feet deep it was very cold. At last he struggled up, and stood with the water dripping from his clothes. His sword was lying in the water and it seemed to be very bright and clear. He stooped down to pick it up, but fell into the water again, and could not get up. While he was tumbling there a number of men came out of the house, and stood on the bank. With them was a very big man, wearing a felt cap, and a yellow silk jacket. In his hand was a stick, and about ten men, who were with him, were also armed in the same way. When they saw Wu Song, they cried out, “Here is the crook who attacked our young master who has just gone to the inn with thirty men to capture him.” Just then they heard whistles being blown, and the band of thirty men joined the others on the bank. A big man spoke to the man in the yellow silk jacket, “This is the very monk who attacked me.” The man spoken to was his brother, and replied, “Arrest him and bring him into our farmyard where we will punish him.”


  The men seized Wu Song and dragged him out of the stream and went along. Now Wu Song was really drunk and could not struggle. They took him into the yard of a big farmstead which had high whitewashed walls surrounded by fir and willow trees. They stripped him of his clothes, and then beat him severely with a bundle of rattan canes. When they had beaten him about five blows a man came on the scene, and asked, “Whom are you beating?” The brother explained and added, “We suspect that he is really not a monk. He is branded on his face with two lines of characters, which had been hidden by his hair. He is evidently an escaped convict. We will ask him where he comes from, and then send him under arrest to the officials.”


  The younger brother interposed, “We won’t ask any questions. He hurt me severely, and it will be at least a month before I can recover. It would be better to beat him to death, and then burn his body. Then I shall feel that I have had my revenge.” He seized the bundle of canes to continue the beating, but the stranger interposed saying, “Sir, please wait until I have had a look at him. He looks like a fine fellow.”


  Now Wu Song had heard all this, and understood it, but he did not utter a word, and kept his eyes closed.


  The stranger examined Wu Song’s back, and saw there the scars from the previous beating. “How strange! These stripes must be from a punishment he has recently received.” He then went to the front, and lifting up Wu Song’s long hair had a good look at his face. He exclaimed, “Is this not my younger brother Wu Song?”


  Wu Song now opened his eyes and replied, “Are you not my elder brother?”


  “Release him at once,” said the stranger. “This is my younger brother.”


  The brothers were surprised at this turn of events, and asked, “How can this fellow be a brother of yours?”


  The stranger replied, “Have I not told you many times about Wu Song who killed a tiger on Jingyang Ridge? This is he. I do not understand yet how he has got into this situation.”


  The brothers released Wu Song at once, gave him his clothes, and then they all went into the hall. Wu Song attempted to kneel down to give a kowtow, but the stranger stepped forward and prevented this, saying, “Younger brother, the wine is still upsetting you. Please sit down, and we will talk together.” Wu Song was much pleased at seeing this man, and as he still felt slightly tipsy, he asked for some cold water to wash his hands and face in, and also rinse his mouth. After this he felt better, and after saluting his friend he sat down.


  The man was no other than Song Jiang of Yuncheng County.


  “I thought you were living with Squire Chai,” said Wu Song. “How is it that you are here? It seems like a dream to see you now.”


  “After your leaving us,” said Song Jiang, “I stayed with Squire Chai for about half a year. I did not know how affairs were at home, and as my father might be anxious on account of our long absence, I at last decided to send my brother Song Qing home. After this, a letter arrived from home stating that due to the good care of Inspectors Zhu and Lei there was no more trouble at my home, and only I myself was wanted. An official proclamation had been issued to all places urging my arrest. The case, however, was now almost forgotten. Old Kong had however often made inquiries about me at my home and upon my brother’s return, had found out where I was. He therefore sent for me from Squire Chai’s home to this place. This is called ‘Baihu Mountain,’ and this farmstead belongs to Old Kong. The man you fought with is Old Kong’s second son. He is very hot tempered, and has the nickname ‘Fiery Star,’ his name is Kong Liang. The other man with the yellow silk jacket is Kong Ming, the eldest son of Old Kong, and has the nickname ‘Restless Star.’ They were both very eager to learn fencing, so they asked me to be their teacher. I have been here for about six months. I would like to go to the Qingfeng Fortress and have been thinking of starting the last two days. While I was with Squire Chai, I heard about your killing the tiger on Jingyang Ridge, and that you became a Drill Instructor at Yanggu County, and that you killed Ximen Qing there. But afterwards, I could not find out your whereabouts. How is it that you are now wearing a monk’s dress?”


  Wu Song then told what had happened to him since leaving Squire Chai’s home, and how he had killed so many people. How he had adopted the disguise of a monk’s dress, and had fought with Old Kong’s son. When Kong Liang and Kong Ming heard the account of the adventures of Wu Song, they both were surprised and kowtowed to him. Wu Song at once raised them up, and said, “It is my fault that I attacked you.”


  The brothers replied, “We were at fault for not recognizing your eminence. We ask for your pardon.”


  “Now that you know me, I hope that you will help me in drying my monk’s certificate and letters, recovering all my baggage, swords, clothes, etc.,” said Wu Song.


  Kong Ming replied, “I will attend to that, and see that you get them all back.”


  We need not say how they all went to explain matters to Old Kong, and were entertained by that gentleman.


  That evening Song Jiang invited Wu Song to share his room, and during the night they talked about the affairs of the previous year. Wu Song rose early the next morning, and after washing his face and mouth went into the hall for his breakfast. Kong Ming was there, and dined with Wu Song. Kong Liang was also there, and although he was not recovered from his pain, yet he waited upon Wu Song.


  Old Kong gave orders for a pig and goat to be killed, and prepared a feast. That day many of the relatives of the family, and also the neighbors, visited and paid respects to Wu Song.


  That evening after the feast Song Jiang asked Wu Song where he intended to find refuge. Wu Song explained that he had a letter from Zhang Qing introducing him to Lu Da at the Lianglong Mountain, and that he wished to join the brigands there.


  Song Jiang thought that was all right. He said, “I have today received a letter from Hua Rong, commander of Qingfeng Fortress, stating that he knew that I had killed Yan Poxi, and urging me to seek refuge at his town. This place is not far from Qingfeng Fortress, and I am thinking of going there. But as the weather has been trying these few days, I have not set out on the journey. How would it be if we went there together?”


  Wu Song replied, “I am afraid that it would not do for us to live there because as you know I am a convicted criminal. I must avoid trouble by joining the brigands at the Lianglong Mountain. Moreover, as I am now a monk it would not look well for you to travel in my company. It would only arouse suspicions, and you might also get involved. We shall be true to each other till death shall separate us, but I should not like to get you into trouble with the commander of Qingfeng Fortress. I had better go by myself to the Lianglong Mountain. If Heaven takes pity on me I may escape death, and if I am afterwards given an official post, then we may be reunited.”


  “As you have those ideas,” said Song Jiang, “you will eventually return to the Emperor’s court, and Heaven will watch over you. I will not attempt to dissuade you, but we can spend a few days here in each other’s company.”


  These two friends stayed about ten days at Old Kong’s farmstead. At the end of that period, however, Old Kong was unwilling to let them go, so they stayed about three days more. Then as they were decided to go, Old Kong prepared a feast. He gave Wu Song a new suit of monk’s clothes, and also fifty taels of silver. He also presented Song Jiang with the same but as the latter refused to accept them, Old Kong put them in his baggage. Upon their departure Old Kong sent servants to carry their baggage for some distance, and both Kong Ming and Kong Liang also accompanied them for about seven li on their way. Song Jiang at last asked the two brothers to come no further, but return home. This they did, and the servant also returned.


  Wu Song and Song Jiang traveled together, and the following day when they had gone about twenty li, they came to a market town called Ruilong, where the road divided. So Song Jiang asked a man, “We are going to the Lianglong Mountain and also Qingfeng Fort. Which of these roads must we take?” The man replied that the western road would lead to the Lianglong Mountain, while the eastern road lead to Qingfeng Fort.


  “Young brother,” said Song Jiang, “we must separate here, but before we go let us take a parting cup of wine.”


  “I will come with you for a day’s journey on your road,” said Wu Song, “and then come back here.” “That will not do,” said Song Jiang. “There is an ancient saying, ‘Accompany a person three hundred li, and yet there is bound to be a parting at last.’ You had better go your own way from here. When you become a brigand, try avoid drinking too much wine. I hope you will urge and advise Lu Da to surrender to the Emperor’s official, if there is such an opportunity. Later on, if you are sent to the frontier you can accomplish meritorious deeds for the Emperor and thus get your wife and children rewarded by heritage. You can get a good name, and have your actions recorded in history, and so your life would not be lived in vain. I have no ability, and although I am loyal there is no hope of promotion for me. You are a brave hero, and can do great things yet, but please do not forget me.”


  They then went into an inn and drank a parting cup. They proceeded to the place where the road divided, and there they took leave of each other. Song Jiang could not avoid weeping when they parted. He again asked Wu Song not to forget what he had just said—avoid drinking too much wine.


  Song Jiang traveled along the eastern road, and within a few days, he approached the Qingfeng Mountain. It was odd looking, covered with dense forest. He enjoyed the scenery very much, and was so engrossed that he did not even inquire about a resting place. But when evening was drawing nigh, he began to feel anxious and thought, “If it were summer, I could sleep in the forest, but as it is now midwinter, the nights are exceedingly cold, and I must find some shelter. Moreover, here there will be wild animals, poisonous snakes, and tigers, so that I shall be in danger of death.” He continued on his way, but after about two hours more, it was so dark that he could not see the road, and soon he fell into a trap which caused a bell to ring. Very soon about fifteen men came on the scene, and arrested him. They took his halberd and bundle, lit a torch, and took Song Jiang up the mountain to their stronghold. Looking round, he saw that the place was protected by a wooden fence, with a large straw shed in the middle. Inside the shed were three chairs covered with tiger skin. On all sides were smaller straw sheds. The soldiers tied him up to a post. Several soldiers in the big hut called out, “Our chief is asleep so that you cannot see him just now. When he awakes, we can take this fellow’s liver and heart and make an excellent soup. We shall soon have some fresh meat.”


  Song Jiang thought, “I am a most unfortunate fellow! I killed a girl, and am now in this awkward predicament. But who would have expected me to die in such a place as this.” The soldiers now began to light the lamps. Song Jiang was exceedingly cold, and sighed at his bad fate. About midnight three or four soldiers came from behind the big shed and said, “Our chief has now got up.” They went to the lamps, and trimmed the candles. The chief soon came, and Song Jiang stealthily looked at him. His hair was dressed in a knob on the top of his head, and was covered in a red silk turban. His gown was of bright red silk. He sat down in one of the chairs covered with a tiger skin. His name was Yan Shun, and his nickname was ‘Elegant Tiger.’ His family was at Laizhou in Shandong province. Previously he had been a horse dealer, but had lost all his money and so had become a bandit.


  “Where did you capture this fellow?” he asked. The soldiers told him how this had happened.


  “That is good,” said Yan Shun. “Go and tell the other two chiefs to come here, and partake of this fellow.”


  A soldier went, and in a short time the two chiefs arrived. One of them was a dwarf, but had very brilliant eyes. His name was Wang Ying, and his nickname was ‘Stunted Tiger.’ He was a Lianghuai man, and had previously been a porter. He had once been arrested and imprisoned because he had killed a passenger on the road and robbed him of his property. But later he had escaped from the jail. He had joined Yan Shun at the Qingfeng Mountain, and taken to brigandage.


  The other chief had a white face, with a beard and mustache. He was broad shouldered but rather lanky. He wore a brown silk turban, and had a distinguished appearance. He was a Suzhou man. His name was Zheng Tianshou, and his nickname was ‘White Faced Squire.’ Previously he had been a silversmith, and from his youth had been skillful with the cudgels, and had always been fond of strolling about. Once he had happened to meet Wang Ying, the ‘Stunted Tiger,’ and they had fought for about fifty bouts without either being victorious. Yan Shun had been watching this fight, and had admired Zheng’s skill so he invited him to come and join them as brigands.


  The three chiefs sat down, and ‘Stunted Tiger’ spoke, “Be quick, and let us have this fellow’s liver made into sour soup for us three.”


  A soldier brought a large bowl of water, and placed it in front of Song Jiang. Another soldier rolled up his sleeves, and took a knife for cutting out the heart. The first named soldier opened Song Jiang’s dress, and poured cold water over his bosom. The water was used to force the hot blood from the heart, and make the heart and liver tender when taken out. The cold water was splashed in Song Jiang’s face so that he gasped, and cried out, “What a pity that Song Jiang should die like this!”


  When Yan Shun heard the name Song Jiang, he at once told the soldier to stop splashing the water on the man. He then asked, “What did that man say?” When the soldier repeated it, Yan Shun got up and asked, “Do you know Song Jiang?”


  “I am Song Jiang.”


  “Which Song Jiang do you mean?” asked Yan Shun.


  “I am Song Jiang who was a clerk in the yamen at Yuncheng County.”


  “Are you the Song Jiang sometimes called ‘Welcome Rain’ who killed Yan Poxi, and then escaped?”


  “How do you know that?” asked Song Jiang. “I certainly am that person.”


  Yan Shun was astonished. He took the knife from the soldier, and cut the ropes binding Song Jiang. He then took the bright red silk gown he was wearing, and put it on Song Jiang. He lifted him up, and seated him in his own chair. He then summoned the other two chiefs, and they all three went down on their knees and kowtowed to Song Jiang.


  Song Jiang arose and also gave them a kowtow. He asked, “Why have you gentlemen not killed me? Why do you pay such respects to me?”


  “I feel that I ought to gouge out my own eyes because they failed to recognize you,” said Yan Shun. “I did not even ask you any questions so that I was almost on the point of killing a hero. If Heaven had not luckily moved you to say your name we should not have found out who you are. I have acted as a brigand for ten years, and during my travels I have heard that you distributed money in good cause and assisted people in distress. Only I have been so unfortunate that I could not pay you the respects earlier. Now I am contented that Heaven has arranged for us to meet today.”


  “What virtuous acts have I done that you should now regard me in this manner?” asked Song Jiang.


  “Elder brother, you befriend great heroes,” said Yan Shun. “Your name resounds in all parts, and where is the man who would not respect you? Just now matters at Liangshan Marsh are prospering, and that is known in all quarters. It has been said that all the prosperity there has been due to your assistance. I did not expect you to turn up at this spot.”


  Song Jiang then told all the details of his adventures with Chao Gai, his murdering of Yan Poxi, and how he was now on his way to the Qingfeng Mountain to find Hua Rong. All the chiefs were very glad to hear all this, and gave Song Jiang clothes to put on. They had a sheep and a pig killed, and that night they entertained Song Jiang to a feast. The next day Song told them all about Wu Song, and what that brave hero had done. The chiefs felt much regret that Wu Song had gone to somewhere else without calling at their place.


  It was the custom in Shandong province to visit the family graves during the first ten days of the last month of the year. One day a soldier reported that in the valley below there was a sedan chair followed by about eight men, who were carrying two boxes, and they were evidently going to a grave to offer sacrifices. ‘Stunted Tiger’ was a lecher, and when he heard this report, he at once assumed that there might be a woman in the sedan chair. He summoned about fifty soldiers to follow him down the mountain. Song Jiang and Yan Shun were opposed to this expedition, but could not stop it. The bandits seized their weapons, and striking a gong they set off down the mountain. The other three were left behind, drinking wine.


  About three hours later, a scout reported to Yan Shun that ‘Stunted Tiger’ had attacked the eight soldiers who had all run away, leaving the sedan chair in which was a woman. There were only incense sticks in the silver box.


  “Where has the woman been taken to?” asked Yan Shun. “‘Stunted Tiger’ has taken her into his own room,” was the reply. Yan Shun laughed. “Then our brother Wang Ying must be lustful, which is not creditable to a hero,” said Song Jiang.


  “He is very brave on all occasions,” said Yan Shun, “but he has just that one fault.” “Let us go, and give him some good advice,” said Song Jiang. So they all three went to ‘Stunted Tiger’s’ quarters, and upon pushing open the door they saw that he was embracing a woman, and was making solicitations. When he saw his friends he pushed the woman away from him, and asked them to be seated.


  “Lady, what family do you belong to?” asked Song Jiang. “What urgent business have you that brings you to this place?”


  The woman blushed, and gave three feminine salutes. “I am of the family of the commander of Qingfeng Fortress. My mother is dead so I seized this opportunity to visit her grave, and offer sacrifice to her spirit. I would not think of coming here on an idle trip. I beg you to save my life!”


  Song Jiang was startled on hearing this, and thought, “I was going to seek refuge with Colonel Hua Rong, the commander of Qingfeng Fortress and this woman perhaps is his wife. Why should I not save her?” So he again asked, “If you are the wife of Hua Rong how is it that he did not accompany you to the grave?”


  “I will tell you,” said the woman. “I am not his wife.”


  “But just now you said you were the wife of the magistrate,” said Song Jiang.


  “You do not understand,” said the woman. “At Qingfeng Fortress there are now two chiefs—one military and the other civil. The military commander is Colonel Hua Rong. The civil magistrate is Liu Gao, who is my husband.”


  Song Jiang thought, “Her husband is a fellow officer of Hua Rong. If I do not help her it will not look well for me to go and see my friend Hua Rong.” He turned to ‘Stunted Tiger,’ and said, “I have something to say to you, but I do not know whether you will like it or not.”


  ‘Stunted Tiger’ said, “Elder brother, please say what you have to say.”


  “If a hero commits debauchery everybody is ashamed of him,” said Song Jiang. “This woman says she is the wife of an official appointed by the Imperial Court. What do you think if you take into account my friendly advice and the rules of common decency, and let her go to rejoin her husband?”


  “Brother, listen to me,” said ‘Stunted Tiger,’ “I have not a wife to accompany me at the stronghold, moreover in the present generation, many wives are monopolized by one person. Better leave this matter alone, and let me have this woman.”


  Song Jiang knelt down and kowtowed. He said, “Sir, if you want a wife, I will look round, and find you a very good one. I will endow her with wedding presents, and you can marry her. But this woman is the wife of an official, who is a comrade of my friend, so we must have some consideration of his feelings, and let this woman go.”


  Yan Shun and Zheng Tianshou both raised Song Jiang up, and said, “Elder brother, please get up. This matter will be easily arranged.”


  Song Jiang said, “Thank you for not standing in the way of this being done.”


  Yan Shun saw that Song Jiang was determined so without asking ‘Stunted Tiger’ whether he agreed or not, he ordered the captive sedan chair bearers to take the woman away at once.


  The woman upon hearing this order saluted Song Jiang, and expressed her thanks many times.


  “Lady,” said Song Jiang, “do not thank me. I am not a leader at this stronghold, but merely a guest from Yuncheng County.”


  The woman again expressed her thanks, and then entering the sedan chair, she was quickly borne down the mountain by the two bearers whose lives had been spared. They almost flew down the mountain as though they had very many legs.


  ‘Stunted Tiger’ was disappointed, and also ashamed.


  Song Jiang took him to the front hall telling him not to worry. “I will certainly get you a wife later on, and then you will be able to enjoy yourself. You can depend upon me keeping my promise.”


  Upon this both Yan Shun and Zheng Tianshou laughed.


  ‘Stunted Tiger’ had been balked of his prey by the rules of decorum, but although he was angry he dared not say a word.


  The soldiers reported the seizure of his wife to the Magistrate Liu Gao. He was very angry, and abused them for their dereliction of duty. He had them beaten as punishment.


  They stated that they were outnumbered as there were about forty of the bandits.


  “Nonsense!” said the magistrate. “If you do not now go and recapture my wife, I will have you all put in prison.”


  The men had no escape so they asked other soldiers to join them, and altogether about eighty soldiers started off to rescue the magistrate’s wife. They had not gone half the distance on the return journey when they met the two bearers carrying the sedan chair with the lady inside.


  “How did you get away from the mountain?” asked they.


  “Those fellows who seized me,” said the lady, “were quite upset when I told them that I am the wife of Magistrate Liu, and they at once ordered the chair bearers to take me down the mountain again.”


  The soldiers replied, “Lady, we pray you to say that we rescued you, and so save us from further punishments.”


  “I know how to speak to the magistrate,” she said.


  They all saluted and expressed their thanks. They all escorted the chair and went along. But the chair bearers still walked very quickly so the soldiers asked them, “In ordinary days you walked like ducks or geese, so how is it you hurry so much now?”


  “We really cannot walk fast,” said the chair bearers, “but we are afraid that those terrible fellows will catch us up and give us a beating.”


  The escort laughed and said, “Have you seen a demon? Where are the men following you?”


  The chair bearers now dared to look round, and seeing nobody pursuing them they exclaimed, “Ai Ya! We have had no time to look behind before, because our heels were kicking our backs as we raced along.”


  When they reached the yamen the magistrate was very much pleased to see his wife again, and asked her who had rescued her.


  “When those bandits seized me they made vile solicitations, but I did not listen to them, and they were going to kill me. When they heard however that I was your wife they were immediately startled and saluted me. When all these soldiers arrived on the scene, they rescued me, and brought me back.”


  When the magistrate heard this he ordered ten jugs of wine and a roasted pig to be given to the soldiers as a reward for their efforts.


  After the woman had left the mountain Song Jiang stayed there about ten days, and then expressed his desire to visit Colonel Hua Rong. The three chiefs of the bandits did not want him to go, but at last they prepared a feast, and made him presents of much silver.


  Song Jiang bid them good bye. The three chiefs accompanied him down the mountain for about seven li where they drank the parting cups of wine, and before separating they urged Song Jiang to come and visit them again on the mountain when he left the magistrate’s protection. This, Song Jiang promised to do. If the author were living at that time, he would not have allowed Song Jiang to depart and face death again in the Hua Rong’s service.


   


  Why should people look for trouble,


  Which is not like changing clouds?


  



  CHAPTER 32

   

  Song Jiang Visits a Lanterns’ Display During the Night; Hua Rong Makes a Row at Qingfeng Town


   


   


   


  THE Qingfeng Mountain was only about thirty li from the Qingzhou Prefecture. In the prefecture was Qingfeng Town which had three roads leading to it from three wild mountains, and for which reason a military station was established there. The town had about five thousand families.


  Song Jiang traveled along one of these roads by himself, and upon reaching the town he inquired for the residence of Colonel Hua Rong. He was told that the yamen was in the center of the town. The residence of the military officer was on the north side, and that of the civil official on the south side of the main road. Song Jiang went to the military residence, and found several soldiers at the entrance. They asked for his name, and one then went inside to report his arrival. In a short time Hua Rong came out and led Song Jiang to a hall where he asked Song Jiang to be seated on a divan and gave four salutes with the hands.


  He then said, “I think it must be about six years since we separated, and during that period I have often thought of you. I heard that you had killed a loose woman, and the officials issued the usual proclamation for your arrest. When I heard of the case, I felt very uneasy and although I wrote several letters to your home I do not know whether you have received them. Now today I have the pleasure of meeting you, and am exceedingly delighted, and my anxiety has vanished.”


  Song Jiang asked the magistrate Hua Rong to be seated, and offer no further obeisance. He then told him all about his affairs, and how he had been detained at the Qingfeng Mountain.


  “Elder brother,” said Hua Rong, “you have experienced many difficulties. I am much pleased that you have come here. You can stay here for a few years with safety.”


   


  “While I was living with Old Kong I received a letter from my younger brother telling me to come here. But even had I not received such a letter I would have come all the same.”


  Hua Rong asked Song Jiang to come into his private apartments where he introduced him to his wife—Cui. He then introduced his sister also. After this Song Jiang was asked to take a bath and to change his dress for dinner. During the meal Song Jiang told Hua Rong all the details of how he had assisted the wife of Magistrate Liu to escape from the bandits, stronghold.


  “It would have been much better if you had not interfered,” said Hua Rong frowningly.


  “Is that not rather strange?” asked Song Jiang. “When I heard that she was the wife of your colleague I thought it better to restrain ‘Stunted Tiger,’ and allow the woman to escape. Why do you now speak like this?”


  “You do not understand. I am not boasting, but this is a very important place. If I were in sole charge here the brigands, near or far, would not dare to disturb the district. But recently this very stupid fellow was appointed to take the senior post. He was a civil official but illiterate, and as soon as he arrived he started to extort money from all the wealthy people. He never observed the Imperial laws. As I was his assistant, he took every opportunity of insulting me, so that at times I felt much regret that I could not have killed him. Oh! Why did you save his wife from ill-treatment? That woman has not a noble character and is always egging on her husband to do wicked things, to injure the people, and to squeeze money. It would have been much better had you allowed the bandits to rape her. You made a mistake in rescuing such a bad woman.”


  “I think you are wrong,” said Song Jiang. “There is an ancient saying, ‘If enmity is not settled amicably there is no end to it.’ He is your colleague so if he has a small fault you should overlook it, and dwell more on his good points.”


  “Elder brother,” said Hua Rong, “your exposition is very clear. When I meet Magistrate Liu in his yamen, I will explain to him how you saved his wife.”


  “If you do that it will show your goodness to him.”


  After that for some time Hua Rong and his wife entertained Song Jiang at many feasts. Hua Rong had several confidential servants, and every day one of these was appointed to attend to Song Jiang’s needs. Hua Rong gave them money, and they conducted him for strolls round the town to see the temples and sights. Song Jiang did not want them to pay for any wine, etc. they had, and he always paid these expenses himself, but he never told Hua Rong that he had done this. The companions liked this arrangement as they could keep for themselves the money advanced by Hua Rong, so they respected Song Jiang and loved him much. Song Jiang had stayed with Hua Rong for about a month when it happened to be the Lantern Festival. It was on the 15th of the first month of the year and the people subscribed money, and erected an imitation mountain in front of the temple dedicated to the God of the Earth. The scenery was covered with festoons, and was illuminated by about seven hundred lanterns. There were also lanterns exhibited at every house, and inside the temple were all kinds of amusements. The whole town was gay with festivities. Though this place could not be compared with the Capital City, yet it was considered the Heaven on Earth in that vicinity.


  At this feast, Song Jiang had dined with Hua Rong. It was a very fine day, and about 11 A.M. Hua Rong mounted his horse, and went to his yamen. He gave orders that in the evening a hundred soldiers should patrol the streets, and preserve order, and that other soldiers should guard the barriers outside the town. About 3 P.M. he returned home, and dined with Song Jiang. The latter mentioned that he wished to have a look of the display of lanterns in the town that evening. Hua Rong stated he would have liked to accompany him, but his official duty would not allow him to do that. He would, however, depute two or three men to go with Song Jiang. He would wait for his early return for dinner.


  In the evening the moon rose in the east, and it was a full moon. Song Jiang started off for a stroll accompanied by three confidential servants. There was a brilliant display of lanterns in the form of peonies, mimosas, and lotus flowers of all sizes cut out of paper. They visited the God of the Earth’s temple, saw the imitation mountain with its illuminations, and then strolled off towards the south side of the town. They had only gone about 700 paces, when they came to a house with a big display of lanterns, and a big crowd of people outside the front gate. Gongs were sounding, and the crowd was applauding. Song Jiang saw that there was a masquerade inside the courtyard, but as he was of short stature the crowd in front obstructed his view. His companions however asked the people to make room, and so Song Jiang got a good view. The actors displayed awkward manners, and Song Jiang could not avoid laughing at the exhibition. Now it happened that the magistrate and his wife were inside the courtyard with some other women watching the show, and when Song Jiang laughed, Madame Liu looked in his direction, and at once recognized him. She pointed at Song Jiang and said to her husband, “That dwarf fellow who is laughing is the chief of the bandits who seized me on the Qingfeng Mountain.” Magistrate Liu was surprised at this, and ordered about seven of his attendants to arrest the small man who was laughing at the gate. Song Jiang had however heard the order, and went away at once. He had not gone far, when the soldiers caught up to him, and seizing him took him inside the courtyard where they bound his arms with ropes. When his companions saw that he had been arrested they hurried off, and reported it to commander Hua Rong.


  Magistrate Liu took his seat on the bench at once, and Song Jiang was brought in, and made to kneel.


  “You are one of the bandits from Qingfeng Mountain,” said Magistrate Liu. “But how dare you come here to look at the show of lanterns? Now that you have been captured what have you got to say?”


  “I am a native of Yuncheng County,” said Song Jiang. “My name is Zhang San, and I am a friend of Colonel Hua Rong. I have been here for several days, and I am not a bandit on the Qingfeng Mountain.”


  The magistrate’s wife was standing behind a screen at the back of her husband, and when she heard this she came forward, and spoke to Song Jiang herself. “You cannot get out of it. Have you forgotten how I addressed you as the chief?”


  “Lady, you are mistaken. At that time did I not tell you that I had been captured by the bandits, and could not leave the mountain?”


  “If you were a traveler, and were captured, how could you leave the mountain and come here to look at the lanterns?” asked Magistrate Liu.


  “When you were in your stronghold,” interjected Madame Liu, “you sat on the middle chair, and had an ostentatious manner. When I addressed you as the chief you paid no attention at all.”


  “Lady,” replied Song Jiang, “have you forgotten that I did my best, and obtained your release? Why do you now accuse me of being a bandit?”


  Madame Liu was angry at this, and pointing at Song Jiang she cursed him, “You prevaricator! You will not admit it unless you are thrashed.’


  The magistrate agreed to this, and at once gave orders for Song Jiang to be beaten with the split bamboo. This was done, and Song Jiang was severely beaten so that he was soon covered with blood. He was then bound with chains, ready to be conveyed in a prisoner’s cart to the Prefectural Town under the name: “Zhang San, The Tiger, from Yuncheng County.”


  Colonel Hua Rong was upset when he got the report of the arrest of Song Jiang. He immediately wrote a note to his colleague Magistrate Liu, and sent a confidential servant with it. The letter was duly delivered and read by Magistrate Liu as follows: “I, Hua Rong, have a relative named Liu Zhang who arrived from Jizhou a few days ago. He went to see the lanterns, and may have offended you. I beg you, sir, forgive him and release him, and I will come to express my regrets in person. Moreover, I wish you to excuse me for this improvident note as no disrespect is intended.”


  Magistrate Liu was very angry upon reading this, and tore the letter into pieces. He said, “Colonel Hua Rong is entirely wrong. He is an official appointed by the court, and yet he associates with bandits, and also tries to deceive me. The prisoner said himself that his name was Zhang San and that he came from Yuncheng County, whereas this letter names him Liu Zhang, and says he came from Jizhou. But he will not deceive me. He thinks that I will be inclined to let the man go because he uses my name Liu.” After saying this, he dismissed the messenger without an answer.


  When Hua Rong heard of this, he was very much excited, and ordered his horse to be got ready. He changed his dress, and armed himself with a bow and arrows. He summoned about fifty soldiers armed with cudgels to accompany him and set out to visit his colleague. Upon reaching the yamen the guard at the gate saw that Hua Rong was very angry, and being afraid ran away. Hua Rong dismounted in front of the hall, and his soldiers drew up on both sides. He held a spear in his hand, and called out, “I request Magistrate Liu to come here, and speak with me.”


  Magistrate Liu hearing this, was panic-stricken. He was afraid to go outside to meet Hua Rong who was a military officer. Hua Rong waited a little time, and then he ordered his soldiers to search the buildings on both sides for Song Jiang. They soon found him tied to a beam, with both feet fastened with chains, and his legs showing traces of the beating he had had. The soldiers broke the chains, and released Song Jiang. After mounting his horse again, Hua Rong called out, “Magistrate Liu, what are you going to do? Where is there a family without some relatives? What is your idea in keeping my relative in your home and falsely accuse him of being a bandit? That is a great insult to me! I will talk to you tomorrow.” He then departed with Song Jiang and his soldiers.


  Magistrate Liu was very angry at this, and ordered two hundred soldiers to proceed to Hua Rong’s quarters, and bring the prisoner back. The Drill Instructors in charge were skilled with the spear and sword, but were not the equal of Colonel Hua Rong. Although they did not like the job, yet they dared not decline to go. The soldiers reached Hua Rong’s yamen while it was still dark. They paraded in front of the gate, but no one dared to enter. They were all afraid of Hua Rong. Now as the day was breaking, they saw that the gates were open, and upon looking inside they could make out Hua Rong seated in the main hall. In his left hand, he held a bow, with an arrow in his right hand. He saw the soldiers standing outside the gate, and lifting the bow he shouted to them, “You soldiers are not concerned in this quarrel. I will settle it with Magistrate Liu himself. He sent you here, but you need not fight for him. You two Drill Instructors have been newly appointed, and you do not yet know my military skill. Today, I will give you a display of that, and afterwards if there is any man who wishes to fight with me he may enter without fear. I will now shoot an arrow at the cheek of the God drawn on the door.” Thereupon he lifted the arrow to the string; stretched the bow to the full extent; called out “Go!” and the arrow flew and struck the drawing of the Door God in the exact spot as predicted. The soldiers were struck with awe.


  Hua Rong took another arrow, and shouted out again, “Soldiers! Now watch an arrow hit the tassel on the helmet of the Door God on the right-hand side of the door.” The arrow whistled through the air and struck the exact spot. The two arrows were still sticking in the leaves of the door, Hua Rong shouted again, “Soldiers! Now watch my third arrow strike the breast of your Drill Instructor who is dressed in white uniform.” The man referred to, called out “Ai Ya!” and turning, ran away. Upon seeing this the soldiers took to flight likewise.


  Hua Rong gave an order for the gates to be closed, and went to see Song Jiang in the room at the back. He said, “Elder brother, you have suffered too much owing to a fault on my part.”


  “It does not matter to me,” said Song Jiang; “I am only afraid that he will not put up with you. We must devise some scheme to get out of this trouble.”


  “I no longer wish to be an official,” said Hua Rong; “I must settle this dispute with that fellow.”


  “I did not expect that woman to return my generous act with enmity,” said Song Jiang, “and she even asked her husband to beat me. I did think of giving my true name, but I did not do so because I was afraid that he would then remember the murder of Yan Poxi. I did not anticipate that Liu Gao would be so unreasonable as to arrest me, and put me in a prisoner’s cart. He wanted to charge me with being the chief of the bandits so that I might be executed. If you had not rescued me, I should have been tongue-tied, and could not have said anything.”


  “I wrote your name as Liu,” said Hua Rong, “because that was also his name, and as a scholar, he might let you go on that account. I never thought he turned out to have no feelings. Now that I have rescued you I will settle the dispute with him by and by.”


  “You are wrong,” said Song Jiang. “Now owing to your influence, I was rescued. There is an ancient saying, ‘When eating food, beware of choking; when going a journey beware of stumbling.’ You rescued me by force, so he sent soldiers to arrest me again, and as that failed the matter cannot rest as it is. He will certainly report it to his superior. So this evening I must escape to Qingfeng Mountain, and remain in hiding there. You can pretend to have no knowledge of the event, and ‘bury the case in a pigeonhole.’ They have no proof if I escape now, and the higher official will ascribe the case to a petty personal quarrel between civil and military authorities.”


  “I am only a soldier,” said Hua Rong, “and am without your farsightedness. I am afraid that you are so severely injured that you cannot walk far.”


  “Never mind that. As matters are urgent there can be no delay. I will walk slowly towards the bandits’ retreat.” He had his wounds dressed, left his things with Hua Rong, and set off at once.


  When Magistrate Liu’s soldiers returned he heard them report what a terrible fellow Hua Rong was and that nobody dared to go and face his arrows. Both the Drill Instructors also said, “Who did that would soon have a hole in his body. We are not keen on that.”


  Magistrate Liu was a civil official so he could consider things from other phases. He anticipated that Hua Rong would allow Song Jiang to escape to the mountain, and then come to discuss matters. “I have not sufficient evidence so that it will only end in a wrangle between us. Tonight I will dispatch about twenty soldiers to a place about two li on the road to the mountain, and keep a lookout there. If we succeed in capturing him he must be brought here secretly and imprisoned. Then I will report the matter to the Prefect, and ask him to send soldiers to take charge of both Song Jiang and Hua Rong. Then I shall have sole control of this county, with no more molestation from those fellows.”


  That evening he dispatched about twenty soldiers to lie in wait on the road. Two hours before midnight, the soldiers returned having arrested Song Jiang. Magistrate Liu was very pleased at the success of his plans, and said, “I was quite correct in my estimate of what he would do. Place him in the jail at the back of my quarters, and see that not a single person gets to know of this.” That night, he wrote a dispatch, and sent it with two confidential servants to Qingzhou Prefecture.


  The next day Hua Rong thought that Song Jiang would have arrived at the mountain stronghold and took no more care of Liu Gao.


  The Prefect of Qingzhou was Murong Yanda, and his sister was a concubine of the Emperor Huizong. Relying on his sister’s influence at the court he did outrageous things at Qingzhou Prefecture. He injured the people, and insulted his colleagues. On this day he had sat at an early court, and was just on the point of going to breakfast when the urgent messengers from Magistrate Liu arrived. He read the dispatch, and was surprised. He said, “Hua Rong is the son of a meritorious minister so how is it that he associates now with bandits? It is a very serious crime, but how can I know whether the charge is true or not?” He sent for Colonel Huang Xin who was highly skilled in military drill. He was in charge of the defenses of Qingzhou Prefecture, and had got the nickname of ‘Supressor of Three Mountains.’ These three mountains were in that prefecture, and were the Qingfeng Mountain, Lianglong Mountain, and Taohua Mountain. These three mountains were the resorts of bandits. He had boasted that he would capture all the bandits, and that was how he got his nickname.


  Upon reaching the hall, the Prefect told him about the report, and gave him orders. Colonel Huang Xin put on his mailed coat, and took his sword; mounted a horse and set out at once with about fifty soldiers for Qingfeng Town. Upon arriving there, he was well received by Magistrate Liu who entertained him in his own private quarters. The prisoner Song Jiang was sent for so that Huang Xin should see him.


  “I do not want to ask him any questions,” said Huang Xin. “Have a cart prepared, and put the prisoner inside it.” This was duly done, and Song Jiang had not said a word.


  “Does Hua Rong know that you have arrested Song Jiang?” asked Huang Xin.


  “He was arrested during the night,” replied Magistrate Liu, “and has been kept secretly in prison since then. Hua Rong is at home, and thinks Song Jiang has got to the mountain.”


  “That makes our task easy,” replied Huang Xin. “We must prepare a feast at the headquarters, and invite him to partake of it with us. We will lay around the hall an ambush of fifty soldiers. When he comes I will give a signal by throwing my wine cup on the floor, and the soldiers then come forth and seize him. What do you think of that plot?”


  “That will do splendidly,” replied Magistrate Liu. “It reminds me of catching a turtle in a jar.”


  The next day, the hall was prepared for feast, and tents were erected on both sides of the hall for the ambush. After breakfast Huang Xin mounted his horse, and accompanied by about three men went to visit Hua Rong. Upon the servant reporting the arrival of Huang Xin, Hua Rong asked what Huang Xin had come there for, and the servant replied that it was a friendly visit. Hua Rong went outside, saluted Huang Xin, and when they had taken their seats in the hall Hua Rong asked, “Upon what official business have you come to see me?”


  “The Prefect ordered me to come to see you because he had heard that the relations between you and the civil administrator here were not amicable. So he told me to prepare a feast, and invite both of you to conciliate you.”


  “How can I dare to cheat Magistrate Liu?” asked Hua Rong. “He is my superior officer, but he has frequently tried to find fault with me. I never thought that the Prefect would know about it. How can I thank you for troubling to come all this distance?” Huang Xin leaned forward, and whispered to Hua Rong, “The Prefect is quite well aware that you are the better, and more useful man, and he thinks that the magistrate here is not up too much. It will be all right if you come along with me now.”


  “It is very kind of you to say that,” said Hua Rong. “But before we go, let me offer you some wine.”


  “It would be better if we drink wine after you two have talked matters over.”


  Hua Rong agreed to this, and they both mounted their horses and went off. Upon reaching the headquarters they dismounted, and Huang Xin taking Hua Rong by the hand led him into the hall. Magistrate Liu was there waiting for them. Huang Xin ordered a servant to bring the wine. The servants outside had taken Hua Rong’s horse to the stable, and had shut the gate of the yamen. Hua Rong had no suspicion of a plot, and trusted Huang Xin because he was also a military officer.


  When the wine was served Huang Xin took a cup, and offering it to Magistrate Liu said, “The Prefect feels uneasy to hear that you two officials here do not see eye to eye, so he instructed me to come here as mediator. We must always understand that Imperial affairs are of the first importance, and discuss matters amicably.”


  “I have not much ability,” said Magistrate Liu, “but I understand a little of the rules of propriety. It is my fault indeed, if I have given the prefect any cause for anxiety. We two have had no disputes, so somebody must have circulated false statements about us.”


  “Splendid!” said Colonel Huang Xin.


  Magistrate Liu drank his wine, and Colonel Huang Xin then handed another cup of wine to Hua Rong, and said, “As Magistrate Liu says this there must be somebody that have made these false reports. In that case, please drink this wine.”


  Hua Rong took the wine, and drank it. Magistrate Liu then poured out some wine, and offered it to Huang Xin saying, “I am sorry to have troubled you to come so far to this our humble place. Please drink this wine.”


  Colonel Huang Xin took the cup, and looked around. Instantly several soldiers came to the hall. He threw the cup on the floor, and at once there arose a shout. Soldiers from all sides entered the hall, and arrested Hua Rong. Colonel Huang Xin ordered them to bind Hua Rong’s hands, and the latter called out, “What is the charge against me?”


  Colonel Huang Xin laughed, and said, “You need not shout! You have joined the bandits of Qingfeng Mountain to plot rebellion against the Imperial Court. You know what the charge will be. But because of our previous acquaintance, I will not implicate your family.”


  “But where is the proof of what you say?” asked Hua Rong.


  “You shall see the proof,” said Colonel Huang Xin. “I will not be unjust to you.” Turning round, he ordered, “Bring the man here!” In a short time, a prisoner’s cart was wheeled into the hall, and Hua Rong saw Song Jiang therein. Hua Rong was startled, and could not say another word.


  “This has nothing to do with me,” called out Huang Xin. “Magistrate Liu made the accusation against you.”


  “Never mind!” said Hua Rong. “This man is a relative of mine. He is a native of Yuncheng County. You accuse him of being a bandit, so he will answer that charge in the proper court where there will be discrimination.”


  “I am going to take you both to Qingzhou Prefecture,” said Huang Xin, “and there the matter will be thoroughly gone into.” He then asked Magistrate Liu to provide an escort of a hundred soldiers.


  Hua Rong spoke to Colonel Huang Xin, “Colonel, you tricked me to come here, and have me arrested, but I may even at the Imperial Court have explanation about this matter. I must ask you to allow me to retain my military uniform while I am being conveyed in the prisoner’s cart.”


  “I can easily agree to that,” said Huang Xin. He then told Magistrate Liu that he also had to proceed to Qingzhou, and state his accusation there. The two then mounted their horses, set out for Qingzhou, accompanying the two prisoners in two captive carts, and with an escort of about a hundred and fifty soldiers.


  


  As you have prepared the bed,


  You must lie on it contented.


  


  We will now relate how this affair caused a hundred houses to be burnt down, and two thousand people to be killed in an armed conflict.


  



  CHAPTER 33

   

  The Suppressor of the Three Mountains Makes a Great Stir in the Qingzhou Prefecture; the Thunderer Wanders in the Dark Amidst the Devastated Village


   


   


   


  THE soldiers escorting the prisoners were armed with spears, cudgels, halberds, and swords, and were morally supported further by a band of drums and gongs. They had barely covered fourteen li when as they were approaching a big forest the soldiers in the advance halted and reported that they saw spies among the trees. But the unconvinced Huang Xin merely growled at the column for having stopped, and ordered that they should march on, and take no further notice of the supposed spying. The column had to obey, and the wood was now close at hand when suddenly about thirty gongs were sounded simultaneously among the trees, with the natural consequence that the soldiers were frightened out of their wits, and began to scatter. Huang Xin’s shout, however, stopped them. “Stand firm! Fall into ranks! Magistrate Liu! You guard the prisoners.”


  Already, Magistrate Liu on his horse had got the wind up, and exclaimed, “May we be saved by the Goddess of Mercy from a calamity! Ai Ya! Ai Ya! I will offer a a hundred thousand scriptures, at thirty altars for the benefit of those in the afterlife. Save us! Save us!” His face became the color of a green pumpkin, and then turned yellow.


  Huang Xin, being a military officer, had no fear. He whipped his horse, and dashed to the front. There he could see that there were about five hundred brigands among the trees. They were all tall, and had fierce appearances. They all wore red turbans, and short jackets, and had swords in their belts, and long spears in their hands. They had by this time surrounded his column. Then three big men sprang out of the forest. Their dress was blue, green, and red respectively, and on their turbans was the “Wan” swastika in gold. They each carried a big sword and a halberd in hand—barring the road. These were the bandit chiefs, namely ‘Elegant Tiger,’ ‘Stunted Tiger,’ and the ‘White Faced Squire.’ They bellowed out, “You can go no further unless you give us three thousand taels of gold.”


  Colonel Huang Xin shouted, “You fellows are not going to treat us in this way. The ‘Supressor of Three Mountains’ is here.”


  The three bandit chiefs glared at him, and shouted, “Even if you guarded ten thousand mountains you would have to pay just the same. You shall not pass here without payment.”


  “I am a Colonel on official business, so why should you expect me to pay the money?”


  The chiefs laughed, “Even if the Emperor himself came this way, he would have to pay the toll. If you have no money, then you can leave the man who transacts official business as ransom with us until you raise the cash.”


  Huang Xin was highly infuriated by such insolence, shouted back, “You brigands! How dare you be so impudent!” Ordering the drums and gongs to be beaten so as to have a martial air, he whipped his horse and charged with his sword in hand. The chiefs defended themselves, but although Huang Xin used all his available skill and strategy he could not hold himself against the three even after ten bouts.


  Magistrate Liu was at the back shivering in his shoes, and instead of helping he was seriously thinking of running away.


  Huang Xin at last realized that he was in danger of being captured by these men; so turning his horse, galloped back to his soldiers with the three brigand chiefs following at his heels.


  Huang Xin had no time to care for his own soldiers, but rode off by himself towards the town whence they had just come. When the soldiers saw Huang Xin leaving them there was confusion, and they left the prisoner’s cart, and scattered in all directions. Magistrate Liu was soon left by himself, and seeing the hopeless position of affairs whipped his horse, and followed the rabble. But some of the brigands seeing Magistrate Liu escaping drew a rope across his track-brought his horse down, and took him prisoner.


  Having released Hua Rong and Song Jiang from the cage on the cart, they stripped the clothes from Magistrate Liu and gave them to Song Jiang. The band then set out for their stronghold on the mountain with the horses as their booty, and the magistrate as their prisoner.


  Now before this conflict the brigands had sent spies into Qingfeng Town, and they had duly reported that Hua Rong had been arrested, and that Huang Xin had captured Song Jiang on the road. So every road had been watched, and the ambush cleverly arranged.


  The bandits reached their camp about 10 P.M. that evening, and the chiefs assembled in the hall to discuss matters. They all sat down to take dinner with Song Jiang and Hua Rong in the central seats of honor.


  “I and my elder brother Song are deeply indebted to you for saving our lives and revenging our wrong. In the town however are my wife and my sister, and I am afraid that Huang Xin will now arrest them. How can we save them?”


  “Colonel Hua, do not worry about that,” said Yan Shun. “I think that Colonel Huang Xin will not dare touch your family. We know that even if he does, he will still have to pass along this road again. We three will go tomorrow, and bring your family here.” He then ordered some of his men to go into the town, and spy what was being done there.


  Hua Rong expressed his gratitude for this action.


  “Let us now have the prisoner Liu Gao here,” said Song Jiang.


  “He is bound to a pillar on the veranda,” said Yan Shun. “We will cut open his chest, and present you with his heart.”


  “I will do that myself,” said Hua Rong.


  They all went outside to the veranda. There Song Jiang reviled Liu Gao. “Previously I had no quarrel with you, so why did you foolishly listen to your wife’s false statements. Now that we have caught you, what have you to say?”


  “Don’t ask him any questions,” said Hua Rong. He opened the prisoner’s breast with his sword, and cutting out the heart presented it to Song Jiang. The soldiers took away the corpse.


  “We have disposed of this vile scoundrel,” said Song Jiang, “but as we have not yet got his whore of a wife. My hatred of her still exists.”


  “Never mind, brother,” said ‘Stunted Tiger,’ “I will go tomorrow, and get her, and she will then belong to me.”


  They all laughed at this. They soon finished their feast, and went to sleep.


  Early the next morning they again discussed an attack on Qingfeng Town. Yan Shun said, “Our men are all tired out after yesterday’s work so we had better let them rest today.”


  They all agreed to this as there was no particular urgency about the proposed actions.


  Upon reaching Qingfeng Town Colonel Huang Xin issued an order that foot soldiers and cavalry should strengthen the guards at the four barriers outside the town. It was not a walled town. He also wrote a dispatch to Prefect Murong, and sent two express messengers with it. They reached the prefectural town during the night, but when the Prefect was informed that an urgent dispatch had arrived he at once went to the yamen to receive it. The dispatch read: “Hua Rong has rebelled, and joined the bandits on Qingfeng Mountain. It is extremely important that reinforcements should be dispatched at once to safeguard the town.”


  The Prefect was surprised at the news, and at once sent for General Qin Ming, commander-in-chief of the troops in the Prefecture. Now the General was a native of Kaizhou in Zhili province, and had an excitable nature. He always spoke in a very loud voice, and therefore he got the nickname, “The Thunderer.”


  For two generations his forefathers had been in the army. He was skilled in the use of the mace with which he could overcome even ten thousand soldiers. When he heard the Prefect’s summon he at once went to the yamen. After they had exchanged the usual salutations the Prefect handed him the dispatch to read. General Qin Ming was very angry, and said, “How dare the fellow do such a thing! Your Excellency need not worry. I will send soldiers at once. I swear that if I do not arrest those bandits I will not see you again.”


  “I am afraid,” said Prefect Murong, “that if we delay the bandits will attack Qingfeng Town.”


  “I will see that action is taken immediately,” replied General Qin Ming. “I will give orders this very night, and the soldiers will march off early in the morning.”


  The Prefect was much pleased, and at once gave orders that wine and rations for the troops should be sent outside the town, and distributed to the soldiers the following morning.


  General Qin Ming went to his headquarters, and issued orders mustering one hundred horsemen and four hundred infantry for the expedition the following morning outside the town.


  The Prefect went himself to a monastery outside the city, and there supervised the distribution for each soldier of two steamed buns, one jin of meat, and three bowls of wine. When this had been prepared he saw the soldiers leaving the town with a red flag bearing the name, “General Qin Commander-in-chief of Infantry and Cavalry.” General Qin was with them, wearing his helmet and armor. His appearance indeed was a fine spectacle. As soon as he saw the Prefect he rode forward, and dismounted. After the usual ceremony of saluting, the Prefect presented the General with a cup of wine, and said, “Take due precautions, and quickly return with victories.”


  When the rations had been distributed to the troops a signal cannon was fired, and they marched off on the road to Qingfeng Town.


  The bandits on Qingfeng Mountain were duly informed by their scouts of the departure of these troops, and were rather surprised at this sudden move. Hua Rong said, “Gentlemen, don’t worry. There is an ancient saying, ‘Urgent report of the arrival of troops demands a determination to face them even unto death.’ We had better order our men to take enough food and wine, and afterwards act according to my instructions. We must first use force, and then outwit them with guile.” He then whispered his plan.


  “Your plan is good,” said Song Jiang. “Let it be carried out.”


  “The men were ordered accordingly, and that day Song Jiang and Hua Rong arranged their plan. Hua Rong selected one of the best horses for himself, and put on his mailed armor and helmet. He also got in good condition his bow, arrows, and spears.


  Now General Qin Ming, “the Thunderer,” marched with his army until he was a few li from Qingfeng Mountain where he encamped for the night. When his troops had had their meal about 4 A.M. next morning, he ordered a cannon to be fired as a signal for a forward march. He selected an open space where the troops were spread out accompanied by the rolling of drums. Just then, however, he heard gongs being sounded on the mountain, and saw a large body of mounted bandits galloping down the mountain path. He recognized Hua Rong among the brigands, and pulling up his horse he seized his “Wolves Teeth Mace.” Upon reaching the foot of the mountain a gong was again sounded, and all the mounted bandits formed themselves into ranks. Hua Rong on his horse saluted “the Thunderer.”


  “Hua Rong,” shouted “the Thunderer,” “your ancestors were military officers, and you yourself received your commission from the Emperor. You were given a salary, and commanded to guard this county, so where have you got dissatisfied? Now you join these bandits, and openly rebel against the government. I have come here to arrest you. If you are intelligent, just dismount, and be bound by ropes, and so a dirty business may be avoided.”


  Hua Rong laughed at this, and said, “Sir, please listen! How dare I rebel? Magistrate Liu Gao has concocted false charges against me. As he was persecuting me I had no other place for refuge than this. I request that you personally investigate the charges, and so help to clear me of the accusation.”


  “How long will it be before you dismount?” asked “the Thunderer.” “You have made a sophisticated speech in order to demoralize my troops.” He ordered the drums to be sounded, and raising his mace he advanced towards Hua Rong.


  Hua Rong laughed again, “Qin Ming! Do you not understand the forbearance of a decent man? I have treated you as my superior officer, but please do not think that I am afraid of you.” Thereupon he urged his horse forward, and held his spear ready for action.


  They both engaged in conflict, but after about fifty rounds neither of them gained any advantage. So Hua Rong decided to make a feint, and turning his horse he galloped away down the road. “The Thunderer” was very angry at this and pursued him. Hua Rong put his spear aside, took his bow, and reined in his horse. Turning round in the saddle he shot an arrow which severed the tassel on the “Thunderer’s” helmet, and it fell to the ground. This served as a warning, and “the Thunderer” being startled dared not go any further. He pulled up his horse, and turned round with the idea of dealing with the followers who had come with Hua Rong. But the bandits had all turned, and were in retreat up the mountain. Hua Rong had also now turned off the road, and was also heading for the mountain by another path.


  This escape of the enemy made General Qin Ming, “the Thunderer,” more angry, and he said, “These rascals are detestable.” He at once gave orders for a general advance up the mountain, and the drums and gongs were beaten accordingly. The soldiers shouted as they advanced. They had not gone very far when they were assailed from above by chamber pots, bottles of lime, large boulders, and logs of wood rolled down the slope. About fifty men were killed at once, and the rest realizing their danger turned and fled. General Qin Ming was now extremely angry, but also had to retreat. About noon many gongs were beaten on another hill to the west, and he saw there another body of bandits with red flags. He led a number of his cavalry in that direction, but when they got there they could not see the flags and brigands. There was only a small track there for woodcutters, and even that was obstructed by a heap of timber and bushes. He gave order that the trees be removed, but just as his soldiers were going to do this, they heard gongs sounded on another hill to the east side, and looking across they saw bandits there with red flags.


  General Qin Ming immediately rushed his cavalry to the eastern hill, but upon arriving there, there were no bandits or red flags. Again there was only a small track obstructed by loose trees and bushes. Just then a scout reported to him that there were bandits with red flags again on the western hill. General Qin Ming again galloped his cavalry to the western hill, but upon arriving there there was not a single bandit to be seen. “The Thunderer” was now mad with rage, and ground his teeth with passion. Again he heard the brigands sounding their gongs on the eastern hill, but upon going there again there was only the same result. He gave orders that a road up the mountain must be found, and one of his soldiers stepped forward, and spoke respectfully, “There is evidently no proper road here, but on the southeast side there is a good road up the mountain. If we try to find a way here I am afraid we shall be entrapped.”


  “We must go at once by that road,” said the general. The troops were rushed in that direction, but when they reached their objective it was growing dusk so they encamped there, and went to prepare their evening meal. Just then they happened to see lighted torches upon the hill, and many gongs were being beaten.


  General Qin Ming was so angry that he led about fifty cavalrymen up the mountain. They were met by a storm of arrows, and several of his men were wounded. He returned to the camp, and ordered his soldiers to get the evening meal finished as quickly as possible. The cooking fires had just been lighted when they saw about ninety bandits on the mountain who had many torches, and were blowing whistles. General Qin Ming quickly got some of his soldiers ready, and was on the point of starting when the bandits extinguished their torches. It was a cloudy night so that there was not much moonlight. General Qin Ming was still angry, and he now gave his officers orders to set the forest on fire. But before this could be done there was a sound of flutes and drums, and he saw about ten torches blazing on the top of a hill. Mounting his horse he went towards the light, and there saw Hua Rong and Song Jiang seated at a table eating and drinking. General Qin Ming reined in his horse, and shouted insults to them.


  Hua Rong laughed, and said, “General Qin, you need not be so hot-tempered. Go back and rest yourself. Tomorrow we will fight again, and either you or I will be victorious.”


  “Rebellious bandit!” thundered General Qin Ming. “Come down, here! I will have a few hundred bouts with you now and afterwards we can discuss matters.”


  Hua Rong laughed, and said, “General Qin, you must be tired after today’s exertions, so if I defeat you now it would not be much to my credit. Go back, and come again tomorrow.”


  General Qin was angrier than ever, and continued to insult them. He would have gone to look for a road up the mountain but for the fear of the arrows from Hua Rong’s bow. While he was still cursing them, however, he heard a noise in his camp below. He turned his horse, and galloped back to his camp, but upon reaching there he saw that the bandits were attacking the camp with fireballs and fire arrows. In the shadows at the rear of the camp many brigands let fly a shower of crossbows. His soldiers seeing their danger were leaving the camp, and seeking shelter in the deep ditches.


  It was now about 1 A.M. While his men were hiding in all kinds of hollow there was a rush of water, and they were in danger of being drowned in a mountain torrent. The bandits occupied the banks of the stream, seized the soldiers by iron hooks, and many of the latter were drowned in the water. General Qin Ming was almost crazy with anger at this, but just then he noticed a small footpath. He turned his horse into it, and went forward. He had not gone more than about fifty paces when his horse stumbled and fell into a pit. Immediately about fifty brigands armed with iron hooks appeared, and lifted up the General. They stripped him off his mail, helmet, and weapons, and binding him with ropes took him up the mountain.


  All this was in accordance with the plans of Hua Rong. He had divided his men so as to entice General Qin to gallop backwards and forwards, and so exhaust his men and horses without obtaining any result. He had filled bags with earth, and dammed up the mountain stream, and then during the night forced the enemy into the stream and then released the water. Of General Qin Ming’s troops about half were drowned in this way, and about two hundred were captured alive. Also about eighty fine horses were seized.


  When the bandits reached their stronghold with Qeneral Qin Ming, day was just breaking. The five leaders were already seated in the main building when the brigands arrived, and brought General Qin to the hall. Hua Rong immediately jumped up from his seat, and leaving the hall went and untied the ropes binding the General. He conducted “the Thunderer” into the hall, and there kowtowed to him. The General returned the courtesy, and questioned, “I am your prisoner and you may now kill me. But why do you treat me like this?”


  Hua Rong knelt down, and said, “Our men did not recognize your eminence, and have ill-treated you, we ask for your forgiveness.”


  General Qin Ming was presented with new uniform, and he then asked Hua Rong, “Who is this leader of these heroes?”


  “This is Song Jiang, formerly a clerk in the magistrate’s yamen at Yuncheng County. These other three are the leaders of this stronghold—Yan Shun, Wang Ying, and Zheng Tianshou.’”


  “I know these three gentlemen,” said General Qin Ming. “Is Song Jiang also known in Shandong province as ‘Welcome Rain’?”


  “That is I,” interposed Song Jiang.


  General Qin Ming saluted, and said, “I have heard of your illustrious name for a long time, but I never anticipated meeting you here today.”


  Song Jiang quickly returned the salute, but in his doing so General Qin Ming noticed that he limped a little so he asked what was the cause of it. Thereupon Song Jiang told him in detail his adventures from the time he lived at Yuncheng County.


  General Qin Ming wagged his head, and said, “What a great many mistakes are made by listening to only one side of a case! Let me get back and tell the Prefect Murong all about this affair.”


  Yan Shun requested the General to stay with them for a few days. Now they at once started feasting with goat and horse meat. After a few rounds of drinking, the General arose and said, “Gentlemen and heroes, as you are so good as not to kill me I now request you to return to me my helmet, and mail, my horse, and sword, and allow me to go back to Qingzhou Prefecture.”


  “You are mistaken, sir,” said Yan Shun. “You must remember that you have lost all your soldiers so how can you return to Qingzhou Prefecture? Would not the Prefect bring an accusation against you? It would be better if you stayed here for a few days. It is true that the accommodation at this wild spot is rather rough, but we will divide our gold and silver with you, and give you whatever clothes you require, and you will be quite safe here from the wrath of your superior officer.”


  General Qin Ming stepped out of the hall, and said, “While living, I am a subject of the Great Song Empire, and when dead I shall be a ghost of it. I received my commission as a General from the Emperor, and as I have been well and fairly treated how can I become a bandit, and rebel against the Emperor? You gentlemen can kill me at any time that suits your convenience.”


  Yan Shun came forward and persuaded general Qin Ming, “Elder brother, please listen to what I say, I am also the son of an official who received his appointment direct from the Court, but have been forced by circumstances to become a bandit. As you are unwilling to join us we request you to stay with us at least for a little time until the feast is over. I will return to you the armor, helmet, your horse and arms, and you can then go if you like.”


  General Qin Ming was unwilling to stay, so Hua Rong again spoke to him, “When you arrived, you were extremely tired with your previous exertions, and your horse was also wearied so that you must at least give it time to eat its fodder before you depart.”


  General Qin Ming thought that this was quite true, so he sat down at the feast. The five men acted as hosts, and saw that he was well supplied with wine. They treated General Qin Ming so well that it was not long before he was drunk, and they then conducted him to a room where he lay down to sleep.


  He awoke about 9 A.M. the next morning, and after toilet he wished again to leave the mountain. After breakfast they gave him his armor and helmet. Men were also sent down the mountain with his arms and horse with instructions to wait there for him. The five brigand chiefs accompanied him down the mountain, and before leaving, handed him his arms and horse. General Qin Ming mounted, and rode off at great speed towards Qingzhou Prefecture.


  He was only about four li from his destination, and it was about 11 A.M. when he saw clouds of smoke and dust in the distance. When he saw this he became suspicious as he had not met a single person on the road. As he approached the town of Qingzhou Prefecture, he saw that the suburbs were in flame. The houses were all in ruins, and among the débris were the corpses of men, women, and children.


  He made his way through the ruins, but when he reached the city gate he found that the drawbridge was up, and that there were numerous soldiers on the wall armed with logs and huge boulders. He reined in his horse, and shouted, “Let down the bridge as I wish to enter the city.”


  The soldiers had seen him coming, and recognizing him they raised a shout, and beat their drums.


  The Thunderer shouted, “I am General Qin Ming. Why do you not let me into the city?” Just then he noticed the Prefect Murong was standing at the breastwork of the wall gazing at him, and saying, “Rebellious bandit! Why are you not ashamed of yourself? Last night you came here with soldiers and attacked our town; killed many innocent people, and burnt many houses. And yet today you come again, and by deception try to get the gates opened. The Emperor has treated you well, but now you act in this ungrateful way. I have however written a memorial to the Court about your affair. Sooner or later you will be arrested, and cut into pieces.”


  “Your worship,” shouted General Qin Ming, “I took soldiers to attack the bandits, but was defeated, and taken up the mountain as prisoner. I have just been released so how could I be here and attack the city last night?”


  “Do you think that I did not recognize you by your armor, your arms, your helmet, and your horse? All the men here saw you last night directing the bandits to kill the people and burn the houses. So why do you prevaricate now? Even if you were defeated how is it that not a single one of your men returned to report the matter? Do you try to deceive my men and get the gate open so that you can see your family again? If so let me tell you that your wife and all your family were killed this morning. If you do not believe this I will have your wife’s head brought here for you to look at.”


  The soldiers immediately putting the head on a spear held it aloft for General Qin Ming to gaze at. He was a hot-tempered man and the depth of his misery made him unable to utter a word. The archers now commenced to shoot a shower of arrows at him so he turned his horse and retreated for safety. As he returned the houses all around were still burning, and amid all this destruction he could not find a place where he could put an end to his own life. He was buried in deep thought as he rode along. He had not gone more than four li when he saw a troop of cavalry emerging from a forest, and they were led by five heroes in front. He recognized them as the five chiefs of the bandits.


  Song Jiang rose in his stirrups, and saluting said, “Why do you return from Qingzhou Prefecture, sir? You are by yourself, but where are you going?”


  General Qin Ming was very angry at this, and said, “I should like to know who has been in my disguise in an attack on the town, and had so many people killed, so many houses destroyed, and my own family wiped out. He is deserving of death. He has made my situation so terrible that I cannot find a way in heaven or earth to end my misery. If I find that man I will smash him into pieces with my mace.”


  “Sir, do not be angry,” said Song Jiang. “I have a proposal to make, but this is not a suitable place to discuss it. I request you to accompany us to our mountain stronghold where I can explain it to you.”


  General Qin Ming saw no other way but to follow them. They said nothing on the road, but when they reached the stronghold they all dismounted, and entered the main hall where a feast was soon spread. The chiefs requested General Qin Ming to take the seat of honor. They then knelt down before him, but he immediately did the same to them.


  “Sir, please excuse us,” said Song Jiang. “Yesterday we tried to detain you on our mountain. But as you were determined to go so we thought of a plan, and dressed one of our bandits in your armor and helmet, gave him your mace and horse, and instructed him to lead our men to attack Qingzhou Prefecture, and kill the people there. These men were reinforced by Yan Shun and ‘Stunted Tiger’ who each led about fifty men, and acted as if you yourself wanted to get your wife and family out of Qingzhou Prefecture. The object of this destruction was to put an end to your desire to go back. We now confess our faults.”


  Upon hearing this General Qin Ming boiled with rage. He would have liked to fight with Song Jiang at once, but on second thoughts he knew that he was destined by fate to join them. Further he could not fight when they were all in such a submissive attitude, and again he was entirely by himself, and was powerless against so many. Therefore he suppressed his anger, and replied, “Though it was kind of you to detain me here yet it resulted in a great injury to me as all the members of my family were killed.”


  “If we had not done that,” said Song Jiang, “you would not have been willing to give up all thought of returning to your family. As, however, you have no wife, now Hua Rong is willing to marry his younger sister, who would make an excellent wife, to you. What do you say to that?”


  General Qin Ming was persuaded as he saw that they all meant so much respect and care for him.


  They then all sat down with Song Jiang in the place of honor, and partook of the feast provided. During the meal they discussed their plans for an attack on Qingfeng Town.


  General Qin Ming said, “It will be an easy task, and you need not worry about it. Huang Xin is my subordinate, and I trained him in all military matters. Also we are on good terms with each other. So tomorrow I will go, and get the town barriers opened. I will talk matters over with him, and induce him to come with me and join your band. I will bring all Hua Rong’s family here, and will also arrest Magistrate Liu Gao’s wife so that you will be revenged for what she did to you.”


  “That will be most excellent,” said Song Jiang.


  The following morning General Qin Ming mounted his horse, and taking his mace, went down the mountain to Qingfeng Town.


  At the town the barricades were well and strongly guarded by soldiers and although many scouts had been sent out, yet no news arrived of any reinforcement from Qingzhou Prefecture. When General Qin Ming arrived and demanded admittance a messenger was sent to Huang Xin who mounted his horse and hurried to the barricade. There he saw General Qin Ming by himself without even an orderly. He at once gave orders for the drawbridge to be lowered, and when General Qin Ming rode over it Huang Xin conducted him to his quarters. After the usual salutations Huang Xin asked how it happened that the General had returned by himself and unaccompanied.


  The General then told him how he had been defeated, and that he had now joined the bandits who were led by Song Jiang of whom he spoke very highly. He argued strongly that Huang Xin should also join the bandits, and so avoid the abuse of the civil authorities.


  “As you my benefactor have joined the bandits,” said Huang Xin, “I will go with you.”


  They discussed the whole situation, and were on the point of rising when a soldier reported that large bodies of men and horses were marching upon the town. Qin Ming and Huang Xin immediately mounted their steeds, and galloped to the barricades where they saw the cloud of dust raised by the movement of large troops.


   


  The town is invaded with troops,


  While four chiefs descend a mountain.


  



  CHAPTER 34

   

  Stone General Delivers a Letter at a Village Inn; Hua Rong Shoots a Wild Goose at Liangshan Marsh


   


   


   


  WHEN General Qin Ming and Colonel Huang Xin surveyed the outskirts of the town they saw that Song Jiang and Hua Rong led one group of bandits, while “Stunted Tiger” and Yan Shun led another. They had about one hundred fifty men each.


  Huang Xin gave orders that the drawbridge be lowered, and the bandits be allowed to enter the town. Song Jiang had previously issued an order that his men were not to kill even one person in the town, that they were first to reach the southern side of the town to exterminate the family of Magistrate Liu Gao. “Stunted Tiger” however took his men to Magistrate Liu Gao’s house and seized the magistrate’s wife for himself. The magistrate’s house was looted, and all the valuables, horses, cattle, etc. were taken away. Hua Rong took his men to his own house where he took all his family and their possessions on carts. He announced that any of the men at his yamen might remain in their homes, or go with the bandits to the mountain, just as they wished. When all this had been done the bandits returned to the mountain with their loot, etc. Zheng Tianshou had remained behind in charge of the stronghold, and when he saw the bandits returning with cartloads of loot he welcomed them to the main hall. After Hua Rong had introduced Huang Xin and the new comrades they all sat down.


  Song Jiang gave orders that Hua Rong’s family should be given proper quarters, and that the loot from Magistrate Liu Gao’s house should be equally divided among the bandits. “Stunted Tiger” had taken the captured woman to his own rooms.


  In the main hall Yan Shun asked where Magistrate Liu Gao’s wife was and “Stunted Tiger” replied, “You must now let me keep her to be my wife.”


  “You may keep her,” said Yan Shun, “but first she must come here as I have something to say to her.”


  “I also want to ask her a question or two,” said Song Jiang.


  “Stunted Tiger” sent a man, who soon brought in Madame Liu Gao who was weeping and begging pardon.


  “You vixen!” said Song Jiang, “I saved your life on this mountain because you were the wife of the magistrate, but why did you return evil for my good? Now that you have been arrested what have you got to say for yourself?”


  Yan Shun jumped up and said, “Why do you ask questions of this slut?” So saying he drew his sword, and killed the woman on the spot. When “Stunted Tiger” saw this he seized a sword, and advanced to fight with Yan Shun. Song Jiang and the others however also arose, and intervened. Song Jiang said, “Yan Shun has done the right thing in killing this woman. I saved her life, and sent her down the mountain to rejoin her husband, and yet she caused her husband to injure me. If you keep her it would only end in trouble. I will get you a wife later on, and you will then be satisfied.”


  “I am of the same opinion,” said Yan Shun. “If we do not kill her she would do us further injury.”


  “Stunted Tiger” listened to all this, and remained silent. Yan Shun ordered the servants to remove the corpse, and then spread out a feast for celebration.


  The next day Hua Rong prepared the marriage of his sister to General Qin Ming under the auspices of Song Jiang and Huang Xin, Yan Shun, “Stunted Tiger,” and Zheng Tianshou acting as go-between. All the dowry was prepared by Hua Rong.


  All this was done, and after the wedding there was general feasting for about five days.


  About ten days after the wedding one of the bandit’s scouts came up the mountain and reported that Prefect Murong at Qingzhou Prefecture had sent a memorial to the Imperial Court denouncing Hua Rong, Qin Ming, and Huang Xin as rebels, and petitioning that a large army be sent to quell the rebels and the bandits.


  Upon receiving this news, they held a general discussion and all agreed that their position on that mountain was not too secure and that if a large army had them surrounded, they could not avoid being captured.


  “I have a plan,” said Song Jiang, “but I do not know whether you, my brethren, would approve of it.”


  “Let us hear it,” they all cried.


  “To the south of this place there is Liangshan Marsh with a circumference of two hundred li, and in that area are the towns Wanzi Fortress and Liao-er Hollow. That district is now controlled by about five thousand bandits under the command of Chao Gai, and the government troops dare not look them in the face. How would it be if we take all our men there, and join that gang?”


  “As there is such a place,” said General Qin Ming, “your proposal is admirable. But as we have nobody to recommend us would they be willing to admit us?”


  Song Jiang laughed aloud, and related the whole story from the seizure of the birthday presents unto the sending of a letter to him through Liu Tang and how he killed the woman Yan Poxi, and later joined the highwaymen.


  Qin Ming was pleased at hearing this, and said, “So you are their benefactor! In that case there is no need for any delay, and we can go there at once.”


  That day all the details were discussed and arrangements made. All the women and children, valuables, clothes, stores, etc. were loaded on about ten carts. There were about three hundred horses available. All those men who did not want to go to Liangshan Marsh were paid off, and allowed to go their own way. There were altogether about five hundred who agreed to go. These were divided into three companies, and they left the mountain separately, disguised as troops going to fight against Liangshan Marsh. When everything was ready for departure all the buildings on the mountain were destroyed and set on fire. Song Jiang and Hua Rong took command of the leading company. They had flags on which was written: “Government troops for the arrest of brigands.” So that on the way no one attempted to impede the progress of such a considerable force.


  Song Jiang and Hua Rong rode at the head of their column; next to them were the carts containing the women, children, stores, etc., and bringing up the rear was the main force. They had gone about seven li when they came to a place called Mount Duiying—having, two equally high and shaped mountains on both sides of a broad-way. As they were proceeding they heard drums and gongs on the mountains.


  Hua Rong said, “There are evidently brigands in front,” and so saying he buckled his spear, got his bow and arrows ready for action. He gave orders that the main force should move forward, and stay with the carts in one body. The two leaders then took about twenty of the mounted bandits to make reconnaissance. They had only gone half a li when they saw about a hundred mounted men, following a youth, all in red. Balancing a halberd in his hand, he gave a challenge, “I will fight with you today, and see who must be the winner.”


  Instantly another young warrior in white holding another halberd also led about a hundred mounted men, clad in white, down a small mound, to meet the challenge. Each side had its respective red and white flags. The roll of drums seemed to shake the very rocks. Grimly both warrirors gave reins to their steeds, and engaged in a deadly combat. After about thirty bouts neither leader gained any advantage.


  Song Jiang and Hua Rong witnessed this contest from a distance and applauded the skill that was displayed. Hua Rong urged his horse forward slowly until he was quite close to the combatants. He then noticed that one man had a leopard’s tail on his halberd whereas the other had a spotted streamer of five colors, and during the contest these had become entwined so that the two weapons could not be separated. Hua Rong reined in his horse, seized his bow, and shot an arrow, cutting the tangle and releasing the two halberds at the same moment. At this feat a shout of applause involuntarily broke from the throats of the two bodies of mounted men.


  The two young men stopped fighting, and advanced to Hua Rong and Song Jiang with a salute, “We request the name of the marvelous archer.”


  Returning the salute Hua Rong answered, “This is Song Jiang, my adopted brother. I am Hua Rong, military Prefect of the Qingfeng Town.”


  The two young men dismounted, thrusted their halberds in the ground, and bowed down. “We have heard of your fame for a long time.”


  Hua Rong and Song Jiang quickly dismounted, and raised the two men to their feet. “We ask for your worthy names,” they said.


  The young warrior in red replied, “I am Lu Fang, of Tanzhou. I am a great admirer of the Marquis Lu Bu of the Three Kingdoms period, and therefore I learned the skill with the halberd. People have given me the same nickname as Lu Bu, the ‘Little Marquis of Wen.’ Some time ago I took some unprepared medicine to Shandong, but lost all my capital in that venture, and I could not go back to my native village. Temporarily I took charge of the bandits here at Mount Duiying. A few days ago this worthy came, and wanted to take my stronghold by force. I proposed to let him occupy one mountain while I held the other one, but he would not agree to that. So every day we met, and fought about that matter. By an act of Heaven our fighting has resulted in our fortunately meeting you.”


  Turning to the warrior in white Song Jiang asked for his name.


  That person replied, “My unworthy name is Guo Sheng, and I am from Jialing in Sichuan province. I was a trader in quicksilver, but one day a strong wind upset my boat on the Yellow River so that I could not return to my native town. Formerly at Jialing I was trained in the use of the halberd by a Major Zhang, and I became so skillful that people gave me the nickname ‘Rival of Rengui.’ I heard that at Mount Duiying there was a man who had held that place against all comers by the use of the halberd so I came here to have a trial of strength with him. We have been fighting for about ten days without either of us winning. We did not anticipate meeting you, but Heaven has evidently favored us.”


  Then Song Jiang told them about his affairs, and he suggested that they should come to amicable terms. Both men agreed to this, and all were pleased. By this time all the three contingents of the brigands had arrived, and Song Jiang introduced the leaders. Lu Fang invited them all to go to his stronghold up the mountain, where he provided a banquet. On the following day Guo Sheng invited the bandits leaders to come to his mountain, and there they had another feast.


  Song Jiang suggested that they should both go with them and join the brigands under Chao Gai at Liangshan Marsh. Gladly they agreed to this, and prepared their effects for an early departure. But Song Jiang said that as they had now more than five hundred strong men their movements would be duly reported to Liangshan Marsh by spies or scouts, and there they might suspect some hostile intention. So he suggested that he would go in advance with Yan Shun, and announce their proposal. They could come along afterwards, but not in one body, but divided into three contingents. The other leaders agreed to this plan as much better, and it was arranged that Song Jiang and Yan Shun should have a start of a half-day.


  These two were accompanied by about ten men when they departed for Liangshan Marsh. On the third day of their journey about noon they came to an inn, and as they were all tired Song Jiang decided to stop there for food and wine. He gave orders that the horse’s girths were to be slackened, and when this had been done they all adjourned to the inn. Song Jiang saw that there were only three large tables and a few smaller ones. One of the big tables was already occupied by a man. He noticed that the man wore a turban in the shape of a pig’s snout, at the back of which were two finely wrought copper rings of Taiyuan make. He wore a black silk gown with a white waist sash; had puttees and hempen shoes. Leaning against the table was a short cudgel, and on the table was a bundle of clothes. The man was about eight feet high; had a sallow complexion with prominent cheekbones; the eyes were clear, there was neither mustache nor beard.


  Song Jiang spoke to the waiter, “We have a large party, but we two will sit in your inner room. Will you ask that customer to be so good as to change to another table and let my men dine on that big one.” To this proposal the waiter assented.


  Wine was ordered; each man to have three big cups. Food was also placed on the tables. As several of Song Jiang’s men could not find seats the waiter went to the guest before mentioned, who looked like a junior officer, and said:


  “May I trouble you, my officer; but would you mind moving to another table so that the followers of these other honored guests may have a seat as we are short of room?”


  The man was annoyed at being addressed in this way, and replied, “I was here first, I don’t care who wants me to move—I won’t move.”


  “You see he is so rude,’’ remarked Yan Shun to Song Jiang.


  “Leave him alone,” said Song Jiang. “We must not follow his bad example.”


  Just then the man turned round, and seeing the two leaders, he laughed sneeringly.


  The waiter said to him, “Sir, you may render a favor to our business here, and change tables.”


  The man banged the table and with an angry voice shouted, “You prick! You insult me because I am by myself, but even if the Emperor himself came here I would not shift. You do not know me, but you will soon make the acquaintance of my fist.”


  “Why are you so angry?” said the waiter. “I have not said any thing to insult you.”


  “You dare not say any thing to me,” the man roared.


  Yan Shun could not endure this, and called out, “Fellow, you don’t have to act so stinking tough. You don’t want to move, that’s fine, but why threaten the poor waiter?”


  The man jumped up, and seizing his cudgel said, “I may have insulted him, but that is not your business. There are only two persons I give way to, and all others I treat like mud.”


  Yan Shun was excited, and seized a stool to use as a weapon. But Song Jiang intervened as he saw that the man was not a common vulgar person. “Let us not have a row about this,’’ he said, and addressing the man he asked, “I request you to tell me who are the two men whom you would give way to?”


  “If I tell you that, you would be stupefied.”


  “But still I would like to know their names,” insisted Song Jiang.


  “Well, one is Chai Jin, the ‘Small Whirlwind.’”


  Song Jiang nodded approvingly at this and asked who was the other one.


  “He is even greater. His name is Song Jiang of Shandong. He is called ‘Welcome Rain.’”


  A wink passed between Song Jiang and Yan Shun at this, and the latter put down the bench.


  The man continued, “Those two men I would give way to, but I fear nobody else.”


  “Stop, I know both of them,” said Song Jiang. “But where did you meet them?”


  “As you know them I will tell you the truth. About three years ago I stayed for more than four months at Chai Jin’s house, but never met Song Jiang there.”


  “Do you want to know him now?”


  “I am in fact now trying to find him.”


  “Who set you to do this?”


  “His own brother.”


  Song Jiang shook the man by the hands, and rejoiced. “As decreed by Heaven, you have met him, you might have failed although you traveled a hundred li. I am Song Jiang.”


  The man looked at him closely and saluted. “Heaven has favored me by this fortunate meeting with you. I might have easily passed you by and travel to look for you in vain at Old Kong’s place.”


  Song Jiang took the man into the inner room, and asked, “Tell me the home news.”


  “Ah, Elder brother, let me tell you, my name is Shi Yong and I am a native of Daming Prefecture, Zhili province, and I was given the nickname of “Stone General.” Once I made a row with a person at a gambling den and killed him with my fist. I escaped to Squire Chai’s home for refuge. While staying there I heard so much of your fame that I set out for your home at Yuncheng County to make your acquaintance. There your younger brother informed me that you had gone to Old Kong’s home at the Baihu Mountain. As I decided to go there, your brother gave me a letter for you; and he said that if I met you, I must tell you to go back home as quickly as possible.”


  Song Jiang had a misgiving when he heard this, and asked, “How long did you stay at my home? Did you meet my father?”


  “I only stayed there one night,” said Shi Yong, “and did not see your father.”


  Song Jiang then told him all about their plans of going to Liangshan Marsh. The other suggested that he might be allowed to join them. Song Jiang readily agreed to this, and then introduced him to Yan Shun. More wine was ordered as they all sat down.


  Shi Yong soon got out the letter from his bundle, and handed it to Song Jiang. It could be at once noticed it had been addressed in an unusual way—indicating trouble. The two characters “with peace,” ordinarily used had also been omitted. Song Jiang now had a great misgiving. Quickly he tore the letter out of the envelope, and read these in the latter part—“Father was taken ill and died in the first month of this year. The coffin is still in the house, and we wait until you return to bury him. Return at once with all speed. I, your younger brother shedding tears and blood from my eyes in writing this letter.”


  Now Song Jiang burst into lamentations, and striking his breast he exclaimed, “Unfilial son! A wrongdoer! My father dies, and I have not done my duty. I am like an animal.” He thus cried with a flood of tears, and banged his head against the wall in utter despair.


  Yan Shun and the “Stone General” seized hold of him, but Song Jiang continued to wail in a dazed condition and it was for some time before he could come to himself.


  Yan Shun said, “Elder brother, do not give way to your grief so much.”


  “My affections cannot be restrained,” said Song Jiang. “I cannot forget about my father. He is no longer alive so I must depart this very night to my home. You must go to the mountain without me.”


  “Brother, your father is no more,” said Yan Shun. “But even if you return home at once you will never see him again. In this world parents do not live forever. So please make your mind easy, and again lead us to the mountain. When that matter is settled you can return home without any delay, and attend to funeral matters. I will accompany you there. There is an ancient saying, ‘A snake without a head cannot go forward.’ You are our head, and if you do not go with us they will not receive us.”


  “I cannot agree,” said Song Jiang, “because in going to the mountain you will delay me too much time. So I will write a letter stating all the details, and you can take the letter to Chao Gai, and he will then receive the whole company. If I had not known about my father’s death I would have gone with you, but as Heaven has given me the information, every day will be like a year in length, and it is imperative that I should return at once. I need neither horse nor companion but must start off straightway through the night.”


  Yan Shun, and the “Stone General” could do nothing further to change his mind. Song Jiang asked the waiter for pen and paper, and while writing, he was weeping all the time. He wrote most emphatically that the company must be allowed to join the bandits. The letter was not sealed and was handed to Yan Shun. Song Jiang was now ready to go, but Yan Shun asked him not to leave until Hua Rong, Qin Ming, and the other leaders arrived. But Song Jiang would not wait even for that, and instructed “Stone General” to explain the whole situation to the other leaders. He then set off.


  Yan Shun and “Stone General” paid for the food and wine, and the latter then mounted Song Jiang’s horse, and took the men about two li further along the road to another inn where they stopped. About 7 A.M. the following day the main body of the bandits arrived, and Yan Shun explained what had happened.


  The other leaders were annoyed, and asked why Yan Shun had not asked Song Jiang to wait.


  “Stone General” explained that Song Jiang was completely upset by the sad news, and in fact would have committed suicide, and would not agree to stay until they all arrived. He had hurried off at once to return to his home. He had left a letter behind which would induce Chao Gai to receive them.


  Hua Rong and Qin Ming read the letter, and then said to the leaders, “We are in a dilemma, as there will be difficulty whether we proceed or retire. We cannot go back, or separate our forces, so we had better go forward. We will now seal the letter up as we have all read it, and go on our way. If we are not received at the mountain then we can discuss some other plan.”


  So these nine heroes all set off again, and in due course reached Liangshan Marsh. As they were proceeding amidst reeds and rushes they heard drums and gongs beaten on the lake and many flags were visible on the mountain. On the lake were two speedy boats. On the first was Lin Chong with about fifty men, and on the next Liu Tang, the Red Haired Demon, with also fifty men.


  ‘‘Who are you?” called out Lin Chong. “Whose troops are you? How dare you come here to arrest us! We would kill the whole lot of you. You ought to know the reputation of us on Liangshan Marsh.”


  The leaders dismounted at the side of the lake, and replied, “We are not government soldiers, but have come here to join you bandits. We have here a letter from Song Jiang, the ‘Welcome Rain.’”


  Lin Chong said, “You had better take the letter to that inn over there where you will find our leader Zhu Gui.”


  A blue flag was waved on Lin Chong’s boat, and a boat with three fishermen came out of the reeds, and upon reaching the bank two of them disembarked, and told the strangers to follow them. On the first boat a white flag was now waved, and gongs were sounded and both boats returned.


  When Hua Rong saw the way in which the brigands promptly obeyed orders he remarked, “It is no wonder that the government troops keep away from this place. How can our stronghold compare with theirs?” He and his company followed the two fishermen to the inn.


  They were introduced, and sat down to a meal with wine. After Zhu Gui, the “Dry Land Crocodile,” had read the letter he went to the arbor on the bank, and shot a whistling arrow across the lake. Instantly a fast boat emerged from the reeds and came along. He told the boatman to take the letter to the leaders on the mountain, and then ordered pigs and sheep to be killed, and a feast prepared for the nine guests. He also ordered that all the men should encamp about there for the present.


  The following day about 7 A.M. Wu Yong came to the inn, and was duly introduced and they talked the matter over. He and Zhu Gui then invited the leaders to embark, and all the baggage, etc. was loaded on the fleet of about twenty boats that was placed at their disposal. Upon reaching the Golden Strand they all disembarked, and were met by Chao Gai and many of the bandits. They then all went up the mountain, and gathered in the assembly hall. All the eleven leaders with Chao Gai were seated along the left side of the hall. Among them was Bai Sheng, the “Daylight Rat” who had escaped a few months ago from the prison at Jizhou Prefecture. On the right-hand side of the hall were seated the new nine leaders with Hua Rong.


  In the center was burning an incense urn over which they all took the oath. All the newcomers were then sworn in. They were all given quarters, and then there was general feasting for everybody. Over the wine Hua Rong and General Qin Ming spoke highly of Song Jiang, and gave full details of his adventures. They also described their meeting with Lu Fang and Guo Sheng, and how Hua Rong had cut the tangled streamers with an arrow. To all this Chao Gai listened, and commented, but in his heart he doubted some of the statements made. He said, “Tomorrow, I hope that you will give us an exhibition of your skill as an archer.”


  The following day the leaders agreed to go for a stroll, and view the scenery round the mountain. They had passed the third barrier when they heard overhead the cries of a flock of wild geese which was flying in single file.


  Hua Rong thought that as Chao Gai did not seem to be convinced the previous day as to his skill in archery, so he would now show him a specimen of his shooting, and so gain Chao Gai’s respect. So he asked one of the archers to lend him his bow and arrow, and then turning to Chao Gai he spoke, “When I said that I cut the streamers binding the two halberds together I thought that perhaps some of you did not believe me. Now you see that flock of wild geese overhead. I do not wish to boast, but I will bring down the third bird in the column with this arrow sticking in its head. If I miss I hope that you will not laugh at me.” He fitted the arrow, and pulling the bow to its full limit released the arrow which flew overhead and brought down the third bird. A man was sent to bring the goose, and upon his return it was seen that the arrow had gone through its head. When they saw this Chao Gai and the other leaders were deeply impressed, and called Hua Rong “The General with an uncanny arm.”


  Wu Yong said, “After this we cannot call you ‘Little Li Guang,’ because even Yang Youji was not as good as you.72 We really are very fortunate to have such a man as you here.” There was not a man on Liangshan Marsh who did not respect him after that.


  The next day they had a celebration feast in the great hall, and elected Hua Rong to the fifth position. Qin Ming was married to Hua Rong’s sister and was elected the sixth leader. The position of the other leaders were also arranged. Liu Tang the seventh, Huang Xin, the eighth, and so on. The bandits were detailed to build boats, make arms and ammunitions, erect buildings, etc. but we need not go into the many details.


  Song Jiang traveled through the night, and the day following his departure, he reached his native village about 4 A.M. in the afternoon. He stopped at an inn kept by Zhang, the village chief, for a rest. Zhang was on good terms with all the members of Song Jiang’s family. He saw that Song Jiang had been crying so he asked, “You have been away from home for nearly a year and half, and it is good for you to return now. But how is it that you seem to be in trouble? What is the matter? Your crime has been mitigated.”


  “Old Uncle, what you say about my affairs is quite right, but as my father has died how can I rejoice?”


  Zhang laughed, and said, “Is this one of your jokes? Your father was here only a short time ago drinking wine, and has just gone back home an hour ago. Why do you talk like this?”


  “Uncle, please do not jest with me.” Song Jiang then produced the letter he had received. “You will see from this that my younger brother, Song Qing, states that my father died in the first month of this year, and is waiting for me to return home for the funeral.”


  “Ah! But nothing of the kind has happened. Your father came here with a man to drink wine this morning. How could I talk lies about such a matter?”


  Song Jiang now doubted the letter, although the matter was not clear yet. He thought over the matter but found no explanation, and then at last decided to go home and clear the matter up. When he entered the gate of the homestead he saw no signs of mourning. When the servants recognized him they saluted, and he asked, “Where are my father and Song Qing?”


  “Your father has been expecting you every day. He will be much pleased to see you. He has just come back from drinking with a friend, and is asleep inside.”


  Song Jiang was surprised at this, and throwing down his cudgel, he entered the house. His brother Song Qing upon seeing him kowtowed, and he was not wearing mourning. Song Jiang was now angry, and abused his brother. “You undutiful beast! My father is at home, so why did you write me that letter saying that he was dead. I was so upset that besides crying I tried to kill myself. So unfilial you are!”


  Song Qing was on the point of replying to this when his father emerged from behind the screen in the room. “My son, do not get angry,” he said. “That was not your brother’s fault. I wanted very much to see you again, so I told your brother to write the letter stating that I was dead, and urging you to return home at once. I heard that you were at Baihu Mountain where there are many brigands, and I was afraid that you might join them, and become both disloyal and unfilial. The letter was given to a man Shi Yong who had just come from Squire Chai’s place looking for you. The whole scheme was arranged by me so that you must not feel any resentment to your brother for carrying out my orders. I had just now returned from Zhang’s inn, and was going to sleep when I heard your voice.”


  Song Jiang kowtowed to his father, and was much pleased at this unlooked-for climax. He asked, “How about my affair here? I have heard that my crime has been pardoned.”


  “At first they troubled us a great deal,” said Old Sung, “but afterwards Inspectors Zhu Tong and Lei Hong used their influence so they made no more trouble here. On the appointment of the Crown Prince the Emperor issued a decree reducing all sentences by one degree, and abolishing the sentence of death from a number of crimes. Even if your return home was known to the yamen, you would not receive the capital punishment but be banished to a distant district. So we can leave the matter alone.”


  “Do those two Inspectors ever come here now?” asked Song Jiang.


  “I heard sometime ago,” said Song Qing, “that they had been transferred to some other places.”


  Old Song however insisted that his son must be tired, and they must all retire, and this was done.


  It was now dusk, and the moon was rising in the east. About 9 p.m. as they were all asleep there was a big noise outside the front and back gates. They then saw that the premises were surrounded by men who held burning torches. They called out, “Don’t let Song Jiang escape!” On hearing this his father was upset.


   


  A crowded street; a compact throng,


       Loyalty and justice seen.


  A river’s bank, the scene where strong


       Heroes meet and disagree.


  

   


   


   


  Footnote


  72 Famous archers of history.




  CHAPTER 35

   

  Wu Yong Recommends Dai Zong; Song Jiang Meets Li Jun on Jieyang Mountain


   


   


   


  OLD SONG put a ladder against the wall, and looking over saw about a hundred men in the light of torches. In front of them were the two Inspectors who had been recently appointed at Yuncheng County. They were brothers, called Zhao Neng and Zhao De, and they called out, “Old Song! You will know our business, and we hope that you will surrender your son Song Jiang. We will treat him well. If he does not surrender we shall have to arrest you, his father.”


  “When did Song Jiang return?” asked Old Song.


  “Do not talk nonsense,” said Inspector Zhao Neng. “A man saw him this afternoon at Zhang’s wine shop, and followed him here. You need not try to hide him.”


  Song Jiang was standing at the foot of the ladder, and said, “Father, do not talk with them any further. I will surrender as I have many friends at the yamen, and I have already been pardoned. Why plead with these fellows? They are both wellknown to be rascals. They have suddenly been made Inspectors, but what do they know about reason. There is no good feeling between them and me, so it is a waste of time to talk with them.”


  “I have brought you trouble,” said Old Song to his son.


  “Do not let that upset you. If they go into my case it cannot do any harm. If I escape now I should be arrested eventually, and should have no further chance of seeing you. If I am now arrested, and even banished to some other district I shall at least eventually return, and meet you again. I should be able to be with you at your last moments.”


  “As you look upon it like this,” said Old Song, “I will myself bribe the officials concerned, and see that you have every advantage.”


  Song Jiang now mounted the ladder, and called out, “Do not make such a noise. My crime has been pardoned so that I cannot be executed. Will you two Inspectors come inside our humble farmhouse, and drink wine with me? Tomorrow I will go with you to the yamen.”


  “You need not attempt to entice us into your trap,” said inspector Zhao Neng.


  “Why should I implicate my father and brother by such a trick? You can come inside without any suspicion,” said Song Jiang. He then descended the ladder, opened the farmyard gate, and invited the two Inspectors indoors. They were entertained to wine, chicken, and goose. The soldiers were provided with food, and also money. Old Song presented the two Inspectors with twenty taels of silver. That night they all slept at the farmhouse. At dawn the following day the party started out for the town. When they reached the yamen it was broad daylight, and the magistrate occupied the bench. He asked Song Jiang to state his case, and listened to the following statement. “I did a great wrong to take Yan Poxi as my concubine, and once we quarreled after taking too much wine, and I happened to kill her quite unintentionally. I escaped but have now surrendered for justice, and will confess the crime as stated.”


  The magistrate ordered that the prisoner be detained in the jail. All the yamen employees were sorry to see Song Jiang as a prisoner. Many of them spoke to the magistrate of the good things Song Jiang had done in the past, and begged him to show mercy to the prisoner. The magistrate was inclined to be lenient, and he gave orders that the prisoner should have no cangue or be chained up in the prison. Old Song bribed all the officials concerned. Madame Yan had died about six months ago so that there was now no one to press the accusation of murder. As Yan Poxi was also dead her old lover Zhang Wenyuan had now no enmity against Song Jiang. So after sixty days the case was referred to Jizhou Prefecture for a sentence. The Prefect considered the case as reported by dispatch, and in view of the Emperor’s decree he passed a light sentence. Song Jiang was to receive twenty blows with a bamboo, be branded, and transferred to a prison at Jiangzhou. But as the officials at Jizhou had all been bribed, they reported that the sentence had been carried out although nothing was done to Song Jiang.


  But he was given a small cangue, and sent to Jiangzhou under the escort of two men—Zhang Qian, and Li Wan. Old Song and his son Song Qing were waiting outside the yamen for the escort, and invited them to take a final meal at an inn there. Money was presented to the escort, and Song Jiang was given new clothes, new hempen shoes, and a bundle of useful articles. Old Song took Song Jiang to one side and there said to him, “I know that at Jiangzhou there is plenty of rice and fish, and I will bribe the officials there to supply you with food. I shall send your brother there with money, and he will see you often. On your way you will pass close to Liangshan Marsh, but if the brigands there capture you I hope that you will not join them as people would abuse your name and say that you were both disloyal and unfilial. This point you must not forget. Make no haste on the way. Heaven will watch over you, and you will soon return home, and be reunited to your father and younger brother.”


  Song Jiang was much affected and burst into tears and thus took leave of his father. Song Qing accompanied him for the first stage of the road. When they separated at last Song Jiang said to his brother, “I am now a prisoner, and while I am away I want you to look after our father, and never mind coming to Jiangzhou to see me. I know a great many bandits, and they will help me. I can easily get all the money I want. If Heaven takes pity, I shall return home some day.”


  When they took leave of each other Song Qing wept bitterly. He returned home, and looked after his father in accordance with Song Jiang’s wish.


  The escort and Song Jiang continued their journey and because Song Jiang had given them plenty of money, they treated him well. One evening when they were at an inn Song Jiang said, “I will not deceive you. We shall pass quite close to Liangshan Marsh, where there are many brave men, and when they hear that I am passing they will perhaps try to liberate me. So tomorrow it would be better for us to start early, and travel by small side roads even though they take us a little out of our way.”


  “Sir, if you do not tell us we should not know it. But we know the side roads, and shall not meet those men.” They discussed their plans, and the next morning they got up about 4 A.M. After breakfast they set out, and went by a side road. They had traveled about ten li when they saw a company of men coming round a mountain just in front. Song Jiang said it meant trouble; as he recognized among them Liu Tang, the Red Haired Demon. The escort was afraid, and knelt down.


  “Younger brother,” said Song Jiang, “whom do you want to kill?”


  “Elder brother,” replied Liu Tang, “had we not better kill those two fellows at once?”


  “You need not soil your hands in that way,” said Song Jiang. “Give me your sword, and I will kill them myself.”


  Liu Tang handed him the sword, and Song Jiang then asked, ‘Why do you wish to kill them?”


  “I am acting according to the orders of our chief on the mountain who knew all about your case. We wanted to go to Yuncheng County and rescue you from prison, but we then heard that you were not in prison, and were being well treated. Afterwards we heard that you were to be escorted to Jiangzhou so we guarded all the roads so that we could take you to our mountain. Why not kill these two men?”


  “This is the way you will disgrace me, as I shall thereby lose my reputation of loyalty. I would much rather die myself than suffer disgrace.” So saying he took the sword to cut his own throat. Liu Tang sprang forward, and caught him by the arms saying, “Elder brother, do not be hasty. Let us discuss matters.” He took the sword from Song Jiang who said, “Younger brother, if you respect me please let me go to the prison at Jiangzhou, and when I have served my sentence I will certainly visit you, and discuss matters with you.”


  “I cannot take the responsibility for such a course,” said Liu Tang. “On the main road there are Wu Yong and Hua Rong whom I will ask to come here to decide this matter.”


  “I am quite determined whatever you do.”


  One of the brigands was dispatched, and in a short time Wu Yong and Hua Rong came galloping up. They both dismounted, and after the usual salutations Hua Rong asked, “Why has your cangue not been removed?”


  “That is a legal procedure with prisoners. Who would dare to infringe the regulations?” asked Song Jiang.


  Wu Yong laughed and said, “I understand your idea. It is easy for us to let you proceed on your way, but our chief Chao Gai has not met you for a long time, and he would like to have a confidential talk with you. So I request you to come with us up the mountain, and after the interview you can go your own way.”


  “You have grasped my idea,” said Song Jiang. “In case however I die I hope that you will not punish my escort. I want them to be at ease.”


  “Sir, we depend on you saving our lives,” said the two men.


  They all then set out, and soon came to the lake where they found a boat waiting for them. They crossed the lake, and found sedan chairs waiting and were carried up the mountain. Men were sent in all directions to summon all the leaders to the assembly hall for a conference. When they had assembled Song Jiang was conducted to the hall where Chao Gai addressed him. “Formerly you saved our lives at Yuncheng County, and we escaped to this place, and we have been thinking of your generosity ever since. Since we arrived here many gallant heroes have joined us on your esteemed recommendation. This has added luster to our straw sheds, but we have had no opportunity of repaying your benevolence.”


  “Since I left you,” said Song Jiang, “I killed a bad woman, and escaped to the wilds where I have been wandering for about six months. I have often wished to come here to pay my respects to you, and on the way here I met a man named Shi Yong in a village inn who had a letter for me stating that my father had died. But it was my father’s desire that I should not enter your band, and when I received the letter I at once returned home. As to my case I was well treated by the officials, and was not punished severely. I was banished to Jiangzhou which is not a bad place. When I heard of your orders I dare not decline to come here, and now that I have met you I cannot stay here, but must proceed on my way as the time limit is nearly up.”


  “Why be in such a hurry?” said Chao Gai. “Please take a seat.”


  So they all sat down, and Song Jiang asked his escort to stand behind his chair. Chao Gai asked all the leaders to approach and salute Song Jiang, and after this they all took their seats. After they had been drinking wine for some time Song Jiang at last arose and said, “It is obvious that you regard me with respect, but as I am a criminal I cannot stay here and must now take my leave of you.”


  “Why feel so estranged?” asked Chao Gai. “As you do not wish your escort to be injured we will give the men money, and they can then return, and report that we bandits at Liangshan Marsh have captured you, and so they will not be blamed.”


  “Do not talk like that,” said Song Jiang. “Such a procedure would not be to my credit, but would bring trouble. I must be filial, and respect my father’s wishes, or otherwise he will be implicated. It was Heaven’s will that I should meet Shi Yong and return home. If now I stay here I shall be opposing Heaven, and disobeying my father, and shall have a bad reputation. If you will not agree to let me depart it would be better if you kill me at once.” He then burst into tears, and knelt down on the ground.


  The leaders raised him up and said, “As you are determined to go to Jiangzhou, we ask you to stay here for the night only, and early tomorrow morning you can depart.” They wanted to take off his cangue, but he would not let them do so. They all sat down to drink more wine.


  The following morning when he was preparing to leave Wu Yong spoke to him, “Please listen to me now. I have a very good friend at Jiangzhou who is superintendent of the two prisons there. He is called Dai Zong. He knows Taoist magics, and can travel about two hundred fifty li in one day so that people call him the Divine Traveler. He distributes wealth in good cause. Last night I wrote a letter to him which I am going to give you, and when you reach your destination you must make his acquaintance. Whatever happens you can make him your confident.”


  A feast had been prepared for Song Jiang, and the leaders also presented him with money. They also gave the escort twenty taels of silver. The leaders accompanied Song Jiang down the mountain. Wu Yong and Hua Rong crossed the lake, and went with him about eight li along the road before they bade him good-by.


  Song Jiang and his escort continued on their way to Jiangzhou, and they had been traveling for about two weeks when they came to a place where there was a high mountain. The escort said that the mountain was called Jieyang and after crossing it they would come to the Xunyang River where they could get a boat to take them for the remainder of the journey to Jiangzhou.


  “As the weather is fine just now,” said Song Jiang, “let us now cross the mountain and find a place to rest on the other side.”


  The escort agreed to this, and they all set out. It was almost noon when they reached the summit, and from there they saw an inn at the foot of the mountain. In front of the inn were several large trees, and many grass huts were around it. In the shade of the trees was a flag flying. Song Jiang was much pleased and said, “We will stop at the inn for some refreshment, and then push on.”


  When they reached the inn they all entered, and the escort put their sticks against the wall. They all sat down at a table with Song Jiang in the inferior seat. They waited for a long time, but nobody came to attend to their wants. So Song Jiang called out, “Is there nobody in charge here?”


  From an inner room a voice answered, “Coming! Coming!” and a very big man came out of a side room. He had a red complexion with bushy whiskers, and his eyes were bloodshot and as fierce as a tiger’s. On his head was a tattered turban, and his gown was without sleeves. Around his waist was a large cummerbund. He called out, “How much wine do you want?”


  “We are very hungry,” said Song Jiang. “What kind of meat have you got?”


  “I have some beef and strong liquor.”


  “That is fine. Bring us two jin of beef and a horn of wine,” ordered Song Jiang.


  “Do not think me strange, but I make it a rule to have the money paid in advance with the order.”


  “That is all right. I will pay you first. Wait a bit, and I will get the money.” Song Jiang opened his bundle, and took out some money. The man stealthily looked at the bundle, and saw that it was very heavy at which he was much pleased as he knew there must be plenty of silver there. He took the silver from Song Jiang, and went into another room, and soon returned with the beef and wine. The three men dined together, and their conversation was about the bandits abroad, who would sell drugged food and wine to travelers and rob them of all their wealth and make pies out of their flesh. One of them said he did not believe such tales.


  The proprietor of the inn heard this and laughingly said, “You had better be careful because this food and wine may be drugged.”


  Song Jiang laughed and said, “So you are ridiculing us for talking about drugged food.”


  “Elder brother, a cup of warm wine would be much better,” said one of the escort.


  “I will go and get some warmed wine for you.” The man then went, and soon returned with three cups of hot wine. The three guests were hungry, and when they saw the food and wine they only thought of eating and drinking same. They soon emptied their cups, and almost immediately the escort fell back with saliva running from their mouths. Upon seeing this Song Jiang jumped up, and said, “What is the matter with you two? Are you drunk after drinking only two cups of wine?” He stepped forward to raise them up, but he was also feeling faint, and fell down. As they all lay there they all looked at each other, but not one of them could move or get up.


  The inn proprietor said, “I am sorry. For many days I have found no business, but today Heaven has sent me these three.” He first seized Song Jiang and dragged him into a room at the back where he placed him on the block of wood where men were usually cut up. He then dragged the other two men to the same place. He also took their baggage, and put it in another room, where he opened it and found the silver. He said, “I have kept this inn for many years, but have never before seen a prisoner with so much money. What is the reason for this? It must be a gift from Heaven for me!” He then fastened up the baggage, and went to the door of the inn to look for his assistants. But although he glanced in all directions he could not see a single one anywhere. He however saw three travelers coming up the road towards the inn. He recognized them, and went forward to meet them. He asked ‘Elder brothers, where are you going?”


  One of the tall men replied, “We are going up the mountain to meet a certain person, and he ought to be here today. We have been waiting for several days, and cannot understand what has delayed him.”


  “Who is the man you are waiting for?”


  “He is a certain famous man.”


  “What is his name?”


  “I think you know him. He is Song Jiang of Yuncheng County and is coming from Jizhou Prefecture.”


  “I have heard of him, but what is he traveling this way for?”


  “I did not know before, but today a friend of mine has arrived from Jizhou, and he said that Song Jiang has been banished to the prison at Jiangzhou, but he did not know for what reason. I think he must come this way. I have often thought of going to Yuncheng County to make his acquaintance, but as he is passing this way now I must meet him. That is why I come here today with my two friends. How has business been with you this last month?”


  “I will be frank with you,” replied the inn proprietor. “During the last few months I have done no business, but today Heaven has sent me three men with many things.”


  “What kind of men?” hurriedly asked the man.


  “Two men escorting a prisoner.”


  “Is the prisoner a little fat man with a dark complexion?”


  “He is not very tall and has a swarthy complexion.”


  “Have you killed him?” hurriedly asked the visitor.


  “I dragged him into the room, but have not cut him up as my assistants are absent.”


  “Let me have a look at him.”


  The four men went into the room, and there were the three men lying on the cutting-up-block. But they did not recognize Song Jiang so the visitor said they would examine the baggage, and read the official dispatch. When this had been done the man reading the dispatch said, “Heaven has directed me to come here today. If I had been even a little late my elder brother would have been cut up.” He gave orders for an anti-drug to be administered to revive Song Jiang. This was quickly done, and he was carried into the other room and seated in a chair. Soon he opened his eyes, and looked around. The visitor saluted him, and Song Jiang asked, “Who are you? Am I not still dreaming? What is this place? What is your name?”


  The visitor replied, “I am Li Jun of Luzhou, and I am captain of a boat that sails on the Yangtze River. I have a good knowledge of currents, etc., and so people call me the ‘Muddy Water Dragon.’ This man is the innkeeper and he robs travelers who come this way. His name is Li Li, and his nickname is ‘Hell’s Judge.’”


  They then explained how the event had happened, and Song Jiang told them all about his adventures. They pressed Song Jiang to stay there instead of going to prison, but again he stood firm and declined their offers. They administered restoratives to the escort, and they soon recovered. When they came round they said, “We are very unlucky as we got drunk so easily.”


  At this the others all laughed. That night they all slept at the inn. The next day they were invited to Li Jun’s house where they stayed for a few days then Song Jiang and his escort set out on their journey again.


  The three men traveled until about 11 A.M. when they came to a market town. The street was very crowded, and they saw a crowd forming a ring round some object. Song Jiang forced his way through the men, and saw in the ring a man with a stave who was selling medicine. He watched the man performing with his stick, and when that was finished Song Jiang applauded his skill. The man took a tray, and addressed the crowd, “I come from a distant place, for certain business. I am perhaps not well skilled in military arts, but I hope that you will praise me to your friends so that they will buy my drugs. If you want the medicine you can buy some now, but if you do not care for the medicine then please contribute a small amount of money, and not let my tray be quite empty.” He passed the tray round the crowd, but nobody gave money. “I hope you gentlemen will be generous in assisting me.” He again walked round with the tray, but nobody contributed even a copper.


  Song Jiang seeing this asked his escort to let him have five taels of silver, and offering it to the man said, “I am a criminal, and cannot give you much. This small amount will however indicate that I hold you in respect.”


  The man held the money aloft on the palm of his hand, and said, “It is strange that in this town of Jieyang Town there is not one man who appreciates my skill. This benefactor in passing through the town however presents me with this money. In the words of the poet


   


  ‘Men laughed at Zheng Yuanhe,


  Who lavishly spent his money;


  Such men are not always rich,


  Or dressed in the best of clothes.’


   


  “This silver is equal to ten times the amount from a wealthy man. I salute you my benefactor, and request your name so that I can spread your fame abroad.”


  “Sir, do not talk about it, as my gift is so trifling,” said Song Jiang.


  While this was happening a big man had pushed his way through the crowd, and he now said to Song Jiang, “What fellow are you? Where do you come from? How dare you come here, and try to cast our town in the shade by offering money? He raised his fists to strike Song Jiang.


   


  Dragons now were stirred to fury,


  But they found their destiny.


  



  CHAPTER 36

   

  The Unrestrained Pursues Song Jiang; the Boatman Makes a Night Row on Xunyang River


   


   


   


  THE big man said, “I have ordered the people not to give any money to this man, so how dare you offer him money without my consent.”


  Song Jiang replied, “I gave him money, but that is not your business.”


  The fellow took hold of Song Jiang and said, “You banished thief! How dare you reply to me?”


  “Why should I not answer you?” asked Song Jiang.


  The man raised his fist to strike Song Jiang, but the latter stepped back to avoid the blow. The man however advanced a step, and was in the act of striking when the medicine seller seized him, and lifting him up threw him to the ground. The big fellow was getting up when the medicine seller knocked him down again with his foot. The escort with Song Jiang now intervened to persuade the medicine seller not to go any further.


  The man had now got up, and spoke, “Wait a little. We will soon see who is who.” He then went away.


  Song Jiang turned to the medicine seller, and asked for his name.


  “I am a Luoyang man. My name is Xue Yong, and my grandfather was an officer in the army, but owing to intrigues of his fellow officers he got no further promotion. My father and myself have had to sell medicine for a living. Abroad I have got the nickname of the ‘Sick Tiger.’ I beg to ask your name.”


  “I am Song Jiang of Yuncheng County.”


  The man knelt down when he heard this. Song Jiang raised him up and said, “Let us find a place where we can drink wine together.” He agreed, and gathering his things together went with Song Jiang to an inn near by.


  The innkeeper, however, said, “Although I have both wine and meat yet I dare not supply you with them.”


  “Why not?” asked Song Jiang.


  “Because you have had a row with that big man. He told the people that if anybody supply you with wine or food he would smash up our places. We dare not offer any resistance to him. He is the bully of this town, and we all have to do as he says.”


  “In that case we shall have to go,” said Song Jiang.


  “I should like to go now to the inn where I live, and settle my bill,” said Xue Yong. “I will come to Jiangzhou to see you in a few days.”


  Song Jiang agreed to this, and gave him twenty taels of silver. They then went their own ways.


  Song Jiang and his escort tried to get food at several inns, but they could not get refreshment anywhere. They at last left the town, and traveled until it was nightfall without being received by any inn. They discussed matters, and could not understand why they should have provoked the big fellow by giving the medicine vendor money. Just then however they happened to see a light in a forest in the distance and they decided to go and ask for a night’s lodging.


  It was not on the main road, but they agreed that it was the only place for a rest. When they had gone about half a li off the road they came to a large farmhouse. They knocked at the gate, and the farm laborers asked, “Who are you, and why do you come after dark like this?”


  “I am a prisoner on the way to Jiangzhou,” said Song Jiang. “We cannot find an inn to stop at, and I beg you to allow us to stay here for the night. We shall leave early tomorrow, and pay you for the lodging.”


  The servant asked them to wait there while he went, and reported the matter to his master. He soon returned and admitted them. The master gave orders that they were to have rooms and also food. When they had finished their meal, and the things had been cleared away the escort said that as there were no strangers in the room Song Jiang could remove his cangue, and have a peaceful sleep that night. He did this, and then they went outside to lavatory before retiring for the night. It was a clear starlit night, and looking round they saw that there was a footpath at the side of the wheat stacks leading behind the room in which they were housed. When they returned to their room Song Jiang said that it was very fortunate for them to get such a place for the night. Just then they heard men light a torch, and come searching round the wheat stacks. Looking through a crack in the door Song Jiang saw that it was the host with three laborers who bore torches. Song Jiang said, “This farmer reminds me of my father who could never sleep until he had been all round the premises at night.” Just then however they heard someone knocking at the farm gate. The farm laborer opened the gate, and about seven men came in the farmyard. The leader held a halberd in his hand, and his men were armed with sticks. Song Jiang recognized the leader in the light of the torches, as the bully of Jieyang Town. The old host asked, “Where have you come from, and whom are you looking for?”


  The leader replied, “You do not know, father. Is my elder brother at home?”


  “Your brother became drunk, and is sleeping in the room at the back.”


  “I will go and call him,” said the leader. “He will go with me to drive a fellow out of this district.”


  “With whom have you had a dispute? Your brother would not put up with the dispute. You had better tell me all about this matter.”


  The leader then recited all that had happened on the street that morning, and that he had given orders to all the innkeepers not to supply food or lodging to the prisoner who was passing. They had captured the medicine seller and the following day they would take him to the river, bind him with ropes, and throw him into the water. “As regards the prisoner and his escort we have not been able to find them yet. I want my brother to go with me now and search everywhere for those three fellows.”


  “My son!” said the farmer. “This is not a creditable affair. If the prisoner gave some money what has that got to do with you? Why do you now wish to attack him? You listen to me, and let the matter drop. You must not speak to your elder brother about this. If he hears that you have been ill-treated he will certainly want to support you. I am afraid that you will kill someone. Listen to me now, and go to bed. Do not attempt to disturb other people’s rest this night.”


  But the son would not listen to his father’s advice, and entered the yard with a halberd in his hands, followed by his father.


  Song Jiang had heard all this, and spoke to his escort, “This is an unfortunate position. What shall we do? We had better go on our way for if this man gets to know that we are here he will kill us. The farmer may not say anything about us, but how dare the servants conceal us from him?”


  The escort agreed, and wanted to go at once. Song Jiang said, “We cannot leave by the gate so we will get through a wall at the back of this building.” They got their baggage, and having got through the wall they found a footpath leading into the forest, and they went that way. They had been walking about an hour when they came to a river bordered by reeds. It was the Xunyang River. Just then they heard behind them a great noise and many whistles being blown. It was a critical moment, and they all prayed to Heaven for assistance. They hid themselves in the reeds, and watched the flaming torches approach. They were all afraid, and went further into the depth of the reeds until they reached the edge of the reeds facing the swift running river.


  Song Jiang had given up all hope when he saw a small boat emerge from the reeds. He called out, “Sir, please come here, and save us three men. We will give you money.”


  “Who are you, and how did you get in such a place?”


  “There are men pursuing us, and we came here just to escape from them. Bring your boat here at once, and you will be rewarded.”


  The boatman forced his boat through the reeds, and the three men were soon on board. The baggage was thrown into the boat, and the boatman heard the noise it made and knew it contained silver, and was pleased. He sculled the boat out into the river. Looking back they saw about ten men standing on the bank of the river with lighted torches. The pursuers saw the boat, and there was much shouting for the boat to return. The three men lay down in the bottom of the boat, and the boat proceeded on its way. The pursuers called out, ‘If you do not return we shall kill you later on.” The boatman only laughed at this threat and replied, “My name is Zhang the Boatman. Stop goddamn yelling at me.”


  A voice from the bank said, “Zhang, do you not recognize us?”


  “I am not blind,” replied Zhang. “Of course I can see you.”


  “Then come here as I have something to say to you,” the voice replied.


  “You can speak to me tomorrow,” replied Zhang the boatman. “My passengers are in great haste.”


  “But we want to arrest your passengers,” said the voice.


  “These three men are relatives of mine,” said Zhang, “and I depend on them for a living. I invited them to eat a bowl of ‘deck knife’ noodles and when that is finished I will come back. Do you think I shall give you my livelihood for you to enjoy?”


  “Zhang! That is not our idea. We only want to arrest the criminal. Come here!”


  “I have had no customer for several days so that I am not going to give you now what I have just got. Do not take this ill, and I will meet you again in a few days.”


  Song Jiang was stupefied and though he had heard all this, he did not understand it at all. But he decided that they would always be beholden to this man for saving their fives. They had narrowly escaped a great danger.


  As the boatman rowed he sang a Huzhou song:


   


  Alone I live on the river’s bank;


  Not a friend but money do I adore.


  Last night the moon helped me fine;


  I saw some gold and captured it.


   


  Song Jiang and his escort were terrified when they heard this song. But on second thoughts Song Jiang considered that the boatman might be singing in a playful or jesting manner. They were discussing the question in the bottom of the boat, when the boatman lay down his scull and said, “You fellows! I know that you have cheated us people, and now I have you in my hands. Do you three fellows want to eat ‘deck knife noodles,’ or would you prefer to eat ‘dumplings in soup’?”


  “Do not joke with us, sir,” said Song Jiang. “What do you mean by ‘deck knife noodles’ and ‘dumplings in soup?’”


  The boatman glared and said, “I am not joking. If you want to eat ‘deck knife noodles,’ I have a sword here, and I can quickly mince your bodies, and throw the pieces into the water. If you prefer ‘soup pies’ then you quickly strip off your clothes, and jump into the river.”


  “We are in a tight corner,” said Song Jiang to his escort. “There is a saying, ‘Blessings do not come in pairs; calamities never come singly.’”


  “You three had better turn the matter over, and let me have your answer quickly,” said the boatman.


  “You do not understand,” replied Song Jiang. “We have no escape. I am a criminal and am being conducted to Jiangzhou by these two policemen. Please take pity on us, and spare our lives.”


  “This is nonsensical language,” the boatman said. “Spare three of you! I will not let even one escape. I am sometimes known as ‘Dog-faced Zhang,’ I do not make any difference even with my own father or mother. Shut your stinking mouths and get into the water!”


  “We have much silver, gold, clothes, and other valuables in our baggage, and we will give them all to you. Please spare our lives,” begged Song Jiang.


  The boatman picked up a bright sword with a very broad blade from the bottom of the boat, and shouted, “Now you three! Which is it to be?”


  Song heaved a sigh as he looked towards heaven. “Because I have failed in showing respect to Heaven, and have been unfilial to my parents, I have committed a crime, and implicated both of you two men.”


  The men took hold of Song Jiang, “Sir, enough! We three will all die together.”


  The boatman called out, “Now you three, get your clothes off, and jump into the water.”


  The three men embraced each other, and gazed at the water. Just then they heard the sound of sculling on another boat, and the boatman turned his head to listen. A boat was quickly approaching from up river, and was soon alongside. There were three men in the boat, and one of them was a big man and was standing with a pitchfork in his hands. The other two were young men, and they were sculling. The big man called out, “Who are you and how dare you do business here? You will have to divide with us all that you have in your boat.”


  The boatman quickly replied, “Ah! Is that brother Li? I thought it might be someone else. Where are you going to do business? You have not got brothers with you this time?”


  “Younger brother Zhang, what is your game?” asked the tall man. “What things have you got in your boat? Have you any valuables?”


  “If I told you, you would only laugh,” said the boatman. “These last few days I have had no business—have lost all my money in gambling, and have not even a single cash. I was in a melancholy mood when these three men came to my boat with their baggage. Two were policemen and the other a small-sized criminal with a sallow complexion. I do not know who they are, but they are going to Jiangzhou. The prisoner however was not wearing a cangue. A number of men came to the river’s bank with the two brothers Mu who wanted to capture the three men. As I judged that the escort had plenty of money I declined to hand them over.”


  “Ah! Can this be my brother Song Jiang?” asked the tall man.


  Song Jiang seemed to recognize the voice and called out from his hiding place. “Who are you? I request you to save Song Jiang’s life.”


  The tall man was startled at this and replied, “You really are my brother! Why not get up?”


  Song Jiang crept out. It was a bright starlit night, and he immediately recognized the man as Li Jun, the “Muddy Water Dragon.” Behind him he could make out the two men who were sculling as Tong Wei, the ‘Cave Dragon,’ and the other as Tong Meng, the ‘River Churning Clam.’


  Li Jun also recognized Song Jiang, and jumped across to the other boat saying, “Brother, you have been frighted. Had I not just happened to arrive in the nick of time you would have been killed. Today fate decided that I should be very fidgety at home, so that I got my boat to try to intercept some salt smugglers. I had not the slightest idea that I would save your life.”


  The boatman had listened to all this with great surprise, and now asked, “Can this man be Song Jiang, ‘Welcome Rain,’ of Shandong?”


  “Of course it is.”


  The boatman knelt down, and kowtowed saying, “My God! Why did you not mention your name before, and so stopped me from attempting your life? I was nearly to murder you.”


  “Who is this boatman?” asked Song Jiang.


  “He is my sworn brother,” replied Li Jun. “He comes from the Xiaogu Hill, and his name is Zhang Heng. He is known as the ‘Boatman,’ and he lives as a virtuous pirate on the river.”


  Song Jiang and his escort laughed at this. The two boats were soon brought to the side of the river and moored.


  Li Jun addressed the boatman Zhang Heng, “Today you are favored by Heaven to meet the greatest hero in the world, Song Jiang, ‘Welcome Rain.’ Take a good look at him, and never forget him.” Zhang Heng took a flint and steel and striking a light lit a lamp, and had a good look at Song Jiang. He then knelt down, and said, “I hope that you will overlook my serious mistake. How did you come to be banished to the prison at Jiangzhou?”


  Li Jun explained the whole situation, and then Zhang Heng said to Song Jiang, “Brother, I have something to say. I have a younger brother of the same mother. He is a big muscular fellow, can swim about fifteen li, and can stay in the water for seven days at a time. In the water he swims in a straight line. He is also a skilled gymnast. Because of this he has received the nickname the ‘White Fish.’ His name is Zhang Shun. Previously we lived on the Yangtze River very peacefully and orderly, but the time came when we had no money, and then we took our boat to a quiet solitary place to do some illicit business. Those people who like to save money and at the same time get quick ferrying came to us. I arranged for my brother to pretend to be a traveler, and also to come to our boat with his baggage. When the boat was full I would push off, but would soon drop the anchor, and taking a sword demand the fares. The proper fare was five hundred cash, but I would demand three thousand cash. I would first ask my brother, and when he refused to pay I would take his head in one hand, and the seat of his trousers in the other and throw him overboard. The other passengers would then willingly pay the amount demanded without raising the least objection. I would then row them to a quiet part of the bank, and they would quickly disembark and disappear. My brother would swim underneath the water to the side of the river, and emerge when nobody was about. We would soon meet, and divide the money. We earned a good living by this means for some time.”


  “I suppose you had plenty of patrons who looked out for your boat,” said Song Jiang.


  The men all laughed at this wit.


  “We soon found another business,” said Zhang Heng. “I came here to help in salt smuggling whereas my brother started in business at Jiangzhou as a wholesale fishmonger. I should like to write a letter to him, but unfortunately I do not know characters.”


  “We will go into the village here, and find a man to write the letter for you,” said Li Jun.


  They set off to the village, but they had not gone half the distance to that place when they saw many lighted torches on the riverbank.


  “I see that the brothers Mu have not yet gone back,” said Zhang Heng.


  “Let us bring them here,” said Li Jun.


  “That will never do,” said Song Jiang, “as they want to arrest me.”


  “They are our friends,” said Li Jun. He then whistled and the torches immediately approached. When they arrived they were surprised to see Song Jiang with Li Jun and Zhang Heng, and asked, “Do you know these three men? How is it you are with them?”


  Li Jun laughed loudly and said, “Who do you think he is?”


  “We do not know his name. But we saw him give money to a medicine vendor in the market town, and so undermined our influence there. So we tried to arrest him.”


  ‘This is Song Jiang, ‘Welcome Rain,’ from Shandong, of whom I have spoken to you many times. Quickly pay your obeisance.”


  The two brothers kowtowed and said, “We have heard of your fame for a long time, but we did not expect to meet you this day. We have treated you badly, and hope that you will forgive us.”


  Song Jiang raised them up, and said, “I beg that you will give me your name.”


  Li Jun interposed, “These brothers are of a rich family in this town. This one is Mu Hong, and his nickname is the ‘Unrestrained’ and his younger brother is Mu Chun nicknamed ‘Slightly Restrained.’ They are the tyrants of Jieyang Town. There are two other groups of tyrants whom you will have heard of. On the Jieyang Mountain I myself and Li Li are the tyrants. On the banks of this river are two tyrants, namely, Zhang Heng and Zhang Shun. These form the three groups of tyrants.”


  “I have not heard of these men before,” said Song Jiang, “but as we are all brothers I hope that you will now release Xue Yong.”


  “Do you refer to that medicine vendor?” asked Mu Hong laughingly. “Do not worry about him. I will send my brother to release him, and bring him here. We now beg you to come to our home where we can offer suitable apologies for our blunder.”


  ‘They agreed to this, and messengers were dispatched with an order to prepare a feast for the coming guests. Two men were sent to summon the two boatmen to join them also at the feast.


  It was about 4 A.M. when they all reached the farmhouse, and were welcomed by Old Mu. It was almost dawn when Xue Yong arrived. They feasted together all that day. On the following day Song Jiang wished to continue on his way but Mu Hong would not agree to this. They all went for a stroll viewing the sights in the town; thus they stayed at Mu’s house for three more days, and then Song Jiang insisted upon departure as he was afraid that the time limit would be over.


  At last they agreed to his departure. Upon his departure Zhang Heng got a letter written introducing Song Jiang to his brother at Jiangzhou. They all shed tears as he embarked on the boat. The boat had sails, and as the wind was favorable it soon reached Jiangzhou. They went straight to the yamen, and presented their dispatch to the Prefect.


  The Prefect Cai Dezhang, the ninth son of the Prime Minister Cai Jing, was a proud man with an overbearing manner, and he was addicted to taking secret commissions. His father appointed him here because the prefecture was a very wealthy place. He saw that Song Jiang did not look like an average man so he asked him, “How is it that there is no written statement on your cangue?”


  The escort stated that on the journey there had been much rain which had washed the written statement away.


  The escort was dismissed and Song Jiang was sent to the prison where he was put in a small house separate from the main building.


  Song Jiang duly bribed the attendants and the warden with ten taels of silver each, so that they were all pleased. When he was called to the inspection room the warden said, “Song Jiang, listen to me. The founder of the Song Dynasty, Emperor Taizu, made a law that criminals who had been transferred to a prison should receive one hundred blows with the bamboo. Now, those on my left and right, take the prisoner and inflict the usual punishment.”


  “On the journey here, sir,” said Song Jiang, “I caught a cold, and have not quite recovered from it.”


  “I can see that you are not quite well,” replied the official, “so we will postpone the blows today. He was previously a clerk in a yamen so that we will use him in that capacity in this yamen.” He thereupon wrote out an order to that effect.


  Song Jiang expressed his thanks, and returning to his quarters took his baggage to the office where he was to work as a writer. The prisoners realized that Song Jiang was a man with influence. They bought wine, and invited him to drink with them, and he received their congratulations. The next day Song Jiang invited the prisoners to wine in the same way. He also often asked the lower officials to dine with him, and sent presents to the warden. The result was that he had many friends. Within a fortnight they were all pleased to have made his acquaintance. An ancient says, “Human relations vary—sometimes friendship, sometimes the opposite. Some fawn upon the wealthy and avoid the poor.”


  One day when Song Jiang was entertaining one of the turnkeys the latter said, “The other day I told you that you must not overlook giving the head jailer some money, but how is it that you have not yet done so? It is now nearly ten days since you came here. He will certainly come to see you tomorrow, and then it will be too late to offer money.”


  “Never mind that,” said Song Jiang. “If he wants money I will not give him any. But if you turnkeys want money and ask me for it I will certainly supply the same. That superintendent shall not have a single cash. When he comes here I shall have something to say to him.”


  “Sir, but that man is a stern disciplinarian, and he is over us,” said the turnkey. “If you have a disagreement with him he will certainly abuse you. In that case do not say that I did not warn you.”


  “Don’t worry about that,” said Song Jiang. “It may be of course that I shall give him something, and it may be that he does not want anything.”


  While they were talking about this a messenger came in, and reported that the head jailer was coming. He was evidently in a temper as he called out, “How is it that the newly arrived prisoner has not given me regular money?”


  The turnkey said, “Did I not tell you so?”


  Song Jiang laughed and said, “I will go to meet him and will see you later.” He did this.


   


  Seas of blood, and heaps of corpses,


       At the crossroads in the town;


  Mand’rin nets were spread on all sides,


       But the bandits broke them down.


  



  CHAPTER 37

   

  Welcome Rain Meets the Divine Traveler Black Whirlwind Fights with White Fish


   


   


   


  WHEN Song Jiang reached the inspection room he saw the head jailer there sitting on a stool. The latter immediately called out, “Is this the prisoner who recently came here?”


  A messenger standing there agreed to this.


  “So you are the ‘Black Dwarf,’ who deserves death. Upon whose influence are you relying that you disdain to give me any money?”


  “Presents are made when people are on friendly footing,” said Song Jiang. “Why do you demand a present? You are a mean-souled fellow.”


  The men standing about perspired with fear when they heard this. The head jailer was very angry and replied, “Banished thief! You are very impudent. How dare you call me a mean-souled fellow? Now, executioners, seize this fellow, and give him a hundred blows with the bamboo.”


  But the men standing about were all on friendly terms with Song Jiang, and when they heard this order they all sneaked out of the room. Seeing this movement the head jailer was very much annoyed, and taking a stick he advanced to beat Song Jiang.


  “Sir!” said Song Jiang, “for what crime are you going to beat me?”


  “You are a criminal, and are entirely in my hands. Even if you only cough in my presence that would be a crime.”


  “But even if I have a small fault I am not deserving of death.”


  “You say that you are not deserving of death,” said the head jailer who was now very angry, “but if I decide to even kill you that can be easily done. I could kill you just like a fly.”


  Song Jiang, spoke in a sneering manner, “Because I have not given you money you think I am deserving of death, but what should a friend of Wu Yong at Liangshan Marsh deserve?”


  Upon hearing this the man hastily dropped his stick and asked, “What is that you say?”


  “I said that Wu Yong may have a friend here.”


  The man was startled, and seizing hold of Song Jiang asked, “Who are you? Why you talk like this?”


  Song Jiang laughed and said, “I am Song Jiang of Yuncheng County, in Shandong.”


  The man was surprised and saluted saying, “So you are Song Jiang, ‘Welcome Rain.’ But this is not a good place for us to talk, and I cannot kowtow to you here. I request you to accompany me to a place in the town where we can talk matters over.”


  Song Jiang agreed to this and returned to his room. He took Wu Yong’s letter and some silver. He then locked the door, and told a messenger to look after his room. They left the prison, and going into the town entered an inn, and sat down in an upper room.


  “Sir, when did you last see Wu Yong?” asked the head jailer.


  Song Jiang took the letter and handed it to the man who after reading it placed it in his sleeve. He then knelt down and kowtowed to Song Jiang.


  Song Jiang also kowtowed, and said, “What I said has upset you. Please forgive me.”


  The jailer said, “I was informed that a criminal named Song was being sent to my prison, and I expected to get the usual five taels of silver. But although I waited more than ten days no money was sent to me, so today as I had a little leisure I went to investigate the matter. I never suspected that you were the man. I am afraid that my manner was rather offensive, and I ask you to overlook it kindly.”


  “I heard of you through the jailer, and wished to meet you, but as I was not certain where you lived I thought it better to wait until you came to see me. So I had to wait a good few days. It was not that I did not intend to give you these five taels of silver, but simply that I wished to meet you personally. I am much pleased that we have fortunately met here today.”


  Now who was this head jailer? He was no other than Dai Zong. Now in that period of the Song Dynasty, head jailers at Jinling were called “Master,” whereas in Hunan they were called “Superintendent.” This Superintendent Dai Zong had a very supernatural power. Whenever he had to travel on some extremely urgent matter he wrapped a puttee bearing a picture of a divine horse over his legs. He then by magic could travel a hundred and sixty li a day. If he doubled the number of puttees then by magic he could travel two hundred seventy li daily. That was why people called him the “Divine Traveler.”


  These two men talked matters over, and became much pleased with each other. They summoned the waiter to their private compartment, and ordered a big dinner to be prepared. Song Jiang told Dai Zong all that had occurred on the journey, and the latter laid bare his heart and told Song Jiang all his intimate relations with Wu Yong. They had been drinking for some time, and were quite intimate when they heard a row down below.


  The waiter rushed into their compartment, and said, “There is a man below making a row, and nobody but you, sir, can stop him.”


  “Who is the man,” asked Dai Zong.


  “He is the man Li, the ‘Iron Ox,’ who always accompanies you on your trips, and he wants to borrow money from our manager.”


  Dai Zong laughed and said, “I know the fellow. He is very unruly. I request you, sir, to stay here, and I will go and bring him upstairs.”


  Dai Zong went downstairs, and soon returned with a big wild-looking man.


  Song Jiang was surprised at seeing him, and asked, “Sir, who is this?”


  “This is my assistant, Li Kui, the ‘Black Whirlwind,’ and he comes from Yishui County, in Yizhou Prefecture, Shandong province. In his own village he is called Li, the ‘Iron Ox.’ There he killed a man and escaped here. The government issued a pardon afterwards, but he then had not enough money to take him back home. He is a great drunkard, and when drunk he is a dangerous man. He is skilled in the use of the battle-axe and the cudgels. At present he occupies a minor post in this prison.”


  Li Kui looking at Song Jiang asked Dai Zong, “Who is this black fellow?”


  Dai Zong laughed and remarked to Song Jiang, “Sir, you will understand that this fellow is rather vulgar and has no manners.”


  “I only ask for his name,” said Li Kui, “so why do you say I am vulgar?”


  “Younger brother,” said Dai Zong, “you ought to speak to me like this, ‘Who is this gentleman?’ But instead you asked, ‘Who is this black fellow?’ and that is not a nice expression. I will however tell you who he is. He is the hero whom you have often said you would try to meet.”


  “Can he be Dark Song Jiang, ‘Welcome Rain,’ of Shandong?”


  Dai Zong exclaimed, “Hey! How dare you refer to him in that coarse manner? And why don’t you immediately kowtow to him, instead of delaying so long?”


  “If he is Song Jiang I will of course kowtow to him. But if he is some other fellow why should I kowtow? Sir, do not deceive me or laugh at me about this matter.”


  “I am Dark Song Jiang of Shandong,” interposed Song Jiang.


  Li Kui clapped his hands and said, “Master, why did you not say this before, and so enable the ‘Iron Ox’ to have the pleasure a little sooner.” He knelt on the floor and kowtowed.


  Song Jiang raised him up and said, “Good fellow, please be seated.”


  Dai Zong invited him to sit by his side, and drink wine with them.


  “Very well,” said Li Kui, “but I shall want a large bowl of wine, and not one of these little cups.”


  “Brother,” asked Song Jiang, “what was that row about down below?”


  “I had a big ingot of silver in a pawn shop on which they had advanced me ten taels of silver, and today when I asked the innkeeper to loan me ten taels of silver to redeem the pledge at the pawn shop he declined to advance any loan so I got angry, and broke up many of the things in the shop. Just then you summoned me up here.”


  “Was there any interest to be paid for the loan of the silver?” asked Song Jiang.


  “Yes, there was interest to be paid on the redemption of ingot.”


  Song Jiang put his hand in his pocket and drew an ingot of ten taels of silver. Handing this to Li Kui he said, “Here is some silver which will enable you to redeem the ingot from the pawn shop.”


  Li Kui took the silver, and said, “Thank you. Please wait here until I come back from the pawn shop. When I have redeemed my ingot of silver I can change it, and repay you. Then we will all go and drink wine outside the town.”


  “Please sit down, and drink wine with us now, and then go there afterwards,” said Song Jiang.


  “I will go now, but be back very soon,” said Li Kui. He opened the curtains and departed.


  “It would have been better if you had not lent him that money,” said Dai Zong.


  “Why not?”


  “Although he is straightforward yet he has a weakness for wine and gambling. When did he ever have an ingot of silver? He has cheated you to get the money. You noticed how quickly he left us when he had got the money. He has probably gone gambling, and if he wins he will return your loan. But if he loses how can he repay the loan? I shall then feel ashamed as he is my assistant.”


  Song Jiang laughed, “But we are not strangers! Don’t talk about such small things. If he wants to gamble then never mind. My opinion is that he is a loyal and straightforward man.”


  “He is a skilled athlete, and is very brave, but has a very coarse nature. In the prison when he is drunk he never hits the prisoners, but is always fighting with the brave jailers. I have had a lot of trouble with him. He always takes up the cudgels on behalf of the weaker brothers, and for this reason the people of this town are afraid of him.”


  “Let us have another drink,” said Song Jiang, “and then go for a stroll outside the town.”


  “I had forgotten,” said Dai Zong, “that I have not yet shown you the scenery round here.”


  When Li Kui had left with the silver he thought, “Song Jiang is not a common man. We are not old friends, and yet he immediately advanced me this money. He is a hero who despises wealth and stands for justice—of that there is no shadow of doubt. These few days I have lost all my money in gambling so that I have not even a cash, and cannot invite him to dine with me. Now that I have the money I will gamble again, and when I have won I will then go and invite him to a feast.” Li Kui went outside the town, and entering the gambling den of Little Zhang Yi, he took his seat at the table, and put down his money. He called out, “Give me the dice box. I will be banker this time.”


  The proprietor knew that Li Kui had always been fair in his gambling, so he said, “Elder brother, let us just finish this round, and then you can have the dice box.”


  “But I want to gamble now.”


  “You had better watch us on one side, and do the guessing,” said Little Zhang Yi.


  “I am not going to guess. I want to gamble, and here is my stake five taels of silver.” He took the dice box, and asked, “Now what is your stake?”


  “I will stake five taels also,” said Little Zhang Yi.


  Li Kui threw the dice, but only low numbers turned up. Little Zhang Yi reached across for the money, but Li Kui said, “I have ten taels here.”


  “But you staked five taels, and if you had won I would have paid you that amount.”


  Li Kui did not answer, but threw the dice again, and again only low numbers turned up.


  Little Zhang Yi laughed and said, “Do not be in such a hurry. You have shaken twice with bad luck. You had better rest a bit now.”


  “But this money belongs to another man,” said Li Kui.


  “That makes no difference. You will pay just the same. You have lost so we need not discuss anything else.”


  “Very well,” said Li Kui. “But please lend me some money, and I will repay you tomorrow.”


  “That is nonsensical talk,” said Little Zhang Yi. “There is an old saying, ‘In gambling there are no duties (to parents or brothers) observed.’ You have lost, so why wrangle about the money?”


  “Will you give me the money or not?” asked Li Kui.


  “Li Kui! You have always been straight in gambling, so how is it that today you wrangle about such a clear case?”


  But Li Kui did not reply. Instead he grabbed the money, and also all the other’s silver on the table, and put it in his coat. He then said, “I have always been straight, but today I cannot observe the usual procedure.”


  Little Zhang Yi now advanced to attempt to recover the money, but Li Kui struck him a blow, and knocked him to the ground, while all the other gamblers rushed forward to recover their money, but Li Kui hit on every side, and kept them off. He then rushed away to escape. The gatekeeper tried to stop him saving, “Where are you going?” but Li Kui pushed him on one side, opened the gate, and went out. The gamblers were following him and as they reached the gate they called out, “Li Kui, you are quite unfair to take all our money.” There was not one who was brave enough to pursue him, but as Li Kui was running, a man took hold of him and called out, “Why do you take other people’s money?”


  “What has it got to do with you?” asked Li Kui. Turning his head he saw that the man was Dai Zong, and behind him was Song Jiang. He was surprised at seeing them there, and said, “Brothers, please excuse me. Previously the ‘Iron Ox’ has always been fair and square in gambling but today I have lost the money you gave me. I wished to invite you to a feast, but as I had no money I got annoyed, and grabbed other people’s money.”


  Song Jiang laughed at this. “If you are short of money you can always come and ask for it from me. As you have lost all your money to him today, you had better give him the money.”


  Li Kui took all the money out of his coat, and placed it in Song Jiang’s hands. The latter summoned Little Zhang Yi and handed him the money.


  Little Zhang Yi said, “Li Kui lost ten taels of silver to me, but although he took it by force I will not take it back from him I have no desire to make him my enemy.”


  “You can take the money,” said Song Jiang, “without being afraid of him in the future.”


  Little Zhang Yi was however still unwilling to take the money.


  “Has he already injured any of you?” asked Song Jiang.


  “He struck the ‘banker,’ the other gamblers, and the gatekeeper,” said Little Zhang Yi.


  “Then, take this ten taels of silver from Li Kui and distribute it among those men as compensation for their wounds. I will take Li Kui away, and he will not trouble you again.”


  Little Zhang Yi took the money, and after expressing his thanks went his way.


  Song Jiang asked the other two to go with him, and drink wine.


  “On the riverside there is the Pipa Pavilion. It is the ruins of a building of the Tang Dynasty. We can drink wine there, and enjoy the view of the river.”


  “We can buy some eatables in the town, and take them there with us,” suggested Song Jiang.


  “There is no need for that,” said Dai Zong. “We can get all we want at the inn.”


  “All right,” said Song Jiang. They all proceeded to the Pipa Pavilion, and entering they found about ten tables arranged. They selected a clean one, and sat down according to the rules of propriety—Song Jiang in the place of honor, Dai Zong facing him, and Li Kui at the side. They called for wine and food. The proprietor brought them large jars of the best wine, and Li Kui said, “Let us have big bowls, as I do not like these small cups.”


  “What a rude fellow you are!” said Dai Zong. “You just drink your wine and keep quiet.”


  “We two will have the small cups,” said Song Jiang to the proprietor, “but you can let this gentleman have a big bowl.”


  The proprietor did this, and Li Kui laughingly said, “What a splendid fellow you are. People spoke well and truly of you. How well you have met my desires! Life will not be unworth to live when I have you as my sworn brother.”


  After they had drunk about six cups of wine, Song Jiang saw that they were getting merry and he thought it would be nice to have some hot chilli fish soup. He asked Dai Zong whether they could get fresh fish at the inn.


  Dai Zong laughed, “Have you not noticed that all the boats on the river are fishing boats? This is just the place to get abundant fish.”


  “Well, how would it be if we had some fresh hot chilli fish soup?”


  Dai Zong called the waiter and ordered fish for three. Very soon it was served, and when Song Jiang saw it he said, “Excellent food served in a superb dish. Although the inn is small yet the dishes are extremely fine.” He took up his chopsticks and invited the others to partake with him. He ate a little of the fish and tasted the soup. Li Kui, however, did not use his chopsticks, but took the fish in his hand, and ate it including the bones. Song Jiang could hardly suppress his laughter, and after taking a little more soup put down his chopsticks, and said:


  “It is just a habit of mine to drink a little fish soup after drinking wine. This fish does not seem to be very nice.”


  “I also do not like it,” said Dai Zong, “salted fish does not suit my taste.”


  Li Kui finished the fish in his own bowl, and then remarked, “As you two elder brothers do not like it I will eat it for you.” So he reached across the table, and with his hand took the fish from Song Jiang’s bowl and ate it. He then did the same with Dai Zong’s bowl of fish. When he had finished the table was covered with the soup which had dripped from the fish.


  Song Jiang summoned the waiter and told him, “Our brother here is very hungry so please bring plenty of meat for him, and I will pay for it.”


  The waiter said they had only mutton—no beef. Upon hearing this Li Kui took the bowl of soup and threw it in the waiter’s face and clothes.


  “Why do you do that?” asked Dai Zong.


  “Because that fellow is so unreasonable,” replied Li Kui. “He insults me by saying that I can eat beef only.”


  “I just asked you what meat you would like,” said the waiter.


  “Go and bring what you have got,” said Song Jiang.


  The waiter smothered his anger, and soon returned with a tray of mutton which he placed on the table. Li Kui without saying a word reached out his hands, and took the mutton. He had very soon eaten the whole lot.


  “What a robust fellow!” exclaimed Song Jiang. “He is really a strong man.”


  “How well you understand my nature!” replied Li Kui. “The mutton is much better than the fish.”


  Dai Zong spoke to the waiter, “You have especially fine dishes, but the fish you served in them was not of the best. If you have any better fish please bring some for my friend here.”


  The waiter laughed and said, “I dare not deceive you, gentlemen. The fish was caught yesterday. The live fish caught today is still on the boats and we cannot buy it until the wholesale dealer begins to sell. For this reason we cannot supply you with fresh fish today.”


  Li Kui jumped up, “I myself will go, and buy a pair of live fish for my elder brothers.”


  “You must not go,” said Dai Zong. “The waiter can go himself and ask for some fish.”


  “The fishermen will let me have the fish at once,” said Li Kui. “It is a small thing.” He went off at once although Dai Zong tried to stop him.


  Dai Zong spoke to Song Jiang, “I hope that you will excuse me for introducing that kind of man to you. He is not a respectable man, and I am somewhat ashamed of his manners.”


  “That is his natural disposition, and how can you help it? I think he is a very sincere and honest man.”


  They stayed in the Pipa Pavilion joking and talking for some time.


  Li Kui arrived at the river bank, and there he saw about ten fishing boats all tied up in a line along the quay, under overhanging willow trees. Most of the fishermen were asleep on board, but there were a few repairing the nets, and some bathing in the river. That time was about the middle of June, and the sun was just setting in a red western sky. The wholesale merchant who sold the fish was not there.


  Li Kui shouted out, “Bring me two fresh fish.”


  A fisherman replied, “The wholesale merchant has not come, and we dare not sell any fish without him. You see that all the fish dealers are waiting for him over there.”


  “Why should I wait for any damned fish merchant?” said Li Kui. “Let me have two fish at once.”


  “We have not yet burnt the joss paper for the spirits, so how can we let you have any fish?” replied the fisherman.


  Li Kui saw that they would not give him the fish so he jumped on to the boat. The fish was in tanks in the holds and although Li Kui did not understand the arrangements of the boat he removed a bamboo screen. The fishermen could not stop him, and the spectators on the bank were astounded. Li Kui groped inside the water, but could not find a single fish. These boats had a hole at the stern which kept the tanks supplied with fresh water. There was a small bamboo screen which although admitting the water prevented the fish from leaving the tank. Because of this arrangement the fish was always fresh when sold at Jiangzhou. When Li Kui had removed the bamboo screen all the fish in the tank had escaped. As he could find no fish Li Kui jumped on to another boat, and did the same thing again. About eighty fishermen now rushed at Li Kui with bamboo poles to beat him. He, seeing the advancing crowd, immediately stripped off his coat and shirt, and seizing about six of the nearest bamboo poles in both hands he broke them into pieces at once. The fishermen were astonished at his strength, and immediately unloosened the moorings of the other boats and sculled them away from the wharf. Li Kui was now very angry and taking one of the broken bamboo poles he leapt ashore, but the fish merchants there immediately put down their loads, and ran away. In the noise and confusion a man arrived on the scene, and the men called out, “Here comes the merchant. This black man has been trying to seize the fish, and so has frightened away all the fishing boats.”


  “Who has dared to do this crazy thing?” asked the merchant.


  The men pointed to Li Kui, “There he is. He threatens to beat us.”


  “You fellow with a leopard’s heart and a tiger’s gall,” said the merchant, “how dare you come here, and upset my affairs like this?”


  Li Kui saw that the merchant was big sized, and of about thirty-three years of age; he had a black moustache, and wore a blue turban with a red ribbon entwined in his hair; his shirt was of white cloth and he had a silk girdle; his hempen sandals were fastened with black and white strings; in his hand he carried a balance. He handed the balance to another man, and, advancing, shouted at Li Kui, “Whom are you going to fight?”


  Li Kui did not answer, but lifted his bamboo pole to strike the man. The man stepped forward and seized hold of the pole. Li Kui seized hold of the man’s hair. The man raised his foot, and kicked Li Kui who, however, still held on to his opponent’s hair. The man struck several blows with his fist, but Li Kui did not mind these at all, but when the man kicked him, he pulled the man down to the ground, and hit him with his fist—his blows were like iron mallets and sounded like the beating of a drum. The man had no means of escape, but a bystander seized hold of Li Kui by the waist, and another man took hold of Li Kui’s hand, and they called out, “Stop this! Stop this!” Li Kui turning his head saw that the men holding him were Song Jiang and Dai Zong. He at once released his hold, and the man immediately rushed away.


  Dai Zong complainingly said to Li Kui, “I told you not to come here for fish, and now I find you fighting. If you had killed the man would you not have had to answer for it in prison?”


  “You are afraid that I would implicate you. If I had killed a man I would answer the charge of murder, and not you.”


  “Brother, do not discuss the matter any further,” said Song Jiang. “Let us go and drink some more wine.”


  Li Kui got his coat and shirt and throwing them over his arm he accompanied the other two. They had gone hardly ten steps when they heard a man behind cursing them. “You deserve death! I want to fight with you, and we will see who will win this time.” Li Kui turned round, and saw it was the very man he had just fought with. He was now stripped naked except for a small pair of drawers. His hair was bound up with red tapes on top of his head without a turban. He was by himself and carried a bamboo pole such as are used on boats. He was quickly approaching on a small boat and shouted, “You, rascal, deserving of hacking into a thousand pieces. If I were afraid of you I should not be brave. If you walk away, you are coward.”


  Li Kui roared with rage at this, and throwing down his clothing he stepped forward. He and the man cursed each other and as Li Kui was standing on the bank the man threatened to strike his leg with the bamboo pole. Li Kui leapt on to the boat, and what happened occurred quicker than we can relate. The man had inveigled Li Kui to come on the boat, for as soon as Li Kui was on board he pushed the boat away from the wharf and it floated off into the current. Li Kui could swim only a little, so this movement filled him with fear. The man put down his pole, and addressed Li Kui, “Now we will fight and see who will win.” He seized Li Kui’s arm. “But before we fight I am going to give you a drink of water.” He was standing with both legs outstretched, and all at once he moved his weight onto one leg, turned the boat upside down and threw them both into the river.


  Song Jiang and Dai Zong had watched all this from the bank, and were excited when both men fell into the river with a mighty splash. There was a big crowd of men also watching this, and one of them said, “That black man has now got his deserts. Even if he does not drown he will get a bellyful of water.” Now they could see both men in the water, and the boatman caught hold of Li Kui, and ducked him into the water again. They struggled together in the water, but there was not a single man on the wharf who did not applaud the spectacle. It was evident that Li Kui was getting the worst as he was frequently pushed down underneath the water. Song Jiang asked Dai Zong to get some one to act as peace-maker.


  Dai Zong asked the crowd who the boatman was, and a man replied, “He is Zhang Shun, and is the wholesale dealer in fish here.”


  Song Jiang was startled upon hearing this. “Surely can he not be Zhang Shun, the ‘White Fish’?”


  “Yes, that is so.”


  “I have a letter from his brother Zhang Heng in my quarters,” said Song Jiang.


  Dai Zong hearing this shouted at the top of his voice; “Brother Zhang! Stop this fighting! Here is a letter from your elder brother. That man is one of us, and you can forgive him, and come here to talk matters over.”


  Zhang Shun heard this, and also recognized Dai Zong so he released Li Kui and swam to the wharf. He saluted and said, “Sir, please excuse me.”


  “In my behalf I will ask you to go and save that man’s life,” said Dai Zong. “When you return with him I will introduce you to somebody.”


  Zhang Shun without a word dived into the river, and soon reached Li Kui who was in difficulties. Zhang Shun took hold of Li Kui with one hand, and treading the water, and swimming with the other hand drew Li Kui towards the wharf. Upon their landing all the crowd applauded. Song Jiang was filled with admiration at this fine display by Zhang Shun. Li Kui was alternately vomiting water and taking in deep drafts of breath.


  “Let us all go to the Pipa Pavilion and talk matters over there,” suggested Dai Zong.


  Li Kui and Zhang Shun put on their clothes, and all four set off for the inn. When they had all taken their seats Dai Zong spoke to Zhang Shun, “Brother, do you know me?”


  “Yes, I know you, but I have had no opportunity of meeting you before this,” said Zhang Shun.


  Dai Zong pointed at Li Kui and said, “He has offended you today, but surely you also know him.”


  “Of course I know brother Li Kui. Only we have never been at loggerheads previously.”


  “But you nearly drowned me today,” interposed Li Kui.


  “You gave me a good beating too,” responded Zhang Shun.


  “Well, I hope that you will both turn out to be good friends,” said Dai Zong. “Remember the saying, ‘Friends are often made after a fight.’”


  “You avoid meeting me on the road,” said Li Kui.


  “Well, I prefer to meet you in the water,” said Zhang Shun.


  They all laughed at this joke, and agreed not to talk about that affair again.


  Dai Zong pointing at Song Jiang asked Zhang Shun whether he knew who that was.


  Zhang Shun said he did not. He did not remember having met him before.


  Li Kui got up and said, “This elder brother is Song Jiang.”


  “Can he be ‘Welcome Rain’ of Shandong—Song Jiang?”


  “Yes, it is he,” said Dai Zong.


  Zhang Shun kowtowed and said, “I have heard of your great fame for a long time, but have never expected to meet you. All travelers speak highly of you—your great generosity and your distribution of wealth in good cause.”


  “Do not mention my small affairs,” said Song Jiang. “A few days ago I was at Jieyang Mountain, and stayed with Li Jun, ‘Muddy Water Dragon,’ and afterwards at Xunyang River I met your brother, Zhang Heng, who gave me a letter to hand to you. It is in my baggage at my lodgings.” He then explained how they had come to the Pipa Pavilion to drink wine and how Li Kui had gone to get some fresh fish against their wishes. How they had heard a row, and had come to see what had happened. He said he had been exceedingly fortunate in meeting three heroes in one day. He asked them all to drink three cups of wine with him to celebrate the auspicious occasion.


  “If you wish fresh fish,” said Zhang Shun, “I myself will go and get some.”


  Li Kui offered to go with him, but Dai Zong objected, “Have you not had enough river water for today?”


  Zhang Shun laughed and taking Li Kui by the hand said, “You come with me for the fish, and we will see how the fishermen will look upon us.” So they both set off, and upon reaching the wharf Zhang Shun whistled and all the fishing boats in the river came at once to the wharf. Zhang Shun called out, “Which boat has caught golden carp today?”


  Two men on different boats called out that they had the fish, and they soon brought about ten big carp to the wharf. Zhang Shun selected four of the biggest, strung them on a willow twig, and handing them to Li Kui told him to take them to the pavilion. He stayed behind to see the fish weighed and sold to the various dealers. When he got back to the Pipa Pavilion Song Jiang said to him, “Why do you send so many fine fish? One would have been enough.”


  “These are only small things, and not worth mentioning,” said Zhang Shun; “you can take what you like, and any left over you can take along to your lodgings.”


  They all sat down in order of seniority. The waiter was told to boil the fish, and to steam another one in wine. While this was being done they drank wine and chatted together about their respective affairs. They then saw a girl about sixteen years of age, wearing crepe clothes who came to their table, gave them the usual woman’s salutations, and commenced to sing. Now it happened that Li Kui was just then in the midst of relating a story of his own exploits, and found it interrupted by the song, and that the other three were only listening to the music. He was annoyed and jumping up he flipped the girl’s forehead with two fingers. The girl made an exclamation and fell down. She lay there without moving. The waiter was frightened and told the four guests that they must not attempt to leave until the matter had been investigated by the proper officials.


   


  The unforeseen may sometimes end


  Conditions which are perfect.


   


  We will now relate how Song Jiang and his friends escaped from the pavilion.


  



  CHAPTER 38

   

  Song Jiang Writes a Seditious Poem; Dai Zong Sends a False Report from Liangshan Marsh


   


   


   


  WHEN Li Kui had knocked the girl down the innkeeper said, “Well, what are you four men going to do?” He also told the waiter to blow some water on the girl’s face. This done the girl came out of her faint, and got up. They then saw that the skin on her forehead showed a scar. Her father and mother had now arrived on the scene, but when they knew that this had been done by Li Kui the “Black Whirlwind,” the were afraid to say a word. The mother took a handkerchief and tied it round the girl’s head. She picked up her hairpin which had fallen to the ground.


  “What is your name?” asked Song Jiang.


  The mother replied, “I will tell you the truth, sir. Our name is Song, and we come from the capital. We have no son, and only this daughter whose personal name is Yulian. Her father taught her singing, and then told her to come to this pavilion to sing to the guests, and so earn a little money. She is quite untrained and sometimes sings when the guests are talking. Today this occurred, and this gentleman’s hand slipped so that she got hurt. But that is only a small affair, and is not worth bringing into court.”


  Song Jiang saw that she was speaking in a conciliatory manner, and said, “If you will come with me to my lodging I will give you twenty taels of silver as compensation. You can then find a husband for her so that she need not depend on her singing for a living.”


  “We did not expect so much,” replied the parents.


  “What I say is final,” said Song Jiang. “My words have not a double meaning. You tell your husband to come with us, and I will give him the money.”


  “Your succoring us in this way fills us with deep gratitude,” replied the parents.


  Dai Zong spoke to Li Kui, “You are always querulous and now you have caused our elder brother here to spend a lot of money.”


  “I did not use much force with my finger,” said Li Kui, “she tumbled down herself. You can see for yourself how delicate she is. If you hit me in the face with your fist a hundred times it would have no effect on me.”


  Song Jiang and all the bystanders laughed at this. Zhang Shun told the waiter that he would pay the bill for the wine, etc. supplied. “Never mind!” said the waiter. “That does not matter.”


  “But I asked you gentlemen to come here and dine with me,” said Song Jiang, “and I cannot agree to your paying the bill.”


  “It is seldom that we meet you,” said Zhang Shun. “When you lived in Shandong we often talked of going there to see you. Today fortune has brought about this gathering, and if I pay, that will only be a very small part of what I think is due to you.”


  “Sir,” said Dai Zong, “as our brother, Zhang Shun, appears to be determined I suggest that you give way to him in this case.”


  “If he pays today then I must invite him some other day to dine with me,” said Song Jiang.


  Zhang Shun was much pleased at this. Picking up two of the fresh carp he and the others and the old man Song, accompanied Song Jiang to his lodgings in the city where they all sat down. Song Jiang took the twenty taels of silver, and gave them to old man Song who expressed his thanks and departed. Song Jiang also took the letter out of his baggage, and handed it to Zhang Shun who also then departed. He also took fifty taels of silver and presented these to Li Kui who then left with Dai Zong.


  Song Jiang presented one of the carp to the warden, and had one cooked for himself. He found the fish nice eating and took a lot of it. In the night about 3 A.M. he had pains in the stomach, and was seized with violent diarrhea and vomiting. He was soon rendered extremely weak. He had the sympathy of the jailers who came, and offered him bowls of rice congee.


  The next day Zhang Shun wished to show his gratitude to Song Jiang for the letter he had received, so he got two more fresh carp to present to Song Jiang. But when he reached the prison he found Song Jiang lying on the bed unable to get up. He decided to go and fetch a doctor at once, but Song Jiang said that it was only caused through eating too much fish, and said he would soon be better if Zhang Shun would get for him some diarrhea medicine called “Liu He Tang.” He asked him to take the fish away and present them to the warden and the head turnkey Zhao. Zhang Shun did this, and, when he returned with the medicine he gave it to Song Jiang and then left. In the prison was a man who knew how to make up medicines, and he administered the drugs.


  The following day Dai Zong and Li Kui brought some meat to the prison for Song Jiang who had recovered, but was not yet strong enough to take meat. They stayed with him till the evening, and then departed.


  It took Song Jiang about a week to recover his strength, and then as he felt quite better he decided to go into the town to see Dai Zong.


  For a whole day nobody had been to the prison to visit him. So, soon after breakfast he took some money, locked the door of his lodging, and left the prison sauntering slowly. Upon reaching the vicinity of the yamen he began to ask passers-by where Dai Zong lived. One man told him that Dai Zong had no home, but he often stayed at the Goddess of Mercy Guanyin Monastery near the City God Temple. Upon reaching that place however he found his door locked.


  So he asked bystanders where Li Kui, the “Black Whirlwind,” lived. They said that he also had no fixed residence, but sometimes could be found in the prison. He was often moving about—two days in the eastern side, and then for some time on the west side.


  He then inquired for Zhang Shun, the wholesale fish dealer, and they said that he lived in some village, and he only came to the wharf when there was fish to sell and only came into the town when he wanted to collect some accounts.


  As Song Jiang could not find anyone he knew he continued his walk, and went outside the town. He admired the views of the river, and he came at last to an inn on the river’s bank, which had a blue flag flying from a pole with the characters, “Xunyang River View Point.” Under the eaves was a board with three characters, “Xunyang Pavilion,” written by the great poet Su Dongpo. Song Jiang remembered that at home he had heard of this pavilion, but did not know that it was in such a place. As he was there by himself he decided to step inside, and have a look at it. When he got to the door he saw two white boards hanging from the red pillars with these inscriptions: “Nowhere is there wine equal to ours; our inn is famous everywhere.” He went upstairs, and found a room overlooking the river. The view of the river from the veranda was very fine.


  The waiter came and asked, “Will you wait for some other guest, or will you drink wine by yourself?”


  Song Jiang told him he would not wait, and that he could bring wine and food, but no fish. The waiter soon returned with Lanqiao fine wine and food. Song Jiang was highly pleased with the fine refreshments supplied. He was glad that he had found such a place in such ideal surroundings—it was worth being banished to such a spot for a few years. In Shandong they had fine old mountains, but nothing could equal to this. He drank and ate by himself, and was not aware that he was nearly drunk. He soliloquized, “I am from Yuncheng County in Shandong, and although a clerk I have met some fine men on my travels. Though I have a good name everywhere, yet now I am over thirty years of age and yet I have not made a glorious record. But branded as a criminal and banished here how can I meet my father and my younger brother who are now at home.”


  The wine now began to take effect, and he began to weep. The more he thought of his affairs the more he felt aggrieved. All at once he felt inclined to write an epic so he asked the waiter to bring a brush and ink slab. He looked round and saw that the whitewashed walls of the room were already well covered with inscriptions. He thought “Why should I not add my little quota? I will put the date down as well, and then when I come here again on some future occasion I shall realize what trouble I passed through at this moment.” So he rubbed the ink on the slab, and wetting his brush he wrote on the white wall as follows:


   


  In youth I studied hard the classics old,


  As old I grew I fixed my mind intense,


  Now like a tiger bold I hide in hole,


  And lie with tooth and claw to wait my chance.


   


  My face was branded as a criminal,


  And then to Jiangzhou I was banished,


  But soon the tide will turn; I’ll have revenge,


  And stain this spot with enemies blood galore.


   


  When he had finished this and reread it, he was much pleased with the result, and laughed loudly. He was partly drunk, and gesticulated with his arms. He again picked up the brush, and added the following lines:


   


  My body is in Wu; but heart in Shandong;


       I float on sea and river like a weed;


  I laugh at rebels bold whose fame is unsung,


       For they just failed where I’ll succeed.


  Written by     


  SONG JIANG OF YUNCHENG COUNTY.


   


  Placing the pen on the table he read aloud the whole thing. He drank more wine, and became quite drunk. He summoned the waiter, and paid the bill, and then staggered off downstairs. He reached his quarters in the prison, and throwing himself on the bed slept there until about 5 A.M. the next day. When he awoke from his drunken sleep he did not remember what he had written the previous day. He however felt the effects of his drunken carouse, and therefore did not go out that evening.


  On the opposite bank to Jiangzhou was a wild and uncultivated country in which there was a town called Wuweijun. In this town there lived an expectant magistrate named Huang Wenbing who although a well-read man was a cringing fellow. He had a mean heart, and was envious of men who had got better official apointments. He tried to injure the successful ones, and treated with scorn the unfortunate ones. He acted in this way particularly in his own village.


  He had heard that the Prefect Cai Jiu was a son of Prime Minister Cai, and therefore he frequently crossed the river to visit the Prefect, and made presents on the least pretext, in the hope that eventually he would be given a better official post. It was very unfortunate that Song Jiang should have this mean fellow as an opponent. It happened that Huang Wenbing had that day purchased a present for the Prefect, and crossed the river with it. When he reached the yamen he found that the Prefect was giving a feast to some officials so that he could not enter. He returned to his boat which was moored close to the Xunyang Pavilion. As it was a very hot day he went into the inn to rest a while. Going upstairs he went on the veranda to enjoy the view. Turning round he noticed the walls of the room covered with verses some of which were quite good, and some rather absurd which made him laugh. When, however, he happened to read the verses bearing the name of Song Jiang he was startled and thought, “Is that not rebellious? Who has written it?” He then saw the name of the author, and sneered, “This fellow is very vain, and has also ambitious ideas. He is a low mean fellow, and is evidently also a criminal. Who can be his enemy on whom he wishes to have revenge? He evidently thinks of making trouble here although he is only a useless criminal. As he is evidently banished and away from home, he could accomplish nothing.” But when he read the last two lines he put out his tongue in disgust, wagged his head and said, “The fellow has no decency. He is evidently a rebel. But surely I have heard of that name Song Jiang before this.” He summoned the waiter and asked him who had written the verses.


  The waiter informed him that they had been written by a man who came there yesterday, and drank some wine.


  “What kind of man was he?”


  “He was branded on the face,” replied the waiter, “and evidently resides in the prison. He had a sallow complexion; was not tall, and was rather stout.”


  Huang Wenbing asked for a brush and paper, and upon these being supplied he copied the verses down. He told the waiter that the verses must not be rubbed off the wall. He then went on his boat, and slept there for the night.


  After breakfast the next day he got a man to carry his presents, and went to the Prefect’s yamen again. He was told by the servant to wait in a room, and very soon the Prefect entered. After exchanging greetings, the prefect accepted the presents; and they both sat down.


  Huang Wenbing then explained how he had come to visit the Prefect the previous day, but had retired on hearing that the Prefect was giving a feast.


  The Prefect said this ought not to have stood in the way of Huang Wenbing joining him seeing that they were friends. The Prefect then said, “A letter has come from the capital stating that recently the Imperial Astrologer has examined the skies, and reports that the Dipper indicates that in the lands of Wu and Zhu there is a man who is going to create a rebellion. It is important that a careful watch should be kept for the man. It has also been reported to me that little boys on the streets in this town are always repeating these sentences:


   


  “The country will be destroyed because in the home there is wood.


  “The war was caused by drops of water beside the work.


  “There will be thirty-six in both directions, and they will create disorder in Shandong.”73


   


  “Because of all this I have instructed all officials to be on their guard.”


  Huang Wenbing thought in silence a little time and then laughed, “Sir, there is nothing accidental in this.” Taking the verses out of his sleeve he handed them to the prefect and said, “I did not expect to find the matter contained in these verses.”


  The Prefect read the document and said, “These are seditious verses. Where did you get them?”


  Huang Wenbing explained how he had happened to notice them on the wall of the Xunyang Pavilion.


  “But what kind of man can have written them?”


  “Sir, it is clearly stated that the verses were written by Song Jiang of Yuncheng County.”


  “But who is Song Jiang?” asked the Prefect.


  “In the verses he states that his face has been branded, and that he was banished to this place. So that he must be a prisoner here.”


  “In that case he cannot do any serious thing,” said the prefect.


  “Sir, you should not treat such man too lightly. In view of the letter received from the capital mentioning the strange rumors, it is clear that this man is the one referred to.”


  “Why do you think that he is the man?” asked the Prefect.


  Huang Wenbing then explained the meaning of the riddle as heard on the streets. “It is quite clear that he is the person referred to, and in the interests of peace and order he should be dealt with.”


  “Do you know that there is such a man here?”


  “The waiter at the inn said that he was there two days ago,” said Huang Wenbing. “If you look through the register of the prison here you will soon know whether such a man is there or not.”


  “Your suggestion is very valuable and to the point,” said the Prefect. He sent a messenger at once to bring the register from the prison, and when it arrived he looked through it carefully. He soon found the entry that Song Jiang had recently arrived.


  “That is the man,” said Huang Wenbing, “and besides writing the seditious verse, he is the man also referred to in the riddle. It is a serious matter. If you do not act at once the news may leak out, and so your plans may be defeated. You had better get this man arrested and imprisoned and meanwhile you can decide what to do.”


  “What you say is quite true,” said the Prefect. He then sent for the head jailer, and very soon Dai Zong entered. He then ordered him to have Song Jiang brought there immediately.


  Dai Zong was astonished at this order, and knew that it meant trouble. He went, and got soldiers armed and ordered them to assemble at his own quarters in the City God Temple. He then used his dodge of quick traveling, entered the prison, pushed open the door of the clerk office, and found Song Jiang inside.


  Song Jiang said, “A few days ago I went into the city, but could not find you anywhere. So I went to the Xunyang Pavilion, and drank a bottle of wine all by myself. Since then I have stayed indoors to recover from the effects of the wine.”


  “Elder brother,” asked Dai Zong, “what did you write there?”


  “How can I remember what I wrote when I was drunk?”


  “I have just been summoned to the Prefect who told me to bring to him the prisoner Song Jiang who wrote those seditious verses in the Xunyang Pavilion. I was astonished to hear this. I summoned my soldiers to my own quarters, and then rushed here to warn you. Now what shall we do? What can I do to save your life?”


  Song Jiang scratched his head as he realized the danger. “This time I shall be killed.”


  “I will tell you a plan,” said Dai Zong. “I cannot stay here any longer, as men will soon come for you. So unloosen your hair, tumble about on the ground covered all over with night-soil, and pretend to be mad. When I come with the soldiers you can ramble in talk like a lunatic, and I will then leave you alone, and report to the Prefect that you are in a mad fit.”


  “Many thanks for your good advice,” said Song Jiang. “I do hope that you will assist me in carrying it through.”


  Dai Zong hurriedly took his leave, and upon arriving at the City God Temple he ordered the soldiers already assembled there to follow him to the prison. When they got there Dai Zong with an assumed voice called out, “Where is that newly arrived prisoner Song Jiang?” The jailer took them all to Song Jiang’s lodging where they found the latter lying on the floor in his own night-soil, with his hair all streaming loose. When he saw the soldiers he asked, “Who are you pricks?”


  Dai Zong shouted at the top of his voice, “Seize that fellow!” Song Jiang gazed upwards, and showed the white of his eyes. He struck out with his hand, and spoke in a confounded manner, “I am the son-in-law of the Heavenly Jade Emperor, and he told me to lead a hundred thousand troops to Jiangzhou and kill all the people here. The King Yama is my advance guard, and in my rear are the Five Great Generals. He gave me a golden seal weighing eight hundred jin. I will kill the whole lot of you fellows.”


  The jailer said, “He is quite mad. What is the use of trying to arrest him?”


  “That is so,” said Dai Zong. “I will go back and report the matter. If they insist upon seeing him then I will return here.”


  The soldiers accompanied Dai Zong to the yamen where they found the Prefect waiting for them. Dai Zong reported to the Prefect, “The prisoner Song Jiang has gone quite mad. He rambles in his speech, and lies on the floor with his body and clothes covered all over with night-soil so I thought it better not to bring him here in that disgraceful condition.”


  The Prefect was just on the point of cross-examining Dai Zong when Huang Wenbing emerged from a screen behind the Prefect’s seat where he had been hiding and listening. He said, “Sir, do not listen to this. The man who wrote those verses is by no means mad. There must be a subtle trick in this affair. Better have him brought here in whatever state he is. Even if he cannot walk he may get somebody to carry him along.”


  “What you say is quite sensible,” said the Prefect. He then told Dai Zong that he must bring the man whether mad or otherwise.


  When Dai Zong received such definite orders he knew that it meant trouble. He took his men off to Song Jiang’s quarters where he spoke, “Brother, our plan has failed. You must come with me.” A bamboo basket was brought in; Song Jiang was lifted inside, and in this way was carried on the shoulders of the men into the hall where the prefect was waiting.


  The Prefect told them to produce the prisoner, and the men took him out of the basket, and placed him in front of the bench. They told Song Jiang to kneel, but instead he stared at the Prefect and asked, “Who are you, and what do you want to ask me about? I am the son-in-law of the Jade Emperor and supporting me are the Five Great Generals. My father-in-law has sent me to take the lives of the people of Jiangzhou. The King Yama is my advance guard. My seal weighs eight hundred jin. You had better get out of my way as very soon I shall kill you all.”


  The Prefect was nonplused at this, but Huang Wenbing interposed, “Let us send for the jailer, and ask him whether this prisoner was mad when he arrived. If he was mad when he first came then it is genuine, but if he is only recently mad it must be pretended madness.”


  The Prefect agreed to this, and sent for the jailer and also the turnkey. When they arrived he warned them to tell him the truth.


  The jailer replied that when the prisoner arrived he was not mad, but he became mad that very day.


  The Prefect was angry at this, and told the soldiers to bind the prisoner, and give him fifty blows with the bamboo. This they did, and Song Jiang’s flesh was broken, and was covered with blood. Dai Zong had to watch all this with a sore heart, but could do nothing to save his friend. Song Jiang stood this for some time, but at last could no longer endure the pain. He confessed, “I ought not to have written those seditious verses when I was drunk.”


  The Prefect wrote this confession down, and ordered that an extra large cangue should be fastened round the prisoner’s neck, and that he be sent back to prison. This was done, and Dai Zong had to give orders to the jailers to take special care of the prisoner.


  The Prefect retired from the bench, and was accompanied by Huang Wenbing to his private quarters. There he said, “Had it not been for your valuable suggestion I should have been deceived by that fellow.”


  “Sir, this kind of case should be quickly settled,” said Huang Wenbing. “You should immediately write a report of the case, and send it forthwith to your father at the capital, so that they will see how well you handled the Emperor’s affairs. With that dispatch you can send a private note stating that if they wish to spare his life you can send him by cart to the capital. But as you are afraid that he might be rescued on the way you could have him executed here if they do not want to spare his life. That will put an end to the danger. When the Emperor hears of how you have dealt with the case he will be extremely pleased.”


  “What you say is very reasonable,” said the prefect. “In my dispatch I will mention what valuable assistance I got from you, and recommend you for a good post.”


  “I have to depend on your influence for this life,” said Huang Wenbing, “and in some future life I am willing to be a beast at your disposal in order to return your great favor. Huang Wenbing stayed while the Prefect wrote the dispatches and sealed them. He then asked the Prefect, “Who is the confidential servant that will take this dispatch?”


  “Here we have the best messenger Dai Zong, the Divine Traveler, who can travel about two hundred fifty li a day, I will send him off early tomorrow morning, and he will be back in ten days.”


  “If he can go so quickly that will do very well,” replied Huang Wenbing.


  They then adjourned to another room where the Prefect entertained Huang Wenbing to some wine. The following day the latter returned home.


  Early the next day the Prefect packed up a few presents, and sealed the package with labels of paper. He then summoned Dai Zong and said, “I want you to take these dispatches and presents to my father, the Prime Minister, at the Eastern Capital, and convey my congratulations for his birthday on the fifteenth day of the sixth month. As that date is so near I want you to get there with all speed, and travel day and night. When my father writes his reply you must bring it here also as quickly as possible. I am aware of the rapidity of your flight, and I shall await your return with great expectation, so do not loiter on the way.”


  Dai Zong dared not raise any objection to this, so he received the packages, saluted, and withdrew to his quarters. He then went to the prison, and saw Song Jiang. “Elder brother, be at ease. The prefect is sending me to the Eastern Capital (Kaifeng), but I shall be back within ten days. When I am at the capital I will arrange some means of helping you. I will tell Li Kui to bring you rice every day so that you will not be short of food. So please be patient for a few days more.”


  “I am much indebted to you for saving my life,” said Song Jiang.


  Dai Zong found Li Kui, and told him, “Our elder brother wrote some seditious verses, and we do not yet know what the government judgment will be. I am now going to the Eastern Capital, and will soon be back. You must look after the rice for Song Jiang, and take it to him yourself at all mealtimes.”


  “That is not a serious matter,” said Li Kui. “What’s the damned difference? Many traitors have become officials. You go with an easy mind, as nobody in the prison here will make any trouble. If anybody attempts to create trouble for him I will chop his damned head off with my axe.”


  When Dai Zong was on the point of departing he said to Li Kui, “Now, younger brother, take care. Keep off the wine, and avoid omissions of the rice. If you get drunk your elder brother will be hungry.”


  “You go with an unembarrassed mind,” said Li Kui. “If you doubt me then I will not touch a drop of wine till you come back. I will wait upon Song Jiang in the prison from morning till night.”


  Dai Zong was much pleased at this. “Younger brother, it is very good of you to say that.” He then departed.


  Li Kui kept his word, and not only abstained from wine, but also waited closely upon Song Jiang.


  Dai Zong put on his puttees, and hempen shoes. He wore also a yellow shirt and a cummerbund, and hid the dispatches in the latter. He changed his turban, and carrying the two wicker baskets of presents on his shoulder he left the city. There he put on his charmed puttees, and chanted the magical spell as he rushed off along the road at a great speed. That evening he stopped at an inn to rest, and offered some paper joss money. He slept there that night. He started off again the next morning in the same way. He traveled at such a speed that a violent storm seemed to keep roaring in his ears. His feet scarce touched the ground. On the way he stopped occasionally to get a little food and wine at the inns. The second day was like the first. On the third day he had started very early, and had covered about a hundred li by about 10 A.M. He felt hungry, but could not find an inn to rest. It was the sixth month and the middle of summer, and he was perspiring freely in the heat of the sun. All his clothing was wet with his perspiration, and he was afraid of getting a sunstroke. Just as he was feeling very hungry and tired he espied on the side of the road a small inn situated between a forest and a lake. Almost immediately, he arrived at the inn and saw that it was very clean, with about twenty tables all newly varnished, and windows wide open on all sides. He entered, took a seat at a table, took a cup of cold water, and rinsed out his mouth. He took off his gear, the wicker baskets from his shoulders, his cummerbund containing the dispatches, and placed them on the table. He took off his wet yellow shirt, and hung it in an open window.


  When the waiter came he asked Dai Zong how much wine and food he wanted.


  “I don’t want much wine,” said Dai Zong, “but enough rice for one person.”


  “We also have buns and vermicelli,” said the waiter.


  “I am a vegetarian. What kind of vegetable soup have you got?”


  “We have some bean curd nicely flavored with chilli.”


  “That will be fine,” said Dai Zong.


  The waiter retired and very soon had the food and wine served and placed on the table. Dai Zong soon finished what had been supplied as he was both hungry and thirsty. Soon after he felt very dizzy, lost consciousness, and fell to the ground.


  The waiter seeing this called out, “He has fallen!” and a man came out of the room at the back. He was Zhu Gui, the “Dry Land Crocodile,” of Liangshan Marsh. He said, “Take the wicker baskets into the other room, and then search his clothing.” Two men then appeared and searched Dai Zong’s clothing. They soon found the dispatches hidden in the cummerbund, and took these to Zhu Gui. He read the inscription, and found that it was written by the Prefect to his father. He opened the envelope, and read the dispatch. “We have arrested Song Jiang of Shandong who wrote seditious verses. We have him in prison awaiting your decision.” On reading this he was so astonished that he could not speak. The men had now carried Dai Zong into another room to be killed and there they found on him a wooden tabled warrant. Zhu Gui seized it and saw that the characters were in silver as follows: “Dai Zong, head jailer of the Prison, at Jiangzhou.”


  When Zhu Gui read this he told the men to leave Dai Zong alone. He remembered that the teacher of the bandits at Liangshan Marsh had often said that he had a close friend at Jiangzhou named Dai Zong. “Could this be the man? But how is it that he has this letter about Song Jiang? I have been favored by Heaven in getting hold of this letter.”


  He called one of his men, and told him to administer an antidote to enable Dai Zong to recover. This was done, and the mixture was poured down Dai Zong’s throat. In a short time he opened his eyes, and got up. When he saw the letter in Zhu Gui’s hand he shouted angrily, “Who are you? What courage you have! You drugged my wine, and made me asleep. You opened the Prefect’s letter. Your crime is a serious one.”


  Zhu Gui laughed and said, “This damned letter is nothing! What’s opening the Prime Minister’s letter to a rebel to the Great Song Emperor.”


  Dai Zong was startled at this bold remark, and asked, “Kind hero, who are you?”


  “I am Zhu Gui, the ‘Dry Land Crocodile,’ of Liangshan Marsh.”


  “As you are a leader of Liangshan Marsh, you must know Wu Yong.”


  “He is our military councillor here. But how do you know him?”


  “He is a personal friend of mine,” said Dai Zong.


  “He often spoke of a friend of his at Jiangzhou called Dai Zong—can you be that man?”


  “Yes, I am that person.”


  “Sometime ago a man Song Jiang was banished to Jiangzhou, and as he passed this place he met Wu Yong who gave him a letter for you. How is it that you are now carrying letters which concern the killing of Song Jiang?”


  “I am on very intimate terms with Song Jiang,” said Dai Zong. “He wrote some seditious verses, and I could not see a way to save his life. I would not injure him in any way. I am now taking letters to the capital where I hope to find some means of saving his life. How can I intend to injure his life?”


  “If you do not believe it,” said Zhu Gui, “you had better read these letters yourself.”


  When Dai Zong read them he was surprised. He then told all details of the affair to Zhu Gui.


  “This being the case,” said Zhu Gui, “you had better come with me to Liangshan Marsh where we can deliberate and find some plan to liberate Song Jiang.”


  After they had drunk some more wine Zhu Gui shot a whistling arrow across the lake, and very soon a boat issued from the reeds. They both embarked, and were conveyed across the lake to the Jinsha Bank and were soon in the brigands’ stronghold on the mountain. Their arrival had already been announced, and Wu Yong met them at the barrier. After salutations Wu Yong said, “I have not seen you for a long time. What wind has blown you here today? Please come into our stronghold.” Dai Zong was there introduced to all the other leaders, and Zhu Gui explained what had happened, and how Dai Zong had been brought there.


  As soon as Chao Gai heard of Song Jiang’s misfortune he immediately went to give orders that horses and men should assemble, and advance at once to attack Jiangzhou.


  Wu Yong remonstrated, “Elder brother, do not be so reckless. Jiangzhou is a long way from here, and I am afraid that our men might meet a calamity before they get there. ‘Beat the grass and the snake will be startled.’ In that case, the result would be only to drive our enemy into cover, and endanger Song Jiang’s life. So we must use strategy instead of force. I am not very clever, but I have a small plan which may save Song Jiang if Dai Zong will carry it through.”


  “Let us hear of your plan,” said Chao Gai.


  “The Prefect of Jiangzhou has written dispatches to his father, Prime Minister Cai at Kaifeng. We can make a plot on this letter. We can write a forged reply, and ask Dai Zong to take it to Jiangzhou. In the letter we will say that Song Jiang must not be executed, but sent to Kaifeng for trial, and that after a close cross-examination he will be executed at the capital, which will put an end to all the rumors. When he passes close to this place on his way to Kaifeng, we can rescue him from his escort. What do you think of that?”


  “And if he is not sent by this route then your plan will fail,” said Chao Gai.


  “That will not matter,” said Gongsun Sheng. “We can send spies to find out which way the escort will travel, and we can have men in every place so that we shall be sure of rescuing him at one place or another. I am afraid, however, that the Prefect will not send him to Kaifeng for trial.”


  “The plan will do,” said Chao Gai, “but we have no one who can imitate the handwriting of the Prime Minister, Cai.”


  “I have thought that over,” said Wu Yong. “In the empire there are only four men whose penmanship is famous. They are Su Dongpo, Huang Luzhi. Mi Yuanzhang, and the Prime Minister Cai Jing. These four are all first class. I know a Xiucai scholar (B.A.)74 at Jizhou who is very good at imitating anybody’s handwriting. His name is Xiao Rang and he is called ‘Sacred Handed Calligrapher.’ He is also very good with the spear and sword. I know that he can imitate Cai Jing’s writing very closely. A good plan would be for Dai Zong to go to his home and tell him a fancy tale that at the Yue Temple, in Taian Prefecture they want to erect a new stone tablet, and that they would be glad if he would go there and write the characters. For which service Dai Zong is to offer fifty taels of silver. When they have departed another man is to induce his family to come to our mountain. Then we can get them all to join our band here.”


  “It is a good plan to get the letter written,” said Chao Gai, “but how are we going to get a proper seal?”


  “I know a man who can make an exact reproduction of the seal,” said Wu Yong. “He is the best in the land, and lives at Jizhou. His name is Jin and he has a double personal name Dajian. He is a splendid engraver on jade stone, and he has the nickname the ‘Jade Armed Craftsman.’ We can offer him also fifty taels of silver and pretend to go to Taian Prefecture, and engrave the characters on the stone tablet there. On the way we can arrange to bring him to our stronghold here.”


  “A splendid plan!” said Chao Gai.


  The following morning Dai Zong dressed himself as a lay temple assistant. He took with him about two hundred taels of silver. He put on his charmed puttees, and started off. He arrived at Jizhou in less than four hours. Upon inquiring he soon found out that Xiao Rang lived near the Confucius Temple on the east side of the yamen. He went to the house, and called out at the door, “Is Scholar Xiao at home?”


  A scholar soon appeared, but as he did not recognize Dai Zong he asked, “Where are you from, and what do you want?”


  After saluting, Dai Zong said, “I come from the Yue Temple, at Taian Prefecture where as a verger I look after the offerings made in the temple. Just now we wish to repair one of the towers, and a wealthy man offered fifty taels of silver which I have brought to present to you, and to ask you to go there, and write an inscription for a new stone tablet to be erected. I hope that you will come with me without delay as a lucky day has already been selected.”


  “I can only write essays or good penmanship,” said Xiao Rang. “If you want the characters on a stone tablet you must employ an engraver for that work.”


  “I have also got another fifty taels of silver to engage Jian Dajian, the ‘Jade Armed Craftsman’ to do that work. I must ask you to introduce me to him so that we three can go together.”


  Xiao Rang took the money, and then went with Dai Zong to show him the way to Jian Dajian’s house. They had just passed the Confucius Temple when Xiao Rang pointed to a man approaching and said he was Jian Dajian. Xiao Rang called Jin, and when he arrived presented him to the verger of the aforementioned temple, and explained what his business was.


  Jian Dajian was much pleased to see the money. They invited the “verger” Dai Zong to go with them into a wine shop where they entertained him to wine and food.


  When Dai Zong had given Xiao Rang the money, he suggested that as a diviner had selected the day they should start on their journey that day.


  “Just now the weather is hot,” said Xiao Rang, “and we cannot travel far even we set out today. Let us start tomorrow morning about 5 A.M.”


  This was agreed to, and Xiao Rang took Dai Zong to stay at his house that night.


  The next morning they all started off about 5 A.M., and they had only gone a few li when Dai Zong said, “I will not press you two gentlemen to go any quicker, but if you like I can go in advance, and announce that you are coming to the temple.” He then left them with his usual speed. The two men continued on their way slowly. By about 3 P.M. they had covered about three li, when as they approached a hill they heard a whistle, and saw a big man with about fifty followers. The big man at the head was Wang Ying, ‘Stunted Tiger,’ and he called out, “Who are you two men? Where are you going? Seize them! We will soon have their hearts to drink wine with.”


  “We are going to Taian Prefecture,” said Xiao Rang, “to engrave an inscription on a new stone tablet there. We have only these clothes, and have no spare money.”


  “We do not want either your clothes or money,” said “Stunted Tiger.” “We shall be satisfied if we drink the wine with your hearts.”


  But Xiao Rang and Jian Dajian were very angry at this, and seizing their cudgels they advanced to attack “Stunted Tiger.”


  “Stunted Tiger” defended himself with his halberd and fought for about seven bouts when he withdrew. His two opponents pursued him when they heard gongs being sounded on the mountain, and on their left they saw Song Wan, the “Diamond in the Clouds,” and on their right was Du Qian, the “Sky Feeler,” and behind them was Zheng Tianshou, the “White Faced Squire.” With each leader were about thirty men who rushed forward, seized the two men, and took them into the forest. The leaders said, “You need not be afraid. We have been ordered by Chao Gai to arrest you, and take you up the mountain where he hopes you will join our band.”


  “What do you want us to do in your stronghold?” asked Xiao Rang. “We are very weak, and shall only eat our rations.”


  “Our military leader, Wu Yong,” said Du Qian, “is your friend, and he knows that you have certain abilities. He intentionally sent Dai Zong to induce you to come here.”


  Xiao Rang and Jian Dajian looked at each other in surprise at this, but could not say a word more. They soon reached the roadside inn managed by Zhu Gui, “Dry Land Crocodile.” There they were treated to a meal, and were then put on a boat and taken across the lake. Upon reaching the stronghold they were met by Chao Gai, and Wu Yong who entertained them to a feast. Wu Yong explained how they proposed to forge a letter from the Prime Minister Cai, and asked them to join in “this righteous adventure.”


  Both men agreed to help in this plot, but pointed out that their families would be in danger as soon as the officials found out that they had joined the bandits.


  “You two gentlemen need not fear that,” said Wu Yong. “Tomorrow you will understand how we have safeguarded them.”


  Early next morning one of the men reported, “They have all arrived.” Wu Yong asked the two recruits to meet their families.


  When Xiao Rang and Jian Dajian heard this they could hardly believe it, but when they descended halfway down the mountain they saw many sedan chairs coming up the mountain carrying their families, old and young, and were very much surprised. When they asked their people for an explanation their wives said, “When you had just gone, these men came and said that you had stopped at an inn just outside the town. They added that there you were sick, and that you wanted us all to go there at once to look after you. When we got outside the town these men refused to allow us to get down, but brought us here without any stop.”


  Both Xiao Rang and Jian Dajian upon hearing this were dumbfounded, and giving up any thought of an alternative they returned to the stronghold. When they had all been assigned quarters Wu Yong came and discussed with Xiao Rang about the matter of writing the false reply from Prime Minister Cai.


  Jian Dajian said that he had previously been employed to cut the seal for the Prime Minister. The two men set to work accordingly, and had soon written the false dispatch which was duly sealed. This was handed to Dai Zong with detailed instructions, and he took his departure with his mailed armor and soon he disappeared.


  After Dai Zong had departed the leaders sat down to another feast, when Wu Yong suddenly exclaimed, “Ai Ya! I have been confounded.”


  “Why, how is that?” asked the other leaders.


  “That letter we sent is of no avail,” said Wu Yong, “and will only result in the death of both Dai Zong and Song Jiang.”


  “What was the mistake?” asked the leaders in anxious tones.


  “I have been careful at the beginning, but in the conclusion there is a serious oversight,” said Wu Yong.


  “I wrote exactly like Prime Minister Cai, would have written,” said Xiao Rang. “I made no mistake. I am not aware of anything being wrong.”


  “I am sure that there was not the slightest difference in the seal I engraved,” said Jian Dajian.


  Wu Yong then explained where the oversight was. This will lead to a bitter fight near the Bailong Temple at Jiangzhou.


   


  Amidst arrows lives were saved,


  From throngs of swords heroes escaped.


  

   


   


   


  Footnote


  73 This is a pun on words Song Jiang; “in the home there is wood” refers to the Chinese character for “Song,” meaning “pine.” The ideogram for “Song” depicts a tree, the character for “wood’’ under a roof. “Drops of water beside work” is a pun on the word “Jiang” or “river,” the Chinese character depicting three drops of water beside the character for “work.” “Thirty-six” is a reference to the “36 Heavenly Spirits,” a subdivision of the “108 Stars of Destiny,” the heroes of Liangshan Marsh. (After J. H. Jackson)


  74 Graduate of the county level Imperial examinations.




  CHAPTER 39

   

  The Heroes of Liangshan Marsh Rescue Men on the Execution Ground; the Heroes Hold a Meeting at the Bailong Temple


   


   


   


  WHAT oversight has been made in the letter?” asked Chao Gai.


  “In writing the letter I failed to exercise sufficient care,” said Wu Yong. “I overlooked the four characters, ‘Hanlin Cai Jing’ on the seal.75 That is enough to result in the arrest of Dai Zong.”


  “But I know,” said Jian Dajian, “that Cai Jing always uses such a seal on all his essays and letters. There is not the slightest error, so why do you say there has been an oversight?”


  “You gentlemen overlook the fact that the Prefect at Jiangzhou is the son of the Prime Minister Cai Jing,” said Wu Yong. “Is it likely that a father writing to his son would use such a seal? There is the mistake! I overlooked that. When Dai Zong presents the dispatch at Jiangzhou they will suspect it and cross-examine him. If he tells the truth there will be serious consequences.”


  “Would it not be better to send a man after him, and bring the letter back?” asked Chao Gai.


  “How can we do that? Is he not the Divine Traveler? He will now be nearly two hundred li on his way. We must not however have the slightest delay in this matter, but must go at once to save those two men.”


  “How can we save them?” asked Chao Gai. “Have you any plan?”


  Wu Yong whispered in Chao Gai’s ear, and then said, “Sir; we must do this and issue an order to our men to start at once. It permits of no delay.”


  Chao Gai issued the orders, and all the men went to get their arms, and very soon were on their way to Jiangzhou.


  Dai Zong arrived back at Jiangzhou within the scheduled time, and Prefect Cai was very glad to see him back so quickly, and offered Dai Zong three cups of wine as a reward. When the Prefect received the dispatch he asked, “Did you see my father?”


  “I stayed there for only one night, so I did not see the Prime Minister,” replied Dai Zong.


  The Prefect read the letter which began with “I have duly received your presents.” Then in the middle of the letter was this, “The Emperor would like to see the rebel Song Jiang, so you must send him here in a cart well guarded, and care must be taken that he does not escape on the way.” The letter concluded with this, “As regards Huang Wenbing, his case will soon be put before the Emperor, and he will be appointed to a higher post.”


  The Prefect was highly delighted, and gave Dai Zong twenty-five taels of silver. He then issued an order for a prisoner’s cart to be got ready for Song Jiang, and appointed an escort to go with it.


  Dai Zong after expressing his thanks went to his quarters, bought some food, and took it to Song Jiang in the prison.


  Prefect Cai gave orders that the cart for the prisoner must start in a day or two. Just then the gatekeeper reported that Huang Wenbing wished to see the Prefect, and was told to bring the visitor into the private apartments. Huang had brought wine and fruit which he presented to the Prefect who after thanking him said, “You give me so many presents that I hardly know how to recompense you.”


  “Don’t mention it. They are only small things from the country.”


  “I shall congratulate you that you will soon be appointed to a good post.”


  “How do you know that?”


  “Yesterday I got a reply from my father in the capital, and he orders me to send that seditious man Song Jiang there. Your name will be mentioned to the Emperor and you will be promoted very soon.”


  “Many thanks for your recommendation. Your messenger must have flown like a spirit.”


  “I will show you the reply which will convince you that I am telling you the truth.”


  “As it is a personal letter from your father I dare not presume to look at it. But as you have asked me to do so I will beg you to let me see it.”


  “You are a very intimate friend of mine,” said the Prefect, “so why should you not read my letter?” He sent a messenger to bring the letter, and handed it to Huang Wenbing. The latter read the letter through, and looking carefully at the seal noticed that it looked quite like the impression from a new seal. He wagged his head, and said, “This letter is not genuine.”


  “You are mistaken,” said the Prefect; “I know it is my father’s handwriting. Why do you think it is false?”


  “Sir, please allow me to speak. Do the letters from your father always bear this seal?”


  “Other letters from my father did not bear such a seal as this, as he always signs his name. But the seal must have been at his side so he just used it for this letter.”


  “Please pardon me if I am too loquacious, but I think that this letter is a forgery to deceive you. As you know the styles of writing of Cai, Su, Huang, and Mi are well known everywhere so that many people have learned them. Only this seal is exactly like what your father used when he was a member of the Hanlin Academy. But as he is now the Prime Minister why would he use this seal? Moreover, as he is writing to you, his son, why does he use a seal with his full name on? Your father is the most able and illustrious man in the empire, and would not make such a mistake as this. If, however, you do not believe me then you can cross-examine the messenger as to what people did he see in the Prime Minister’s residence. If his answers are wrong then the letter must be false. You have been very kind to me in the past so I presume to talk to you in this free manner. Please excuse me.”


  “Never mind,” said Prefect Cai Jiu. “The messenger has not been to Kaifeng before so I shall soon find out if he did not go there this time.” He asked Huang Wenbing to sit behind the screen, and sent a messenger to summon Dai Zong as he wanted to see him about some other matter.


  Now when Dai Zong arrived at Song Jiang’s cell in the prison he whispered to him all that had happened at Liangshan Marsh. The next day Dai Zong was invited by a friend to dine at a wine shop in the town, and while they were drinking a messenger came and told Dai Zong that the Prefect Cai wanted to see him. When he reached the yamen the Prefect spoke to him, “I think that I did not reward you sufficiently for the excellent service in which you carried out that commission to Kaifeng.”


  “I am your messenger so why dared I to be slow in executing your business.”


  “I have been very busy lately and have not had the opportunity of speaking to you about that matter again. When you visited the capital by which gate did you enter?”


  “When I reached Kaifeng it was evening and almost dark so that I could not see the name of the gate.”


  “Whom did you speak to at the door of my father’s residence? Where did you rest while you were there?”


  “I gave your letter and presents to the doorkeeper, and he told me that I had better sleep in some inn for the night. I did so, and the next morning I went to your father’s residence about 4 A.M., and received the reply. As I knew the matter was urgent I did not delay by talking to the doorkeeper, and started off immediately on my return journey.”


  “Could you tell me how old was the doorkeeper, was he lean or stout, tall or little, and had he a moustache or not?”


  “It was dark in the evening when I was there, and the following morning it was not quite daybreak so that I could not get a clear view of the gatekeeper. He was not very tall, and had a little moustache.”


  The Prefect became angry at this, and shouted out to his attendants, “Seize that man!” They did this, and bound him with ropes.


  “I have committed no crime,” said Dai Zong.


  “You deserve death,” shouted Prefect Cai Jiu. “The doorkeeper Old Wang at my father’s house died a number of years ago, and that work is now done by his son who is quite young so that he cannot have a moustache as you say. Moreover, Young Wang could not go inside with the letter. When letters and dispatches arrive his duty is to call a servant named Zhang who would take the letters to the steward Li who after delivering it and finding all in order, would come to the door to receive the presents. It takes two or three days before a reply can be got. Further, the presents would not be received in an irregular manner as it is usual for a confidential clerk to receive them, and he would ask many questions. Yesterday I was so busy, that I was almost deceived by you. Now you have a chance of speaking the truth, and you must tell me where you got this letter.”


  “When I was on this business I did everything with the greatest speed, and therefore did not notice clearly who handed me the letter.”


  “Nonsense! You, thief, will not speak the truth unless I beat it out of you,” shouted Prefect Cai Jiu. “You there! Beat this fellow severely!”


  The attendants did not like to do this, but they knew that if they dealt only light blows the Prefect would notice it, and only be more angry. So they took Dai Zong, and dealt heavy blows so that blood was soon flowing from the wounds. Dai Zong could not stand the pain any longer, so he confessed, “Certainly the letter is a false one.”


  “Where did you get it?” asked the Prefect.


  “When I was passing Liangshan Marsh I was seized by some bandits who took me to their stronghold, and were going to cut me open, and take out my heart. They found your letter in my clothes, and so they released me. I knew that I could not return here and attempted to commit suicide. But they wrote the reply and told me that that would save my life. I was afraid that if I told you the truth you would punish me so I deceived you in this way.”


  “That may be so, but there is still something in your statement that means deception. It is evident that you are in complot with the bandits on Liangshan Marsh, and planned to take my letter there, and then make up this tale when you returned. Beat this fellow again!”


  But Dai Zong was now determined not to admit that the bandits were his friends. When Prefect Cai Jiu saw that the beating had no effect he said, “I will not ask him anything else. Put a cangue on this man, and lock him up in the prison.”


  This was done, and then Prefect Cai expressed his thanks to Huang Wenbing. “If it had not been for your valuable suggestion I should have made a serious blunder.”


  “It is evident that this fellow is in close alliance with the bandits on Liangshan Marsh, and that he has planned all this deception himself. If you do not have him executed at once you will live to regret it,” said Huang Wenbing.


  “I am going to cross-examine these two prisoners, and after getting their confessions will have them executed before I report the case to the Emperor.”


  “Your measures are excellent,” said Huang Wenbing. “I am sure that the Emperor will appreciate very much your capable administration. If you do this it will prevent the brigands from trying to rescue their friends from jail.”


  “You have been of great assistance to me and I will report the case to the Emperor, and strongly recommend you for promotion.”


  After dining together Huang Wenbing returned to his own home.


  The next day when Prefect Cai Jiu entered the court he summoned the clerk, and told him to quickly write out the case, and add to it the statements made by both Song Jiang and Dai Zong. He was also to write out a wooden tablet stating the crimes of both men who were to be executed at the crossroads the following day. Now it was a general rule that rebels were to be executed without delay. When they were executed there would be no further trouble.


  Now the clerk, named Huang, was a personal friend of Dai Zong, but although he would have liked to save him yet he saw no means of doing so. But he replied, “Tomorrow will be the anniversary of the late Emperor’s death, and the following day will be the 15th of the seventh month, the Festival of Departed Spirits, so that we cannot execute the prisoners on those days. Three days from now is also debarred as it is the anniversary of the Emperor ascending the throne, but five days from now there will be no obstacle in the way.” By saying this Huang hoped to postpone the fatal day.


  Prefect Cai Jiu agreed to this, and early in the morning of the sixth day he gave orders for the execution ground to be prepared for the execution. On that day about five hundred soldiers were on parade in front of the prison about 10 A.M. with the executioner. The superintendent of the jail informed the Prefect that everything was ready. Clerk Huang produced the boards with the names of the prisoners, and the Prefect wrote opposite each name the character “Behead.” The boards were attached to two reed mats to be suspended on the prisoners’ backs. In the jail of Jiangzhou many jailers sympathized with the prisoners, but they could not save them. In the jail the prisoners’ hands were bound; their hair was washed with glue so that it stood upright, and in it was stuck a goose quill, and a red silk flower. They were taken to the Green Faced Idol inside the prison where they partook of their final meal and wine. They then kowtowed to the idol, and were conducted to the main entrance of the prison. Neither of the prisoners uttered even a word. Song Jiang occasionally stamped with his foot, while Dai Zong hung his head and sighed. There was a huge crowd of about two thousand civilians pressing forward to see the sight. Upon reaching the execution ground at the crossroads the soldiers formed a ring. The prisoners were placed in the center, and told to sit down—Song Jiang facing the south, and Dai Zong facing the north. It was about a quarter to one when the official in charge of the execution arrived.


  The crowd witnessed that on Song Jiang’s back was a board with this announcement: “This criminal, Song Jiang, purposely wrote a seditious poem, containing false and devilish sentiments. He was in complot with bandits of Liangshan Marsh, in rebellious designs. According to law he is to be executed.”


  On Dai Zong’s back was a board bearing this statement: “This criminal, Dai Zong, secretly conveyed a letter for Song Jiang to Liangshan Marsh concerning rebellious designs, and according to law he is to be executed.”


  Now, the Prefect reined in his horse to await the report. He noticed that on the east side of the execution ground there was quite a crowd of snake charmers who were trying to get to the execution ground but they were being forced back by the armed guard.


  He also heard a noise on the west side, and saw there a crowd of medicine sellers armed with sticks who were also being repulsed by the soldiers.


  A soldier called out, “You fellows have no manners! Why push and shove like that?”


  “What do you say? We travel in all parts so why should we be stopped here? We have seen men executed in many places. Even when the Emperor at the capital orders an execution he allows anybody to witness it. But you fellows at this insignificant place, try to make it appear an important affair when you only kill a couple of men. If we go inside and look on what damned difference does it make?”


  They still tried to force their way in, but the soldiers would not let them do so. In this tumult the superintendent of the execution shouted out, “Do not admit those fellows!”


  While this row was still proceeding the Prefect sitting on his horse saw a crowd of men on the south side carrying loads on bamboo poles over their shoulders. They were also trying to get to the execution ground. The soldiers called out, “This is an execution! What do you fellows come here for?”


  “We are carrying these things to give to the Prefect so why don’t you let us proceed?”


  “Even men in the Prefect’s yamen have to go some other way,” replied the soldiers.


  The men put down their loads, held the poles in their hands, and stood looking on.


  The Prefect now noticed on the north side a number of hawkers pushing carts who also were insisting upon seeing the execution. The soldiers blocked the way, and the hawkers said, “We are in a hurry. Let us go through.”


  “This is an execution. You cannot go this way!”


  The hawkers laughed, “That sounds easy. But we come from the capital and do not know the byroads about here. We only know the main road.” The soldiers still would not allow them to pass, and the hawkers put down their carts and stood on them so that they could see over the heads of the soldiers.


  By this time there was a general uproar on all sides and just then a messenger pressed his way out through the crowd, and coming to the prefect announced, “It is now a quarter to one.” The Prefect ordered that the execution was to take place.


  Inside the ground were two executioners who held swords in their hands ready for the final moment. The word “Execute” had been called out when one of the hawkers standing on thier carts took a small gong out of his clothes, and struck it four times. Immediately the crowds on all the four sides pressed forward.


  Overlooking the execution, ground was a tea-house, and standing on the veranda was a tall man with a sallow complexion. When he heard the gong he bellowed out like a clap of thunder, and with an axe in each hand he leapt from the veranda onto the ground. He rushed at the executioners and killed them on the spot. He then rushed at the Prefect who was seated on his horse, and the numerous soldiers who were armed with spears could not impede him. Seeing this hopeless position the Prefect Cai Jiu took to flight with those soldiers. The sudden attack from all sides resulted in many soldiers being killed, and the remainder scattered about leaving the prisoners behind. The hawkers soon released the two prisoners and put them in their carts. Some of the attacking crowd used bows and arrows, others spears, others bamboo poles, while others simply threw stones at the soldiers. This huge crowd were bandits from Liangshan Marsh led by seventeen of the leaders under Chao Gai. But Chao Gai was surprised to see the man with the two axes who was doing deadly work among the soldiers. He did not know the man, but Dai Zong informed him that the man was Li Kui, ‘Black Whirlwind,’ a very rough character who however was a supporter of Song Jiang.


  Chao Gai called out, “Are you not ‘Black Whirlwind’?” but the man did not reply as he was still busy brandishing his two axes. Chao Gai therefore told the two bandits who carried Dai Zong and Song Jiang on their backs respectively to follow the big black fellow. All the bandits now moved towards the crossroads where many soldiers and people had been killed, and the ground was covered with streams of blood.


  The bandits followed Li Kui and they fought their way out of the town. The rear was brought up by four of the leaders with men armed with bows who discharged arrows rapidly at the crowd of soldiers and civilians who dared not approach them. The bandits at last reached the bank of the river. Chao Gai saw that Li Kui was covered with blood, and was still killing people who were in the way, so Chao Gai called out to him, “We are not fighting civilians so do not kill any more people.” But Li Kui paid no attention to this, and continued killing people. Wherever he saw a man he killed him. When the bandits had gone about two li along the bank of the Yangtze River they still could not find a way for further progress. Chao Gai was much annoyed at this unexpected check, but Li Kui called out, “Never mind! I will carry my brother Song Jiang on my back to the temple.” They then saw a large temple, but noticed that the doors were firmly closed. Li Kui however took his axe, and soon cut the doors open.


  Chao Gai noticed that there were very old fir trees which cast deep shadows on both sides of the door, and that above the door was a board with four characters in gilt, “Bailong Spirit Temple.”


  The men carried Song Jiang and Dai Zong into the temple, and put them down there. Song Jiang now opened his eyes, and seeing Chao Gai and the other men he cried, saying, “Elder brother, am I not dreaming?”


  “Sir, if you had only been at Liangshan Marsh this trouble would not have arisen,” said Chao Gai. “But who is this sallow complexioned man who has been killing so many people?”


  “He is Li Kui, the ‘Black Whirlwind.’ He tried to rescue me from prison but I was afraid and would not listen to his suggestions.”


  “He is a very rare kind of man,” said Chao Gai. “He is not afraid of either swords, axes, or arrows.”


  “I think we had better find new clothes for our two brothers,” interposed Hua Rong.


  Just then Li Kui came out of the porch of the temple with two axes still in his hands.


  “Where have you been?” called out Song Jiang.


  “I want to find the caretaker of this temple, and kill him,” replied Li Kui, “I do not know what spirits or demons have caused them to fasten the doors of the temple in broad daylight, so I thought it better to sacrifice to the door god with his head but so far I could not find him anywhere.”


  “Come here,” said Song Jiang, “and I will introduce you to my commanding officers.”


  Li Kui threw his axes down and kneeling before Chao Gai said, “Brother, please excuse my rough manners.” He then saluted all the other men who were standing around, and among them was much pleased to recognize Zhu Gui who was a compatriot of his own village.


  Here Hua Rong interrupted, “Elder brother, as you said that it would be better if we all followed this man, Li Kui, who will guide us to a better spot, but now we are all in an awkward position, because we are surrounded by water, and have no means of escape should troops be dispatched from the town to capture us. “


  “Do not get excited,” said Li Kui, “I will go with you into the town, and kill some more men even including the Prefect Cai Jiu so as to enjoy ourselves.”


  Dai Zong had now regained consciousness, and after listening to this said, “Younger brother, you must not do such a stupid thing. There are about seven thousand cavalry in the town, and against them you would stand no chance.”


  Ruan the Seventh, said, “On the other side of the river there are many boats. I and my two brothers will swim across, and get the boats to come here so that you can all embark.”


  Chao Gai thought this a good plan, and the three brothers Ruan stripped off their clothes, armed themselves with a dagger each, and plunged into the water. They had not swam more than a third of a li when the men on shore saw three boats coming down the river. The men on the boats were sculling energetically, and a whistle was being blown. There were about ten men on each boat who were well armed and this filled the brigands with great anxiety. Song Jiang who was inside the temple heard the noise, and said, “In my life there is nothing but trouble.” He got up and went outside to see what was happening. He saw a big man standing on one boat armed with a five-pronged spear. On his head he wore a red turban, and was dressed in white silk. He was blowing the whistle. Song Jiang at once recognized him as Zhang Shun and signaled to him with his hand shouting out, “Younger brother, save me!”


  Zhang Shun at once recognized Song Jiang, and called out that he was coming. The boats almost flew to the bank of the river. The brothers Ruan who were swimming saw the three boats, and at once turned back to the bank they had left. Song Jiang knew the men on the boats. On the first boat was Zhang Shun with about ten followers. The second boat carried Zhang Heng, Mu Hong, Mu Chun, and Xue Yong with about fifteen other men. On the third boat were Li Jun, Li Li, Tong Wei, and Tong Meng and about ten other men. They were all armed and disembarked.


  When Zhang Shun met Song Jiang he was much pleased and wept saying, “From the time of your imprisonment I have felt uneasy, but could see no way of setting you free. Then I heard of the arrest of Dai Zong, and in addition I did not meet Li Kui so I had to find my elder brother Zhang Heng and we both went to Old Mu’s farmhouse and summoned many of our friends to assemble at that place. Today we intended to go to Jiangzhou to rescue you from the prison, but did not think that other men would precede us with that object. We dare not venture to make acquaintance of such great heroes as these—are they not all chivalrous men under Chao Gai from Liangshan Marsh?”


  Song Jiang pointed with his finger and said, “This is my elder brother, Chao Gai. Please come inside the temple, and I will introduce all of you to each other.”


  They then all went into the temple, altogether twenty-nine leaders, and there occurred what we have called, “The Meeting at the Bailong Temple.”


  They had just finished their general introduction to each other, when one of the bandits rushed into the temple in an agitated manner and said, “In the town there is great noise of gongs and drums assembling the troops, and many soldiers are already passing the gates to arrest us. There are myriads of flags enough to conceal the sun, and swords as numerous as a field of hemp. Cavalry was in front and officers with so many big swords and big axes in the rear; they are now rushing upon this temple.”


  Li Kui upon hearing this shouted, “Kill them!” and seizing his two axes he rushed out of the temple.


  Chao Gai called out, “If you don’t do it at once, it can never be done. All you gentlemen must now assist me in defeating these soldiers, before we go back to Liangshan Marsh.”


  His followers all cried out with one voice, “We will obey your orders.”


   


  Waves were stained with blood so rare,


       Dragons came forth from their lair;


  During storm that raged then,


       Tigers leapt from mountain den.


  

   


   


   


  Footnote


  75 The Hanlin Academy was the highest academic and administrative institution. The senior echelons of the Imperial civil service were drawn from members of the academy.




  CHAPTER 40

   

  Song Jiang Attacks Wuweijun; Zhang Shun Arrests Huang Wenbing


   


   


   


  IN the Bailong Temple there were seventeen leaders including Chao Gai, and ninety brigands. To these were added nine leaders under Zhang Shun, and their forty followers. The latter were all experienced smugglers on the Yangtze River and they arrived in three boats. When they heard that troops were leaving the town to capture them they all followed the lead of Li Kui and left the temple fully armed, a body of over one hundred and fifty men. Song Jiang and Dai Zong were first placed in safety on a boat. Li Jun, Zhang Shun, and the three brothers Ruan remained with the boats, and got everything ready for a rapid flight.


  The brigands saw that there were about seven thousand soldiers advancing towards the temple from the town. They all wore helmets, and armor, and were fully armed.


  Li Kui stripped himself of all clothing for the fight, and was rushing forward with two axes in his hands in front of the men. Just behind him were Hua Rong, Huang Xin, Lu Fang, and Guo Sheng acting as his bodyguard. Hua Rong saw that all the mounted troops were armed with spears, so he took his bow and shot an arrow at the commanding officer who fell off his horse wounded. The troops seeing this, realized their danger, turned their horses round, and retreated, scattering the infantry about who had been supporting them. The bandits seized the opportunity, and running forward attacked the confused mass. They killed right and left, and soon blood was flowing in all directions. They pursued the troops up to the town gates where the soldiers on the walls threw boulders and logs of wood on Chao Gai’s brigands. The troops had retreated into the town, and closed the gates behind them. They were too afraid to even open the gates for several days afterwards.


  The men under Chao Gai returned to the Bailong Temple, and embarked on the boats near there. Chao Gai supervised the embarkation, dividing his men equally on the three boats. Sails were hoisted, and as there was a favorable wind, they set out for Old Mu’s village. They soon reached their destination and disembarked. The son of Old Mu met them, and took them all to the guest hall where his father received them.


  The bandits all found a good resting place for that night. A great feast was prepared and they all partook of same. When the wine was handed round they chatted about their recent exploit. Chao Gai said, “We should have been captured had it not been for the timely arrival of our brothers with their boats.”


  “But why did you take that road?” asked Old Mu.


  “I myself preferred the most crowded road, where I could kill a great number. They followed me. I did not ask them to do so,” said Li Kui.


  The whole party laughed, and thereupon Song Jiang arose, and addressed them, “if you gentlemen had not arrived both Dai Zong and myself would have been executed. Today your favors are as deep as the sea, so that I can never recompense you. There is only one man I hate, this is Huang Wenbing, because he searched minutely for my smallest fault, and several times tried to put me to death. I must be revenged. May I request you, gentlemen, to do one more act of great kindness and accompany me to Wuweijun to kill Huang Wenbing, and so appease my enmity?”


  “We rescued you from the execution ground,” said Chao Gai, “but how can we do this second thing? They will now be ready and prepared for us. We had better return to Liangshan Marsh, and come here again with more men including our leaders Lin Chong, Qin Ming, and others.”


  “If you go to the mountain you will not be able to get back here,” said Song Jiang. “First, because it is a long way there, and secondly, the officials will have time to get reinforcements from all quarters. We must not indulge in false hopes, but seize the present opportunity and do the deed before they can get ready for us.”


  “What you say, elder brother, is quite true,” said Hua Rong, “but nobody knows the road or the lay of the land about there. We must first send a spy to the village of Wuweijun, and discover the best way of procedure, and find out where Huang Wenbing lives. Then we shall have no difficulties to begin our work.”


  Xue Yong now stood up and addressed them, “I have been there for several times and know the village of the Wuweijun very well. Shall I go as your spy and report on the position there?”


  “That will be an excellent plan,” said Song Jiang.


  So Xue Yong bid adieu and left that night.


  Song Jiang and the leaders at Old Mu’s house discussed their plans for the attack on the Wuweijun and got all implements of warfare ready. After two days Xue Yong returned accompanied by another man.


  “Who is this man?” asked Song Jiang.


  “He is Hou Jian of Hongdu” (the modern Nanchang, Jiangxi province), replied Xue Yong. “He is an excellent tailor and can use the needle with great speed. He is a pupil of mine in the use of military weapons, and can use the stave and spear with skill. He is thin and also very light and therefore he has got the nickname ‘Nimble Monkey.’ He works at the home of Huang Wenbing. I asked him to come here.”


  Song Jiang was much pleased at this, and asked him to be seated for a conference. This Hou Jian was also a baleful star and could easily be induced to help them. Song Jiang asked him many questions about the roads to the village of the Wuweijun and the latest news about Jiangzhou.


  Xue Yong said that Prefect Cai Jiu had had a roll call of the army and the people and found that over five hundred had been killed. He did not know how many had been wounded. An urgent messenger had been dispatched to the capital to report the matter. The town gates were now open only in the morning, and all men passing in or out were very closely interrogated. Everybody knew that the Prefect Cai Jiu did not wish to injure elder brother but had been egged on by Huang Wenbing to put you and Dai Zong to death. Since you two had been rescued from the execution ground the whole town was in a nervous state, and everybody was expecting further trouble. “I went to the village of Wuweijun to spy where I happened to see this man Hou Jian and when I talked matters over with him I knew all the particulars.”


  “Well, Hou Jian, how do you know these?” asked Song Jiang.


  “From my youth I have had lessons in the military arts from Xue Yong,” said Hou Jian, “and cannot forget his kindness to me. A few days ago Huang Wenbing sent for me to go to his house and make some clothes. I met Xue Yong on the street, and from him I knew your plans. I wanted to come here and report matters in detail. Now, Huang Wenbing has an elder brother, named Huang Wenye, and they are both of the same mother. Huang Wenye is a philanthropist, and is always repairing bridges and roads, redecorating the idols and providing food for the monks, and helping poor people in distress. The people in the town always call him Huang the Buddha. On the other hand, Huang Wenbing has a bad disposition, and is always trying to injure people. He has the nickname ‘Stinging Wasp.’ These two brothers live in two detached houses in a small alley near the North Gate. I had work to do at Huang Wenbing’s house and one day I heard him say that the Prefect Cai Jiu had been cheated, but he had pointed out the deception, and had recommended the Prefect to kill the persons concerned. Huang Wenye then scolded his brother, saying, “You are again doing something that will injure other people. It is not your affair so why do you wish to interfere and injure these people? Heaven will see that your ‘crows will come home to roost’ very soon.” The other day we heard of the affair at the execution ground, and Huang Wenbing went off to Jiangzhou to discuss measures with the Prefect, and so far he has not returned.”


  “How do their houses stand?” asked Song Jiang.


  “They are close together,” said Hou Jian, “with only a vegetable garden between them.”


  “How many people are there in Huang Wenbing’s household?” asked Song Jiang.


  “Altogether there are about fifty people,” replied Hou Jian.


  “Heaven tells me to take revenge,” said Song Jiang, “and has sent this man to help me. I therefore appeal to all you brothers for your assistance.”


  “We will all go,” the leaders replied. “We will kill these wicked people and assist in your revenge.”


  “I will deal with Huang Wenbing himself,” said Song Jiang, “and I do not want you to injure any of the people at the village as they are not at fault. His brother Huang Wenye is benevolent so under no circumstances must he be injured for otherwise people would rightly abuse me. I have a certain plan and I hope that you will assist me in carrying it out.”


  All the brigand leaders said, “We will follow your orders.”


  “Then I will ask Old Mu to prepare for us about ninety sacks,” said Song Jiang, “about one hundred bundles of faggots, five large boats, and two small boats. I want Zhang Shun and Li Jun to row the two small boats, while Zhang Heng, the Brothers Ruan, and Tong Wei will manage the five large boats and take with them good sailors. That is part of my plan.”


  “All the things you require are ready now,” said Mu Hong, “and the people of this village are all good sailors. May I ask for further details of the plan?”


  “Well, I want Hou Jian, Xue Yong and Bai Sheng to go to the Wuweijun village, and hide there secretly. About 2 A.M. tomorrow we will all reach the village and then release a pigeon with a whistle on its tail. When Bai Sheng hears that whistle he must ascend the wall, and display a piece of white silk to indicate the position of Huang Wenbing’s house. Shi Yong and Du Qian will disguise themselves in the village as beggars, and when they hear the signal they must set fire to some house, and then run to the village gate and kill the gatekeepers. Li Jun and Zhang Shun must cruise about on the river in their boats, and wait there for further developments.” When Song Jiang had explained his plans all the men concerned left at once to carry out their various duties. The cloth sacks were filled with sand, bundles of reeds and oil were got ready and placed on the boats. The brigands then armed themselves, and took their positions in the bottoms of the boats. The leaders were then divided up, and allocated to their seven boats. Zhu Gui and Song Wan were to stay behind, and got information as to anything that might occur in Jiangzhou. Tong Meng went in advance in a quick boat as a scout. That night all the boats reached the village without any difficulty.


  It was the end of the seventh lunar month and the nights were cold. It was a bright moonlight night and the river was calm. The hills were reflected in the river, and even their green color was clearly shown in the water. The boats reached Wuweijun village about 10 P.M. where the bank of the river was covered with thick reeds. Tong Meng, the scout, soon came and reported that all was quiet in the village. Song Jiang ordered that the sand bags, the bundles of reeds, and some firewood should be taken near the village gate. Just then they heard the watchman in the village beating his drum indicating the end of the second watch. The leaders and men all moved near the village leaving only six men on the boats. When they were all assembled near the North Gate Song Jiang gave an order, and the pigeon was released. Soon they saw a bamboo pole on the wall with a white flag fluttering in the breeze. Song Jiang ordered that the sand bags be piled against the wall near the flag, and that the men climb over the wall. Bai Sheng was waiting for them on the wall and pointed out the house where Huang Wenbing lived.


  Song Jiang inquired for Xue Yong and Hou Jian and Bai Sheng said that they were already in the house. He was also informed that Shi Yong and Du Qian were waiting near the village gate. Song Jiang then led his men down from the wall to the entrance of Huang Wenbing’s house where he found Hou Jian hiding inside the gate. He summoned Hou Jian, and whispered to him, “Go and open the garden gate. Tell the men there to bring all the reeds, oil, and firewood inside. Xue Yong is to set fire to the whole pile and Hou Jian to knock at the door of the house and shout ‘Your brother’s house is on fire! We want to bring the boxes of his possesions here.’” Song Jiang then divided his men into two parts, one to watch the front gate and the other guard the back door.


  Hou Jian carried out his instructions. The servants inside Huang Wenbing’s house saw the flames, and at once opened the door. Song Jiang and his followers thereupon rushed forward shouting “Kill.” They killed every person they met, and very soon there were over fifty dead men, but so far they had not seen Huang Wenbing. In the house were large stores of wealth which had been extorted from people from time to time, and these were now seized by the brigands and taken away.


  When the fire broke out Shi Yong and Du Qian had attacked the gatekeepers and killed them. The neighbors seeing the flames were running with ladders and buckets of water to put out the fire. Shi Yong called out to them, “You people must go back. We are bandits from Liangshan Marsh, and have only come here to help Song Jiang to take his revenge and kill Huang Wenbing. This does not concern you, and you must not interfere. All go back home!” Many people did not believe this, and stopped to look on. But when they saw Li Kui, the “Black Whirlwind,” approaching with an axe in each hand, they quickly retreated with their buckets of water and ladders with a shrill outcry.


  In a street at the back were some soldiers who now came to help to put out the fire. Hua Rong shot an arrow at them, and Li Kui shouted, “Let those who want to die come forward.” But without any hesitation the soldiers retreated.


  Xue Yong was now inside the house, setting fire to all the rooms. Li Kui returned to the village gates and hacked them with his axes. The brigands all made their escape, and carried all the loot to the boats.


  The people in the village had heard of the fight at Jiangzhou and dared not pursue the bandits.


  Song Jiang followed his men to the boats, and was disappointed that he had not met Huang Wenbing.


  The fire at the Wuweijun village illuminated the sky all red, and this could be seen in Jiangzhou where the prefectural yamen was soon informed of the incident. Huang Wenbing was staying in the yamen and when he heard the report he hurried to see the Prefect. “My village is in flames! I will go there, and see the remains.” The Prefect gave an order for the town gate to be opened, and that an official boat be got ready. Huang Wenbing expressed his thanks and embarked at once. The red flames were reflected in the water. One of the boatmen said that the fire was near the North Gate. Huang Wenbing saw that this was true, and became much more afraid. When the boat was in the middle of the river he saw a smaller boat passing by, and another came towards the official boat. When quite close a big man on the smaller boat held a pole with a double-pronged hook, and called out, “We are going to Jiangzhou to report about the fire.”


  Huang Wenbing emerged from the cabin, and asked where the fire was.


  The man replied that the fire was near the North Gate and that all the people in Huang Wenbing’s house had been killed by bandits from Liangshan Marsh who had escaped with all the loot.


  Huang Wenbing unvoluntarily heaved a deep sigh, and was almost frightened out of his senses. When the man heard this he drew the boats together with his hooked pole, and jumped on board the official boat. Huang was crafty, and knew at once that they were arresting him so he retreated through the cabin to the stern where he dived into the river. But he was face to face with a man who had dived from the other boat, and who seized him by the waist. He was brought to the side of the boat and was hauled on board and bound with a rope. The man who had captured Huang Wenbing in the water was Zhang Shun, the “White Fish,” and the man who had used the hooked pole was Li Jun, the “Muddy Water Dragon.”


  The boatmen on the official boat all kowtowed and Li Jun told them that they were quite safe as he only wanted Huang Wenbing and that they could go and report to the Prefect Cai Jiu what had happened and tell him that at present the bandits would not trouble him any further. The men were awfully afraid, and went off at once with their boat. Huang Wenbing was on the smaller boat and was taken at once to Old Mu’s village. The boats with the loot had arrived there already, and the loot had been unloaded on the bank. Song Jiang and the leaders were pleased to hear of the arrest of Huang Wenbing who was taken to the village. All the leaders assembled near the guest hall where there was a willow tree. Song Jiang stripped the clothes off Huang Wenbing and bound him to the tree trunk. Song Jiang ordered a servant to bring a large pot of wine and offer a drink to all the leaders. This having been done Song Jiang cursed the prisoner.


  “Huang Wenbing, you rotter! I had no enmity towards you so why did you try to harm me, and incite the Prefect several times to kill both me and Dai Zong? You have studied books of the sage so why did you do this vile thing? I had not killed your father so why have you insisted on putting me to death? You have the same mother as your brother Huang Wenye and yet he always acts benevolently, and is called Huang the Buddha. Therefore last night I saw to it that he be quite free from any harm. You have a bad reputation; you fawn on the rich and influential, and make presents to them; you oppress good people. No wonder that the people call you the ‘Stinging Wasp.’ But today I am going to take away your sting.”


  “I know that I am at fault,” said Huang Wenbing, “and request a quick dispatch.”


  “You donkey!” shouted Chao Gai. “You will soon be dead! If you had only known beforehand what will happen today you would have repented of your crimes before this.”


  “Who will help me to execute him?” asked Song Jiang.


  Li Kui jumped up and said, “I will cut him to pieces. He is very fat, and I think it is better to roast his flesh over the fire.”


  “Splendid!” said Chao Gai. “Bring a sword and cut him up into small pieces. Get a fire ready for the roast and we will also have some wine to appease the enmity of our worthy brother.”


  “You want a quick death,” said Li Kui, “but I will kill you by slow degrees.” Taking the sword he cut Huang Wenbing’s leg and then cut slices off other parts and placed them over the fire to roast. At last he cut open the breast and taking out the heart placed it in boiling water to provide a restorative for drunkenness. When the leaders and brigands saw this they all saluted Song Jiang who knelt down to them and then they all did likewise. They then asked whether he had anything to say.


  “I was only a clerk, and had no ability,” said Song Jiang, “but I have always been trying to make the acquaintance of heroes. I remained poor and uninfluential and therefore could not do much entertaining of friends. I was branded and banished to Jiangzhou and when passing Liangshan Marsh declined the offer of Chao Gai to join you heroes there, because my father had given me definite orders to the contrary. But Heaven favored me and on my journey I happened to meet many fine heroes at Xunyang River. While drunk I wrote some extravagant poetry, which endangered the life of Dai Zong. You gentlemen were not afraid of ‘entering the tiger’s den and the dragon’s pool’ in order to save our lives. You all united to help me to get revenge. But we have now committed a great crime, and made rows in two cities, and it will certainly be reported to the Emperor. I cannot help, therefore, but seek refuge with you at Liangshan Marsh, but I do not know whether you would now allow me to do so. If you are willing we will depart today, but if anyone is unwilling let him follow his own desires. If you are afraid of the consequences of what we have done then any delay will only make matters worse.”


  Interrupting him Li Kui jumped up and shouted, “We must all go! If there is anyone who will not go I will chop him in two with my axe.”


  “You talk wildly,” said Song Jiang, “our brothers here must go willingly or not at all.”


  Many of the leaders said, “We have killed many soldiers, and have upset the whole district so that it will undoubtedly be reported to the capital. Troops will be dispatched immediately to attack us. If we do not go with you to Liangshan Marsh where else can we go for safety?”


  Song Jiang was much pleased and thanked them all for their decision.


  That day Zhu Gui and Song Wan were dispatched to Liangshan Marsh to report their plans. All the rest of the bandits were divided into five companies for the march and the loot was distributed equally for each company. Old Mu and all his family and servants loaded up their things to go with the brigands, and then set fire to all the buildings. We need not follow all the five bands of brigands but the leading band under Chao Gai had traveled about seven li on the third day when they came to the Huangmen Mountain.


  While riding on horseback Song Jiang remarked to Chao Gai, “This mountain looks queer and hideous and I think there are large bands of highwaymen among it. We had better halt a little, and allow those behind us to catch up to us.” Before Chao Gai could reply to this they heard the noise of gongs and drums being beaten at the foot of the mountain where the road passed.


  “What do you think of that?” asked Song Jiang. “We must stop here and fight them when those behind arrive here.”


  Hua Rong took his bow and fitted an arrow to it. Chao Gai and Dai Zong held their halberds while Li Kui got both his axes ready to protect Song Jiang. They all galloped in front of their men. About five hundred brigands came into view with four leaders in front, one of whom shouted, “You made trouble at Jiangzhou, killed many soldiers there, looted Wuweijun village, and are now on your way to Liangshan Marsh. We have waited for you for a long time, and now if you will hand over Song Jiang to us we will leave you alone.”


  Song Jiang upon hearing this rode forward, dismounted, knelt down, and said, “I was wronged, and had no means for redress. But heroes came from all parts to save my life. I am not aware how I have offended you four heroes so I hope that you will forgive me.”


  The four men immediately dismounted threw aside their weapons, ran forward, and kneeling before Song Jiang said, “We have heard of the fame of Song Jiang, the ‘Welcome Rain,’ of Shandong, and have long expected to meet him. We heard of your imprisonment at Jiangzhou and after talking it over we decided to go there to rescue you from the prison. We first sent a spy to Jiangzhou and he returned and reported that you had already been rescued by a number of bandits who had taken you to Old Mu’s home. Afterwards we heard that you had destroyed Huang Wenbing’s house and looted all his things. We anticipated that you would pass this way, and have been waiting here for several days to meet you. We were afraid that our reports might not be reliable so we decided to challenge your men so as to make sure of seeing you. We hope that you will overlook our rough manner. We have been lucky in meeting you today. We have prepared a feast for you in our stronghold, and invite you all to come and stay with us for a few days.”


  Song Jiang was overjoyed and raised up the four men asking for their names in turn. The head man was Ou Peng, a Huangzhou man. Previously he had been a soldier, but finding his superior officer very unfair he had left, and become a brigand and had gained the nickname of the “Golden Winged Hawk.”


  The second was Jiang Jing of Tanzhou in Hunan. He had failed in the government examinations and had then studied military exercises and strategy. He was also very good at calculations on the abacus, and with the most intricate calculation he never made the slightest mistake. Because of this he was known as the “Marvelous Mathematician.”


  The third was Ma Lin, a Jinling man. He had been a man of leisure and could play on two metal flutes at the same time. He was so swift with the sword that over a hundred men could not get near him, and for this he had got the nickname “Iron Flute Immortal.”


  The fourth man was Tao Zongwang, and he was a Guangzhou (Henan) man. He had been a farmer and defended himself quite well with a hoe. He had got the nickname of “Nine Tailed Tortoise.”


  After the introductions the brigand servants offered a big jug of wine and two plates of meat. This refreshment was also offered to the men, and it took nearly two hours before they had all partaken when the second detachment of men arrived. They also took the feast of welcome and then they all proceeded up the mountain. Men were left behind to conduct the third, fourth, and fifth detachments of Chao Gai’s men to the stronghold, and it was about half day before they all arrived. A great feast had been prepared for all the men, and during the feast Song Jiang spoke, “I am on my way to take refuge at Liangshan Marsh where I shall throw in my lot with Chao Gai. I do not know whether you four heroes are quite satisfied with this place or whether you would prefer to join our band at Liangshan Marsh.”


  “If you two gentlemen would accept our small services,” said all the four leaders, “we should be delighted to join you.”


  Chao Gai was much pleased at this, and said that they would be heartily welcomed.


  They stayed on the mountain for one day and the new recruits got all their things in order. On the following day Song Jiang and Chao Gai started off in charge of the first detachment as before, and the whole columns covered a distance of about seven li. The four new leaders formed the rear, and altogether they had about five hundred men in their detachment.


  On the road Song Jiang spoke to Chao Gai, “I have in my life traveled far and wide, and met a great many dangers, but never have I been in the company of so many heroes. I now give up all my other thoughts in thinking but will follow you until death does separate us.”


  The band duly reached Liangshan Marsh. After several days of arranging matters a general meeting was held, at which Chao Gai requested Song Jiang to accept the position of chief.


  “How can it be?” said Song Jiang. “You overlook that you have faced great risks in saving my life. Why should you ask me to take your position as chief! If you press me any further I should think of committing suicide.”


  “Why talk like that?” said Chao Gai. “If, in the first place, had you not faced great risk of death in order to save the lives of us seven men we should all of us have been dead long ago. You are our great benefactor. Who could accept the position if you do not?”


  “My elder brother,” said Song Jiang, “I should be ashamed to occupy the position as you are ten years my senior.” He again and again urged Chao Gai to keep the leadership, and at last the latter took his seat with Song Jiang the second, Wu Yong the third, Gongsun Sheng the fourth.


  Song Jiang now addressed the men, “We must not now make any distinction of meritorious service, so I will ask all the old leaders of Liangshan Marsh to take their seats on the left, and all the new leaders on the right. When future services are rendered, we will decide the position of each leader.”


  They all agreed to this and took their seats accordingly. There were altogether nine leaders on the right, and twenty-seven on the left.


  During the feast Song Jiang explained in detail how the children’s ballad at the Eastern Capital had been interpreted by Huang Wenbing so as to complicate Song Jiang himself. How the false letter conveyed by Dai Zong had been explained by Huang Wenbing who had strongly urged the Prefect to have both Song and Dai executed. “How could we escape death if you gentlemen did not rescue us?”


  Li Kui jumped up and said, “My good elder brother! You justly answer the will of Heaven as announced by the boys in the street of the capital. You suffered from Huang Wenbing’s ill-favor, but he suffered from the slashes of my sword. We are a strong band here so what have we to be afraid of? Our elder brother Chao Gai can now be made the Emperor of the Great Song Empire, and our elder brother Song Jiang can be the Emperor of Lesser Song. Wu Yong can be Prime Minister, Gongsun Sheng can be Minister of Education. We will form an army, attack the capital, and seize the damned throne. There we shall enjoy ourselves. Would it not be better than living on this stinking marsh?”


  “‘Iron Ox’!” replied Dai Zong, “you are talking nonsense. You cannot talk wildly here as you used to do at Jiangzhou. Here you should listen to our leaders and await their orders. You are not allowed to talk nonsense and interfere with the affairs. If you are still meddlesome, your head will be cut off as an example to the rest of our band.”


  “Ai Ya! Ai Ya!” exclaimed Li Kui, “if you cut off my head, how long will it be before another head grows there? But I will now confine myself to filling the neck with wine.”


  All the assembled leaders laughed at this.


  During the next few days all the loot from Huang Wenbing’s house and the presents sent by the Prefect Cai Jiu to his father Cai Jin were distributed equally among the brigands. On the third day Song Jiang at a feast told the leaders that he wanted to ask leave to go to a certain place.


   


  Spears and swords in forest dim,


       Our hero will escape;


  Excellent, service was prescribed,


       By the mountain side.


   


  We will now relate how Song Jiang went to a certain place.


  



  CHAPTER 41

   

  Heavenly Books Received at Huan Dao Village; Song Jiang Meets the Mystic Goddess of Heaven


   


   


   


  WHILE dining one day Song Jiang addressed the bandit leaders as follows: “I am greatly indebted to you for saving my life and receiving me on your mountain. We have been feasting merrily here now for several days, but I do not know how my father is feeling at home. As a result of the affair at Jiangzhou, I expect that instructions have been sent to Yuncheng County for the arrest of my father and family. In that case the worst may happen to him, but I have no information here about it. I think I had better bring my father here, and then I shall no longer be anxious about him. Would you gentlemen allow me to go on that important business?”


  “This is an important matter relating to the affection between son and father,” said Chao Gai. “We are all enjoying ourselves here so how could we allow your father to be in misery at home? Of course we must allow you to go home. But we have recently had a busy time, and we have not yet quite fixed up our quarters here. Within two days, however, we can summon a band of soldiers to go to bring your father here.”


  “It sounds all right to wait for a few days,” said Song Jiang, “but I am afraid that a summons has already been dispatched from Jiangzhou for the arrest of my father. The sooner I go the better it will be. There is no need for many men to go with me, because I can go secretly, and bring my father here without a single person getting to know about it. If I took many men on such an expedition the people would be startled, and afraid, and it would be difficult to do the business.”


  “Brother, if you travel alone you would have no assistance in case of trouble,” said Chao Gai.


  “Shall I die for my father’s sake I would not regret it,” said Song Jiang.


  They would not agree to let him go that day, but as Song Jiang was determined they at last gave him a felt hat, a sword, and a stick, and accompanied him down the mountain where he departed by himself.


  He crossed the lake, and started on the road to Yuncheng County, and when not far from that place he stayed one night at an inn. The next morning he arose early, and arrived at the village quite early. But as it was daylight he hid in a wood for the nightfall when he went to his village. When he knocked at the door of his father’s home the door was opened by his brother Song Qing who was startled to see him and hurriedly spoke, “Elder brother, why have you returned?”


  “I have come to take both you and my father away,” replied Song Jiang.


  “Everybody here knows of your affair at Jiangzhou,” said Song Qing. “The magistrate sends two Inspectors here every day to see that we do not leave, and as soon as a dispatch arrives from Jiangzhou we shall be arrested, and locked up in prison. We shall wait there until you are arrested. Both day and night there are about two hundred soldiers patrolling near our house. You must go at once to Liangshan Marsh, and ask the brigands to come here immediately to rescue our father.”


  When Song Jiang heard this he was startled, and had a cold sweat all over his body. He dared not enter the house, but at once departed on the road to Liangshan Marsh. That night the moon gave a dim light, and it was not easy to see the footpath. He decided to travel by small bypaths on his way back. He had only been walking for about two hours when he heard behind him the noise of many men. He turned round, and saw many torchlights about half a li away, and even heard one man shout, “Don’t let Song Jiang escape.” He went on his way and thought, “I am in trouble now because I did not listen to Chao Gai’s advice. May Heaven have pity on me and rescue me.” Just then the wind blew the clouds away, and there was bright moonlight. He recognized the place which he was approaching. It was a small village called Huan Dao, and was surrounded by high mountains which made it difficult in traveling. Below the mountain there was a stream, and a footpath which was the only way, wherever one approached the village. He wanted to avoid this place, and turned to find another way, but the men close behind prevented him from returning as near them the fields were well illuminated by the torchlights. He therefore went forward, now looking for a spot where he could hide. He came to a wood in which he noticed a temple, so he went there pushed open the door, and looked round inside for a hiding place. He could not find a suitable place in the buildings either at the front or the rear of the temple, and he was getting quite anxious. Just then he heard a man outside call out, “We must all go inside this temple,” and he recognized the voice of Inspector Zhao Neng. In the room where he happened to be was a shrine so he raised the curtain and went inside the niche. There he crouched, trembling with fear. The men were now inside the temple, and were searching in the rooms with their torchlights. Song Jiang thought, “I am evidently in a tight corner, and must pray to the gods for protection.” He did this and the men went away one after the other, without looking in his hiding place. “Heaven has had pity on me!” he thought, but Inspector Zhao De had not yet left the room, and he now raised the curtain, and looked inside the niche. Song Jiang was terrified. However there was so much smoke from the torchlights and dust on the curtain that Zhao De got some in his eyes, and he could not see clearly. He threw his torch on the ground, stamped out the flame, and then going outside said to his men, “The fellow is not in the temple. But where can he have got to as there is no other path?”


  “He must be hiding in the woods,” said a soldier. “He cannot escape from this place, and he cannot go up the mountain. We had better guard the road, and even he can fly he cannot get away. We can wait until daybreak, and then make a thorough search.”


  Inspector Zhao De agreed to this, and led his soldiers out of the temple.


  “The gods have protected me. If they save my life this time I will certainly rebuild the temple and images,” said Song Jiang to himself. He heard a soldier outside said, “He must be here.” Zhao Neng, Zhao De, and the soldiers again entered the temple. Song Jiang was again trembling with fear.


  “Where is he?” asked inspector Zhao Neng to the soldier.


  “Inspector,” replied the soldier, “look at these marks of hands on the door. They were made by somebody who pushed open the door to get into the temple.”


  “That is so,” said inspector Zhao Neng. “We must make another careful search.”


  The soldiers again went all over the temple looking carefully, but without any result. The men then made a search in the room where Song Jiang was, but when they lifted the curtain in front of the niche there arose a big wind which blew out their torches, and made everything as black as night.


  “What a strange thing!” exclaimed inspector Zhao Neng. “The spirit of the Goddess must be here, and she rebukes us in this way for searching in her temple. We must go away at once. We will guard the road till daybreak and then come back.”


  “But that is the only place in the whole temple that has not been properly searched,” said Inspector Zhao De. He took a spear, and was stepping forward when there was a great gust of wind outside the temple which shook the building, and hurled stones about. A dark cloud now filled the room. It was very cold, and hair stood on end. They were horror-stricken. Inspector Zhao Neng gave the order for all to leave as the Goddess was offended. The men all left hurriedly, and when outside the temple they ran for their lives.


  Song Jiang, although still afraid, could not avoid laughing at this. But he realized his position. “Those fellows have failed to find me, but they still guard the path.” While he was still thinking he heard the steps of people approaching from behind. “Further trouble!” he thought. “I cannot get away!” Looking round the curtain he saw two little figures dressed in blue clothes who said, “We have been commissioned by the Goddess to invite you.” Song Jiang dared not speak, and the figures continued, “You may now proceed.” Song Jiang dared not move, and the figures repeated, “Star Lord Song, you need have no further suspicion. The Goddess has waited a long time for you.”


  Song Jiang knew by the tender tone of the voices that these must not be males so he emerged from under the chair of the idol, and looking out he was astonished to see that they were two young maids with blue clothing, resembling the two images made of mud. He heard a voice outside say, “Star Lord Song, the Goddess calls for you.” He pulled the curtain to one side, and then saw that the two figures had hair twisted round on the tops of their head; they were standing in a proper, respectful attitude, and had their hands raised in saluting position. He asked, “Where are you two fairies from?”


  “We have been sent here by the Mystic Goddess to invite you Star Lord to come to the Heavenly Palace,” said Little Blue Clothes.


  “There must be some mistake. My name is Song Jiang, I am not a ‘Star Lord.’”


  Little Blue Clothes replied, “Why mistake? You may now go. The Goddess has waited for you a long time.”


  “What Goddess?” asked Song Jiang. “I have not worshiped and known before so how dare I go now?”


  “If you go there you will soon know her. You need not inquire any further about her,” said Little Blue Clothes.


  “Where does the Goddess live?” asked Song Jiang.


  “In a palace at the back of this temple,” replied Little Blue Clothes. The two figures moved off, and Song Jiang followed them. They left the temple, and turning a corner they came to a door in a wall. “Star Lord Song, you may enter through this door,” said Little Blue Clothes. They entered, and Song Jiang looked round. The sky was studded with stars, and the breeze was fragrant. There were many trees and bamboos on all sides. He thought, “If I had known of this place before I would have come here to hide, and not have faced all those dangers in the temple.” As he advanced he noticed that there were fragrant flowers on both sides of the path, with fir trees of huge dimensions. The path was very smooth, and bore markings like those on the back of a tortoise. He thought, “I did not expect to find such a delightful place behind the old temple.” They had not gone very far when he heard the sound of flowing water, and soon came to a bridge made of blue stone, with red balustrades. They crossed this, and on both banks of the stream were numerous strange flowers and grasses; deep green firs; luxuriant bamboos; weeping willows; peach trees with red flowers. The water below was as pure as silver and snow, and evidently flowed from a cave in the rocks. Across the bridge was a long avenue of strange trees leading to a vermilion red starred gate. Upon entering that Song Jiang looked upward, and saw a palace. He thought, “I was born and brought up at Yuncheng County, but I never heard of this place.” He was rather afraid, and dared not go any further. Little Blue Clothes urged him to go forward, and they entered the gate. There was a path, now, with dragons carved on the stones, and this led to the hall with large vermilion red pillars on the veranda and richly embroidered curtains hanging between the pillars. In the hall were many lanterns which gave a very brilliant light. Little Blue Clothes went up the dragon carved stone slope, on to the veranda where there were many other Little Blue Clothes who said, “The Goddess requests the Star Lord to enter.” Song Jiang was now trembling with fear, and his hair was standing on end. The flags of the floor bore imperial designs of dragons and phoenixes.


  Little Blue Clothes went inside the curtain and announced, “Star Lord Song Jiang has arrived, and is waiting outside.” Song Jiang bowed his head and saluting said, “I am only a mortal from the earth and have not made the acquaintance of the gods. I pray for your pity, and that you will bestow grace upon me.”


  A voice inside the screen called out, “Request Song Jiang to be seated.” He dared not raise his head. The four little blue-clothed maids brought an embroidered cushion, and he had to sit down quite uneasily. The voice inside again called out, “Roll up the curtain.” The Little Blue Clothes did this, and hooked the curtain up.


  The Goddess spoke, “Star Lord, have you been well since we parted?”


  Song Jiang replied, “I am only a mortal, and dare not even look at your divine person.”


  “As you are here you need not stand on any ceremony,” said the Goddess. So Song Jiang raised his head, and saw a large hall filled with glittering articles of gold and jade, with lanterns of dragon and phoenix designs (i.e., imperial symbols). On both sides were Little Blue Clothes with audience tablets in their hands, and holding aloft banners, umbrellas, and fans. In the center of the hall was a couch ornamented with dragon designs and precious stones, and there sat the Goddess. She wore a dark crimson silk robe embroidered with golden threads, and was holding a jade scepter. She had admirable eyes, and a general fairy-like appearance. She said, “Star Lord, you are here by my invitation.” She then gave an order for wine to be served, and Little Blue Clothes at once brought it in a precious porcelain vase ornamented with lotus flowers. The chief of the Little Blue Clothes offered a cup of wine to Song Jiang, who dared not refuse it. He arose, took the cup, and facing the Mystic Goddess he drank the wine. The wine was very fragrant, and he had the sensation of his heart being sprinkled with pure dew. Another Little Blue Clothes came forward with a tray of dates, and offered them to him. He was afraid of committing a breach of etiquette, so he tremblingly took just one single date off the tray, munched it slowly, and kept the stone in his hand when finished. Another cup of wine was now offered to him, and he again drank. The Mystic Goddess ordered that more wine be offered, and he drank the third cup. He also partook of two more dates in the same way as before. He now felt slightly intoxicated, and being more afraid of committing a breach of etiquette, he kowtowed, and said, “I do not drink much wine usually, and I request that you do not press me further with your delicious fragrant nectar.”


  The Mystic Goddess issued an order, “As the Star Lord does not want any more wine, do not offer it. Let the Three Heavenly Books be bestowed on him.”


  A Little Blue Clothes went behind a screen, and returned with a tray on which was a bundle made of imperial yellow silk containing the Three Heavenly Books which were offered to Song Jiang. The bundle was about five by three inches, and Song Jiang bowed in accepting it, and placed it in his sleeve.


  The Mystic Goddess said, “Star Lord Song, I have given you three volumes of the Heavenly Books, and in future you can act as the agent of Heaven. In all affairs be honest and upright. In official affairs support the Emperor and bring peace to the people. When affairs are wrong rectify them. Do not forget this, but do not disclose the source of it to anyone.”


  Song Jiang bowed, and signified his obedience to these orders. The Mystic Goddess continued, “Because your mind is still depraved, and you have not yet completed the journey fit for your soul, the Jade Emperor has decreed that you must continue your life on the earth. Now live there a good life, and in a short time you will go to Heaven. If you do evil things you will go to Hell, and I cannot save you from that. Read, mark, and inwardly digest the truths contained in those three Heavenly Books. Nobody but the Secret Star may ever see those books. When you have completed your meritorious duties then burn the books so that those who come after you may not get them. Heaven and Earth are wide apart, and as you cannot stay here long you had better return to earth at once.” She then ordered the Little Blue Clothes to conduct him back to the earth. Her last sentence was: “We shall meet again at the Imperial Palace in Heaven some other day.”


  Song Jiang thanked her, and then followed two Little Blue Clothes out of the Star Gate of the Palace. When they reached the blue stone bridge the Little Blue Clothes said, “You have had a shocking experience, but you were protected by the Mystic Goddess so that you were not arrested by the soldiers. It will soon be daybreak when all the danger will have passed with the darkness. Star Lord, look over the balustrades, and watch the two dragons playing in the water.”


  Song Jiang did this, and saw the dragons. While he was doing so the two Little Blue Clothes pushed him over the balustrades into the water and he suddenly awakened as though from a dream.


  Looking round he saw that he was back in the temple and from the position of the moon that it was after midnight. He noticed that he had three date stones in his hand, and feeling inside his sleeve found the Three Heavenly Books there. He had a distinct flavor in his mouth of the fragrant wine. He thought, “What a strange dream! But was it a dream, or the real thing? If it was a dream, how about these books, date stones, and the flavor of wine? I remember so clearly all that she said, and can never forget it. But if I have been asleep all this time in the temple this idol must have great spiritual powers. What is the name of this idol, I wonder?” He raised the curtain, and looked at the idol. It was the image of a beautiful woman just like the Mystic Goddess he had seen. “As the Mystic Goddess called me ‘Star Lord,’ it is evident that in my former life I was a very important person. I must make use of these Heavenly Books, and not forget what I was told so clearly. The Little Blue Clothes said there would be no danger after daybreak, and as it is quite daylight now, I will go and look round.” He stretched his hand into the niche, and took his short stick. He brushed the dust off his clothes, and then slowly walked on to the veranda of the temple. Looking upwards he saw a board over the door with the characters: “Taoist Temple of the Mystic Goddess.” He saluted with both hands raised, and exclaimed, “What a pity! But as the Mystic Goddess of Heaven has saved my life and presented me with these Heavenly Books, I will certainly return here when I have made my fortune and will put all things in good condition. I hope that the Goddess will condescend to protect me in the future.” This done he cautiously left the temple and made his way towards the entrance to the village. He had not gone far when he heard a great noise in the distance. He thought, “Another calamity! I will stay here. If I go forward they will arrest me. I had better hide in these bushes at the side of the road.” He did this, and then saw a great many soldiers hurrying into the wood along the road out of breath, and calling out, “May the Gods spare our lives!” Hiding behind the trunk of a tree, he thought this was very strange. “Why have they come here to arrest me instead of waiting at the entrance to the village as they said they would?” Looking again, he saw inspector Zhao Neng who was also exclaiming, “Ye Gods! Ye Gods! Save me!” Song Jiang thought, “But why are they hurrying along and making such a noise?” Just then he noticed a big man in the rear who was evidently chasing the soldiers. His breast was bare, and he carried an axe in each hand. He called out, “Stop you damned pricks!” As he came nearer, Song Jiang recognized him as Li Kui, “Black Whirlwind.” Song Jiang thought, “Is not this another dream? I cannot leave this spot however.” Just then he saw that Inspector Zhao Neng had tripped over the root of a fir tree, and had fallen to the ground. Li Kui rushed forward, and planted his foot on inspector Zhao Neng. He raised his axe to deal the death blow. Just at that moment he saw two men after him—Ou Peng and Tao Zongwang—who were armed with halberds, and being afraid that they were coming to get credit for killing his prisoner he at once brought his axe down and chopped Inspector Zhao Neng in half. The soldiers seeing this scattered in all directions. Yet Song Jiang did not dare to leave his hiding place. He saw three other big men coming along, and when they were closer he recognized Liu Tang, Shi Yong, and Li Li. One of them said, “We have scattered the troops, but where is Song Jiang? What shall we do now?”


  Shi Yong exclaimed, “Look! There is a man hiding behind that tree.”


  Song Jiang came out, and said, “I am much obliged to you brothers for again saving my life. How can I ever repay you?”


  They were all much pleased at seeing him, and immediately Li Li and Shi Yong went off to inform Chao Gai.


  “How did you know that I had come this way?” asked Song Jiang.


  Liu Tang replied, “When you had left the mountain Chao Gai and Wu Yong were much worried about you and dispatched Dai Zong to find out what way you had gone. But even then Chao Gai was still anxious, and dispatched us to support Dai Zong in case you were in any danger. On the way we met Dai Zong who said that there were two Inspectors who were trying to arrest you. When Chao Gai heard this he was very angry and sent Dai Zong to Liangshan Marsh to get a large body of men to come and rescue you. When near here a man on the road told us that you had gone to this village. So we came here, and met the soldiers whom we attacked, and killed many of them. Li Kui chased many soldiers in this direction and we followed him. We had no idea that you were here.”


  Just then Shi Yong returned with about seven of the leaders and Chao Gai who were all pleased te see Song Jiang.


  Chao Gai said, “You would not listen to my advice, but left the mountain unattended. If we had not arrived you would have been in a dangerous position.”


  “As I was anxious about my father’s safety,” said Song Jiang, “I could not stay.”


  “I will tell you now some good news,” said Chao Gai. “I gave orders for Dai Zong and other leaders to get your father and brother, and they have escorted them to Liangshan Marsh.”


  Song Jiang was exceedingly pleased at hearing this, and saluted Chao Gai, “Sir, you have done me a great favor, and I shall never forget it in my life.”


  They then all mounted their horses, and returned from the Huan Dao Village. Song Jiang rode with his hands in a praying position as he was expressing thanks to the gods for his marvelous escape, and promising that he would make sacrifice later as a thank offering. They all duly reached Liangshan Marsh without any further incident. Upon reaching the stronghold Song Jiang met his father and brother at the main hall, and was exceedingly pleased to see them again. He said, “Father, I have been an unfilial son and caused so much trouble to you.”


  “That hateful fellow Zhao Neng came every day to see that we did not escape,” said Old Song. “He was only waiting for a letter to arrive from Jiangzhou then he would have arrested us and taken us to prison. When I heard you knocking at the back door I knew that there were about nine soldiers in front of the house. But they disappeared afterwards. At midnight there came about a hundred men who forced open the gate of our farmyard. They forced me to enter a sedan chair, and told your brother to take with us some things. They then set the farmyard on fire. They took us here without allowing me to inquire who they were or where they were going.”


  “Today we are all united together again,” said Song Jiang, “owing to the exertions of our brothers at this place.” He then told his younger brother to salute and thank Chao Gai and the other leaders for their timely action. After this, Chao Gai and the leaders all paid their respects to Old Song. They then all sat down to a great feast to celebrate the union of the father and the son.


  On the third day of this feasting Gongsun Sheng recollected that his mother was still at Jizhou in Zhili province, and that he had not heard from her for a long time. During a feast Gongsun Sheng stood up, and addressed the assembly, “I am grateful to you heroes for your kind treatment to me. Since my arrival here we have had many glorious feasts and much pleasure, but all this time I have never once been home to see my mother. I am afraid that my old Taoist teacher will be anxiously thinking of me so I request that you will allow me to leave you for five months so that I can go and see how things are at home.”


  “I have heard you say before that your mother was in the North,” said Chao Gai, “but as you mention this matter today we cannot stand in your way. If you will wait till tomorrow we will arrange matters for your departure.”


  Gongsun Sheng thanked Chao Gai for granting leave. The next day a special farewell meal was arranged in honor of him. He wore his old Taoist priest robe, with a palm hat. On his back were two swords, and in his hand he carried a fly brush. All the leaders were assembled, and they all drank him toast.


  Chao Gai finally spoke to him, “Do not break your promise about returning to us. We would rather not allow you go and we are only allowing you to go because of your anxiety about your mother. After a hundred days we shall be looking forward to your return.”


  “How dare I break my promise to you when you have treated me so liberally?” said Gongsun Sheng. “When I have visited my Taoist teacher and made proper arrangement for my mother I will return here at once.”


  “Would it not be better if you took some men with you so that you could bring your mother to our mountain here?” asked Song Jiang.


  “My mother likes to live a quiet life,” said Gongsun Sheng, “and hates any bustle. She won’t agree to come here. We have fields and houses, and my mother prefers to stay and attend to those matters. I will just visit them, and then rejoin you here.”


  “In that case we will do as you wish,” said Song Jiang. “We hope that it will not be long before we see you again.”


  Chao Gai presented Gongsun Sheng with a quantity of gold and silver to cover his traveling expenses, and the latter said, “I do not want so much.” He only took half, and placed it in his belt. He then took his leave and departed.


  He had just left when Li Kui, the “Black Whirlwind,” entered the main gate crying loudly. “What is the trouble about?” asked Song Jiang.


  “I am very angry,” said Li Kui. “People bring their fathers here, while others go to see their mothers. I didn’t come out from under the damned earth without father and mother!”


  “Well, what is your idea?” asked Chao Gai.


  “I have a mother at home,” said Li Kui. “My elder brother works as a servant at another house, and cannot do much to support my mother. If I bring her here to enjoy her life I should feel much more contented.”


  “You are right,” said Chao Gai, “I will let you have some men to go with you and bring your mother here.”


  “That won’t do,” said Song Jiang. “Li Kui has a bad temper, and should he return to his native village it would cause some trouble. If you sent men with Li Kui that would also not do as he has a fiery disposition, and would make some disturbance on the way. He killed many men at Jiangzhou, and everybody knows that he is the ‘Black Whirlwind.’ There will be a warrant out for his arrest. To look at his face would be enough to arouse suspicions anywhere. He would have a long way to go, and in case of danger how could we help him? You had better stay here until matters have settled down a bit, and then perhaps you could go in safety.”


  Li Kui was vexed at this, and said, “Elder brother, you are most unfair. You got your father to come here for safety, while my mother is to remain at home in misery. It makes me so angry that my stomach is quite upset.”


  “Younger brother, do not get vexed,” said Song Jiang. “You can go if you will comply with three conditions.”


   


  The hand that shook mountains


  Fought tigers with boldness.


  



  CHAPTER 42

   

  The False Li Kui Commits Highway Robbery; the Black Whirlwind Kills Four Tigers on Yiling


   


   


   


  LI KUI had asked for the three conditions, and Song Jiang replied, “When you go to Yishui County, in Yizhou Prefecture, Shandong province to bring your mother here you must not drink wine on the way. That is the first condition. Secondly, you must go by yourself, because you have a hasty disposition and I am afraid that nobody wants to go with you. Thirdly, you must not take those axes with you, and on the way you must be discreet, and quickly get back here.”


  “I can easily comply with those conditions,” said Li Kui. “You need not worry. I should like to leave today.” On that day he got his baggage ready, armed himself with swords. He took one large ingot, and about five small pieces of silver. He drank a few cups of wine, took leave of his companions, and then went down the hill and across the lake.


  After his departure the leaders were assembled in the main hall when Song Jiang spoke, “I am afraid that our younger brother Li Kui will get into trouble. I do not know whether there is any man here from his village. If so he might follow him, and report to us what happens on the way.”


  “Zhu Gui comes from the same village as Li Kui,” said Du Qian.


  “I had forgotten that,” said Song Jiang. “Of course they recognized each other as such at the Bailong Temple near Jiangzhou.” He immediately sent a man to summon Zhu Gui, and soon the latter arrived from his inn.


  “Our brother, Li Kui, has just gone to Yishui County to bring his mother here. No man was sent to accompany him on account of his bad temper when drunk. I understand that you are from his native district, and therefore I should be glad if you would follow him, and watch what might happen to him.”


  “I am a Yishui County man,” said Zhu Gui. “I have a younger brother who keeps a wine shop in that town just outside the West Gate. This man Li Kui lived near a village called Baizhang in that district. He has an elder brother named Li Da who is in regular employment. Li Kui is a fierce and stupid man. Some time ago he committed murder at his village, and had to leave home, and dared not return. I have no objection to follow him, and look after him, but who will look after my inn while I am away? I have not been home for a long time, and should very much like to meet my brother again.”


  “You need not worry about your inn as I will send Hou Jian and Shi Yong to look after it during your absence,” said Song Jiang.


  This was all arranged, and Zhu Gui started off on his way to Yishui County.


  Li Kui traveled by himself, and duly reached his destination. He had stuck to the conditions laid down by Song Jiang, and had not taken any wine on the way. At the West Gate he saw a big crowd of men reading a proclamation posted on the wall. He entered the crowd and listened to a man who was reading the proclamation for the information of the illiterate crowd. It read as follows: “(1) There is a thief called Song Jiang of Yuncheng County; (2) Also a jailer named Dai Zong, from the prison at Jiangzhou; (3) Also another thief named Li Kui, of Yishui County.” As soon as he heard his own name Li Kui got excited, and did not know what to do when a man embraced him saying, “Elder brother Zhang, what are you doing here?” Upon looking at the man he recognized him as Zhu Gui, the “Dry Land Crocodile,” and asked, “And what are you doing here?”


  “Come with me and we will discuss matters,” said Zhu Gui. They went together outside the town, and stopped at an inn in a small hamlet, where they entered a small room at the back of the premises.


  Zhu Gui pointed at Li Kui, “What a nerve you have! That proclamation was offering a reward of ten thousand strings of cash for the arrest of Song Jiang; five thousand strings for Dai Zong, and three thousand strings of cash for your arrest. Why did you stop there looking at such a notice? Should any man recognize you you would be arrested at once. Song Jiang was afraid that you would get into trouble, and sent me here to watch over you. I left the mountain a day after your departure, and arrived here a day before you. What has delayed you?”


  “It is due to Song Jiang ordering me not to drink wine,” said Li Kui. “I walked slowly because of that. Do you know anyone at this inn? Where is your home in this place?”


  “This inn belongs to my younger brother, Zhu Fu, and I used to live here. I was once a merchant, but lost all my capital, and so went to Liangshan Marsh. I have not been here since that time.” He called for his brother, and introduced Li Kui to him. Zhu Fu then brought in some wine and invited them to partake of same.


  ‘Our elder brother gave me an order not to drink wine,” said Li Kui. “But as I am no longer on the road and have reached my destination, I may drink two cups of wine now.”


  Zhu Gui raised no objection to this, and they stayed eating and drinking there until nearly 2 A.M. It was a bright moonlight night and Li Kui wished to go, but Zhu Gui said, “You had better avoid the byroad, but turn round to the east when you come to a clump of trees and that will bring you to your home at Baizhang Village. You must bring your mother here, without delay, and we will set off at once for Liangshan Marsh.”


  “I will go along the byroads, and will lose no time,” replied Li Kui.


  “By that unfrequented road there are tigers and also bandits,” said Zhu Gui.


  “What am I afraid of?” asked Li Kui. He then armed himself with his two weapons, and left the two brothers. When he had gone about three li it was getting daylight, he saw a hare leap out of the grass at the side of the path, and race off along the road. He pursued his way, and in about two li came to the clump of trees, with leaves of red autumn tints. As he turned round the trees he met a big man who shouted, “You will be aware that if you pay us money we will not interfere with your baggage.”


  The man wore a coat of rough cloth and had a red silk turban. His face was sallow, and he held an axe in each hand.


  Li Kui shouted, “Who are you that dare commit highway robbery here?”


  “If I told you my name you would be frightened. I am called the ‘Black Whirlwind.’ If you pay our toll we will spare your life.”


  Li Kui laughed loudly, “How dare you use my own name in this way? Who are you, and where do you come from, you barefaced rascal?” He took his halberd and advanced towards the man.


  The man saw that he had a very strong opponent and tried to retreat, but Li Kui struck him with his halberd so that he fell to the ground. Li Kui put his foot on the man’s breast and asked, “Do you know me now?”


  The man on the ground said, “Please forgive me, sir.”


  “I am Li Kui, the ‘Black Whirlwind.’ Why do you use my name in this way?”


  The man replied, “My name is Li, but I am not the ‘Black Whirlwind.’ You have a great name, and if I use it people are afraid of me. It was because I found out the power of your name that I became a highwayman. I only stop single individuals, and as soon as they hear your name they drop their baggage and run away. I do not kill people, and yet I make a little profit. My name is Li Gui, and I live at the village a little up the road.”


  Li Kui said, “You are a real prick. You seize traveler’s baggage, and also carry axes in both hands like me, so that you injure my reputation. You can taste one of my axes,” so saying he seized an axe out of the man’s hand.


  Li Gui , called out, “Sir, if you kill me you will kill two persons.”


  “How do you make that out?” asked Li Kui, staying the blow.


  “At home I support my mother who is ninety years of age, and this is my only means of helping her in her old age,” said Li Gui. “I never injure people, but only make them afraid. If you kill me, my old mother will die of starvation.”


  Li Kui who never twinkled his eyes in chopping off people’s heads, paused and thought when he heard this. “Here am I trying to succour my old mother, and yet killing a man who supports his old mother. Heaven will not allow me to live if I do this. No! No! I will forgive this man.” He took his foot off Li Gui, who saluted him. “I will let you off,” said Li Kui, “but in future you must not make use of my name.”


  “As you have spared my life,” said Li Gui, “I will give up this kind of life and earn an honest living in some other way.”


  “You are a filial son,” said Li Kui, “so I will give you ten taels of silver to enable you to start a business.” He did this, and then went on his way.


  Li Kui could not help laughing. “That fellow was quite in my hands, and yet I have started him on a fresh life.” He walked on, and about 10 A.M. he was both thirsty and hungry. The footpath was quite isolated without a single house within sight. But after going some distance he saw two small straw huts a long way off. He went towards the huts, and when near he saw a woman come from behind the hut. She had a flower in her hair, and was well rouged. He spoke to her, “Sister, I am a traveler, and cannot come across an inn. I am very hungry. If you can supply me with food and wine I will pay you well.”


  The woman dared not refuse this when she saw the build of Li Kui. “I have no wine, but can find you a little food.”


  “That will do,” said Li Kui. “Let me have a good meal as I am damned hungry.”


  “Will a peck of rice be enough?” she asked.


  “Three pecks would be better.”


  The woman took the rice, washed it in the stream, and then boiled it. While she was doing this Li Kui went to the back of the house to relieve his bowels and there saw a man trudging along. Just then the woman came out of the back door to get some vegetables, and she asked the man, “What is the trouble with your leg?”


  “You very nearly saw the last of me,” replied the man. “Of all the damned luck. I went to that place, and waited nearly a fortnight for a traveler to pass, but there was nothing doing. Today, however, a traveler arrived, but do you think who it was? It was Li Kui, the REAL ‘Black Whirlwind’! Of all people it had to be that donkey’s prick. He knocked me down with a blow of his halberd, and intended to kill me. But I deceived him by saying, ‘If you kill me, you will kill two.’ He asked me for an explanation, and I told him falsely that I had an old mother at home who depended on my support. If I was killed she would die of hunger. The fool believed me, and spared my life. He even gave me money to turn over a new leaf. So when he let me go I did not come straight here as he might have found me out, but instead I went up the hills and made a long detour.”


  “Don’t talk so loudly!” the woman said. “A man came here, and asked for some food and it may be the same man. He is sitting outside the front door. You go and have a look at him. If he is the same man then go and get some drug to put in his food, and when it takes effect we can kill him. We can then get his money, which will enable us to live in the town and enter into trade—much better than being mere highwayman here.”


  Li Kui thought, “What a rascal! I spared his life, and even gave him money, and yet he plans to kill me. Heaven cannot allow such man to live!” He went round the corner to the back door where they were talking. As soon as Li Gui saw Li Kui he tried to escape, but Li Kui seized hold of him. The woman saw this, and went through the house to the front door. Li Kui knocked Li Gui on the ground, and then taking his sword cut off the man’s head. He then went inside the house to seize the woman, but she had disappeared. He however searched in the rooms, found the place where they kept the money and woman’s ornaments, and he took these. He noticed that the rice was well boiled, but there were no vegetables. Li Kui thought, “There’s perfectly good meat here!”, and cut off two pieces of meat from Li Gui’s leg and roasted them over the stove, eating as he cooked. When he had eaten enough, he placed the corpse in the house and set the whole place on fire. He then continued on his way, and reached his village of East Dongdian about 5 P.M. He soon found his home, pushed open the door and entered. His mother called out from her bed, “Who is that?” Li Kui saw that his mother was blind, and was sitting on the bed reciting her prayers. He called out, “Mother! Your ‘Iron Ox’ has returned!”


  “My boy, you have been absent for a long time. Where have you been employed? Your elder brother works as a servant but the wages he gets are hardly enough to support us. I have often thought of you, and have weeped so much that I have become blind in both eyes. What are you doing now?”


  Li Kui thought, “If I tell her that I am a brigand from Liangshan Marsh she will not go with me. I must tell her some fibs.” So he said, “Mother, I am in government employment, and have come to take you away with me.”


  “Splendid! But how can I go?”


  “I will carry you on my back to the road where we can find a cart.”


  “Well, wait until your elder brother comes, and then we will discuss the matter.”


  “Why wait?” asked Li Kui. “I am going with you.”


  Just then it happened that his elder brother Li Da entered the room carrying an earthenware jar containing rice for his mother. When Li Kui saw his brother he kowtowed and said, “Brother, I have not seen you for years.”


  Li Da spoke abusively, “Why have you returned? Much trouble you will bring here again?”


  His mother answered, “Your brother is now in government employment, and has specially come to take me away with him.”


  “Mother! Don’t believe his farts,” said Li Da. “Some time ago he killed a man, and I was arrested, and wore a cangue for it. I have had much suffering for him. I have heard that he has joined the brigands at Liangshan Marsh, and recently rescued some of them from an execution ground at Jiangzhou. A warrant is out for his arrest, and as they have not found him they wanted to arrest me. My master pleaded for me at the yamen, and said that my brother Li Kui left home ten years ago, and we have not heard anything of him since then. He thought that perhaps the bandits were using the name of Li Kui falsely. My master gave money to the officials at the yamen, and that is why they have not arrested me. A proclamation has been issued offering a reward of three thousand strings of cash for the arrest of my brother, Li Kui. Now, he returns home, and talks nonsense to you.”


  “Do not worry,” replied Li Kui. “How would it be if we all went to Liangshan Marsh, and had a good time there?”


  Li Da was angry at this, and tried to strike his brother, but was aware that he could not overcome him. He then threw the earthenware jar on the floor, and ran out of the room.


  “He has gone to report my arrival,” said Li Kui to himself, “so I must leave at once before they arrive to arrest me. My brother has never seen much money so I will leave fifty taels of silver on the bed for him. When he sees it he will not be so keen to witness my arrest.” He did this and said, “Mother! I will now carry you on my back.”


  “Where are you going to?” she asked.


  “You need not ask, anyhow it is a much better place than this,” said Li Kui. He then lifted his mother on his back, and left the house with her.


  Now Li Da had run and informed his master of the return of his brother, and soon came back with about ten farm laborers. When he entered the room he found nothing but a piece of silver on the bed. He then considered, “My brother has left this money for me. Where can he hide now? He may come with other men from Liangshan Marsh. If I try to overtake him I shall only get into trouble.”


  As the laborers could not find Li Kui they did not know what to do, but Li Da told them, “My brother has evidently gone, and carried off my mother. There are many byroads about here, but how can we find which way he has gone.” The men saw that Li Da did not know what to do so after a rest they all returned to the farm.


  Li Kui, carrying his mother on his back, chose the quietest paths, and towards evening arrived at the foot of a range of mountains. He recognized the place as Yiling, and knew that if he crossed the range there were farmhouses on the other side. The moonlight was bright, and he had no difficulty in slowly ascending the mountain path. His mother asked him to find some water as she was quite thirsty, and Li Kui assured her that as soon as they had crossed the mountain he would find a house where they could rest and get food. His mother replied that at the last meal she had had only dry rice without any liquid, and so was very thirsty. He replied, “My throat also burns like a fire, and my breath is like smoke issuing from my mouth. You wait until I get to the summit when I will have a look around for some water.”


  “I feel as though I must die. I am so thirsty,” said his mother.


  “I am getting very tired, mother,” replied Li Kui.


  When he reached the summit he put his mother down by the side of a big green boulder, and left his sword there, and went off to look for water. He soon heard the sound of running water, and after a few turns he came to a small stream. He had a good drink, using his hands as a cup, and then thought, “How can I carry some water to my mother?” He looked around on all sides, and at last espied a temple in the distance. He made his way there through the dense bushes. At last he reached the temple, and saw that it was called, “The Great Sage Temple of Sizhou.” In front of it was a stone incense urn, and he seized hold of it with the idea of using it to carry the water. But the stone urn was one solid piece with the base, and he could not move it. At this he got angry and using his full strength at last rooted the stone out of the ground. He then lifted it, and broke the top part from the base on the stone steps leading up to it.


  He carried the stone urn off to the stream where he thoroughly washed it, and cleaned it out with grass. He then half filled it with water, and carried it off in both hands. He followed the same way back, but had great difficulties in making his way with such an awkward load. When he reached the big green boulder, however, he was astounded not to see his mother although his sword was still there. He called out aloud for her, but there was no response. He became very anxious, as although he looked all around carefully he could find no traces or clue of her departure. But when he had gone a distance of about thirty steps he found the grass covered with blood. He trembled with fear now, but followed the marks. These at last brought him to a cave where he saw two tiger cubs inside eating a human leg. Shaking with anger he thought, “I came from Liangshan Marsh to take my mother, and carried her here on my back, but it seems that she has been eaten by the tigers.” His mind was inflamed with passion, and his face glared with a fierce look—his moustaches standing out like porcupine’s quills. Seizing his sword he slashed at the tiger cubs. They growled, showed their teeth and claws as they reared on their hind legs, and rushed at him. He killed one with a single cut of his sword, and the other cub retreated to the cave. Li Kui followed with sword in hand and killed the second cub. He then turned round and saw the tigress outside racing towards the cave. He said, “So you are the damned beast who has devoured my mother.” He threw down his long sword, and took the dagger from his waist. The tigress stopped at the entrance, lashing its tail from side to side, and not having seen Li Kui, turned round facing outside. Li Kui jumped forward, and stabbed the beast in its rear, driving the dagger in to the hilt and penetrating its stomach—a mighty lunge typical of the rage that he felt. The tigress roared, and leapt away with the dagger sticking in her body, and galloped away. Li Kui picked up his sword and left the cave. As the tigress had galloped off wounded a strong wind sprung up, shook the trees as in a big storm. There is an ancient saying, “Clouds originate with dragons, whereas winds originate with tigers.” At that spot the moonlight was quite bright, and suddenly there was a tremendous roar, and a tiger leapt forth. It rushed at Li Kui, who deliberately and without fear, slashed with his sword, and cut its throat as it sprang at him. The tiger feeling the pain, and finding breathing difficult, retreated a few steps, and then as it expired gave forth its last roar which sounded something like a landslide of half a mountain. Li Kui had now killed four tigers, and he now entered the tigers’den in the cave, looking carefully to see whether there was still another one. Having found nothing there and being tired, he made his way back to the temple, and slept there that night. The next day he collected the remains and torn clothing of his mother, and buried them behind the temple. He could not avoid crying while doing this. He felt very hungry now, and continued his way across the range of mountains. He soon met five hunters armed with crossbows and arrows. Li Kui’s clothes were all covered with blood, and this sight startled the hunters. They asked, “Are you a guardian spirit of this mountain? How otherwise dare you cross the range?”


  Li Kui thought, “I cannot tell them who I am because there is a reward offered for my arrest.” So he replied, “I’m a traveler, and last night I was crossing the mountain with my mother. While I went to get some water for her a tiger attacked and ate her. So I found the tiger’s den, and there killed two cubs, and afterwards two fully grown tigers. I slept last night in the Great Sage Temple and have just come from there.”


  “We don’t believe that,” cried the hunters. “How could one man kill four tigers? We might believe you killing two cubs, but to kill two fully grown tigers is really a big achievement. We have been beaten by the officials for not killing those two tigers. Those tigers have been on the mountains for a long time, and during the last five months nobody has dared go that way. We do not believe what you say! You need not try to humbug us.”


  “I do not belong to this district,” said Li Kui. “Why should I humbug you? If you don’t believe me then I will go and show you the dead tigers, and you can get them carried down the mountain.”


  “If this is true we shall be much indebted to you,” said the hunters. They blew whistles, and soon about fifty men had assembled at that spot. They got poles and ropes, and then all accompanied Li Kui up the mountain. There sure enough they found the bodies of the four tigers, and carried them down the mountain. The hunters reported the matter to the head of the first village they came to, and they then all adjourned to the big house of the local wealthy man—Old Cao. This man was a clerk in the county yamen, and had made his wealth by extortion in his own village. He was disliked and also feared by his own neighbors. Yet he was always talking of loyalty and filial piety so that he was well known as a hypocrite. As soon as he heard what had happened he invited Li Kui into the hall where he asked for full details of the remarkable event. Aftert his had all been recited he asked for the name and home address of Li Kui.


  “My name is Zhang,” replied Li Kui, “but people generally call me ‘Courageous Zhang.’”


  “You are certainly courageous,” said Old Cao, “if you had not a large gall you could not have killed four tigers.” He then gave orders for a big feast to be provided in honor to the “Courageous Zhang.”


  It was soon known in the villages around that four tigers had been killed by one man and in no time the people were crowding into the village, and into Cao’s house to see the tigers There they gazed at the great hero who was being entertained in the hall by Cao. Among the people was the wife of Li Gui, whose husband Li Kui had killed a few days ago. She had run away to her parents’ home and when she heard the news about the tigers she followed the crowd. She recognized Li Kui and immediately returned home and reported the matter to her parents. They went at once to the village chief who was given to know that Li Kui was the criminal for whose arrest a reward had been offered. He secretly sent a messenger asking Old Cao to come and discuss a very urgent matter. When Cao received the message he decided not to tell Li Kui, but merely said that he wished to retire and change his clothes, but when outside the room he hurried straight off to the other village.


  “This man who has killed the tigers,” said the village chief, “is Li Kui, the ‘Black Whirlwind’ of Baizhang Village, and there is a summon out for his arrest.”


  “In that case you must make careful inquiries among the people, and make sure of the matter before we act. It will be an easy matter to arrest him when we are sure about his identity. If he is not the man then we should only make trouble by arresting him.”


  “There is a woman here, Madame Li, who recognizes him,” said the chief. “He came to her house and later he killed her husband.”


  “As that appears to be conclusive,” said Cao, “we had better entertain him at the feast, and then ask him whether he prefers to go to the magistrate and ask for a reward for killing the tigers, or whether he prefers to receive the reward in our village. If he objects to go to the magistrate for the reward we can assume that he is guilty. Then we must press him to take plenty of wine and get him drunk when we can easily tie him up. Then we can go to the magistrate’s yamen and ask them to send a police inspector to arrest him and so there can be no failure.”


  The village chief agreed to this and made arrangements accordingly with his men. Cao returned home and there resumed his seat at the table with Li Kui. He said, “I hope you are not offended at my leaving you. Please make yourself quite at home. Loosen your dress and put your dagger at one side.”


  “I left my dagger in the belly of one of the tigers,” said Li Kui, “and only have the scabbard here. When they cut the tiger open I hope they will find my dagger and return it to me.”


  “Never mind that!” said Old Cao. “I have a very good dagger here which I will present to you.”


  Li Kui thereupon took off the scabbard, and belt and handed them to a servant. Cao ordered a fresh supply of food and wine. The village chief, the hunters, and several other men were present at the feast, and they each in turn toasted Li Kui. During the feast Old Cao asked Li Kui whether he would prefer to receive the reward for killing the tigers at the magistrate yamen or in that village.


  “I am only a traveler,” said Li Kui, “and have hardly time to go to the magistrate. I just happened to kill the tigers on my way, and do not care to go to the magistrate. I will receive the reward here, but even if there is no reward I can leave without it.”


  “We do not care to treat you disrespectfully,” said Cao, “so you must at least wait until we have collected the money to present you. We will send the tigers to the magistrate yamen.”


  “Could you first give me a change of clothing,” asked Li Kui, “as these clothes are rather soiled.”


  Old Cao agreed to this and ordered a servant to bring a suit of blue cloth. Li Kui took the new clothes, and when he had changed he was met outside the door of the hall by many men who also wished to drink a cup of wine with him. One cup of wine was warm, another was cold, and so on. Li Kui did not suspect any plot, and drank freely with great joviality. He had now quite forgotten Song Jiang’s order that he was not to drink wine. It was not very long before he was dead drunk. The men then removed him to a small empty room at the back where they stretched him on a bench, and then bound him to the bench with ropes. The village chief then sent urgent messengers to report the matter to the magistrate’s yamen. He also had an accusation drawn up for Madame Li who accompanied the messenger to the yamen.


  When the magistrate heard the report he was startled and asked, “Where has the ‘Black Whirlwind’ been arrested? We must not allow this rebel to escape!”


  The messenger and the hunters told him that Li Kui was imprisoned in Old Cao’s house in their village. They were afraid that he might escape, and did not dare to try to bring him to the yamen. The magistrate summoned Inspector Li Yun to the court, and instructed him to take a large body of policemen to Old Cao’s house and arrest the prisoner Li Kui, the “Black Whirlwind.” He was to exercise great care, and be sure that the prisoner did not escape.


  Inspector Li Yun got together about thirty of his most trusted men, armed them and departed for the village. The county was only a small place so that everybody knew what was happening. Now the news soon reached the village on the east side of the town where Zhu Gui was living with his brother. Zhu Gui spoke to his brother, “That fellow Li Kui is evidently in trouble. What shall we do to save him? I was specially deputed by Song Jiang to come here, and watch the proceedings, Li Kui will be arrested, but if I do not save his life how can I go back and face our elder brother Song Jiang? What shall we do?”


  “Do not get excited,” said Zhu Fu. “This Inspector Li Yun is a skilled military man, and fifty men cannot rival him. You and I are no match against him although we worked together on the same plan. We must use strategy and not force. Now Inspector Li Yun is a close personal friend of mine, and every day he has been training me in the use of military weapons. I have a plan, but it will prevent our living in this place any more. We must boil about twenty pounds of meat and cut it up into large pieces and prepare about ten jars of wine. In both of these we must, mix some sleeping drug. About 4 A.M. we must start off with our assistants carrying the food and wine and wait in a quiet spot on the road for Li Yun. When he arrives we must offer him and his men the food and wine as a gift, and get them all senseless. Then we can release Li Kui and escape.”


  “That is a splendid plan,” said Zhu Gui, “and we will get things ready at once.”


  “Inspector Li Yun does not drink wine,” said Zhu Fu, “and as he will only take the drugged meat he will probably recover consciousness before the others. As soon as he finds out how we have deceived him it will not be safe for any of us to stay here.”


  “You are an innkeeper here,” said Zhu Gui, “but you do not make much money. It would be better if you can go with me to Liangshan Marsh and join the brigands there, and get much money and new clothing and enjoy life generally. We can tell two of your servants to get a cart, load up your valuables with your wife, and send them on in advance to wait for us at a village called Shilipai.”


  “Brother, that is a good idea,” replied Zhu Fu. He arranged matters accordingly, and it was not long before the cart had started on its way.


  That evening the two brothers boiled the meat and mixed the drug in same. They also prepared the wine in the same way. The whole supply was made up into two loads, and they also took about thirty cups with them. The two servants and the two brothers divided the loads. They got away about 4 A.M. and halted when they came to a quiet desolate spot on the road. It was just dawn when they heard the sound of gongs approaching, and Zhu Gui went forward by himself to meet the party. It was Inspector Li Yun with his men escorting the prisoner Li Kui, the “Black Whirlwind,” to the town. Inspector Li Yun was riding a horse in the rear of his party. As they came up to Zhu Fu he called out, “Sir, I request you to stop, and accept a little refreshment.” He at once offered Li Yun wine while Zhu Gui passed round the meat. Upon seeing this Inspector Li Yun quickly dismounted and hurrying to the front spoke to Zhu Fu, “Friend, why have you come so far as this to entertain us?”


  “I wish to give you a little comfort,” replied Zhu Fu. He saw that Inspector Li Yun was not drinking the wine so he continued, “I am aware that you are a teetotaler but I particularly request you to take a little liquor this time.”


  Inspector Li Yun did not like to refuse this pressing offer so he took a few sips. Zhu Fu then pressed him to take a little meat, but Inspector Li Yun declined this as he said he had had a big dinner last night.


  “But you have a long way to go,” replied Zhu Fu, “and you will be hungry before you reach your destination. Please take a little at least and so save my face with your men.”


  Here again Inspector Li Yun did not like to cause annoyance by declining the offer, so he ate some of the meat. All the policemen also partook of the wine and the meat, and Zhu Gui even offered it to all the villagers who were following the party. Without making inquiries as to whether it was hot or cold they all set to and had a good feed. They all took it in a happy-go-lucky style and no questions were raised.


  Li Kui seeing Zhu Gui and his brother knew that this was some trick so he said, “Are you not going to give me some of this stuff?”


  “Why should we? You are only a mere criminal,” replied Zhu Gui. “You had better shut your mouth as you have not long to live.”


  Just then Inspector Li Yun saw that his men were looking at each other stupidly and could not move so he exclaimed, “We have been fooled by a ruse.” He tried to move, but instead he also fell down and was soon asleep.


  Zhu Gui and Zhu Fu seizing their halberds now shouted out, “Let no man depart!” Some men however tried to get away, but they were soon caught and killed on the spot. Li Kui seeing this burst asunder the ropes and taking a halberd went up to Inspector Li Yun to kill him. But Zhu Fu stopped him, “Do not kill him! He is my teacher, and is an extremely good man.”


  “Then let me at least kill that ass, Old Cao,” said Li Kui. He went forward and found Old Cao and the wife of Li Gui, he killed both of them. He also killed the hunters, the vilage chief, and all the soldiers. He then stripped a soldier of his uniform and put it on himself. The three men then left the scene by a small side path. But Zhu Fu soon stopped and said, “How can I leave like this? Inspector Li Yun was my teacher, but how can he face the magistrate alone when all his men have been slaughtered? He must come to pursue us when he recovers consciousness, and I will wait for him and suggest to him to escape with me and join the bandits at Liangshan Marsh.”


  Zhu Gui said, “Younger brother, what you say is quite true. I will go forward and join the cart. Li Kui will stop here with you and wait for him. But if Inspector Li Yun will not come with you then you must not insist on waiting for him.”


  “I agree,” said Zhu Fu. Zhu Gui then departed.


  Zhu Fu and Li Kui sat down and after about two hours they saw Inspector Li Yun rushing towards them with a halberd in his hand and shouting, “You brigands shall not escape.” Li Kui saw that Inspector Li Yun was furious and fearing that he might strike Zhu Fu, stood up, with his halberd to fight with Inspector Li Yun.


   


  Liangshan Marsh gains two tigers,


  And welcomes and fetes four men.


  



  CHAPTER 43

   

  The Gay Leopard Meets Dai Zong on a Narrow Road; the Sick Guan Suo Meets Shi Xiu on a Big Street


   


   


   


  LI KUI and Inspector Li Yun fought for about seven bouts, without either gaining an advantage. Zhu Fu at last also took a halberd and rushing between the two stopped the fighting. “No more fighting!” he said, “listen to me! Teacher! I am much obliged to you for your instructions, and shall always think of repaying you for favors received. My brother Zhu Gui received orders from Song Jiang, the commander-in-chief, at Liangshan Marsh to come here to help Li Kui. If you should arrest Li Kui and send him to prison how could my brother face Song Jiang if he had not helped Li Kui to escape? I am responsible for the plan to get you to drink the drugged wine. Our elder brother wanted to kill you, but I interposed and saved your life. We thought that you would pursue us as you would not care to return to the yamen without obtaining your revenge. But when I remembered what favors you had bestowed on me in the past I decided to stay here and speak to you. Teacher, you are an intelligent man and will know how difficult it will be for you to explain to the magistrate how your policemen were killed and the prisoner escaped. You will undoubtedly be tried and nobody will help you. Would it not be better if you come with us to Liangshan Marsh and there join our band? What do you think of that?”


  Inspector Li Yun thought the matter over for some time and at last said, “I am afraid that they will not allow me to join their band.”


  Zhu Fu laughed at this question. “Teacher, have you not heard the reputation of Song Jiang who is famous for welcoming and receiving heroes from all quarters?”


  Inspector Li Yun sighed, “I am homeless and without a place of refuge. I, however, have neither wife nor child to be arrested. I will go with you.”


  Li Kui laughed. “But, elder brother, why didn’t you say this before?” He then exchanged salutations. All three men then pursued the cart of Zhu Gui, which they met halfway. They journeyed to Liangshan Marsh, and upon arriving there Li Yun and Zhu Fu were introduced to the leaders by Zhu Gui who mentioned their nicknames, “Blue Eyed Tiger” and “Laughing Tiger.” Li Kui then told them of his adventures and of the death of his mother and Song Jiang laughing said, “You are a wonderful fellow. You killed four tigers and have now brought two living tigers to our stronghold.” Everybody was pleased at the news, and a feast was arranged to celebrate the occasion.


  Wu Yong spoke, “Our affairs have recently been very prosperous and we must have a great reputation everywhere. Great heroes have come here from all quarters because of the great virtue of our two chiefs, Chao Gai and Song Jiang, and also because they have heard of our great happiness. I propose that we establish three more inns in the surrounding country so that we can spy on travelers, and also look out for any more heroes who may pass this way. They can also inform us of any movement of troops so that we shall not be taken by surprise. On the west side there is a very wide area where we can well have an inn in charge of Tong Wei and Tong Meng with about ten men. An inn can be established on the road to the south, in charge of Li Li, with about ten men. Shi Yong and ten more men can start an inn on the north road. We must arrange boats and signaling arrows. We must also establish three barriers on those roads for our outposts, and we can place Du Qian in charge of them. We must also place a number of men under Tao Zongwang to deepen the creeks and waterways, and repair the roads in the surrounding area. He knows how to undertake that kind of work. Our granaries and storerooms must be kept in order by Jiang Jing. Xiao Rang can have charge of all our means of communication between the various units. All engraving work on tablets etc. shall be in charge of Jian Dajian. All clothing armor, flags, etc shall be under the control of Hou Jian. Li Yun shall have charge of all building constructions. Ma Lin in charge of all boats, Song Wan and Bai Sheng to be stationed at our main entrance, the Jinsha Bank, while Wang Ying and Zheng Tianshou be stationed at our outpost at Yazui Beach, Mu Chun and Zhu Fu to be in charge of the treasury, Lu Fang and Guo Sheng to be in charge of the assembly hall; Song Qing to be in charge of all rations.” These appointments were agreed to, and arranging the details of all these staff matters took fully three days. Everything went smoothly at Liangshan Marsh and the men were drilled every day.


  One day Song Jiang spoke to Chao Gai, Wu Yong, and other leaders, “Just now we are all assembled at this place in the cause of justice, but our Gongsun Sheng is absent. He went to Jizhou, Zhili province, to visit his mother and teacher and said that he would return in a hundred days. He has now been absent for a long time and yet no tidings has arrived concerning him. We had better send Dai Zong to make inquiries, and then we shall know what has happened.”


  Dai Zong agreed to do this and early the following day he departed for Jizhou. On the way he took only tea and simple food without meat. On the third day he arrived at Yishui County, and there happened to hear a man say that Li Kui had escaped a few days ago after killing many policemen and that inspector Li Yun had disappeared, and nobody knew where he had gone to.


  Dai Zong was amused at this. He had left the town, and was proceeding on his way when he saw a man in the distance approaching who was armed with a spear. The man seeing Dai Zong traveling at such a great speed called out Dai Zong’s nickname, “Divine Traveler!” Upon hearing this Dai Zong turned his head to look at the man. He saw a big man with a straight nose, and a big mouth, a handsome countenance, a slender waist but broad shoulders. Dai Zong retraced his steps and said to the man, “I do not seem to remember you and yet you have called my name.”


  The man quickly replied, “You are the ‘Divine Traveler,’” and he thereupon kowtowed. Dai Zong returned the compliment and then asked, “What is your esteemed name?”


  “I am Yang Lin of Zhangde Prefecture, Henan province. I am a highwayman and people call me ‘Gay Leopard.’ A few months ago I met Gongsun Sheng at an inn on the road, and he told me that at Liangshan Marsh there are many heroes who are keen for justice. He gave me a written introduction for Liangshan Marsh and urged me to join your band. I did not dare to go there straightway. He also informed me about the inn kept by Zhu Gui who was always looking out for suitable men. He also told me about you. I did not expect that Heaven would favor me and enable me to meet you like this today.”


  “I have orders from Song Jiang to proceed to Jizhou, and find out what has become of Gongsun Sheng,” said Dai Zong, “and I never expected to meet you.”


  “I know the Jizhou district very well,” replied Yang Lin, “and if you like I will accompany you to that place.”


  “That will suit me very well,” said Dai Zong. “After I have found Gongsun Sheng we can proceed to Liangshan Marsh together.”


  Yang Lin was much pleased at this. Dai Zong now took off his charmed puttees and they both traveled along the road at an ordinary pace. They stopped that evening at an inn, and there Dai Zong told Yang Lin that he was a vegetarian. Yang Lin agreed to eat the same food. The following morning when they had started off Yang Lin said, “I am afraid that I am only holding you back, because I cannot travel at your speed. Would it not be better if we each went our own way?”


  “I can fasten two of my charmed puttees on your legs,” said Dai Zong, “and then we can both travel quickly.”


  “I am only a common person,” said Yang Lin, “and am afraid that I could not equal your skill in rapid locomotion.”


  “Never mind!” said Dai Zong, “I have a means whereby any man can travel with me. I myself am a vegetarian but that will not be any obstacle to the other people.” He then took two of his charmed puttees and put them on Yang Lin’s legs. He had two on his own legs also. He then recited a spell breathed on the puttees, and they both started off. Dai Zong controlled the speed at which they traveled whether slow or fast. They conversed as they traveled and did not notice how far they had gone. About 10 A.M. they came to a post station which was surrounded by hills. Yang Lin knew the place as Yinma Valley, and told Dai Zong that the hill in front was generally infested with brigands, but he did not know whether there were any there now. The hills had a fine appearance with many pointed peaks, and streams winding in all directions. Just as they reached the foot of the mountain they heard gongs and drums being beaten and saw their way obstructed by a body of about one hundred men. In front were two big men armed with swords, who called out, “Halt! Who the hell are you and where are you going? If you pay our road toll we will spare your lives.”


  Yang Lin laughed and said to Dai Zong, “Elder brother, you can now watch me kill those pricks.” Seizing his spear he advanced. The two men noticed the fierce look of Yang Lin and one called out, “No need for fighting! Are you not Yang Lin?”


  Yang Lin stood still as he recognized them. The men now advanced and saluted. Yang Lin beckoned Dai Zong to approach and introduced them to each other. “This is Deng Fei, of Xiangyang Prefecture, who is nicknamed ‘Fiery Eyed Beast.’ He is skilled in the use of a chain, and in fight nobody can get near him. We used to be in the same band but I have not seen him for five years. I never expected to meet him in this place.”


  Deng Fei asked Yang Lin who his friend was as he was evidently no ordinary person.


  Yang Lin introduced Dai Zong, and after the usual compliments he then introduced the second man. “This is Meng Kang of Zhending Prefecture, Zhili province, and he is a boat builder. Once a commander-in-chief was worrying him about the work and he killed the man and then sought refuge in the mountains, and lived as a bandit. Because of his great size people call him ‘Flagstaff.’”


  Dai Zong was much pleased and asked, “How long have you two gentlemen been doing business at this delightful spot?”


  “I will tell you the truth,” replied Deng Fei. “We have been here for more than a year. About six months ago we met on the west side of this place a man named Pei Xuan, a Jingzhao Prefecture man, who had been an official clerk and used to write out excellent official indictments in this division. He was well known as an upright official and could not be tampered with, and so he gained the nickname of ‘Iron Faced Clerk.’ He was both wise and brave. A very covetous Prefect was however appointed to this Prefecture and made false accusations and banished Pei Xuan to Shamen Island. On the way the escort passed this place, and we attacked them, killed most of the men and rescued Pei Xuan. We now have about three hundred men here. Pei Xuan is now our leader, and he is very skillful with two swords, one in each hand. We request you two gentlemen to come with us to our stronghold where we will introduce you to our leader.” He then ordered horses for Dai Zong and Yang Lin and the party soon reached the stronghold. Pei Xuan had already been informed by messenger of the newcomers and he met them at the entrance. He was a fine type of man and had a very dignified appearance. After the usual introductions and salutations he invited them to come into the main hall where he asked Dai Zong to take his seat facing him with Yang Lin and the others at the sides. A feast was arranged for that evening and during same Dai Zong gave free accounts of the power of the bandits at Liangshan Marsh, and eventually suggested that they should join them.


  “Here we have about five hundred men, and three hundred horses, plenty of food and treasures. But if you do not disdain our humble establishment you might introduce us to your leaders and we might be of some use to you,” said Pei Xuan.


  “Our two leaders, Chao Gai and Song Jiang, would treat you well, as they are keen on having heroes like you in their band,” replied Dai Zong. “If you go it will add brilliance to our present splendor. At present I am on my way to Jizhou Prefecture to find one of our leaders Gongsun Sheng, and upon my return journey I will call here, and if you will be ready we can all depart together to Liangshan Marsh.”


  They were all pleased with this proposal, and continued with their feasting and drinking.


  The next day Dai Zong and Yang Lin went on their way, and the bandits began to make preparations for their early departure to Liangshan Marsh.


  Dai Zong and Yang Lin soon reached Jizhou Prefecture and upon entering an inn there Yang Lin said, “As Gongsun Sheng is a keen Taoist moralist it is very probable that he is staying in some secluded spot in the mountains or forests and not in this town.”


  Dai Zong agreed and they left the inn, and went outside the town. They traveled in the surrounding country and continually inquired for Gongsun Sheng, but nobody had heard of him. The next day they extended their journey, but again without any result.


  On the third day of their wanderings Dai Zong said, “Perhaps there will be somebody in the town who knows him. Let us go there.” They made inquiries in the town that day, but without success. As they were going along the main street, however, they saw a procession with music. In front were two jailers carrying presents and rolls of silks and at the rear was a large umbrella of blue silk under which walked an executioner. The latter was well dressed in blue silk. His eyebrows were long and his beautiful eyes were tilted upwards. His skin was light brown and his mustache was scanty.


  He was a Henan province man, named Yang Xiong, and his cousin had been Prefect of Jizhou Prefecture. The new Prefect knew Yang Xiong and had appointed him superintendent of two prisons and also chief executioner. He was skilled in military exercises, and because he had a yellow skin people called him “Sick Guan Suo” (Guan Suo being the name of a strong man of Tang dynasty). Behind Yang Xiong in the procession was the executioner carrying a sword. An execution had just been carried out in the town at the crossroad, and on his way back to his home many people had congratulated him. He had to stop in many places on the street and drink wine with his numerous friends. Just as the procession reached them Yang Lin and Dai Zong saw a band of about eight men emerge from a side street under the leadership of a man called Zhang Bao whose nickname was the “Goat Kicker.” This man was in command of the city guard, but the men with him were a gang of rowdies who lived by demanding money from all classes of people both in the town and outside. The officials had failed to suppress their depredations. Many people were afraid of Yang Xiong, but Zhang Bao was not of the number. Knowing that Yang Xiong would have received many rolls of silk on way Zhang Bao had got these rowdies together in order to create a disturbance on the street. Yang Xiong had stopped to drink wine, and Zhang Bao pressed his way through the crowd and said to him, “Congratulations!”


  Yang Xiong returned the salute and replied, “Brother, please join me with wine.”


  “I did not come for a drink,” said Zhang Bao, “but to borrow a hundred strings of cash from you.”


  “Although I know you,” replied Yang Xiong, “I do not remember having been very intimate with you so why should I lend you money?”


  “Today you have fraudulently taken valuables from a great many people so why should you not lend me some money?” asked Zhang Bao.


  “These things were duly presented to me as gifts by my admirers,” said Yang Xiong. “So why do you say they were fraudulently taken from people? You are a military man whereas I am in charge of the prisons so that we have nothing to do with each other, and you have no claim on me.”


  Zhang Bao did not attempt to reply to this, but turning round told the rowdies to seize the rolls of silk. Yang Xiong protested, saying “You have no manners.” He was going to strike the rowdise but was seized hold of by Zhang Bao, but two of the rowdies grabbed hold of his arms. Several men advanced in threatening attitudes, and Yang Xiong’s men bolted upon seeing that Yang Xiong could not move, and also had to submit to the indignities. A man in the crowd carrying a load of firewood, however, jumped forward to assist Yang Xiong. He called out, “Why do you beat this official like this?”


  Zhang Bao stared at the interrupter and said, “Beggars should mind their own business. This has nothing to do with you.” The man was enraged at this insult, and seizing hold of Zhang Bao’s hair threw him to the ground. The rowdies came to the rescue of Zhang Bao, but the man fought them with his fists—striking on all sides. This had taken men from holding Yang Xiong, and he, freeing himself, also joined in the fight. The rowdies were soon knocked down, and Zhang Bao seeing the position made his escape. Yang Xiong was now very angry, and pursued Zhang Bao. The men with the booty were in front, and when they turned into an alley Zhang Bao followed them with Yang Xiong running after him.


  The man who had changed the position kept on fighting the rowdies who were left behind. Dai Zong nodded to Yang Lin and said, “What a fine man! He draws his sword to help another in trouble on the road.” The two advanced and spoke to the man, “Listen to us! There has now been enough fighting.” They conducted the man into an alley close by, where they found an inn. Yang Lin had carried in the man’s load of firewood.


  After the usual salutations Dai Zong said, “We are quite strangers here, but we witnessed your chivalrous action, and being afraid that you might kill one of the men we intervened. Please drink wine with us, and let us become intimate friends.”


  “I am much obliged to you, gentlemen, for amicably settling that affair,” replied the man, “and many thanks for your invitation.”


  They all sat down. Yang Lin summoned the waiter, and giving him a tael of silver told him to serve whatever food was available. This was soon placed on the table with wine, and answering a question the guest stated, “My name is Shi Xiu, and I am a Nanjing man. I have had some training in military exercises, and I love to help people on the road who are in difficulties. Because of this people call me ‘Desperado.’ I went with my uncle on a business trip, but he died on the way. I went on with the business, but lost all the money so that I could not go back. Therefore I stayed here, and eke out a livelihood by selling firewood. I tell you all this because of your helping me in that matter on the street.”


  “We are on business here,” said Dai Zong, “and are pleased to meet such a chivalrous hero as you. You merely sell firewood here so how can you hope to become wealthy? Would it not be better if you became a brigand and enjoyed life a little?”


  “I am only skilled in the use of stick,” said Shi Xiu, “but as I have no other ability how can I improve my position and enjoy life?”


  “You need not say you have no other ability,” said Dai Zong. “It is only too true that the government is corrupt and the officials are traitorous. I had a friend who through temper got into trouble, but he joined the bandits at Liangshan Marsh where he now has good clothing and plenty of money. When government affairs are put in order he will undoubtedly be recalled and receive a good post.”


  Shi Xiu sighed, “I would like to go, but I do not see how it could be done.”


  “If you want to go I could introduce you to the bandits.”


  “I dare not ask the names of you two gentlemen,” said Shi Xiu.


  Dai Zong disclosed their names, and offered Shi Xiu ten taels of silver which however the latter accepted only after much pressing. Just then they heard men outside and looking round they saw Yang Xiong with about twenty policemen. Dai Zong and Yang Lin were afraid of the police, and made their escape.


  Shi Xiu went forward, and asked Yang Xiong where he was going. The latter said, “Brother, I have been looking for you everywhere. Why did you come in here to drink wine? When I was held up by Zhang Bao and his gang, I could not have got free had you not intervened for which I am much obliged to you. I went to arrest Zhang Bao, and get my presents back and so had to abandon you for the nonce. These men all came to my assistance, and when I had recovered all the stolen things I came to look for you, but could not find you. I however heard that you had come here with two men so I came here to look for you.”


  “I just came in here with two strangers to drink wine, and I did not think you would be looking for me.”


  Yang Xiong asked for his name, etc. and Shi Xiu gave him the information, and also his life’s short history which we have just read.


  Yang Xiong then invited all the men to drink three cups of wine, and this having been done they all departed.


  “I think that you have no relatives in this town,” said Yang Xiong, “and I therefore suggest that we become sworn brothers.”


  Shi Xiu asked for his honorable age and upon learning that he was twenty-nine, he said, “Well, I am only twenty-eight, so I must ask you to be seated, and receive my kowtow and salutations.” This was done—Shi Xiu giving four kowtows. Yang Xiong was much pleased at this and ordered the waiter to bring more wine. He said, “Younger brother, we will celebrate this by getting drunk.”


  While they were drinking wine Yang Xiong’s father-in-law named Pan came in with about five men, “What do you want, sir?” asked Yang Xiong.


  “I heard that you had had a fight on the street,” said Old Pan, “and therefore I came to find you and help you.”


  “My younger brother here came to my assistance,” said Yang Xiong, “and we beat our assailant Zhang Bao so that he would run away upon seeing our shadows. Just now I have become the sworn brother of this gentleman, Shi Xiu.”


  “That is splendid,” said Old Pan, “when my men have had a drink they will depart.” The men were served with three cups of wine each, and then left. Old Pan then took his seat between the two friends.


  “I am much pleased that you have become a sworn brother of my son-in-law,” said Pan. “Having your assistance he will fittingly be an employee in the yamen and nobody will dare try to deceive him. What business are you engaged in, may I ask?”


  “My father was a butcher,” said Shi Xiu.


  “And do you follow the same occupation?” asked Old Pan.


  “As a boy I, of course, got to know all about the trade,”said Shi Xiu laughingly.


  “I followed the same trade,” said Old Pan, “until my son-in-law here got a position in the yamen when, of course, I had to give up that trade.”


  When they had drunk some more wine together Yang Xiong paid the bill, and they took their departure, Shi Xiu shouldering his load of firewood. Upon reaching the door of Yang Xiong’s house he called out, “Wife, come and be introduced to my newly sworn brother.”


  A voice inside the curtain asked, “Who is this new sworn brother?”


  “You need not ask questions,” said Yang Xiong; “you can come and see for yourself.”


  The curtain was raised and a woman stepped forth. She had been born on the 7th day of the seventh lunar month, and therefore had the name of Qiaoyun or “Clever Clouds” (the seventh month is called the “clever month”). She had first married an official clerk called Wang, who had died after two years of married life. Her second husband was Yang Xiong and they had been married almost a year.


  Shi Xiu saluted her, but she objected, “I am much younger than you, and cannot accept such marks of respect.”


  “We have become sworn brothers today,” said Yang Xiong, “so that you are the elder brother’s wife, and therefore can receive at least half of these salutations.” Accordingly Shi Xiu kowtowed four times. The woman responded with two kowtows, and then invited them inside. She also prepared a spare room for Shi Xiu’s use.


  We need not go into many details. The next day Yang Xiong before he left for his office in the yamen told his wife to see that Shi Xiu had whatever clothes he required.


  When Dai Zong and Yang Lin had left Shi Xiu in the inn they went outside the town and found an inn there. The next day they continued their inquiries for Gongsun Sheng without any result. So they gave up their search, and returning to Yinma Valley they joined Pei Xuan and his company and started off with them for Liangshan Marsh where they were all duly introduced and placed on the strength.


  Old Pan discussed with Shi Xiu the question of reestablishing a slaughterhouse. He said that behind his house there was an alley with a dead end and also an empty house. There was also a well, and he thought it a very suitable place for a slaughterhouse. Shi Xiu could live on the premises.


  Shi Xiu was much pleased at the proposal, and agreed at once. Old Pan made inquiries and soon found suitable assistants. He suggested that Shi Xiu should keep the accounts. They soon purchased the stock in trade, knives, benches, etc. and after selecting a lucky day they started business. All the neighbors and relatives came to take part in the feasting on the opening day.


  Matters proceeded smoothly for a long time. One day during the winter Shi Xiu went into the country to buy pigs, and upon his return three days later he found that the butchery was closed. Upon going inside he discovered that all the tools and fittings had been removed. He thought, “There is a saying, ‘Men cannot be good for a thousand days, and flowers cannot bloom for a hundred days.’ Yang Xiong has to go to his office every day, and cannot look after the home affairs. His wife must have been talking behind my back, and finding fault because I have been away for three days. He has suspected me, and has closed the business. I will not trouble to even ask for an explanation, but will just return to my old home.” So he made up his accounts, changed his clothes, packed up his own things, and entered by the back door. He found that Old Pan had prepared a vegetarian feast in readiness for Shi Xiu’s return. Old Pan said, “You have been a long way, and must be very tired.”


  “Sir, that’s my duty,” replied Shi Xiu, “Now I have squared up the account book, and everything is in order. If there is any error may Heaven and Earth destroy me.”


  “Why do you talk like this?” asked Old Pan. “There is no necessity for it.”


  “I have not been home for nearly seven years,” said Shi Xiu, “and as I must now go I have squared up all the accounts.”


  Old Pan laughed loudly and said, “You are mistaken. Please listen to me.”


   


  Revenge is sought, so toll the knell,


  And send an unfaithful monk to hell.


  



  CHAPTER 44

   

  Yang Xiong While Drunk Curses His Wife; Shi Xiu Plans the Killing of the Monk Hai


   


   


   


  OLD Pan spoke to Shi Xiu, “Uncle, do not go. I understand your ideas. After an absence of two days you return, and find the butchery closed, and things cleared out, so you thought the business was finished. Even if the business was a failure you could still stay at our home. It is just two years since my daughter’s first husband, Wang, died, and she wished to have a memorial service conducted by monks. Therefore we closed the butchery and monks will come from the Baoen Monastery tomorrow. We would like you to take charge of the arrangements made. I am too old, and would be continually falling asleep in the night.”


  “In that case,” said Shi Xiu, “I will stay here for sometime.”


  “After this I must ask you, uncle, not to have any suspicions of what we do here,” said Old Pan.


  Early the next day the monk’s assistant arrived to arrange the room for prayers. He erected an altar, arranged the drums, cymbals, gongs, and musical stone, and set out the lamps and incense. He then went into the kitchen to prepare the feast.


  When Yang Xiong came he told Shi Xiu that he was on duty and would not be back that night. He must therefore not wait for him. He left all the matters in his hands.


  “You need not worry about anything,” said Shi Xiu. “I will look after everything.”


  Yang Xiong then departed and Shi Xiu took charge. Shortly afterwards the door curtain was raised and a young monk entered who gave Shi Xiu a Buddhist salutation. Shi Xiu also saluted, and asked the monk to be seated. He then called out to Old Pan in the next room, “Father-in-law, the monk has arrived.”


  Old Pan came in, and the monk spoke to him, “My adopted father, why have you not been to our temple for such a long time?”


  “We have opened a new butchery here so that I have had very little spare time,” said Old Pan.


  “This is the anniversary of the death of Wang and I have not sent you any presents, but I hope that you will accept this vermicelli and some dates I have had prepared for you,” said the monk.


  “Why do you spend so much money? How unnecessary!” said Old Pan. He asked Shi Xiu to take them, and the latter carried the tray with the presents into the next room. Shi Xiu soon returned with tea which he offered to the monk.


  Just then Madame Yang, Pan Qiaoyun, the “Clever Cloud,” came down the staircase into the room. She was plainly dressed, and had no rouge on her face. She spoke to Shi Xiu, “Who has sent the presents?”


  “They are from a monk who called your father his adopted father,” said Shi Xiu.


  Pan Qiaoyun laughed and said, “I know. They are from the monk Pei Ruhai, the monk whose religious name is Master Hai. He is a monastery tutor and a very honest man. He is the son of Old Pei of the silk goods shop, and is now at the Baoen Monastery. He is two years my senior, and therefore I can address him as elder brother; uncle, you can listen to his recital of the prayers this evening, as he has a very good tone.”


  “Is that so?” said Shi Xiu. In listening to her however, he suspected she had some hidden desire.


  Shi Xiu did not follow her, but looked on through the bamboo curtain. He saw that the monk gave her a very elaborate salute. The woman asked the monk, “Why did you spend so much money for the presents?”


  “Sister, the presents are so small that they are not worth mentioning,” replied the monk.


  “As you have become a monk, how can we accept your presents?” said the woman.


  “At our monastery we have just begun building a prayer hall for the dead. We should like you to honor us with a vist to see it. I hope that your husband will raise no objections to that.”


  “I do not think he will mind that,” said the woman.


  “When my mother was dying I made a vow that I would offer prayers to those who have died in childbirth, and sooner or later I will trouble you to fulfill my vow for me in your temple.”


  “That’s my business; whatever you order me I will do as you desire,” said the monk.


  “Sometime I will ask you to recite the prayers for my late mother’s benefit,” she said.


  Just then a maid-servant entered with tea. The woman took the cup, wiped it clean with her sleeve, and then offered it to the monk. The monk took the cup, but at the same time he gazed amorously into her eyes. The woman returned his gaze with a smile.


  Neither of them suspected that their exchange of flirtation was being closely watched by Shi Xiu behind the bamboo curtain. He now began to understand the woman a little better. He thought, “How deceptive are appearances. She always spoke to me in a very free and open manner, but I thought it was because I was a sworn brother of her husband. Now I think she cannot have been a very virtuous woman. She is now however in my hands, and I must deal with the matter for Yang Xiong.” He raised the curtain, and entered the room.


  The monk immediately put down his cup of tea and said, “Brother, please be seated.”


  The woman interposed, “This is the sworn brother of my husband.”


  The monk had suspicions at once and hurriedly inquired, “Brother, may I ask where you are from, and also your name?”


  “Me! My name is Shi Xiu. I am from Nanjing! I help other people to revenge their wrongs and therefore they call me the ‘Desperado.’ I am however only a stupid fellow, and if I intrude in your affairs I hope that you will not resent it.”


  “Never mind! Never mind!” said the monk hurriedly, “I am just now going to summon the monks to come and commence the service.” He left the room at once.


  That fickle woman called after him, “You must soon come back.” She then went into the inner room.


  Shi Xiu stood near the door with bowed head in deep thought. It was not long before the monks arrived, lit the candles, and began to burn incense. They began their intoning of the prayers accompanied by drum beating, cymbals, etc., when Shi Xiu and Old Pan had supplied them with tea and hot soup.


  Soon Pan Qiaoyun entered, lit her incense, and offered her prayers, swaying seductively as she performed the rituals. This aroused Hai the Tutor and her monk increased the sound of his intoning. The other monks were sent reeling and nudged each other as they witnessed this display of the two lovers. When the service was over the monks were asked to dine in the next room. Hai maneuvered his way to the rear of the monks, and turning his head to the woman he laughed. The woman smiled, but placed her hand over her mouth as though to avoid an explosion of laughter. They again exchanged lovers’ glances and clearly made known their passions. Shi Xiu had noticed all this and was more upset.


  The monks in the other room had all sat down, and partook of the vegetarian food. Old Pan wished them all a good time, and asking to be excused he withdrew to go to sleep. After the meal the monks strolled about the rooms. Shi Xiu said he had stomach ache, and begged to be excused—he thereupon lay down on a bench and pretended to go to sleep.


  The woman now felt her passions rising so to divert her own thoughts she busied herself in making tea and serving it to the monks. The service went on until about 1 A.M. when most of the monks were drowsy, but Hai still continued reading the prayers with great vigor. Pan Qiaoyun, was behind a screen, and noticing this she allowed her passions to arise. She called a maid-servant and sent her to summon Hai to come to her. The young monk continued his intoning as before but slowly made his way towards the screen. When near Qiaoyun she seized his sleeve and said, “You must come here and collect the fees, and do not forget to speak to my father about the vows I made when mother died.”


  “I will not forget,” said the monk. “I will tell him that you wish to redeem your vows as soon as possible. What about your uncle—is he not an awkward man?” Qiaoyun shook her head and said, “You take no notice of him. He is not a blood relation of ours.”


  “In that case I shall feel more at ease.” So saying he clasped the woman’s hand under cover of his sleeve and she moved the curtain to cover the act also. He laughed, returned to his place, and continued intoning the prayers as before. They did not realize that all this had been clearly seen by Shi Xiu who was pretending to be asleep on the bench.


  About 4 A.M. the service was finished, and the monks departed. Qiaoyun went upstairs to sleep.


  Shi Xiu thought, “My adopted brother, Yang Xiong, is a great hero, and it is a great pity that he married a loose woman of this kind.” He could not avoid being angry at the position of affairs.


  The next day Yang Xiong returned, but Shi Xiu did not speak about the matter. As soon as he had had his meal Yang Xiong however left again. Shi Xiu saw the young monk arrive, but this time he was dressed in his best clothes. Qiaoyun hurried downstairs, received him, and ordered tea to be brought. She said, “I am afraid that we put you to a lot of trouble last night, but we have not repaid you yet.”


  “That was only a very small affair. Last night we talked about your vows, and now we are reading prayers at our temple. You could just come to our temple, and get a written statement. That would be all right.”


  She agreed, and sent a girl servant to ask Old Pan to come, and discuss the matter. When he arrived he saluted the young monk, and apologized for retiring so early the previous night, but he had been very tired. “Uncle Shi Xiu fell sick, and also retired early so that there was no one to look after you. I am sorry.”


  “Do not be so courteous,” said the monk.


  Qiaoyun now spoke, “I want to redeem the vow I made when my mother died. Our friend tells me that tomorrow there will be a service at the monastery temple, and we might avail ourselves of the opportunity, and attend to pray.”


  “Very well,” said Old Pan. “But I am afraid that we might be busy at the butchery tomorrow, and there will be nobody there to attend the matters.”


  “You can ask Shi Xiu to look after the business,” she said.


  “Just so,” said Old Pan. “We can go to the temple tomorrow.”


  Qiaoyun then got the money for the services rendered by the monks, and handed it to the young monk. After returning suitable thanks he left for the temple.


  Yang Xiong again returned home, and after supper Old Pan told Yang Xiong of the proposed visit to the temple the following day. Yang Xiong asked his wife why she did not speak to him herself, to which the woman replied that she was afraid that he might refuse her.


  The next day a sedan chair was obtained for Qiaoyun and she set off about 11 A.M. accompanied by Old Pan and the girl servant Ying-er, carrying the candles and incense. The young monk Hai was waiting for them at the monastery gate, and he was much pleased to see them. Qiaoyun emerged from the chair, and thanked the monk for meeting them. The monk said, “The monks have been praying in the temple since early this morning, and we have awaited your arrival. He led the way into the hall where there were still about ten monks reading the scriptures.


  Qiaoyun saluted, and gave three kowtows to the Buddha. After burning incense and paper, the monks were asked to go and get their meal, and Hai requested Qiaoyun and Old Pan to go to his private apartments for tea. Tea was duly served in silver cups with red saucers. When tea was finished Hai asked them to go into the adjoining room. It was a very small room with a black lacquer couch, and many pictures on the walls. On a small table was a vase with burning incense. Old Pan and Qiaoyun took their seats on the couch with the monk facing them.


  “What a nice place you have,” said Qiaoyun, “and how quiet and secluded!”


  “Do not joke about my humble bare quarters,” said the monk “it is a mere barracks compared to your honorable mansion.” Old Pan said, “We have given you much trouble, we will now depart.”


  “All the food has been provided because of your visit, why do you depart without taking any? He then ordered the servant to bring in the food, and this was soon done. The meal was of the best food.


  “Why do you prepare food for us; we give you a lot of trouble,” remarked Qiaoyun to the monk.


  “I am afraid the meal does not by any means equal my respects and feelings for you,” he replied. He then pressed Old Pan to try the wine provided.


  “What a fine taste!” said Old Pan.


  “Yes, the brewing method I learned from a donor of our temple and used quite five piculs of rice in making it. I will send a bottle of it to your house tomorrow as you like the flavor.”


  “That is quite unnecessary,” said Old Pan.


  The servants kept filling Old Pan’s cup with wine, and the girl servant who was sitting with them also drank several cups of wine. Old Pan wanted to summon the sedan-chair carriers also to drink of the wine, but Hai the Tutor, said that it was unnecessary as they had already had some with their food outside. In fact the monk had prepared this strong wine especially for Old Pan in order to further his own plans. Very soon Old Pan was drunk, and the monk suggested that he should now have a sleep. He summoned the servants to take Old Pan into another room to sleep on the bed there. Qiaoyun had also drunk some wine, and was feeling rather confused. She asked, “What was the use in getting me merely to drink the wine?”


  The monk whispered, “Because I love you. Will you now come into another room to have a look at Buddha’s tooth?”


  “Very well, I should like to see it,” she replied.


  They went upstairs to a room which was the monk’s private apartment and was nicely furnished. She was much pleased and said, “What a nice chamber, and how clean!”


  “Yes, but it is short of the adornment of a woman.”


  She laughed, “Then why don’t you get one?”


  “Where is the donor who would present me with one?”


  “But you asked me to come here to see Buddha’s tooth.”


  “Well, first send away your girl servant, and then I will show it to you.”


  She told the girl to go downstairs, and see whether Old Pan had awakened. The girl went, and the monk closed the door after her.


  Qiaoyun was now alone with him and she laughed. “Why do you close the door?”


  “I am in love with you, and have waited for two years for this opportunity. I hope that we shall now complete our desires.” He embraced her.


  “You must not forget that my husband would be annoyed. You must not try to cheat me. If he finds out he will never forgive you.”


  He knelt down and said, “I hope that you will take pity on me.”


  “You are so skillful in dealing with me but I like to give you big blows upon your face with my hand.” He laughed, “You would enjoy beating me.”


  He then picked her up and carried her to the bed, where he undressed her and had his heart’s desire.


  Thus they enjoyed themselves for a long time, after which the monk embracing her said, “If I die now I shall have no regrets. But today our pleasure has been brief and I should like to arrange a whole night’s assignation.”


  “You must not worry about that. I have a plan. Twenty days out of one month my husband is on duty at the prison. I will bribe my girl servant and she will wait outside the back door. A table will be placed there with incense, and you can easily get in that way. You must arrange for a wandering monk to come at daybreak, and beat a wooden fish at our back door, and then you can depart in due time. You can, of course, bribe him to keep a lookout to see that no one is coming.”


  He was much pleased at this proposal and said, “Admirable! That will do. There is a wandering monk here, named Hu, and I will arrange with him to do so.”


  “I cannot stay here much longer. I am afraid that somebody will suspect me. I must go at once.” She quickly combed her hair, rouged her face again, opened the door, and went downstairs. She told the girl servant to see if Old Pan was now ready, and she went into the original room. The chair-bearers were waiting at the gate. The young monk had followed Qiaoyun, and now conducted her to the gate. She entered her chair and with Old Pan and the servant girl returned home.


  Master Hai soon arranged matters with the wandering monk named Hu who lived at a small temple close by. His duty at the temple was to arise before sunrise, and beat the wooden fish to summon all the monks to prayers.


  The next day the wandering monk went to Old Pan’s house, and met the girl servant who asked him, “Why do you come to the back door?”


  The monk commenced to recite the prayers. Qiaoyun inside heard this, and coming out said, “Are you not the monk who announces the dawn?”


  “Yes, I do that every day. You will also burn some incense to Buddha in the evening.”


  She was much pleased at this, and sent the girl servant upstairs to get a string of cash for the monk. As soon as the girl had gone the monk spoke, “I am the confident of the monk Hai who asked me to come here, and keep a lookout.”


  “I understand,” she said, “you must come again this evening, and have another look. If there is an incense table here you can report to him and he can visit me.”


  The monk nodded his head as the girl just then returned, and handed him the money. He went his way.


  Qiaoyun went upstairs, and there told the girl servant her plan, and gave her some money.


  That evening Yang Xiong left for his duty in the prison. The girl servant duly placed the incense table near the back door, and shortly afterwards a man wearing a hat, contrary to clerical custom, entered the gate, and the girl asked who he was, but the man did not reply, but continued on his way. Qiaoyun who was near, however, took the cap from the man’s head, and seeing then the shining skull of the monk she exclaimed, “What an excellent disguise!” They embraced, and went upstairs. The servant took the incense table inside and closed the door. The lovers passed a happy night together. The next morning they were both aroused by the sound of the wooden fish being beaten. Hai the Tutor, quickly dressed and said, “I must go now, but I will come again this evening.”


  From that day the monk visited Qiaoyun in this way every time that the husband was away from home. Old Pan was always asleep, and they had to hoodwink only Shi Xiu. This affair went on for more than a month.


  Now Shi Xiu was attending to the affairs of the butchery and although he had some suspicion about the conduct of Qiaoyun he had not seen anything further to convince himself. He was a very early riser and every day he heard the wandering monk strike the wooden fish at daybreak. But Shi Xiu hearing the sound knew that it meant something.


  On the 15th day of the eleventh month Shi Xiu was awake very early, and he listened to the beating of the wooden fish, and then also heard the traveling monk say, “Buddha saves everyone from trouble and difficulties.” Shi Xiu got up, and peeping through a crack in the door he saw a man wearing a cap go out by the back door, and depart with the wandering monk. A short time afterwards he saw the girl servant close the back door. He ejaculated, “Why does my adopted brother tolerate such a woman! She is evidently deceiving him, and does some underhand affair.” He went about his business in the abattoir as usual, and then in the afternoon went into the town to collect some accounts, but instead went to the yamen to see Yang Xiong. On the way he saw him who asked him, “Where are you going?”


  “I came to collect accounts,” said Shi Xiu, “and then thought of finding you.”


  “I have always been very busy, but now we can have a little wine together if you will come with me,” said Yang Xiong. He then took Shi Xiu to a wine shop near at hand where they sat down in a quiet corner, and Yang Xiong ordered wine and food.


  They drank three cups of wine, and then Yang Xiong noticed that Shi Xiu was hanging his head down as though lost in thought.


  Yang Xiong was a quick-tempered man. “I see that you have been upset by something. Is there someone at our home who has said anything against you?”


  “There was nothing of that kind at our home,” said Shi Xiu. “Elder brother, you have always treated me well as your own brother, but there is something I do not dare to speak to you about.”


  “Why do you talk, my younger brother, in this unusual way today? Whatever is in your mind you may tell me!”


  “Elder brother, you go to your office every day so that you cannot know what is happening at home. Your wife is not a good woman, but although I have known this for some time I did not dare to tell you before this. But today all has been made quite clear so that I can tell you the truth. I hope you will excuse my straightforwardness.”


  “I have no eye at my back,” said Yang Xiong, “so please tell me who the man is.”


  “Some days ago when you had Buddhist prayers at your house, I noticed that the monk Hai was exchanging loving glances with your wife. Three days afterwards she and Old Pan went to the temple to fulfill a vow, and upon their return I noticed that they were both drunk. Nowadays I have heard a monk striking a wooden fish in the alley behind your house. As I thought it strange, so today I got up very early, and saw the monk Hai leave your house wearing an ordinary cap. What do you want this woman for?”


  Yang Xiong was very angry at this, and said, “How dare that bitch do this?”


  “Please do not lose your temper,” said Shi Xiu. “You must not mention this matter today, and tomorrow you must tell your people that you are going to the office. Then you can return about midnight, and knock at the door of your house. The monk will try to leave by the back door. I will wait there, and seize him and hand him over to you.”


  “A good idea,” said Yang Xiong, “I will do as you say.”


  After finishing their wine they separated. Yang Xiong spent the afternoon with some colleagues practicing with fencing sticks, and he drank so much wine that he was drunk by evening. When he returned home his wife undressed him, and assisted him to bed. When Yang Xiong saw his wife doing this he remembered what he had heard about her. There is an old saying, “When drunk, people talk of affairs.” Pointing at his wife he now said, “You deceiver! I shall kill you some day or other.”


  She was startled, but did not reply. She waited upon him, and heard his rambling remarks, “You filthy whore! You deserve—deserve—deserve to be killed. I—I cannot— I cannot spare your life.”


  She dare not take any notice of this, and waited until he fell asleep. About 5 A.M. Yang Xiong awoke out of his drunken sleep, and asked for water which his wife got for him. He asked her, “Wife, why did you not undress?”


  “I saw that you were drunk, and being afraid that you might vomit I did not undress to sleep.”


  “What did I say in my drunkenness?” asked Yang Xiong.


  “Previously you have always been quiet when drunk, but last night you seemed to be cross about something.”


  “For quite a few days I have not drunk with Shi Xiu so I want you to treat him to some wine.”


  She did not reply to this, but sat down on a couch and cried bitterly.


  “Wife, I came home drunk last evening, and yet I did not provoke you. What are you troubled about?”


  She did not reply to this, but only put her hands over her eyes. He again asked the question without getting a reply, and she now pretended to cry. He thereupon took hold of her, and carried her to his bed, and repeated his question. Still crying she now answered, “When my parents married me to the clerk Wang they thought that I was settled for life, but who would have expected that in mid-life he would die, and leave me a widow. When I met you, and saw that you were a great hero I married you, but I never expected that you could not protect me.”


  “You talk in a strange manner. Who has deceived you, and where did I not protect you?”


  “I would not say just now, but I am afraid that you have been cheated by him, and if I told you you would only be angry.”


  “You can say just what you have to say.”


  “Then if I tell you, you must keep your temper. When you first brought Shi Xiu here he had good manners, but since then he has shown his true habits. Now when you stay away from home he would approach me saying, ‘Your husband will not return tonight so that you will find it very dull and cold by yourself.’ But I gave him no notice although he said that every day. But what is more important is this. Yesterday morning I was washing my face in the kitchen, and he entered by the back door. Seeing no one else about he came up and fondled my breasts with his hand. I pushed him away, but was afraid to call out as I did not want our neighbors to hear as that would have made them talk about your disgrace. I intended to tell you when you returned, but alas! you were too drunk to understand. I detest that man and yet you ask about his condition.”


  Yang Xiong was very angry at this, and said, “‘In drawing a tiger, you show its skin, but not its bones; in knowing man, you may know his face, but not his heart.’ He told me that it was the young monk Hai who was doing this, but it was evidently he himself, who has been guilty. He is no longer my sworn brother, and tomorrow he shall get out.” In the morning Yang Xiong went downstairs, and spoke to Old Pan, “That butchery business is finished. I want you to close the business, and take down all the fittings and furniture at once.” This was done.


  That morning when Shi Xiu came to open the abattoir he found that all the tools, etc. had been removed. But he was very understanding, and soon guessed what had happened. He laughed, “So, this is the way! Yang Xiong has let the cat out of the bag while drunk. He has told his wife what I said, and in order to protect herself, she has manufactured some slander about me, and got her husband to close the business. If I tried to defend myself it would lead to other people knowing of the trouble, and so my friend Yang Xiong would lose face. I will retreat one step and think of some other plan of clearing myself.” So he went inside the abattoir, and packed up his things.


  Yang Xiong was afraid that Shi Xiu was too ashamed to come to see him, so he went off to his office.


  Shi Xiu took his sword and baggage to Old Pan’s house and said, “I have given you much inconvenience, and as my sworn brother has now closed the business I will go. I have settled the accounts, and you will find everything in order. Should there be some slight mistakes in the accounts then may Heaven punish me for it.”


  As Yang Xiong had told Old Pan to close the business the latter could not do anything, and so Shi Xiu departed. He soon found an inn in the town where he engaged a room. There he meditated, “I am an intimate friend of Yang Xiong, and if I do not make the whole affair clear it would ruin his life. Just now he is hoodwinked by his wife, and I am not going to raise any objection. Eventually, however, I must make the matter clear to him. In the meantime I will find out when he is on duty, and then watch what goes on at his home during the night.”


  After staying in the inn for two days, he made inquiries at Yang Xiong’s neighborhood. In the evening he saw a messenger from the jail came to take Yang’s beddings so he concluded that Yang Xiong would sleep at the jail that night. He went to the inn and slept until about 3 A.M. when he got up, took his sword, quietly slipped out of the inn and going to the alley at the back of Yang Xiong’s house he hid there in a dark spot. About 4 A.M. he saw the wandering monk arrive, and begin looking around. Shi Xiu crept up behind the monk, and seizing hold of him placed the blade of his sword across the back of the monk’s neck. He said, “Keep quiet or I will kill you. Speak the truth! Why does monk Hai tell you to come here and do this?”


  “Kind sir, spare my life and I will tell you the truth.”


  “Be quick then! I will not kill you.”


  The monk said, “The monk Hai comes here every night to stay with Yang Xiong’s wife. I come in the evening to report whether there is an incense table outside, and if so he enters the house. At 5 A.M. I come and beat the wooden fish to awaken him to leave the house.”


  “Where is he now?” asked Shi Xiu.


  “He is asleep in the house. If I strike the wooden fish he will come out.”


  “Well, let us change clothes,” said Shi Xiu. The monk took off his clothes, and then Shi Xiu killed him on the spot. Shi Xiu put on the monk’s robes, and then struck the wooden fish. Monk Hai in bed heard the sound, dressed and quickly left the house. As Shi Xiu was still beating the wooden fish the monk Hai spoke in a low voice, “That is enough! I am here!”


  Shi Xiu took no notice of this, but coming up to the monk Hai, he pushed the monk to the ground. Shi Xiu held the monk down and exclaimed, “Hold your tongue! If you make a noise I will kill you. I am going to take away your gown.” The monk now recognized Shi Xiu, and was afraid. He let Shi Xiu take all his clothes so that he was soon stark naked.


  Then Shi Xiu took his sword and killed him. He then placed the sword in the hand of the first monk he had killed, wrapped up the dead men’s clothes, and made off to his inn.


  He very quietly opened the door, and shut it after him and went to sleep without being seen by anyone.


  That morning a hawker of cakes and congee happened to pass the dead bodies, and fell over them in the dark. The small boy who accompanied him called out, “Here is a drunken monk.” The hawker got up, and found his hands covered with blood, and was much upset. He made such a noise that the neighbors came out with lights, and disclosed the two dead bodies lying in blood. They seized the hawker, and took him to the yamen.


   


  Misfortune dropped from Heaven,


  And fell on this poor man.


  



  CHAPTER 45

   

  Yang Xiong Murders His Wife; Shi Xiu Sets Fire to an Inn


   


   


   


  UPON reaching the yamen the neighbors went into the court, and the magistrate soon came and took his seat. The neighbors all knelt down, and made a statement: “This hawker fell down with his load of cakes and congee. When we came we saw two corpses on the ground—one was a monk, and the other a traveling monk—and they were both naked. There was a monk by the side of the traveling monk.”


  The hawker then stated: “I always go out early every morning selling my cakes and congee. This morning as I was going along I stumbled over something at that spot, and all my food was spilt, and my cups and plates broken. Sir, please have pity on me! I was surprised to see the two dead bodies. When the neighbors came they arrested me, and brought me to your yamen. I request your honor to have the matter carefully investigated.”


  The magistrate had this statement duly recorded, and issued an order for the neighborhood chief and the coroner to examine the case and report. These men held a post-mortem and duly made their report in detail. They gave their opinions that the traveling monk for some unknown reason had murdered the monk Hai, and then being conscious of his guilt had committed suicide. The magistrate summoned all the monks of that temple to come to court, but when he explained to them the conclusions of the coroner there was not a single one who could throw any light on the mystery.


  The magistrate released the neighbors on bail and ordered the temple to arrange for the burial.


  On this strange amorous affairs some neighbors composed a song:


   


  We laugh at the monk of Baoen Monastery,


  Who loved a woman willing,


  And risked their lives for pleasures gay,


  The idle moments filling.


   


  For pleasure which was uncontrolled,


  The blind, dumb Gods consented,


  For well they knew the sin unfold,


  They’d both be unlamented.


   


  They should have waited and avoid


  The trial—who was stronger;


  The ground from blood would have been free,


  And they had lived much longer.


   


  Other neighbors listening to this song also composed one as follows:


   


  Lust invites murder,


  Without failure;


  And lays down the cleaver,


  By a naked figure.


   


  Big baldhead died today.


  With little baldhead lusty;


  Pursued by bosom comrade,


  In all faith mighty.


   


  These two songs were sung in every street in that neighborhood. The wife of Yang Xiong heard them with a distracted stare, but she dared not say a word and felt much worried.


  Yang Xiong heard of the two murders, and understood who had done the deed. He thought, “I had unjustly condemned him on insufficient evidence. I have leisure today, so I will go and find Shi Xiu, and ask him what he knows about the case.”


  Yang Xiong left the yamen, and had just crossed the bridge when he heard someone behind him calling out, “Elder brother, where are you going?” Upon turning round he saw that it was Shi Xiu and said, “Younger brother, I was looking for you.”


  “Elder brother, please come to my place where we can talk matters over.” They both went to Shi Xiu’s inn where they sat down in a small room. There Shi Xiu asked, “Elder brother, did I not tell you the truth?”


  ‘‘Younger brother, please excuse me for the mistake I made. I got drunk that day, and accused my wife, and she turned round and said many bad things about you. I was now coming to find you, and was going to confess my fault.”


  “Elder brother, I may not be without a fault, but I am a perfectly honest man so how could you think of me as capable of doing such things? I was afraid that you had been deceived by some ruse, and therefore, I came to find you, and show you a proof of my innocence.” He thereupon spread out the monks’ robes.


  When Yang Xiong saw the robes he became excited, and said, “Younger brother, excuse me. Tonight I will hack that woman into small pieces, and so appease my wrath.”


  Shi Xiu laughed, “You are getting angry again. As you work in the yamen you are supposed to know all about the law. How could you kill her when you have not caught her in the act? Also if I have been telling you nonsense, you would make a mistake in killing her.”


  “Then what should I do?”


  “It would be better if you follow my advice. Outside the East Gate there is Cuibing Mountain, a very lonely spot. Tomorrow you can tell your wife that you want her to accompany you to sacrifice at a temple. She can also take her maidservant with her. I will go there beforehand and when you arrive you can confront her with me, and we will go over the whole matter. Then you can sign a bill of divorcement and release her. Would not that be better?”


  “You need not go into details. I know your innocence. That woman is the liar.”


  “Of course I want you to know all that has passed between those two.”


  “Your plan is admirable,” said Yang Xiong. “I will go tomorrow with that slut, and I hope that you must not fail to come.”


  “If I do not turn up tomorrow then you can assume that I am the liar,” said Shi Xiu.


  The two friends then took leave of each other, and Yang Xiong returned to his work at the yamen. Upon reaching home that evening he did not say a word, but let everything be as usual. The following morning when he got up he, however, said to his wife, “Last night I dreamt that a spirit accused me of having overlooked some vow. I now remember that I once took a vow at a temple outside the East Gate, and have not yet fulfilled my oath. As I have leisure today, I will go there and would like you to come with me.”


  “Why not go alone,” replied his wife. “What is the use for me to go with you?”


  “My oath concerned our marriage so that it is necessary for both of us to go.”


  “In that case we will get away immediately after breakfast,” said his wife.


  “I will go and hire a sedan chair, and buy some incense,” said Yang Xiong. He also told the maidservant to get ready, and go with them. He then went to the inn and spoke to Shi Xiu of the arrangements made. Shi Xiu asked him to leave the sedan chairs when halfway up the hill, and walk the remainder of the distance, as it was not advisable to have outsiders about the temple. Yang Xiong agreed to this, and then went to buy the incense and paper. When he got back he found that his wife and servant were dressed up in their best. The wife got in the sedan chair, and Yang Xiong and the maidservant walked behind. When outside the East Gate Yang Xiong quietly told the carriers that they were to go to Cuibing Mountain, and that he would pay them well. They duly reached the mountain in about two hours as the place was only about seven li from the town. The mountain was covered with green grass, and tall poplars, but there was no temple there. When halfway up the mountain Yang Xiong stopped, and told the chair carriers to rest at that place while the three of them would walk the rest of the way.


  His wife asked, “Why have we come to such a place as this?”


  But Yang Xiong told her not to ask useless questions. The three then started off, and soon reached the top of the mountain where they met Shi Xiu.


  The wife then asked, “How is it you did not bring the paper and incense up here?”


  “I told one of the men to bring that up here,” replied Yang Xiong. He took his wife towards an ancient grave that was there. Shi Xiu put his bundle and sword and stick against the trunk of a tree after which he saluted Pan Qiaoyun.


  She hurriedly asked, “How is it that you have come here?” As she spoke she stared with fear.


  “I have been waiting here for you for a long time,” he replied.


  Yang Xiong turned to his wife, “A few days ago you made some serious charges against my sworn brother that he laid his hand on your breasts. There is nobody about here so you two can now discuss that matter, and make things clear.”


  The wife exclaimed, “Ai Ya! Why talk about bygone matters?”


  Shi Xiu stared at her, “Madame, why not?”


  “There is nothing to talk about unless you yourself have said something,” she replied.


  “Madame! Is that so?” He then opened his bundle and spread out on the ground the dead monks’ clothes. “Do you recognize this clothing?” asked Shi Xiu.


  Qiaoyun blushed scarlet, and did not reply.


  Shi Xiu seized the sword, and handed it to Yang Xiong, saying, “You had better ask the maidservant.”


  Yang Xiong seized the girl, and made her kneel down before him. He spoke in a loud voice, “Now you speak the truth and I will forgive you for what you have done. But if you speak only one lie I shall most certainly kill you on the spot.”


  “Sir,” replied the maidservant, “this is not an affair of mine. Do not kill me, and I will speak the truth.” She then told him all that had occurred between his wife and the monk, and how she had been bribed to do her part of the plot.


  Yang Xiong now seized his wife and called out, “Now bitch, tell me the truth, and if you say no falsehood I will not kill you.”


  “It was my mistake,” said his wife. “As we are man and wife, I beg for your forgiveness.”


  “We cannot pass this over so easily, elder brother,” said Shi Xiu. “Why should she not give a full explanation?”


  “I agree! Bitch, give me the whole truth!” shouted Yang Xiong.


  The woman then confessed completely, and told all that had been arranged and carried on with the monk.


  Yang Xiong then told Shi Xiu to strip his wife naked which was done. Yang Xiong then took his sash and tied her to the tree. Shi Xiu took the ornaments out of the servant’s hair, and said to Yang Xiong while he handed him the sword, “Why should we spare this little plotter. If she remains there will always be a source from which trouble might grow.”


  “That is so,” said Yang Xiong; “I will kill her myself.”


  The maidservant saw that she was in a dangerous position, and attempted to shriek, but Yang Xiong, with one blow, cut her in two.


  The woman tied to the tree called out, “Brother-in-law, please intervene!”


  “This is not my affair,” replied Shi Xiu.


  Yang Xiong stepped up to the tree, took hold of the woman’s tongue, and cut it off with his sword. He then pointed at her and said, “You whore! I have almost been deceived by you. You nearly estranged me from my sworn brother, and might have put an end to my life some day. I think you must have some strange heart inside you so I am going to have a look at it.” He plunged his sword into her breast, ripped open her belly. He took out her heart, spleen, liver, kidneys, and lungs, and hung them up on the tree, and then cut her into seven parts. He then asked Shi Xiu to come near and discuss matters. He said, “Now we have killed the adulterer and the adulteress too. But where shall we now go for safety?”


  “We have both committed murder,” said Shi Xiu, “and the only thing left for us is both to join the brigands at Liangshan Marsh.”


  “Stop a bit! Neither of us know a single person at that place so it is unlikely that they will accept us.”


  “You overlook the fact, elder brother, that Song Jiang is in charge there, and he is famous everywhere as a man who is always on the lookout for heroes. We both have military skill so how could he turn us away?”


  “When things are difficult at first and quite easy afterwards there will be no regret. But as I am an official I am afraid that I should arouse their suspicions, and that they would not be willing to welcome us.”


  Shi Xiu laughed and asked, “Was he not a clerk in a yamen himself at one time? But you must not forget that on the day we first drank in an inn I had been with two men, and they were leaders from Liangshan Marsh. They even gave me a present of silver, and they will remember me.”


  “Very well, younger brother, you go on the road to Liangshan Marsh, and I will return home and get some money to cover our traveling expenses.”


  “That will not do, because if you enter the town you would have a difficulty in getting out if they hear of what has happened today. People would undoubtedly inquire about your wife’s absence. I have however enough money in this bundle to cover all our traveling expenses. So we had better both go together straightway by the road on the other side of the mountains.”


  They both then packed up their things and set forth. They had only gone a short distance when they heard a voice behind them, and turning round saw a man emerging from the trees. He called, “I have been listening to all that you have said, and after committing murder in broad daylight you are now escaping to Liangshan Marsh.” Yang Xiong recognized the man as Shi Qian, a native of Gaotang Prefecture, who however had lived in that neighborhood for many years. He was well known as a housebreaker, and was particularly good in scaling walls. He was known as the ‘Flea on the Drum.’


  “What are you doing here?” asked Yang Xiong.


  “Nowadays I have nothing to do,” replied Shi Qian, “so I came here to open some ancient grave and take the things. I happened to see you arrive, and was a witness of what happened but I dared not intervene. I heard you two talking about going to Liangshan Marsh and joining the bandits. For a long time I have been stealing all kinds of things even chickens, cats, and dogs so I thought I had better join you. Would you mind if I go along with you?”


  “I think they would be pleased to have you at Liangshan Marsh,” said Shi Xiu. “You can accompany us if you like.”


  Shi Qian knew a small footpath, and led the other two.


  The two sedan chair carriers waited until evening without seeing the three persons return. Although Yang Xiong had told them not to go up the mountain yet at last they went to see what was the cause of the delay. They saw a flock of crows on a grave making a great noise, and upon approaching they saw that the crows were eating the viscera hanging from the tree. They were startled, and immediately hurried down the mountain, and informed Old Pan who went with them to the yamen to report the case. The magistrate heard the reports, and ordered the coroner to investigate the case on the spot.


  Upon his return he reported all that he had seen, and gave the names of the victims. The magistrate at once recollected the murder of the two monks, and cross-examined Old Pan who told him all that he knew of the seducing affairs. The magistrate correctly summed up the case that Shi Xiu had killed the monks, and Yang Xiong had killed his wife and the girl servant. He issued summons for the arrest of those two men.


  Yang Xiong, Shi Xiu, and Shi Qian continued on their way, and one evening, at dusk when near Xianglin Hollow they stopped at an inn near a stream. They told the waiter that they had walked about thirty li that day and were hungry. The waiter said there were no other guests at the inn, and if they liked they could cook the food themselves as the pans were quite clean.


  “Have you any meat here?” asked Shi Qian.


  “We had some meat early this morning, but people in the surrounding villages have bought it all during the day,” replied the waiter. “We have a little wine left, and also some vegetables.”


  “All right, that will do,” replied Shi Qian. “Give us also some rice and we will do our own cooking.”


  This was done, and while Shi Qian did the cooking, Shi Xiu arranged their baggage and spread out their beddings. Yang Xiong took a woman’s silver hairpin, and gave it to the waiter as payment for the food, etc. Shi Qian got a bucket of water for them to wash their feet and hands. When the wine was ready they asked the waiter to drink with them. Shi Xiu noticed that there were many halberds hanging on the wall under the eaves of the inn so he asked the waiter why they had so many arms.


  “Those belong to the landlord of this inn,” replied the waiter.


  “What kind of man is your master?”


  “As you are travelers, why do you not know the name of this place?” replied the waiter. “The mountain here is called the Dulong Mountain. The high ridge is the Dulong Ridge. Our master lives on the top of that ridge. Within a radius of about five li round this place is the Zhu Family Village. Our headman is Zhu Chaofeng, and he has three sons who are known as the three heroes. In this area there are about five hundred laborers who all work for our headman, and he supplies them with these halberds. This inn is called the Zhu Family Inn, and we generally have about ten men staying here who act as a guard, and those are their halberds.”


  “But what do they use the halberds for in such a quiet place as this?” asked Shi Xiu.


  “This place is not very far from Liangshan Marsh, so that we are always afraid of those bandits coming here to borrow grain from us.”


  “If I give you some money will you sell me one of those halberds?” asked Shi Xiu.


  “I cannot do that,” said the waiter. “All the halberds are numbered, and I have to account for the lot. If one was missing I should be beaten with sticks. Our master has very severe rules about such matters.”


  “I was only joking,” said Shi Xiu laughingly. “You must not be afraid of us.”


  “I have now had enough, and will now retire, and go to sleep. You gentlemen can go on drinking,” said the waiter.


  When the waiter had gone the three men went on drinking, but Shi Qian suddenly asked, “Wouldn’t you like some meat with this?”


  “The waiter said they had sold all the meat so that there is none left,” replied Yang Xiong.


  Shi Qian laughed loudly at this, and going to the kitchen came back with a large chicken.


  “When I went outside to relieve bowels I noticed this bird in the roost,” said Shi Qian. “As I could find no meat, I went and killed this chicken, plucked it and cooked it. So that is how we can have it now.”


  “You are still a thief when you take things like this,” answered Yang Xiong.


  “He evidently has not reformed his old habits,” said Shi Xiu laughingly.


  The three still laughing set to, and soon tore up the whole bird for their meal.


  But the waiter could not go to sleep, and very soon he took a stroll round. He saw on the table the bones and feathers, and going to the roost found that the bird was missing. So he hurried back into the room, and asked, “Gentlemen, you seem to have no manners. Why did you steal our rooster?”


  “No! No!” exclaimed Shi Qian. “We bought a bird on the way here, and have not seen yours.”


  “Then where has our bird gone to?”


  “Perhaps a stray cat, a weasel or a kite has taken it. But we know nothing about it,” said Shi Qian.


  “The bird was in the roost when I left you,” said the waiter, “so if you have not stolen it who has?”


  “We will not wrangle any further,” said Shi Xiu; “we will pay for what you have lost.”


  “But the cock was our dawn announcer so all our affairs will be upset now that it has gone. Even ten taels of silver would not be enough, and I must ask you to return us our cock.”


  “Who are you trying to fool?” asked Shi Xiu in a temper. “If we do not make up for your loss what would you do?”


  The waiter laughed and replied, “You should not make trouble here, as this inn is unlike others, and you might be arrested on a charge of being bandits from Liangshan Marsh.”


  Shi Xiu cursed the man saying, “Even if we were from Liangshan Marsh how could you arrest us, and get a reward from your village chief?”


  The waiter without replying called out, “Robbers,” and immediately about five men rushed into the room. But Shi Xiu met them, and one by one he knocked the men down with his fist. As the waiter was still complaining, Shi Qian slapped his face, and stopped his noise. The five men picked themselves up, and retreated through the back door.


  “Those men will soon bring others, so we better have a big meal and get away,” said Yang Xiong.


  The three friends after a hearty eating, picked up their things, and helped themselves to a halberd each from the inn’s stock.


  Shi Xiu said, “If we are going to be hung we might as well be hung for a house as for a cock,” so saying he rushed into the kitchen, lit a torch, and began to set fire to the inn. Very soon the whole place was in flames. The three friends set off, but they had not gone far when they found themselves surrounded in the distance on all sides by many hundreds of men with torchlights.


  Shi Xiu said, “Let us keep cool, and try to find a footpath somewhere.”


  Yang Xiong said, “It would better to stop in one place, and kill these men one by one as they come up to us. We may not go until daybreak.” While he was speaking, some of the men were quite close, and they were armed with sticks. Yang Xiong attacked them, and soon killed about seven men, when the rest retreated. Shi Xiu had done the same thing in another direction with the same result. The three friends continued on their way, but did not notice the men hidden in the grass until one of them grabbed hold of Shi Qian with a hooked pole, and pulled him down into the tall grass. Shi Xiu went to his assistance, but another pole grabbed hold of him. Yang Xiong saw this, and struck the pole with his halberd, and freed his friend. He then stabbed in the grass at the hidden men, and shouting in pain they soon all ran away. But Shi Qian was missing, and the two friends saw no means of rescuing him. They therefore continued on their way, and following any small path they saw they went towards the east. They soon found themselves outside the circle of flaming torches. They walked during that night, and early the following morning they stopped at an inn. There they had just finished their breakfast when they noticed a man outside who had big eyes and ears. He had a rough appearance, wearing brown silk clothes, with a white belt.


  He called out to the waiter, “Our master tells you to go to his village with a load.”


  Yang Xiong recognized the man, and asked him what he was doing there. The man then recognized Yang Xiong and saluted.


   


  Union, ‘twixt three hamlets broken,


  Roaring tigers make much sorrow.


  



  CHAPTER 46

   

  The Striking Hawk Twice Writes a Letter; Song Jiang First Attacks the Zhu Family Village


   


   


   


  YANG XIONG raised the man and then introduced him to Shi Xiu as Du Xing of Zhongshan Prefecture. He had a fierce face, and therefore people called him the “Demon Face.” Previously he had come to Jizhou Prefecture, and had entered into business with some other men. During a quarrel with his partner he had lost his temper and killed him. He had been arrested and tried, but Yang Xiong, knowing that he was very skillful with the cudgel and lance, had saved his life by getting a light sentence passed.


  The man asked, “On what official business do you come here, my benefactor?”


  Yang Xiong whispered in his ear, “I committed murder at Jizhou, and am now escaping to Liangshan Marsh, where I shall join the brigands.” He then told him about all the trouble at the inn and how Shi Qian had been captured.


  “You need not worry about that matter,” said Du Xing, “because I can arrange for Shi Qian to be released.”


  They asked him to join them at the wine. Du Xing then explained that at that village he was entrusted by the headman with important matters, and he had great influence there. There were three villages in close alliance, and altogether they supported an armed force of about 20,000 men. The most influential man was Zhu Chaofeng who had three valiant sons named “Dragon,” “Tiger,” and “Tiger’s Cub.” They had a drill instructor named Luan Tingyu, nicknamed “Iron Staff,” who was invincible. In the western village was a headman who had a son called Hu Cheng, nicknamed “Flying Tiger,” who was very courageous. His sister, Hu San Niang, nicknamed “Ten Feet of Green,” was a skilled rider, and could fight with a sword in each hand. At the village on the east side was a man Li Ying, nicknamed “Striking Hawk,” who was his master who always carried five thowing knives on his back, and could throw these a hundred paces, and kill men at that distance. These villages supported each other whatever the risk or danger, and were prepared to fight gainst the brigands of Liangshan Marsh when they came to command the grain. Du Xing offered to take them to Li Ying and get him to release Shi Qian.


  They accepted this offer, and settled their accounts with the innkeeper. They then followed Du Xing to the Li Family Village. Yang Xiong noticed that it was a big village, with a moat all round. The banks of the moat were very high, and on the top were many hundreds of large willows. They crossed a drawbridge and passed through a gate in a wall. They came to the principal hall in front of which were over twenty racks filled with spears, swords, etc., all of which were polished bright and in good order.


  Du Xing asked the other two to wait outside while he went inside to announce their arrival. It was not long before Li Ying came out, and after being introduced invited Yang Xiong and Shi Xiu to come inside. When they had had some wine Yang Xiong explained the object of their visit, and as a result Li Ying told his scribe to write a letter asking for the release of Shi Qian, and sent a mounted messenger with it to the neighboring Zhu Family Village. It was not long before the messenger returned and reported that the headman had at first been willing to release Shi Qian. But when his three sons heard of it they objected, and insisted upon Shi Qian being sent to the magistrate for trial.


  Li Ying was surprised at this, and wondered what was the use of the alliance when even his urgent letter had been ignored. He asked Du Xing to go there himself, and try to secure the release.


  Du Xing agreed to go, but asked Li Ying to write a letter by his own hand which he would take with him. This was done, and mounting a horse Du Xing galloped off.


  It was almost night time before Du Xing returned. As he dismounted they saw that he was in a towering rage. His face was red with passion, and as he raised his lips he showed the tightly set teeth. For some time he could not speak.


  “Take your time and tell us all about it,” said Li Ying at last.


  Du Xing slowly repressed his anger, and then spoke, “I took your letter to the village and dismounted at the third gate where the three sons of Zhu Chaofeng were seated. I saluted them separately and then ‘Tiger’s Cub’ called out, ‘Well, what do you come here for?’


  “I replied in a respectful manner, ‘I have here a letter from my master.’ I presented it. ‘Tiger’s Cub’ showed annoyance as he replied, ‘Why does your master not understand human affairs? Early this afternoon he sent some fellow here with a letter asking for that brigand Shi Qian to be released. Just now we are going to send him to the magistrate so why have you come here?’


  “I replied that Shi Qian was not a bandit, but was a guest on his way to visit my master. He made a mistake in setting fire to his inn. That you would go tomorrow and make full compensation for the damage done, and hoped that they would overlook the offense and accept a full apology.


  “Then all replied, ‘That cannot be done.’ So I requested them to kindly read your letter, but ‘Tiger’s Cub’ simply took it from me, and tore it into bits without reading it. He then ordered me to get out of their village at once. They also warned me not to incite them to anger any further or they would … I would not dare to speak their exact words—they were really crude—but they said they would arrest you, sir, also as a bandit of the Liangshan Marsh, and send you to the yamen. They told their servants to seize me but I jumped on the horse and galloped off. It is evident that the sworn alliance between our villages is no longer of any value, as those fellows are quite unreasonable.”


  While Li Ying listened to this he became more and more annoyed, and at last called out, “You men! Quickly get my horse ready.”


  Yang Xiong and Shi Xiu asked him to keep cool as they did not wish to see the peaceful relations between the villages disturbed by what they had done. But Li Ying took no notice of this, went indoors, put on his armor, with a large silk gown over it, put his five throwing knives on his back, and took a spear in his hand; put on his iron helmet; and summoned three hundred men to accompany him. Du Xing also put on his armor, and got twenty horsemen to follow him. Yang Xiong and Shi Xiu took their halberds, and also followed.


  It was late in the afternoon when they reached the other village, and there the men stood in ranks. The village was situated on raised ground and had three protecting walls, one inside the other. The walls were built of stone, and were about twenty feet high. The village was surrounded by a moat, over which were two drawbridges in front of the north and south gates. In the towers at the gates were drums, gongs, etc. for summoning the men to fight.


  Li Ying reined in his horse before the bridge, and shouted, “Why have you three sons of the Zhu family defamed me?” At once the gate of the village was opened, and a body of about fifty horsemen galloped out. In front rode the third son, “Tiger’s Cub,” on a roan-colored horse.


  Li Ying pointing at him shouted, “You fellow still have your milk teeth and childhood’s tufts of hair. Your father entered into a sworn alliance with me to defend these villages. If your family had trouble we would render unlimited assistance, or if short of something we would supply it. Today I sent a letter which you tore up. Why did you insult my messenger in that way? Have you no decency?”


  “Tiger’s Cub” replied, “Our family entered into an alliance with you so that we could together resist the encroachments of the bandits at Liangshan Marsh. But now you have become intimate with them and intended open rebellion.”


  “Why do you say that I am intimate with bandits? Why have you arrested an ordinary man, and falsely accused him?” “The prisoner has already confessed that he is a thief so why do you talk in this wild disorderly manner? You cannot hide his crime. You clear off at once, or I will arrest you also.”


  Li Ying was now very angry, and whipping his horse he galloped forward. “Tiger’s Cub” crossed the bridge, and did the same. They met in combat, and charged each other about eighteen times. As the “Tiger’s Cub” could not overcome Li Ying he at last turned his horse round and retreated. Placing his spear on the horse he took his bow and arrow, and turning his body shot at Li Ying who was following close behind. Li Ying tried to avoid the arrow, but it struck him in the shoulder, and he fell off his horse. “Tiger’s Cub” pulled his horse round, and rushed forward to seize Li Ying.


  Yang Xiong and Shi Xiu seeing the danger of Li Ying shouted, seized their halberds, and rushed towards “Tiger’s Cub,” who seeing that the odds were against him retreated. As the horse turned, however, Yang Xiong struck it, and the animal reared with the pain. “Tiger’s Cub” was almost thrown off, but kept his seat. The villagers now rushed forward, and as Yang Xiong and Shi Xiu were not wearing their armor they now retreated along with Du Xing, Li Ying, and their followers. They were pursued for about a li when the villagers returned to the village as it was getting dark.


  Upon reaching their village Li Ying had his wound dressed, and then the four men discussed the position. Yang Xiong expressed regret that all this trouble had arisen through their affairs, and considered that there was no way of obtaining the release of Shi Qian. They thought that the best thing was for them to proceed to Liangshan Marsh, where they would petition Chao Gai to send an expedition to avenge the insult to Li Ying.


  Li Ying agreed to this, and pressed the two men to accept some silver to cover their expenses. At last they accepted the money and left at once for Liangshan Marsh. Li Ying and Du Xing remained behind.


  Yang Xiong and Shi Xiu soon reached the neighborhood of Liangshan Marsh, and stayed at the inn kept by Shi Yong as an outpost. When they inquired about the road to Liangshan Marsh, Shi Yong asked where they came from, and what business they had at the stronghold. When Yang Xiong said they came from Jizhou, Shi Yong immediately asked if his name was Shi Xiu, and when they had all been introduced Shi Yong explained that he had heard all about Shi Xiu from Dai Zong who had just returned, and was staying at the stronghold. Shi Yong then shot a whistling arrow across the lake, and soon a party of bandits appeared in boats. They crossed the lake, and were taken up to the stronghold where they were duly introduced to all the leaders. They explained fully all that had occurred at the Zhu Family Village, and how Li Ying had been grossly insulted.


  When Chao Gai had heard all the details he was angry, and said, “We have gathered here many loyal and brave men, and have bestowed much benefit on the people in the surrounding country. When we go on any expedition we are never deficient in valor. All our brothers here are great heroes. But these two men have been implicated in a petty theft of a chicken, and if we associate with them we shall lose our great reputation. So we must kill these two men, and send their heads to the village to show the people that we have nothing to do with robbers. Then as the people in the village have reviled us we must go there and destroy their village. Thus we shall preserve our reputation for valor.”


  Song Jiang however spoke, “That will not do. These two men did not take part in the theft as that was the affair of Shi Qian who was traveling with them. What they have done was not disgraceful. We have heard several times that the Zhu Family Village has been unfriendly to us. Elder brother, restrain your anger. We have not got a big stock of grain or money, but let us not make too much of that. As they however have insulted us we can go and punish them for that. If we defeat them we shall have food supplies for at least five years. You cannot go yourself because you are our leader, but I will go and command the punitive expedition. If I fail then I will not return. I finally propose that Li Ying be admitted to our numbers.”


  “What you say is extremely proper,” said Wu Yong. “It would not do to kill our brothers who are willing to join us.”


  “It would be better if you kill me instead of these men,” said Dai Zong.


  All the other leaders expressed their support of these views, and Chao Gai agreed. Yang Xiong and Shi Xiu expressed their apologies.


  The following day Song Jiang took three thousand bandits, three hundred mounted men, and nine other leaders. He also placed a similar number of men in charge of Lin Chong and nine other leaders, and these were to be his reserves. They soon reached the neighborhood of the Zhu Family Village and encamped. A tent was erected for Song Jiang, and there he discussed matters with Hua Rong. “I have heard that round this village there are numerous small roads so that it would not be advisable to send our men there at present. We must first send two spies to find out all about the roads, and then we can advance with greater security.”


  Li Kui offered to go as a spy, as he said he had not killed a man for a long time.


  “You must not go now,” said Song Jiang, “because we shall want you when the fighting commences.”


  Li Kui laughed at this. “There is no need to send spies. If you let me have two hundred men I could enter the village, and settle this matter quite easily.”


  “Don’t talk nonsense!” shouted Song Jiang. “You can wait outside until I call for you.”


  As he went out however Li Kui called out, “Those villagers are only like flies. Why are you so nervous?”


  Song Jiang summoned Shi Xiu, and instructed him to go into the village with Yang Lin.


  “The people will already be on the qui vive as your men are here,” said Shi Xiu. “How can we enter the village without being seen?”


  “I can get into the village disguised as a monk,” said Yang Lin. “I will carry the prayer rings, and shake them as I go along. You can follow me some distance behind.”


  “At Jizhou I sold firewood,” said Shi Xiu, “and I think that I may get in the village with a load of firewood.”


  Yang Lin thought this a good idea, and they both agreed to start off that evening. They started off about 5 P.M. and had about three li to go. They noticed the numerous paths and roads on all sides, and that the country was well covered with dense trees. Shi Xiu put down his load, and spoke to Yang Lin as there was no one about. “There are so many footpaths about that I have not yet recognized the road I was on with Li Ying. As it is now getting dark we cannot make out our way very clearly.”


  “We need not worry about that,” replied Yang Lin. “Let us follow what appears to be the main road.”


  They continued their way, and soon came to a place where there were shops and inns, and Shi Xiu stopped in front of an inn. There were many men there with uniforms bearing the character “Zhu.” He spoke to an old man, “Sir, what is the reason for these swords being stacked at every door?”


  “Where do you come from?” asked the old man. “As you do not know you had better go on your way.”


  “I am from Shandong, and having no money I brought this firewood into the village to sell it. I do not know the customs of this place.”


  “You had better get away at once and seek refuge,” said the old man. “It will not be long before there is big fighting here.”


  “What will the fighting be about?”


  “You evidently do not know, but I will tell you. This village hates the bandits of Liangshan Marsh, but they are now encamped just outside the village. Our chief has summoned all the men to assemble here.”


  “And how many men are there in this village?”


  “In this village there are about ten thousand men, but the other village would also join us in any fighting.”


  “Why are you afraid of Liangshan Marsh brigands when you have so many men?”


  “Even I myself was nearly seized when I first came here. There is an old saying that the roads round this place are so well arranged that men might enter the village, but they could not get out.”


  Shi Xiu burst into tears, and bowing said, “What hard lines for me! I cannot go back even if I sell my firewood. So I will give you this firewood if you will tell me how I can get away.”


  “I cannot accept your offer, but I do not mind buying the firewood from you. Please come inside my house, and take a meal before returning.”


  Shi Xiu thanked him for this, and followed the old man into the house. After partaking of the congee offered, Shi Xiu again asked to be shown the way out.


  “You just go your way in the village until you come to a poplar tree where you can turn. You must not turn if there is no poplar tree, or there would be death. No other trees will do—take no notice of them. If you make one mistake your position will be hopeless, as on the other roads there are hidden pointed stakes and hooks.”


  Shi Xiu thanked him for the information, and asked for his name. The man’s name was Zhongli. Shi Xiu then departed promising to reward him for the food, and wine some other day. Just then there was a great uproar outside, and voices were calling out, “A spy is seized!” Looking out Shi Xiu saw about eighty armed men with a prisoner whom he recognized as Yang Lin. Shi Xiu was much surprised, and turning to the old man asked, “Who is the man? Why have they bound him?”


  “Have you not heard them say that he is a spy? He has evidently got in the village in the disguise of a monk, and not knowing the roads he has taken the wrong road and has been captured. Somebody has recognized him as the bandit, Yang Lin.” Just then a patrol of about fifty men came up in charge of a young man on a white horse. Shi Xiu recognized him, but asked the old man who he was.


  “That is the third son of Old Zhu, our village chief, and is named ‘Tiger’s Cub.’ The girl ‘Ten Feet of Green’ is betrothed to him.”


  Shi Xiu again thanked him, and asked to be shown the road. The man urged him not to go that day, as there was great danger and it was getting dark. After further pressing, Shi Xiu again went indoors. Shortly afterwards there was knocking at the street door, and a voice called out, “The red lamp will be the signal tonight, and when you people see it, you must join the attack on the brigands.” When the man had gone Shi Xiu asked who he was, and was informed that he was the local police inspector and that that night he hoped to arrest Song Jiang. Shi Xiu thought matters over, and then taking a fire, he bade the old man good night and went to the room at the back, and sleep there.


  Song Jiang was waiting in his tent for a long time, and at last as Shi Xiu and Yang Lin had not returned he sent out Ou Peng to see whether he could get any news. When he returned he reported that he had heard cries in the village about a spy. The paths were so numerous and complicated that he dared not go any farther.


  Upon hearing this Song Jiang was very angry. “Evidently they have captured our two brothers so why should we wait here any longer as we cannot get any inside information. We must attack at once, and try to save the lives of our brothers. What do you think of that?” he asked the other leaders.


  “I will fall on slaughtering,” offered Li Kui.


  Song Jiang issued orders that all the men should prepare for an immediate advance. Li Kui and Yang Xiong were to be in charge of the vanguard; Li Jun in charge of the rear guard; Mu Hong on the left wing; Huang Xin on the right wing, while Song Jiang, Hua Rong, and Ou Peng took charge of the main body. There was at once a great hubbub, waving of flags, beating of drums and gongs, and a great display of swords and axes. It was evening. Upon reaching the Zhu Family Village Li Kui found that the bridge had been drawn up, and as there were no lights showing in the village he thought of going through the water. But Yang Xiong held him back, and said, “As the village gates are closed it may be only a plot or trap for us. We will wait until the other leaders arrive, and then we will discuss matters.”


  Li Kui could not endure any delay so lifting aloft his two axes he yelled, “Old Zhu you damned crook! You come out! The ‘Black Whirlwind’ is waiting here for you.”


  No reply came from the village to this challenge. Just then Song Jiang and the other leaders came up, and were told of the position. Song Jiang was surprised not to see even a single man on the other side, and also became suspicious. Suddenly he remarked, “I have made a mistake. In the three Heavenly Books I received it was stated quite clearly, ‘In warfare make no undue haste.’ I forgot about this in my haste to save the lives of our comrade and have brought troops here without proper plans for entering the village. Now that I am here the enemy hides. There is evidently a plot, and I must at once give orders for a retreat.”


  Li Kui said, “But as we have come so far we cannot retreat without doing something. I will go forward, and you can follow me.”


  While he was speaking a skyrocket went up from the village, and instantly on all the hills surrounding the village there were numerous lights from torches. From the tower above the village gate came a shower of arrows. Song Jiang gave the orders for retreat, but Li Jun, leader of the rear guard, came and said, “The road we arrived by is now all obstructed, and there is probably an ambush.” Song Jiang gave an order for a number of horsemen to try and find some other road. Just then another skyrocket went up on one of the surrounding hills, followed by loud shouts from all sides. Song Jiang was quite perplexed.


  Even the strategist with the most elaborate plans could not avoid getting into a tight corner?


   


  Plans to catch a tiger,


       Or a dragon in its den,


  Are ready to capture,


       The extraordinary men.


  



  CHAPTER 47 

   
Ten Feet of Green Arrests Wang Ying; Song Jiang Attacks the Zhu Family Village


   


   


   


  WHEN Song Jiang gave the orders for retreat there soon arose from his men many cries, and when he inquired the reason he was told that the roads were like a maze, and although they had retreated they had all got back to where they started from. He then gave orders that they were to advance to those places where there were torches displayed. Very soon further cries were heard, and he was then informed that his men had tried to get to the lighted torches, but had found the roads studded with bamboo spikes and iron pricks so that they could not advance.


  Song Jiang was very much distressed and had no plans. Just then, however, a cry arose in the left wing of his armed men, “Shi Xiu has returned!” Very soon Shi Xiu appeared, and spoke to Song Jiang, “Keep cool, sir! I know the road. Tell our men to follow the road, and when they come to white poplars they must turn there, and not at any other place.”


  Orders were given accordingly, and when the men had gone about two li they found themselves face to face with a large body of armed villagers.


  Song Jiang asked Shi Xiu about the position.


  They have a lamp as a signal,” replied Shi Xiu.


  “Do you see that lamp among the trees? I have noticed that as we go eastward that lamp also moves eastward, and if we go westward the lamp moves in the same direction. That is evidently done to indicate our directions and movements,” said Hua Rong.


  “How can we stop this movement of the lamp?” asked Song Jiang.


  “That is quite easy,” said Hua Rong. Running forward in front of the vanguard he shot an arrow at the lamp and brought it down. The village guard not seeing the lamp any longer did not know where to go, and were soon in confusion. Song Jiang gave orders for a speedy advance. Shortly there was a great uproar in front, and the torchlights were moving in all directions. Song Jiang called a halt, and sent Shi Xiu to find out the position. He soon returned, and reported that the relief party from Liangshan Marsh had now arrived, and was attacking the village guard in front. Song Jiang ordered an attack so that the village guard was soon between two fires. The villagers soon gave way, and scattered. The united bandits now halted, and encamped on some high ground to await the dawn. The roll was called, and they discovered that Huang Xin was missing. His men said that during the night attack they had got on the wrong road, and Huang Xin had been dragged off his horse by hooks from tall grass.


  Song Jiang was very angry with the men because they had not duly reported this, and threatened to kill those responsible for this dereliction of duty.


  Yang Xiong tried to pacify Song Jiang, “There are three villages in alliance here, but Li Ying’s village is now free from that alliance. Why not go there and talk matters over with Li Ying?”


  Song Jiang admitted that he had forgotten about Li Ying, and at once decided to go to see him. He left Lin Chong and Qin Ming in charge of the temporary camp. Song Jiang took three other leaders and about three hundred cavalry with him. Upon reaching the village they found the drawbridge raised and the gates closed. A drum was sounded on the tower over the gate. Song Jiang called out, “I am Song Jiang from Liangshan Marsh, and have come here only to pay a visit to your chief Li Ying.”


  Du Xing was on the tower, and he recognized some of the leaders. He at once had the gate opened, and taking a boat came across the moat. Upon landing he saluted Song Jiang, and was introduced by Hua Rong and Shi Xiu. Their object in visiting the village was explained, and Du Xing agreed to go back, and report the matter to the chief, Li Ying. When he reached the village hall he found Li Ying seated on a bed with a blanket over his shoulders nursing his wound. When Du Xing had delivered his message Li Ying replied, “Song Jiang is a bandit of Liangshan Marsh so I cannot agree to receive him here. I am above disloyalty, but if I saw him, people would suspect a double game. You can go back, and tell him that I am sick, and as I cannot leave my bed I cannot meet him now, but may see him at some future date. I request him to take back his presents, as I cannot receive them.”


  Du Xing returned, and duly conveyed this message to Song Jiang who understood Li Ying’s meaning. Du Xing then told Song Jiang of the girl Hu San Niang who was betrothed to “Tiger’s Cub,” and was famous as a great warrior. She lived in the Hu Family Village, and that was the place that Song Jiang must be on guard against as Li Ying would remain neutral on account of having been wounded and discourteously treated by the Zhu Family Village. The last-named village had two gates, and to succeed he must attack both gates at the same time. To attack one gate only would lead to disaster. The roads near the front or main gate had been specially made to confuse strangers, but the clue was in following the poplar trees.


  Here Shi Xiu interrupted, “But those poplar trees have all been cut down now, so that clue will be missing.”


  “Even if they have cut them down there will still be the stumps left,” replied Du Xing, “so that there would be no difficulty in broad daylight.”


  Song Jiang thanked Du Xing for the information, and then rode back with his cavalry to the temporary camp. There the leaders had a conference, and heard the news. They all agreed to join in an attack on the Zhu Family Village. Li Kui was very keen on again going in front of the attack, but Song Jiang ordered him to stay behind which rather upset Li Kui, and he sat with head bowed down. Song Jiang selected Ma Lin and three other leaders to accompany him in the vanguard. Dai Zong and eight other leaders were to take men by the moat. While Lin Chong, Hua Rong, and two other leaders were to bring the reserves by two separate roads.


  After all the men had had their food Song Jiang started off displaying a large red flag with the character “shuai,” i.e., commander-in-chief. Upon reaching the Zhu Family Village, Song Jiang halted his men, and noticed that over the gate were two white flags bearing the announcement, “We will fill up the lake and capture Chao Gai. We will tear down the hill at Liangshan Marsh and seize Song Jiang.” Song Jiang was very angry upon reading this, and swore, “If I do not raze this village to the ground I will never go back to Liangshan Marsh.” The other leaders were also angry. Song Jiang waited until he saw that all his men had arrived, and that the two reserve bodies were there, and then gave the order for a general assault on the front gate. He then led part of his men to the other gate. The rear gate was strongly guarded. Approaching from the west, outside the village wall, was a large body of armed men who were shouting and making a great noise. Song Jiang ordered Ma Lin and Deng Fei to take half the men and guard the gate while he took the other half under Ou Peng and Wang Ying to oppose the advancing force. As the force came round a small mound it was seen that it consisted of about thirty horsemen under the command of a young girl—the “Ten Feet of Green”—who rode in front, and carried a sword in each hand. This body was followed by about five hundred armed men on foot.


  “I suppose this must be the powerful daughter of the Hu family we have heard so much about,” said Song Jiang. “Who is willing to meet her in single combat?”


  Wang Ying came forward and shouted, “I will go,” and spurring his horse he dashed forward. Now this man had a weakness for women, and when he saw this girl his only desire was to make her his prisoner.


  Hu San Niang, the “Ten Feet of Green” whipped her horse, and rushed forward for a fight. She was very skillful with the sword, whereas Wang Ying was a superior spearman. They met and after about ten bouts Song Jiang perceived that Wang Ying could not overcome the girl. Wang Ying had thought that he would seize her at once, and at first had only played with his spear. But when he realized that he could not take her easily, he began to use his extreme strength and skill, but found that she was nonplused.


  The girl was quite well educated and intelligent. She thought, “This fellow is very crude, and treats me too lightly,” so she attacked him very strongly. Wang Ying could not stand this, and he pulled his horse round to retreat.


  The girl was however too quick for him. Placing her sword in a rest she raced her horse after Wang Ying, and seizing hold of him pulled him out of his saddle. The villagers rushed forward, and seizing him led him away as a prisoner. Ou Peng seeing this galloped forward to try to save Wang Ying, but found himself in mortal combat with the girl. Ou Peng was the son of a military officer who had instructed him in the use of the lance with which he was very skillful. Song Jiang watched the fight with secret satisfaction. But in spite of his skill Ou Peng could not overcome the girl, he had met his equal. Deng Fei considering the position critical now rushed forward armed with an iron chain. Zhu, the ‘Dragon,’ in command of the Zhu family villagers now rushed forward to assist Hu San Niang by capturing Song Jiang, but was met by Ma Liu with whom he fought. Seeing this Deng Fei returned to protect Song Jiang. Song Jiang seeing these two deadly combats was nonplused, but just then a detachment of horsemen came in view led by Qin Ming who hearing the noise of combat had brought up the reserves. Song Jiang called out, “Qin Ming, you take the place of Ma Lin in this fight!” Now Qin Ming was very hasty, and was already irritated because these people had arrested Huang Xin who had been one of his pupils. Seizing his mace he whipped his horse, and rushed forward to attack Zhu, the ‘Dragon.’ Ma Lin seeing Qin Ming retired, and went off to try to rescue Wang Ying. The girl Hu San Niang, the “Ten Feet of Green” seeing this movement left Ou Peng, and rushed to attack Ma Lin. These two were armed with two swords each, and now there was a brilliant flash of steel as the four swords were lashed, and thrust backwards and forwards. Song Jiang could not distinguish any particular sword as they were so quickly crossed and withdrawn. Qin Ming and Dragon Zhu fought about ten bouts without either gaining an advantage. There now came on the scene another combatant—Drill Instructor Luan Tingyu, who emerged from the village gate on horseback, armed with a lance and a heavy iron mace. Ou Peng was free, and advanced to fight this new man. Luan Tingyu retreated, and Ou Peng galloped after him. Luan Tingyu seeing his opponent near at hand flung the iron mace and knocked Ou Peng off his horse. Seeing this Deng Fei called out, “To the rescue!” and galloped up to engage Luan Tingyu. Song Jiang ordered his men to go and rescue Ou Peng. “Dragon” Zhu had retreated as he could not overcome Qin Ming, and that individual now charged forward also to attack Luan Tingyu. After about twenty bouts with Qin Ming, Luan Tingyu watched his opportunity and also retreated. As Qin Ming was pursuing, Luan Tingyu went into a place where the grass and reeds were very tall and dense. Qin Ming followed him, never suspecting that he was merely going into a trap. Suddenly his horse was pulled down by a lasso, and as he fell he was seized by men who had been waiting in ambush. Deng Fei had seen Qin Ming disappear from his horse, and galloping into the tall grass to rescue him met the same fate, and was also made a prisoner. Song Jiang seeing this, called off Ou Peng and Ma Lin as he saw that they could not overcome their opponents. The three leaders then galloped off in retreat followed by their men. They were pursued by “Dragon” Zhu, Luan Tingyu, and Hu San Niang the “Ten Feet of Green.”


  Song Jiang saw in the distance a horseman approaching followed by about five hundred men. He soon recognized him as Mu Hong. There was also another large body of men to the east of these who he saw were led by Yang Xiong and Shi Xiu. He also was pleased to see another body of men approaching in charge of Hua Rong. Song Jiang gave orders for his men to fight a rearward action, but not to delay their retreat too much as it was getting dusk. Song Jiang was in advance finding the proper road, and while by himself he found that Hu San Niang was chasing him to cut him off from his men. Not being a match or her, Song Jiang retreated, and now there was a very speedy race between the two. Just as they reached a small hillock a man appeared who called out. “Why is that woman pursuing my elder brother?’’ He was none other than Li Kui. The girl seeing this rescue party turned her horse towards a wood near at hand. Just then Lin Chong also appeared accompanied by about ten horsemen. Lin Chong shouted, and the girl without hesitation galloped towards him waving her two swords. They fought for about ten bouts, and then Lin Chong saw her weakness. He allowed her to strike at him with both swords, and warding off the blows with his spear he at the same moment dropped his spear and seized hold of the girl with both hands. He held her firmly, and soon had her bound by his men with ropes. Song Jiang issued an order for all the men to fall back to the place they had started from, and sent Li Kui to carry this order to all the leaders.


  It was now evening. Song Jiang and Lin Chong with their men and prisoner soon reached the rendezvous. The villagers had all withdrawn into the village for the night.


  Song Jiang summoned four sergeants, and about twenty men, all mounted, and gave them instructions to take the girl Hu San Niang to Liangshan Marsh, and hand her over in the custody of his father. Most of the leaders concluded from this that Song Jiang wanted the girl for himself, but they said nothing.


  The following morning a scout came to the camp, and reported that another body of about five hundred men under the commander of Wu Yong was approaching. Song Jiang went out of the camp to receive Wu Yong. Wu Yong had brought a large quantity of rations for the troops.


  Wu Yong said, “Chao Gai heard that you had not been successful yesterday, so he dispatched me with these men, and rations to help you. How did the fight get along these days?”


  “That is a long story,” replied Song Jiang. He then explained what had taken place the previous day. He added that he had no plans but that if he could not succeed in defeating those villagers and rescuing the four comrades he would prefer to die at that place instead of returning to Liangshan Marsh. He dared not face Chao Gai after being in such disgrace.


  Wu Yong laughed at this, and said, “The Zhu Family Village ought of course to be defeated. Just now we have a fortunate opportunity and we can succeed very soon.”


  “But how can we defeat those people?” asked Song Jiang surprisingly.


  Wu Yong still laughed, and took his time to explain matters. Holding up two fingers he explained the position.


   


  A hand stretching forth to seize a cloud,


  Just helped a man enmeshed in net.


  



  CHAPTER 48

   

  Xie Zhen and Xie Bao Escape from Prison; Sun Li and Sun Xin Rescue Men from Prison


   


   


   


  “THE favorable opportunity lies in this,” said Wu Yong, “that our Shi Yong has introduced to our band a man who is a personal friend of Luan Tingyu of the Zhu Family Village. This new recruit knows that you did not succeed in attacking this village, and has suggested a plan of attack. He is now on his way here and in five days his plan will be carried out. What do you think of that?”


  Song Jiang was much pleased upon hearing this.


  Now at Dengzhou in Shandong there were two hunters Xie Zhen and Xie Bao who were very skillful in the use of the trident. Of all the hunters in that district they were the best. Xie Zhen was known as “Double Headed Snake,” while Xie Bao had a nickname “Double Tailed Scorpion.” Both of them had neither father, mother, or wife. They were both over seven feet in height, had broad shoulders, small ordinary waists, and brown complexions. Xie Bao had a rough temper, and at times would “shake heaven and earth.”


  The officials had issued a proclamation that the hunters would be held responsible for killing the tigers in Dengzhou, and if they did not kill the tigers in due time they would be punished. These two hunters had received the order and had prepared poisoned arrows, and then proceeding to the mountains where the tigers were known to be they hid themselves in a tree to wait for the tiger. After waiting there a whole day they returned home without having seen or even heard the tiger. They did this again the following day with the same result. At about 3 A.M. on the third day they again waited in a tree and were so tired that they leaned against each other and fell asleep. They had not yet closed their eyes when they were awakened by a sound of their trap, and springing up they looked around, and saw a big tiger writhing on the ground with the poisoned arrow sticking in its body. Seizing their tridents they ran forward, but the tiger seeing the hunters ran off carrying the poisoned arrow in its body. They followed it. The poison however was taking effect, and very soon the tiger roared loudly and sinking to the ground rolled down the hillside.


  Xie Bao recognized the place down below as the garden of an Old Mao. They went down the hillside, and knocked at the door of the farmstead. It was now daylight and upon being admitted they explained to Old Mao that they had come to take the tiger in his garden they had shot that morning. Old Mao agreed to this, but as he was afraid they were hungry after their nights work he invited them to take food and wine with him, and then go and look for the wounded tiger. They agreed to this and after the meal Old Mao took two of his men, and went with the hunters into the garden, but although they looked everywhere they found no tiger. Old Mao suggested that the hunters had made a mistake as there was no tiger. Xie Bao, however, pointed to a spot where the grass had all been leveled, and there were marks of blood of the tiger on the ground. “It looks as though someone had moved away the tiger,” he said.


  “Do not make such statements,” said Old Mao. “My farm servants did not know anything about a tiger being here, so how could they have had anything to do in the matter? You noticed that when we entered the garden the lock on the gate was rusty and we had to break open the gate. I also came with you to look for the tiger.”


  “Sir, you must hand the tiger over to us so that we can take it to the yamen and get the reward.”


  “What you say is quite unreasonable,” said Old Mao. “Your statements are not correct in suggesting that I have taken the tiger away.”


  “Why should we make false charges?” asked Xie Bao. “Evidently you have taken the tiger, and sent it to the yamen so as to get the reward yourself. We shall be beaten by the magistrate.”


  “That is not my business,” said Old Mao.


  “Well, will you let us search your buildings?”


  “I cannot agree to that. You, a couple of beggars, now have no decency,” said Old Mao.


  The brothers became angry, and began to damage his things by force.


  Old Mao called out: “The Xies are plundering in broad daylight!” Seeing that an ambush was lying in the farmstead, the brothers left the yard saying that they would bring a charge against him in the yamen. They had not gone far when they saw the son of Old Mao on horseback with a group of men, and upon their explaining what had happened he said that some mistake had been made, and asked them to go back to the farmstead with him. They agreed to do this, but upon getting inside the gate of the farmyard the brothers were seized by the farm laborers by order of the son.


  The son then said that the previous day they had shot a tiger themselves. He would hand the hunters over to the yamen for making false claims and trying to make trouble.


  Old Mao had the brothers bound with ropes, and sent them to the yamen for trial. At the yamen the case was dealt with by a recorder named Wang Zheng who was a son-in-law of Old Mao, and he reported the case to the Prefect who ordered the two brothers to be beaten for making false claims. In order to avoid the punishment the brothers made a forced confession. They were then put under heavy cangues and sent to prison. Old Mao and his son talked matters over, and agreed that they could not feel safe until the hunters died in prison so they went to see Wang Zheng, and said they wished the case dealt with more thoroughly, and were willing to bribe the Prefect themselves.


  The jailer Bao Ji was also bribed with the request to kill the two prisoners. But the under-jailer was a cousin by marriage to the Xies and disclosed the plot against the brothers, although they had never met before. The name of the jailer was Yue He, and his nickname was “Iron Flute.” He was well skilled in all military drill, and also in the use of the spear. He knew that the prisoners were good men suffering from gross injustice, so he decided to assist them in escaping. He told them that the head jailer had received a bribe to put them to death. Xie Zhen then asked the under-jailer to take a letter to his aunt’s daughter, married to Sun Xin, who was called Gu Dasao,76 and who kept an inn outside the East Gate. She was very kind to both the prisoners, and upon the matter being explained to her she would make arrangements to rescue them.


  Yue He agreed to do this and asking another under-jailer to take his duty he slipped out of the prison, and duly told Gu Dasao, the “Tigress,” the story, and asked her to rescue the two prisoners.


  She considered the situation bad, and sent a servant for her husband Sun Xin whose nickname was “Young General.” This was a powerful man, very skillful with the iron bludgeon and the spear. He soon arrived, and upon being informed of the trouble he asked Yue He to return to the jail, and they would think of some plan of helping the prisoners to escape. He gave Yue He some money to distribute among the other jailers, and the latter then went back to the jail.


  Sun Xin said that to rescue the prisoners he must go to bring two of his friends. He went straight away, and that evening returned with them. One was Zou Yuan, noted for his honesty and generosity. Because of his fearless disposition he was called the “Forest Dragon.” The other one was Zou Run, the “Horned Dragon,” and he got this nickname through once having knocked down a fir tree with his head. Zou Run upon hearing the details said he had only twenty loyal followers and after attacking the jail and releasing the two prisoners, the district would not be safe for them to stay in and they must all of them make straight for the refuge at Liangshan Marsh. He said he knew the leaders at that place.


  Gu Dasao thought it an excellent plan, and said she would kill any man who would not go with them.


  “But there is still one doubtful point,” said Zou Run. “If we are pursued by cavalry what shall we do?”


  Sun Xin said he had a plan and the next day he went to see his elder brother Major Sun Li who had charge of the cavalry in the town, and by threatening to use force Gu Dasao, the “Tigress,” made him agree to join with them in their plots, and afterwards go with them to Liangshan Marsh.


  The following day Yue He was near the entrance to the jail when he heard the doorbell ringing. He asked who was there, and Gu Dasao gave her name, and said she had brought some food for a prisoner. He knew her object, and admitted her. The jailer Bao Ji had been liberally bribed by Old Mao, and when he was told by Yue He that the woman was a relative of Xie Zhen and Xie Bao, and had brought food for them, he said the food must be left at the gate to be sent in to the prisoners. So Yue He took the food into the inner prison, and handed it to the two prisoners. He told them who had brought it, and said they would soon meet her. He then unlocked the bolt which fastened them to their beds. Just then he heard at the gate an attendant jailer report that Major Sun was at the gate waiting to enter. The jailer Bao Ji replied, “He is in command of troops. What does he want in my prison? Don’t open the door.”


  Now Madame Sun had got near Bao Ji. Again a voice outside the room called out, “Major Sun is outside, and insists upon being admitted.”


  Jailer Bao Ji was very annoyed at this, and came out of the room. Gu Dasao asked him in a loud voice, “Where are my brothers?” She took two swords out of her belt, and threatened jailer Bao Ji. He understood the situation, and walked away. He had not gone far before he met the two prisoners Xie Zhen and Xie Bao who had both got rid of their cangues. Jailer Bao Ji was unarmed, and picking up a piece of cangue Xie Bao hit him on the head, and brained him. Gu Dasao had already killed about three jailers and now joined the two prisoners and Yue He. Going to the prison gate they opened it, and they all set off. The people closed their doors, and those policemen or soldiers who were about, seeing Major Sun in charge of the party, did not dare even ask a question. The party duly left the town, and reached Major Sun’s home.


  There Major Sun’s wife got in a cart, and Gu Dasao mounted a horse. Sun Xin and Yue He went with the women as guard while Major Sun, Xie Zhen, Xie Bao, Zou Yuan, Zou Run, and the men went off in another direction to have revenge on Old Mao who was the cause of all this trouble. Upon reaching the farm they killed him and his son, and then took all the valuables available. They found eight horses in the stables, and loaded four of them with the valuables, and saddled the others for riding. They then set fire to the farm buildings.


  They soon caught up to the cart, and all proceeded on their way to Liangshan Marsh.


  Upon reaching the inn kept by Shi Yong they were told of the defeat at the Zhu Family Village and that the enemy had three great warriors on their side.


  When Major Sun heard this he laughed, and said, “We are going to join these heroes, but we have not done any meritorious service yet. But if we now go and help in the attack on that village we shall be in a much better position to be admitted to Liangshan Marsh. Now I know all the same military drill as Luan Tingyu, as he and I were taught by the same teacher in those matters. I will go and say that I was just passing his village on official business, and he will admit me. While inside we can easily act in concert with the heroes outside.” He had hardly finished saying this when a man reported that Wu Yong was leaving Liangshan Marsh to go to join Song Jiang. Shi Yong at once told the man to ask Wu Yong to come immediately to that inn as there was a very important matter for discussion. This was done, and very soon Wu Yong arrived with about five hundred men.


  After the strangers had been introduced by Shi Yong and their object explained, Wu Yong was pleased, and urged that they should at once join with them in an attack on the Zhu Family Village. As they agreed to this he said that he would ride in advance, and announce the arrangement to Song Jiang and the other leaders. Upon arriving at the camp he found Song Jiang with a melancholy expression. He told him of the new recruits, and mentioned that one of them Major Sun was taught by the same teacher as Luan Tingyu of the opponent village, and that he was prepared to enter that village as a friend, but would act in concert with the attackers outside.


  Song Jiang was much pleased to hear of this, and ordered a feast for the new recruits.


  Wu Yong arranged the plans, and explained them to the leaders under strict secrecy. Having received the instructions, Major Sun departed with the new recruits for the Zhu Family Village while Dai Zong was instructed to go to Liangshan Marsh to bring four other leaders.


   


  The eagle old on Liangshan Marsh


  Receives new wings to help its flight;


  At the mountain stronghold


  A renovation will be in sight.


  

   


   


   


  Footnote


  76 An honorific title: Sister-in-law.




  CHAPTER 49

   

  Wu Yong Completes His Plans; Song Jiang Again Attacks the Zhu Family Village


   


   


   


  WU YONG sent Dai Zong to Liangshan Marsh to bring four other leaders to the camp.


  That day Hu Cheng, brother of the girl Hu San Niang, the “Ten Feet of Green,” arrived in the camp, and addressed Song Jiang, “My sister was very stupid in provoking your anger, and she deserved to be captured by you. I hope, however, that you will forgive her for her youthful rashness.”


  Song Jiang asked him to be seated, and then said, “The people of the Zhu Family Village have no sense of decency, and have repeatedly tried to deceive us. Therefore we have had to fight them yet we are on good terms with your village. Your sister had one of our leaders arrested so we had to treat her in the same way. We might exchange the prisoners, and so settle accounts.”


  “But our prisoner has already been taken away to the Zhu Family Village,” said Hu Cheng. “I have no means of getting them to hand over the prisoner to you.”


  “In that case,” said Song Jiang, “how can we release your sister?”


  “There is another way,” said Wu Yong, addressing Hu Cheng. “Your village must decline further assistance to the Zhu Family Village, and when they send a messenger to call for help you can arrest that man. If you do this then you can exchange that prisoner with us for your sister. You can now return and need not worry about her.”


  “We will never help them again,” said Hu Cheng. He then departed.


  Major Sun displayed a flag bearing his late official position, and duly arrived at the gate of the Zhu Family Village with his retinue. His arrival was duly reported, and Luan Tingyu at once recognized his old schoolmate. He went to the gate, had it opened, and welcomed Major Sun. They all entered the village.


  Luan Tingyu asked how Major Sun came there at such a time, and the latter explained, “I have just been appointed to take command of the troops at Yunzhou, and guard the district against the brigands at Liangshan Marsh. As I was passing quite close to your village I thought that I would call and visit you.”


  Luan Tingyu then explained that the brigands had been attacking his village for several days, and that he was trying to capture the leader Song Jiang. The arrival of Major Sun was very opportune, like rain for dry grass.


  Major Sun laughed, and said that he had no special ability, but he would help them in capturing the brigands. He made arrangements for quarters for his men and the horses and carts, and then changed his dress, and went to see old Zhu.


  After the introduction and the usual salutations Major Sun said that as the village was in his district he would specially look to the advice and assistance of Old Zhu. He then inquired how their fighting against the brigands had resulted.


  “We have not been very successful,” said Dragon Zhu.


  Major Sun then arranged for the ladies Gu Dasao and Yue to be introduced to the women’s apartments. He then introduced Sun Xin, Xie Zhen, and Xie Bao as his younger brothers who were traveling with him. He introduced Yue He as a clerk of his yamen, and Zou Yuan and Zou Run as minor army officers.


  Upon the third day after this an outpost reported that Song Jiang’s troops were moving for another attack upon the village.


  “Tiger’s Cub” Zhu said he would go, and arrest the brigand’s chief. He took about a hundred mounted men, and lowering the drawbridge left the village. He soon met a body of about five hundred brigands. He halted his men, and went forward alone. Hua Rong also advanced by himself to engage in combat. They met, but after about fifty bouts neither had any advantage. Hua Rong tried a ruse, and retired as though defeated. “Tiger’s Cub” turned to pursue him when one of his men called out, “Do not pursue him as he may have some secret trap for you. Your opponent is a skilled bowman.” “Tiger’s Cub” listened to this advice, and stopped to pursue, but instead ordered a retreat into the village. Hua Rong also withdrew his men.


  Upon reaching headquarters, “Tiger’s Cub” told Major Sun about the fight, and how both had retired. They then all feasted together until well into the night.


  The next day about noon Song Jiang’s men were again advancing for an attack, and the three brothers Zhu all went with their men to repel the attack. There was a great noise of gongs and drums and a big display of flags. Zhu Chaofeng, the village chief, went on the gate tower, and sat down there with Luan Tingyu and Major Sun. Very soon they saw Lin Chong ride out from the brigands, and coming near the village gate he cursed loudly.


  “Dragon” Zhu was annoyed at this, and mounted his horse. The drawbridge being lowered, he went across supported by a loud crashing of gongs and drums. He engaged in combat with Lin Chong, but after about thirty bouts neither had any advantage, and they both retired.


  “Tiger” Zhu now mounted and dashed over the drawbridge. He was met by Mu Hong, and they had about thirty bouts without any definite result.


  “Tiger’s Cub” Zhu now took to the saddle, and was met by Yang Xiong, but again there was a draw.


  Major Sun now called for his spear, and armor, and mounted his horse. He rode out to the bandits troop, and challenged the best man to come out and fight against him. Very soon Shi Xiu came out on horseback, and they had about fifty bouts. Then Major Sun by a trick let Shi Xiu thrust in with his spear, and by evading it, Major Sun suddenly seized hold of his opponent, dragged him off his horse, and carried him to the village gate. He was greeted by all the men as a great conqueror. Major Sun asked how many men had been captured so far, and was informed that this made the seventh. He said they must treat the prisoners well, because when they got Song Jiang they would send the whole lot in carts to the district city.


  Major Sun sent Zou Yuan and Zou Run to visit the prisoners, and secretly told them of the plans for the coming struggle.


  On the fifth day Song Jiang again had his men advancing for an attack. Major Sun now suggested that the defenders be not excited but be prepared to take prisoners instead of trying to kill the enemy. This was agreed to and arranged. Zhu Chaofeng again took his seat at the observation post on the tower above the gate. He saw large bodies of men on all sides, and it looked as though this was to be the final mass attack. The three brothers and also Luan Tingyu were ready to take their men out of the four gates to meet the bandits.


  The war drums were beaten, and a rocket fired in the village, the four gates were opened, the drawbridge lowered, and the armed men rushed out of the gates. Major Sun had charge of his own men, and took up his position on the bridge in front of the main gate. His brother Sun Xin took the official flag, and stuck it on the tower over the gate. Upon a signal from Yue He the other leaders of the bandits inside the village blew whistles and attacked the villagers who were guarding the prison van. They soon broke open the van, released the seven brigands, and armed them. Gu Dasao seized two swords, and went into the rooms of Old Zhu, killing any woman she met. Zhu Chaofeng saw all this on the tower over the gate, but before he could raise an alarm he was killed by Shi Xiu. The brigands under Major Sun now attacked the villagers at the gate. Xie Zhen and Xie Bao went to the stables, and set fire to the fodder storage. The brigands under Song Jiang seeing the great fire pressed onward their attack.


  “Tiger” Zhu seeing the fire, galloped back towards the village, but was stopped at the gate by Major Sun. He realized the treachery, and beat a hasty retreat. But he was confronted by Lu Fang and Guo Sheng who soon overcame him and killed him. The villagers, seeing their leaders killed, scattered in all directions. The bandits under Song Jiang now had a clear road, and advancing on the main entrance were admitted by Major Sun and his men.


  At the other gate, “Dragon” Zhu had also failed to defeat Lin Chong in personal combat, and seeing the fire at the rear gate had also galloped back to the village. At the gate he saw Xie Zhen and Xie Bao throwing the dead bodies of villagers from the wall, and he retreated. He then met Li Kui with his two axes, and in a short encounter was soon overcome, and killed.


  “Tiger’s Cub” Zhu got reports of the treachery in his rear, and realizing that it was useless to retreat he led his men in the direction of the Hu Family Village. Upon arriving there he was arrested by Hu Cheng who intended to send him bound as a prisoner to Song Jiang. Shortly afterwards, however, Li Kui appeared and he at once took the “Tiger’s Cub” and killed him on the spot. The villagers seeing this all scattered. Li Kui now advanced to attack Hu Cheng who mounted his horse, and galloped off. Li Kui continued his way through the Hu Family Village killing the whole family of Old Hu. Li Kui and his men looted the farmstead, and then set fire to it.


  The leaders of the bandits assembled in the main hall. Song Jiang was highly elated at the victory, but expressed his regret at the death of Luan Tingyu. When he heard that the Hu Family Village had been looted and burnt, he asked why that had been done seeing that the chief Hu Cheng had been friendly towards them only a few days ago. Li Kui stepped forward. He was covered with blood, and had his two axes stuck in his belt. He said, “I killed the ‘Dragon,’ and ‘Tiger’s Cub,’ but Hu Cheng got away on horseback. I made a clean sweep of the whole family of Old Hu. I now report my meritorious conduct.”


  “It has been reported already that you have killed ‘Dragon’ Zhu, but nobody has confirmed your other statements,” said Song Jiang.


  Li Kui then gave details of what he had done.


  “But why did you do such a thing in defiance of my order that Hu Cheng and his village should be spared.”


  “You forget, but I remember,” said Li Kui. “The ‘Ten Feet of Green,’ Hu San Niang was sister of Hu Cheng, and she wanted to goddamn kill you a few days ago. You must not expect to make her your wife.”


  “‘Iron Ox,’ you should not talk such nonsense,” said Song Jiang. “Why should I want her as a wife when I have other plans for her? How many prisoners did you take alive?”


  “None. If I saw one alive I killed him at once.”


  “You do not observe my orders. I ought to have you executed for that, but this time I will excuse you because you killed ‘Dragon’ Zhu, and ‘Tiger’s Cub’ Zhu, and many others. In future, however, if you do not carry out my orders I shall certainly have you executed.”


  Li Kui laughed and said, “I may have no merit, but I certainly have had the pleasure of killing people.”


  Song Jiang then discussed with Wu Yong as to whether they should kill everybody in the village, and make a clean sweep of their enemies. But Shi Xiu pointed out that there were some good and innocent people in the village, and mentioned, as an instance, Old Zhongli who had shown him the roads in the village. Song Jiang asked Shi Xiu to go, and find the man, and bring him there. In a short time Shi Xiu returned with Old Zhongli who saluted Song Jiang and Wu Yong. Song Jiang presented him with some silver and said, “Because of your benevolent assistance to one of our leaders I show mercy to all the people in this village. We have thought of exterminating everybody, but on account of your great virtue we will spare their lives. We have been victorious, and have killed all those who were really opposed to us. We will even give each family in this village a picul of rice, in order to show our good intentions. We will entrust the distribution of the rice to you, as you are a good upright man.”


  All the valuables in the village and also the cows, sheep, and horses were sent to Liangshan Marsh. After the rice had been distributed as promised there was still about 50,000 piculs left which were also sent to Liangshan Marsh. The new recruits with Major Sun were duly admitted to the band, and all then went to Liangshan Marsh.


  Now Li Ying had been wounded by an arrow, and he did not take part in all this. He remained in his village, and had messengers who reported to him all that had taken place in the Zhu Family Village. When the bandits had all gone a messenger reported to him one day that the Prefect had arrived in the village, and was making an investigation. Li Ying dressed up in his best silks, and went to meet the Prefect. The Prefect was seated in the main hall of his farmstead. With him were a recorder, a clerk, several servants, and many jailers. Li Ying saluted, and stood to attention. The Prefect asked him what he knew of the attack on the village.


  “I was wounded by an arrow shot at me by ‘Tiger’s Cub’ Zhu. I was confined indoors, and did not know the fighting.”


  “Nonsense!” remarked the Prefect. “I received a petition from the Zhu Family Village stating that you had brought the brigands from Liangshan Marsh to attack that village. They looted the village and you received their presents, but how is it that you did not go back with them?”


  “I know the law in such matters,” said Li Ying, “how dare I receive bribery from the bandits?”


  “It is hard to believe what you say,” said the Prefect. “I must arrest you, send you to the court where you can answer the charges made against you by the villagers.” Li Ying was arrested, and bound, Du Xing was also arrested, and then they all mounted their horses, and set off.


  They had gone only about ten li when they were stopped in a forest by Song Jiang and four other leaders. With the brigands was Lin Chong who shouted out, “We are from Liangshan Marsh,” and the Prefect and his escort upon hearing this galloped away leaving the prisoners behind. Song Jiang ordered a party to pursue the men, who soon returned and reported that they had all escaped. The two prisoners were released, and given horses to ride on.


  Song Jiang suggested to Li Ying and Du Xing, the prisoners, that it would be better if they both took refuge at Liangshan Marsh.


  “That will not do,” said Li Ying, “because you tried to kill the Prefect, and I had nothing to do with it.”


  Song Jiang laughed, “The court will not discriminate as to who among us killed the Prefect. If we go and leave you the officials will arrest you as being implicated. If you do not care to join our band, then you can leave us after staying at Liangshan Marsh until things settle down.”


  The two men saw no means of declining this offer as they were completely in the hands of the bandits so they fell in with the proposal, and accompanied them to the mountain. Upon arriving there they were duly introduced to all the leaders. Li Ying then asked that a man be sent to the village to find out how his people were faring as he was rather anxious about them.


  Wu Yong laughed at this and said, “All your people are already here, and as the whole village has been burnt down what is the use for you to go back?”


  Li Ying did not believe this until he saw many of his villagers about. Among the prisoners he even saw his wife who told him, “When you had left with the Prefect and inspectors about three hundred soldiers came to the village, and arrested us. They took all the cattle, and set fire to the houses and buildings.” Li Ying was very much upset. Chao Gai and Song Jiang however bowed to Li Ying, and said, “We brought you all here because we heard that you are a good man. We hope that you will excuse us for taking such liberties.”


  Li Ying agreed to let matters remain as they were.


  Song Jiang then explained that the Prefect, inspectors, and soldiers who had taken him and Du Xing as prisoners, and had taken all the villagers to Liangshan Marsh were his own followers who had acted the part of officials. When the men were pointed out to Li Ying he recognized them, and was astounded at the way in which he and his people had been duped.


  Song Jiang spoke to the “Ten Feet of Green,” Hu San Niang, and suggested that she should marry Wang Ying. She agreed to this, and the marriage took place soon afterwards.


  A few days afterwards a messenger arrived from Zhu Gui, and said that there was a guest staying at the inn who wished to meet Song Jiang. Song Jiang was pleased to hear this, and was willing to receive the man.


   


  Black and white all people know,


  Bandits know their enemies.


  



  CHAPTER 50

   

  The Winged Tiger Hits Bai Xiuying with a Cangue; the Handsome Whiskers Misses the Son of an Official


   


   


   


  THE messenger stated that a few days ago they had stopped some travelers near a forest, and among them was Inspector Lei Heng of Yuncheng County, who was recognized by Zhu Gui, and the latter had got the former to stay at the inn. Song Jiang and Chao Gai were much pleased to hear this, and they went with Wu Yong to receive Inspector Lei Heng, and bring him to the headquarters.


  Upon meeting, Song Jiang said, “I have been thinking of you very often, and it is with great pleasure that I now meet you here. But what has brought you this way?”


  Lei Heng after a deep bow said, “I was deputed by our magistrate to go to Dongchang Prefecture, and I am now on my way back. I was however recognized by Zhu Gui when our party was held up by your people.”


  “Heaven fortunately arranged that,” said Song Jiang. He then took Lei Heng to headquarters where he was entertained for about five days. Chao Gai happened to ask for news about Inspector Zhu Tong, and was informed that he was a head jailer of the prison at Yuncheng County. He was held in high esteem by the newly appointed magistrate.


  Song Jiang gradually brought the conversation round, and suggested that Inspector Lei Heng join them, but the inspector rejected the idea. His mother was very old, and could not stay alone, but when she died he could join them. When at last he left the mountain they gave him many presents. Upon reaching Yuncheng County Inspector Lei Heng duly delivered the dispatches he was carrying, and reported to the magistrate the results of his journey. One day as he was on his way to the yamen he heard someone behind call out, “Inspector, when did you get back?” Upon turning round he recognized an idler named Li the Second, and replied, “I came back some days ago.”


  “Then you cannot have seen that beautiful girl Bai Xiuying who had just arrived here from the Eastern Capital. She was inquiring for you, but you were away at the time. She sings splendidly, acts well, plays the lute feelingly, and is very popular with all the men. Would you care to see her? She is one of the best singsong girls.”


  Inspector Lei Heng was off duty at the time so he agreed to go with Li the Second. At the door he noticed many announcements in golden characters. He entered, and took the first seat. There was an actress performing on the small stage. Li the Second, disappeared as soon as Lei Heng was seated. When girl’s song finished an old man came on the stage holding a fan in his hand and he spoke, “I am Bai Yuqiao and I come from the Eastern Capital. I am getting very old, and have to depend upon my daughter Bai Xiuying for a living.” A gong was then sounded, and his daughter came on the stage, and bowed to the audience. She went through a few tricks with a small gong, and then sang the following song:


   


  The young birds chirp; the old ones come;


       Old goats lean, but kids are fat;


  In life how hard to get a crumb,


      Let alone a little clothing;


  In love our men are frolicsome,


       So diff’rent to the mandarin duck.


   


  Lei Heng applauded. The girl spoke, “Today you will have noticed a bill at the door announcing that I would sing the gay and amorous song, ‘At Yuzhang City, Su Qing was twice expelled.’” Her song was received with general applause. She sang some more verses of the above song, and then her father spoke, “Our repertoire is very select, but particularly suited for an intelligent audience like this. Now that the applause is over I will ask my daughter to go round, and collect your donations.” The girl took up a tray, and said, “I begin with the wealthy, and stop with the profitable pass the lucky spots, and go to the prosperous places. I hope you will all give something.”


  “They will all contribute,” said her father.


  She first came to Lei Heng when he felt in all his belts and pockets, but could not find a single cash. He said, “I have forgotten to bring my purse, but I will come again tomorrow and reward you.”


  “If you don’t contribute the others will follow your example,” said the girl. “You are sitting in the best seat.”


  Lei Heng blushed, and said, “When I left home I had no idea of coming here so I did not carry a purse.”


  The girl laughed, “You came here, and listened to my singing so why did you not bring some money?”


  “Never mind! I will give you three taels of silver tomorrow. Just now I have not a single cash.”


  “As you have no cash today you need not talk about giving silver tomorrow,” said Bai Xiuying. “It seems as though you were showing me a plum to quench my thirst and a painted cake to satisfy my hunger.”


  Her father also added, “My daughter! Have you no eyes? You ask people without looking whether they are likely to have money. You had better pass him by and ask more generous people for money.”


  “Do you wish her to infer that I am ungenerous?” asked Inspector Lei Heng.


  “It would be easier for a dog to grow horns than for you to be generous,” said the father, Bai Yuqiao.


  The audience all laughed at this joke. Inspector Lei Heng was angry, and said, “You foolish slave! How dare you insult me?”


  “To insult a village cowboy is a small matter,” replied Bai Yuqiao.


  A bystander interposed, “Don’t talk like that. This is Inspector Lei Heng.”


  “This is a donkey dick,” replied Bai Yuqiao.


  Lei Heng could stand no more of this. He jumped on to the stage, and gave Bai Yuqiao a blow on the jaw which knocked some teeth out. Many bystanders intervened, and prevented further blows, and induced Lei Heng to leave.


  Now the girl had been on intimate terms with the county magistrate when he was previously in the Eastern Capital. When the daughter saw how badly her father had been mauled she took a sedan chair at once, and went to call on the magistrate. She told him how her father had been treated in the tea-house. The magistrate was angry, and asked her to write out an accusation at once. This was done. The girl was so determined that she would not leave the magistrate’s yamen, but stayed there crying. This prevented Lei Heng’s many friends from seeing the magistrate and settling the matter in favor of Lei Heng. Lei Heng was arrested, and upon being brought into court was beaten with a bamboo. The magistrate also ordered that he wear a cangue, and be paraded on the street with it.


  The girl wished to further display her influence with the magistrate so she again spoke to him, and asked him to order that Inspector Lei Heng be paraded in front of the tea-house. The magistrate gave this order.


  The men in the yamen were all friendly to Lei Heng, and would not do him any harm. The girl knew this so she went into a tea shop just near, and called out to his attendant to come inside. She said to him, “The magistrate wants to punish Lei Heng, but I know that you are the prisoner’s friend and treat him well. I will go to tell the magistrate, and see what he will do.”


  “Please do not get angry,” said the attendant; “I will punish him.”


  “In that case I will reward you for your service,” replied the girl.


  The attendant went to Lei Heng, and told him what the girl had said. Then he began to execute the punishment. There was a big crowd all round looking on, and soon Lei Heng’s mother arrived with some food for him. When she saw her son was being abused she cursed the attendant: “You are a friend of my son like all the others in the yamen, but how much money did you get for doing this dirty work? Who will stand for you when it is your turn to be charged?”


  “Madam, please listen to me,” replied the attendant. “The plaintiff insisted upon your son being sent to be bound up here as the orders issued. So what else can I do? If we disobey orders, the plaintiff would complain to the magistrate, and we would be punished. I have no means of saving his ‘face.’”


  “What right has the plaintiff,” said Lei Heng’s mother, “to ask for details of the punishment to be executed in this way?”


  The attendant whispered to Madame Lei, “The plaintiff is very friendly with the magistrate, and a word from her goes a long way.”


  Madame Lei went up to her son, and began to untie the fastenings while she was cursing, “That girl must be a real slut to use her influence in this way. I will untie these ropes myself, and then see what she will do.”


  The girl Bai Xiuying in the tea shop had heard all this, and she now came out on the street, and spoke to Madame Lei, “What did the old woman say just now?”


  Madame Lei was annoyed at this, and pointing at the girl she replied, “You’ve been mounted and squeezed by thousands, you’d screw any man, you bitch! How dare you abuse me?”


  The girl raising her eyebrows, and staring replied, “You old pimp! Beggar-woman! How dare you insult me!”


  “I have insulted you! Well, what then? You are not the magistrate of this district!”


  The girl, Bai Xiuying, rushed forward, and slapped Madame Lei’s face. She followed this up with a vigorous assault of slaps and blows. Lei Heng saw all this, and could not stand it. He was boiling with rage, and seizing the cangue, he broke it in two pieces, then seizing it he hit the girl’s head with it, and broke her skull. She fell down dead, with her brains leaking out and her eyes bulging.


  The bystanders seized Lei Heng, took him to the yamen, and made a full statement to the magistrate. The magistrate ordered the coroner and the neihbourhood chief to take Lei Heng to the spot, inspect the corpse, and make their report. Lei Heng confessed fully, and was sent to prison. His mother was released on bail. The jailer was Zhu Tong, the “Beautiful Whiskers.” He gave his friend Lei Heng a good room, and supplied food and drink.


  Zhu Tong thought of finding a means of allowing Lei Heng to escape, but for a day he could not find a plan. He however arranged for a friend to interview the magistrate, and explain the case. The magistrate had some esteem for Zhu Tong, but would not listen to any proposal made as he was still angry that his sweetheart had been killed. The girl’s father was pressing the magistrate for prompt action, and wanted Lei Heng executed at once. After sixty days of detention in the prison Lei Heng was sent to the Prefect at Jizhou for trial. Zhu Tong was placed in charge of the escort. When they had gone about four li from Yuncheng County, Zhu Tong ordered a halt at an inn by the roadside. While the escort was drinking wine Zhu Tong took Lei Heng to a quiet spot at the back of the inn. He took off the prisoner’s cangue, and said, “Younger brother, you are free. Go at once, and get your mother and then both of you can escape. I will face the case at the yamen.”


  Lei Heng replied, “I do not object to escape but it would only get you into trouble.”


  “Younger brother, you do not understand. The magistrate was angry because you killed his sweetheart, and has worded the report so that you will be executed upon your arrival at Jizhou. If I allow you to escape I shall not be executed for that crime. I have no parents now or even relatives, and can use whatever money I have for my own case. Go at once, and be more careful in the future.”


  Lei Heng argued no more, but escaped. He took his mother, and went to Liangshan Marsh.


  Zhu Tong came inside the inn again and said, “Lei Heng has escaped. What can we do?”


  “Let us go at once to his home, and arrest him, as he is sure to go there,” replied the escort.


  Zhu Tong, however, remained undecided for a long time, and then took the escort back to the yamen.


  He reported to the magistrate that owing to his own carelessness Lei Heng had escaped, and he held himself responsible for the misfortune.


  The magistrate was inclined to save Zhu Tong, but Bai Yuqiao would not let the matter drop. So he sent Zhu Tong to Jizhou Prefecture, for trial. Zhu Tong sent a man in advance with plenty of money to arrange matters with the officials. After his trial he received twenty blows with the bamboo, and was then sent to the prison at Cangzhou, Zhili province. He was put under the escort of two men. Upon arrival at Cangzhou the escort was dismissed, and sent back. The Prefect liked the appearance of Zhu Tong, and instead of sending him to prison gave him a post as a menial official in his yamen.


  The minor officials treated Zhu Tong with respect, as they soon saw that he had a very good easy disposition. One day while the Prefect was sitting in court listening to a case he summoned Zhu Tong, and asked him, “For what reason did you assist Lei Heng in escaping?”


  “I had no intention of allowing him to escape,” said Zhu Tong, “and he only got away owing to my carelessness.”


  “Then your fault was not very serious,” said the Prefect.


  “But the plaintiff claimed that I had done it purposely, and demanded severe punishment.”


  “Why did Lei Heng kill the singsong girl?”


  Zhu Tong then explained all the details of the murder.


  The Prefect considered that under the circumstances as Lei Heng had acted from strong sense of filial piety, Zhu Tong had done the right thing in allowing the prisoner to escape.


  Zhu Tong told the Prefect that he would not dare to deceive him so as to gain such a good reputation. Just then a son of the Prefect about four years of age entered the court. The Prefect regarded his child as a jewel of the greatest value. The boy approached Zhu Tong, and wanted to be lifted up. Zhu Tong took him in his arms. The child stroked Zhu Tong’s beard and said, “I like men with beards.”


  The Prefect told his son not to annoy Zhu Tong by pulling his beard.


  “I want him to come and play with me,” replied the child.


  “I will just go, and play with him outside, but will soon come back,” said Zhu Tong.


  The Prefect agreed to this, and the pair left the court. Zhu bought some sugared fruit in the street for the child, and then returned to the court with the boy still in his arms.


  “Where did you go, my son?” asked the Prefect.


  “This old beard took me to the street, and bought for me some sugared fruit which I ate,” replied the little boy.


  “Where did you get the money from to buy such sweets?” asked the Prefect to Zhu Tong.


  “Do not mention it,” replied Zhu Tong. “It is merely to express my reverence to you.”


  The Prefect ordered a servant to bring some wine for Zhu Tong. A woman servant soon brought it in, and offered Zhu Tong three large bowls of wine. The Prefect asked Zhu Tong to look after the boy and play with him in future.


  “Your orders shall be closely observed,” said Zhu Tong. After this Zhu Tong was always with the child, playing with him, and always spent sums of money to buy things for him.


  In another fortnight was the Festival of Departed Spirits (15th of the 7th month), and many lamps were floated on the rivers for the spirits. A woman servant came to Zhu Tong, and told him that the boy wanted to go in the evening, and see the lamps floating on the river. The Prefect’s wife had agreed to let him go with Zhu Tong. The boy was dressed in green silk, and wore a cap with imitation beards on each side. Zhu Tong carried him on his shoulder through the yamen gate to the Dizang Temple where they could get a good view of the river. It was about 9 P.M., and Zhu Tong carried the little boy round the temple to the Releasing Life Pool.77 The boy leaned on the rail, and enjoyed watching the lamps floating on the water.


  While there a man pulled at Zhu Tong’s sleeve and said, “Elder brother, please come here as I have something to say.” Turning, Zhu Tong was surprised to see Lei Heng. He told the boy to sit down at that spot while he went to buy some sugared fruit for him. He must not go away.


  “Please come back quickly,” replied the boy, “because I want to go to the bridge and see the floating lamps there.”


  Zhu Tong agreed, and then went off to Lei Heng. He asked why Lei Heng had come there.


  Lei Heng drew Zhu Tong to one side where there was no one about. Then Lei Heng explained that he had taken his mother to Liangshan Marsh and joined the bandits. But Chao Gai and also Song Jiang were so much indebted to the splendid assistance of Zhu Tong that they had specially instructed Wu Yong to come with Lei Heng, and convey their deep gratitude to him.


  “Where is Wu Yong now?” asked Zhu Tong.


  A voice behind him said, “Here I am!” and turning he saw Wu Yong.


  After the usual exchange of salutations Wu Yong invited Zhu Tong to accompany them to Liangshan Marsh. He urged him to go with them that night.


  For some time Zhu Tong could think of nothing to say, but at last he replied, “You are wrong. I am afraid that somebody will hear what you say. Lei Heng has committed a murder. I let him escape, and am now an exile here for his sake. After about half a year more I can return home, and see my people again. I cannot join your band. You had better return at once, and not get into trouble by staying about here.”


  “You have a job here,” said Lei Heng, “but it is hardly suitable for a hero like you. It is not my idea to take you away, but I come because both Song Jiang and Chao Gai would like very much to see you, and thank you personally for what you have done.”


  “I do not understand you,” replied Zhu Tong. “I helped you to escape, and also to take your old mother away. But why do you come today, and endeavor to involve me in some trouble?”


  “As you do not care to come with us,” said Wu Yong, “we shall of course have to return without troubling you any further.”


  “Then please convey to our friends at Liangshan Marsh my kind regards,” said Zhu Tong.


  Upon returning to the spot where he had left the small boy, Zhu Tong could not find him anywhere, and became alarmed. Lei Heng seeing the position said that his companion had taken the boy, and that Zhu Tong should not worry so much.


  “But this is a very serious matter for me,” replied Zhu Tong. “If the boy has any misfortune the life of the Prefect will be in danger.”


  Lei Heng and Wu Yong got Zhu Tong to go with them outside the town.


  “Where are your companions who have taken the child away?” asked Zhu Tong.


  “Just come to our rooms and there we will give you the small boy,” replied Lei Heng.


  “Time is passing quickly,” said Zhu Tong, “and I am afraid that the Prefect will blame me.”


  “Our companions are rather stupid, and will probably have taken the child to our rooms,” said Wu Yong.


  “What is the name of your companion?” asked Zhu Tong, and was informed that he was Li Kui. At this Zhu Tong was very much upset, and hurried forward. They had gone about a li when they met Li Kui and Zhu Tong asked him where the boy was.


  After saluting Li Kui replied that the boy was there, and Zhu Tong wanted to see him at once. Li Kui said the boy was sleeping in the wood. Zhu Tong went to the place indicated, and there saw the boy lying on the ground. Upon going to pick the boy up Zhu Tong saw that he was dead—his skull having been cleft in two. At this Zhu Tong was boiling with rage, and he rushed out of the wood. The three men had disappeared, but looking round Zhu Tong saw Li Kui some distance away, and ran after him. On the way he stripped his clothing ready for a fight. Li Kui was a fast runner, and Zhu Tong could not overtake him, and was soon out of breath. It was now dark except for the moonlight, and Li Kui had no difficulty in keeping well in front. Soon they came to a farmhouse, and Li Kui went inside. “Now,” thought Zhu Tong, “I will capture him, and kill him.” Upon entering the farmyard Zhu Tong noticed many military weapons arranged in front of the main building. He thought this place must belong to some official so he shouted out, “Is there anybody inside?” In response a man came out and asked, “Who are you?”


  “I am Zhu Tong, jailer from the prison, at Yuncheng County, and I am in pursuit of a criminal who entered this farmyard. He is named Li Kui and he has murdered the son of the Prefect of Jizhou. Please help me to capture him.”


  The man asked him to wait a little, but Zhu Tong would not do so, and asked for his name.


  “I am Chai Jin, ‘Small Whirlwind,’” replied the man. Zhu Tong had heard of his reputation, and after salutations Squire Chai Jin asked him to go into the house, and talk matters over. They entered and Zhu Tong then asked how such a man as Li Kui could use that farm as a hiding place.


  “I welcome all kinds of wanderers here,” replied Squire Chai Jin. “As I have a special iron tablet bestowed by the Emperor to my ancestor as a distinction for great merit, no criminal may be arrested at my house. I received a special note from Song Jiang, a friend of ours, asking me to allow Lei Heng, Wu Yong, and Li Kui to stay at my house for a few days. They were on their way to request you to join them at Liangshan Marsh. As you refused to join them, Li Kui kidnaped the boy, and killed him, so that you could not return to the yamen and face his father.”


  Just then Lei Heng and Wu Yong entered the room, and after saluting Zhu Tong they said, “Please forgive us for the crime committed. We did it only by order of our chief, Song Jiang. If you come with us to Liangshan Marsh all will be explained to you.”


  “Your asking me to go to Liangshan Marsh was all right,” replied Zhu Tong, “but your method of inducing me to go was exceedingly cruel. I will go with you now, but I must first see Li Kui.”


  Squire Chai Jin agreed to this, and called in Li Kui to make a full apology to Zhu Tong. When Li Kui entered he gave Zhu Tong a kotow, Zhu Tong was enraged at seeing the man, and rushing forward seized him to kill him on the spot. The other three men however intervened and held Zhu Tong.


  “Before I go with you,” said Zhu Tong, “I have something to say.”


   


  Battle axes break the law;


  Offspring of the Emperor dies.


  

   


   


   


  Footnote


  77 A pool where fish were to be released, as a symbol of saving life.




  CHAPTER 51

   

  Li Kui Kills Yin Tianxi; Chai Jin Captured at Gaotang Prefecture


   


   


   


  I will go with you to Liangshan Marsh on the condition that you kill Li Kui,” said Zhu Tong. “Then my anger will be appeased.”


  Li Kui was angry at this, and swore, “You can kiss my ass! I was told by Chao Gai and Song Jiang to kill the boy. It doesn’t have a stinking fart to do with me!”


  Zhu Tong again tried to get at Li Kui, but was held back by the others. Squire Chai Jin intervened, “This matter can be easily arranged. You three may go to Liangshan Marsh according to Chao Gai’s wish, and leave Li Kui behind here?”


  “But the Prefect will order for the arrest of my family,” said Zhu Tong. “What about that?”


  “I think that Song Jiang has probably sent men to bring all your family to the mountain,” said Wu Yong.


  This appeased Zhu Tong, and at last he agreed to go. That evening the three men mounted horses given them by Squire Chai Jin, and left for Liangshan Marsh. They duly reached their destination, and were received by the leaders of the bandits. During the reception Zhu Tong asked if anything had been done about his family. At this Song Jiang laughed, and said, “You need not worry about them because they have been here for several days.”


  Zhu Tong was pleased at this, and was taken to see his wife. She told him that a letter had been brought to their home stating that he had joined the bandits, and that she was to join him there. After this Zhu Tong lived with his family at Liangshan Marsh.


  At Cangzhou the Prefect became anxious at the nonreturn of his son and Zhu Tong, and sent men to look for them. They all returned by midnight without having found a trace of them. The next day the body of the boy was found in the wood. The Prefect was filled with anguish, and went at once to see the corpse. The next day he issued an order for the arrest of Zhu Tong. Inquiries made at Yuncheng County discovered that Zhu Tong’s family had left there some days before.


  Li Kui had stayed at Squire Chai Jin’s for a month when one day he saw a messenger arrive with an urgent message. Squire Chai Jin read the letter and was startled. He said, “As things are like this, I must go and look into the matter myself.”


  “What is it about?” asked Li Kui.


  “I have an uncle at Gaotang Prefecture, and he is very ill because a man is trying to deprive him of his garden. As he is about to die he asks me to go, and hear his will. As he has neither son nor daughter I must go at once to him.”


  “I should like to go with you,” said Li Kui. “What do you say?”


  “As you want to go I have no objection,” said Squire Chai Jin. He then selected about ten of his best horses and men to go with them. They started the following morning at daybreak, and reached Gaotang Prefecture the same day. Upon reaching the house they dismounted, and Squire Chai Jin went inside to see his uncle, leaving the others with Li Kui in a guest room. Squire Chai Jin found his uncle on the bed in a very weak state. Hi aunt said, “You have ridden a good distance to pay us this visit, but I hope that our trouble will not upset you.” After answering several questions she continued, “The new Prefect here, Gao Lian, is a cousin of Marshal Gao Qiu of the Imperial Guard. He does all kinds of bad things here, and relies upon his influence and position to hush any objection. He brought with him his brother-in-law, named Yin Tianxi, who has got the nickname Yin, the ‘Prefect’s Deputy’; and he also acts just as badly as his brother-in-law. One of his hangers-on informed him that we had a very nice flower garden with a fine arbor in a pond. One day he came here with about thirty dissolute fellows, and after looking round our garden he said we must remove as he had decided to come and live here himself. My husband told Yin Tianxi that our family was of very high standing, and that we held an iron tablet inscribed by the Emperor himself. Therefore we could not submit to such treatment. ‘If you take our home, where can we go to?’ But he would not listen to what my husband had said, and insisted upon our leaving at once. My husband got so excited that he tried to fight with Yin Tianxi, but the fellows around seized my husband and assaulted him. As a result of this he has been seriously ill ever since. Medicine has not improved his health, and he is expecting to die very soon. As you are his cousin you must devise some plan for this situation.”


  “Do not worry about it,” replied Squire Chai Jin. “Let us send for the best doctors, and see whether they cannot cure my uncle. I will send a man to my home to bring the Imperial iron tablet here, and then I will discuss matters with the officials. We need not be afraid of these local mandarins when I have that tablet.”


  “Perhaps my husband has not managed the business properly,” said his aunt, “and I hope that you will succeed.”


  After attending to his uncle’s requirements Squire Chai Jin went to the guest room, and explained the position to Li Kui and the men.


  Li Kui was very angry at this and said, “These fellows are unreasonable. But I will go and ask them to bite my axe, and after that we can discuss matters with them.”


  “Don’t be so stupid,” replied Squire Chai Jin. “This official has great influence, but when I show him my imperial tablet, if he will not listen to me, then I may go to the capital, and lay the case before the highest official.”


  “Laws! Laws!” said Li Kui. “At the present time laws are of no use in our country. Better fight and discuss afterwards. Then if these fellows appeal to the mandarins against us we shall chop off the heads of the mandarins themselves.”


  Squire Chai Jin laughed, “You should not forget that you cannot meet Zhu Tong because he wants to fight with you. But still you must remember in this city you cannot act as you wish as if you were on the mountain stronghold.”


  “What difference does this city make? When I was in Jiangzhou did I not kill many men there?”


  “Wait until I have seen how the matter goes,” said Squire Chai Jin, “if I see a chance of using you I will let you know.”


  Just then a maid servant entered, and asked Squire Chai Jin to go and see his uncle again. Upon entering the sick room Squire Chai Jin saw that his uncle had tears in his eyes, and the latter said, “You are very courageous, and did nothing to defend our family. As we are blood-relations I want you to take the imperial iron tablet to the capital, and there bring a charge against Yin Tianxi of being the cause of my death. Revenge me, and then in the grave I shall rest contented. Take due care of yourself, and I have nothing more to say.” After saying this he expired.


  Squire Chai Jin burst into tears, and his aunt begged him not to be so much upset. “The Imperial iron tablet has not yet arrived from my home,” replied Squire Chai Jin, “but as soon as I can get it I will proceed at once to the capital. But we can talk matters over after the corpse has been dressed and placed in the coffin.” He then made all the usual arrangements, and observed the rites.


  Three days after this Yin Tianxi went to the country with his followers armed with bows and arrows and all kinds of musical instruments. They all got more or less drunk, and upon reaching Squire Chai Jin’s house, they reined in their horses and called to speak to the master. Squire Chai Jin upon hearing the message went to the gate dressed in his mourning clothes.


  Yin Tianxi seated on his horse asked, “Who are you?”


  “I am the nephew of Chai Huangcheng,” replied the Squire.


  “A few days ago I told him to remove from this house,” said Yin Tianxi. “How is it that he has not done so?”


  “My uncle was very sick after your visit, and could not remove,” replied Squire Chai Jin. “He died a few days ago, and after waiting the proper seven days we can remove the household goods.”


  “Absurd!” said Yin Tianxi, “I allow you only three more days. After that if you are still here I shall have you beaten one hundred times, and put a cangue on your neck.”


  “You must not insult me in that way,” said Squire Chai Jin, “because our family comes from very honorable ancestry. I am the possessor of the Imperial iron tablet so who dare be disrespectful to me?”


  “Well, let me look at your iron tablet,” shouted Yin Tianxi.


  “It is at my home at Cangzhou,” replied Squire Chai Jin, “but I have already sent a messenger to bring it here.”


  “You are talking very foolishly,” said Yin Tianxi with anger. “Even if you have such a tablet it will not make any difference. You men! Beat this fellow!”


  Li Kui was standing inside looking through a crack in the door, and hearing all this. He now rushed out, and seizing Yin Tianxi pulled him off his horse. The followers of Yin Tianxi came to his assistance, but Li Kui used his fists right and left, and drove them off. They all decamped. Li Kui picked up Yin Tianxi, and gave him such a beating that the latter soon died.


  Squire Chai Jin was annoyed at this as it would lead to trouble, and told Li Kui to go inside to discuss matters. There he spoke, “The officials will soon be here to investigate this case, and you must escape at once to Liangshan Marsh. I will deal with the officials.”


  “If I escape you will be involved,” replied Li Kui.


  “I have the Imperial iron tablet,” said Squire Chai Jin, “and that will protect me. You must go at once.”


  Li Kui agreed, and taking his axes, he left by the back door.


  It was not long before about a hundred armed men arrived, and Squire Chai Jin went out and spoke to them. “I will go with you to the yamen and give my evidence there.” The men bound him with ropes, and then searched his house for Li Kui without finding the latter. They then took Chai Jin to the yamen as a prisoner, where he knelt down.


  The Prefect was very angry that his brother-in-law was killed, and he shouted at Squire Chai Jin, “How dare you kill my brother-in-law, Yin Tianxi?”


  “I am a descendant of Emperor Chai Shizong who received from the Emperor Taizu an iron tablet. I live at Cangzhou. My uncle was very sick so I came here to see him. Unfortunately he died, but has not yet been buried. Yin Tianxi came to the house with about thirty armed men, and told us to clear out of the house at once. As I objected to this he set his men to beat me. A villager named Li Da, came to my assistance, and during the fight he killed your brother-in-law.”


  “Where is this Li Da?” asked the Prefect.


  “He was very much afraid of the consequences of this action, and ran away.”


  “He was a servant at the house, and must have done this with your approval. You purposely told him to escape, and now come here to try to deceive me. If I don’t have you beaten now I suppose you will not speak the truth. Jailer, beat this prisoner very severely!”


  “As it was Li Da who killed the man that is not my crime,” said Squire Chai Jin. “I have an Imperial iron tablet protecting me from injustice so how dare you torture me?”


  “Where is the tablet?”


  “I have already sent a man to bring it here from Cangzhou.”


  The Prefect was angry and shouted, “This fellow is doing his best to thwart the law. Beat him!”


  The attendants seized Squire Chai Jin, and beat him till the blood flowed. Then Squire Chai Jin falsely confessed that he had told Li Da to commit the foul deed. A heavy cangue was then fastened on his neck, and he was sent to prison.


  The sister of Yin Tianxi was not satisfied with this, and got the Prefect to arrest also the whole family, and put them in prison. She also got the house sealed up.


  Li Kui traveled day and night to get to Liangshan Marsh, but on arriving there he was seen by Zhu Tong who was angry at the sight of him. Zhu Tong seized a halberd, and Li Kui took his axes. Chao Gai and the other leaders interposed to stop the fighting.


  Song Jiang spoke in an apologetic tone, “Li Kui killed the Prefect’s son in accordance with Wu Yong’s order, and the latter only thought of that because you would not join us. Do not think of that affair any more, but let us work together here, and not let outsiders laugh at us.” He then turned to Li Kui and told him to apologize to Zhu Tong.


  Li Kui stared at Song Jiang and said, “I have been here a long time, and have done many meritorious deeds. But Zhu Tong has only been here a few days, and has done nothing so far. Why should I apologize to him?”


  “Although Wu Yong gave the order yet you actually did the deed,” said Song Jiang. “But apart from that Zhu Tong is your elder brother, and if you will salute him now and become friends, I myself will give you a salutation, and so end this trouble satisfactorily for all.”


  Li Kui turned to Zhu Tong and said, “I am not afraid of you. But as my elder brother Song Jiang orders me to do it I will salute you as my friend, and here I apologize for what I did.”


  He gave Zhu Tong two salutations, and the latter was appeased. Li Kui then told the assembled leaders what had happened to Squire Chai Jin. When Song Jiang heard the news he was startled, and said, “You have escaped and let Squire Chai be involved.”


  “Do not get excited,” interposed Wu Yong. “I was afraid that Li Kui would make some trouble at Squire Chai Jin’s place so I sent Dai Zong there to investigate and report. If Li Kui was not there Dai Zong was to go on to Gaotang Prefecture and make inquiries there.”


  While he was speaking a scout entered, and reported that Dai Zong was just arriving.


  Dai Zong soon entered the hall, and Song Jiang asked for news about Squire Chai Jin. He reported that not finding Li Kui at Chai Jin’s home he had hurried on to Gaotang Prefecture. There he heard the news that a dark complexioned man had killed Yin Tianxi. That as Squire Chai Jin was implicated he had been arrested, and was put in prison. All the furniture and also the house had been confiscated. Squire Chai Jin was undoubtedly in danger of losing his life.


  “That black fellow is always stirring up trouble,” said Chao Gai. “Everywhere he goes there is some strife.”


  “Squire Chai Jin’s uncle was killed by Yin Tianxi,” said Li Kui. “Then he came, and wanted to take possession of the house, and I heard what was said. Even if I were a living Buddha I could not have remained passive with such injustice.”


  “Squire Chai Jin has always been on good terms with us here,” said Chao Gai, “and now that he is in danger I will go myself to rescue him from the peril.”


  “How can you do that by yourself when you are our great chief?” said Song Jiang. “As I am indebted to Squire Chai Jin I will go in your place.”


  “Gaotang Prefecture is a small place, but the people and soldiers are many so that we must not consider this matter as only trifling,” said Wu Yong. “We must send at least five thousand men under the command of Lin Chong, Hua Rong, and ten other leaders, as an advance guard. The main body consisting of three thousand men must be in charge of Song Jiang and nine other leaders.”


  They all left Liangshan Marsh that very day, and upon nearing Gaotang Prefecture the Prefect was informed by his own men of the advance of the brigands. Upon hearing this the Prefect Gao Lian, sneered and said, “These are bandits of Liangshan Marsh, I will now capture them as they come here. Let all preparations be made for an immediate march outside the town. The people left behind can guard the city.” He mounted his horse and went to the parade ground where the troops assembled, and soon began to march out of the town gates. His own bodyguard consisted of three hundred men called the “Flying Spirits.” He commanded these specially selected men himself. They had armor, a double-edged sword on their back, and were mounted on horses. They formed the center of the army with the other soldiers on both wings.


  The two armies duly met, and faced each other standing in readiness. Both sides sounded their ram’s horns and beat their drums. Lin Chong, armed with a big crooked spear, galloped forward, and coming near the opposing force shouted, “Gao, you thief! Come out!”


  Gao Lian advanced with about thirty officers, and then halting shouted, “You, fellow, are not aware that you will soon die. How dare you come here!”


  “You robber of the people!” replied Lin Chong. “Very soon I shall go to the capital to kill that rascal Marshal Gao Qiu. When I cut him up into small pieces I shall be contented!”


  Gao Lian was angry, and turning round asked his attendants who would volunteer to kill this thief. General Yu Zhi came forward, and whipping his horse dashed towards Lin Chong. They fought, and after about five bouts, Lin Chong mortally wounded General Yu Zhi who fell dead off his horse.


  Gao Lian was surprised, but called for another volunteer. General Wen Wenbao next came forward mounted on a cream-colored horse which had many bells tinkling, and he was armed with a long spear. He galloped, and met Lin Chong.


  General Qin Ming seeing this called out to Lin Chong, “Let me meet this man while you take a rest.” Lin Chong therefore retired, and left his opponent to General Qin Ming. They fought and after about ten bouts Qin Ming tried a trick, and hit his opponent on the head killing him on the spot.


  Both sides raised loud shouts after this. Prefect Gao Lian, seeing that two of his champions had been killed, drew his precious sword from its sheath on his back, and holding it in front he muttered a charm, and immediately a large dark magical mist arose in his army. It rose upwards like a whirlwind throwing sand and stones in all directions, and moved towards the opposing brigands. The bandits could not see anything, and being thrown into confusion they began to retreat. Gao Lian waved his sword and ordered his special bodyguard to charge. The other troops on either wing also advanced to the attack. The brigands were now in hopeless confusion and in their retreat were cut down by the pursuing troops. During the general rout about a thousand bandits were killed. After pursuing about a li Prefect Gao Lian recalled his men, and they returned to the town.


  Song Jiang at last got together Lin Chong and Wu Yong, and they were surprised at the fatal defeat. Song Jiang said, “What is this devilish charm that threw our men into confusion?”


  “It was done by a magical spell,” replied Wu Yong. “If we had had a trick of turning the wind we should have won.”


  Song Jiang now remembered the Heavenly Books he had, and upon looking through these he found in volume three the description of a method of turning winds or fire. He was now much pleased, and carefully memorized the magic spell as given. He mustered all his men, and after they had partaken of a meal he ordered a general advance towards the town.


  Prefect Gao Lian was informed by a scout of the return of the bandits and immediately gave orders. The town gate was opened, and the troops again marched out. When the two armies were close they halted, and Song Jiang rode forward. He saw many black flags in Prefect Gao Lian’s troops. Wu Yong said, “Those black flags must be part of the magic spell, and they will be used again. What are you going to do?”


  “Do not be anxious!” replied Song Jiang. “I have a means of gaining a victory this time. You tell our men this, and order that they must advance without any fear.”


  Gao Lian addressed his troops, “This time we will have no single combats, but instead you will all advance on hearing my signal. You must capture Song Jiang this time, and I will reward you handsomely.” His charmed breast plate was engraved with animals and seal characters. He carried his sword in his hand, and went in front of his bodyguard on horseback.


  Song Jiang pointed to him and cursed him, “Yesterday I was not here, and therefore my men were defeated by you. Today I will see that you are killed.”


  Gao Lian replied in a loud voice, “Do not make me soil my hand, you rebellious thieves, but submit at once and become my prisoners.” He then held his sword aloft and muttered a charm. Immediately a black mist arose, and began to whirl round.


  Song Jiang also took his sword, and uttered his spell. The black whirlwind immediately turned, and went back towards Prefect Gao Lian’s army.


  Gao Lian seeing the black whirlwind returning took his charmed breastplate and rattled his sword on it. Immediately a cloud of sand arose, and from this mass emerged strange monstrosities, snake and insects.


  Song Jiang was quite nonplused at this, turned his horse, and galloped off to escape these monstrosities, followed by the other leaders and all his men.


  Gao Lian ordered a general advance, and his army pursued the fleeing bandits. They chased them for about five li, and then a gong was sounded to stop the attack, and the troops returned to the town.


  The brigands reached their camping ground, and Song Jiang held a consultation with Wu Yong as they had been defeated twice at Gaotang Prefecture for the purpose of rescuing Squire Chai Jin.


  Wu Yong said, “As this man uses such supernatural agencies he will probably attack us tonight, so we must prepare for same.” Song Jiang then ordered Yang Lin and Bai Sheng to guard the camp with three hundred men while the other leaders retired to another place.


  These two leaders posted their men at various points hidden in the grass. They waited until nearly 9 p.m. when a storm arose with wind and thunder. The two leaders then saw Gao Lian with his bodyguard, advancing upon their camp whistling. But finding nobody there Gao Lian and his troops returned. The two leaders hidden in the grass signaled to their men who immediately without showing themselves raised a loud shout. Gao Lian could not understand this, and fearing a trap in the dark ordered a retreat, and his troops scattered in all directions. The bandits now discharged arrows from their ambush and one of these hit Gao Lian in the shoulder. Many soldiers were killed. Gao Lian led some of his men back, and after pursuing them for some distance Yang Lin and Bai Sheng summoned their men to return. The rain had now stopped and it was a bright starlit night with a cloudless sky. They returned to the camp with about twenty prisoners, and reported the matter to Song Jiang. He was surprised to hear the details because at his camp there had been neither wind nor rain nor thunder. It was the general opinion that Gao Lian had used his supernatural powers again. Yang Lin was sure that he had wounded Gao Lian with an arrow, and said that Gao Lian had his hair unbound and flying loose. Being afraid of another attack from Gao Lian, Song Jiang ordered his men to take precautionary measures.


  That night he sent to Liangshan Marsh for reinforcements.


  Gao Lian upon returning to the town issued an order that the gates and moat should be carefully guarded both day and night, but that no further fighting would take place against Song Jiang until his wound was healed.


  Song Jiang had a talk with Wu Yong. “Gao Lian has defeated us twice, and our losses have been great. What can we do if he gets reinforcements from other districts?”


  “I know a man who can overcome these supernatural tricks of Gao Lian,” said Wu Yong, “and if we do not get him to help us I do not see how we can attack the town or rescue Squire Chai Jin.”


   


  To raise mist and cloud,


  A supernatural man was brought.


   


  We will now relate who this man was.


  



  CHAPTER 52

   

  Dai Zong Fetches Gongsun Sheng; Li Kui Splits Open Taoist Luo the Immortal


   


   


   


  Wu Yong said, “The only man who can overcome Gao Lian is Gongsun Sheng, and we must send for him at once.”


  “Previously Dai Zong went to Jizhou to find Gongsun Sheng without success,” said Song Jiang, “so where can he go this time?”


  “Jizhou is a very big district,” said Wu Yong, “with many villages, county towns, and hamlets. I think he must be somewhere there. As he is a great Taoist he will probably be at some temple in some remote mountain, and we must tell Dai Zong this time to make inquiries at all the mountains in isolated spots.”


  Song Jiang sent for Dai Zong, and then told him about their plans for finding Gongsun Sheng.


  “I will go,” said Dai Zong, “but it would be better this time if somebody accompany me.”


  Li Kui was there, and volunteered to go. “In that case,” said Dai Zong, “you will not eat meat while on the way with me, and also you must obey my orders implicitly.”


  “Where is the difficulty in that?” said Li Kui. “I will of course do what you say.”


  “On the way you must be careful,” said Song Jiang to Li Kui, “as we do not want any trouble this time. When you find Gongsun Sheng you must return at once with him.”


  “There will be no row this time,” said Li Kui.


  The two men started off at once, and when they had got about ten li beyond Gaotang Prefecture, Li Kui suggested that they should stop at an inn for some wine. But Dai Zong reminded him that he had promised to abstain from meat. They went on until evening, when they stopped at an inn. Li Kui went and got the food, and soon brought in some vegetables for Dai Zong.


  “Why don’t you also dine with me?” asked Dai Zong.


  “I do not feel hungry just now,” said Li Kui; “I will dine by and by.”


  “This fellow probably tries to deceive me,” thought Dai Zong, “and will get some meat behind my back.” He however finished his meal, and then went stealthily to see what Li Kui was doing. In a room at the back he found Li Kui with a plate of beef and two horns of wine. He decided, however, not to disturb him at his meal, but would have a practical joke with him the following day. Dai Zong then went to bed. The next morning he was up by about 4 A.M., and awakening Li Kui they got their breakfast, and went on their way. They had only gone a short distance when Dai Zong said, “Yesterday we did not travel by supernatural power so we have to hurry up today. Now pack up your things firm, I will apply the charm to you and you can travel three hundred li, where you can stop. You can go in front, but when you come to an inn you wait for me there.” He then put the enchanted puttees on Li Kui, repeated the incantation, and blew at Li Kui who sailed off. He took very long strides, and in fact was like a cloud floating along with a strong wind behind.


  When Li Kui had gone Dai Zong laughed, “He will be hungry before the day is done.” Dai Zong then put on his enchanted puttees, and flew after Li Kui.


  Li Kui did not suspect there was a joke being played on him. He felt the wind rushing past his ears, and saw the trees and houses whirl past him. The speed became so great that he became afraid, but when he tried to stop he found that he was quite helpless. He had the sensation of being swept along by some invisible force. When he saw an inn he was simply whirled past it although he would have liked to stop there and have a drink. He called out, “Sir, stop here! stop here!” His flight continued until the western sky began to redden for sunset, and he was now not only thirsty but very hungry as well. His body was covered with perspiration and he was panting for breath.


  At last Dai Zong caught up to him, and asked, “Elder brother Li, why did you not stop at some inn for a meal as I asked you?”


  “Elder brother!” replied Li Kui, “Save me! Save me, before I die from hunger!”


  Dai Zong took some cakes out of his breast pocket, and began to eat them. Li Kui seeing this called out, “I cannot stop. Please give me a bite.”


  “Brother,” said Dai Zong, “if you will only stop I can give you some.”


  Li Kui turned round, and reached out a hand, but found that Dai Zong was nearly a furlong away. He himself was now traveling along at the same rate, but without seeing where he was going. He called out, “Elder brother! Elder brother! Let us stop here.”


  “Things are very strange today, as I cannot control my legs, and they will not stop,” said Dai Zong.


  “Aiya! My legs are the same. I am quite helpless. They won’t goddamn obey me at all today. The only escape would be for me to cut off my legs with my axe.”


  “That appears to be the only way, because if we go on like this we shall never stop until the first day of the New Year.”


  “Elder brother, please do not play practical jokes with me. If I cut off my legs how can I go back?”


  “Last evening you must have disobeyed my order, and I think that is why we are like this today. You must go on.”


  “Elder brother, please forgive me.”


  “I cannot do anything because you must have broken the important rule about abstaining from meat. If you have committed that sin you will probably have to continue your flight for very many years.”


  “What a prospect! I deceived you yesterday, and ate some meat. But it was not very much—only about six jin. What can I do now?”


  “No wonder that we cannot stop today. You have seriously injured me, and rendered me helpless.”


  Li Kui hearing this threw his hands up towards heaven, and wept.


  Dai Zong could not help laughing, “If you would swear to always listen to what I say I might be able to find a way out.”


  “Sir, please say what you like in future, and I will obey every word.”


  “Well never dare again to deceive me about eating meat.”


  “If I do that again may my tongue be blistered. Yesterday I saw you eat the vegetables, but I did not like the taste, and so ate just a very little meat. I will never do that again.”


  “In that case I will forgive you just this time.” So saying Dai Zong hastened his speed, caught up to Li Kui, and catching hold of his leg, pulled it hard, and shouted, “Stop!” They began to slow down, and soon stopped. Dai Zong said, “I will now go in front, and you can come slowly behind.” But when Li Kui tried to go he found that he could not move. His feet were like cast iron, and he could not lift them. “Trouble again! I request you to assist me,” he said.


  Dai Zong turned his head, laughed, and said, “Will you take an oath that you have spoken the truth?”


  “You are my elder brother, and I will strictly do what you ask me to do,” replied Li Kui.


  “Will you really do as I tell you this time?” asked Dai Zong. So saying he took hold of Li Kui, and saying, “Rise,” and the latter began to walk.


  “Please take pity on me as I am tired, and should like a rest,” said Li Kui. Soon they came to an inn and stopped there.


  Upon entering the inn they bought some sacrificial joss money, and burnt it to the gods.


  “Well, what about today’s journey?” asked Dai Zong. Li Kui rubbed his legs, and said, “These legs appear to be mine just now.”


  Dai Zong got some warm water, and they both bathed their feet. They then partook of a vegetarian repast, and went to bed.


  The next morning they were up early, and after breakfast they started off again on the road. When they had gone about a li Dai Zong took the enchanted puttees, and said he would put only a pair of them on Li Kui’s so that he could travel slower that day.


  “I do not want them,” said Li Kui.


  “You must do as I tell you,” said Dai Zong. “We are on important business, and I will not trifle with you. If you don’t do as I wish I will leave you here rooted to the spot. I will then go to Jizhou. and after finding Gongsun Sheng I will return here and release you.”


  “Do it! Put them on!” replied Li Kui hurriedly.


  They were put on, and that day the two men traveled together. Whatever Dai Zong proposed Li Kui agreed to at once.


  They duly reached Jizhou, and stopped at an inn there. The day following their arrival Dai Zong dressed as a master with Li Kui as his servant. All that day they made inquiries in all parts of the town without finding any trace of Gongsun Sheng. The next day was the same although they tried all the small alleys. At the end of that day Li Kui lost his temper and said, “Where can this Taoist beggar have got to? When I goddamn find him I will take him by the hair and drag him off.”


  Dai Zong frowned at him, “You are at it again! Don’t forget what trouble you got into once before.” Li Kui laughed, and said, “I was only joking.”


  They returned to the inn that evening to rest, and the third day they spent all their time outside the town making inquiries in all the villages. But again nobody had ever heard of Gongsun Sheng. About noon as they were both hungry they entered an inn for a meal. The inn was very crowded, and they could not find a seat. The waiter however asked them to sit at a table where there was an old man. Dai Zong saluted the old man, and they sat down. They ordered four bowls of vermicelli and Dai Zong said to Li Kui, “If I eat one bowl to your three bowls will that do?”


  “Not enough!” said Li Kui. “If they bring six bowls I could eat the whole lot.”


  The waiter laughed at this. After waiting a long time however no food was served. The other tables were however being served with vermicelli, and seeing this Li Kui became angry. The waiter now brought a bowl of hot vermicelli, and set it in front of the old man at their table. The old man without any ceremony began to eat. He had his head bowed down to the bowl eating when Li Kui called out, “Waiter, why have we to wait so long?” So saying he struck the table so hard that the bowl of hot vermicelli was upset. The old man was annoyed at this, and taking hold of Li Kui said, “Have you no reason? Why have you upset my bowl of vermicelli?”


  Li Kui held up his fist to strike the old man, but Dai Zong interposed and told him not to do so. Dai Zong addressed the old man, “Take no notice of this man as he is very stupid. I will supply you with another bowl of vermicelli.”


  “You do not understand,” replied the old man, “I come from a distant place, and must hurry back as quickly as possible according to the order I received.”


  “Where did you come from, and who gave you orders?” asked Dai Zong.


  “I am from the Erxian Mountain in Jiuguan County in Jizhou,” said the old man. “I came here to buy incense, and must get back quickly because True Man Luo the Immortal has promised to disclose to us the secrets of immortality.”78


  Dai Zong thought a bit, and then asked if he had heard of a man Gongsun Sheng.


  “If you had asked anybody else they could not have answered you,” said the old man. “He is a neighbor of mine, and lives with his mother. He is often away from home, and was once called Gongsun Yiqing, but now is known as the Taoist Qing. People have forgotten his original name.”


  Dai Zong repeated the old proverb, “You can wear out iron shoes in fruitless searching, and yet by a lucky chance you may find the lost thing without even looking for it.” He asked the old man, “How far is this Erxian Mountain? Is the Taoist Qing at home just now?”


  “It is about fifteen li from here. The Taoist Qing, is a pupil of the True Man Luo who would not dispense with him.”


  Dai Zong was much pleased and when they all had their food he paid the bill, and they left the inn. He then got full directions of the road and let the old man go in advance.


  Dai Zong and Li Kui put on the enchanted puttees, and set off and soon reached the Erxian Mountain. There they met a woodcutter, and asked him where the Taoist Qing lived. The man told them to cross a pass on the hill, and they would come to a house with a stone bridge opposite the door. That was where the Taoist Qing lived. They followed these directions, and found the house. There they asked a woman carrying a basket of fruit whether the Taoist Qing was at home. The woman replied that he was in a room at the back preparing a magic drug. Dai Zong asked Li Kui to wait outside while he went in by himself. Dai Zong entered, and came to a room with a reed curtain in front of the door. Here he coughed, and a white-haired old woman came out. He saluted her, and said, “I come here to see the Taoist Qing.”


  “What is your name?” she asked.


  “I am Dai Zong, and have come from Shandong.”


  “My son has not yet returned from his travel abroad.”


  “I am an old friend of his,” said Dai Zong, “and have a message for him.”


  “He is not here, but you can tell me the message, and I will tell him when he returns.”


  “As he is not here I will call again to see him,” said Dai Zong. He again saluted and went outside, and said to Li Kui, “An old woman says that he is not at home so now I want you to go inside and see what you can do. If she tells you the same story you must make a row, but avoid striking the old woman. When I hear the noise I will come in, and intervene between you two.”


  Li Kui put down his pack, and putting his two axes in his waist belt he entered the house and shouted, “Is anybody here?”


  The old woman came, and asked, “Whom do you want?” When she saw Li Kui, however, she was afraid.


  “I am the ‘Black Whirlwind’ from Liangshan Marsh, and have orders to come here for a man Gongsun Sheng. Tell him to come here at once. If he comes I will be respectful, but if there is any obstacle I will burn down this goddamn house.”


  “Sir, do not get excited, this is not the home of Gongsun Sheng, but of the Taoist Qing.”


  “Then tell him to come here. I know his damned face.”


  “He has gone abroad, and has not returned yet.”


  Li Kui took his axe and striking the wall made a big hole in it. He then said, “If you won’t call your son I will kill you at once.” He then advanced with his axe in a threatening attitude, and the woman fell down. A door opened, and Gongsun Sheng came out saying, “You have no decency.” Dai Zong just then also entered, and said, “‘Iron Ox,’ why have you knocked this old lady down?” He went and lifted her up.


  Li Kui threw his axe on the ground, and said, “Please excuse me. I did this only because you would not come out to see us.”


  Gongsun Sheng took his mother inside, and then came and saluted both Dai Zong and Li Kui. He then took them into a small room, and Dai Zong explained the position at Gaotang Prefecture, and asked Gongsun Sheng to help them against the troops who had defeated them. Gongsun Sheng was unwilling to go and leave his old mother alone, but Dai Zong pressed him, and said that if Gongsun Sheng did not help them they would be defeated again, and probably Song Jiang himself would be captured.


  Gongsun Sheng at last agreed to go to consult his master True Man Luo the Immortal. He, with Dai Zong and Li Kui, then left the house, and went to Erxian Mountain. By the time they got there it was dusk. A small path through pine trees brought them to a small temple with three characters over the door, “Pole Star Temple.” They entered an arbor in front of the door, and arranged and dusted their clothes. They then went inside. Two acolytes had seen them coming, and had announced their arrival to Luo the Immortal. He asked them to come into the Pine and Stork Room where he usually sat in silent meditation. Gongsun Sheng and Dai Zong kowtowed, and then stood in respectful attitude. But Li Kui instead of following their example was staring about the room.


  Gongsun Sheng then explained the object of the visit, and asked Luo the Immortal, to advise him whether he should go to rescue Song Jiang.


  “You sought refuge here from the wicked world,” said Luo, “and wished to attain immortality. So why do you now think of returning?”


  “We only want him to help us in defeating Prefect Gao Lian, and after that he can return here,” said Dai Zong.


  “That is hardly a matter for a priest to interfere in,” replied Luo “You can decide that question yourself.”


  Gongsun Sheng and the other two then withdrew, and returned to Gongsun Sheng’s house. Upon arriving there Li Kui asked what the priest had said. “Did you not listen?” asked Dai Zong.


  “I listened but could not understand what he said,” replied Li Kui.


  “He said that Gongsun Sheng should not go,” said Dai Zong.


  Li Kui was angry at this. “We have come so far, and undergone many tribulations, and now we have at last found Gongsun Sheng but the priest tells him not to go. I feel like killing that priest.”


  Dai Zong frowned upon him, and said, “Must I again fasten your feet to the ground?”


  “No! No! I was only joking,” said Li Kui.


  That evening they talked over a plan, and at last Gongsun Sheng agreed to go with them the next day, and get the priest to agree to their proposal. But Li Kui could not sleep as he was thinking the matter over. About 4 A.M. he got up, and heard that Dai Zong was snoring while fast asleep.


  He thought, “We are heroes so why should we ask a priest for his opinion about our own affairs. If I kill the priest there will be no obstacle in our way.” He took his axe, and quietly opening the door he went towards Luo’s temple, easily finding his way in the bright moonlight. Upon reaching the temple he found that the gates were closed. The wall was not very high, and he soon leapt over it. Then opening the gates from the inside he went towards the temple. He soon found the room, and breaking a piece of the paper on a window he looked inside. Candles were burning on a table, and the Immortal Luo was slowly chanting the scriptures. Li Kui thought, “That fellow deserves death.” He pushed the door open, and going straight to Luo the Immortal, he struck him on the head with his axe, and killed him on the spot. Li Kui saw that the blood was white, and laughed saying, “He evidently was a virgin, he’s full of semen! There’s not a drop of red blood in him! He cannot stop Gongsun Sheng from going now.” He left the room, but was stopped by an acolyte who called out, “You have killed our master. Where are you going?” Li Kui without hesitation used his axe, and also killed the boy. He then quickly left the temple, and going down the hill soon came to Gongsun Sheng’s house where he quietly opened the door and slipped into bed.


  The next morning Gongsun Sheng was up early, and prepared the breakfast. While eating Dai Zong reminded Gongsun Sheng that he had to take them to the temple again. Upon hearing this Li Kui could hardly suppress a laugh. He said nothing, and accompanied the other two up the hill. Upon entering the temple they saw the two acolytes, and Dai Zong inquired if the True Man Luo the Immortal was in.


  “He is sitting on the bed meditating,” replied the acolyte.


  Upon hearing this Li Kui was dumbfounded, and stood with his mouth wide open, and his tongue hanging out. The curtain was raised, and looking into the room they saw Luo the Immortal, sitting on the bed. Li Kui thought, “Last night I must have made a mistake.”


  “What do you three men want now?” asked Luo.


  “We came to ask for your mercy,” replied Dai Zong, “and beg you to save us from calamity.”


  “Who is that dark man?” asked Luo pointing to Li Kui.


  “He came with me, and his name is Li Kui,” replied Dai Zong.


  Luo the Immortal, laughed, “I did intend to allow Gongsun Sheng to leave me, but I have changed my mind on account of that dark fellow.” Dai Zong saluted the priest, and then turning to Li Kui told him what had been said. Li Kui knew then that the priest was aware that he had tried to kill him.


  “How would you like if I dispatch you three men to Gaotang Prefecture in a few minutes?”


  Dai Zong thought that a better way than using his enchanted puttees, and so they thanked Luo the Immortal. Luo then ordered the acolytes to bring three pieces of clothes, and asked the three men to follow him. He took them outside to a place and there spread a red cloth on a stone. He said, “Taoist Qing,you can stand on this.” Gongsun Sheng did so, and the True Man Luo waved his sleeve, and said “Rise!” Immediately the cloth became a cloud which ascended carrying Gongsun Sheng upwards about fifty feet when Luo called out “Stop!” and there Qing remained stationary. He then spread a blue cloth on the stone, and invited Dai Zong to stand on it. He did so, and the same process was gone through. Li Kui was astonished, and gazed with open eyes at the two clouds in the sky on which stood his two companions.


  Luo the Immortal now spread a white cloth on the stone, and asked Li Kui to stand on it. Li Kui laughed, “This is no joke! If I fall I shall have a big lump on my head.”


  “Do you see those two men?” asked Luo.


  Li Kui took his position, and after the same process he rose up on a white cloud. “I do not feel safe,” said Li Kui “Let me come down!”


  Luo the Immortal, hearing this, waved his sleeve again, and the red and black clouds descended. Li Kui seeing this called out, “I also want to come down.”


  “I am a priest and have never offended you. Why did you attempt to kill me last night? If I had had no virtue you would have killed me. You also tried to kill my acolyte.”


  “It wasn’t me! You must have made a mistake!” replied Li Kui from aloft.


  Luo the Immortal, laughed, and said, “You certainly broke two of my gourds last night. You are a bad man! I am going to punish you for that.” So saying he again waved his sleeve. “Go!” he said, and a strong wind arose, and carried the white cloud right up into the sky with Li Kui on it. On each side of the cloud were two men with yellow turbans, and looking downward Li Kui saw houses, forests, and mountains skimming past under his feet. He was exceedingly afraid, and trembled in every limb. All at once he heard a great noise and the next moment he fell on the roof of the yamen in Jizhou and rolled off into the courtyard. The Prefect was sitting on the bench with a full court, and they were all startled by this strange and sudden appearance of a big man rolling off the roof of the court.


  “Seize that man,” ordered the Prefect.


  The attendants seized Li Kui, and brought him as a prisoner before the Prefect who asked, “What kind of magic is this? Where do you come from?”


  Li Kui could not speak as in his fall his head had been injured. “He must be a wizard,” continued the Prefect, “Use the means to exorcise evil spirits.” The jailers took Li Kui outside, and there an attendant took a bowl of dog’s blood, and threw it over his head. Another attendant poured a bucket of urine and nightsoil over him, and he was covered all over with the filth. His mouth and ears were full of blood, piss, and turds.


  At last Li Kui spoke, “I am not a wizard. I am only a servant of True Man Luo the Immortal.”


  At that place they all knew the True Man Luo as a Living Immortal on earth, so they ceased their activities against Li Kui. They took Li Kui into the court, and there a secretary spoke to the Prefect, “If this man is a servant of Luo the Immortal, had we better not punish him?”


  The Prefect laughed, and said, “I have read many thousand of books both ancient and modern, but have never read of a Living Immortal having this kind of servant. He must be a wizard. Jailers! Beat him!” The jailers forced Li Kui on the ground, and beat him with the bamboo until he was almost unconscious.


  “Now you fellow speak the truth, and I will stop the punishment,” said the Prefect.


  “I will confess,” said Li Kui, “I am a wizard, called Li Er.” A cangue was put on him, and he was sent to prison. Upon reaching the cell Li Kui said, “I am a spirit general of the Living Immortal, so how dare you put this cangue on me? I will duly report this indignity, and everybody in this town will die.”


  The jailers all respected the Living Immortal as they knew his great power, so they asked Li Kui, “Now, who are you really?”


  Li Kui replied, “Truly, I am a confidential general of Luo, the Living Immortal. But as I had made a mistake, Luo sent me here so that I would be punished by you. He will send to rescue me in two or three days. If you don’t treat me well and give me some meat and wine, I shall tell him, and he will kill all you people.”


  The jailers were afraid of him, and gave him a good meal. Li Kui seeing their fear spoke wildly again, and the men being more afraid brought hot water for him to bathe, and also wash his clothes. He then swore that if they did not treat him well the next day he would fly away, and send trouble to them. They beseeched him to take pity on them, and promised to treat him well.


  True Man Luo the Immortal, told Dai Zong how Li Kui had tried to kill him, and how he would punish him. Dai Zong expressed his great regret, and begged Luo to spare Li Kui. Luo asked Dai Zong to come into the temple where they discussed the affairs of Liangshan Marsh. Dai Zong explained that both Chao Gai and Song Jiang distributed wealth in good cause and were acting like agents sent from Heaven. They had sworn not to injure good officials or patriots who were willing to die for their country; filial sons or worthy grandsons; men of high principles or chaste wives; and they had done fine work.


  Luo the Immortal, considered this, without expressing an opinion. Dai Zong stayed there for five days, and every day he kowtowed to Luo, and begged him to have mercy for Li Kui. The True Man however said that Li Kui was a bad man, who was not deserving to be saved from his distress.


  “Master, you do not understand,” replied Dai Zong. “He is a very simple fellow, but has good intentions. He is very straightforward, and the making of wealth has no attraction for him. Again he is not a flatterer and is loyal even in the face of death. Again he is not lustful and is very brave. Because of these qualities he is liked by Song Jiang and if he does not return to Liangshan Marsh I should not dare to face Song Jiang again.”


  True Man Luo laughed, “He was evidently born under a murderous star, and Heaven has sent him here to kill off those sinful people. I will not oppose the will of Heaven. I have punished him enough, and will now have him back to you.”


  Dai Zong kowtowed and expressed his gratitude. Luo the Immortal, then summoned his strong men who came, and stood awaiting orders. Luo said to them, “That man you took to Jizhou has now finished his period of punishment. You must go and release him from the jail and bring him back here.” The men vanished, and in about an hour they reappeared throwing down Li Kui from aloft. Dai Zong went forward to lift Li Kui up, and said to him, “Younger brother, where have you been these last few days?”


  Li Kui noticed Luo the Immortal and kowtowed to him before replying, “Sir! I dare not offend you again.”


  “After this you must abstain from taking life,” said Luo the Immortal, “you must exert all your strength to assist Song Jiang, and must avoid bad thoughts.”


  Li Kui again kowtowed, “You are my newly adopted father, and I will certainly do as you say.”


  “But where have you been these last few days?” asked Dai Zong.


  Li Kui then recited his experiences at the court and prison in Jizhou, and how he had been brought back. When he was told that Luo the Immortal, controlled about one thousand of such stout men as had taken him to Jizhou, Li Kui said, “If I had only known all about this I would never have even tried to attack the True Man Luo.”


  Dai Zong again pressed Luo to let Gongsun Sheng accompany them to Gaotang Prefecture. Luo said he would not place any obstacle in his way, though he did not like to let him go. He however had some advice to give him.


   


  To help the age and guard the country,


  Magic power must now be used.


   


  We will now relate what that advice was.


  

   


   


   


  Footnote


  78 “True Man” was a title used to indicate the attainment of enlightenment or immortality.




  CHAPTER 53

   

  Gongsun Sheng by a Magic Trick Defeats Gao Lian; the Black Whirlwind Descends into a Well to Rescue Chai Jin


   


   


   


  “DISCIPLE,” said True Man Luo the Immortal, the spell you have learned is the same as Gao Lian, but I will now disclose to you the means of controlling thunder so that you can help Song Jiang to guard the country and pacify the people as an agent appointed by Heaven. You need not be anxious about your mother as I will see that she is well looked after. You are one of the stars of the constellation and therefore I let you go for some time. You must remember what I told you of the divine principles, and avoid being deceived by human desire, as this will upset your plans.”


  Gongsun Sheng kowtowed, and received the method for controlling thunder. He, Li Kui, and Dai Zong saluted Luo and the other priests there. They then went to Gongsun Sheng’s home where he put on his traveling dress, took his double-edged sword, and after bidding adieu to his mother they all departed.


  When they had walked about ten li Dai Zong said he would go in advance to Gaotang Prefecture, and announce their approach. Gongsun Sheng agreed to this, and promised that they would follow behind.


  “On the road I want you to wait upon Gongsun Sheng,” said Dai Zong to Li Kui. “You must also be careful to avoid all further trouble.”


  “He has the same magic power as Luo, so how dare I deceive him?” asked Li Kui.


  Dai Zong then put on his enchanted puttees and vanished from sight.


  Gongsun Sheng and Li Kui continued their way, and towards evening stopped at an inn. Li Kui had felt the great powers of Luo the Immortal and therefore he dared not display his temper, but waited upon Gongsun Sheng with every attention. On the third day they came to the town of Wugang where the streets were very crowded. As they were both tired Gongsun Sheng said they would get some vegetarian food at that market town. They entered a small inn at the side of the street, sat down, and ordered food from the waiter.


  “What kind of vegetarian cakes have you?” asked Gongsun Sheng.


  “We have only wine and meat,” replied the waiter. “But at the entrance of the street you can get cakes made with dates.”


  “I will go and buy the cakes,” said Li Kui. He went and after purchasing the food was on his way back to the inn when he heard the applause, “How strong!” Looking round Li Kui saw a big crowd round a very big man who was holding a heavy iron hammer with a head as big as a watermelon. His face was pock-marked. The hammer, Li Kui thought, must have weighed about thirty jin. The man swung it round, and brought it down on a stone in the street, and broke the latter into small bits. The crowd applauded this exhibition of strength, but Li Kui did not think it amounted to much. So putting the cakes in his breast he stepped forward, and took hold of the hammer.


  “What are you doing? Who are you?” asked the owner.


  “These people applaud you, but what for?” asked Li Kui. “It does not seem very wonderful. You just watch me do it.”


  “You may try,” said the man, “but if you fail the penalty will be a blow from my fist.”


  Li Kui lifted the hammer, and after whirling it round his head brought it down on the ground lightly and with ease. His face was not red, his heart did not palpitate, and his breathing was regular. He looked quite cool and collected.


  The tall man seeing this, saluted, and asked for his name.


  “Where do you come from?” asked Li Kui.


  “I live just opposite,” replied the man. He then conducted Li Kui to his home, and upon reaching the house he unlocked the door, and asked Li Kui to be seated. Li Kui noticed that the room contained all kinds of implements of a blacksmith, a hammer, a stove, tongs, steel punches, and so on. He thought that the man must be a blacksmith, and as they had no such person at their stronghold it would be a good thing to invite this man to join them. He asked the man his name.


  “I am Tang Long, and my father was a military official at Yanan Prefecture, Shaanxi province. This year my father died, and through gambling I have lost all the money. I work here as a blacksmith, and like to practice the use of lance and stick. Because of my pock-marked face the people call me the ‘Cash Marked Leopard.’ I beg to ask for your honorable name.”


  Li Kui told him, and also that he came from Liangshan Marsh. Upon hearing this the man saluted, and said he had heard of Li Kui’s fame, and was very fortunate to meet such a hero. Then Li Kui suggested that he should go with him to Liangshan Marsh, and join the bandits there. The man agreed to this at once. Li Kui then asked him to go with him to the inn to be introduced to Gongsun Sheng. The man got a few things together, and left his house to follow Li Kui.


  Upon reaching the inn Li Kui duly introduced the new partner, and explained fully how they had met. After a meal together they three all started on their journey. When near their destination they met Dai Zong, and Gongsun Sheng inquired whether there had been any more fighting.


  “Gao Lian’s wound is nearly healed now,” replied Dai Zong, “and every day there is fighting. Song Jiang has been acting merely on the defensive awaiting your arrival.”


  The four men then went on their way to Gaotang Prefecture, and soon reached the bandits’ camp. There Tang Long was introduced, and duly joined the brigands. They were all pleased to see Gongsun Sheng.


  The next day there was a general council held of all the leaders to discuss their future plans. Gongsun Sheng said that orders could be issued for a general advance on Gaotang Prefecture. He would go and see what the opposing army was doing. The next day the bandits all moved forward fully equipped, with flying banners, rolling of drums, and clash of gongs. Song Jiang, Wu Yong, and Gongsun Sheng rode in the front.


  Gao Lian had been informed of the approach of the bandits, ordered his army to leave the town. The two bodies of fighting men soon met, and stood in ranks. There was a great display of banners, and a great noise of drums and gongs. Song Jiang and the two leaders advanced. Gao Lian was seated on his horse surrounded by about thirty officers with a large flag. As Song Jiang approached Gao Lian shouted, “You thieves! As you come here to fight I hope you won’t run away this time when you are defeated. Running away does not look nice.”


  Song Jiang turned, and asked who would volunteer for a single combat. Hua Rong immediately set spurs to his horse, and dashed forward without saying a word.


  Gao Lian also asked for a champion to meet Hua Rong and Xue Yuanhui dashed forward.


  These two fought for a long time, and then Hua Rong retired. Immediately Xue Yuanhui pursued him, flourishing his sword. Hua Rong, however, got his bow, and turning round in his saddle shot an arrow which wounded Xue who fell off his horse. The troops applauded.


  Gao Lian was very angry at this, and taking his copper plate from his saddle he beat it with his sword. Immediately a yellow cloud of dust arose, and obliterating the sunlight made the field quite dark. Out of the cloud now emerged all kinds of strange animals, tigers, leopards, and insects. The troops shouted and moved forward. Gongsun Sheng however on his horse took his sword, and waving it towards the approaching troops called out, “Go!” A flash of light emerged from his sword, and meeting the weird animals they all fell down. The assembled troops now saw that these animals had only been made of paper as they were all consumed by the flame. The yellow cloud of dust also disappeared.


  Song Jiang now ordered his men to charge, and they meeting the opposing troops entered into conflict. It was soon over and Gao Lian and his troops retreated into the town. When Song Jiang came up they found the bridge drawn up, and the town gate closed, and the troops on the wall shower stones and blocks of wood on them. Song Jiang then gave the signal for his men to withdraw, and slowly they returned to their camping ground. The men were rewarded for the victory and Gongsun Sheng was loudly praised.


  The next day the bandits surrounded the town on all sides. Gongsun Sheng said to Song Jiang and Wu Yong, “Yesterday we defeated more than half of the opposing army, hut we did not touch the bodyguard of Gao Lian. Today we must attack with great force. Tonight they will probably attack our camp so we will leave the camp deserted, and station our troops at other points all round. We must instruct our men to remain quiet until they hear a clap of thunder and see a large flame in the camp when they must rush towards the camp.”


  Orders were given accordingly, and in the afternoon the brigands were withdrawn from the town, and were given a good feed in the camp. When it was dark the men were divided under their various leaders and all left the camp. Song Jiang, Gongsun Sheng, and several other leaders took up a position on a mound near the camp.


  That night Gao Lian provided his bodyguard with iron gourds filled with saltpeter and gunpowder. Each man also had a hooked sickle, an iron broom, and a whistle. Near midnight the town gate was opened, and his men marched out. Gao Lian was on horseback, and used his magic spells. A strong wind sprung up which whirled stones and dust in all directions. The soldiers soon lit their gunpowder, blew their whistles, and advanced in the great confusion.


  Gongsun Sheng now used his magic, and in the deserted camp there was a clap of thunder with many flashes of lightning. Gao Lian’s troops saw that the camp was deserted, and being frightened by the spectacle they all tried to retreat. But they now found their way blocked by the bandits who attacked fiercely, and in the end not a single one of the three hundred troops was left alive. Gao Lian, however, had been able to get back to the town with about nine of his bodyguard of thirty men. Upon entering the gate he gave orders for the drawbridge to be raised and the gate closed. He then ordered all the people in the town to mount guard on the walls.


  The next day Song Jiang surrounded the town with his bandits. Gao Lian considered that all his study of magic was of no avail as he had been thoroughly defeated. What could he do? He decided that the only thing left was to send to the surrounding districts, and ask for help. He wrote two letters accordingly and sent messengers with them. Both of the Prefects concerned had been appointed by his elder brother in the capital so he thought they could not refuse assistance.


  Wu Yong saw the two messengers leave the town, but said, “We must not stop them, but let them go. We can make use of their plot to defeat them.”


  “What is your plan?” asked Song Jiang.


  “Evidently there are very few soldiers in the town now,” said Wu Yong, “and they are sending for reinforcements. We must get two squadrons of cavalry, and delude the people in the town that they are reinforcements for them. We must arrange for a sham battle, and let the supposed reinforcements win. Then Gao Lian will open the town gate and welcome them. When however he finds out his mistake he will probably try to leave the town by some means, and we must look out for him and capture him.”


  Song Jiang applauded this plot, and sent Dai Zong to Liangshan Marsh to bring two squadrons of cavalry.


  Gao Lian had gathered a great deal of straw and grass to a vacant spot on the wall with the idea of burning this at night so as to guide the reenforcements should they arrive after dusk.


  A few days afterwards the outposts reported to Gao Lian that the bandits were fighting against some troops. Gao Lian went to the observation post, and saw a large body of cavalry fighting against the brigands. Many bandits were on the grounds, and others were running away. Gao Lian considered that these were the reenforcements so he mustered his soldiers, had the city gates opened, and marched out his soldiers to attack the bandits. He saw Song Jiang, Hua Rong, and Qin Ming leaving the battlefield by a small side road. He advanced to pursue them but just then many gongs were sounded on a hill some distance away, and suspecting some trap he ordered a retreat. As he retreated he found that he was surrounded by brigands on his left and right who were closing in. He hastened his retreat, but about half of his men were cut off and taken prisoners. Looking towards the town he saw the brigands’ flags flying there. He looked round for the supposed reinforcements, but could not see a single man. He, therefore, led his men towards a small hill to escape, but when near he saw a large body of brigands already there. He turned to try to find another way, but saw bandits on all sides. He dismounted his horse with the idea of going up the hillside on foot. He soon realized that he was being hemmed in again, and reciting a spell he caused a black cloud on which he mounted himself and ascended into the sky. Gongsun Sheng had however seen this, and uttering a spell he caused the cloud to descend bringing Gao Lian to the ground. There Gao Lian was attacked by Inspector Lei Heng who soon killed him. Upon receiving news of the death of Prefect Gao Lian, Song Jiang entered the town with his men, and issued an order that the people were not to be disturbed by his men nor anything looted. He then went to the city prison to release the prisoners, and found that all the jailers had left their posts and run away. He released about fifty prisoners without however finding any trace of Squire Chai Jin. In one cell, however, he found the family of Chai Jin’s uncle, and then in another cell found all the family of Squire Chai Jin. As Gao Lian had very little spare time he had postponed cross-examining them until a later time. But Wu Yong had come across a turnkey in the prison who told him that some days ago before Prefect Gao Lian had given him the special duty of attending to the prisoner Squire Chai Jin, and had ordered him that in case of any disorder in the town he must kill Chai Jin at once. Three days before, Prefect Gao Lian had sent to the prison for Chai Jin to be executed. This turnkey thought Squire Chai Jin a fine type of man, and declined to carry out the order. But he sent a reply that Chai Jin had been killed. As he was afraid that further inquiry might be made he smuggled Squire Chai Jin out of the prison, and lowered him into a dry well. Upon hearing this Song Jiang went with the turnkey to the well. He looked down, but as it was quite dark he had no idea how deep it was. He called out, but got no reply. He then got a rope about 30 feet long and lowered it down the well. Again there was no result. Song Jiang considered that Squire Chai Jin was not there, and burst into tears. “Do not cry,” said Wu Yong. ‘In order to make sure we must lower a man down the well.”


  Just then Li Kui came on the scene and offered to go down the well.


  “‘As you have involved him in trouble,” said Song Jiang, “you must make recompense for him.”


  “I will go down. I am not afraid,” said Li Kui laughingly, “but don’t cut the rope.”


  “That is a villainous thought,” said Wu Yong. “Of course we shall not cut the rope.”


  A basket was obtained, and fastened to the end of the rope, a three-legged derrick was erected over the well with the rope running over the top. Li Kui got in the basket, and was slowly lowered down. Upon reaching the bottom Li Kui got out of the basket, and began to feel around in the dark. He felt some bones, and was rather upset by this. He however felt around, but found nothing. It was all mud and water. He again searched round and found a small hole in the side of the well, and there he felt a man. “Squire Chai Jin,” he called out, but got no reply. He took hold of the man who was still breathing. “Thanks to Heaven and Earth, I have saved your life,” said Li Kui. He took his seat in the basket; and rang a small bell that was fastened to the rope. The basket was pulled up, and upon reaching the top he explained that Squire Chai Jin had been found.


  “Then you must go down again, and send Squire Chai Jin up first,” said Song Jiang.


  “When I went to Jizhou I was deceived twice, so that today I do not want to be fooled again,” said Li Kui.


  “We certainly will not fool you,” said Song Jiang. “You quickly go down.”


  Li Kui went down again, placed Squire Chai Jin in the basket, and rang the bell on the rope. The basket was pulled up, and everybody was pleased to see Squire Chai Jin again. He was almost unconscious, had big wounds on his thigh and head. A doctor was sent for at once.


  Li Kui thought they had forgotten him, and shouted loudly. Song Jiang hearing this, had the basket lowered and they soon brought Li Kui up in the basket. Upon getting to the top, Li Kui was angry. He said, “You people are bad! Why didn’t you lower the basket for me at once?”


  “We saw that Squire Chai Jin was very badly wounded, and for the moment forgot about you. Please excuse us,” said Song Jiang.


  A cart was obtained and Squire Chai Jin was laid down in it. Others were obtained for Chai Jin’s relatives and altogether about twenty carts, set off for Liangshan Marsh. On the way the bandits did not trouble the people. Within a few days Squire Chai Jin recovered and was given quarters near Song Jiang’s at Liangshan Marsh.


  The victory of the bandits under Song Jiang was duly reported by the Prefects of Dongchang and Kouzhou to the minister at the Eastern Capital. Marshal Gao Qiu of the Imperial Guard learned that his cousin Prefect Gao Lian had been defeated and killed by the bandits. Early the next morning before dawn, he went to the palace to have an audience with the Emperor. There were many ministers and high officials also waiting for the audience. About half past 4 A.M. the Emperor appeared, and took his seat on the throne. An official called out, “Those who have business may now speak. If there is no business His Imperial Majesty will retire.”


  Gao Qiu stepped out of the ranks of the standing officials, and addressed the throne: “At Liangshan Marsh in Jizhou there is a strong company of bandits under Song Jiang and Chao Gai. They have ravaged the surrounding country, and done great damage to the people and their property. This is a vile state of affairs. If they are not suppressed I am afraid the province will be in danger. I await Your Majesty’s order.”


  The Emperor was surprised at the news, and issued a decree that Gao Qiu use all the necessary military forces to suppress the bandits at once.


  Marshal Gao Qiu decided to send to Runing Prefecture in Henan province for a famous general named Huyan Zhuo to take charge of the expedition, and the Imperial edict was issued accordingly. Upon that man’s arrival the Emperor presented him with a black horse. Gao Qiu and Huyan Zhuo then discussed details and the latter recommended two other generals to assist him.


   


  Merit should be comprehended,


  Virtue entered honors list.


  



  CHAPTER 54

   

  Gao Qiu Assembles Three Troop Columns; Huyan Zhuo Uses His Cavalry


   


   


   


  “WHOM do you recommend as the commander for the vanguard?” asked Marshall Gao Qiu.


  Huyan Zhuo replied, “I have confidence in Colonel Han Tao at Chenzhou. He is a Shandong man and is skilled in all military strategy. His nickname is ‘Ever Victorious General.’ Another fine man is Colonel Peng Qi at Yingzhou. He comes from Kaifeng and all his ancestors have been military men. He is also skilled in strategy and has the nickname of ‘Heavenly Eyes General.’”


  Marshall Gao Qiu was much pleased at this, and immediately had dispatches prepared for those two Colonels to come to the capital at once. Within a few days they duly arrived and had interviews with Gao Qiu and Huyan Zhuo, and were promoted to their new posts. They discussed plans for the coming campaign against Liangshan Marsh. They had altogether five thousand cavalry, and five thousand infantry. Gao Qiu ordered that three thousand cavalry and five thousand infantry be sent to the front at once.


  Huyan Zhuo, however requested several days’ postponement of the start of the expedition as the troops were not well equipped.


  Gao Qiu gave them permission to draw freely from the Imperial stores at the capital for whatever armor, etc. were required. They must make all arrangements, and when they were ready to leave for the front he would dispatch a staff officer to inspect the troops, and report direct to himself.


  Huyan Zhuo visited the ammunition depots, and dispatched large quantities of war materials including five hundred rockets. Before their departure Gao Qiu gave them three thousand more battle steeds, and also many presents in silver and gold.


  The General and his two Colonels then distributed their supplies of equipment, and had everything ready and within half a month their troops were assembled at Runing Prefecture. Two staff officers arrived from the Capital to inspect and encourage the troops. After a general parade the armies were mobilized towards Liangshan Marsh.


  The bandit scouts duly reported the arrival of the troops, and a council of war was held by the leader of Liangshan Marsh.


  “I have heard of the great fame of this General Huyan Zhuo,” said Wu Yong,”this is a man not to be slighted. We must employ our bravest men in the first battle and afterwards we can try strategy.”


  Li Kui here interposed, “I will go to capture that fellow.”


  “How can you go?” said Song Jiang. “I have a plan. We must fight the battle with five detachments in turn; first, General Qin Ming; second, Lin Chong; third, Hua Rong; fourth, Hu San Niang; fifth, Sun Li. They must follow each other in that rotation so that each will have a rest between bouts.” He then announced how he himself and other ten leaders would be divided into three parts. He then gave orders where the bandits should proceed to and await the attack.


  On the following day the enemy came in view, but they had not all taken up their position before it was evening. Early the next morning the drums were beaten, and both armies were on parade. General Qin Ming rode forward with his heavy mace. General Huyan Zhuo spoke, “This is the Imperial army, and you had better surrender at once. If you refuse to do so then your body will be hacked up into thousand pieces. I am going to wipe out the nest of bandits here. Many will be killed, and all the rest will be captured and sent as prisoners to the Capital.”


  General Qin Ming took no notice of this, but advanced waving his mace. Colonel Han Tao accepted the challenge, and rode out to meet Qin Ming. They fought for some time without any result, and then Han Tao retired.


  The next combatants were General Huyan Zhuo and Lin Chong. After about fifty bouts these two retired.


  Then came Hua Rong who fought about twenty bouts with Colonel Peng Qi.


  These were followed by Hu San Niang who fought against Colonel Peng Qi for about twenty bouts and then she retired. Peng Qi thought that he had won so he pursued her. She, however, only put aside her sword, and now took a long red rope with numerous hooks. She waited until Peng Qi was quite close, and then suddenly turning in her saddle she cast the rope, caught Peng Qi, and pulled him off his horse. Sun Li was quite close, and he galloped forward with a few men and took Peng Qi captive.


  General Huyan Zhuo was very angry at this trick, and rushed forward to engage Hu San Niang himself. But after ten bouts he found that he could not overcome her. He decided to beat her by a trick. He waited until she rushed at him, and met her with an iron whip in each hand, and used both at the same moment. She parried both blows with her swords—the swords met the whips with a loud crash, throwing off sparks—and she rode away unhurt. He pursued her on horseback, but was intercepted by Sun Li who fought with him. These two fought for about thirty bouts. Han Tao now gave orders for a general advance, and upon seeing this movement Song Jiang issued similar orders to his men. The troops of General Huyan Zhuo were all well protected by armor, and the only exposed spots were their eyes. The bandits now shot arrows, but did no damage on the enemy because of the armor. But when the two thousand archers of General Huyan Zhuo discharged their arrows they took effect on the bandits who had not the armor. Song Jiang seeing the position ordered a general retreat. Upon reaching their camp they stopped, and Song Jiang sent for the prisoner Peng Qi. Upon reaching his tent Song Jiang himself unbound the ropes on the prisoner, and invited him to sit down.


  “I am your prisoner,” replied Colonel Peng Qi, “and am quite ready for death. But why are you treating me like this?”


  “As we have no safe place to live in,” replied Song Jiang, “we have to take our position at Liangshan Marsh for the time being. When the Emperor sent you here to capture us, we would have surrendered if we were not afraid that we should all be killed. Therefore we are forced to fight against you. It is quite unintentional that we oppose your power, and we must plead for your mercy.”


  “For a long time I have heard of your love for justice and benevolence,” replied Peng Qi, “and that you are always assisting those in distress. Now I know as a fact that your chivalry is real. If you now spare my life I shall be extremely grateful to you.”


  That day Song Jiang sent Peng Qi to Chao Gai at Liangshan Marsh where he was to be quartered, but treated well.


  Upon General Huyan Zhuo reaching the camp he discussed with Han Tao what steps should be taken to defeat the bandits.


  “Today,’’ said Colonel Han Tao, “the brigands felt the effect of our advancing army so they retreated. Tomorrow we must pursue them, with all our cavalry and defeat them completely.”


  General Huyan Zhuo agreed that that must be done. He accordingly issued orders that the following day three thousand cavalry must be linked up in small rings of thirty each. They were to wait until the bandits were close, and then rush forward with spears. These 100 squadrons of cavalry should be supported by five thousand infantry. There would be no single combats, and the General and Colonel Han Tao would take up their position in the rear instead of in front of the army.


  The following day Song Jiang arranged his men in five companies in front in charge of ten leaders. On either side was a company in ambush. Qin Ming again rode in advance to challenge the opponent, but no one came out to meet him. Song Jiang was suspicious, and ordered his rearguard to withdraw a little. He then rode to the front to see what happened. All at once a series of rockets was fired in the opposing army, and the infantry in front opened out into two divisions, and the cavalry dashed forth. The infantry on both sides discharged a shower of arrows. Song Jiang signaled for his men also to use their bows and arrows. But this could not resist the opposing troops which still advanced nearer. Now the bandits could not sustain the severe attack, and were soon thrown into confusion. They gave way all along the line, and were soon scattered about. Li Kui and Yang Lin, now led forth the men in ambush and attacked the opposing troops. Song Jiang and a number of men embarked on boats which were waiting in the creeks. When the troops reached the banks they found that their arrows had no effect on these boats which had boards at the sides to protect the men behind. The boats withdrew to a spot where the men disembarked on the opposite bank, but there were not many men there. Of the leaders six had been wounded, and among the men there were a great many casualties. Just then Chao Gai and Wu Yong arrived on the scene, having heard of the disastrous defeat. Song Jiang was very depressed and Wu Yong spoke to him, “Elder brother, do not be sad. In fighting victory or defeat is inevitable. Do not worry too much. We must think of some plan to defeat our enemy.” Chao Gai issued orders for the boats to be ready to meet another attack by the opposing troops. He asked Song Jiang to retire to the mountain stronghold, and take rest there. Song Jiang however refused to go, but insisted that the leaders who had been wounded should go there.


  General Huyan Zhuo was highly pleased with the victory, and rewarded his men liberally. They had captured about five hundred men and three hundred horses. The matter was duly reported to the capital by special messenger. Marshal Gao Qiu was much pleased to hear of the defeat of the bandits. He duly reported the victory to the Emperor who was pleased and ordered presents and money and wine to be sent to General Huyan Zhuo.


  General Huyan Zhuo received the Imperial Edict, and distributed the reward among his men. He promised a further attack on the bandits whom he intended to completely exterminate. He, however, asked the imperial messenger to send a man from the capital, named Ling Zhen, who was expert in making explosives, and could attack a place five li distant. With that man’s assistance he could easily crush the bandits. The messenger agreed to take this message, and duly delivered the same to Marshal Gao Qiu, who at once sent for Ling Zhen who was a Yan Ling man, and was the leading expert in ammunition at that time. His nickname was “Roaring Thunder.” Marshal Gao Qiu gave him the new appointment, and dispatched him immediately to General Huyan Zhuo. Ling Zhen loaded many carts with ammunition, and taking about forty men he set out for Liangshan Marsh. He duly reported his arrival to General Huyan Zhuo, and discussed the military situation. He had brought three kinds of ordnance: (1) for incendiary bombs; (2) quick-firing explosives; and (3) for shrapnel bombs. Frameworks were erected on the banks of the lake, and the guns placed in position.


  Song Jiang and Wu Yong were now discussing the situation, but could not decide on any plan for the defense of their stronghold. A scout, however, reported that “Roaring Thunder” Ling Zhen had arrived from the capital, and was placing guns in position all round the lake.


  “That does not matter,” said Wu Yong, “because we are surrounded by water, and the banks in places are a good distance away. However many guns they have, the shots will not reach our stronghold. We can abandon the camp at the foot of our hill, and watch how they will attack us.”


  Song Jiang accordingly issued an order that all men must withdraw to the main stronghold on the mountain.


  Chao Gai and Gongsun Sheng, however, asked how they were going to meet the expected attack. While they were talking, they heard the roar of the guns. They saw two of the shots fall in the lake, but the third shot exploded in the camp at the foot of the mountain. Many of the leaders were upset by this new mode of attack.


  Wu Yong said, “It would be a good plan if somebody would go and inveigle Ling Zhen to the bank. Once we have captured him we can then easily defeat the enemy.”


  “We must appoint Li Jun, Zhang Heng, Zhang Shun, and the three brothers Ruan to go by boat, and do this decoy work,” said Chao Gai. “Two other leaders Zhu Tong and Lei Heng can assist them on the bank.”


  These leaders agreed to go, and divided themselves into two parties. One party embarked on two boats with about forty men on each boat, and went into the tall reeds. Li Jun and Zhang Heng on their boat got close to the gun carriage and overturned it. Ling Zhen upon hearing of this led about a thousand soldiers to the spot. Li Jun and Zhang Heng with about a hundred bandits seeing the troops coming retreated along the bank leaving their boats behind. When the soldiers were near, the bandits all dived into the water, and seeing this Ling Zhen ordered his men to embark on the abandoned boats, and cross the lake to attack the bandits. On the other bank were Zhu Tong and Lei Heng, who watching the position sounded their gongs and drums, and upon hearing this the bandits in the water turned, and took off the rudders of the boats so that they could not be steered, and the water also began to leak into the boats. The men in the water now seizing the gunwale of the boats, capsized them. Ling Zhen seeing the position ordered the boat to retire, but just then his boat was also held by the bandits and overturned. Ling Zhen himself was thrown into the water. Ruan, the Second, was in the water, and he seized hold of Ling Zhen and swam with him to the other bank. There Ling Zhen was bound with ropes, and taken to the mountain stronghold as a prisoner. Altogether about two hundred men were taken as prisoners; five hundred were drowned; and three hundred managed to escape back to their base. When General Huyan Zhuo heard of the disaster he rushed many troops to the spot, but all the boats had reached the other bank. He was very much annoyed at this defeat, but led his men back to camp.


  Upon receiving the report of the capture of “Roaring Thunder,” Ling Zhen, Song Jiang went down the mountain. Upon meeting the prisoner Song Jiang himself took off the binding ropes, and said to the escort, “I told you to invite this General and conduct him to our stronghold. Why have you no decency and treat him like this?”


  Ling Zhen saluted, and thanked Song Jiang for his mercy. Song Jiang sent for a beaker of wine, and offered it to the prisoner. When the latter had drunk the wine Song Jiang conducted the prisoner up the mountain road. Upon reaching the stronghold Ling Zhen saw Peng Qi acting as a leader of the brigands, and could not say a single word.


  “The two leaders here, Song Jiang and Chao Gai,” said Peng Qi, “are agents sent from Heaven. They have collected heroes from all parts, and are now waiting for the Imperial Edict to exempt them from punishment, when they will be quite ready to devote themselves to the service of the country. As I am here I now obey the orders of the leaders.”


  Song Jiang courteously apologized to Ling Zhen, and invited him to join them.


  “It makes no difference to me,” said Ling Zhen, “that I stay here but my wife and family will be in danger when it is known that I have joined you.”


  “Do not worry about that,” said Song Jiang; “I will arrange to have them all brought here for safety.”


  Ling Zhen expressed his thanks and said, “If you help me in that way I shall die with a peaceful heart.”


  Chao Gai invited Ling Zhen to a feast. At the feast there was a general discussion as to future military operations, and Tang Long said that he had a proposal to make


   


  A plan to seize a monster,


  Complete in all its detail.


   


  We will now relate what the proposal was.


  



  CHAPTER 55

   

  Shi Qian Steals Armor; Tang Long Inveigles Xu Ning


   


   


   


  “MY forefathers earned a living by making weapons,” said Tang Long addressing the assembled leaders. “Because my father was skilled in that work he was employed at Yanan Prefecture by the General Old Zhong, Guardian of the Frontier. At that time the battle horses were protected by armor, which was a great success. The only way of defeating such cavalry was by the use of hooked spear. I know how to make those hooked spears, but am not experienced in their use. I have a cousin, however, who understands how to use the hooked spears, and he is a Drill Instructor in the army. He however has kept this knowledge to himself, and his marvelous methods are equally effective either with cavalry or infantry.”


  Lin Chong asked, “Is that man not Drill Instructor Xu Ning?”


  “Yes, that is the man,” replied Tang Long.


  “If you had not mentioned it I should have forgotten all about him,” said Lin Chong. “His skill is undoubtedly the most marvelous. I knew him well in the capital where we often compared our various methods. Only how can we get him to come here?”


  “He has a most valuable heirloom at home of which there is no equal anywhere,” said Tang Long. “I once went to the capital with my late father, and saw it with my own eyes. It was armor made of gold rings coated with swan feather. This armor is both light and strong, neither sword nor arrow can penetrate it. It was called “Sai Tang Lion.” Many senior officials wanted to have a look of it, but he would not let them see it. It is as dear to him as his life, and he kept it locked up in a leather box on the beam of his house. If we could get that armor he would follow us here.”


  “In that case we can easily arrange matters,” said Wu Yong. “We have a capable man here, and for this work we have use of Shi Qian, the ‘Flea on the Drum.’”


  Shi Qian said, “If the armor is still there I could of course soon get it.”


  “If you steal the armor,” said Tang Long, “I will undertake to bring the man here.”


  “How could you induce him to come here?” asked Song Jiang.


  Tang Long walked across to Song Jiang, and whispered something in his ear. Song Jiang laughed and said, “An excellent plan!”


  “For this we must send three men to the Capital,” said Wu Yong. “One of them is to purchase gunpowder, and the other two can bring the family of Ling Zhen here.”


  Upon hearing this Peng Qi stood up and said, “Why should not one man go to Yingzhou and bring my family here?”


  “Do not worry about that,” said Song Jiang. “We will send a man for your family.” He then instructed Yang Lin to go to Yingzhou to do that work. He also deputed Xue Yong and Li Yun to accompany Yue He and Tang Long to the capital; the former to bring Ling Zhen’s family and the latter to buy gunpowder. Shi Qian after making preparations departed by himself for the capital. The other four followed some time afterwards.


  Shi Qian duly reached the capital, and stayed at an inn. The next day he inquired for Xu Ning’s residence and one man told him, “Go through the barracks gate, and you will find his house; it is the fifth house on the east side; it has a black door.” Shi Qian did so, and duly found the house. He first examined it both the front and the back door. There was a high wall all round the house with a two-storied tower inside, besides which was a large beam. He then went to the neighborhood, and asked whether Xu Ning was at home and was informed that he attended his duties about 5 A.M. and would not return until evening.


  Shi Qian returned to the inn, and changed his dress. He told the innkeeper that he might not return that night, and asked him to look after his room. He went and had his evening meal at another inn. He then went to Xu Ning’s house, and prowled around outside. It was soon dark, and became quite cold. It was a bright moonlight night. He saw a big tree in the grounds of a temple for the local earth god, and climbed up and hid himself in the branches. From this vantage point he saw Xu Ning arrive and enter his house. The servant soon came out with a lamp, and fastened the gate. He waited until he heard the drum in the tower sounded for the first watch of the night (9 P.M.). It was very cold, and hoar frost was forming on the tree. Everything was now quiet so he got down the tree, and went to the back door of Xu Ning’s house where he climbed over the wall. He found himself in a very small courtyard. He went to the kitchen, where there was a light. Looking through the window he saw two maid servants cleaning and washing the dishes. He went to the tower, and climbed up the beam to a window on the second floor. Looking inside he saw Xu Ning, his wife, and a boy of about seven years of age sitting round a fire. On the rafter of the bedroom where he saw a leather box. He also saw a sword, a bow with arrows, and some clothes hanging on a clotheshorse. At last he heard Xu Ning call to the servant, “Meixiang, fold up the clothes for me.” One of the maid servants came upstairs, folded the clothes, and put them away in a wardrobe. About 11 P.M. Xu Ning went to bed and his wife asked him, “Do you attend to duty tomorrow?”


  “Tomorrow the Emperor goes to the Dragon Palace and I must go at 5 A.M.”


  His wife then told the servant, “My husband must be on duty by 5 A.M. tomorrow. You must have breakfast ready by 4 A.M.”


  Shi Qian had seen and heard all this, and was quite confident that he would get the leather box without any difficulty that night. If he get it too soon he might disturb his people and could not get out of the city so he would wait till nearly 5 A.M. Very soon, everybody in the house was asleep, but there was a lamp still left burning on the table. Breaking a hole in the paper window he took a reed, and blew out the light. About 4 A.M. Xu Ning got up, and called to the maid servant to get breakfast ready. When the servant came they were surprised to find that the lamp had gone out. Xu Ning told them to go to the back chamber and get a light, The woman servant went downstairs, and Shi Qian slid down the beam on which he had been perched so long. He went to the back door, and hid there in the shade. The maid opened the door, and went to the other chamber. Shi Qian slipped into the kitchen, and hid under a table. The maid soon returned with the lamp, shut the door, and lit the fire. The other servant soon took the coal stove upstairs. Very soon the water was boiling, and some was taken upstairs for Xu Ning to wash his face. Breakfast was soon served and finished. Xu Ning came downstairs, and left for his duty. Shi Qian now left his hiding place, went straight upstairs, and took his position on the rafter. The maidservants returned after fastening the gate, and went to bed again. Shi Qian waited until they were asleep, and then taking his reed he blew out the lighted lamp. Shi Qian very quietly got down from the rafter taking the leather box with him when Xu Ning’s wife awoke, and hearing the noise called out, “What is that noise?” Shi Qian made a noise like a rat chattering, and one of the servants replied, “It is the rats. They are only fighting.” Shi Qian now made a noise like rats fighting to cover his movements with the box. Slowly he got down the stairs, and at last reached the door, and then the outer gate which he opened, and was soon outside. He hurried off with the leather box, through the city gate as it was then nearly 5 o’clock and was open, and soon reached his inn. He immediately packed up his things, paid the innkeeper, and started off on the east road. After he had gone about ten li he stopped at an inn for breakfast. While eating a man entered, and Shi Qian recognized him as Dai Zong. They held a whispered conversation, and Dai Zong then said he would take the “Sai Tang Lion” armor to Liangshan Marsh while Shi Qian could follow and take his time. Shi Qian opened the box, wrapped the armor in a parcel, and handed it to Dai Zong who donned his magic puttees started off for Liangshan Marsh.


  Shi Qian continued on his way, and after going about seven li met Tang Long, and explained the position to him. Tang Long told Shi Qian to continue on his way, and that he must only stop at inns where there was a white circle chalked on the door. At those inns he must display the leather box so that everybody could see it. Shi Qian agreed to do this, and started off while Tang Long went on his way to the capital.


  Early in the morning when the maidservants in Xu Ning’s house got up they found the house door open, and also the outside gate unfastened. They did not notice anything missing, and going back upstairs said to Madame Xu Ning, “It is strange that the gate is unfastened, but there does not seem to be anything missing.”


  “About 5 A.M. I heard a noise on the rafter, but you said it was some rats fighting. Go to see if the leather box is still there?”


  The servants looked up, and were astonished. “We do not know where it has gone to!”


  The wife upon hearing this got up quickly and said, “We must send a messenger to the palace to ask my husband to come back as soon as possible.”


  The maidservant found a messenger and sent him off. When he returned he said that Xu Ning was on duty inside the palace. Outside were guards who would not allow anyone to enter. The servants were very much upset, and hunted all round the house for the leather box like a lot of ants in a hot pan.


  When the Emperor had retired from the palace, Xu Ning took off his uniform and returned home. When he was near the house a neighbor said, “There has been a thief in your house. They sent a messenger to tell you, but you did not come back immediately.” Xu Ning was surprised at this, and hurried to his home. At the gate he met the servants who said, “You left home at 5 A.M. and presently a thief secretly entered the house, and stole the leather box on the rafter. He did not take anything else.”


  Xu Ning was dumbfounded at the loss. His wife said, “We do not know at what time the thief got into the house.”


  “Other things do not matter,” said Xu Ning. “Only our precious family heirloom has been stolen. Marshal Hua Erwang offered me 30,000 strings of cash for that, but I refused to sell. I was so afraid of losing it that I hid it away on the rafter. Many men came to get a look at it, but I always said I had not got it. Now if people hear that it has been stolen, they will laugh at us. What shall we do?” Xu Ning could not sleep, but was continuously thinking the matter over. “Who could have stolen it?”


  “I think it was stolen by someone who coveted the armor,” said his wife. “Perhaps he stole it because you would not sell it. You had better make inquiries in all directions, and see if we can get a clue as to who has stolen it. At present, ‘we must not beat the grass to startle the snake.’”


  The next day Xu Ning was very downcast and stayed at home. After breakfast he heard someone knocking at the outer gate. A servant answered the door, and then announced that a man named Tang Long of Yanan Prefecture wished to see Xu Ning. Xu Ning told the servant to show him into the guest chamber. Upon meeting there they saluted each other. Xu Ning said, “I heard of the death of your father, but owing to my official duties I could not come to see you. Your place was also such a long way off, and I could not go. Where have you been working, and what brings you here today?”


  “I cannot tell you all that has happened since in one sentence,” replied Tang Long. “After my father’s death I was very hard up, and in fact was at a loose end. I have just come from Shandong on a visit to you.”


  Xu Ning ordered the servant to bring in food and wine. Tang Long opened his bundle, and gave Xu Ning two ingots of silver weighing about twenty taels, saying, “Just before his death my father told me to hand you this silver. I had no intimate friend whom I could have asked to bring this present to you, so I had to keep it until I could give it you myself.”


  “I am extremely grateful to your late father for remembering me, and making such a valuable present,” replied Xu Ning. “I have been very undutiful to your father, and shall never be able to recompense him.”


  “Never mind that,” said Tang Long. “Before his death my father often spoke to me of your great skill. He could not come to see you as you lived so far away, so he decided to send you this thing as a memento.”


  Xu Ning thanked Tang Long, and asked him to dine with him. During the meal Xu Ning several times looked troubled, and even frowned. At last Tang Long said, “I see that you are worrying about something. What has upset you?”


  Xu Ning sighed, “Younger brother, you do not know, but last night a thief got into this house.”


  “Did you miss anything?” asked Tang Long.


  “He took the armor which is our great heirloom. Because of that I am rather annoyed.”


  “I remember seeing it some time before,” said Tang Long. “It was a very rare thing. My father often spoke of it as a splendid work of art. Have you any clue as to who took it?”


  “The armor was in a box which I hid on the rafter of my own bedroom. I have no idea who can have stolen it.”


  “What kind of box was it?” asked Tang Long.


  “It was red deerskin box, and the armor was wrapped in fine silk inside.”


  Tang Long was startled. “A red deerskin box! Outside covered with white silk embroidered with a design of clouds in green, and lions playing with a ball!”


  “Younger brother! Where did you see it?” asked Xu Ning.


  “Elder brother, last night I stopped at an inn about thirteen li from here, and there I saw an old man with a sallow complexion who was carrying such a box on a pole. At the time I particularly noticed the box, and wondered what was inside. I even asked the man what was in the box. He replied that originally there was armor stored in it, but now there was only some clothes. That must be the thief with your box. I noticed that the man limped, and walked along very slowly. We must pursue him at once.”


  “If we succeed in arresting him it will be by Heaven’s assistance,” said Xu Ning.


  “We had better waste no time, but get away at once,” said Tang Long.


  Xu Ning quickly put on his boots and weapons, and left immediately with Tang Long. When they had gone some distance on the road they came to an inn with a white circle on the door, and Tang Long suggested that they might make inquiries there. They entered and sat down. Tang Long asked the innkeeper whether he had noticed a man with a red deerskin box. The innkeeper remembered the man well, and said he had been there the previous night.


  The two men started off again, and that evening they stopped at an inn which also had a white circle on the door. Xu Ning wished to push on, but Tang Long said he was too tired. There again they made inquiries, and the waiter remembered the man, and even told them that the man had said he was going to Shandong.


  “Then we shall overtake him,” said Tang Long.


  After sleeping there the two men started off again early the next morning.


  Again they made inquiries at the inns on the way, and always got news of the deerskin box. As it grew dark they came to an old temple, and there they saw a man resting with a load under a tree. Xu Ning ran forward and seized hold of Shi Qian (for he was the man). “How brave you are! Why did you steal that box from my home?”


  “Wait a bit!” said Shi Qian. “Do not get excited! I stole the box, but what do you want me to do now?”


  “You have no decency,” said Xu Ning. “How can you ask such a question?”


  “Well, look in the box, and see whether the armor is there,” replied Shi Qian.


  Xu Ning opened the box, but found it empty. “Where is the armor?” he asked.


  “I will tell you,” said Shi Qian. “My name is Zhang Da, and I am a Taian Prefecture man. In our town is a wealthy man who is a friend of General Old Zhong, Guardian of the Frontier. He knew of the armor you had, and wished to present it to the General. But he knew that you would not sell it, and therefore engaged me and another man named Li San to go to your home and steal it. In getting the box I had a fall and hurt my leg so that I could not walk very quickly. So Li San took the armor away, and left me behind to bring the empty box. If you now beat me, or send me to the yamen I will not say a word as to where the armor has gone to. If you will forgive me I will go with you to get back the armor.”


  Xu Ning was undecided how to act, and did not speak for some time. Tang Long interposed and said, “Elder brother, you need not be afraid of him running away. We can go with him, and get the armor. If we cannot get the armor we can send him to the yamen.”


  Xu Ning agreed to this. All three then went on the road, and stayed that night at an inn. Xu Ning and Tang Long were careful that Shi Qian did not escape. Shi Qian’s leg was not injured, he only wrapped much silk round his leg. Because Shi Qian limped Xu Ning at last decided that it was not necessary to watch him closely. The following day they traveled far. They came at last to a place where the road divided, and there they met two men pushing a barrow, accompanied by a man who simply walked. They stopped and saluted Tang Long who asked them what they were doing at that spot.


  The man replied, “I have been trading at Zhengzhou, and am now on my way back to Taian.”


  “That is fine,” said Tang Long. “We are also going to Taian and wish to hire a barrow.”


  “Our barrow could carry all three of you,” replied the man.


  Tang Long then introduced Xu Ning, and told him that last year he had been to Taian on a pilgrimage, and while there had met this merchant, Li Rong. He knew him as a chivalrous man.


  “In that case,” said Xu Ning, “our man Zhang Da can ride on the barrow, and we can make haste.” This was done. On the way Xu Ning asked Li Rong whether he knew a wealthy man, named Guo at Taian. Li Rong said he knew him, and this settled Xu Ning’s mind as he felt that now he was sure to get the armor.


  That day they were not far from Liangshan Marsh, and they stopped on the road while Li Rong sent his men to buy wine and food and bring it to them. When it arrived Li Rong took a gourd off the barrow, and filling it with wine offered it to Xu Ning who drunk it off. Li Rong was filling the gourd a second time for the others when apparently the jug slipped, and fell to the ground, and all the wine was lost. Li Rong shouted to his man to go and buy some more wine. Before the man returned Xu Ning was foaming at the mouth, and was lying down on the barrow. Who was this man Li Rong? He was Yue He from Liangshan Marsh. The men now wheeled the barrow off with Xu Ning, and soon reached Zhu Gui’s inn. There they put Xu Ning on a boat, rowed him across the lake, and carried him up the mountain. There they were met by Song Jiang and the other leaders. A drug was now administered to Xu Ning who recovered his consciousness. Seeing such a crowd of men all around, Xu Ning asked Tang Long, “Brother, why did you deceive me and bring me to this place?”


  “Elder brother, I will explain,” replied Tang Long. “I heard that Song Jiang, the chief of these heroes, is always looking out for heroes to join his band. For this reason I came here and joined him. We have been attacked by troops under General Huyan Zhuo, and defeated. It was then I thought of the armor you had.” He explained fully how the armor had been stolen, and brought to Liangshan Marsh. He also invited him to join the bandits as a leader.


  “Brother, you have seriously injured me.”


  Song Jiang now stepped forward and spoke to Xu Ning. “I, Song Jiang, wait here with my men for the Emperor to admit us to citizenship. We are quite loyal, and will devote our life to our country. We do not covet riches, and have no desire to kill anybody. Our motives are of the best, and will stand your closest scrutiny. We request you to join us to act as agents for Heaven.”


  Xu Ning however again addressed Tang Long, “You deceived me in bringing me here, and have exposed my wife and family to arrest.”


  “That is already arranged,” said Song Jiang. “You need not worry. I will be responsible, and see that no trouble happens to your family. I will see that they are all safely brought here.”


  Within a few days Xu Ning’s wife and family arrived. Xu Ning was surprised, and asked his wife how she came there. She replied, “When you had left, there were many inquiries as to why you had not turned up for duty. I said that you were sick, and gave them money to silence the matter. Then some days afterwards Tang Long came, and said that you had fallen sick in an inn on the road. He told us all to go with him quickly in order to see you before you died. He induced us to start at once, and brought us here.”


  Xu Ning was pleased to see them, but said that now he could not go back to the capital.


  Chao Gai and Song Jiang both pressed him to stay with them, and gave him a separate house for his family.


  The leaders held a conference regarding further military operations, and they asked Xu Ning to instruct their men how to use the hooked spears, or halberds.


  He agreed to do this, and selected the strongest men for his purpose.


   


  Three thousand troops defeated at one battle,


  A great hero surrendered on the spot.


   


  We will now see how Xu Ning instructed the use of the hooked spear.


  



  CHAPTER 56

   

  Xu Ning Drills the Brigands; Song Jiang Gains a Victory


   


   


   


  ONE day after choosing his men for the use of the hooked spears Xu Ning entered the hall and took a hooked spear himself, and showed the assembled leaders some of his tricks. They applauded his skill. He then said to his men, “On horseback there are nine ways of handling the hooked spear, but on foot there are changes in every twelve paces.” He then went through all these movements, and explained them. The leaders were much pleased at the exhibition and arrangements were made for a special company to be drilled in these methods from early morning till night. Within a fortnight there were fully five hundred men who could use the hooked spear.


  During this time General Huyan Zhuo marched his men daily to the banks of the lake without meeting any opposition.


  The bandits were in hiding watching these movements without showing themselves. Song Jiang said, “Friends, I have a plan, but do not know whether you will approve of it. I propose that tomorrow we should attack on foot, not a single man should be mounted on horseback. The men will be divided into ten companies and when the enemy advances our men must retreat into the reeds and brambles. Then as the enemy is close our men must use their halberds and hooked spears, and drag them off their horses, and make them prisoners. We must select an open plain with many narrow paths leading off on all sides into grass. What do you think of my plan?”


  “It is a good idea,” said Wu Yong.


  Xu Ning also agreed with this. That day Song Jiang divided his men into ten companies, and they all left the mountain and crossed the lake. By 3 A.M. the following morning they had all found their hiding places. The cannons had also been transported and stationed on high ground.


  The next day about 10 A.M. Song Jiang gave the signal, and all the men showed themselves with flags, and much beating of drums and gongs. General Huyan Zhuo was duly informed of this display, and sent Colonel Han Tao forward to attack. The horses were covered with armor. General Huyan Zhuo mounted his horse, and held an iron bludgeon in each hand. He ordered a general advance as he wished to annihilate the bandits. Colonel Han Tao came to have a final talk before the attack. He said, “On the south side there are many bandits on foot.”


  “Never mind how many there are,” replied General Huyan; “attack them at once with the cavalry.”


  Colonel Han Tao led five hundred cavalry to the attack, but before he had gone far he saw two large bodies of men on foot towards the southeast and west. He therefore halted, and dividing his cavalry into three, gave each body its objective. He himself, however, returned to General Huyan Zhuo, and reported the position. The General said, “These bandits have not faced us for a long time, and they may employ some strategem.” While he was saying this the bandits’ artillery began to boom. “Those guns must be the work of Ling Zhen who has surrendered to the bandits.” Looking round they now saw many bandits towards the north. He continued, “This must be a trick of the bandits, I will divide our troops with you. I will take half to the north while you take the rest towards the south.” Again looking round he saw many brigands on the west side, and was surprised. There were booms on the north side, which sent shots quite near where they were then standing.


  The shells exploded with great noise and about nine shots were thrown in all directions. Orders were given for a divided attack in all four directions, but as the troops advanced the bandits retreated on all sides. General Huyan Zhuo was annoyed at this, and galloped off towards the north side. He urged his cavalry to pursue the retreating bandits. When they reached a place full of reeds and bushes the cavalry became split up to follow the small paths. When they had gone some distance like this the troops heard a whistle blown in their rear, and immediately men sprang from hiding places, armed with hooked spears. The troops on the two wings were surrounded, and dragged off their horses in less than no time.


  General Huyan Zhuo seeing the position extracted himself, and galloped off towards the south side of the plain. Upon reaching there he found that Colonel Han Tao had met with the same fate. The two saw brigands on all the roads, but seeing a weak spot towards the northwest they galloped off in that direction followed by a few of their cavalry. However they had only gone about two li when they found further progress blocked by a body of bandits in charge of two leaders who shouted out, “Defeated generals cannot pass!” General Huyan Zhuo was angry, and dashed forward to attack the two leaders. After about five bouts one leader retreated, but General Huyan Zhuo suspecting a trick did not pursue him. Instead he galloped off towards the north. Soon however he met another body of bandits with two leaders, and again he galloped to engage in combat. After about five bouts both leaders retreated. Huyan Zhuo pursued them, and he had only gone about a quarter of a li when he was attacked on both sides by about twenty-four men with hooked spears. General Huyan had no mind to fight with them so he turned his horse and galloped off. He, however, found that Wang Ying and Hu San Niang now blocked the road he had come. He saw that on either hand were many brambles so that there was no way of escape. He therefore urged the horse forward, and whirled aloft his two iron bludgeons.


  He dashed past the two leaders who followed him. General Huyan Zhuo was now looking out for some of his men, but could not see a single one.


  Just then Song Jiang gave the signal for a general return to Liangshan Marsh. About fifteen hundred horses had been wounded, and these were killed, and flesh used as food. An equal number of horses were captured, and were added to the bandits stock. About five thousand soldiers were taken prisoners. The camps of General Huyan Zhuo were all destroyed, and the new buildings were erected as inns at the foot of the mountain. When Song Jiang saw the prisoners he at once released Colonel Han Tao and many officers and he got Peng Qi and Ling Zhen to persuade them to join the bandits. Colonel Han Tao agreed to this, as he was destined to be one of the seventy-two leaders at Liangshan Marsh.


  General Huyan Zhuo had escaped but having lost all his men he was very despondent as he rode by himself. He realized that he could not return to the capital. He thought, “I never expected to be in such an awful predicament. Where can I go now? The only place is Qingzhou where my old friend Prefect Murong may assist me. He may arrange the matter with the government, and then I may be able to find means of getting my revenge for this defeat.”


  He traveled in that direction for two days, and then in the evening he came to an inn by the roadside. He was both hungry and thirsty so he tied up his horse, and entered the inn. He sat down, placed his whip on the table, and ordered food. The waiter said that they had only wine, but if Huyan Zhuo would give him the money he would go into the village and buy some meat and food.


  Huyan Zhuo did so, and asked him to buy some mutton. He also asked him to give his horse some fodder. He would stay there for the night, and go to Qingzhou in the morning.


  “Sir, we have no beds here either,” replied the waiter.


  “That does not matter as I am an old soldier, and can sleep anywhere,” said Huyan Zhuo.


  The waiter went to buy the food, and Huyan Zhuo went to look after his horse. He then sat down outside the inn waiting for the waiter to return. Soon the waiter came, and Huyan Zhuo sat down for his evening meal. He told the waiter who he was, and said that he would depart for Qingzhou Prefecture the following day.


  “Sir, I will tell you something. Not far from here is Taohua Mountain where there are some bandits named Li Zhong, nicknamed ‘Tiger Fighting General,’ and his company. There are about five hundred men in that band, and they are always raiding the surrounding villages. In fact they come here often so that tonight you must be wary.”


  “That will not upset me,” said Huyan Zhuo, “I should not be afraid even if all of them came. You just take care of my horse.”


  As Huyan Zhuo had now finished his supper, the waiter prepared a temporary bed for him. That day he had been very melancholy, and in addition he had drunk rather a lot of wine so that he lay down to sleep without taking off his clothing. About 4 A.M. he was awakened, and heard the waiter complaining at the back of the inn. He jumped up, and taking his two whips he went to the door, and called out, “Why are you complaining like that?”


  “I came out to feed your horse,” replied the waiter, “and saw that a part of the fence had been broken down. I found that your horse had been taken away. I saw a torchlight about a li away, and it must have been the man stealing your horse.”


  “What place is in that direction?”


  The waiter said it was Taohua Mountain, and Huyan Zhuo insisted upon his going with him to find the road. After they had gone a li the light in front vanished.


  “This is a great disaster to me,” said Huyan Zhuo, “as that horse was presented to me by the Emperor himself.”


  “Sir, we cannot do anything further tonight, so we must go back. Tomorrow you can go on to Qingzhou Prefecture, and there get soldiers to recapture the horse for you.”


  So they returned to the inn, but Huyan Zhuo could not sleep. Early the next morning he asked the waiter to accompany him, and carry his armor. They both set out for Qingzhou Prefecture where they reached after dusk.


  Early the next morning General Huyan Zhuo went to the yamen of the Prefect Murong who was surprised to see him, and said, “I have heard that you went to attack the bandits at Liangshan Marsh. How is it that you come here?”


  General Huyan Zhuo told the Prefect what had happened, and the latter said, “It was evidently not your fault that your army was defeated and destroyed, but was due to the vile strategy of the bandits. In this district there are many bandits. I want to use you against the brigands at Taohua Mountain, and there you can recover your horse as well. After that I shall ask you to clear the bandits from the Lianglong Mountain, and also the Baihu Mountain. Then if successful I will report the whole matter to the Emperor, and reestablish your command in the army, Then you can take your revenge on the bandits at Liangshan Marsh. What do you say to my proposal?”


  “I am deeply grateful for Your Excellency’s kind consideration, and shall be much pleased to undertake the task,” replied General Huyan Zhuo. “I will pledge my life to repay you.”


  The Prefect gave him a room in his quarters, and supplied food and clothing. The waiter returned to the inn. After about three days General Huyan Zhuo got three thousand troops from Prefect Murong, and advanced upon Taohua Mountain.


  The bandits at Taohua Mountain were delighted at having captured a general’s horse, and they celebrated the event with several days’ feasting. One day a bandit scout reported that a great many soldiers were approaching. The second leader in command Zhou Tong offered to meet the army, and he took about a hundred men and went down the mountain to meet the opposing army.


  General Huyan Zhuo upon seeing the bandits, halted his soldiers and rode forward. He called out to the brigands, “Robbers, be quick to surrender.” Upon hearing this challenge Zhou Tong arranged his men, and then riding forward engaged General Huyan Zhuo in conflict. After about seven bouts, however, Zhou Tong realized his own weakness, and retreated giving his men orders to retire to the stronghold on the mountain. General Huyan Zhuo seeing the bandits retiring, remembered his previous experience, and he ordered his army to stop pursuit.


  Upon seeing Li Zhong, Zhou Tong explained what had happened, and asked what must be done if the soldiers advanced upon the stronghold. Li Zhong said, “We must get assistance from Lu Da, Yang Zhi, and Wu Song who are famous heroes at the Lianglong Mountain. I will write a letter at once, and send it by messenger. I will tell them that we will compensate them for any losses, and amply reward them for a success.”


  “I know there are many heroes there,” said Zhou Tong, “but I am afraid that the leader Lu Da has an old grudge against us.”


  Li Zhong laughed at this, “Lu Da is a very straightforward man, and he may not treat us like that. I think that he will come and assist us when the position is fully explained by our messenger.” He wrote the letter forthwith, and sent two men with it.


  The letter reached the Lianglong Mountain within two days, and the leaders had a conference at the headquarters. The messenger explained that General Huyan Zhuo had been defeated at Liangshan Marsh, and was now endeavoring to retrieve his fortunes by attacking Taohua Mountain and other brigand’s strongholds.


  After listening to the full statement Yang Zhi spoke, “We are independent and each protects his own stronghold. But it is true that if Huyan Zhuo destroys the Taohua Mountain stronghold it will be our turn next. We should therefore go with all our men, and fight together in this common cause.”


  This was agreed to, and that day five hundred bandits set out for Taohua Mountain.


  When Li Zhong at Taohua Mountain heard of the arrival of the reenforcements he marched to meet them with three hundred men. General Huyan Zhuo being informed of this movement assembled his men on the main road. When the two forces met he rode forward to challenge Li Zhong to single combat. Li Zhong was a descendant from military ancestors, and he rode forward to keep up his reputation. After about ten bouts, however, he knew that General Huyan Zhuo was more than his equal, and therefore retired. Huyan Zhuo, however, pursued him up the mountain as he was confident of victory. Zhou Tong, however, seeing this gave orders to his men to throw stones at General Huyan Zhuo, and this hail of stones forced General Huyan to retire also. As he rode back, however, he was surprised to hear loud shouts from the rear of his own army. He then saw there was a large cloud of dust under which a troop of bandits were advancing. He rode forward, and saw that in front of the bandits rode a big fat monk. It was Lu Da, who shouted out, “Where is that prick that was defeated by the heroes at Liangshan Marsh? How dare you come here to disturb us?”


  “I will first kill you bald-headed donkey,” replied General Huyan Zhuo. “That will appease my anger.”


  Lu Da advanced flourishing his iron monk’s staff, and was met by the General. They fought for about fifty bouts without either gaining an advantage, and at last General Huyan recognized that he had a skillful opponent. Gongs were sounded on both sides as a signal for an interval of rest for both combatants. After a brief rest General Huyan Zhuo dashed forward again, shouting, “Come on, you priestly thief.”


  Lu Da was on the point of returning to fight when Yang Zhi called out, “Brother, take a rest and I will engage this man.” He then urged his horse forward, and met General Huyan Zhuo. They fought for about fifty bouts without either gaining any advantage, and then General Huyan thought, “This is the second man I cannot beat. But where do they come from? They do not look like brigands.”


  Yang Zhi seeing the skill of his opponent turned his horse to retire. General Huyan did not pursue him, and also retired.


  Lu Da spoke to Yang Zhi, “We have just come and cannot encamp so close to this opposing army. Let us withdraw about seven li, and come again tomorrow.” This was agreed to, and the bandits retired.


  General Huyan Zhuo in his tent felt disappointed, as he had expected to deal with these bandits just as one breaks a piece of bamboo, but he had actually met his equals. He must be ill-fated to get such results. But what could he do just then? However a messenger came from Prefect Murong ordering him to bring the troops back to guard the town. The brigands from Baihu Mountain had arrived and were threatening the town. General Huyan gave orders immediately for a general retreat, and that night all the troops arrived near Qingzhou Prefecture.


  The next day when Lu Da, Yang Zhi, and Wu Song led their bandits to the foot of Taohua Mountain, they were very surprised to find that the troops had all gone. It was not long however before Li Zhong and Zhou Tong arrived, and invited the three leaders to go to their stronghold on Taohua Mountain. There a feast was prepared, and matters discussed.


  When General Huyan Zhuo reached Qingzhou Prefecture he saw a large body of men was approaching outside the town. They were the brigands from the Baihu Mountain under the leadership Kong Ming and Kong Liang. These two leaders had had a dispute with a wealthy man whom they had killed, and had then escaped to Baihu Mountain where they assembled about five hundred bandits. Because of this murder the Prefect Murong had arrested Kong Bin, the uncle of Kong Ming, and had put him in prison. Kong Ming therefore took the brigands against Qingzhou Prefecture to try to release his uncle from prison.


  When General Huyan Zhuo arrived with his army he at once led them against the bandits. Prefect Murong having been informed of the arrival of the troops had taken up his position in a tower gate to watch the battle. General Huyan Zhuo rode out in front of the army, and his challenge was accepted by Kong Ming. The general soon found that his opponent was not very skillful, and soon succeeded in unhorsing him, and taking him prisoner. Upon seeing this Kong Liang gave orders for all the bandits to retreat.


  Prefect Murong sent orders for the troops to pursue the brigands, and this was done, capturing about a hundred of them. The other brigands were scattered in all directions, and at last Kong Liang found himself alone, and slept that night in an old temple he came across.


  Prefect Murong was much pleased that Kong Ming had been captured, and sent him to prison to join his uncle. The prefect rewarded the troops, and then sat down with General Huyan Zhuo to hear the news of the Taohua Mountain expedition. General Huyan Zhuo said, “The bandits at Taohua Mountain were cornered like a tortoise in a jar, but a strange thing happened. Another body of brigands arrived to attack us. They were led by a big fat monk, and a sallow complexioned man with both of whom I fought, but without success. Their military skill was quite unusual, and the were quite capable of defending themselves.”


  “I know that monk,” said Prefect Murong; “He is Lu Da, who was previously a Major in the army, but afterwards became a monk and then a bandit. The other leader is Yang Zhi who was also previously an officer in the army. There is also another leader Wu Song, an ex-army man also, who is famous for having killed a tiger on Jingyang Ridge. They are now at the Lianglong Mountain, and although we have tried to dislodge them, our troops have failed, and have always been defeated.”


  “I also have heard of those men,” said General Huyan Zhuo, “and certainly they are equal to their reputation. But I am here now, and will see to it that those men are captured.”


  The next morning when Kong Liang was riding in a forest, he met a body of bandits in charge of Wu Song. He dismounted, saluted, and inquired after his health. The two exchanged compliments and related what had happened on both sides.


  At last Wu Song suggested that Kong Liang and his men should join with the bandits of Taohua Mountain in an attack on the government troops. Kong Liang agreed to this, and was taken and introduced to Lu Da and Yang Zhi.


  When discussing the proposed attack on Qingzhou Prefecture by the combined bandits from the three mountains Yang Zhi said, “The town is strongly fortified, and has a General like Huyan Zhuo in charge of the defense so it will not be easy for us to take. But I have a plan that I think will succeed.” He then explained how to take the town, and they were highly pleased with his proposal.


   


  Tiles are broken; town in flames;


       Pity the people of Qingzhou.


  Smashing fists and crushing blows,


       Admire the bandits and heroes.


  



  CHAPTER 57

   

  The Bandits from the Three Mountains Attack Qingzhou; all the Heroes Cast Their Lot with Liangshan Marsh


   


   


   


  YANG ZHI said that it would be better if they had the support of the brigands at Liangshan Marsh, and he suggested that Kong Liang should go to Song Jiang to ask for his assistance.


  “That is a good idea,” said Lu Da. “I very often hear of the fame of Song Jiang, but so far I have not met him. I have heard of him so much that I am almost made deaf with hearing his name. I hope our brother Kong Liang will go, and bring that famous man to join us. We will proceed with our attack on those pricks at Qingzhou in the meantime.”


  Kong Liang agreed, and handed over all his men to Lu Da. He then departed for Liangshan Marsh.


  Lu Da then sent to his stronghold to summon all the 200 bandits upon hearing of the news from Qingzhou Prefecture. Li Zhong also got all his 500 men from Taohua Mountain. When these bandits arrived they joined to attack Qingzhou.


  Kong Liang was allowed to pass the outposts upon reaching Liangshan Marsh and was conducted up the mountain. There he explained his mission to Song Jiang, and the other leaders, who unanimously agreed to join in the attack upon Qingzhou. The bandits were soon ready, and Song Jiang divided them up into five companies in charge of twenty leaders. They left the mountain the same day, and duly joined the other bandits in the neighborhood of Qingzhou Prefecture. There all the leaders were introduced, and were pleased to meet each other.


  Song Jiang introduced the question as to how they were to attack the town, and Yang Zhi spoke, “Before you arrived we had attacked the town about five times without gaining any advantage. The defense of Qingzhou Prefecture evidently depends upon one man, General Huyan Zhuo and if we can capture him, his army would disappear like snow when hot water is thrown on it.”


  Wu Yong laughed and said, “To use force against such a man is useless. We must use strategy.”


  “How could that be done?” asked Song Jiang.


  Wu Yong explained a trick he had thought of, and Song Jiang was delighted as he considered the plan excellent.


  Early the next day all the bandits surrounded the town with much noise of gongs and drums. Inside the town the Prefect Murong upon hearing of this sent for General Huyan Zhuo. “Evidently,” he said, “these men have now got the bandits from Liangshan Marsh to assist them, and we are surrounded. What shall we do?”


  “These brigands are skilled in fighting on water,” replied Huyan Zhuo, “but now they are out of their element and far away from their stronghold. I will capture them one by one. I request you to go to the gate tower, and watch me defeat them.”


  General Huyan put on his armor, mounted his horse, and led about one thousand men out the gates to meet the banaits.


  Out of Song Jiang’s forces Qin Ming rode forth armed with a spiked mace and he cursed the enemy. “You covetous and malicious thieves of the people. You have ruined my family, and today I come for revenge.”


  Prefect Murong on the wall recognized the man as ex-general Qin Ming, and shouted, “You were an official appointed by the Emperor, and were well treated. So why are you now a rebel? If I capture you I will have you hacked into a thousand pieces. General Huyan, please arrest that man.”


  General Huyan at once galloped forward towards Qin Ming who also advanced. They met, and were well matched. After about fifty bouts neither had gained any advantage.


  Murong being afraid that General Huyan would not succeed in single combat had a gong sounded as a signal for the General to return inside the gate. As General Huyan retired, Qin Ming also withdrew without pursuing his opponent. Song Jiang issued an order for all the bandits to withdraw about five li from the town.


  When General Huyan had dismounted inside the city he spoke to Prefect Murong, “I wanted to defeat Qin Ming. Why did you give the order for a retreat?”


  “I saw that you had not succeeded after many attempts, and fearing that you would be tired, I thought it better that you should have a rest. That man Qin Ming was previously in charge of the troops here, but he and an officer Hua Rong deserted. You must not treat them lightly.”


  “You need not worry,” said General Huyan, “as I can easily defeat that fellow. While we were fighting I noticed his weak spots. If he comes tomorrow I will certainly overcome him and kill him.”


  “In that case we must open a way through these bandits and get three messengers through. One can go to the capital, and beg for assistance there, and the other two can go to the towns in the neighborhood, and ask them to help us.”


  “Your proposal is excellent,” replied General Huyan Zhuo.


  The Prefect wrote his dispatches accordingly, and selected three reliable men to act as messengers. General Huyan retired to his quarters, undressed, and was soon asleep. Early the next morning before dawn he was awakened by a messenger knocking at his door. The man reported, “Just outside the North Gate there is a mound, and three horsemen are there overlooking the town. One on the right we recognize as Hua Rong, the one in the middle is dressed in red, and another one is dressed like a Taoist priest.”


  “That priest will be Wu Yong, and the one in red will be Song Jiang,” remarked General Huyan. “They must not be disturbed at present. Let one hundred cavalry be mustered at once, and I will capture these three men.” He quickly dressed, mounted, and led his cavalry to the North Gate. The gate was opened, and the drawbridge was lowered quietly. General Huyan and his men rode forth towards the mound. The three brigand leaders were still there looking towards the town, but as soon as the troops were near they turned their horses and rode away. General Huyan galloped after them, but as the men reached a clump of dead tree they halted. As General Huyan approached, his horse tripped and fell into a hidden pit. At the same moment there were many loud shouts from bandits who had lain in ambush at that spot. He was seized, and bound with ropes; and taken off as a prisoner in next to no time. As the troops came forward Hua Rong shot arrows, and killed several men at the head. The cavalry, seeing this, swung round and retreated in great confusion. When Song Jiang returned to his camp the executioners led the prisoner to meet Song Jiang who ordered that the prisoner should be set free. He then conducted him into his tent, requested him to be seated, and then saluted him with both hands.


  “What is this done for?” asked General Huyan Zhuo.


  “How dare I, Song Jiang, to disobey the Imperial Court? It is only the corrupt officials who force us to seek refuge at Liangshan Marsh. We will wait until the Emperor pardons us. I do not expect that we would give much trouble to you and have offended you, and I therefore beg you to forgive us this time.”


  “I am a prisoner,” replied General Huyan, “and quite ready for death. Why do you treat me in this polite manner?”


  “We have no desire to injure you,” said Song Jiang. “Heaven knows that our intentions are good.” He again saluted, and begged General Huyan to forgive him.


  “Is it your idea to ask me to go to the capital and put your case before the Emperor and beg for a pardon?” asked General Huyan Zhuo.


  “How could you go?” said Song Jiang. “There is still the Marshal of the Imperial Guard, Gao Qiu, in office. He is a mean fellow; always forgets meritorious deeds, and never overlooks a minor fault. As you have been defeated after great expenditure of money he will undoubtedly seek to punish you. Moreover, your three assistants, Colonels Han Tao, Peng Qi, and Ling Zhen, have already joined us. If you have no objection to join us, I will retire, and offer you my position as second-in-command here. If in the future the Emperor pardons us you can still be of service to the court.”


  General Huyan Zhuo for some time did not reply to this, and was evidently undecided. He saw that Song Jiang was treating him with great respect, and that there was some force in his arguments.


  At last he sighed, and kneeling replied, “If I agree to your proposal you must not think me disloyal to the Emperor, because your generosity obliges me to comply with you. I will gladly ‘hold your whip and stirrup,’ and will never return.”


  Song Jiang was much pleased at this, and introduced General Huyan to the other leaders as one of their band. He then asked Li Zhong to return the horse stolen from General Huyan, and this was done. They then discussed how they were to rescue Kong Ming who was still in prison. “There is only one way,” said Wu Yong “General Huyan must get the town gate open by some deception, and the rest will be easy. That will complete the estrangement between General Huyan and the Prefect.”


  Song Jiang addressed General Huyan Zhuo, “We do not wish to loot the town, but only get inside, and release Kong Ming and his uncle who are still in prison there. If it was not for that I would not ask you to get the town gate open by deception.”


  “As you have treated me with great hospitality,” replied General Huyan, “I must do as you suggest.”


  About ten of the leaders disguised as soldiers and accompanied General Huyan Zhuo on horseback. They reached the town moat in the evening, and General Huyan called out, “Open the gate! I have just escaped with my life.” The gatekeepers recognized the voice of General Huyan, and at once reported the matter to the prefect.


  The Prefect Murong had been distressed at the capture of General Huyan, but when he heard this report he was delighted, and mounting his horse rode to the gate. In the dark he saw eleven horsemen, and could not make out who they were. He however called out, “General Huyan, how did you escape?”


  “The bandits seized me, and took me as a prisoner to their stronghold,” replied General Huyan. “There, however, was an old attaché of mine, and he secretly helped me to escape, and also gave me my old horse, and has accompanied me here.”


  The Prefect hearing this gave orders for the drawbridge to be lowered and the gate opened. Then the ten brigands were inside the gate, and Qin Ming struck at Prefect Murong and killed him on the spot. The other leaders soon scattered the guard. A fire was at once set in the city and Song Jiang and the other brigands outside, immediately advanced, and were soon all inside the town. Song Jiang immediately gave orders that the people were not to be troubled, and deputed a part of his men to seize the government granary and treasury. Another party attacked the prison, and soon rescued Kong Ming and Kong Bin and their relatives. The fire was extinguished. The members of the Prefect’s family were all killed, and his residence were looted. When it was daylight, Song Jiang ordered that all civilians whose houses had been burnt should be compensated. The loot was placed on about five hundred carts, and sent to Liangshan Marsh. The bandits then held a great feast in the town, and afterwards Song Jiang invited all the brigands from the other three mountains to join together at Liangshan Marsh, and this they agreed to. It took several days before they all assembled at Liangshan Marsh. Altogether this adventure brought twelve new leaders to Liangshan Marsh.


  After a time Lu Da spoke to Song Jiang about the bandits at Mount Shaohua, at Huayin County under the leadership of Shi Jin, and he asked to be allowed to visit his old friends there. He said perhaps he could induce them to come to Liangshan Marsh.


  Song Jiang agreed to this, and appointed Wu Song to accompany Lu Da. The two leaders set off on their journey, but shortly after they had gone, Song Jiang thought that there might be risks on the way, and therefore dispatched Dai Zong, the Divine Traveler, to follow them.


  Upon reaching Mount Shaohua, Lu Da and Wu Song were stopped by a sentinel bandit who asked what their business was. Wu Song said they wished to see Shi Jin, and a messenger was at once sent up the mountain to report the matter. Within a short time they saw the leaders Zhu Wu, Chen Da, and Yang Chun coming down the mountain to meet them, but Shi Jin was not with them. When they had been introduced, Lu Da asked where Shi Jin was, and Zhu Wu without replying invited them to come to their headquarters where matters could be discussed. But Lu Da objected to this, “If you have anything to say, goddamn say it at once. I came to see Shi Jin, but he is not here. I am not going further until you explain the position.”


  “We three were in charge of the stronghold, and then were joined by Shi Jin who became our chief,” said Zhu Wu. “Everything went smoothly until one day he went down the mountain, and happened to meet an artist named Wang Yi who was traveling with his daughter. Sometime before Wang Yi had been sick, and had then taken a vow that if he recovered he would paint a special screen for a temple in that neighborhood.


  “One day while doing this work the Prefect He came to the temple to burn incense before the god. He had been struck by the beauty of Wang Yi’s daughter, and had sent a go-between to ask her to become his concubine. Wang Yi objected to this, and then the Prefect sent his soldiers to take the girl by force. A false charge was made against Wang Yi, and he had been banished to a distant prison. On the way as a prisoner he passed this spot, and so met Shi Jin to whom he told this story. Shi Jin was so annoyed that he attacked the escort of two soldiers, and killed them. He then went himself into the town to kill the Prefect, but was arrested and placed in prison, but I,” continued Zhu Wu, “have no plan to solve this problem.”


  “This prick, the Prefect, is without decency,” said Lu Da. “Why is he so brutal? I will go and kill him myself.”


  “Let us first go to our stronghold to discuss this question,” said Zhu Wu.


  Lu Da wanted to go at once, but Wu Song seizing hold of the monk’s iron staff pointed to the sky, “Elder brother, you can see that the sun is almost touching the top of the trees, and it will soon be dark.”


  Lu Da saw this, but although still angry, he agreed to go up the mountain with them.


  A feast was arranged, but Lu Da refused to join the others. “As long as our younger brother Shi Jin is absent, I will not eat or drink anything,” he said. “I will sleep here for one night, but tomorrow I will go into the town, and kill that fellow.”


  “Do not be reckless,” said Wu Song. “Tomorrow we must go to Liangshan Marsh, and ask Song Jiang to help us to attack Huazhou,” he said to Lu Da.


  “I am afraid that Shi Jin will be killed before the men come from Liangshan Marsh,” said Lu Da.


  “Even if you killed the Prefect,” said Wu Song, “you would not then be sure of releasing Shi Jin from prison. I object very strongly to your going.”


  “Elder brother,” interposed Zhu Wu, “what Wu Song says is quite right. Please keep cool in this matter.”


  “It is you indolent people that involves our younger brother Shi Jin!” replied Lu Da. “Now he is in prison, and yet you drink wine and eat food here as though nothing unusual had happened.” He then left them, and went to bed. He was up early the next morning, and went away without speaking to any one.


  As soon as this was found out, Wu Song considered that there would be immediate danger, and Zhu Wu at once sent two bandits to spy.


  When Lu Da reached the town, he asked a man on the street where the yamen was. He was told to cross a bridge and then go east. Upon reaching the bridge, however, there were many men there who said, “You cannot pass this way as the Prefect is coming.” Lu Da thought, ‘I come here to look for this man, but there he is coming straight into my arms. He deserves death!” Soon the Prefect came along in his winter sedan chair, and was attended by his guard on both sides. Lu Da seeing this realized that he could not carry out his plan. He thought if he made an attempt he might fail, and would only be laughed at.


  Just at the moment the Prefect looked through the window of the chair and noticed Lu Da take a step forward and then withdraw as if undecided about something, so when he reached the yamen he told a messenger to go, and bring the big monk to see him. The messenger soon found Lu Da, who was surprised but pleased when he heard the message. Upon reaching the yamen he was asked to lay aside his broad sword and iron monk’s staff, and was then asked to go into the Prefect’s quarters to dine there. Upon reaching the room, the Prefect told his attendants, “Arrest that thief!” And Lu Da was arrested as a prisoner.


   


  By flame, the moth is lured,


       Its wings are quickly burnt;


  By bait, the fish is caught,


       Its struggles end in death.


  



  CHAPTER 58

   

  Wu Yong’s Deception in the Golden Bell Affair; Song Jiang Makes a Row at Mount Hua


   


   


   


  LU DA was very angry at being arrested in the yamen, and said, “I am a monk that has renounced the world! I am a peaceful man! How dare you arrest me! I wish to die along with Shi Jin. I shall not mind that. Only Song Jiang will punish you for my death. I will tell you something. No enmity cannot be abolished. If you hand over to me Shi Jin, and the daughter of Wang Yi, and then you resign from your position then our enmity will vanish. I see from your face that you are lustful, and have no right to be a Prefect. If you do these three things, however, Buddha will look upon you with mercy, but if you miss this opportunity you will live to regret it. Now let me go to see Shi Jin, and then give me an answer.”


  The Prefect was very angry at this, and said, “As I suspected, you came to assassinate me like Shi Jin. That fellow! You want to see him! Take this fellow to prison, have him beaten and I will deal with him later on. He is evidently a bird of the same feather with Shi Jin. Put a strong cangue on him, and see that he is well locked up.” This was done, and the Prefect wrote a dispatch to the provincial governor asking for instructions.


  This affair was soon known all over the town, and one of the brigand spies hearing of it, rushed off at once to Mount Shaohua to report it. Wu Song was surprised at the news and said, “How can I now face the other leaders when Lu Da has been taken prisoner?” While he was thinking the matter over another spy arrived, and reported that a leader named Dai Zong had just come from Liangshan Marsh, and was waiting at the foot of the mountain to see Wu Song. The latter immediately went down the mountain, and conducted Dai Zong up to their stronghold where he introduced him to Zhu Wu.


  Dai Zong was surprised to hear the news about Lu Da and Shi Jin, and said. “I must not stop here! I will go back at once to Liangshan Marsh, and ask Song Jiang to send his men to rescue the two brothers.”


  “I will wait here until you return,” said Wu Song. “Please come back quickly with assistance.”


  Dai Zong put on his charmed puttees, and flew off. It took him three days to travel from Shaanxi province to Liangshan Marsh in Shandong. When Chao Gai and Song Jiang got the news, arrangements were made for 7,000 cavalry and infantry to depart at once with sixteen leaders under the command of Song Jiang. Dai Zong was sent off to report to Mount Shaohua in Shaanxi province that help was coming. The bandits duly reached their destination, and the leaders were taken up the mountain to discuss matters. Zhu Wu reported that Lu Da and Shi Jin were still in prison, and the Prefect was now waiting a decree authorizing him to execute the prisoners.


  Song Jiang asked whether there was any proposal as to how the prisoners could be rescued.


  Zhu Wu said, “Huazhou is a very big town, and the moat is very deep. It is a difficult town to take. If there is a coup d’état inside the town we might succeed.”


  “Tomorrow we must go and inspect the town and its defenses,” said Wu Yong. “Then we can discuss matters. We must not however go in the daytime because the prefect will take care, and will be on the lookout for us. We must start tomorrow afternoon so as to reach the town after sunset. There will be a full moon tomorrow.”


  This was agreed, and the next afternoon the five leaders started off on horseback, and reached the town about 8 P.M. They dismounted near a hillock where they could overlook the town. It was a bright moonlight night, with a cloudless sky. In the distance they could clearly see the Western Sacred Mountain, Mount Hua. Song Jiang saw that the town was well situated for defense, and was also well protected.


  Wu Yong suggested that they should return to their headquarters, and discuss matters again. They all remounted, and rode off. Song Jiang felt very depressed at the prospect. Wu Yong suggested that they should have scouts around the town to spy, and notice what was going on, and this was done.


  Two days later one of these scouts arrived at Mount Shaohua, and reported that there was an official who was coming from the capital conveying a bell for the temple on Mount Hua as offered by the Emperor. He had crossed the Yellow River, and was now traveling along the Wei River towards Huazhou.


  “Elder brother, do not be disappointed,” said Wu Yong. “I think we can make something out of this.” He then summoned Li Jun and Zhang Shun, and told them his plans.


  Li Jun, however, pointed out that they did not know the district well, and therefore must have a guide to go with them. Yang Chun offered to accompany them. This was agreed to, and the three men left the mountain.


  The following day Song Jiang with seven leaders and about five hundred men also left the mountain. Upon reaching the ferry across the Wei River they had got ten boats there, Wu Yong divided the leaders placing Hua Rong and three others on the bank with the men, while Song Jiang, Zhu Tong, Li Ying, and himself were on the boats. Li Jun, Zhang Shun, and Yang Chun were in hiding near the landing place. They waited there all that night, but early the next morning they heard the sound of gongs and drums, and soon an official boat hove in sight. It was flying a yellow flag on which was written that the official named Marshal Su was proceeding by Imperial Order to Mount Hua to burn incense and offer sacrifices.


  Li Ying and Zhu Tong took their spears, and stood behind Song Jiang, while Wu Yong sat on the bow of his boat. Their boats blocked the river so that the official’s boat had to stop. The men on the boat shouted, “Who are you? How dare you obstruct the river, and delay a Minister?”


  Song Jiang held out an official ivory tablet such as is used by men on imperial business, and bowed. Wu Yong on his boat called out, “The hero Song Jiang from Liangshan Marsh wishes to interview Marshal Su.”


  An officer came forward on the boat, and replied, “This is a boat conveying Imperial Envoy Marshal Su to Mount Hua to offer sacrifices and burn incense. How can you bandits stop our passage?”


  Song Jiang still retained his stooping posture, while Wu Yong spoke, “Our hero wishes to state a case to His Excellency.”


  The officer replied, “What kind of man are you? How dare you be so reckless as to wish to speak to His Excellency Su!” The men on both sides of him, however, asked the officer not to speak so loudly.


  Song Jiang still retained his attitude while Wu Yong spoke, “We request your official to disembark here, and we will discuss an important matter on the bank.”


  “Stupid talk! His Excellency is on imperial business. How can he talk with the likes of you?”


  Song Jiang now stood up and said, “If His Excellency will not meet me I am afraid that my men will have to give a surprise!”


  Zhu Tong now took his spear at the top of which was a flag, and he waved this. Hua Rong and the other leaders seeing this signal brought all their men to the river bank. The sailors on the boat seeing this took cover, and the officer went into the cabin, and reported the matter to Marshal Su who came on deck and took his seat there.


  Song Jiang again saluted, “I am afraid that I have been very disrespectful.”


  “Why have you stopped my boat in this way?” asked Marshal Su.


  “We dare not hinder you,” replied Song Jiang, “but I request you to disembark here, when I will disclose an important matter.”


  “I am on a special mission from the Emperor,” said Marshal Su, “and have nothing to say to you. How can a high dignitary do as you wish?”


  “If Your Excellency will not disembark,” said Wu Yong, “I am afraid that our men will come here to fetch you.”


  Li Ying now waved a flag at the top of his spear, and immediately Yang Chun, Li Jun, and Zhang Shun rowed their boats towards the official boat. The Marshal was surprised at this. Li Jun and Zhang Shun unsheathed their swords and as the boats got near they leapt across, seized two of the minor officers and threw them into the river.


  “Don’t do such silly things,” called out Song Jiang. “His Excellency will be upset.”


  Li Jun and Zhang Shun upon hearing this dived into the water, rescued the two men, and brought them safely on to the boat again.


  “You two go away as you have frightened His Excellency,” said Song Jiang. “We will talk matters over, and request His Excellency to disembark.”


  “Hero!” said Marshal Su. “What have you to say? You can tell me here.”


  “This is not a place to discuss matters,” said Wu Yong. “We should prefer that you come to our stronghold on the mountain. We have no bad intentions, and if we deceive you, may the spirits of the Western Sacred Mountain Mount Hua punish us.”


  As Marshal Su saw no way of escape, he left his boat and went up the river bank. A man came from the forest with a horse, and Marshal Su mounted it. The leaders also mounted, and they all set off for Mount Shaohua. The incense, bell, etc. were taken off the official boat, and conveyed up the mountain. Li Jun and Zhang Shun with about a hundred men were left in charge of the boats.


  Upon reaching the stronghold the leaders assembled in the main hall on both sides with Marshal Su in the seat of honor in the center. Song Jiang gave four salutations to the Marshal, knelt down, and said, “Previously I was a clerk in the magistrate’s yamen at Yuncheng County, but I was persecuted, and compelled to escape to Liangshan Marsh where I joined the heroes there. We are quite ready and willing to help the Emperor when needed. Just now two of our leaders have been unjustly sent to prison by the Prefect of Huazhou. We wish to borrow the incense, bell, etc. and so get entrance into the town. We will relieve you of all responsibility in this trick. We hope that you will agree to our proposal.”


  “If you use my things in this way,” replied Marshal Su, “I shall be blamed.”


  “When you return to the capital you may throw all the blame on me,” said Song Jiang.


  Marshal Su glanced round at the armed bandit leaders, and saw that there was no means of escape so he agreed.


  Song Jiang again saluted, and offered wine to the Marshal. The leaders then exchanged clothing with Marshal Su and his official party. When all had been satisfactorily arranged the bandits in their new disguise left the mountain, and embarked on the official boat. But instead of going towards Huazhou they proceeded towards Mount Hua. Dai Zong went in advance to the temple on the mountain, and informed the head priest of the arrival of an “Imperial Commissioner.” The priests came down the mountain, and met the boat upon arrival. The presents were carried in front, many being carried by the priests’ servants to the temple. Wu Yong said that “the Marshal” had not been well on the journey so a closed sedan chair was provided in which the false commissioner was carried up the mountain. He was assisted out of the chair upon reaching the temple.


  Wu Yong again spoke to the head priest, “We have brought many presents from the Emperor which are for the spirits of this mountain. But how is it that the Prefect of Huazhou is not here to receive us respectfully?”


  “I will send a man to report your arrival,” said the head priest, “and he will soon be here.”


  Soon after this, however, a deputy from the Prefect arrived with about seventy soldiers, and much fruit and wine for the “Imperial Commissioner.”


  The bandit who was acting the part of the “Imperial Commissioner” had certain likeness, but he had not the intelligence and learning, and therefore could not speak like an educated mandarin. Therefore he pretended to be sick so as to avoid conversation, and sat silently on the bed. But the Prefect’s deputy saw all the genuine imperial presents and the official dresses, and had no suspicion. When introduced to the Marshall, he could not hear what the false commissioner was saying. But Wu Yong asked why the Prefect had not come personally, and the deputy explained how the brigands had been attacking the town, and how the Prefect were afraid of leaving the town, and had sent him as deputy. He said however, the Prefect would come later on. The deputy then ordered wine to be served to all the men who had brought the presents.


  Wu Yong went, and got the key, and opened the box containing the bell. He took the bell out, and hung it on a framework. It was made by the best workmen at the capital, and looked very fine with its precious stones inlaid. Underneath the bell was a lamp with a red silk shade. It was intended that this bell should be hung in the center of the Imperial temple. It was a fine piece of craftsmanship such as only the Emperor could obtain.


  After inspection by the deputy and the priests Wu Yong locked it up again in the box. He then took out the official letters, and handing these to the deputy asked him to convey them to the Prefect who could fix an auspicious time for his visit to the temple to offer the sacrifices.


  The deputy and his followers then took their leave and returned to Huazhou to report the matter to the Prefect.


  “What a cute plan,” thought Song Jiang. “The Prefect is sure to be deceived.” As there was nothing else to do he took a stroll round the temple admiring the building which really was of exceptional rarity and beauty. As he returned to the main hall he was informed that the Prefect was coming. He told Hua Rong, Xu Ning, Zhu Tong, and Li Ying (now dressed as Imperial soldiers) to take up their positions on both sides of the hall, and four other leaders with Dai Zong to take up their positions on both sides of the supposed Imperial Commissioner.


  The Prefect brought with him about three hundred soldiers as an escort. They dismounted at the temple gate and entered. Song Jiang and Wu Yong saw that all the men were armed so Wu Yong called out, “As an Imperial Commissioner is here these soldiers must not come inside.” The soldiers therefore halted, and the Prefect went forward by himself. Wu Yong then said, “His Excellency requests the Prefect to go into his room for an interview.” The Prefect entered the room, and saluted the brigand on the bed in the disguise of an Imperial Commissioner.


  “Prefect, are you not conscious of your fault?” asked Wu Yong.


  “I did not know that His Excellency had arrived, and beg him to excuse me,” replied the Prefect. “After the first dispatch from the government about these presents I got no further dispatch as to when you would arrive.”


  “Seize him,” ordered Wu Yong, and immediately the four leaders standing at the side unsheathed their swords, and seizing the Prefect cut off his head.


  “Proceed with your work,” called out Song Jiang, and immediately all his men attacked the Prefect’s escort. They were taken by surprise, and most of them were killed on the spot. Some tried to escape but were met at the gate by other bandits and were soon finished. Not a single man of the three hundred soldiers escaped death. Even civilians who had followed the soldiers to see the ceremony were also killed.


  Song Jiang had all the Imperial presents transferred to the boat, and set off for the town. He saw that fire had broken out in several parts of the town, as his men had got inside. He himself went straight to the jail, and released Lu Da and Shi Jin. Lu Da got his monk’s staff, and joined in the uprising. The daughter of Wang Yi had previously committed suicide by jumping into a well. The brigands secured much loot, and conveyed this on carts to their boats. When all was ready they returned to Mount Shaohua.


  The offerings were duly handed over again to Marshal Su. Song Jiang also presented him with much gold and silver, and gave much also to his guard. After a feast Marshal Su and his men went down the mountain, and again embarked on their boat.


  Marshal Su proceeded to Huazhou, and there he saw the enormous amount of damage that the bandits had done. He also went to Mount Hua, and saw the large number of dead bodies lying about. He then got the recorder in the town to write a full account of the disaster, throwing the full blame on Song Jiang and his brigands. He then returned to the capital to report the affair.


  The bandits and leaders at Mount Shaohua agreed to join those under Song Jiang at Liangshan Marsh. They all left for that place where they celebrated their victory and alliance by the usual feast.


  After this, however, there was a dinner provided by Shi Jin and three other leaders. At that dinner Chao Gai spoke, “I have something to tell you about what happened while Song Jiang and his men were at Huazhou. One day Zhu Gui came, and reported that at Mount Mangdan in Xuzhou Prefecture there are about three thousand brigands under the leadership of a man named Fan Rui, nicknamed the ‘Demon King of Disorder.’ He can control the wind and rain, and uses his men with great skill and strategy. He has two assistants—Xiang Chong and Li Gun, who are famous for throwing knives which would kill men at a hundred paces. These three are sworn brothers, and they have the intention of attacking Liangshan Marsh and getting control here. When I heard of this I was very angry.”


  Song Jiang was also annoyed at this report and said, “How dare they be so impudent? I must go and settle the matter.”


  At this point Shi Jin stood up and said, “We four brothers from Mount Shaohua have so far done no meritorious deed here, although we have been admitted to your band. We are willing to take our men to attack these robbers.”


  Song Jiang was much pleased at this offer, and it was agreed to. The men and horses were got ready, and they left the mountain with Shi Jin, Zhu Wu, Chen Ta, and Yang Chun.


  It took them three days to reach Mount Mangdan. When Shi Jin saw the place he remembered that it was near there that Liu Bang who became first Emperor Gaozu of the Han Dynasty had killed a snake. They soon reached the foot of the mountain, and an outpost went to report their arrival. Shi Jin arranged his men in ranks. He donned his armor, and rode to the front on a brown horse. He was armed with a sword with a double-edged blade. He was accompanied by the other three leaders.


  They had not waited long when they saw a large number of men descending the mountain with two leaders in front—Xiang Chong and Li Gun. When they had arranged their men in ranks these two leaders without any parley rode forward to attack Shi Jin. They threw their flying knives, and Shi Jin found that he could not get near his two opponents so he gradually fell back. The other leaders also retreated about ten li. Yang Chun’s horse was wounded and abandoned. Half of their men had deserted. Shi Jin held a conference with his comrades, and they all agreed that help must be requested from Liangshan Marsh. While they were talking, one of their scouts arrived, and reported that on the northern road there was a large body of cavalry coming towards them. Shi Jin galloped forward to see who they were, and recognized the flags of Liangshan Marsh. In front rode Hua Rong and Xu Ning, and Shi Jin rode forward to meet them. He told them how Xiang Chong, and Li Gun threw flying knives, and had driven him back without being able to even strike a blow. That day the Liangshan Marsh forces encamped in the same spot with Shi Jin’s forces.


  The next morning they were all ready for marching forward when another scout arrived and reported that there was a large body of cavalry coming along the north road. Shi Jin and the other leaders rode forward to reconnoiter, and were pleased to find that they were about three thousand brigands under the leadership of Song Jiang, Wu Yong, and Gongsun Sheng.


  They then had a discussion, and Wu Yong was in favor of them remaining in camp that day. Song Jiang was impatient, and wished an immediate attack. Gongsun Sheng pointed out that on the mountain there were blue lanterns and he thought that this indicated that the bandits there used magical spells. He advocated that they should withdraw all their men to some distance, and he would find a plan to capture the three leaders Xiang Chong, Li Gun, and Fan Rui.


  This was agreed to and all the men withdrew about six li.


   


  The king of devils joins the bandits;


  The wounded chief surrenders to Liangshan Marsh.


  



  CHAPTER 59

   

  Gongsun Sheng Captures a Wizard; Chao Gai Is Wounded by an Arrow


   


   


   


  GONGSUN SHENG explained his strategy. He said, “At the time when the Han Dynasty was declining, General Zhuge Liang worked out his plans by means of stones. He formed a square, and divided each side into two. Each of these eight sections had eight companies so that there were altogether sixty-four companies. His headquarters was in the middle of the square. There were four “heads” or advance companies, and they could turn either to right or left, and lead the whole square. The result was that the whole square moved as one body (like a tiger) just according to the conditions faced. When an enemy was approaching the two leading companies separated, and opened the square. When the enemy was inside the wings he was in the coils of an encircling snake. I will adopt the same method, and when our three opponents are in our midst they will find no means of escape. I will have a concealed pitfall ready, and we will slowly drive them towards it until they fall into it. There they can be easily arrested by men with hooked sticks.”


  Song Jiang was pleased, and approved of the suggested plan. He issued orders placing Gongsun Sheng in charge of the forthcoming encounter, and dividing the bandits into eight parts.


  The following day the brigands started on their march with much beating of drums and gongs, and when nearing Mount Mangdan they heard the sound of gongs. There were about three thousand bandits under the command of the three leaders. The two wings were in charge of Xiang Chong and Li Gun, with Fan Rui in the center. Fan Rui was without any skill as a general, and depended on his black arts for success. Upon seeing the opposing large army from Liangshan Marsh arrayed in the form of a square, he was quite pleased, and said to himself, “Song Jiang, you have arranged your men exactly as I have wanted you to do, but you will soon be caught by my ruse. So he sent orders to the other two leaders on the wings that when a strong wind arose they must advance with five hundred men rushing forward with their swords. Those leaders upon receiving this order put on their shields, and armed themselves with spears and throwing knives which could be hurled a long distance, and awaited the wind to be started by Fan Rui. The latter was seated on his black horse with a copper mace in his left hand, and with a sword in his right hand. He was muttering a spell, and then called out, “Quickly.” Immediately a strong wind raged, hurling loose stones and sand about. The sky darkened, and the sunlight was obscured. Upon seeing this Xiang Chong and Li Gun gave orders and their five hundred men rushed forward.


  Upon seeing the enemy advancing, Song Jiang gave the signal, and the front part of the square opened out on both sides. The five hundred men rushed into the square, and were fired upon from the remaining three sides with arrows. Most of them could not face this, and beat a hasty retreat. Only fifty men were left with the two leaders Xiang Chong and Li Gun. They dashed first one way and then another without a way out, Gongsun Sheng standing on a high mound had controlled the wind, and wherever the two leaders went they found the fierce wind with them hindering their movements. The two leaders could not see their followers, and were nonplused by the wind and darkness. At last their horses fell into the hidden trap, and there they were seized by men with hooked sticks, who took them to the camp at the base.


  Song Jiang now dashed forward on his horse, and was followed by all his men. Fan Rui, seeing the advancing body of men, realized that his plan had failed, and at once retreated up the mountain with the remainder of his men—about half of the original force. Seeing this Song Jiang gave orders for the pursuit to stop, and returned to the camp at the base with all his men.


  Upon seeing the two prisoners he unloosened their bonds, and offered them wine saying, “I hope you two heroes will excuse me. This has happened only owing to our fighting in opposite forces. I hope that you will now join us at Liangshan Marsh, and help us to seek justice. I am sorry that I have not had the opportunity before of meeting you and making this offer.”


  The two leaders kowtowed and replied, “We have heard of your celebrated name for a long time, but we have not had the fortune of meeting you. We now know for certain that you are a very just person. Had we known before of your goodness we would not have been your opponents. Today we are your prisoners, and expected to die, and never expected to be treated in this way. If you do not kill us we shall certainly be under a great obligation to you. As we have left Fan Rui, he will now be helpless without us, and if you would allow us to return we would explain to him who you really are, and probably get him to also join your force.”


  “I agree to your proposal,” said Song Jiang, “and both of you may go. I will trust you, and will expect you both to come here tomorrow, and report the result of your journey.”


  They both kowtowed again, “We realize that you are really great. If Fan Rui will not listen to our pleadings, then we will seize him and bring him here by force.”


  Song Jiang was very glad, and invited them to dine with him. He then gave them new clothes, good horses, and sent two men to accompany them on their trip. On their horses the two leaders meditated on Song Jiang’s generosity. Upon reaching Mount Mangdan the outposts were astonished upon seeing the return of their leaders, and sent the information up the mountain. Upon reaching the camp Fan Rui received them, and after explaining how they had been kindly treated by Song Jiang and then released, Fan Rui agreed that they could no longer oppose “The Will of Heaven,” but must go and join forces with such a just man.


  The following day they set out for Song Jiang’s headquarters, where they were gladly welcomed. Their men and everything were duly brought to Liangshan Marsh, and the two bands of bandits were now united.


  On the day that Song Jiang and the new adherents were arriving at Liangshan Marsh, and were on the point of crossing the lake a man saluted him. Upon being inquired for his name the man replied, “I am Duan Jingzhu, but because of my light-colored hair the people call me ‘Golden Haired Dog.’ I am a Zhuozhou Prefecture man, and get a living by stealing horses. This spring I stole a horse at Qianggan Ridge, and it was pure white without a single hair of any other color. It was very swift, and was well known as ‘Jade Lion that Glows in the Night.’ It previously belonged to a prince of the Jurchen Tartars. I have heard of your great reputation so I decided to present it to you. On the way, however, I was attacked at the village Zengtou where the horse was taken from me. I told them that it was your horse, but they only cursed you so badly that I dare not to go into details. I came to inform you of the matter.”


  Song Jiang saw from the man’s appearance that he was not a ruffian, and replied, “As matters are like this I request you to come to our stronghold where we can discuss the case.”


  They then crossed the lake by a boat, and upon reaching the mountain all the leaders were summoned to attend the Assembly Hall where dinner was served. There Duan Jingzhu again recited how the horse had been stolen, and Song Jiang dispatched Dai Zong, the Divine Traveler, to the village Zengtou to find out where the horse was. Within five days Dai Zong returned, and reported that in the village there were about seven thousand men with many horses and about fifty carts. The headman named Zeng was a Tartar from the land of the Jurchens, and he had five sons. They had great influence there, and would not allow any opponent to exist. They declared they would crush Liangshan Marsh. The stolen horse was now in the possession of a drill instructor there named Shi Wengong. There was a very detestable poem recited on the streets of that village. It was as follows:


   


  Startle all the spirits,


       Capture all the brigands;


  Arrest Chao Gai and Song Jiang,


       Put them all in prison.


  Strong and mighty are we,


       Zeng has many tigers;


  They are known throughout the empire,


       There are none their equal.


   


  “There is not a single person who does not sing that, and I found it unbearable.”


  Chao Gai was very angry and said, “Those animals have no sense of decency. I must go myself. If I do not capture them I shall not return. I only want five thousand men, and about twenty leaders to accompany me. The others will stop here under Song Jiang to guard our stronghold.”


  That day Chao Gai selected his twenty leaders, and they left the mountain with their men divided into three contingents. Song Jiang and the other leaders descended the mountain, and while they were drinking a parting cup there arose a strong wind which snapped Chao Gai’s flagpole into two parts. When they saw this they were all astounded.


  Wu Yong remonstrated with Chao Gai. “It is evident that the wind disapproves of our military preparations, and I therefore think that it would be better to delay our expedition for some time.”


  “It is nothing unusual for the wind to do such a thing,” said Chao Gai. “The weather is favorable, and if we do not go now it will only enable them to prepare their defenses, and that might lead to our defeat. I ask you not to obstruct me in this matter as I intend to proceed at all costs.”


  Wu Yong saw that it would be useless to urge delay, and Chao Gai ordered his troops to cross the lake. Song Jiang and his men returned to the mountain, but Dai Zong was dispatched to watch the proceedings and report results.


  Chao Gai and his men duly reached the vicinity of the village of Zengtou without any trouble, and encamped there. The following day he and the leaders mounted their horses and went to survey the land. They had stopped at a certain place, and while looking round they saw a large body of men emerge from a forest. In front of them rode a man who was Zeng Kui, the fourth son of the head Tartar of the village. When he got near he shouted, “You brigands are from Liangshan Marsh, and are outlaws. For a long time I have the idea to capture you, and now Heaven has given me that opportunity. You had better dismount at once, and become my prisoners.”


  Chao Gai was highly provoked at this insolent speech, but before he could reply one of his leaders dashed past him on horseback. It was Lin Chong, the “Leopard’s Head.” He engaged with Zeng Kui for about twenty bouts, and then the latter realized that he had an opponent whom he could not overcome so he withdrew to the forest. Lin Chong did not pursue him.


  Chao Gai ordered that his fellow leaders should return to camp where they held a meeting to discuss matters. Lin Chong suggested that they should attack the village the following day, and then they would see how the enemy fought. This was agreed to, and the next morning their five thousand men took up their position on an open ground in front of the entrance to the village. Soon they heard the guns in the village fired, and a large number of men emerged from the village, led by seven men on horseback. These leaders wore armor. In the center was Shi Wengong, the teacher, riding the stolen white horse, and armed with a halberd, and bow and arrows. A drum was beaten three times, and at this signal the villagers opened their ranks to allow several prisoner’s carts to pass through. (These were fashioned with dragon’s heads in front.) Pointing to the carts one of the seven leaders, Zeng Tu, shouted, “You rebels! Do you see these carts? We do not wish to kill you, but only take you alive as prisoners so that we can send you to the Eastern Capital. That is how we, the Five Tigers, wish to display our skill. You had better submit at once.”


  Upon hearing this Chao Gai was very angry, and dashed forward. He was immediately followed by all his twenty leaders and the whole of their men. The two armies met, and a fierce struggle ensued. The villagers could not repulse the attack, and slowly fell back towards their village. Lin Chong and Huyan Zhuo saw that the ground near the village was uneven, and suspecting a trap they ordered a general retreat. On both sides there had been many casualties.


  Upon reaching their camp Chao Gai felt very sad, but his leaders said, “Brother, set your mind at ease, and do not grieve too much about our many losses today. You must not forget that our brother Song Jiang has had many defeats. We shall be victorious before we go back.”


  But Chao Gai still remained depressed.


  For the next three days the brigands challenged the village to fight, but the villagers did not show themselves. But on the fourth day two monks came to Chao Gai’s camp, where they said, “We are from the Fahua Monastery to the east of the village of Zengtou here. We have been frequently disturbed by the Five Tigers, sons of the Zeng family, who have demanded money from us. We know all their defenses, and are willing to show them to you so that you will relieve us of their trouble.”


  Chao Gai was pleased to hear this, and invited them to be seated and take refreshments. But Lin Chong exhorted Chao Gai, “Do not listen to these men, as this may be only a plot.”


  “I think we can depend upon them as they are both monks,” replied Chao Gai. “We men of Liangshan Marsh are always willing to assist people in distress, and now that we are here, we must not miss this opportunity. These monks have no grudge against us, so why should they try to deceive us? You should not be so suspicious, and hinder our affairs. There is no reason why we should not win the next time. This evening we must try again.”


  “As you have decided to do so,” said Lin Chong, “let us divide our men in half, and I will take one half into the village, while you remain in charge of the other half outside.”


  “If I do not go into the village I am afraid our men will hold back,” replied Chao Gai. “You had better take charge of our men outside the village.”


  “Whom do you want to accompany you?” asked Lin Chong.


  “I want ten leaders and two thousand five hundred men.” He then named the ten leaders.


  This was agreed to, and after the evening meal they set out. No bells were allowed on the horses, and each man carried a gag in his mouth so that nobody should utter a word. It was growing dark, and they followed the two monks to the Fahua Monastery outside the village. Chao Gai saw that it was a very old monastery. He dismounted, and entering the building saw that there was nobody inside. So he asked the monks how it was that the place was so empty. The monks replied that most of the monks had long since left the monastery on account of the trouble caused by the Zeng family. There was only the Abbot left, with a few acolytes, and they lived in the room near the pagoda. They said that Chao Gai and his men had better stay there till the third watch (11 A.M.) when the monks would take them to the village.


  “Where is the stronghold of the village?” asked Chao Gai.


  “There are four camps in the village, and the Zeng brothers are in the northern one. If you can get the northern camp the others will give no trouble,” replied the monk.


  “At what time can we go?” asked Chao Gai.


  “Just now is about the second watch (9 P.M.), and it would be better to go about 11 P.M.”


  Just then the drums in the village signaled the time as the second watch. But after some time the drums were not beaten again, and the monks thought that that watchmen had gone to sleep. So they decided to start off at once, and the monks led the way. Chao Gai gave the order for an advance, and his leaders and their men silently followed him. They had gone about two li when Chao Gai missed the two monks who had been acting as guides. So a halt was called. They searched all around in the dark, but could not find the road. There were no houses there. The men were getting nervous so Huyan Zhuo shouted an order for a general retreat. They had only gone about a hundred steps when they heard drums beaten on all sides around them in the dark. Soon there were sounds of men shouting, and torches were lit all around them. Chao Gai and his men had not gone much farther when they met a body of men who discharged arrows at them. One of these hit Chao Gai in the face, and he fell off his horse. Five of the leaders lifted Chao Gai on to his horse again, and retreated. Lin Chong who had half the men in reserve saw the light, and heard the drums, and at once ordered an advance of his men. The fight continued during the night. Orders were not given for a general retreat to their camp until daybreak.


  In camp Chao Gai was bleeding badly from the wound in his face, and Lin Chong applied a medicine to the wound. They examined the arrow, and found on it the name of Shi Wengong. They did not notice however that it was a poisonous arrow. A cart was obtained, and in this Chao Gai was sent back to Liangshan Marsh with an escort.


  The leaders left behind held a conference. The general opinion was that the mishap to Chao Gai’s flag when they started on the expedition was an omen, and now that Chao Gai was wounded they had better stop operations against the village and wait until Song Jiang’s order for withdrawal. They were still in a nervous condition when a scout arrived, and reported that a large body of men with numerous torches was advancing towards the camp by five different roads. Upon going outside they saw torchlights on the hills all around their camp. Lin Chong suggested that they must not fight again in the dark, and this being agreed to, orders were issued for camp to be struck, and an orderly retreat to be undertaken. As the opposing army came up a general rear-guard fight took place as the bandits retreated step by step. They retreated about twenty li before the army of the Zengs stopped pursuit. Now the leaders saw that they had only about six hundred men left, all the rest having been captured, wounded, or killed. They went on towards Liangshan Marsh where they duly arrived.


  There they found that Chao Gai was much worse, his body having swollen considerably, and he was no longer capable of either eating or drinking. Song Jiang stayed by the bedside attending to his chief, and about midnight the latter spoke, “Do not be surprised at what I am going to say. I wish that the person who captures the man who shot me with that arrow, should become chief of our men in my place.” As soon as he had said this he died. All the leaders heard Chao Gai’s will. After Chao Gai’s death the leaders decided to ask Song Jiang to become their chief. A general meeting took place in the General Assembly Hall with Lin Chong in the chair. He opened the proceeding, “In the state and family a single day cannot pass without an Emperor or master respectively. Chao Gai has gone to Heaven, so that our affairs are now without a chief. We think that you, our elder brother, Song Jiang, should now fill the vacant position, and as tomorrow is a lucky day we propose to install you as our chief.”


  Song Jiang replied, “Upon his death-bed our chief Chao Gai told me that he wished the post be given to the man who would capture Shi Wengong. The death-dealing arrow is still there so how can we forget his dying command? We have not yet avenged the injury so how can we make any other arrangement?”


  “Nobody has yet captured the enemy and carried out Chao Gai’s command,” said Wu Yong, “but still we cannot remain any longer without a chief. There is nobody here equal to you so we cannot appoint anyone else. We are all intimately known to you, and nobody would object to your order. We request you to occupy the post at least temporarily, and we can talk the matter over again at some future date.”


  “Your arguments are well reasoned,” replied Song Jiang, “and I will agree to your proposal. But should any one if you capture Shi Wengong that man must be our chief.”


  “Elder brother,” interposed Li Kui, “you need not talk of being chief here, because you would be ideal as the Emperor of the Song Dynasty!”


  Song Jiang was angry and said, “If you talk of that nonsense again I shall have your tongue cut off.”


  “I did not ask you to be our chief,” replied Li Kui. “I said you should be the Emperor and yet you want to cut off my tongue!”


  “This man does not understand how affairs should be conducted,” said Wu Yong. “We need not regard his sayings, but proceed with our business.”


  Wu Yong and Lin Chong stepped forward, and assisted Song Jiang to the chair placed in the central position, and there he took his seat.


  The leaders on both sides saluted their new chief, and then also took their seats.


  Song Jiang spoke, “Today I temporarily occupy this position, and beg for your support. We must be united, and work together as one body. We have all been appointed our work by Heaven. Now our forces are very great, and I propose to divide same into six parts so that we can live in six strongholds. I propose to rename this hall as the Loyalty and Justice Hall. On the four sides of it will be four big fortresses. Behind it will be two small fortresses. In front will be three strategic barriers with a fortress on the lake and two fortresses on the shores.” He then divided the leaders into six parts, and gave them their respective new positions. Everything worked smoothly under the new arrangements, and during the hundred days of mourning for Chao Gai all new buildings were completed.


  One day a traveling monk was passing near Liangshan Marsh, and the leaders asked him to stay at their stronghold and assist in the memorial prayers for Chao Gai. His name was Dayuan, and he came from the Longhua Monastery in the Northern Capital, Daming. One day Song Jiang asked him for the news of the Northern Capital, and in reply the monk said, “Sir, have you not heard about the ‘Jade Qilin’ at the Northern Capital?”


  “I am so forgetful of affairs,” replied Song Jiang. “It is true that in Daming Prefecture there is an official named Lu Junyi who has a nickname, ‘Jade Qilin.’ He has a very good reputation. His military skill is good, and in use of spear is unexcelled in the land. If we could get him to join us I should feel satisfied.”


  Wu Yong laughed at this and said, “Elder brother, how is it that you have not more confidence in your present staff? If however you want him here it is easy to get him to come.”


  “He is the leading literary scholar of the Northern Capital,” replied Song Jiang. “How can we induce him to come here?”


  “I often thought of bringing him here,” said Wu Yong, “but owing to other affairs I forgot about him. I will find a means of getting him to join us.”


  “Your reputation as a ‘Clever Star’ rests upon a firm foundation,” said Song Jiang. “But how can you induce him to join us here?”


  Wu Yong then explained his plans in detail.


   


  A hero leaves his comforts,


  Meets dangers face to face.


  



  CHAPTER 60

   

  Wu Yong Schemes to Get Hold of the Jeweled Qilin; Zhang Shun Upsets a Boat at Jinsha Bank


   


   


   


  “I rely on my small tongue,” said Wu Yong, “to go to the Northern Capital and get the ‘Jade Qilin’ to join us here just as easily as I take an article out of my pocket. But it would be necessary that a man of strange appearance should accompany me there.”


  Li Kui heard this, and said, “Elder brother, I am willing to go with you.”


  “You keep quiet,” said Song Jiang. “I shall need you if there is any arson, murder, or looting to be done. But this requires artfulness, and your nature is not suitable for such work.”


  “But am I not an ugly strange person?” said Li Kui. “Why not make use of my strange appearance?”


  “I do not dislike you,” said Song Jiang, “but if you go to the Northern Capital and they found out your name, your life would be in danger.”


  “Never mind that,” said Li Kui, “I think that Wu Yong will see that I am suitable.”


  “You must listen to my three conditions,” said Wu Yong. “If you do not agree to them then you must stay here.”


  “Three conditions will not stop me,” replied Li Kui. “If there were thirty conditions I would agree to them.”


  “The first condition,” said Wu Yong, “is that you should abstain from wine because when you take it you have a violent temper. Second condition, you must dress as a Taoist acolyte, and obey my orders implicitly. The third is difficult. From tomorrow you must not speak a single word, but act like a mute. If you will observe these three conditions you may go with me.”


  “The first two I can observe, but the third is very hard,” said Li Kui.


  “If you open your mouth mischief is bound to happen,” said Wu Yong.


  “I shall have to do it,” said Li Kui. “I can keep my mouth closed by having a copper cash on my tongue.”


  There was general laughter at this. It was agreed to let Li Kui go, and that evening a farewell banquet was held in the Loyalty and Justice Hall.


  Early the next morning Li Kui donned the priest’s garb, and left the mountain with Wu Yong. For five days these two traveled along the road to the Northern Capital, Daming, and rested each night at inns on the way. Li Kui kept his word, but found it very difficult at times to keep quiet when he had lost his temper. Upon reaching the capital they stayed at an inn, and one evening when Li Kui was in the kitchen cooking food he lost his temper and struck one of the servants. The servant went and complained to Wu Yong of this. Wu Yong offered apologies, and gave the servant ten strings of cash in compensation.


  The next morning after breakfast Wu Yong called Li Kui and said, “You have begun to annoy me with your temper. Let us have no more of this. Today you must accompany me and keep out of mischief. If there is any trouble today you may endanger my life. I will now give you a secret signal. When I wag my head you must not move.”


  They both then left the inn and went into the city. Wu Yong was dressed as a priest, and carried a small bell; Li Kui was dressed as an acolyte, and carried a stick over his shoulder to which was attached a piece of paper with a text written on it, “Tell fortunes, and give advice on any matter for one tael of silver.”


  At that time there were many soldiers in Daming Prefecture because in the country around were many bandits and thieves. It was also the headquarters of Grand Secretary Liang, the commander in chief of the armies north of the Yellow River. Wu Yang and Li Kui came to the city gate where there was an officer of the guard. Wu Yang saluted him, and the officer asked, “Sir, where are you from?”


  “My name is Zhang Yong,” replied Wu Yong, “and this is my assistant named Li. I am a fortune teller.”


  An inspector of passports was looking at Wu Yong’s paper, when a soldier remarked, “This acolyte has the appearance of a thief.” Li Kui was angry and would have hit the fellow, but Wu Yong wagged his head, and so Li Kui curbed his temper and hung down his head.


  Wu Yong offered apologies for his assistant’s quick temper, and then all being in order they went their way. As he went along the street Wu Yong rattled his bell and sang a ballad:


   


  Gan Luo a mandarin, when young


       Zi Ya when old;


  Unlucky Yan Hui died in youth,


       Peng Zu when old;


  Fan Dan was always poor from birth,


       Shi Chong was rich.


   


  Some men just prosper, smiling,


       Seem destined for the best of fate;


  For others, graves are yawning,


      Unlucky and unfortunate.


   


  From me nothing is hidden,


       Of life and death or poverty;


  Beware of fatal omen,


       Consult me now, avoid delay.


   


  Having finished this he rang his bell again. He was soon followed by a crowd of boys who laughed at him. When he reached Lu Junyi’s house he walked backwards and forwards there, singing the funny song, and ringing his bell, and being ridiculed by the crowd of boys.


  Lu Junyi heard the noise, and asked a servant what it was about.


  “It is very funny!” said the servant. “There is a fortune teller who asks for a tael of silver to tell one’s horoscope. He is accompanied by a strange-looking acolyte who is very uncouth, and his antics amuse the people.”


  “As he asks for so much he must be a well-educated man,” said Lu Junyi. “You go and ask him to come here.”


  The servant went and asked Wu Yong to come to his master. “What is your master’s name?” asked Wu Yong. The servant told him, and then Wu Yong agreed to go. Upon reaching the room the servant gave Li Kui a chair on the veranda and asked him to wait there. He then lifted the door curtain, and showed in Wu Yong who saluted Lu Junyi.


  “What is your honorable village and name?” asked Lu Junyi.


  “I am Zhang Yong, and my nickname is ‘Heaven’s Mouth,’ and I am a Shandong man. I am familiar with the book on ‘Nativity and Fate,’ and can foretell the future. My fee is one tael of silver.”


  Lu Junyi asked him to enter a smaller room at the back, and there sat down.


  The host ordered tea, and also a tael of silver to be given to Wu Yong. He then asked Wu Yong to tell his fortune.


  Wu Yong asked for the date, hour, etc. of his birth, but Lu Junyi said he did not want to know much of his good fortune but whether any mishap would happen to him. “This year I am thirty-two years old, and was born in the last month of the year.”


  Wu Yong shook his box, and throwing out the cash exclaimed, “How strange!”


  Lu Junyi was startled and asked, “Is it auspicious or inauspicious?”


  “I cannot be straight with you,” replied Wu Yong, “because you would not like it.”


  “If I have gone astray I hope that you will tell me,” said Lu Junyi, “and never mind what I say.”


  “In the near future,” said Wu Yong, “you will meet some bloody disaster, and you will be killed. Your family possessions will all be lost.”


  Lu Junyi laughed at this and said, “I am afraid that you have made a mistake. I was born in this town, and have always had plenty of money. In our family we have never had a lawbreaker, nor have we had a criminal. Our widows have never re-married. Moreover my affairs have always been well done; nothing irregular, and no ill-gotten gain. How could I now get into some bloody disaster?’’


  Wu Yong changed his countenance, handed back the money he had received, and said, “Everywhere people like to be flattered. Enough! I speak the truth and yet my words are taken in an ill purpose. I must go now.”


  “Do not be annoyed at what I said,” replied Lu Junyi, “I was only jesting. Please tell me exactly what yon think will happen.”


  “It is always hard to believe unpleasant truths,” said Wu Yong.


  “I ask you to conceal nothing from me, and I will hear the worst,” said Lu Junyi.


  “Your fate has been propitious up to now,” said Wu Yong, “but this year there will be a change for the worst. Within a hundred days your body will lose its head. Your fate has been fixed by Heaven, and there is no way of escape.”


  “Is it not possible to avoid this trouble?” asked Lu Junyi.


  Wu Yong again shook the cash in his box, and throwing them out examined them with apparently great care. He said, “It appears that if you went from here about three hundred li to the southeast you might get out of the reach of this coming disaster. You might still have some trouble there, but it would not be so serious.”


  “If you help me to escape this coming disaster I will recompense you liberally,” said Lu Junyi.


  “I will express your fate in four lines of poetry which you may write down on the wall,” said Wu Yong, “and when things happen to you, you will realize the accuracy of my prognostication.’’


  Lu Junyi summoned a servant to get a writing brush, and wrote on the white wall of the room the following stanzas as Wu Yong dictated:


   


  On bank a gallant hero strolls,


       His boat is hidden in the reeds;


  The end is destined by fate


       No sorrow if he takes rest.


   


  After Lu Junyi had written this Wu Yong picked up his box and was about to depart but Lu Junyi requested him to wait a little. Wu Yong, however, said he had some business to attend to, but he would come again some other day. Lu Junyi accompanied him to the door, and both Wu Yong and Li Kui departed. Upon reaching the inn they packed up their baggage, paid their bills, and left at once. When they were on the road again, Wu Yong said, “That business is finished. We can now quickly go back to Liangshan Marsh, and await there for the arrival of Lu Junyi.”


  When Wu Yong had left, Lu Junyi kept going over what he had said. He kept looking at the sky and was restless. One day he sent for all his employees to discuss matters. His chief steward was named Li Gu, and was an Eastern Capital man. Previously he had come to the Northern Capital to see a friend, but as that man had left he found himself stranded. One winter day he was starving, and Lu Junyi saw him, and took pity on him, and gave him employment. He had proved his abilities in his work, and very soon he was promoted. Step by step he had become chief steward, and managed all the affairs of the estate. Under him were about fifty servants.


  When all the employees had assembled Lu Junyi did not notice another confident steward so he asked where he was. Just as he spoke a big man presented himself. He was about twenty-five years of age, but had a moustache. He had broad shoulders, but a slim waist. He wore a white silk gown, and had a hat shaped like a melon. He had a red decorated belt, and wore yellow leather boots. A metal ring was hanging at the back of his head, and a flower was stuck in the side of his hat. He was a native of the town, and had been succored by Lu Junyi as he had neither father nor mother. His skin was quite white, and had been tattooed all over with numerous designs. He played well on the flute and the lute, and was also good at singing and acting. In fact there was hardly anything he could not do, and do well. He knew all dialects, and spoke them fluently. He also knew the expressions used in every trade and profession. A skilled archer and good at all games, he was always a successful champion in whatever he took up. His name was Yan Qing, and he was known by his nickname ‘The Prodigy.’ He was the confident of his master Lu Junyi. It was he who now entered the room along with Li Gu, the steward.


  When he saw them enter Lu Junyi spoke, “The other day I had my fortune told, and within a hundred days I shall meet a bloody disaster. In order to avoid that fate I must go about three hundred li to the southeast. The likely place I know is Mount Tai in Taian Prefecture, Shandong, where there is a temple dedicated to the Supreme Heavenly Emperor, who controls the births, deaths, and calamities of the people. I will go there and offer incense to redeem my sins. I can take refuge there until this threatening danger has passed by. While there I can buy and sell things, and also see the views. Li Gu, I want you to get ten carts for me, and load them with suitable goods for sale there. You can accompany me on this trip. You can hand over today all my household affairs to Yan Qing who will take your place. I want to start in three days from now.”


  “Sir, I am afraid that you are making a mistake,” replied Li Gu. “There is a saying, ‘Divinations can be forged in any form.’ You better not believe what fortune tellers say. If you remain here there will be no fear of any danger.”


  “My life is decided by fate,” said Lu Junyi. “Do not hinder my movements, because if the calamity happened it would be too late for regret.”


  “Sir, will you please listen to me,” interposed Yan Qing. “If you go to Mount Tai you must pass close to Liangshan Marsh, and there the brigands are very powerful under a leader named Song Jiang. Soldiers have failed to suppress the brigands. If you must go to offer incense at Mount Tai, it would be better if you waited here until the affairs in that quarter are more settled. You need not believe what that fortune teller told you. It may be that he was sent by the brigands to delude you, and so get you into their net. I am sorry that the other day I was not here and did not see the man. I could have found out his game after asking him a few questions.”


  “Do not talk nonsense,” said Lu Junyi. “Who can cheat me? I do not care a rap for those fellows at Liangshan Marsh because they are hardly worth a straw, and I myself could easily arrest them. Since my youth I have practiced all kinds of military drill, and am well known everywhere as a skilled fighter.”


  When he had finished speaking his wife came from behind the screen and said to him: “Husband, I have been listening to all you have said. There is an ancient saying, ‘One li away from home, and things are not like home.’ Do not listen to what the fortune teller said. Stay at home and look after our own affairs instead of going to places where you will meet with danger. It would be better to prepare another room where you can purify your heart and diminish the passion. Live there in solitude and nothing will of course happen to you.”


  “You woman do not understand affairs,” replied Lu Junyi. “I have decided what I must do, and it is useless for you to interfere.”


  “I will go with you. I will not boast of my skill,” said Yan Qing, “but if on the way we are attacked by brigands I will stand by you. I can defeat fifty such men myself.”


  “I do not understand trading matters,” said Lu Junyi, “and that is why I want Li Gu to accompany me. You can stay behind and take care of the house.”


  “In the last few days I have been suffering from some foot trouble,” said Li Gu, “and I cannot very well go with you.”


  Lu Junyi was angry at this, and said, “‘Maintain troops for a thousand days, and use them only one day,’ I want you to accompany me, and yet you offer excuses. If anyone places obstacles in my way I shall have to land out with my fist.”


  Li Gu was afraid, and looked helplessly at the wife who seeing the position withdrew behind the screen. Yan Qing even did not care to say another word. All the servants took their leave. Li Gu smothered his annoyance, and left the room to make arrangements for the journey. He got ten carts and fifty men to pull them.


  Three days later all was ready, and after sacrificing to the family ancestors they took leave of all the household who assembled to see them off. After the first day Lu Junyi arranged for Li Gu and two men to go in advance, and make arrangements for the party to stay in the inns.


  On the journey Lu Junyi enjoyed the scenery and the pleasure of traveling. He said that if he had stayed at home he would have missed all this.


  They had traveled for several days without any untoward incident happening. One morning, however, as they were about to leave, a waiter of the inn spoke to Lu Junyi, “Sir, I have something to tell you. You are only seven li from Liangshan Marsh, and your road will take you close to that place. The chief of the brigands there is Song Jiang, and though he does not wish to injure travelers yet you must go quietly on your way without any anxiety.”


  Upon hearing this Lu Junyi had a box unlocked, and taking out four white flags wrote seven characters on each, “The Generous Lu Junyi of the Northern Capital.” He then displayed these on sticks, and stuck them on the carts. His men upon seeing these flags were downcast as they were afraid. The inn waiter also was surprised and asked, “Are you a relative of Song Jiang at Liangshan Marsh?”


  “No!” replied Lu Junyi, “I am a wealthy man from the Northern Capital; I come here to capture that fellow.”


  “Don’t speak so loudly here,” said the waiter, “because I do not want to be implicated in your affairs. I am not joking. If you had a thousand men with you, you could not capture any brigands here.”


  “Shut up!” said Lu Junyi, “I expect that you are in league with them.”


  The waiter covered his ears and ran away. Lu Junyi’s men were now almost frightened out of their wits. Li Gu knelt down, and said, “Master, have pity on us. If you would let us go home alive, it will be very kind of you.”


  “What are you talking about!” said Lu Junyi. “Should an eagle be afraid of a sparrow? I have been well trained in physical drill since my youth, and I have never yet met a man who could defeat me. Today I shall perhaps have an opportunity of showing off my skill. I have placed on the top of that cart a sack of ropes. While I kill the men with swords you can pick them up and bind them on the barrows. Then we can cart them off to the capital, and the Emperor will reward us for our enterprise. If any of you are unwilling to go with me I will kill you on the spot.”


  Without any further objection all the carts moved forward, but the men were very mortified at being forced to go. Lu Junyi tied his halberd to one of the flag sticks on a cart. As they approached Liangshan Marsh the road became steeper, and the men took each step with fear. Lu Junyi urged them forward.


  About 10 A.M. they saw in the distance a forest in which were monstrous trees. As they got near the forest they heard a whistle. Li Gu and two men were in front as usual, and upon hearing this they looked round for a hiding place. Lu Junyi gave orders for the carts to be placed at one side of the road. This was done, and the men took cover under the carts. Lu Junyi shouted out, “As I capture these brigands I want you to bind them with the ropes.” As he was saying this he saw about five hundred men coming round the corner of the forest. Many gongs were also sounding behind him, and turning round he saw another body of five hundred men also approaching. A shell in the forest was fired off, and at the same time a man leapt out of the forest close to him. The man carried an axe in each hand, and shouted, “Do you recognize the fortune teller’s acolyte?”


  Lu Junyi was startled. He replied, “I have always had a desire to capture you brigands, so I intentionally come here to meet you. Tell Song Jiang to come here at once, and pay respects to me. If he delays his arrival I shall kill the whole lot of you.”


  Li Kui laughed at this and said, “Sir, our fortune teller predicted that you would be in danger, so I request that you come and join us as a leader.”


  Lu Junyi was angry at this, and seizing his halberd advanced. Li Kui did the same, holding his two axes aloft. After three bouts of fighting, however, Li Kui jumped apart, and retreated to the forest. Lu Junyi followed him, but Li Kui hid himself from place to place as Lu Junyi came near. At last Li Kui saw a chance, and escaped entirely into the forest. Lu Junyi looked round, but could not see a single man near that spot. As he was returning, however, he heard men behind him, and someone called out, “You need not go away. You surely will recognize me.”


  Lu Junyi looked round, and saw a big monk with a large iron staff in his hand. “Where are you from?” he asked.


  The monk, Lu Da laughed and replied, “I am the monk Lu Da. I have been instructed to come and request you to take refuge at our stronghold.”


  Lu Junyi was more angry still and cursed, “You bald-headed donkey! How dare you talk in this impudent way!” He then advanced with his halberd in hand, and Lu Da stood on defense ready to receive the attack. After three bouts, however, Lu Da ran away with Lu Junyi in pursuit. They had not gone far when Wu Song armed with two swords stepped out of the trees, and faced Lu Junyi. He said, “Sir, if you will follow me there will be no bloody disaster.”


  But Lu Junyi would not listen to this, and attacked Wu Song. After three bouts, however, Wu Song also ran away.


  Lu Junyi laughed at this, and called out, “I am not going to run after you, because evidently you fellows are of no importance.”


  He had hardly finished saying this when he saw a man at the foot of the hill who called out to him, “Lu Junyi, you need not boast! Have you not heard of the saying, ‘Man fears falling into a trap; iron fears being cast into the fire.’ Our commander-in-chief has a plot, and however you try to get away where there is no means of escape.”


  “Who are you, fellow?” shouted out Lu Junyi.


  The man laughed and replied, “I am Liu Tang, the ‘Red Haired Demon.’”


  Lu Junyi reviled him, “You petty thief! Don’t you also run away.” He advanced and fought three bouts with Liu Tang who was then joined by another brigand, Mu Hong, the “Unrestrained,” and they both attacked Lu Junyi. But after three bouts another voice was heard, and these two withdrew a few steps. Turning round Lu Junyi found his third opponent, Li Ying, the “Striking Hawk.” He was now almost surrounded, but as he advanced each man retreated in turn. He did not pursue them as he was feeling quite warm, but returned to the spot where he had left his men, and the ten handcarts, but there was not a single one left. He therefore climbed a small eminence, and looked all round. In the distance he saw both his carts and men in charge of a party of brigands. His steward Li Gu was bound with ropes. Lu Junyi was extremely annoyed at this, and seizing his halberd he started off to try to catch up with them. On his way, however, he met two leaders of the brigands who shouted, “Where are you going?” One was Zhu Tong, the “Beautiful Whiskers,” and the other was Lei Heng, the “Winged Tiger.”


  “You brigands!” replied Lu Junyi, “go at once, and return to me those carts and men.”


  Zhu Tong stroked his beard, and with a smile replied, “Do you not understand yet? Our wise leader has often said, ‘In our galaxy of stars, some come, but none go!’ As you cannot get away from here you better join us as a leader.”


  Lu Junyi was again angry, and advanced to attack them. They fought for about three bouts, and then the two leaders retired. When he saw this Lu Junyi thought that he must pursue them before he could get back his carts and men. But as he ran round the hill, his two opponents had disappeared. Up the hill, a number of drums were beating, and looking there he saw a yellow flag bearing four characters, “Executor of Heaven’s Wish.” Under a large red silk umbrella stood Song Jiang with Wu Yong and Gongsun Sheng on either side. Behind them stood about seventy leaders who all saluted him, and called, “Sir, how are you?”


  Lu Junyi paid no attention to this and simply cursed them.


  “Sir, do not be angry,” interposed Wu Yong. “Our commander Song Jiang has wished to meet you for a long time, and he sent me to your house to get you to come to our mountain. He wants you to join us here and not remain an outsider.”


  Lu Junyi replied, “You are only brigands, and how dare you try to deceive me!”


  Hua Rong fixed an arrow in his bow, and called out, “Lu Junyi, don’t be too confident in your skill, just watch my arrow.” He then shot the arrow which took the red tassel off Lu Junyi’s cap. Lu Junyi was startled, and beat a retreat down the mountain. He saw thousands of men to the east and west, so he went towards the north. It was now evening, and he felt both tired and hungry. Mists were covering the ground, and there was no moonlight. He could not find even a small path in the increasing darkness. He tried several times, but was always forced to stop by some obstacle. He soon found himself in tall reeds, with water on all sides. He stopped, and gazing towards Heaven he said, “Because I would not listen to advice, so now I am in trouble.” While in this flight he saw a fisherman rowing a boat among the reeds. The man called out to him, “How brave you are! This is close to Liangshan Marsh, and it is now nearly midnight. Why have come to such a place?”


  “I have lost my way,” said Lu Junyi, “and cannot find a resting place. Please help me.”


  “There is a market village about ten li from here,” replied the fisherman, “but the road is hard to follow unless you have been that way before. You could, however, get there easily by boat, and that way would only be about two li. If you will pay me ten strings of cash I will take you there on my boat.”


  “If you will convey me there,” said Lu Junyi, “and find me an inn, I will pay you liberally.”


  The fisherman brought his boat to the side, Lu Junyi stepped on board, and the man pushed off. They had gone about two li when they heard another boat approaching. On that boat they soon saw two men, one of whom was stripped naked, and was punting the boat along with a pole. The other man at the stern was sculling. The first named man was singing:


   


  For books a hero has no need,


       As brigand bold his life’s secured;


  With crossbow tiger fierce is shot,


       By baited hook the fish is lured.


   


  Lu Junyi was afraid, and dared not utter a sound. He just then saw another boat emerging from among the reeds on his left, on which were also two men just as in the first boat. One also began to sing:


   


  I’m not of violent nature,


       But Qilin in my boat,


  I’m sure of being victor,


       Take brigands by the throat.


   


  Lu Junyi now realized his danger especially as he saw a third boat sculled by one man who also began to sing:


   


  On bank a gallant hero strolls,


       His boat is hidden in the reeds;


  The end is destined by fate,


       No sorrow if he takes rest.


   


  When the song was ended the men on the three boats all saluted Lu Junyi, and called out “nuo.” They were the three brothers Ruan, Lu Junyi being unaccustomed to swimming asked the fisherman to take him to the bank at once. But the fisherman only laughed, and replied, “Above is the blue sky; below is the green water. I was born at Xunyang River, but afterwards went to Liangshan Marsh, I am Li Jun, the ‘Muddy Water Dragon.’ If you, Lu Junyi, do not submit now, your end is very near.”


  Lu Junyi was surprised at this, but said, “Then one of us two must die.” He took his halberd, and thrust it at Li Jun who seeing this evaded the blow by turning a back somersault into the water. Soon the boat began to move round in a circle, and Lu Junyi’s halberd had been thrown into the water. Just then he saw a head emerge from the water, and it said, “I am Zhang Shun, the ‘White Fish.’” He seized hold of the rudder, and kicking the water, he overturned the boat, and threw Lu Junyi overboard.


   


  A plot to capture the phœnix and dragon,


  A trap to hold an extraordinary man.


  



  CHAPTER 61

   

  By Shooting an Arrow from Ambush Yan Qing Saves the Life of His Master; Shi Xiu Jumps from an Upper Room and Saves Life on the Execution Ground


   


   


   


  WHEN Lu Junyi was thrown overboard he was rescued by Zhang Shun, who brought him to the bank, where there were many men with torches who seized Lu Junyi, disarmed him, removed his wet clothes, and were going to bind his hand with ropes. Just then Dai Zong appeared, and called out, “Do not injure Lu Junyi in any way!” He took some new embroidered clothes from a man, and handed them to Lu Junyi. A sedan chair was there, and Lu Junyi was asked to take his seat in same. In the distance were about forty men with red silk lanterns illuminated and beating drums who were to conduct Lu Junyi to the mountain. With them were Song Jiang, Wu Yong, Gongsun Sheng, and all the other leaders. When near, the chair was set down, and Lu Junyi got out. The leaders all dismounted, and knelt down. Lu Junyi also knelt down, and said, “I am your prisoner, and request a quick dispatch.”


  Song Jiang laughed and replied, “Sir, I request you to be seated in the chair.”


  Lu Junyi did this, and all the leaders again mounted their horses. They then all moved off up the mountain, and upon halting before the Loyalty and Justice Hall Song Jiang pressed Lu Junyi to enter the hall. There was a blaze of lanterns on all sides. In the hall Song Jiang addressed Lu Junyi, “I have heard of your fame for a long time, and today I am gratified to be fortunate enough to meet you. I am afraid that we have annoyed you just now, and I ask you to forgive us.”


  “I was instructed by our commander,” said Wu Yong, “to go to your house as a fortune teller, and by some means get you to come and join us here.”


  Song Jiang requested Lu Junyi to occupy the second seat of honor, but the latter only laughed, and said, “At home I had no conduct deserving capital punishment, and now here I do not think of living. You want to kill me, then kill me at once. Do not joke with me.”


  Song Jiang laughed, “How dare I joke with you? Your virtue is abundant, and we have been longing for a long time to meet you. So we thought out a plan to get you to come here, and now we will obey your orders.”


  “Stay!” said Lu Junyi. “For me to die is easy, but to follow your wishes is very difficult.”


  “We had better discuss matters further tomorrow,” said Wu Yong.


  Food and wine were now brought in, and they all sat down. Lu Junyi saw no way of avoiding this so he ate and drank with the rest, and then was conducted to a bedroom.


  The next day a feast was prepared, and Song Jiang pressed Lu Junyi to join them. When they entered the hall Lu Junyi was pressed to take the premier seat. During the feast Song Jiang stood up, filled Lu Junyi’s cup with wine, and then said, “Last night we spoke rather abruptly, and now ask you to forgive us. Though our stronghold is small, and is not a suitable place for a great man, yet I ask you look at that inscription, ‘Loyalty and Justice,’ and become our commander-in-chief, and I will make room for you.”


  “Tut, tut!” exclaimed Lu Junyi. “You are wrong. I have committed no fault! Whether I live or die, I shall still be loyal to the Great Song Dynasty. I would prefere to die than to join you.”


  “If you are unwilling to join us,” said Wu Yong, “we cannot force you to do so. We might detain your body, but we could not keep your spirit. Only it has been very difficult for us to get you come here. If you will not join us, we hope that you will stay with us for at least a few days.”


  “As you cannot keep me here, why should you not let me leave at once?” asked Lu Junyi. “I am afraid that my people at home will be very much upset at not hearing of me.”


  “That can be easily arranged,” said Wu Yong. “We can send your steward Li Gu back with your carts and goods so that you can rest here for a few days.” He then summoned Li Gu, and upon his arrival asked him, “Have you got all your goods and carts?”


  “There are none missing,” replied Li Gu.


  Song Jiang sent for some silver, and distributed it among Li Gu and his subordinates.


  Lu Junyi then spoke to Li Gu, “You know all my trouble. I want you to tell my wife everything, and urge her not to be downcast. If I am not killed here I will certainly come back.”


  “The men here like you,” said Li Gu, “so that it won’t matter if you stay here for one or two months.” He and his men then withdrew.


  “Sir, I hope that you will make yourself at home here,” said Wu Yong. “I will go and see that Li Gu departs without any difficulty.” He then left the hall, mounted his horse, and went down the mountain to wait for Li Gu. When he met him he said, “Li Gu, we have settled every thing with your master, and he has agreed to occupy the second seat in our assembly. While he was at home he wrote on the wall of a room a poem of twenty-eight characters, seven in each line, and along the top of the four lines are four characters, ‘Lu’ ‘Jun’ ‘Yi’ ‘Rebels’. The poem is as follows:


   


  ‘On bank a gallant hero strolls,


       His boat is hidden in the reeds;


  A long sword he holds,


       To kill the traitorous ministers.’


   


  “Today your master has arrived here, but you do not understand the reason. He asked us to kill all you men so that nobody would know where he was, but that would represent us heroes at Liangshan Marsh as being unjust. So you can now return and tell his people that he will never come back.”


  Li Gu and his men saluted. Wu Yong got a boat, and the party was rowed across the lake. Wu Yong took leave of them, and they departed on their way to the Northern Capital.


  The next day another feast was held in the Loyalty and Justice Hall, and there Lu Junyi spoke, “As you have not killed me yet my stay here seems very long. Today I must take my leave of you.”


  “I have no ability,” said Song Jiang, “but today I am aware of your greatness. Tomorrow I will arrange a private feast for us two then we can discuss matters fully. I must ask you not to decline the invitation.”


  The next day Song Jiang gave the feast, and the day afterwards Wu Yong also had a special private feast for Lu Junyi. Then Gongsun Sheng did the same, and he was followed by all the other thirty leaders so that Lu Junyi had a special feast every day for a whole month. At last Lu Junyi decided to depart at all costs, and Song Jiang agreed to this. He arranged for a parting feast, and drank wine with Lu Junyi. But the other leaders complained because Lu Junyi would not also drink wine with them. They used the proverb, “Why is the brick thick and the tile thin,” i.e., why do you treat him intimately and treat us coldly?


  Li Kui also called out, “I went through a lot of trouble in my journey to and from the Northern Capital to induce him to come here, but now he would not drink a parting cup with me. Let me fight with him to settle the affair.”


  Wu Yong laughed at this, but pointed out to Lu Junyi how much he was liked. At last Lu Junyi agreed to stay five days more. But after that he was again induced to stay until nearly another month had passed. It was then near the end of autumn, and the days were getting cold. At last Lu Junyi spoke personally to Song Jiang about his departure, but the latter only laughed, and said, “This can be easily arranged. I will accompany you across the lake tomorrow.” The next day Lu Junyi put on his sword and clothes for journey, and all the bandit leaders came down the mountain to see him off. He accepted from them only enough money to cover his expenses on the way.


  Lu Junyi had no adventure on his journey, and duly reached the Northern Capital. As it was evening when he arrived he decided to pass the night in an inn just outside the gate. The next morning he entered the city, and happened to meet a man who had a tattered turban and shabby clothes. Upon seeing Lu Junyi he began to cry. Upon looking at the man closely he recognized him as his employee Yan Qing, and therefore asked him what was the matter.


  “This is no place to talk,” replied Yan Qing. So they both went off the road to a quiet corner where Yan Qing said, “Sometime after you had gone Li Gu returned and told your wife that you had joined the brigands at Liangshan Marsh, and had become the second-in-command. So they both went to the yamen, and made an accusation against you. They then went away and lived together. As I objected to that arrangement they dismissed me, and then prevented me from getting other employment so that I have been reduced to begging for a bare living. I knew that you would not join the brigands, and therefore waited here for your return. Now if you will take my advice you will at once return to Liangshan Marsh, because if you stay here there will be danger for you.”


  “My wife is not the kind of woman who would do such a thing,” replied Lu Junyi.


  “As you have no eyes at the back of your head,” said Yan Qing, “how could you know what has happened here? Previously you were so engaged in your military drills that you had no time for your wife’s desires, and it was at that time that your wife had Li Gu as her lover. They now live together as man and wife, and if you interfere there it will lead you to trouble.”


  Lu Junyi was angry and said, “Our family has been in this town for five generations, and I am well known here. I know Li Gu dares not do this kind of thing. I think you may be deceiving me for some reason. I will go myself to make inquiries at my home, and then I will deal with you.”


  Yan Qing cried again, and seized hold of Lu Junyi’s clothes, but the latter kicked him, and getting free he hurried off towards his home.


  Upon arriving there all the servants were surprised to see him. Li Gu hurried forward, saluted, and requested him to enter the main hall. Lu Junyi asked for Yan Qing, and Li Gu replied, “That is a long story, and you had better not ask about him just now. You just take a rest and then I will tell you all about him.”


  Just then Lu Junyi’s wife stepped from behind the screen, and he spoke to her: “How do you do, wife? Now can you tell me about Yan Qing?”


  His wife replied, “You need not ask, as that is a long story. You may take a rest and then I will tell you all about him.”


  Lu Junyi was now very suspicious, and wanted to pursue his inquiries about Yan Qing. But Li Gu said, “Please change your clothes; then worship at your ancestral tablets; get your breakfast, and then we can discuss matters fully.” He then went and ordered the food.


  As Lu Junyi sat down to eat there arose a great noise at the gates, and about two hundred yamen aides entered. They seized Lu Junyi, bound him, and took him off to the yamen beating him on the way with their staves. The commander-in-chief of the garrison, Grand Secretary Liang took his seat on the bench. Lu Junyi was taken in front of the bench, and the yamen aides stood in ranks on both sides. Li Gu and Lu Junyi’s wife had also arrived, and they knelt down at one side.


  Grand Secretary Liang, addressed the prisoner in a loud voice: “How is it that you, a highly respected citizen of Daming Prefecture, the Northern Capital, went and joined the brigands at Liangshan Marsh, and became second-in-command there? Do you now return to the Northern Capital to devise schemes to attack us with the brigands? What explanation have you to offer?”


  “I was rather stupid,” replied Lu Junyi. “One of the brigand leaders, Wu Yong, came to my house in the disguise of a fortune teller. He instigated me to go to Liangshan Marsh, where I was kept as a prisoner for two months. By lucky chance I escaped and returned home here, really I have had no bad intentions. I request that you go into this matter fully.”


  “It is useless for you to say you have no bad intention,” said the Grand Secretary Liang. “If you were not on very intimate terms with the brigands how could you stay there for two months? The accusation against you was made by your own wife and your steward Li Gu. It cannot be false.”


  “Master,” said Li Gu, “if I were you I would make a full confession. On the wall of a room at your house we found a rebellious poem so that it is useless trying to hide anything.”


  “We do not wish to injure you,” said Lu Junyi’s wife, “but we are afraid of being implicated. There is a saying, ‘If one man rebels, his family is exterminated.’”


  Lu Junyi felt deeply wronged, knelt down, and denied the accusation.


  “Master, do not deny the charge,” said Li Gu. “If you now speak the truth you may get off more easily than if you speak falsely. If you do not confess very soon they will force a confession by torture.”


  The wife also said, “Husband! If there was nothing definite you would not be here, and if you speak the truth it will be easier to get your release. If you have done this, my own life will be endangered. Your flesh is sensitive, but the bamboo has no feelings. If you confess you will only be punished according to the law.”


  As Li Gu had bribed all the officials high and low, so the clerk of the court Zhang addressed the bench, “This is an obstinate man, and he will not confess without torture.”


  “That is so,” said the Grand Secretary. He then gave an order for the accused to be beaten.


  The court aides seized the prisoner, forced him on the ground, and beat him on the buttocks with the bamboo until blood flowed freely. Lu Junyi fainted several times. He could not endure this torture, and at last said, “My fate is evidently to meet with an untimely death so I will now confess.”


  The clerk of the court wrote down his confession, and afterwards the accused had a cangue fastened round his neck, and was sent to the prison.


  Most of the public present considered that the prisoner had merely confessed in order to escape further torture.


  In the prison Lu Junyi was in charge of a jailer Cai Fu, nicknamed, the “Iron Arm,” who had his younger brother, Cai Qing, nicknamed the “Flower,” as his assistant. Cai Fu was the chief executioner, and never took two strokes, his younger brother always wore a flower in his cap—hence the nicknames. Cai Fu told his younger brother to take the prisoner to a cell, as he wished to go home. This was done. As Cai Fu left the prison he was accosted by a man at the door who was crying and also carrying a can of food. Cai Fu recognized him as Yan Qing and asked what he was doing. Yan Qing knelt down with his tears falling to the ground like pearls and beans. He said, “Elder brother, I ask you to have pity on my master Lu Junyi as he was innocent, although now a prisoner. I have been begging for food, and have now brought a little for him. Do not refuse me.” He could not control his sorrow or say another word, but burst into tears.


  Cai Fu replied, “I know about the case. You can go inside and give the prisoner the food.”


  Yan Qing saluted, and entered the jail.


  Cai Fu went on his way, but soon met a tea boy who called out, “There is a guest in our tea-house who wishes to speak to you.” Cai Fu went upstairs with the man, and found Li Gu waiting for him. After saluting each other Li Gu spoke, “You know all about my affairs so I will not attempt to deceive you. Tonight I want you to extinguish his life. I wish to present you fifty taels of silver for this. If the officials make inquiries I will ‘square’ them.”


  Cai Fu laughed and said, “Have you not noticed the stone tablet on the wall of the court with the inscription, ‘It is easy to deceive persons, but difficult to deceive heaven.’ You may deceive yourself, but you may be sure that I shall know all about it. You have got hold of his wealth, and also his wife, and now you offer me a bribe to kill him. If I commit a crime I shall suffer for it when it is discovered.”


  “You think fifty taels are too small, so I will double that amount,” replied Li Gu.


  “Li Gu,” said Cai Fu, “‘you cut off the cat’s tail, and then mix it with the cat’s food.’ Lu Junyi is a very wealthy man, and your offer is not enough. I might do it, however, for five hundred taels.”


  “I have the money here,” said Li Gu, “and I will hand it to you, if you will kill him this very night.”


  Cai Fu took the money, hid it in his clothes, and then said, “You come early tomorrow morning for the corpse.”


  Li Gu thanked him, saluted, and took his departure. Cai Fu went on his way, and upon reaching his home was met at the entrance by a man, who was good looking, well dressed, with a jeweled belt, and embroidered silk shoes.


  They saluted each other, and then Cai Fu asked for the man’s name and business.


  “Let us go inside and then we can talk,” replied the man.


  They did so, and took their seats in a small private room.


  “Do not be alarmed at what I say,” commenced the man. “I am a Henghai County man, and my name is Chai Jin. I am a descendant of the Emperor of Later Zhou Dynasty, and I am known as the ‘Small Whirlwind.’ I am just and upright and distribute wealth in good cause. By a misfortune I committed a crime, and therefore had to fly for safety to Liangshan Marsh. Our commander there is Song Jiang who instructed me to come here, and watch carefully the affairs of Lu Junyi. Who could know that the venal officials, avaricious subordinates, an adulterous wife, and a fornicating villain would join together to injure an innocent man. You hold the life of the innocent man in your hand. I have come to see about this matter, and have scorned the danger I run in doing so. If the prisoner survives we shall never forget your virtue. If the slightest error occurs in this matter then when the heroes of Liangshan Marsh enter this city they will kill everyone, whether good or bad, young or old. We have heard that you are a very upright man, so I will present you a thousand taels of silver. If you wish to arrest me please do so, and I will not resist you.”


  Cai Fu while listening to this was covered with goose flesh, and was so paralyzed that he could not utter a word.


  So Squire Chai Jin continued, “Sir, do not hesitate, but give me an immediate answer.”


  “I request you, sir, to go back,” replied Cai Fu. “I will arrange matters as you wish.”


  “As you agree to do this I will see that you are duly recompensed,” said Squire Chai Jin.


  He then took the money from his companion who was standing outside the gate, and handing it to Cai Fu took his leave.


  Cai Fu was undecided what to do in view of what Squire Chai Jin had said. He however returned to the jail, and told his younger brother what had passed. His brother said, “You generally have no difficulty in deciding what to do, and as this is only a small matter where is the difficulty? There is a saying, ‘In killing a man we must see his blood, in saving a man, we must save him out of trouble.’ As we have a thousand taels of silver we can make presents to our superior and inferior men in his name. Both Grand Secretary Liang, and clerk Zhang are fond of bribes, and they can be bought to spare the life of Lu Junyi. We can easily arrange for him to be banished to another place, and so avoid trouble from Liangshan Marsh.”


  “What you say is just what I think,” said Cai Fu. “Take Lu Junyi and put him in a decent cell, and see that he has good food and wine. You can also tell him what has happened.”


  The money was duly distributed among the various officials, and the matter was explained to them. The following day as Li Gu got no further news he went to Cai Fu’s house to find out the reason. Cai Qing, the younger brother, was at home, and he told Li Gu, “We wanted to get rid of the prisoner as you proposed, but unfortunately we got orders from Grand Secretary Liang that the prisoner’s life must be saved. So you had better go to the Grand Secretary and bribe him. As soon as he issues orders to us our work will soon be done.”


  Li Gu sent another man to bribe the officials, and an intermediary reported that the Grand Secretary declined to have anything to do with killing the prisoner. But perhaps after a few days the prisoner might commit suicide.


  Clerk Zhang had been bribed by Cai Fu, so he put up the case purposely. Cai Fu also urged him that something should be done at once, and Clerk Zhang consulted Grand Secretary Liang as to how the case should be dealt with. “They had a clear accusation, but there was little proof of the crime. Though he stayed at Liangshan Marsh for some time, there was no evidence that he was really a bandit. We can beat him, and then banish him to some place about three hundred li away. What do you think of that?”


  The Grand Secretary agreed to this proposal, so sentence was made that Lu Junyi was to receive forty blows with the bamboo, to have a smaller cangue, and be banished to Shamen Island.


  This was done, and Lu Junyi was placed in charge of an escort of two men, Dong Chao and Xue Ba. Now these men were the same who had tried to kill Lin Chong when on his journey of banishment but were prevented by Lu Da. Upon receipt of the signed order they took charge of Lu Junyi, and placed him temporarily in a small room while they went home to get their traveling kit ready. Li Gu heard of the new arrangement, and sent a messenger to request Dong Chao and Xue Ba to come and see him before starting off. They duly met Li Gu in an inn where they all sat down in a private room to eat some food and drink wine. After drinking three cups of wine Li Gu spoke to them, “I will be straight with you. Lu Junyi is my enemy. He has no money now, and on this long journey to Shamen Island you will have to pay all the expenses yourself. It will be at least three months before you can get back. Just now I have only these two ingots of silver to give you. If however, when on the way you kill the prisoner, and upon your return you show me the skin bearing his brand mark, then I will give each of you fifty taels of silver. Then you can bring a report back that the prisoner died on the way and I will fix matters up all right for you at the yamen.”


  Dong Chao and Xue Ba looked at each other, and then Dong Chao replied, “I am afraid this is hard for us to do.”


  But Xue Ba said, “Our friend Li Gu is a well-known man, has a good name, and perhaps we can do this thing for him. If there is any difficulty he can arrange matters for us.”


  “I am not ungrateful, and I can certainly compensate you well,” said Li Gu.


  So Dong Chao and Xue Ba took the money, went home for their baggage, and departed that night with the prisoner.


  They placed their baggage on Lu Junyi’s cangue. They treated the prisoner very harshly on the way. Towards evening of the second day they had gone about five li, and they stopped at an inn, just on the outskirts of a forest. They were shown by the waiter into a room at the back, and Xue Ba spoke to Lu, “We are minor officials so how can we wait upon you. If you want a meal you must go and cook it yourself.”


  So Lu Junyi went into the kitchen, and getting some fuel from the waiter he lit the fire. The waiter also gave him clean rice to boil. But as Lu Junyi had been brought up in a wealthy family he did not know how to cook food. The fire he had lit soon went out, and upon his blowing the embers to revive the flame he got the ashes in his eyes. Dong Chao was annoyed at the delay, and cursed him. When the rice was cooked Dong Chao took it all away, and Lu Junyi dared not even ask for some. When they had finished there was a little left which they gave to Lu Junyi, but it was cold. Xue Ba now told Lu Junyi to boil some water to wash their feet. When he had done this Lu Junyi went into a room and sat down. When they had finished they filled a tub full of very hot water, and summoned Lu Junyi to come and wash his feet. When he had taken off his shoes they seized his legs, and thrust both feet into the boiling water. He shrieked with the pain.


  Xue Ba said, “We wait upon you but you are so fastidious.” They took a chain and fastened Lu Junyi to the door. They then went to sleep.


  About 3 A.M. they got up, and called for the waiter to get their breakfast ready. When they had dined they picked up their bundles to leave the inn. Lu Junyi saw that his feet were all scalded, and he could not walk. Outside it was raining heavily, and the path slippery. Lu Junyi attempted to walk, but fell down. Xue Ba took a stick and thrashed him. Lu Junyi struggled on, while they cursed him. They had gone about three li like this when they came to a forest, and Lu Junyi said, “I cannot really go any further, and I hope you will take pity on me and allow me to rest here.” They agreed to this, and they all entered the forest. It was now daybreak, and there were no people about. Xue Ba said, “We got up very early this morning, and as we are a bit tired we will rest here. We would like to sleep, but are afraid that you will try to escape.”


  “Even if I had wings I could not get away just now,” said Lu Junyi.


  “We will not trust you,” said Xue Ba, “and will tie you up.”


  He took a hempen cord from around his waist, and tied Lu Junyi to a pine tree. He then asked Dong Chao to act as sentry some distance away, and to cough if he saw anyone coming.


  “Brother, please get it done as quickly as possible,” said Dong Chao.


  Xue Ba took his stick, and said to Lu Junyi, “you must not think ill of us but your steward, Li Gu, asked us to kill you on the way. In any case you would soon have died at Shamen Island, so it would be better if you died here. When you get to the afterlife do not blame us.”


  Lu Junyi wept, but did not speak a word. Xue Ba lifted the stick to strike Lu Junyi on the head when Dong Chao at his post heard a noise, and assumed that the deed had been done. He hurried back to see the result, and there Lu Junyi was still tied to the tree, but evidently none the worse. Xue Ba, however, was lying at the foot of the tree, and his stick was some distance away. “How strange!” said Dong Chao. “You must have over-exerted yourself, and so have fainted.” He stooped down to raise his companion, but could not move him. He now saw blood issuing from Xue Ba’s mouth, and looking more closely he saw an arrow sticking in Xue Ba’s breast. He was startled at this, and quickly looking round espied a man sitting in a tree. At the same moment the man shot an arrow which struck Dong Chao in the neck, and he fell down dead.


  The man jumped down from the tree, and taking his sword cut the cord binding Lu Junyi to the tree. When Lu Junyi opened his eyes he saw that the man was Yan Qing, his servant, and exclaimed, “You! Surely we are both dead, and are now both spirits.”


  “I have followed you all the way from the town,” said Yan Qing, “because I thought that they would try to murder you. But I have succeeded in killing them. See, here they are.”


  “You saved my life,” said Lu Junyi, “but you have killed those yamen guards so that I am now implicated in a serious crime. Where can we go?”


  “Song Jiang certainly did you an injury when he tricked you into leaving your home, but now there is no other place than Liangshan Marsh for us to go to.”


  “But I am still suffering from the beatings I got in the prison, and my feet were scalded so how can I walk, or go anywhere?” said Lu Junyi.


  “We cannot delay matters, so I will carry you on my back.” Yan Qing was feeling very perturbed, he kicked the corpses aside and then took Lu Junyi on his back, and started off in an easterly direction. But after going about three li like this Yan Qing felt tired, and therefore he stopped at an inn for the night.


  Now it happened that some travelers passing near the forest saw the two corpses, and told the chief at the next village, who reported the matter to the officials at Daming, the Northern Capital. When the coroner arrived he recognized Xue Ba and Dong Chao. The officials duly issued an order for the arrest of the murderer within a fixed time. Upon examining the arrows it was found out that they belonged to Yan Qing, so another proclamation was issued giving description of that man, and also Lu Junyi, and ordering their immediate arrest.


  Lu Junyi and Yan Qing were now staying at an inn. The waiter at the inn heard of the murder, and as everybody was talking about it, he had suspicions about them. So he went to the village, and told the chief there who sent a report at once to the local yamen.


  As Yan Qing had no dish for the meal, he took his bow and arrows and went out to shoot some birds. As he was returning to the inn he heard a hubbub in the village so he hid in some trees to see what was happening. Soon he saw a large number of police with a cart on which Lu Junyi was bound a prisoner again. Yan Qing’s first desire was to rush out, and rescue Lu Junyi, but he realized that this would be useless as he was not well armed. So he thought, “The only way now is for me to go to Liangshan Marsh, and beg Song Jiang to come and rescue Lu Junyi.”


  So he started off at once, and traveled all that night. He was very hungry, as he had not a cash to buy food. He crossed a ridge, but as the trees were very dense he could not find his way very well, so he lay down among the bushes and slept there. At daybreak he was aroused by a magpie chattering in a tree just over his head. He thought, “If I shoot that bird I can take it into a village, and get it cooked.” When he got up, the magpie, seeing him, began to chatter again. He took his bow and an arrow, and prayed to Heaven, “I have only one arrow, but this shot must hit the bird if my master is to live. If my master’s fate is death then this shot will fail.” He fixed the arrow and addressed it. “Dart, do not fail!” He pulled the string, and the arrow flew and hit the magpie’s tail. The bird flew away towards the foot of the ridge with the arrow sticking in its tail. Yan Qing ran in the direction the bird had gone, but instead of seeing the magpie he ran into two men. The first man wore a cap, in the shape of a pig’s snout and had two rings hanging from the cap at the back of his head. He wore a brown silk gown and an engraved metal girdle. His cloth boots came up to his knees. He carried a long staff. The second man wore a big broad brimmed cloth cap and a tea-colored gown. His belt was red, and contained pockets for money, etc. He had leather boots. He carried a bundle on his back, a small stick in his hand, and a sword in his belt. Yan Qing passed the two men close by before he could stop. He looked round and thought, “Why should I not attack these man, and take their money, and so have enough to take me to Liangshan Marsh?” He stuck his bow in his clothes, and turned on the men. The two men, however, seeing his action went on as before. Yan Qing pursued them, and upon catching up, struck one in his back with his fist and knocked him down. The other man, however, took his stave, and swinging it struck Yan Qing on the leg so that he fell down. Before he could get up the other man put his foot on Yan Qing’s back, drew his sword to kill him. At this, Yan Qing called out, “Good sir! I do not mind death, but I ask you to have pity on me, as there would be no man to carry the news.” The man stayed his hand, and asked what the news was.


  “Why do you ask for the news?” asked Yan Qing.


  The man seized hold of Yan Qing’s arm, and seeing the tattoo marks asked, “Are you not Yan Qing, the employee of Lu Junyi?”


  Yan Qing was face to face with death so he thought, “As these men know me I had better tell them the whole truth.” He replied, “Yes, I am Yan Qing.”


  The man said, “It was very lucky that we did not kill you. Do you not recognize us? We are from Liangshan Marsh. I am Yang Xiong and this man is Shi Xiu. We were deputed to come here, and find out what has happened to Lu Junyi. Wu Yong and Dai Zong will come very soon.”


  Yan Qing then told them all that had happened.


  Yang Xiong said, “As that is the position I must go at once to Liangshan Marsh with Yan Qing, and ask for instructions. Meanwhile Shi Xiu had better go to Daming and watch what happens there.”


  Shi Xiu agreed to this, and gave Yan Qing some of their spare food, and also his bundle. They went their separate ways.


  When Shi Xiu reached Daming it was just dark, and as the gates were closed he could not enter that night so he slept at an inn outside the gate. Early the next morning after breakfast he entered the city, and found the people very depressed about something. When he reached the market place he asked an old man whether there had been any trouble. The man replied, “Stranger! Do you not know about the case of Lu Junyi? Today he is to be beheaded about noon so that you can see the affair.”


  When Shi Xiu heard this his blood ran cold. He went to the place of execution, and entered an inn overlooking the ground. There he sat down and ordered wine and food.


  The waiter asked, “Are you alone, or have you invited others to join you here?”


  Shi Xiu was now very angry and shouted, “Bring me large bowls of wine and plenty of food. Don’t ask stupid questions!”


  The waiter was startled at this gust of temper, but hurried off, and soon brought the refreshments. Shi Xiu quickly ate a hearty meal, but just as he had finished he heard a row down below. Looking out of the window he saw that all the shops were closing doors. Just then the waiter entered, and asked if he had had enough and said, “An execution is taking place so would you please pay now and leave.”


  “What should I be afraid of?” asked Shi Xiu. “You get off at once before I hit you.”


  The waiter beat a hasty retreat. Soon afterwards drums and gongs were sounded in the street below, and looking out again Shi Xiu saw Lu Junyi being taken to the execution ground which was just in front of the inn where he was. The head jailer Cai Fu was there with his executioner’s sword, and also his brother Cai Qing who spoke to Lu Junyi, “You must understand that it is not us who do not try to help you, but you have done wrong. Over there is a temple, and we have prepared there a proper seat for your soul to rest there in peace.”


  The crowd standing round now called out, “It is well afternoon now.” So Cai Qing took off the cangue, and held the prisoner’s head in position. Cai Fu raised the sword to strike the deadly blow. The clerk held aloft the sentence and read it aloud. The waiting crowd gasped in anticipation.


  Shi Xiu now drawing out his sword shouted out, “All the brigands from Liangshan Marsh are here,” and jumped down to the ground. Upon hearing and seeing this Cai Fu and Cai Qing deserted. Shi Xiu killed every man within reach, and in no time ten men lay on the ground. He seized Lu Junyi, and took him off down the south street. Shi Xiu did not know the roads, and Lu Junyi was too dazed to notice anything.


  As soon as the news reached Grand Secretary Liang, he ordered all the city gates to be closed, and dispatched large numbers of soldiers to search the whole city for the escaped prisoners.


  How could any hero escape from a city under such conditions?


   


  A man cannot burrow through earth without claws;


  Nor fly into the sky without wings.
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  Song Jiang’s Men Attack Daming Prefecture; Guan Sheng Discusses the Capture of Liangshan Marsh


   


   


   


  IT was not long before the police found Lu Junyi and Shi Xiu, and took them bound to the yamen. Having been brought before Grand Secretary Liang, Shi Xiu glared at him and abused him, “You are a crook that does the work of the slave’s slave. But very soon my elder brother will arrive here with troops, attack and destroy the whole town. You will then be cut into three parts. He asked me to come here and inform you of your fate.”


  Many of the yamen officials were afraid, as Shi Xiu said this several times. When Grand Secretary Liang heard of this he could not speak for some time. He then ordered that large cangues be placed on the prisoners, and that they be sent into the prison for those about to be executed. He also instructed Cai Fu to guard them well as they must not escape again. Now Cai Fu wished to be on good terms with Liangshan Marsh so he placed the prisoners in quite decent cells, and gave them excellent food, so that they had nothing to complain of.


  Grand Secretary Liang also instructed his assistant to suitably compensate the relatives of the persons who had been killed by Shi Xiu. There were at least seventy men who had been killed. A great many had been injured. They were given medical attendance and medicine free.


  The next day the people found that anonymous placards had been secretly posted all over the town so they at once took some to the Grand Secretary who found them read as follows: “I, Song Jiang, commander-in-chief, at Liangshan Marsh hereby proclaim to all the officials at Daming Prefecture that Lu Junyi is the most honorable man in the land. I invited him to come to see me, and act with me in accordance with the Will of Heaven. How dare you, corrupt officials, accept secret bribes and oppress the people. I sent Shi Xiu to report this to you, but you have also arrested him. You must not execute those two prisoners, but at once arrest the adulterer and the adulteress who have caused this trouble. Should you execute my brothers, I shall come with large armies and take full revenge on you. I shall make no discrimination, but kill everybody. I will root out the lawbreakers, and Heaven and Earth will approve of my administration of justice. I chat and smile at this small affair, but I will come dancing to the beating of drums. Just men and decent women, filial sons and obedient grandsons, orderly citizens, and honest officials need have no fear of us. I issue this for your information.”


  As the Grand Secretary read this, his color changed, and he was quite nonplused to know what to do. He, however, sent for his assistant Wang to discuss the matter with him. Wang was a weak person, and when he had heard the details he said, “The imperial troops have tried several times to exterminate those brigands at Liangshan Marsh, but have failed every time, so what can we do as we are so weak? If the brigands attack us there will be no time to get more troops, and we shall soon be defeated. So I think it would be wiser for us not to execute the prisoners. Then we must report the matter at once to Prime Minister Cai and secondly we must assemble our troops outside the town so as to be prepared against the attack. If we do this I do not think there will be much danger, and the people will not suffer from an attack outside the town.”


  Grand Secretary Liang agreed to this and sent for the head jailer, Cai Fu. When he arrived the Grand Secretary said to him, “Those two prisoners are evidently very important persons, and I am afraid that if roughly treated by you they might die. You must therefore treat them well.”


  When Cai Fu heard this he was much pleased as it agreed with what he had already done. He returned to the jail and told his brother about the new order.


  Grand Secretary Liang next sent for his two Generals to discuss matters with them. When they heard the news General Li Cheng said, “I think this place is too far from Liangshan Marsh, and the brigands will never get here. So why should you worry about this impudent notice? I have not much ability, but still I hold this important post. I have received imperial favors, but so far have not been able to show my gratitude in a practical way. I am willing to do my utmost for my master, and will take the troops and encamp outside the town. If the brigands come I will never let them go back alive.”


  The Grand Secretary was much pleased at this, and presented the General with much silk and gold.


  The following day General Li Cheng held a conference of all his officers, and there one of his officers, Suo Chao, the “Urgent Vanguard,” stepped forward. Li Cheng addressed him, “Song Jiang and his brigands will soon be here to attack Daming Prefecture. I want you to take command of some troops, and establish a camp about twelve li from the town. I will come and join you there with more men.”


  Suo Chao having received his orders took his troops the following day to a place called Feihu Gully, and there established a camp. General Li Cheng established another camp about three li nearer the town at a village called Huaishu Mound. Around these camps hidden pits and traps were made, so that the positions seemed impregnable. The officers and men felt quite secure, and calmly awaited the arrival of the brigands.


  The proclamation issued from Liangshan Marsh was composed by Wu Yong, and was posted on every bridge and on every road. Dai Zong kept the leaders at Liangshan Marsh well informed as to the developments at Daming Prefecture. At a conference of leaders Song Jiang spoke to Wu Yong, “You had a good plan to inveigle Lu Junyi to our hold, but now he is in trouble. Our strong brother Shi Xiu has also been arrested. Have you any suggestion as to how we can save their lives?”


  “Brother, do not worry,” said Wu Yong. “If we embrace the present opportunities, we can not only save those two lives, but also seize much loot at Daming. Tomorrow is a very auspicious day, and I want you to give me half of our forces to proceed to Daming.”


  This was agreed to, and men were appointed for the coming expedition. But Li Kui interposed, “It is a long time since my two axes joined in a fray, and as they have just heard of this expedition they are naturally very glad. So please let me lead five hundred men in this expedition. I’ll take Daming, chop Grand Secretary Liang to mincemeat, hack apart Li Gu and his old bag, rescue Li Junyi and Shi Xiu! Previously I was told to remain dumb on an expedition, but now I want to vent my anger.”


  “Younger brother,” said Song Jiang, “this is a very serious and important affair, and we must not forget that Grand Secretary Liang, is the son-in-law of Prime Minister Cai. The government troops will be in charge of two great Generals, Li Cheng and Wen Da, who are brave and the equal of ten thousand men. We cannot treat them lightly, although I do not doubt your bravery and fierceness.”


  “Elder brother, you know that I am outspoken so you expected me to be silent,” said Li Kui. “Now I should be only too pleased to kill our enemies, so why not let me go?”


  “In that case,” said Wu Yong, “you had better go in advance. You can lead a vanguard of five hundred men and conduct your own fighting. You can start tomorrow.”


  That evening Song Jiang talked over the details of the expedition with Wu Yong, and Pei Xuan wrote out the various orders, and dispatched them to the various leaders.


  It was just the end of autumn, and the country was very suitable for campaigning. The horses were well fed and were in good condition. The men had rested for some time, and were quite ready for some more fighting. They got their arms, saddled the horses, and left the mountain in four divisions the next day.


  Suo Chao at his camp near the Feihu Gully received a report from his scout that the brigands were now only ten li away, and were quickly advancing. He sent the news to General Li Cheng who sent all his cavalry to support Suo Chao. They were duly placed in position by Suo Chao.


  The following day breakfast was taken at daybreak, and then they all went to meet the brigands. The brigands were approaching, and as they got near it was seen that Li Kui was in front of them. When near, he shouted, “Do you recognize your lord, ‘Black Whirlwind’ the hero of Liangshan Marsh?”


  General Li Cheng on his horse laughed at this, and spoke to Suo Chao, “I have heard of the men of Liangshan Marsh, but this is a very dirty lot, and we need not take any notice of them. Now General, let us take that fellow.”


  Suo Chao also laughed, and replied, “It is beneath me. There is somebody else!”


  Near them was a Lieutenant named Wang Ding who heard this, and without waiting for an order he galloped forward to fight with Li Kui, and was followed by his hundred cavalrymen. When Li Kui’s foot soldiers saw the cavalry they turned and fled in all directions. As the cavalry pursued the men Suo Chao saw a large body of brigands advancing on both flanks so he signaled an order for the cavalry to retire.


  General Li Cheng however asked, “Why not let them capture those brigands?”


  “I am afraid there may be an ambush, and our cavalry might fall into a trap,” replied Suo Chao.


  But General Li Cheng did not agree with this, and ordered the soldiers to advance. As General Li Cheng advanced he saw that the main body of the brigands was led by a girl on horseback. On the flag he read the name of the commander, “Woman General, the ‘Ten Feet of Green.’” The men were of all sizes—some big and some small, so that they looked disorderly.


  Li Cheng turned to Suo Chao, “What is the use of this ill-assorted rabble? You take some men to fight that lot, while I will capture some of the other brigands.”


  Suo Chao whipped his horse and dashed forward. When the girl Hu San Niang, the “Ten Feet of Green” saw him coming she turned her horse round, and galloped off, followed by her men and her lady lieutenants, Gu Dasao and Sun Er Niang. General Li Cheng ordered his men to spread out and attack the retreating brigands. He had not gone far when he saw large bodies of brigands approaching, shouting and waving their arms. He therefore ordered a retreat, but when this movement was being done, he found brigands on both his flanks. Hu San Niang and her followers returned, and were now attacking his army in the rear. His men could not stand the attack on three sides, and they soon broke into disorder, and galloped off in all directions. As he neared his camp he found his way blocked by Li Kui and his men. General Li Cheng signaled for a charge, and his men bore down on Li Kui’s body of men, and dividing it cut their way through. Upon reaching their camp he realized that he had lost a good number of his men. The brigands however did not advance any further, and so the battle came to a halt.


  When Grand Secretary Liang heard of the defeat he immediately ordered General Wen Da to take the reserve of soldiers to support General Li Cheng. Upon reaching the camp Li Cheng met Wen Da, and after discussing the position asked for the latter’s opinion.


  General Wen Da laughed and replied, “It is only like a painful sore, and is of no importance.” They however discussed their plans for the following day, and came to an agreement.


  Early the next morning rations were served to the troops, and after breakfast orders were issued for a general advance, and they had just got moving when the brigands appeared in the distance also marching towards them. General Wen Da gave orders for the troops to halt, and open out, and for bows and arrows and spears to be ready. The brigands also halted, but a horseman rode forth with a red flag bearing the characters “Qin Ming the Thunderer.” He pulled up his horse just in front of the Imperial troops, and shouted out, “Let covetous and corrupt officers from Daming Prefecture listen to me! For a long time I have planned to attack your town, but deferred doing so because I did not wish to injure the common people there. But if you will now release Lu Junyi and Shi Xiu, and hand over the adulterer and adulteress we will at once retire, without any further fighting. If, however, you are stubborn and will not listen to this proposal then tell me so at once.”


  General Wen Da was angry at this, and turning round to his men asked, “Who will volunteer to go out and attack that fellow?”


  Before he had finished saying this Suo Chao galloped forward to fight. Halting he called out to Qin Ming, “You were previously in the Imperial army, and you were not ill-treated. So why are you now a brigand instead of being a loyal man? Today I will capture you, and cut you up into small pieces.”


  At this Qin Ming was wild with rage, and raising his spiked mace, dashed forward. Suo Chao did likewise. Their horses took their riders, temper, and were also keen for the fray. The assembled troops cheered at the sight. The two fought for about twenty bouts without either gaining any advantage. Among the brigands was the leader Han Tao who shot an arrow which struck Suo Chao in the shoulder, and as the latter could no longer wield his battle-axe he turned his horse and retreated.


  Song Jiang seeing this signaled the order for a general advance, and then began a great battle. Blood was flowing over the ground like water. The Imperial troops gave way, and being again defeated retreated to their camp. They further retreated to the second camp at the Feihu Gully. There Wen Da found that he had lost about one third of his men.


  Song Jiang halted his men at the first camp, and discussed matters with Wu Yong who said, “The troops have been defeated a second time so that their morale will be weak just now. We must seize this opportunity for a further attack, before they have had time to recover.” Song Jiang agreed to this, and issued orders at once for a general attack that very night.


  General Wen Da was resting, and meditating in his tent that night when a soldier reported to him that there was a big fire on the east. General Wen Da immediately mounted his horse, and riding forward he saw all the hills and plains to the east were lit up. Looking round he now saw that to the west of his camp it was also ablaze with lights. He returned to camp, and saw that the brigands were advancing on both sides. He was very much upset, and had no definite plan of defense. The brigands approached with great noise. The Imperial troops were restless, and were evidently on the point of decamping, but they were now quite surrounded. General Wen Da had decided to cut a way through with his men, but just then the brigands opened fire upon them. He could not control his men any longer as they were in great disorder. He therefore spoke to General Li Cheng to get a few men together, and then with a sudden rush they broke through the cordon of brigands, and so escaped. This remnant of the Imperial troops reached Daming just after daybreak.


  When Grand Secretary Liang heard of the disaster he felt as though he had lost two of his three souls. He hurriedly ordered all the remainder of his troops to rescue. When the defeated troops had all entered the town he ordered that all the gates be closed, and the wall strongly defended.


  The following day the brigands approached and encamped outside the East Gate.


  The Grand Secretary summoned a conference of all officials to discuss means of defending the town. At the meeting General Li Cheng spoke, “The brigands are just outside the town, and we are in great danger. If we are not careful the town will soon be taken. Sir, you should write a personal note to Prime Minister Cai, explaining our position, and asking for immediate relief. Send this by a very trusty and confidential courier this very night. Secondly, you should dispatch urgent letters to all the surrounding towns asking for support. Thirdly, you should issue a proclamation in this town appealing to every man to join in the defense of the town. They must prepare logs of wood and stone to hurl at the enemy; arm themselves with crossbows and stiff bows; get bottles of powder and lime dust, vile smelling manure; and take guard both night and day. If we do this at once we may be able to hold out for some time.”


  “I can write all the dispatches you refer to,” said the Grand Secretary, “but who can face the danger outside and get through?”


  Lieutenant Wang Ding volunteered to do this, and that night he left with the confidential dispatches. He was successful, and reaching the nearest town he delivered the messages, and had them sent to all the surrounding towns. He himself went on to the Eastern Capital with the important dispatch.


  On the other hand, Song Jiang divided his men and besieged the town on three sides, but he left the South Gate open intentionally. He also ordered for supplies to be sent from Liangshan Marsh as he was uncertain how long the attack would last. He was however determined to continue his attack until both Lu Junyi and Shi Xiu were rescued.


  Every day General Li Cheng and Wen Da led some of his soldiers outside the town to skirmish with the brigands but could not succeed.


  Wang Ding quickly reached the Eastern Capital and delivered the confidential dispatches to Prime Minister Cai. The latter was astonished at the news, and questioned Wang Ding closely. Wang Ding told the whole story of Lu Junyi, and explained in detail how the Imperial troops had been defeated by the brigands.


  The Prime Minister then told him to go and take rest after his tiresome journey, while he would discuss the matter with the other ministers. Prime Minister Cai Jing then summoned all the ministers to assemble in the Grand Council to discuss urgent matters. It was not long before all were assembled, and then Prime Minister Cai Jing, explained what had happened at the Northern Capital. He asked “What can be done to relieve the town and defeat the brigands?”


  The ministers looked at each other in a helpless air, but nobody spoke. A man however stepped forward from behind the seat occupied by the commander of the infantry. He was Xuan Zan, a Captain of the Imperial Guard. His face was dark, and had a snub nose. His hair was curly, and his moustache was red. He was very tall, and was armed with a steel sword. During a war against a Mongol tribe he had distinguished himself as a skillful bowman, and the prince was so pleased with his skill that he had been given the prince’s daughter in marriage. But the girl had not loved him, and as she had died after a short term of married life he had fallen into disfavor with the prince who had given him a minor military position as Captain in a cavalry regiment. For this reason he gained the nickname of “Disgraceful Son-in-law.” He now addressed Prime Minister Cai Jing, “When I lived at home I knew a man named Guan Sheng, who is a descendant of the famous General of the Three Kingdoms, Guan Gong. His manner and form carries a close resemblance to his ancestor and he always carries a great halberd like Guan Gong. Because of this he is called, Guan Sheng, the ‘Great Halberd.’ He is in charge of a police force at Pudong in Shaanxi province, and is well known for his military skill. Nobody can beat him, and he is quite fearless. If presents were made to him and he was promoted to some responsible position in the army, I think he could exterminate the brigands and make the country safe.”


  Cai Jing was much pleased at this suggestion, and at once commissioned Xuan Zan, the “Disgraceful Son-in-law,” to send a dispatch to Guan Sheng and bring him to the Eastern Capital, Kaifeng without delay.


  We need not go into many details, but will just say that Xuan Zan duly carried out his orders, and quickly reached Pudong. He was gladly welcomed by Guan Sheng who had not seen him for a long time. When Xuan Zan had delivered his message Guan Sheng was highly delighted at the news. He then introduced him to his best friend, Hao Siwen, and told him the story of Hao’s birth. “Hao Siwen’s mother dreamt that a star, Jing Mu An descended and entered her womb. Soon afterwards a son was born and he was called Hao Siwen, with the nickname ‘Jing Mu An.’ He is well skilled in military drill, but so far has no opportunity of proving his ability, and lives an insignificant life here.” Guan Sheng proposed to take Hao Siwen with him to fight against the brigands. This was agreed to, and they set out that night for the Eastern Capital. Their arrival was reported to Prime Minister Cai Jing, who invited them to enter. They all three entered the hall and saluted. Cai Jing was pleased with Guan Sheng’s appearance, and asked for his age. Guan Sheng replied that he was thirty-two years old. Cai Jing then explained the position at the Northern Capital, Daming Prefecture and asked if he had any suggestions to make.


  “I have long heard,” said Guan Sheng, “that those brigands occupy Liangshan Marsh and make disturbances in the surrounding country. For the first time, however, they now leave their base far behind so I think we can easily defeat them. However, it would be useless to rescue Daming Prefecture with a large force. I beg you to give me ten thousand soldiers to capture Liangshan Marsh first, and by cutting off their base we can early arrest the brigands.


  Cai Jing was very much pleased at this, and said, “That is the same method that was used in rescuing the Kingdom of Zhao by besieging the capital of the Kingdom of Wei. I agree with your plans.” He then summoned the Grand Councilors, and explaining the plan got three armies placed under the command of Guan Sheng. An immediate start took place, and the armies went straight to Liangshan Marsh


   


  When dragons leave their home i’th sea;


       They cannot fly i’th clouds;


  When tigers come down to the plain,


       Of what use are their claws;


  While yearning for the autumn moon,


       The pearls in the tray are stolen.


  



  CHAPTER 63

   

  Huyan Zhuo Lures Guan Sheng in the Moonlight; Song Jiang Arrests Suo Chao in a Snowstorm


   


   


   


  AT DAMING, the bandits attacked the town every day, but the government troops inside dared not sally forth for combat. Suo Chao had not yet recovered from the arrow wound, and could not take part in the fighting.


  Song Jiang was disappointed at the delay in taking the town, and one night he was sitting in his tent reading by candlelight the Heavenly Books he had received from the Taoist Mystic Goddess, when his orderly entered and said that Wu Yong wished to see him.


  When Wu Yong entered he said, “We have been besieging this town for a long time, and it is strange that no troops have come to relieve the town. We know that three horsemen left the town, and I expect they carried dispatches asking for help. As Grand Secretary Liang is son-in-law to Prime Minister Cai Jing the latter must send relief at once. But as no troops have arrived here it is possible that they have gone to Liangshan Marsh, and are adopting the military strategy as used in saving the Zhao by besieging the capital of the Wei. In that case, what shall we do? That is a possibility which we must not overlook. Would it not be better if we quietly sent some of our men back?”


  Just then Dai Zong, the “Divine Traveler,” came in and spoke, “A large army of Imperial troops have arrived at Liangshan Marsh, in charge of General Guan Sheng. Our leaders there cannot decide as to what should be done, but they ask you at least to send some men back to relieve the assault.”


  “Though this is the position,” said Wu Yong, “we must not send all our men back at once. Tonight we can order our foot soldiers to start off on the return journey. The cavalry must be left here, and be so divided up that the enemy will not notice our reduced numbers. If the imperial troops in the town find out our position they would renew their attacks with greater vigor.”


  “What you say is quite true,” said Song Jiang. He gave orders that Hua Rong should take charge of five hundred men and encamp on the left of the Feihu Gully, while Lin Chong should encamp on the right-hand side of the same village with another five hundred men. Huyan Zhuo should post his artillery about three li from the town, and in case of any attack from the government troops he must at once open fire. All the other men must disperse, and return individually to Liangshan Marsh, and were not to fight with any Imperial troops they might meet on the way. This movement took place secretly in the night, and by about 10 A.M. the following morning most of the brigands were quietly making their way towards Liangshan Marsh.


  But the troops inside the town discovered the movement of the brigands, and Grand Secretary Liang was duly informed of this, and he summoned his two Generals for a conference.


  “I think that this movement indicates that the Imperial troops are attacking Liangshan Marsh,” said General Li Cheng, “and this has forced the brigands to withdraw their men from here. We must embrace this opportunity to attack them and capture Song Jiang.”


  Just at this point a messenger arrived with a dispatch from the Prime Minister at the Eastern Capital stating that an attack was being made upon Liangshan Marsh, and that if the brigands withdrew from Daming Prefecture the troops in the town should immediately attack them. Grand Secretary Liang therefore ordered his generals to pursue the brigands.


  The Imperial troops shortly afterwards left the town for an assault, but when they had only gone a short distance they were fired upon by artillery at their rear. At this Generals Wen Da and Li Cheng were surprised and called a halt. Looking back they saw numerous flags flying, and heard many drums and gongs sounded as though there were many brigands there. While they were still wondering what to do they were attacked from two sides by the brigands in charge of Hua Rong and Lin Chong. General Li Cheng was afraid of a trap, and gave orders for a retreat to the town. The attack was so fierce, however, that the troops were just able to reach the town gates in the nick of time.


  The brigands who were on their way to Liangshan Marsh found their roads blocked by Imperial troops, and could not reach their destination. So Song Jiang collected them together in a secluded place, and sent a messenger secretly to Liangshan Marsh informing them where he was, and giving orders for a joint attack to be made from both sides.


  At Liangshan Marsh Zhang Heng and Zhang Shun were in charge of a fort on the bank of the lake. When Song Jiang’s order was made known Zhang Heng spoke to his brother, “We have been here a long time, but so far have had no chance of doing anything. Now General Guan Sheng’s army is approaching by three roads to attack us. How would it be if we attack his camp and capture the General himself? Then our reputation would be much enhanced.”


  “We are only in charge of this fort,” replied Zhang Shun, “and if we do not get help from the other leaders we should be in great disgrace if we lost.”


  “If we are so circumspect, what day can we achieve a meritorious deed?” said Zhang Heng. “You need not take part in this. I will do it by myself this very night.”


  Zhang Shun remonstrated with his brother without effect. That night Zhang Heng took fifty boats, with five men on each armed with bamboo poles, spears, and swords, and clad in light short clothing. It was a cold frosty night with very little moonlight. The boats were taken across the lake and the men disembarked.


  It was about 11 P.M. and General Guan Sheng was reading a book in his tent. One of his scouts entered, and reported that many boats had just come across the lake, and that the men were now making their way through the reeds and grasses towards the camp. General Guan Sheng smiled at this, and turning to his adjutant spoke quietly some secret word.


  Zhang Heng and his two hundred and fifty men made stealthy progress through the reeds towards Guan Sheng’s camp and removed sundry obstacles placed there as part of the defenses of the camp. In the camp they saw the General’s tent, well lighted by lamps, and the General himself reading a book and stroking his beard. Zhang Heng saw no soldiers about, so he ran forward with his long spear in his hand. He had not gone into the tent when a gong was sounded, and there was such an outburst of shouting that it seemed as though both Heaven and Earth were falling to pieces. Zhang Heng was alarmed, and turned to retreat. But it was too late. He was seized, and also all his men were surrounded and captured. They were all taken before General Guan Sheng who laughed when he saw them. “You rabble of brigands! How dare you visit me like this?” He ordered Zhang Heng to be placed in a prisoner’s cart and the rest to be put under guard.


  At Liangshan Marsh, Zhang Shun went to the headquarters where the leaders were assembled, and told them what had occurred to his brother.


  Upon hearing this Ruan the Seventh was excited, and said, “We are all in the same boat, and we must at once rescue our elder brother. Why did you not rescue him yourself? I and my brothers must go at once to rescue him.”


  “It was done without any orders,” said Zhang Shun, “and therefore I dared not go with him.”


  “If you wait for orders from our commander-in-chief before you act then you will be too late to save your brother,” said Ruan the Seventh.


  Zhang Shun and the three brothers Ruan thereupon embarked their men, and about 3 A.M. a hundred boats were filled with men and went across the lake.


  The scouts of the Imperial troops seeing this fleet with armed men immediately informed Guan Sheng. He laughed, and said, “These slaves are stupid.” He turned and whispered orders to his adjutant again.


  The brigands disembarked, and as they approached the camp they saw many lights burning, but not a single man. The brothers Ruan were startled, and decided to retreat. But a gong was sounded, but immediately soldiers sprang forth from hiding places on all sides. The brigands were quite surrounded, and Zhang Shun being near the boats dived in to the water at once. He and about four others escaped in this way, but all the others were taken prisoners.


  Upon the news of the disaster reaching Liangshan Marsh, Liu Tang ordered Zhang Shun at once to make his way by swimming to Song Jiang’s secluded camp. Upon arriving there Zhang Shun told the news, and Song Jiang discussed with Wu Yong how they could repel General Guan Sheng’s army.


  “Tomorrow we must have a trial of strength with these Imperial troops,” said Wu Yong.


  While they were talking of their plans the sound of drums was heard, and Wu Yong was surprised as it indicated that General Xuan Zan was approaching to attack the secluded camp. Song Jiang marched all his men out to meet the attack, and met then the Imperial troops. He turned to his men, and asked, “Who will go for single combat?” In response Hua Rong spurred his horse forward to engage in combat with General Xuan Zan. That General was ready, and they engaged in a fight. After about ten bouts, Hua Rong decided on a change of tactics. After delivering a blow with his sword he wheeled round and retreated. He now took his bow and arrow, and turning in his saddle shot at General Xuan Zan who was pursuing him. The General saw the movement, and lifting his sword caught the flying arrow with it. Hua Rong saw that he had failed, so immediately took another arrow, and shot it at the General who was now quite close. This time the general saw the arrow, and bent down on his horse, and the arrow just missed him. But the General realized the great skill of Hua Rong, and decided to run no further risks. He turned his horse, and went back to his men. Hua Rong seeing this also turned and pursued the General. Again he shot an arrow, but this struck the brass plate on the General’s back and did no damage. Now the General rushed back to his camp and reported the feat to Guan Sheng.


  General Guan Sheng ordered his attendant to bring his fiery horse. He rode forth with his great halberd in his hand. Song Jiang saw the fine martial bearing of the man, and turning round called out, “He is indeed a great hero!” Lin Chong hearing this expression was annoyed, and called out, “We brothers, since we joined at Liangshan Marsh we have taken part in many fights, and so far have never been daunted in any contact. Today we are not to be despised.” So saying he whipped his horse and rushed forward to fight.


  General Guan Sheng seeing this called out, “You brigands, it is not worthwhile for me to fall on you. I want Song Jiang to come forward, and explain why he has rebelled.”


  Song Jiang hearing this called Lin Chong to return, and then rode forward himself. He halted in front of General Guan Sheng, and saluting said, “I am now waiting for your questions.”


  “You were a clerk in a yamen,” shouted General Guan Sheng, “how dare you rebel in this way?”


  “The Imperial affairs are in disorder,” replied Song Jiang, “and corrupt officials are in power; loyal men are ignored; and covetous men are employed. This results in the suffering of the people. We are the agents of Heaven, and have no personal aims.”


  Guan Sheng shouted, “It is clear that you are a brigand. Which Heaven has appointed you? My troops carry out the Son of Heaven’s wish, but you have only fine words on your side. If you don’t dismount at once, I will have you cut into many pieces.”


  Upon hearing this Qin Ming was angry, and dashed from the rear on horseback. At the same moment Lin Chong did the same. Guan Sheng, however, stood his ground, and fought with the two. The three horses circled round like a small whirlwind. Song Jiang called to the gongs to summon the two leaders to come back, and when they returned Qin Ming protested, “We could have captured that man. Why did you stop us?”


  Song Jiang replied in a loud voice, “We are honest and upright, and we do not like to see two men attacking one. It is not fair. If you had captured him you could not capture his mind. He is a loyal and devoted official, and the spirits of his ancestors must be very proud of him. If we could win him over I would immediately resign in his favor.”


  Both Qin Ming and Lin Chong could say nothing against this. That day nothing further was done, and both armies retired to their bases.


  Upon reaching his camp General Guan Sheng doffed his armor and sat down in silent meditation, “I would have been defeated by those two men, but when they were on the point of seizing me Song Jiang summoned them to return. I wonder why he did that?” So he sent for both the prisoners Zhang Heng and Ruan the Seventh and then asked them, “Song Jiang previously was only a clerk in a magistrate’s yamen so why do you men serve him so faithfully?”


  Ruan the Seventh replied, “Our leader Song Jiang is famous in Shandong and Hebei as ‘the Protector.’ You do not know honest and upright men, and therefore cannot recognize such men when you meet them.”


  General Guan Sheng bowed his head, but did not speak except ordering the prisoners to be taken back. That night he was restless, and as he could not sleep he got up, and strolled round his camp in the moonlight. It was a cold night, and hoarfrost covered the ground. Shortly an orderly came and said that a General had arrived and wished to speak to him.


  “What is his name?” asked General Guan Sheng.


  “He would not tell me that,” said the orderly. “He is however unarmed and without armor.”


  “In that case you can admit him,” said the general.


  In a short time the man was brought to his tent. General Guan Sheng trimmed his lamp so as to get a clear view of the man, and thought the face was familiar. He, however, asked for his name.


  “Can we talk together privately?” asked the man.


  General Guan Sheng laughed at this and said, “I am commander-in-chief of these hundred thousand soldiers, and we are all united together with one mind. If we were not of one mind how could I command them? They are all familiar with my affairs, and I keep no secrets from them. You can talk to me without any hesitation.”


  “I am Huyan Zhuo,” said the man, “and was previously a General in the Imperial army, and was once appointed to attack the brigand at Liangshan Marsh. They captured me by a ruse, and all my army was annihilated so that I dared not go back. Yesterday I heard that you had arrived here, and I was much pleased. This morning you were attacked by Qin Ming and Lin Chong, but Song Jiang summoned them to return as he was afraid that they might wound you. He had the idea that at some time he might surrender to you but the others would not agree with him. Just now I have had a secret conversation with Song Jiang, and discussed how we might make all the others surrender to you. So if you are willing we can suggest a plan. Tomorrow night you may come to our camp by a small by-path, lightly armed, to capture Lin Chong and the other bandits. By this not only you will gain great credit, but Song Jiang and I may also redeem our guilt.”


  General Guan Sheng was much pleased at this, and invited Huyan Zhuo to drink wine with him. Huyan Zhuo talked very much of the honesty and justice of Song Jiang, and dwelt upon his hard luck which had forced him to become a brigand.


  The next day General Guan Sheng spoke to Huyan Zhuo, “As you have a certain plot for this evening, it would be better if I attacked and defeated the brigands today.”


  Huyan Zhuo donned his armor, and rode to the front of the Imperial army. When Song Jiang saw him he cursed him, “We never treated you unfairly why did you desert us last night?”


  “Previously you were only a petty officer so how could you undertake a big affair now,” replied Huyan Zhuo.


  Song Jiang did not reply to this insult, but ordered Huang Xin to engage in single combat with Huyan Zhuo. The two fought for about ten bouts, and then Huyan Zhuo hit Huang Xin a severe blow with his bludgeon and knocked him off his horse.


  General Guan Sheng was much pleased at this, and ordered a general attack. But Huyan Zhuo said this was not advisable because Wu Yong was full of tricks which he would use if his men were hard pressed. General Guan Sheng agreed and ordered a retreat to their camp.


  Upon reaching the camp Generals Guan Sheng and Huyan Zhuo drank wine in the former’s tent, and there the General asked about the opponent who apparently had been killed.


  “That man Huang Xin was previously a Lieutenant-General in the Imperial army,” replied Huyan Zhuo. “He joined the brigands at the same time as Qin Ming and Hua Rong. He is at variance with Song Jiang about many questions and perhaps that is why Song Jiang today ordered him to attack me so that he would get killed and be removed out of his way.”


  General Guan Sheng was pleased to hear this. He issued orders that Generals Xuan Zan and Hao Siwen at eleven o’clock that night should lead five hundred cavalry as a reserve on an attack on Song Jiang’s camp. At the appointed time everything was ready. The iron accoutrements on horses and men had been taken off so that less noise would be made. Each man had a small gag in his mouth to prevent any talking. Huyan Zhuo mounted his horse and led the way.


  It was a bright moonlight night. They had traveled for about an hour, and upon turning round a mountain they encountered a party of about fifty mounted brigands who called, “Are you not Huyan Zhuo’s men?”


  Huyan Zhuo told the men not to speak, but just follow him. He then whipped his horse, and galloped forward followed by General Guan Sheng and his men. They had soon passed round another ridge of the mountain, and then Huyan Zhuo halted, and pointed to a red lamp burning in the distance on the mountain.


  “Where is that red lamp burning?” asked the general.


  “That is in Song Jiang’s camp,” replied Huyan Zhuo.


  They proceeded on their way, but when fairly near the red camp a bomb was fired, and General Guan Sheng galloped forward and called his men to follow him. But when they reached the red lamp they found nobody there, and even Huyan Zhuo had vanished. General Guan Sheng was startled and realized that he had been deceived. He turned round and ordered a retreat.


  But now gongs and drums were heard on all sides. The path was soon lost, and the General saw his men scattering in all directions so that soon he had only about ten men with him. As they turned the spur of the mountain another bomb was fired, and he now saw a large body of armed brigands blocking his way. He was soon surrounded by men armed with hooked poles, and with these they caught hold of his clothes and pulled him off his horse. They seized his great halberd and horse, bound his arm, and pushed him forward towards their camp. Lin Chong and Hua Rong led another attacking party, to cut off Guan Sheng’s reserve forces in charge of Lieutenant-General Xuan Zan who fought for about twenty bouts in the bright moonlight. At the end Xuan Zan was almost exhausted, and turning his horse tried to escape. But the “Ten Feet of Green,” Hu San Niang had been watching this at one side, and she now threw her red silk lasso, caught Xuan Zan, and brought him off his horse. He was seized by the men around, and was also taken to the brigand’s camp as a prisoner.


  We will now see what had happened to the brigands led by Qin Ming and Sun Li against the reserve force of the Imperial troops under Lieutenant-General Hao Siwen. When they met on the road Hao Siwen reviled the brigands, “If you brigands obstruct my progress you will certainly die. If you wish to live then withdraw at once.”


  Qin Ming was angry at this speech, lashed his horse, and dashed forward for single combat. They fought for a long time, and then Sun Li went forward to assist Qin Ming. When Hao Siwen saw he had two opponents he was undecided what to do and was off his usual guard. Qin Ming seized the opportunity, and knocked Hao Siwen off his horse, who was immediately seized by the brigands.


  Li Ying led other brigands to the camp of the Imperial troops, where they overcome the guard, released Ruan the Seventh and Zhang Heng, and took away all the stores, fodder, and accoutrements.


  It was near daybreak when all was finished, and Song Jiang ordered all to start for Liangshan Marsh. Upon arriving there all the leaders assembled in the Loyalty and Justice Hall where the three captured Generals were brought. Song Jiang came forward to meet the Generals, and released them himself. He conducted General Guan Sheng, and made him sit in his own chair. He then bowed, and saluted the General and said, “We ruffians have offended your dignity, and beg for your pardon.”


  Huyan Zhuo now stepped forward, bowed, saluted, and then addressed the General, “I acted under orders from my commanding officer whom I dared not disobey. I hope that you will forgive me for deceiving you.”


  General Guan Sheng looked round on all the assembled leaders, and realized that they were all actuated by upright principles. He turned round and spoke to his two Lieutenant Generals, “We are prisoners here. What can we do?”


  “We will follow your orders,” they replied.


  “We are too disgraced to return to the capital,” said General Guan Sheng to Song Jiang. “Let us have an early death.”


  “Why do you talk like that?” asked Song Jiang. “If you do not despise our lowly calling perhaps you might join us to carry out the Will of Heaven. But if you are unwilling to do so, then we will not detain you here, but allow you to return to the capital.”


  “Many people have said that you are loyal and just, but now I know that that remark is true,” said General Guan Sheng. “In this life if the Emperor treats me well, I will support him; if a friend treats me well, I will support him too. Now as I am undetermined I will stay here in the capacity of an ordinary soldier.”


  Song Jiang was much pleased, and ordered a feast to be prepared in honor of the General. He also ordered all the prisoners to be brought to Liangshan Marsh, and to be well treated. Those soldiers who wished to return home were allowed to do so, and presented with money for traveling expenses. A man was also sent to take the family of General Guan Sheng to join him at Liangshan Marsh.


  During the aforementioned feast Song Jiang remembered that Lu Junyi and Shi Xiu were still in the prison at the Northern Capital, Daming so he shed tears. Wu Yong then spoke to Song Jiang, “Brother, do not be downhearted. I have a plan of rescuing our brothers. Tomorrow morning we may dispatch men to assist in the final attack on Daming.”


  Upon hearing this General Guan Sheng stood up and said, “I have not yet had the opportunity of recompensing you for your generosity, please allow me to take charge of this movement.”


  Song Jiang was much pleased, and agreed to this. Guan Sheng’s troops were now enrolled as brigands, and were placed in charge of Hao Siwen and Xuan Zan who were under General Guan Sheng. They were to be the vanguard in the new attack on Daming.


  In the Northern Capital, Grand Secretary Liang was now dining with Suo Chao. It was a dull day with a strong wind blowing. A scout entered, and reported that General Guan Sheng and all his troops had been captured, and moreover had all joined the brigands. They were now all advancing towards the Daming Prefecture.


  When Liang heard this he was astounded, and dropped the wine cup he was holding at the moment.


  “I was wounded by an arrow from the brigands, and now must have my revenge,” said Suo Chao.


  Grand Secretary Liang the filled up a cup with wine, and presented it to Suo Chao saying, “Take the troops to encounter immediately.”


  It was now the middle of winter, and the weather was very cold with strong winds. The hooves of the horses were frozen and the armor was as cold as ice when they left the town.


  Song Jiang had taken up his position on a mound where he could watch the pending battle.


  The brigands under Guan Sheng soon faced the troops under Suo Chao. The latter did not recognize Guan Sheng, but his officers told him that fact. Suo Chao did not make any remark, but dashed forward on his horse, Guan Sheng also did the same, and the two fought.


  After about ten bouts Lieutenant-General Li Cheng saw that Suo Chao was getting the worst of the combat so he galloped forward to assist him. But Xuan Zan and Hao Siwen on the other side, seeing this move, also came forward to assist Guan Sheng. Now the five horses were so close together that it was hard to follow individual movements. Song Jiang seeing this from his mound ordered a general advance, and the brigands attacked the Imperial troops, and drove them back towards the city. When they were close to the gates Song Jiang signaled for a cessation of hostilities.


  The following day was very cloudy and it seemed like it was going to rain. Suo Chao led his troops outside the city, and Wu Yong ordered the brigands to put up a trifling defense. If pressed they were to retire. Thus Suo Chao won a slight victory, but ordered a retreat. That evening the clouds were heavier and quite low, and a big wind also sprang up. This was soon followed by a heavy fall of snow. Seeing this Wu Yong ordered a party of men to proceed to a defile in the hills near the town where a narrow road passed through, and there make pitfalls which, when finished, were to be covered over with earth. This was done. It snowed all night, and next morning the snow was deep enough to reach to the horse’s knees.


  In the morning Suo Chao went to the city wall to view the enemy. He noticed that owing to the snow the horses moved with difficulty, and were in some disorder. He therefore ordered three hundred of his cavalry to start a sudden raid. The mounted brigands upon seeing the cavalry scattered in all directions.


  Song Jiang had ordered Li Jun and Zhang Shun to leave off their armor, and go out for single combat. They opposed Suo Chao, but soon threw away their spears and bolted after their men. Suo Chao was hasty, and pursued these men who induced Suo Chao towards the concealed pitfalls. The narrow path was on the bank of the river, and upon reaching that part the two men dismounted and jumped into the river as though to escape from Suo Chao. In the water Li Jun called out, “Brother Song Jiang, get away quickly!” and Suo Chao hearing this dashed forward along the road towards the point where he thought Song Jiang was, and fell into one of the pitfalls, and at once brigands were on the scene from all sides. Even if Suo Chao had had six arms and three heads he could not have got away.


   


  White sheets of snow like silver,


       As pure as broken jade,


  Concealed a cunning pitfall,


       As good as man e’r made.


  



  CHAPTER 64

   

  Chao Gai Appears in a Dream; White Fish Has His Revenge


   


   


   


  SUO CHAO’S soldiers did not follow his mad dash, but returned to the city and reported the matter to the Grand Secretary who was much upset by the news. He gave orders for all soldiers to stand on defense, but not go outside the city. He realized now that he could not execute Lu Junyi or Shi Xiu without aggravating Song Jiang for another attack. As the Imperial troops had been defeated he saw disaster facing him. He sent an urgent messenger to the Eastern Capital reporting the position and appealing for help.


  Suo Chao was taken to the brigand’s camp as a prisoner, and was brought before the assembled leaders in Song Jiang’s tent. Song Jiang was much pleased at seeing him, dismissed the guard, untied the prisoner’s bonds, and then addressed him, “You will have noticed that among our leaders here more than half have previously served in the Imperial army. If you do not disdain us we request you to join us to execute the Will of Heaven.”


  Yang Zhi now stepped forward, and greeted Suo Chao as an old friend. They talked and wept together at this meeting.


  Since this was the position Suo Chao accepted Song Jiang’s proposal. Song Jiang was very glad at this, and ordered a feast to be prepared to celebrate the occasion.


  On the following day the attack on Daming continued, and was repeated for several days without any success. One night when Song Jiang was sitting in his tent in a melancholy mood, suddenly a very cold wind sprang up, and his lamp was almost extinguished by the icy blast. Looking up he saw in the dim light the form of a man who looked very like his late commander Chao Gai. The figure did not enter his tent, but spoke, “Younger brother, what are you doing here?”


  Song Jiang was startled, but standing up, he replied, “Elder brother, where have you come from? I am very sorry that since you left I have not been able to avenge your death. Just now we have urgent business here so that I have not been able to sacrifice to you for some time. Today your spirit has appeared, and I am quite prepared to be reproved for my faults.”


  “Brother, you do not understand,” said Chao Gai. “We were bosom friends, so I have now come to help you. There is a propitious star ‘Di Ling Xing’ in Jiangnan which will relieve you of your load of trouble. Of many plans sometimes the best and only one is to leave. Why do you not clear out at once? What keeps you here? If a calamity is approaching how can you avoid it? By that time you must not blame me for giving you no help.”


  Song Jiang wished for further information and took a step forward. He asked, “Spirit of my Elder Brother! I beg you to speak clearly and truthfully.”


  “You need not speak any further,” said Chao Gai. “Arrange your affairs and depart without any delay. I must go now.”


  The figure vanished, and Song Jiang thought he had only had a dream. But he sent for Wu Yong to come and see him at once. Upon the latter’s arriving Song Jiang told him of his dream.


  “We cannot doubt that Chao Gai’s spirit has actually conveyed that message to you,” said Wu Yong. “It is very cold here, and our men cannot stand these hard conditions very long. We must send them all back to Liangshan Marsh. We can come again in spring and attack this town with greater chances of success.”


  “What you say is quite true,” said Song Jiang. “But Lu Junyi and Shi Xiu are still in prison, and they are expecting us to save them. I am afraid that they will be executed if we leave now. What shall we do?”


  They talked the matter over for a long time, but came to no decision.


  The following day Song Jiang was feverish, and also had a splitting headache. He felt very tired, and did not get up. The leaders came to see what was the matter, and Song Jiang told them that he had a pain in his back. Upon examining the spot they found a big red swelling. Wu Yong said, “I have read in a medicine book that the poison in these swellings can be kept away from the heart by a diet of green beans. We have no doctor on our strength, so that is the best thing for the remedy.”


  “Previously my mother had the same complaint,” said Zhang Shun, “and although we tried a hundred medicines she got no better. At last we got a doctor named An Daoquan from Jiankang Prefecture79 who knew the disease and cured her. I was very grateful to him, and whenever I got some money I sent it to him as gifts. I will ask him to come here and cure Song Jiang. But it is a long journey, and will take some time to get the doctor here.”


  Wu Yong then mentioned Song Jiang’s dream of Chao Gai the previous night, and said how Chao Gai had suggested that a propitious star in Jiangnan, south of the Yangtze River could relieve him of a coming calamity. “Can it be that this doctor, An Daoquan, is that very star?”


  “Younger brother,” said Song Jiang, “send for this man at once, and save my life. There must not be the least delay in this matter.”


  Wu Yong got about one hundred taels of silver for the doctor and handed them to Zhang Shun. He also told him, “Today we are all going back to Liangshan Marsh, so you must bring the doctor there without any delay.”


  Zhang Shun started off immediately.


  Wu Yong then issued orders for a return to Liangshan Marsh, and they started that very day, Song Jiang being carried on his bed in a cart.


  When Grand Secretary Liang heard of the departure of the brigands he discussed matters with his Generals, and decided not to pursue them as they considered this move might be some new plot of the brigands to get them out of Daming Prefecture.


  Zhang Shun traveled day and night with all possible speed, but he found it somewhat difficult owing to the snow on the ground. He braved both wind and snow without regard for his own safety. At last he reached the Yangtze River, but there was no boat available. He was very disappointed at this, but continued his way along the northern bank. He soon came to many reeds amid which he saw some smoke. He called out, “Hey brother! Quickly get your boat ready to take me across.” A man emerged from the reeds wearing a broad straw hat and a grass raincoat. He asked, “Where do you want to go?”


  “I want to go to Jiankang Prefecture, on urgent business,” replied Zhang Shun, “and I will pay you much money to row me across the river quickly.”


  “I can take you across,” said the man, “but it is getting rather dark now, and there is no place on the opposite bank for you to sleep. You had better sleep in my boat here, and I will take you across tomorrow morning at daybreak.”


  Zhang Shun agreed to this, and followed the man through the reeds to the bank where there was a boat with a young fellow on board warming himself at a fire. They went under cover on the boat, and Zhang Shun took off his wet clothing, and the boatman handed it to his assistant to dry at the fire. Zhang Shun undid his baggage, took his quilt, and wrapping it round himself lay down. He then asked the boatman whether it was possible to get some wine, and was informed there was none. Zhang Shun ate some rice, and then lay down again. He had had such a hard day traveling that he was very tired and soon fell asleep.


  The assistant, seeing this, pulled his lips awry towards Zhang Shun, and whispered to the boatman, “Brother, do you see?” The boatman crept forward silently and felt at Zhang Shun’s bundle. He then went back, and told his assistant to quietly row the boat into the middle of the river where they would kill the passenger. The assistant jumped ashore, and untied the boat. Then pushing with a bamboo pole and then sculling, he took the boat into the middle of the river. While this was being done the boatman had quietly bound the sleeper with cords, and now carried him from underneath the cover on to the open deck. Zhang Shun was now awake, but found himself bound hand and foot. The boatman took a knife in one hand, and put the other hand on Zhang Shun.


  “Please spare my life,” appealed Zhang Shun. “I will give you all the money I have.”


  “I want both your money and your life,” replied the boatman.


  “Then do not kill me, but only drown me,” appealed Zhang Shun, “and then my spirit will not trouble you afterwards.”


  “That I can do,” said the boatman. He then took Zhang Shun and threw him into the water. Taking the bundle he opened it and was surprised to find such a lot of money. He frowned at this, and called his assistant. When the latter came inside, the boatman seized him, and taking the knife killed him on the spot. He then threw the body overboard. He washed the blood from the deck, and then sculled back to the bank.


  When Zhang Shun was in the water he soon bit the cords tying his hands, then freed his feet, and swam to the southern bank of the Yangtze River. There he saw a light among some trees, and going near he found that it was an inn where they were distilling wine in the night. He called out, and pushing open the door entered, and saluted an old man who was inside.


  The old man said, “I can see that you have been robbed on the river, and have escaped by jumping into the water, and swimming ashore.”


  “I will be quite straight with you,” said Zhang Shun. “I am from Shandong, and am on my way to Jiankang Prefecture on urgent business. Last evening I got on a boat to cross the river, and did not suspect that the boatmen were bad fellows. They took all my silver and clothes, and threw me into the water. But I swam across to this side, and so saved my life. I appeal for your assistance.”


  The men led Zhang Shun into a room at the back, and gave him dry clothes for a change. He then produced food and wine. He asked for Zhang Shun’s name and his business.


  Zhang Shun gave his name, and explained that he wished to see an old friend Dr. An at Jiankang.


  “On your way here did you pass Liangshan Marsh?” asked the man.


  Zhang Shun admitted this, and the man remarked, “At that place there is a man named Song Jiang who does not molest travelers, but acts as the ‘agent of Heaven.’”


  “Yes,” said Zhang Shun, “he is a very honest and upright man. He does not injure the people, but is opposed to all corrupt officials.”


  “I have heard the same. His followers help the poor, and the old, and are quite different to the brigands about here. If he came to this place he would be welcomed by all the people.”


  Zhang Shun then disclosed that he was one of the leaders at Liangshan Marsh. That Song Jiang was seriously ill with a boil on the back, and that he had been given a hundred taels of silver to go quickly for Dr. An. It was a misfortune that he had fallen asleep on the boat and been robbed.


  The old man said, “As you are one of those leaders I will introduce my son to you.” In a short time a young man came from the back room, and saluted Zhang Shun. He said, “I am Wang Dingliu, but the people call me, ‘Lightning Goddess,’ because I walk very quickly. I like swimming, but so far have not been able to get a good instructor to teach me the use of sticks, and have had to earn a living at this inn. I know those two thieves who assaulted you. One is Zhang Wang, the ‘River Devil,’ and the other is Sun the Fifth, the ‘Oily Eel.’ They are always robbing travelers. If you would stay here for a few days you would see them come here, and then you could have your revenge.”


  “I am grateful for your offer,” said Zhang Shun, “but I cannot delay my important affair. So tomorrow I will go to the town, and after finding Dr. An I will see you again on my way back.”


  This was agreed to, and the following day Wang Dingliu gave Zhang Shun new clothes and ten taels of silver. It was a fine day, and the snow had stopped. Zhang Shun soon reached the town, and found Dr. An’s place close to the Huaishu Bridge. He entered the dispensary, and saluted Dr. An Daoquan.


  Immediately Dr. An remembered him, and said, “I have not seen you for many years. What wind has blown you here?”


  Zhang Shun went into the inner room, and there told the doctor his business. He explained how he had been robbed in crossing the Yangtze River, and therefore arrived without money.


  “As Song Jiang, the uprighteous hero, is sick, it is important that he should be cured quickly,” said Dr. An. “But unfortunately my wife died recently, and as I have no relative to look after my business here I cannot go to any distant place.”


  Zhang Shun pleaded earnestly for a long time for the doctor to go, and at last said he would not return without the doctor. Thus after much discussion Dr. An agreed to go.


  In the town was a prostitute named Li Qiaonu who was on very familiar terms with Dr. An, and the latter took Zhang Shun to see her. Food and wine were provided, and during the meal Dr. An spoke, “I will sleep here tonight, but early tomorrow morning I will start on my journey to Shandong. I will return however in about a month.”


  “I do not like you to leave me,” said the woman. “If you do not listen to me now you need not trouble to come here again to see me.”


  “I have made all preparations to start tomorrow,” said Dr. An, “and I will come back as quickly as possible, so you must not worry.”


  The woman threw all discretion on one side, and leaning on his breast said, “If you go and forget me, I will curse the flesh from your body!”


  Zhang Shun was very much annoyed with the woman. As it was now late in the evening, Dr. An was drunk, and he went into the woman’s room, and lay down. The woman spoke to Zhang Shun, “You can go now, as I have no place here for you to sleep.”


  “I will wait here until the doctor is sober,” said Zhang Shun, “and then we will depart together.”


  As she could not get him to go, the woman at last gave him a small room to sleep in.


  Zhang Shun was annoyed at what had happened, and could not sleep. Shortly afterwards he heard a knock at the house door, and looking through a crack in his own room, he saw the door open and a man enter. The man spoke something to the old woman that ran the house, who opened the door for him and she asked him, “Where have you been lately? I have not seen you for a long time. The doctor is drunk inside, so you cannot stay here tonight.”


  “I have ten taels of gold here to be made into hairpins for your mistress. Please ask her to come here and talk with me now,” said the man.


  “Come into my room,” said the old woman, “and I will bring her there.”


  Zhang Shun now recognized the man as Zhang Wang, the “River Devil,” who had robbed him, and became excited. But he still watched what was happening as he did not want to delay his own affair by attacking this thief. The prostitute came, and sat drinking wine with Zhang Wang. About midnight the woman and two servants in the kitchen were quite drunk. Then Zhang Shun left his room, and went into the kitchen where he found a meat cleaver there. He killed the woman, but although he wanted to kill the two servants he found that the edge of the cleaver was not sharp enough after hacking up the old woman. He took a wood axe and killed them with that as they were going to call out. The prostitute in the inner room hearing the noise, opened the door, and met Zhang Shun with the wood axe in his hand. He dealt her a blow with it, and killed her on the spot. Zhang Wang, the robber, seeing this happen, jumped up, opened a window, and escaped that way. Zhang Shun was annoyed at this as the man might raise an alarm. He, however, tore a strip of cloth from the woman’s clothing and dipping it in the pool of blood he wrote on the wall, “I, Dr. An, have killed these people.” He wrote this in several places with the blood. About daybreak Dr. An awoke, and Zhang Shun said to him, “Please keep quiet but look at your lover here.” Dr. An got up, and seeing the four corpses he was dumbfounded and trembled with fear.


  “Brother, do you see what you have written on the walls?” asked Zhang Shun.


  “You have seriously implicated me and endangered my life,” said Dr. An.


  “There are two ways lying before you,” said Zhang Shun. “You can cry out for help in which case I shall run away, and leave you to your fate. Or you can ignore this affair, go to your shop for your medicines, and escape with me to Liangshan Marsh to cure Song Jiang. Which do you prefer?”


  “You have been too malicious in your actions,” said Dr. An, but he agreed to go.


  It was still dark, and they both left the house. Upon reaching the doctor’s shop they opened the door, got the medicines and bundle, and started off at once. They left the town, and duly reached the inn owned by Wang Dingliu on the bank of the Yangtze River. When he saw Zhang Shun he said, “It was a pity that you were not here yesterday when Zhang Wang happened to come here.”


  “I saw him yesterday,” said Zhang Shun, “but I was too busy to attend to him. My business is so pressing that I have no time even for revenge.”


  Just as he finished saying this Wang Dingliu exclaimed, “Why, here is Zhang Wang coming now!”


  “Do not alarm him! We will just see where he goes,” said Zhang Shun.


  Zhang Wang walked to the bank of the river, and was evidently looking around for his boat. So Wang Dingliu called out, “Brother, wait a little, and you can take two of my guests across who are waiting here now.”


  “I want to cross at once,” said Zhang Wang. “Tell your guests to come quickly.”


  Wang Dingliu informed Zhang Shun of this, and Zhang Shun asked Dr. An to change clothes with him. “What is your idea?” asked Dr. An. “That is my affair,” said Zhang Shun, “and you had better not ask any questions.”


  They exchanged clothing, and then went with Wang Dingliu to the bank where Zhang Wang’s boat was waiting. They all three got in the boat. Zhang Shun went to the stern, and lifting up a plank took out a knife that was there. He hid himself under the cover of the boat. Zhang Wang shoved the boat off, and sculled towards the middle of the river. Zhang Shun now took off his clothes and called out, “Hey brother, come here! There are stains of blood on the planks.”


  “Sir, please do not joke with me,” replied Zhang Wang. So saying he left the oar, and went towards the center of the boat. Then Zhang Shun seized hold of him, and said, “Thief! Don’t you recognize me? Don’t you remember the passenger who came on your boat the other night when it was snowing?”


  Zhang Wang looked up, but could not speak.


  “You took all my money,” said Zhang Shun, “and tried to kill me. Where is your assistant now?”


  “Sir,” said Zhang Wang, “when I saw such a lot of money I was afraid that he would want an equal share, so I killed him and threw his body in the river.”


  “Previously I lived at Jiangzhou,” said Zhang Shun, “and earned a living as a wholesale fish dealer. But now I live at Liangshan Marsh under our leader Song Jiang, and we are feared everywhere. You falsely decoyed me on your boat, and while asleep you bound me, and threw me into the river. If I had not been an expert swimmer I should have been drowned. We are now enemies, and I must kill you.” He then pulled Zhang Wang onto the deck, bound him hand and foot, and threw him into the river.


  Wang Dingliu heaved a sigh at this. Zhang Shun found where his money was stored, and took it back. They brought the boat to the northern bank, and there Zhang Shun spoke to Wang Dingliu, “You have been very good to me, and I shall never forget it. But if you do not think yourself above us, we should be very glad if you and your father would come and join us at Liangshan Marsh.”


  “What you say is just my own idea,” said Wang Dingliu.


  They then took leave of each other, and Zhang Shun and Dr. An continued on their way. But Dr. An was a literary man, and was not accustomed to traveling, so after walking about ten li he could not go any further. Zhang Shun found an inn, and they went inside to rest a while. While they were eating a meal they noticed a man coming in who spoke to Zhang Shun, “Brother, how is it that you are so late?” Zhang Shun recognized the man as Dai Zong, the “Divine Traveler.” Zhang Shun introduced Dr. An, and then asked about Song Jiang.


  “He is still very sick,” said Dai Zong, “and cannot take any food. It looks as though he might die.”


  Zhang Shun weeped at this. Dr. An asked what was the state of the patient’s complexion.


  Dai Zong replied, “His skin is quite dry and wrinkled. He cries out with pain, and we are afraid that he is about to die.”


  “As he feels the pain I think we can cure him,” said Dr. An. “But we must not delay our journey, but get there quickly.”


  “That is easy,” said Dai Zong. He took two of his magic puttees, and fastened them on Dr. An’s legs. He then shouldered the Doctor’s satchel and spoke to Zhang Shun, “I will go with Dr. An first, and you may follow us slowly.” They then went outside the inn, and the two flew away.


  Zhang Shun stayed at the inn for three days, and then he was joined by Wang Dingliu and his father. They traveled together to Liangshan Marsh.


  Dai Zong and Dr. An reached the mountain stronghold that night, and were at once taken in to see Song Jiang. The doctor found the patient breathing very feebly, and felt his pulse. Dr. An spoke to the leaders, “You need not be afraid, as it is not a serious illness, and I think I can cure him, so that he will be all right again in about ten days.” The doctor then took some artemisia, and spread it on the boil to draw out the poisonous matter. He also gave him some medicine to take. After about ten days of this treatment Song Jiang’s skin looked quite rosy, and was not so dry and warm as before. He also began to take nourishment.


  As he got better, however, he began to worry and weep about Shi Xiu and Lu Junyi being still prisoners in Daming. Dr. An, however, objected to his being moved, or doing anything as he was only convalescent.


  “Brother,” said Wu Yong, “you can leave matters in my hands while you yourself obey the doctor’s orders. It is now springtime, and I will undertake an attack on Daming Prefecture, and release our brothers from prison.”


  “If you avenge the wrong done to our brothers,” said Song Jiang, “I shall die in peace.”


  All the leaders were summoned to the Loyalty and Justice Hall where Wu Yong announced his plans for an attack on Daming Prefecture.


   


  City changed to fiery furnace,


       Mass of spears like forest trees;


  Corpses piled up high as mountain.


       Blood in pools as wide as seas;


  Loyal heroes with their laughter


       Make the devils turn and flee.
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  CHAPTER 65

   

  Shi Qian Sets Fire to the Blue Cloud Tower; Wu Yong Takes Damning with a Subtle Plan


   


   


   


  “I am very glad that you are getting better,” said Wu Yong to Song Jiang. “While you have been sick I have sent many spies to Daming, and they have reported that Grand Secretary Liang is still very anxious and afraid that we will soon renew our attack. I have also had anonymous posters secretly put up in the city and the surrounding villages assuring the people that ‘they need not be afraid when the Liangshan Marsh heroes appear again. Our hatred is directed against our enemy only, and the creditor will only collect the debt from the debtor. Our army is only for our enemies.’ Liang has got our posters, which have upset him very much. At the Eastern Capital the Prime Minister feels much disgrace because of the disaster to the Imperial troops under General Guan Sheng. Many letters have been sent to the Grand Secretary ordering him not to execute the two prisoners Lu Junyi and Shi Xiu and that he must endeavor to placate us at Liangshan Marsh that we may come over on friendly terms to their side.”


  Song Jiang upon hearing this urged Wu Yong to depart at once to attack Daming Prefecture.


  “Now the winter is over and spring is drawing near,” said Wu Yong. “It will soon be the Lunar New Year and during the Lantern Festival that month will be a great display of lanterns in Daming. I am going to embrace the opportunity of the festival to get many of our men in disguise into the city, and then they can cooperate when our men attack the city from outside.”


  “A splendid plan!” said Song Jiang, “I wish you success.”


  “It is of first importance,” said Wu Yong, “that many buildings should be set on fire inside the town as a signal to our men outside. Who is willing to go inside the town and set the place ablaze?”


  A man stepped forward and said he was willing to go. This man was Shi Qian, the “Flea on the Drum.” He said, “When I was young I lived in Daming. In the city is a tower called the Blue Cloud Tower, and there are over a hundred rooms there. At the Lantern Festival the city will be crowded, and on that night I will set fire to the Tower, and then our men outside can march in, and take the city.”


  This was agreed to, and it was arranged for Shi Qian to leave the following day. Xie Zhen and Xie Bao were ordered to be dressed up as hunters, carrying games to Daming, to be presented to the officials at the yamen. They had orders that at the Lantern Festival when they saw the Cuiyun Tower burst into flames they must station themselves near the entrance to the yamen to prevent any messenger from conveying the news to the officials inside.


  Wu Yong also ordered Du Qian and Song Wan to be disguised as merchants with a cart of rice to go into the city, and to stay at an inn. When they saw the fire they were to go to the East Gate, kill the guard there, and take their place.


  He also instructed Kong Ming and Kong Liang to go to the city as servants. They were to act as messengers.


  Li Ying and Shi Jin were to go as travelers, and stay at an inn outside the East Gate. They were to assist in capturing the East Gate.


  Lu Da and Wu Song were to be dressed as monks, and were to stay at a monastery outside the city. When the fire broke out they were to go to the Southern Gate, and prevent the soldiers from leaving the town by that way.


  Zou Yuan and Zou Run were to stay at an inn inside the town as merchants selling lamps, and when the fire broke out they were to go to the prison.


  Liu Tang and Yang Xiong were to go as minor officials, and stay at an inn close to the yamen. On the night of the fire they were to prevent messengers from conveying orders from the yamen.


  Gongsun Sheng was to enter the town as a mendicant Taoist with Ling Zhen as his assistant, and to stay at some quiet spot. They were to carry fireworks with them, and when the fire broke out they were to burn the fireworks and make as much noise as possible.


  Zhang Shun and Yan Qing were to enter the town by the water gate, and when they saw the signal they were to kill Li Gu and the adulterous wife of Lu Junyi.


  Wang Ying and his wife, Hu San Niang, Sun Xin and his wife Gu Dasao, Zhang Qing and his wife Sun Er Niang, were to go into the town as country folks who went to view the sights. They were to set fire to Lu Junyi’s house.


  Squire Chai Jin and Yue He were to enter the town as military officers, and when the fire took place they were to go to the house of the head jailer Cai and arrange for the safety of the two prisoners.


  All these arrangements having been made by Wu Yong the leaders mentioned above took their leave.


  In Daming Prefecture, Grand Secretary Liang had called a conference of Generals Li Cheng, Wen Da, and Daming’s Prefect Wang to discuss the celebration of the Lantern Festival. He said, “It is a custom that lanterns are in display to celebrate the occasion in the same as they do in the Eastern Capital. By this we let the people enjoy themselves with us. But this year there are exceptional circumstances. The bandits of Liangshan Marsh have attacked us twice, and I am afraid that they are only waiting for an opportunity to attack us again. I therefore think it would be better if we postpone this festival this year.”


  “I think,” said General Wen Da, “that the brigands have all gone back to Liangshan Marsh, and although they have secretly posted up notices, yet I think they have no plan of attack, and that we need not worry about them. If we prohibit the lantern show on the 15th of the first month, the brigands, upon hearing of this, will laugh at us and conclude that we are afraid of them. I think we may issue an order that this year the people are encouraged to display lanterns and discharge fireworks. That we allow them five whole nights for this, from the 13th to the 17th, without interruption and that at the crossroads two additional large mountains of lanterns may be built up. The Prefect must see to it that this order is observed. You yourself will also celebrate the occasion in order to share the happiness with the people. As a precautionary measure against the bandits I will lead a squadron of cavalry out of the city to the Feihu Gully in order to guard the town on that side. General Li Cheng may have his men marching about the town to quell any disturbance.”


  The Grand Secretary was very much pleased at this proposal, and after further discussion General Wen Da’s plans were adopted and put into execution.


  On the north of the Yellow River, Daming was the most important prefecture. Daming itself was also a great metropolis and was the center for all government and trade activities. Therefore it was expected that many people from the surrounding country would come to enjoy the festivities of the Lantern Festival. The neighborhood chief in every part of the town supervised the preparations that were being made. The people entered into the spirit of the festival and there was keen rivalry as to who should have the best display. Mat sheds were erected at all the big houses with festoons of curiously shaped lanterns. Door screens were covered with lanterns of all varieties of colors. There were hung large numbers of scrolls of calligraphy and drawings by famous hands. At the Prefect’s yamen there was a mountain of lanterns, with two red and yellow dragons with lanterns representing the scales, and arrangements for ejecting water into the river. Lanterns were innumerable, and covered the entire paper mountain. In front of the Tong Fu Monastery there was an erection covered with a thousand lanterns. In front of the Cuiyun Tower was another erection of lanterns with a white dragon similar to the others.


  The tower was the most famous inn to the north of the Yellow River. It had threefold eaves, and all the beams were engraved with fancy designs in bright colors. There were over a hundred rooms for guests, and every day there was the sound of music and laughter in the building.


  The spies from Liangshan Marsh duly reported this to the stronghold. Wu Yong was much pleased at the prospects, and discussed matters minutely with Song Jiang. The latter was very keen on going to Daming Prefecture to direct the attack but Dr. An would not allow this, so Wu Yong offered to go in his stead. Arrangements were made for most of the men to leave Liangshan Marsh and travel to the town by eight different routes, and they were all to reach the town on the time of the Lantern Festival.


  Shi Qian duly arrived at Daming on his mission, but as the inns would not admit single individuals he contented himself with walking about during the daytime, and slept at a temple for the night. During the next few days he came across seven of the leaders from Liangshan Marsh who were in the town on secret service.


  When the Lantern Festival was near at hand, Grand Secretary Liang issued an order for General Wen Da to take soldiers to the Feihu Gully and establish an outpost there. On the day before the Festival, General Li Cheng assembled five hundred soldiers, and marched them about the town. The festival day broke with splendid weather, and the Grand Secretary was quite happy and contented. In the evening there was the full moon in a clear sky, and the bright moonlight made the city look as though it was made of silver and gold. On the streets were crowds of men and women of all ages strolling about; fireworks were burnt on all sides; and everybody was enjoying the sights which were the best they had ever seen.


  In the city jail the head jailer Cai Fu told his brother Cai Qing to take charge as he wanted to go home. When he had been at his home a few minutes two men came—one dressed as a military officer and the other as his orderly. Upon looking closely he recognized the first as Squire Chai Jin, and the orderly was Yue He whom Cai Fu did not know. Cai Fu requested them to come into a room where refreshments were already spread out, and there he offered them wine and cakes.


  “We need not partake of wine,” said Squire Chai Jin. “I have come here today to discuss an important matter with you. You have treated very well both Lu Junyi and Shi Xiu, and I wish to thank you for this. As this is the Lantern Festival I should particularly like to go inside the jail and see my friends there. I hope that you will agree with us.”


  Cai Fu was a government official, and he at once understood that there would be some trouble, and the lives of all his family would be endangered if he refused to do as they wished. So he got some old clothes, and gave them to the two men so that they could disguise themselves as members of the prison staff. He then conducted them to the prison.


  When the drum in the tower sounded the second watch, Shi Qian took a basket filled with brimstone and saltpeter covered with paper flowers, and entered the Blue Cloud Tower. He saw that in the rooms were parties of people singing and chatting, while flutes and stringed instruments filled the night with a melody of music. He went upstairs stopping at various rooms as a hawker trying to sell paper flowers and butterflies. He soon met Xie Zhen and Xie Bao who were dressed as hunters, and carried hares stuck on the end of forks over their shoulders. He spoke to them, “The time is now due. Have you seen anything outside?”


  “Just now while we were looking outside we saw some scouts going to the yamen. We expect they are reporting the arrival of our troops. You had better get your work done at once.”


  Just then they heard great noise in front of the Tower, and they heard people shouting, “The brigands from Liangshan Marsh are outside the West Gate.”


  “Hurry up!” said Xie Zhen to Shi Qian. “Let us go to the yamen now and do our bit there.” Upon reaching the yamen they found the defeated troops of General Wen Da had entered the city in disorder. They said, “The brigands attacked our camp, and drove us out. They followed us to the gate of the city.”


  General Li Cheng had heard the news, and had already dispatched his soldiers to guard the gates. Prefect Wang had taken one hundred soldiers to quell any disorder on the streets, and to arrest anybody attempting to make trouble. When he heard the news he returned to the yamen.


  In the yamen Grand Secretary Liang had been drinking, and was slightly intoxicated. When he heard the news he treated it lightly. When the defeated cavalry began to arrive he became dumbfounded, but at last ordered his horse to be got ready. Just then the Blue Cloud Tower burst into flames, and lit up the whole town in a blaze of light. He quickly mounted his horse and started off. When he reached the street, however, two big men tried to stop him, but he avoided them and galloped towards the East Gate which, however, was guarded by Li Ying and Shi Jin.


  Upon reaching the East Gate, Liang was attacked by four big men Li Ying, Shi Jin, Du Qian, and Sun Wan, and realizing that his soldiers there had been overcome he turned his horse and galloped off towards the South Gate. On the way however he heard people shouting that a big fat monk armed with an iron monk’s staff had got in through the South Gate and was killing people on the way. The Grand Secretary therefore again turned his horse towards the yamen, but when near that place he saw two big men were running amuck on the street so that he could not pass. Just then he saw the Prefect Wang attacked by two brigand leaders Yang Xiong and Liu Tang who struck Wang on the head with a pole with such force that his brains splattered and killed him on the spot.


  The Grand Secretary turned his horse again, and raced off towards the West Gate. On the way however he heard a loud explosion in the Temple of the City God. There the two brigand leaders Zou Yuan and Zou Run had long bamboo poles with torches on the ends, and were quickly setting fire to the houses about there. There was general confusion in the town, and the people were shrieking and crying with fear. There were fires in all parts of the town.


  Near the West Gate the Grand Secretary happened to meet General Li Cheng, who rushed with him to the South Gate. Upon reaching there they ascended the city wall and went to the gate tower. From there they saw that there were many brigands on the streets with banners bearing the characters “General Guan Sheng, the ‘Great Halberd.’” In the blaze of light they could see Guan Sheng mounted on a horse in a defiant attitude. He was supported by other leaders on horseback and they were fighting and killing as they came towards the gate. Grand Secretary Liang and General Li Cheng seeing the weakness of their position descended from the Gate Tower, mounted their horses, and went towards the North Gate. Upon getting near that place they saw so many brigands in charge of Lin Chong that they again turned, and went towards the East Gate. But that was no better as there were about a thousand brigands entering the city in charge of Mu Hong. So they turned to the South Gate. But on the way they met Li Kui and a number of other leaders, and when Li Kui saw them he ran forward wielding his two axes. General Li Cheng went in front with the Grand Secretary behind, and together they cut their way through the brigands. They, however, were attacked from the left by a large number of brigands led by Huyan Zhuo. General Li Cheng fought with Huyan Zhuo, but after about two bouts Li Cheng retreated as he realized that fighting was useless because other leaders were arriving. Among them was Hua Rong who shot an arrow which wounded the adjutant of General Li Cheng. General Li Cheng seeing his adjutant fall galloped off, but soon ran into another party of brigands under Qin Ming.


  Li Cheng and the Grand Secretary, however, succeeded in getting through the South Gate, having killed so many men that they and their horses were covered with blood. Thus they rode off.


  We will now return and see what was happening inside the city. In the jail Squire Chai Jin and Yue He, seeing the fires breaking out, spoke to the head jailer Cai Fu, “Do you see those fires? What time are you waiting for?” The main entrance of the jail just then was smashed in, and a crowd of brigands entered shouting. Chai Jin drew out his weapon, and breaking the cangues released Lu Junyi and Shi Xiu without waiting for the head jailer. Then he told Cai Fu, “You had better take me to your home, where I will protect your family.” This was done.


  Li Gu was at Lu Junyi’s home, and seeing the fires and hearing the uproar on the streets he discussed escape with the late wife of Lu Junyi. They quickly made up bundles containing jewelry and valuables, with the idea of escaping, but they could not leave by the front gate as there was much noise and uproar there. So they went to the back door, and getting out, turned round corners, and at last reached the bank of the river. But Zhang Shun was there, and upon seeing them he shouted out, “Where is that woman going?” Li Gu did not reply, but jumped on a boat. A man on the boat, however, caught hold of him, and called out, “Li Gu! Do you recognize me?” Li Gu recognized Yan Qing by his voice, and replied, “Younger brother, we are not enemies. Let me go!”


  But Yan Qing did not reply. He took Li Gu, and Zhang Shun took the woman, to the East Gate as prisoners.


  This had just happened when Lu Junyi arrived at his home. As he could not find Li Gu and his wife at once, he gave orders that all his movable wealth was to be packed and placed on carts to be conveyed to Liangshan Marsh.


  Head jailer Cai Fu also packed up his things and got his family ready to start for Liangshan Marsh. He then addressed Squire Chai Jin, “I request you to use your influence to spare the lives of the people in the city.” Squire Chai Jin agreed to this, and went to see Wu Yong about it. Wu Yong concurred and issued orders to that effect but a great many people had already been killed or wounded.


  It was now daybreak, and Wu Yong gave the signal for his men to assemble.


  Grand Secretary Liang and General Li Cheng happened to meet with General Wen Da as they fled from the town. They had not gone far, however, before their progress was stopped by a party of brigands blocking their way.


   


  Pardoned man again arrested.


  Vile disease returns again.


  



  CHAPTER 66

   

  Song Jiang Rewards His Men: Guan Sheng Makes Two Generals Surrender


   


   


   


  WHEN the Grand Secretary and his Generals and their followers found themselves surrounded by brigands they desperately fought their way out and escaped towards the West. The brigand leaders could not catch them so they returned to Daming Prefecture to await further orders.


  In the town Wu Yong had ordered his men to help put out the fires. He also had the treasury opened, and had all the loot loaded up. The public grain stores were all opened, and much rice was given to the people, and the remainder was loaded up and sent to Liangshan Marsh. Li Gu and Lu Junyi’s former wife were confined in prisoner’s carts to be conveyed to the mountain stronghold. The brigands then were formed into three bodies, and so returned to Liangshan Marsh. Dai Zong having already been dispatched to inform Song Jiang of their complete victory.


  Upon reaching their stronghold the brigand leaders were welcomed by Song Jiang and all assembled in the Loyalty and Justice Hall. When he saw Lu Junyi, Song Jiang kowtowed, and Lu Junyi did likewise.


  “I was very careless,” said Song Jiang, “when I requested you to stay at Liangshan Marsh. I did not think that it would cause so much misery to you. The hardships you underwent made me feel as though a sword had pierced my heart. But Heaven helped us, and so today we can see you here again.”


  Lu Junyi saluted and replied, “I am indebted to you for your powerful assistance, and am grateful to all the leaders for their heroism. Your united strength has rescued me from death. Even if my brains and kidney were rubbed on the ground I could not recompense you for your kindness.” He then introduced Cai Fu and Cai Qing, and continued.


  “I owe a great deal to these jailers who kept me alive and treated me so well.”


  Song Jiang then offered to abdicate his position to Lu Junyi who was surprised, and said, “What am I to accept your offer? I am only fit to hold your whip and stirrup, and act as an ordinary retainer.”


  Song Jiang however insisted upon his offer being accepted.


  “Brother, you are not straightforward,” interposed Li Kui. “You previously consented to occupy this position, but now you want to yield to another man. This chair must be made of real gold that you always regard it as a present. If you keep on yielding it, you will make me resort to my knife.”


  “You, fellow!” shouted Song Jiang.


  Lu Junyi hurriedly saluted, and said, “If you still press me to take the position I must leave here.”


  “If Song Jiang became Emperor,” said Li Kui, “and Lu Junyi the Prime Minister and all of us were now sitting in the gold palace it would be worthwhile for us to act in these polite ways. But as a matter of fact we are only brigands, so it is better for us to conduct ourselves as such.”


  Wu Yong interposed, “Would it not be better if we treated Lu Junyi as a guest, and ask him to live temporarily in the rooms on the east side. When he has done some meritorious deed we could then press him to accept the position of commander-in-chief.”


  Song Jiang agreed to this. He then ordered a feast to be prepared for all the men. The leaders had their feast in the Loyalty and Justice Hall where they all enjoyed themselves. During the feast Lu Junyi stood up, and addressed Song Jiang, “The adulterer and the adulteress are our prisoners here and await your disposal.”


  Song Jiang laughed and replied, “I had forgotten about them. Let the prisoners be brought in.”


  The prisoners were taken out of the cart, and tied up to posts in front of the hall.


  Song Jiang then said, “There is no need to question them as to their crime. We can leave Lu Junyi to deal with them.”


  Lu Junyi took a sword, and going outside he cut both of them open and took out their hearts. He then hacked their bodies into small pieces.


  When Grand Secretary Liang heard the news that the brigands had gone back to Liangshan Marsh he went back to Daming with his General and their few remaining soldiers. There they found what enormous damage had been done, and how their own families and property had been wiped out. He wrote a dispatch to the Prime Minister at the Eastern Capital giving particulars of the disaster, and requesting that troops be at once dispatched to safeguard the district. Of the civilians about five thousand, and of the soldiers about thirty thousand, had been killed.


  Upon reaching the Eastern Capital the messenger delivered the dispatch. When first considering the matter the Prime Minister thought that it would be a good plan to induce the brigands to join the Imperial army as Grand Secretary Liang’s success would have reflected favorably on himself. But on second thoughts after the debacle at Daming, he realized that that was now impossible as the brigands had gained such a victory, and as everybody would soon know about it. Therefore he was determined to attack the brigands and reestablish the name of the Imperial army as well as his own.


  The following morning when the Emperor had his usual audience with his ministers at daybreak, Prime Minister Cai presented a memorial about this disaster. When the Emperor read the same he was shocked. The Councillor Zhao Ding stepped forward, and addressed the throne, “Many troops have been dispatched, but they have all been defeated. The brigands have the advantageous positions and so are invincible. My humble opinion is that Your Majesty issue an edict pardoning them for their crimes, and conferring upon their leaders official ranks, if they will reform, and help you to restore order in the country.”


  Prime Minister Cai was very angry at this, and spoke, “The Councillor’s suggestion would endanger the moral dignity of the Emperor. Your crazy proposal makes you worthy of death!”


  “In that case,” said the Emperor, “he will retire from the court.”


  The Councillor withdrew, and was duly deprived of his office. After that who would dare to offer any suggestion or reproof about the case?


  The Emperor then asked Prime Minister Cai Jing, “As these brigands are so truculent, who can be deputed to subdue them?”


  “I think these brigands have not much power,” replied Cai Jing, “and therefore we need not dispatch a very big army against them. At Lingzhou there are two men—one is Colonel Shan Tinggui and the other is Colonel Wei Dingguo. I recommend that Your Majesty issue an edict ordering them to take command of an expedition against Liangshan Marsh.”


  The Emperor was pleased at this, and had the edict written at once. He then left the court, and all the officials dispersed. Many of them regarded this event as a laughingstock among themselves. The following day the edict was duly dispatched to Lingzhou to summon the two Colonels.


  At the stronghold on Liangshan Marsh the brigands continued their feasting in celebration of their victory. One day during the feast Wu Yong spoke to Song Jiang, “As we have done great damage at Daming Prefecture you may be sure that the Grand Secretary must write a dispatch to the Eastern Capital so that we cannot treat the matter as entirely settled. I expect that it will not be long before we are again attacked by the Imperial troops.”


  “I quite agree with your view,” said Song Jiang. “Why don’t we send spies to Daming Prefecture to find out what is being done, and prepare our men here for the coming attack?”


  Wu Yong laughed and said, “I have already sent a spy, and he will soon be back.” Duly as they were speaking before the feast was over the spy arrived, and reported that Grand Secretary Liang had sent a dispatch to the Eastern Capital asking for reinforcements. He also told them what had occurred at court, and how troops at Lingzhou had been ordered to attack Liangshan Marsh.


  “What shall we do?” asked Song Jiang.


  “Let them come,” said Wu Yong. “We shall arrest them all.”


  Here Guan Sheng stood up and addressed them, “Since I arrived at Liangshan Marsh I have done nothing yet. I know both of these Colonels who are in command of the expedition against us. Colonel Shan Tinggui is fond of flooding the enemies camp by breaking the dams of rivers. For this reason people call him the ‘Water God General.’ Colonel Wei Dingguo is skillful at the use of fire attack, and therefore is nicknamed the ‘Fire God General.’ If you will let me have five thousand men I will go and meet them on their way from Lingzhou before they can reach here. If they will surrender, that would be all right. If they do not surrender, I will bring them to you as captives. I do not need any other leaders to assist me in this matter as I can manage it myself.”


  Song Jiang was pleased at this offer, and instructed Xuan Zan and Hao Siwen to accompany Guan Sheng under whom they had previously served. The following day they left with five thousand men.


  When they had left, the leaders again assembled in the Loyalty and Justice Hall, and there Wu Yong said to Song Jiang, “Guan Sheng has gone, but you cannot guarantee his loyalty so we had better send a reliable man to watch his movements, but ostensibly to assist him.”


  “As I know,” said Song Jiang, “Guan Sheng is quite loyal to us. From first to last he is always the same. You need not harbor any suspicion of him.”


  “I am afraid that he is not of the same mind as you,” said Wu Yong. “I suggest that we dispatch another five thousand men in charge of Lin Chong and three other leaders to follow Guan Sheng.”


  “I also want to go,” interposed Li Kui.


  “We do not need you this time,” said Song Jiang, “as we have capable leaders for this work.”


  “If I am idle I shall soon be sick,” said Li Kui. “If you do not let me go, then I will go myself.”


  “If you disobey my order,” said Song Jiang, “I will have your head cut off.”


  Li Kui did not reply to this, but left the hall with a very downhearted spirit.


  The men under Lin Chong duly left the next day, and when they had gone a menial reported that the previous night Li Kui had left the mountain by himself with his two axes. Song Jiang was annoyed at this. He said, “Yesterday I injured his feeling and he must have gone somewhere else.”


  “Though he is a rough fellow,” said Wu Yong, “yet he is very faithful, and I do not think he will desert us. You need not worry, he will return in a few days.” But Song Jiang was anxious, and sent Dai Zong to find out where he had gone to. In addition he sent Shi Qian and three other leaders to look for him.


  Li Kui had as a matter of fact taken the direct road to Lingzhou, and on the way he thought, “Those two Colonels are only minor officers, and I cannot understand why we should send so many men to attack them. I will go myself into the town of Lingzhou, and kill those officers with my axes, one axe for each man, and that will surprise my brother Song Jiang. Then I shall be able to argue the point with him to my advantage.” He walked for half day, and then felt very hungry. He had left the mountain without any money. He soliloquized, “I must look out for a traveler and kill him.” Soon he came to an inn, and entering he ordered a jug of wine and three jin of meat. He sat down and having eaten the food walked out. But the waiter demanded payment, and Li Kui said, “I have some business to transact, and when I come back I will pay you for the food.” Just then he saw a big man approaching who shouted to him, “You black thief, you have some cheek! You eat our food, and won’t pay for it. To whom do you think this inn belongs?”


  Li Kui glared at the man, and replied, “Wherever I go I never pay for my food.”


  “If I tell you who I am you would be pissing and farting in terror,” said the man. “I am Han Bolong of Liangshan Marsh, and this inn is provided by Song Jiang.”


  Li Kui was amused at the man’s impudence and thought, “I do not know this damned fellow at our stronghold.” The fact was that this man had tried to join them at Liangshan Marsh, but as Song Jiang was sick at the time he could not see him. Therefore, Zhu Gui told him to open an inn at this point, and await further instructions. Li Kui took an axe out of his belt, and said, “I will leave this in pawn with you for payment.” Han Bolong thought this was a genuine offer, and held out his hand for the axe, but Li Kui lifted it up and cleaved open his head. When the waiters saw this they ran away.


  Li Kui went into the inn, and took all the cash about there. He then set fire to the inn which was only made of straw matting. He went on his way, and the following day he met a big man who looked him over very minutely.


  Li Kui asked him, “Why are you looking at me like that?”


  “Who are you?” asked the man.


  Li Kui did not reply, but went forward to attack the man. The man avoided the blow, and hit Li Kui with his fist so that the latter was knocked to his backside. Li Kui had felt the great strength of the man, so he sat down, and looking upwards asked, “What is your name?”


  The man standing over him replied, “I have no name, but if you want to fight I’ll fight with you. Dare you get up?”


  Li Kui was angry at this, and jumped up, but at the same moment received a kick in the stomach which sent him sprawling on the ground.


  “I cannot overcome you,” said Li Kui, and getting up was walking off. But the man stopped him, calling out,. “What is your name and where do you come from?”


  “You have beaten me,” said Li Kui, “and I do not care to tell you my name. Seeing that you are a fine fellow, however, I will not deceive you. I am Li Kui, from Liangshan Marsh.”


  “Are you speaking the truth now?” asked the man. “You need not lie to me.”


  “You may not believe me,” said Li Kui, “but you can see these two axes.”


  “As you are from Liangshan Marsh where are you going alone like this?” asked the man.


  “I had a dispute with our commander-in-chief, because I wanted to go to Lingzhou to kill those two officers, Shan and Wei.”


  “I have heard that some men have already left Liangshan Marsh. Can you say the name of the leader in charge of them?” asked the man.


  “Guan Sheng is in charge of the first body of men, and Lin Chong is supporting him with another body of men.”


  Upon hearing this the man saluted Li Kui, who then asked, “Will you not tell me your name now?”


  The man said, “I am a Zhongshan Prefecture man, and my great grandfather was a great wrestler. My father trained me to fight with the fists, and we have never adopted a pupil. My name is Jiao Ting but I am called the ‘Disliked One.’ A few days ago I heard that at Kushu Mountain in Kouzhou there is a strong brigand named Bao Xu, nicknamed ‘God of Death,’ who is very fond of killing people. I was thinking of going there and joining him.”


  “But instead of that,” said Li Kui, “why not go to Liangshan Marsh, and assist Song Jiang.”


  “I have thought of that too,” said Jiao Ting, “but I do not know anybody there who would introduce me. But today as I have met you I am willing to accompany you.”


  “I left the mountain in an angry dispute with Song Jiang,” said Li Kui, “and as I have not yet killed those army officers I cannot very well go back with you. I suggest that we now go to the Kushu Mountain and get Bao Xu to join us in killing those two Colonels, Shan and Wei, and then, we can go to Liangshan Marsh.”


  “At Lingzhou there is a large army,” said Jiao Ting, “and we two by ourselves can do nothing. It would be suicidal for us to go there alone. The best plan is for us to go to the Kushu Mountain and get Bao Xu to join us at Liangshan Marsh.”


  Just then they were interrupted by Shi Qian who came up and spoke to Li Kui, “Our commander, Song Jiang, was very anxious about your disappearing, and sent us in all directions to look for you, and bring you back to Liangshan Marsh.”


  Li Kui introduced Jiao Ting to Shi Qian. He then told Shi Qian of his plan, and said he would first go with Jiao Ting to Kushu Mountain. Shi Qian could not get Li Kui to change his mind, and so at last he went back to Liangshan Marsh to report the matter while the other two continued on their way.


  Guan Sheng and his five thousand men duly reached Lingzhou. Inside the town Colonels Shan and Wei had received their orders from the Prefect, and had made all arrangements for a march on Liangshan Marsh. When they heard of the arrival of the brigands they were angry, and marched out their soldiers to oppose them. When the two armies met Guan Sheng rode forth. Immediately a man also rode out from the Imperial army. He wore a square iron helmet surmounted by a large plume, his armor was of bearskin covered with iron plates; under which was a black silk gown embroidered with kingfisher-blue flowers; he wore a pair of leather shoes decorated with a design in white; and a leather belt studded with metal plates engraved with lions. He rode a coal-black horse, and was armed with a bow and quiver full of arrows, and a spear. Behind him was a soldier carrying a black flag on which were seven characters in silver, “Shan Tinggui, the ‘Water God General.’”


  Another officer also rode forth from the imperial troops, and he wore a vermilion-colored helmet with a design in gold surmounted by a red plume; armor decorated with rings in which were animals done in metals, and under that a red silk gown embroidered with animals and clouds in colors; his leather boots were decorated with a Qilin in kingfisher blue. He was armed with a bow, arrows, and a sword, and rode a roan-colored horse. In front of him marched a soldier bearing a red flag on which were seven characters in silver, “Wei Dingguo, the ‘Fire God General.’”


  Guan Sheng sitting on his horse addressed these two Colonels, “It is a long time since we parted.”


  The two Colonels laughed, and abused him saying, “You inefficient upstart and rebellious profligate! You have been ungrateful to the Emperor’s benevolence, and your ancestors would be ashamed of you. You have no modesty. You bring these armed men here now. What have you to say?”


  “You two commanders are mistaken,” replied Guan Sheng. “At present the Emperor is a weakling, traitorous ministers are in power, only relatives are employed, and officials are impeached for petty personal enmity. Our commander Song Jiang is benevolent, just, loyal, and sincere, and is acting according to the Will of Heaven. He has instructed me to come here and invite both of you to join him at Liangshan Marsh.”


  Both Colonels were very angry at this speech, and dashed forward to attack him. They looked like a black cloud and a red cloud threatening a storm. Before they came near Hao Siwen and Xuan Zan rode forth from both sides of Guan Sheng and engaged the opposing men. Sword clashed with sword and spear clanked with spear so that there seemed to be chilly flashes of bloody struggle. Guan Sheng looked on, and admired the great skill displayed by all the combatants. During the fight, however, both Colonels turned their horses at the same time, and withdrew. Hao Siwen pursued Shan Tinggui right into the army where the latter turned to the left. Xuan Zan pursued Wei Dingguo who turned to the right. When they had nearly caught up to the Colonels they suddenly found themselves surrounded by soldiers armed with hooked poles who closed in, pulled them off their horses, and made them prisoners. The prisoners were at once dispatched to Lingzhou, while the main body of soldiers moved forward to attack the brigands. Guan Sheng was surprised at the quick defeat and ordered his men to retreat. But they had only gone a short distance when Guan Sheng saw another body of brigands in charge of Lin Chong, and they joined in the fight against the Imperial troops, who soon retreated to their camp.


  The two prisoners were placed in a cart, and dispatched at once to the Eastern Capital while the two Colonels were rewarded for the success attained. The prisoners were escorted by three hundred soldiers, and on the way they passed close to the Kushu Mountain. There they were attacked by brigands in front of whom was their new leader Li Kui with his two axes, and close behind him was Jiao Ting. Turning round to escape the captain of the escort found that in their rear was a big man with a complexion like a copper kettle—no other than Bao Xu—armed with a double-edged sword. Bao Xu hacked the Captain on the spot and the escort all began to run away, and in a minute there was nobody left with the prisoner’s cart.


  Li Kui released the prisoners, and asked for an explanation of their having been captured. Xuan Zan also asked Li Kui how he had come that way and Li Kui told them how he had made friends with Bao Xu at the Kushu Mountain, and now came down the mountain to attack the the escort of Xuan Zan and Hao Siwen.


  Bao Xu invited them all to come to his stronghold on the mountain where he provided a feast. During the festivities Hao Siwen said that as Bao Xu and his men were willing to join with the brigands at Liangshan Marsh they should first join in the attack on Lingzhou. Bao Xu agreed to this, and arrangements were made accordingly.


  When the news of the disaster to the escort reached Lingzhou Colonel Shan Tinggui was angry, and said, “If we arrest those two men this time, we must execute them here, and not send them to the Eastern Capital.” Just then another report came that Guan Sheng was advancing to attack the town. Immediately Colonel Shan Tinggui mounted his horse, and led his five hundred soldiers outside the town. When near the brigands, the flags separated; and Colonel Shan rode forward by himself, and shouted at Guan Sheng, “You disgrace to your country! You defeated general. You are deserving death!”


  Guan Sheng hearing this urged his horse forward, whirling his sword aloft. After about fifty bouts Guan Sheng turned his horse, and galloped off followed closely by Colonel Shan Tinggui.


  Guan Sheng led Colonel Shan a long distance away from his troops, and then turning his head he called out, “Why not dismount and submit now? What time are you waiting for?” But instead of doing this Colonel Shan attempted to stab Guan Sheng in the back with his spear, but Guan Sheng seeing the movement shouted “Down you go!” and cut the spear with his sword, and this upset the balance of Colonel Shan who fell off his horse. Guan Sheng sprang from his horse, and ran to raise his enemy and said, “Please forgive me!” Colonel Shan replied, “I humbly submit to you.”


  “When I was at Liangshan Marsh,” said Guan Sheng, “I very often spoke highly of you to Song Jiang. So I have specially come here to request both of you to join us in the cause of justice.”


  “I am willing to do my best and cooperate with you in carrying out the Will of Heaven,”said Colonel Shan.


  They then mounted their horses, and rode off abreast. When Lin Chong saw them riding together like this he asked for an explanation.


  Now Guan Sheng did not want to say anything about the defeating of Colonel Shan so he replied, “In this secluded spot, we talk about our old friendship and I will try to induce him to join us.”


  They were all pleased at this, Colonel Shan then went back to his troops, and waving his hand called out, “Let all my men come over here,” and his five hundred black jackets all joined the brigands. Those who did not wish to do so returned to the town, and reported this matter to the Prefect.


  In the town Colonel Wei Dingguo was exceedingly angry when he heard of this desertion, and the following day he led his men outside the town and challenged the brigands to battle. In front of the brigands he saw Colonel Shan Tinggui and Guan Sheng and Lin Chong so he rode forward, and shouted at them, “You have forgotten the graciousness of our ruler, and have become mean rebels.”


  At this Guan Sheng only laughed, and whipping his horse dashed forward, and fought with Colonel Wei Dingguo. After about ten bouts Colonel Wei turned his horse, and ran away followed by Guan Sheng. But Colonel Shan called out, “Do not pursue him!” and immediately Guan Sheng stopped his horse. Just then the ranks of the soldiers opened and about fifty carts rushed out. These were piled up with burning reeds and grass. They were pushed by soldiers who carried on their backs iron cauldrons containing sulphur emitting large volumes of smoke. As they came near the brigands, all fell down on all sides, men and horses. Guan Sheng seeing this gave orders for a general retreat, and after withdrawing his men for about three li he called a halt.


  Colonel Wei seeing the brigands retreating marched his soldiers back to the town. But as he drew near he was surprised to see the town on fire in various parts.


  This was because when Colonel Wei left the town with his soldiers another body of brigands from the Kushu Mountain in charge of Bao Xu and Li Kui entered the town by the north gate, and started to loot and set fire to the houses.


  Colonel Wei dared not enter the town, and just as he was going to withdraw Guan Sheng and his brigands had come upon him. So he decided to retreat to the neighboring town of Zhongling County which he duly reached. Guan Sheng had however closely followed him, and surrounded the town with his brigands. But Colonel Wei did not offer to fight, and kept the gates carefully defended and guarded.


  Seeing this Colonel Shan spoke to Guan Sheng and Lin Chong, “This man is very brave, and would rather die than submit to a defeat. We must therefore take a broad view of the position and not press him too closely. Instead of fighting I will go by myself into the town, and persuade him to join us. I can talk him over and induce him to submit to you without fighting.”


  Guan Sheng was much pleased, and agreed to the proposal.


  Shan Tinggui went into the town alone, and was duly announced, and taken in to see Colonel Wei Dingguo. He said, “Just now the court is misguided, and stupid ministers are in power. So it would be better for us both join Song Jiang at Liangshan Marsh, and there wait until corrupt officials retire when we may change our course and surrender to the court.”


  Wei Dingguo was turning this over in his mind for some time before he spoke. “If they really wish me to surrender Guan Sheng himself should come here and make the proposal. If he does not come I would rather die than go.”


  Shan Tinggui then took his leave, and duly reported the conversation to Guan Sheng, who said, “I am not an important person, but he holds me in such a wrong esteem.” He at once mounted his horse and was ready to go to the town.


  But Lin Chong remonstrated with them, “It is hard to know men’s intentions, and you had better think the matter over carefully before acting.”


  “He is my old friend so you need not suspect anything,” said Guan Sheng.


  So he set off, and when Colonel Wei saw him he was much pleased, and at once agreed to submit and go with them. He invited him to dine and during the meal they talked about old times when they were colleagues. That evening Colonel Wei left the town with his five hundred soldiers, and surrendered to the brigands. The next day they all set out for Liangshan Marsh.


  We will now relate what important news had reached Liangshan Marsh.


   


  Our feelings know that language fine,


       Is subtle; like a hook on lint;


  The hook is cast, and soon the man,


       Is captured by the courtesan.


  



  CHAPTER 67

   

  Song Jiang Conducts a Night Attack on Zengtou; Lu Junyi Takes Shi Wengong as Prisoner


   


   


   


  COLONEL WEI and his men had reached Liangshan Marsh, and were making arrangements for the men to cross the lake when Lin Chong saw one of their leaders, Duan Jingzhu, also arrive, and asked him where he had been.


  Duan Jingzhu replied, “I went with Yang Lin and Shi Yong to the north to buy some horses. We bought two hundred very fine animals, and were bringing them here when we were stopped near Qingzhou by some brigands under the leadership of Yu Baosi, whose nickname is the ‘Dangerous Road Spirit.’ They seized all our horses and took them off to Zengtou, the Zeng Family Village. Yang Lin and Shi Yong went away somewhere I did not know, so I hurriedly came here by myself to report the matter.”


  Lin Chong saw the importance of the matter, and at once took Duan Jingzhu across the lake to the stronghold to report matter to Song Jiang. The two Colonels from Lingzhou were also introduced to Song Jiang and the other leaders. Li Kui also introduced Bao Xu and his men from the Kushu Mountain.


  Song Jiang was very angry at the horses having been stolen, and said, “It is these thieves who shot Chao Gai to death, and so far no punishment has been inflicted upon them. As they have now robbed our horses again we shall be disgraced if we do not take our revenge.”


  “As it is now springtime,” said Wu Yong, “and we have not much to do, we can arrange to attack them. When Chao Gai was fighting, he lost the advantageous position, but this time we must use some strategy. Shi Qian is excellent in scaling walls so we can send him as a spy, to detect the position inside Zengtou.” This was agreed to, and Shi Qian took his departure. In a few days Yang Lin and Shi Yong returned to Liangshan Marsh, and reported that at Zengtou, Shi Wengong was very boastful, and declared that they would not live under the same Heaven with the brigands at Liangshan Marsh. Song Jiang upon hearing this wanted to dispatch his men to attack Zengtou, but Wu Yong objected, and urged that they must wait until Shi Qian came back. Song Jiang, however, was in a towering rage at this insult, and wanted immediate revenge. He sent Dai Zong to go there and quickly return with the latest news.


  In a few days Dai Zong returned, and reported, “The leading family at Zengtou are preparing for an attack on Liangshan Marsh, and have established a big encampment at the Fahua Monastery.”


  The following day Shi Qian arrived and reported, “I got inside the village and made careful inquiries. The villagers are divided into five companies under the command of Shi Wengong. Yu Baosi keeps our horses in the Fahua Monastery.”


  Upon hearing this Wu Yong held general conference of all the leaders and addressed them, “As these men are divided into five companies so we can divide our forces in the same way, and proceed to the village by five different roads.”


  Lu Junyi stood up, and said, “You saved my life, but since then I have had no opportunity of recompensing you. I am willing to risk my life on this expedition, but I don’t know what is your opinion.”


  Song Jiang asked Wu Yong whether he could agree to Lu Junyi doing this, and Wu Yong replied, “The roads between here and Zengtou are very rugged and wild, and we could not allow Lu Junyi to lead the vanguard. He had better lead a body of men in ambush on the open field, and when he hears the sound of our bombs, he can come and join in the fight.”


  Song Jiang instructed Lu Junyi to act in this way. The other leaders were then divided into five detachments, and altogether 22,000 men were placed under their charge. They were given full instructions.


  In the village of Zengtou the scouts duly reported the approach of the brigands, the headman of Zengtou sent for Shi Wengong and Su Ding, the two military instructors, for a discussion. Shi Wengong said, “We must dig pits and traps for these brigands.” The head of the village ordered all the people to make pits in the different places and cover them over with soil. The village guard was to be stationed near these traps.


  Before the Liangshan Marsh brigands drew near the village, Shi Qian was sent in advance as a spy. He found out the whereabouts of these hidden pitfalls, and duly reported the matter to Song Jiang.


  Upon hearing this Wu Yong laughed and said, “That is not important.” He gave orders for the men to move forward, and they soon reached the outskirts of the village. It was about noon, and a horse galloped towards them with copper bells tinkling, and with a long plume on its tail. Its rider had white clothes and a black hat, and carried a short spear. The brigands wanted to rush forward and fight with him, but Wu Yong forbade this, and ordered encampment there. He also ordered that trenches were to be dug all around their position, and these were to be protected by iron palisades. He instructed the five detachments raise defensive works accordingly around their separate camps.


  They encamped there for three days but the soldiers in the village did not show themselves. So Wu Yong instructed Shi Qian to enter the village again as a spy, and to find out what was happening. He was also to locate exactly where the hidden pits were. Shi Qian did this, and within a day had found out all about the hidden pits, and duly reported the details to Wu Yong.


  This information was made known to all the leaders, and Wu Yong then ordered that a body of men was to be armed with hoes, and that a hundred carts were to be loaded with grass and reeds, and all these were to be concealed in the center of the camp. This was done, and then Wu Yong issued orders that at 10 A.M. the next day an attack would be made on the village on the west and east sides by foot soldiers only. On the north side, however, other mounted men were to be on parade with flags flying and drums beating, but they were not to move forward.


  The following day Shi Wengong heard the noise of bombs and was informed of the approaching of the brigands on all four sides, but he held his men back waiting for the brigands to advance and fall into the hidden pits. But Wu Yong gave orders for his men to attack the soldiers at the South Gate from two sides instead of a frontal attack. This was done, and they not only avoided the hidden pits, but actually drove the soldiers into their own traps.


  Shi Wengong upon seeing this brought soldiers to the South Gate to repel the attack, but Wu Yong had given orders for all the carts to advance avoiding the pits, and when near the gates the dry grass and reeds were all set on fire. The flames spread to the gate tower, and so set that on fire, and Gongsun Sheng having control of the wind caused a south wind to blow, which carried the flames into the village.


  When Wu Yong saw this desired result he withdrew his men to their camp while Shi Wengong inside the village had the fires put out, and during the following night endeavored to repair the damage done at the South Gate.


  The following day a son of the village head Zeng Tu expressed his opinion to Shi Wengong that if they did not capture the chief leader of the brigands they would have no chance in defeating them. He therefore proposed to take some men to fight outside, while Shi Wengong guarded the South Gate. This was agreed to.


  When Song Jiang was informed that Zeng Tu had come out to fight he accepted the challenge, and rode forth accompanied by Lu Fang and Guo Sheng. When he saw Zeng Tu he was angry, and pointing at him with his whip called out, “Who will fight with that fellow and revenge the death of our late commander?”


  Upon hearing this Lu Fang whipped his horse and galloped forward. The two men fought for about thirty bouts. Guo Sheng then noticed that Lu Fang would be defeated as his opponent proved more skillful. Lu Fang was showing weakness, and was making mistakes. He was acting entirely on the defensive. So Guo Sheng whipped his horse, and galloped forward with his halberd in hand to engage Zeng Tu. Both of the two brigands had leopard tails fastened to the end of their halberds, and as they both lunged at Zeng Tu he, in a flash, took his spear to ward off the halberds.


  But the spear happened to catch the two leopard tails and so the three weapons were entangled. All three men pulled in order to free their weapons without success. Hua Rong seeing this realized that Zeng Tu had the advantage so taking his bow he shot an arrow which hit Zeng Tu in the shoulder and sent him off his horse. Lu Fang and Guo Sheng now drove their halberds into Zeng Tu, and killed him immediately.


  This fatality was reported to the village and when the village head heard of his son’s death he cried. But a younger son, Zeng Sheng, was very angry, and called for his horse, and shouted out that he would avenge the death of his elder brother. Zeng Sheng would not heed his father’s objections, and rode out to the South Gate. There he met Shi Wengong who said, “You must not treat these men too lightly, as they are very talented and skillful warriors.”


  But Zeng Sheng was determined. “They have killed my brother, and I must have revenge.” He rode forward accompanied by about ten men on horseback.


  Qin Ming was in charge of the brigands’ advance post, and he was ready to accept the challenge when he saw that Li Kui with his axes had already gone forth. The Zeng troops recognized Li Kui, and Zeng Sheng ordered his archers to shoot at him. An arrow hit Li Kui on the leg, and he fell down. Zeng Sheng ordered his cavalry to capture Li Kui, but the brigand leaders Qin Ming, Hua Rong, and four others, also moved forward at the same time to rescue him. Zeng Sheng seeing so many opponents ordered his cavalry to retire, and so Li Kui was rescued.


  The following day Shi Wengong again was opposed to any offensive, but Zeng Sheng was still keen on having revenge, so at last Shi Wengong put on his uniform and mounted his horse. The brigands were ready for action, and Qin Ming rode forward to fight with Shi Wengong. But after about twenty bouts Qin Ming felt being overcome, and turned his horse to retire, but Shi Wengong was too quick for him, and wounded Qin Ming in his leg, so the latter fell off his horse. Four brigand leaders, however, rushed to his rescue, and took him back to the camp. The defeated brigands retreated about three li where they encamped. Qin Ming was placed in a cart and sent back to Liangshan Marsh. Reinforcements under Guan Sheng and three other leaders were at the same time called for from the mountain stronghold.


  Song Jiang burnt incense and prayed to the spirits, and secretly caste lots to divine the further proceeding of the battle. Wu Yong read the indication of the lots and said to him, “Congratulations, as there is no need for fear. This night I am sure the villagers will again press their attack. We must warn our leaders of this, and divide our men into two camps to the east and west of this place. The mounted men must be stationed all around, and wait for orders.” This was done accordingly.


  That night the moon shone brightly. There was neither wind nor cloud. Shi Wengong spoke to Zeng Sheng, “We have wounded two of the brigand leaders today, and as they have retired after being defeated they will be afraid of us now, so we must press forward our attack.” Orders were given for a march that night. Horses were not to carry bells, and all was to be done in silence. About 11 P.M. they started off, but upon reaching the place where the brigands had stopped, they found nobody there. Suspecting some trick, Shi Wengong gave orders for all to return to the village. But they had not gone far when they were attacked from both sides. Fires were set up by the brigands on all sides, and the fighting went on till midnight when Shi Wengong got back to the village and wrote a note to Song Jiang admitting defeat, and offering to surrender. It read as follows:


  “Zeng Nong, head of the Zengtou village, sends greetings to Song Jiang, commander of the army. Previously my son seized your horses, and offended you by his ignorance. When Chao Gai came here we ought to have surrendered to him. Unfortunately one of our soldiers sent a stray shot which wounded Chao Gai, and we recognize the seriousness of that offense, and can offer no excuse for same. Allowance may however be made of the fact that it was done without orders. My two sons have been killed, and I plead with you for peace. If you will withdraw your men I will return to you all the horses. I will also send you money, for distribution among your men. By peace we shall avoid further bloodshed. I write this with all due respects, and hope for your kind consideration.”


  When Song Jiang read this letter he seemed to he angry and tore it into pieces. He said to Wu Yong, “How can we settle things in this way when they have killed our leader? We must wipe them out.”


  The messenger heard this, and trembled on the ground in fear.


  Wu Yong exhorted Song Jiang, “I think you may be wrong. In this fight both sides were merely in a display of temper. Now that they desire peace we should be in the wrong if we refuse to consider their proposal.” After further discussion he wrote at once a reply, and handed it to the messenger with ten taels of silver.


  The messenger duly returned, and handed the reply to Shi Wengong and Zeng Nong who read it as follows:


  “Song Jiang, commander at Liangshan Marsh, replies to Zeng Nong, head of the Zengtou. It has always been a fact that a country without confidence among the people must become extinct in the end; without propriety soon become of no account. Unjust gains must be robbed, Generals without bravery must soon be defeated. These are definite laws. Liangshan Marsh and your village had no enmity before, and we both guarded our own domains respectively. But recently you did a wicked thing, and so we are now enemies. If, however, you wish to have peace then you must return to us the horses you stole, and also hand over to us Yu Baosi who stole the horses. You must also give money to our men. If you are sincere you must not treat lightly the proper procedure.”


  When they read this both men were surprised. But the following day they sent a messenger to talk with Song Jiang that if Yu Baosi was handed over to the brigands they must also hand over a man in exchange.


  When Song Jiang received this message he agreed, and sent not one man, but five of his leaders to be exchanged for Yu Baosi. Shi Qian and Li Kui were two of the five, and before they left Wu Yong gave Shi Qian secret instructions what to do in case of treachery.


  When they reached the village they were taken before Zeng Nong and Shi Qian said to him that they had come to arrange peace. But Shi Wengong replied, “As Wu Yong has sent you five men to arrange peace I think he must have some trick.”


  Li Kui was very angry at this, and seized hold of Shi Wengong to fight, but Zeng Nong interposed.


  Shi Qian also spoke, “This man, Li Kui, is very rough but he is a personal friend of Song Jiang. You need not suspect him as Song Jiang specially sent him here.”


  Zeng Nong wanted peace, and would not listen to Shi Wengong’s remarks. He ordered a meal for the five men from the brigands and provided them a room in the Hahua Monastery, and placed a guard of 500 soldiers to look after them.


  Zeng Sheng and Yu Baosi were duly dispatched to discuss peace with Song Jiang. They took with them all the stolen horses, and also a cartload of silver and embroidered cloth. When Song Jiang saw the horses he noticed that the splendid white race horse presented to Liangshan Marsh by Duan Jingzhu was not among them and therefore asked why it had not been returned also.


  “That horse is now ridden by Shi Wengong,” replied Zeng Sheng.


  “Then you quickly write a letter at once demanding the immediate return of that horse,” said Song Jiang.


  Zeng Sheng did this, and sent the letter off by a messenger. When Shi Wengong read the letter he spoke to the messenger, “I will not return the horse, but am quite willing to send another horse instead of it.”


  The messenger went back with this message, but was soon back again with the word that the identical horse must be returned. Shi Wengong then spoke, “As Song Jiang insists upon the horse being returned, I will return it, but only on the condition that he first withdraws his men from the environs of our village.”


  When this message was delivered to Song Jiang he consulted Wu Yong, and while they were talking a scout arrived, and reported that Imperial troops were approaching by two roads from Qingzhou and Lingzhou. Song Jiang said, “If Shi Wengong gets to know this he will probably change his mind, so we must keep the matter secret.” He then divided his men into two bodies, and gave orders that they were to march along the two roads to oppose the coming troops on the way. He then summoned Yu Baosi and said, “We have a very important commission for you to carry through, and if you succeed I will promote you to a position as leader at Liangshan Marsh. I will take a solemn oath by this arrow that I will bear no more grudge to your taking my horse. But if you do not agree I shall recommence the attack on Zengtou.”


  Yu Baosi agreed to do what he was requested. Wu Yong then said to him: “You must enter the village quietly as though you have secretly left us, and tell Shi Wengong that you think we do not really desire peace, but that Song Jiang will try to get back the white race horse by some deception. That as soon as he gets the horse, his attitude towards the village will change. That as troops are approaching here from Qingzhou and Lingzhou, the brigands are in great terror and the villagers may now embrace the opportunity to attack Song Jiang.”


  Yu Baosi left with these orders, and duly came back to Zengtou. When Shi Wengong heard the news he decided to recommence his attack on the brigands. Zeng Nong however objected to a renewed attack as it would endanger the life of his son Zeng Sheng who was then staying with the brigands. But Shi Wengong said that when they had seized the brigands’ camp Zeng Sheng would be saved. Shi Wengong then gave orders for all the men to be ready for an attack that very night.


  Yu Baosi knowing all this went secretly to the Fahua Monastery, and told Shi Qian and the other leaders there what had been arranged.


  In the brigands camp Song Jiang asked Wu Yong whether their plan would be carried out.


  “If he does not return,” said Wu Yong, “then we can assume that Shi Wengong suspects us. We may expect them to attack us this night, but we will not oppose them, but retreat and lay in ambush on both sides of their road. At the same time we may dispatch our men to their village while it is depleted of soldiers, and so we can establish ourselves there. That plan is called, ‘Drawing the wild dog from its hole.’ It generally succeeds.”


  That night Shi Wengong got his men together, and marched out of the village. There was little moonlight. When they reached the brigands’ camp they were surprised to find the gate open and the place quite deserted. Shi Wengong now suspected a plot and ordered a retreat. But they had not gone far when they heard bombs being fired in their village, and also heard the large bell in the Fahua Monastery booming. From the noise it seemed that the brigands had got into the village.


  In the Fahua Monastery, Li Kui and the other three leaders were armed, and rushing out with swords in their hands. When the headman, Zeng Nong, heard that the brigands had got into the village he committed suicide by hanging himself. His son, Zeng Mi, was killed in resisting the brigands on the west side of the village. Another son, Zeng Kii, was also killed in the confused fighting on the east side. Su Ding was killed near the North Gate where he found himself opposed by Lu Da and three other leaders. Many of the villagers met their death by falling into the traps while trying to escape from the village.


  Shi Wengong being mounted on the white race horse reached the village before any of his soldiers, but seeing the confused mass of fighting in the streets he immediately left by the West Gate. There was a great deal of mist that night, and in the dark and confusion he was soon uncertain where he actually was. He had gone about two li when he heard a gong sounded in a forest, and soon he saw a body of about five hundred men. In front of them was their leader armed with a cudgel. He ran up to Shi Wengong and struck his horse with the cudgel. But the horse leapt over his head and carried Shi Wengong off. The mist here however was extremely thick, and it was blown about by a very strong cold wind. He thought he saw the spirit of Chao Gai everywhere in the mist, so he turned his horse and went back by the same road. He soon met Yan Qing, the servant of Lu Junyi. He then met Lu Junyi himself who called out, “Thief! Where are you going?” So saying he wounded Shi Wengong in the leg with his sword. The latter fell off his horse, was immediately seized, bound with ropes, and taken back to Zengtou as a prisoner. The coveted horse had also been captured and brought to the village.


  Song Jiang was excited to get the horse again. He gave orders that every member of the Zeng family must be executed, including Zeng Sheng who was a prisoner. The whole village was then looted, all valuables and rice being loaded on carts, and transported to Liangshan Marsh.


  The troops from Qingzhou and Lingzhou were attacked and defeated, and then all the brigands returned to Liangshan Marsh. In the Loyalty and Justice Hall all the leaders assembled, dressed in mourning, and held a memorial service to the spirit of Chao Gai. A prayer was written addressed to Chao Gai, and then burnt as a sacrifice. Shi Wengong was executed, and his heart was also offered as a sacrifice.


  After this Song Jiang raised the question for discussion as to who should now be the commander-in-chief at Liangshan Marsh.


  “You should remain in that position,” said Wu Yong, “and Lu Junyi should be your assistant. All the other leaders can remain as before.”


  “But we must not forget the will of Chao Gai,” said Song Jiang. “He said that whoever should capture Shi Wengong should be our commander-in-chief, no matter who he was. As Lu Junyi captured that thief and avenged the injury to Chao Gai, he must be our head without any question.”


  “My virtue is insignificant, and my ability is meager, so how dare I accept the position? Even if I occupy the lowest position my abilities would hardly be enough for that work,” said Lu Junyi.


  “It is not for the sake of modesty that I decline the honor,” said Song Jiang, “but because Lu Junyi is superior to me in three things. First, I am of smaller stature and have a sallow complexion, while he has a majestic bearing, and nobody can be compared to him. Secondly, I was once only a petty official and became your head only through the generosity and kindness of the brothers here; while he was a very wealthy and important person and was famous for his heroism. Thirdly, I had no influence in pacifying the country and am without military knowledge. I could not even capture a chicken. In my body there is not even an inch of merit, while he has the power to oppose ten thousand men, and is very well versed in both ancient and modern affairs. Having these abilities he is very suitable for the job. If the Emperor wants us to return, and help him to achieve meritorious deeds then we shall he honored, and shall be able to gain promotion in official rank. These are my firm convictions, and I hope that you will raise no objections.”


  Lu Junyi kowtowed, and said, “Your talk is useless, because even if you threaten to kill me I cannot accept the position.”


  “We all recognized you, brother, as our leader,” said Wu Yong, “with Lu Junyi as your assistant. If you do not accept this, I am afraid that our men will regard you as being cold-hearted.” So saying he glanced round inviting the approval of all the others.


  Li Kui instantly called out, “I risked my life at Jiangzhou in your service and we all admitted you as our commander. You issued all the orders, so it is now useless for you to be hypocritical as to abdicate your post in another’s favor. Why do you keep trying to give up the damned command? If there is any change I shall create a disturbance, so that everybody has to leave.”


  Wu Song had noticed Wu Yong appealing for support, so he now stood up and said, “We have many ex-military officers, and I am sure they all wish you to remain as our commander-in-chief. We are unwilling to have any other man in that position.”


  Liu Tang then spoke, “When we first came here, there were only seven brothers, and we unanimously elected you as our chief. Why do you now think of another man for that position?”


  Lu Da spoke in a loud voice, “If you, brother, still stand on politeness we must disband.”


  “You need not say anything else,” said Song Jiang; “I have an alternative. We must discover the Will of Heaven in this matter, and follow that.”


  “What is your own exalted view?” asked Wu Yong. “Please tell us.”


  “There are two things to be done,” said Song Jiang.


   


  Liangshan Marsh gains two more heroes.


       Dongping Prefecture becomes scene of remorse.


  



  CHAPTER 68

   

  Shi Jin Is Imprisoned at Dongping Prefecture; Song Jiang Releases Dong Ping


   


   


   


  THE leaders would not agree to Song Jiang’s handing over the command to Lu Junyi, and Song Jiang did not like to disobey Chao Gai’s dying wish so he addressed them, “Just now we are short of money and rice, but there is a good supply of those things at the cities to the east of Liangshan Marsh. The cities I refer to are Dongping and Dongchang Prefectures. We have never troubled those towns, so I think we may go there now, and borrow some rice from them. We will write the two names on slips of paper, and Lu Junyi and myself will draw lots. Whoever takes his city first will take command here.”


  “A good plan,” said Wu Yong.


  “That will not do,” said Lu Junyi. “Song Jiang is our commander, and I prefer to obey his order only.”


  But the assembled heroes would not agree to Lu Junyi’s suggestion. The slips of paper were written out, and after offering incense to the spirits, the lots were drawn. Lu Junyi drew Dongchang while Song Jiang drew Dongping. That evening Song Jiang divided the leaders and men. He took Lin Chong and twenty-four other leaders and altogether ten thousand men. Lu Junyi took Wu Yong and an equal number of leaders and men.


  Everything was soon ready, and both forces left the mountain on the first day of the third month. The weather was warm with a refreshing wind blowing, and the fresh grass was of brilliant green color. The prospects for a campaign could not have been better.


  Song Jiang led his force to within thirteen li of Dongping, and encamped there at a town called Anshan. Song Jiang addressed his leaders, “I know that the Prefect here is Cheng Wanli, and that with him is a great warrior who can face ten thousand men without defeat. He is called Dong Ping, and his nickname is the ‘Two Spears General,’ because he can use two spears at the same time. If we attack his town we must be polite, and inform him of our intention, so I will now write such a letter and send it to him. If he is willing to surrender, then all the fighting will be avoided. But if he is unwilling, then he cannot complain about the results. Who will take the letter?”


  Yu Baosi stepped forward and said, “I know the Lieutenant General Dong Ping, and am willing to take the letter to him.”


  But Wang Dingliu also stepped forward and said, “I am a newcomer, and so far have not done anything to show my merits. So I should like to go on this mission.”


  This was agreed to, and after the letter had been written asking for the loan of some rice, the two men departed.


  In Dongping the Prefect discussed with the Lieutenant General upon hearing of the arrival of the brigands at Anshan. While they were conferring, the letter from Song Jiang arrived, and the messengers were called in. Yu Baosi and Wang Dingliu duly presented the letter. The Prefect read the letter, and then spoke to the Lieutenant General, “The brigands want to borrow some rice. What do you think about it?”


  The General was very angry, and ordered that the two messengers be taken outside and executed.


  But the Prefect objected to this. He said, “There is an ancient rule, ‘When two countries are at war, the delegates must not be killed.’ That is only proper. The most we could do would be to give them ten blows each with the bamboo and send them back.”


  The Lieutenant General was still angry, but he agreed to this, and gave orders accordingly.


  When the two messengers returned and reported the matter with tears Song Jiang was very angry. Shi Jin came forward and said, “When I lived in Dongping Prefecture I was on very intimate terms with a woman there named Li Shuilan. Now I can take some money to the town and stay at that woman’s house. When you are ready you can attack the town, and I will set fire to the Drum Tower inside the town. By working together, both inside and outside, we can accomplish our object.”


  Song Jiang approved of this plan. Money was given to Shi Jin, and he left that day for the town. He duly reached the house of Li Shuilan, and she asked Shi Jin, “I have not seen you for a long time. I heard that the magistrate wanted to arrest you, and that you had escaped to Liangshan Marsh where you became a leader among the brigands. These two days there has been a great stirring on the streets because the brigands are coming to attack us. Why have you come here?”


  “I will tell you the truth,” replied Shi Jin. “I am a leader of the brigands, but so far I have done no meritorious deed. Just now they have come to borrow some rice from the town, and I have told them all about you. I come here really as a spy and here is a parcel of money for you. You must not let anybody know of my arrival. When the thing is finished, I will bring you to the mountain stronghold to enjoy pleasures.


  The woman assented, and received the money. She then entertained Shi Jin with wine. During the meal she went down below, and spoke to the pimp, “This man was previously a good visitor here, and so we admitted him. But he has now become a bad man, and is wanted by the authorities, I think we may be implicated by his coming here.”


  The man said, “These brigands are very fierce, and never failed to take the town they attacked. If we betray this Shi Jin, they will kill us when they enter the town.”


  The madam of the brothel said, “How stupid you are! You do not know very much! An old proverb says, ‘If a bee is on the breast, loosen the clothes immediately.’ This is a rule. If we inform the authorities about this man, then we are free from blame. You had better go to the yamen at once, and tell them about this man. They will arrest him, and so we shall avoid any trouble.”


  The man said, “But he has given us plenty of money so we cannot treat him that way.”


  The woman abused him, “You brute! You’re just talking farts! Our business here injures a countless number of men, not to say a single man. If you do not do as I tell you, then I will go to the yamen myself, and inform against you as well.”


  The pimp said, “Do not be so hasty. Shuilan must entertain and keep him here. We must not beat the grass to drive away the snake. I will go to the yamen, and inform them to have him arrested.”


  When Li Shuilan came upstairs again after this conversation Shi Jin noticed her face was changing colors so he asked her, “What has upset you like this?”


  The girl replied, “I am somewhat upset because in coming up the staircase I missed my footing, and nearly fell down.”


  They had hardly had time to drink a cup of tea, when they heard the noise of men down below. About ten policemen entered the room, and seized Shi Jin, bound him with cords, and took him to the yamen.


  When the Prefect saw Shi Jin he abused him, “Your courage appears to be bigger than your body. You come here as a spy all by yourself. If the father of the girl Li Shuilan had not informed against you, you might have done much injury to the people. Tell us quickly what you have to say in defense. What instructions did Song Jiang give you?”


  Shi Jin did not speak, so the Lieutenant General said, “This kind of thief will not confess without a sound beating.” The Prefect ordered that the prisoner be beaten. The attendants brought a pail of cold water, and after pouring it over the legs of the prisoner they gave him about a hundred blows on the same parts.


  But still Shi Jin would not speak. Lieutenant General Dong Ping therefore, ordered that the prisoner be taken to the jail.


  When Shi Jin had left for the town Song Jiang wrote a letter to Wu Yong informing him what had been done. When Wu Yong read the letter he was very surprised, and told Lu Junyi that he would go at once to see Song Jiang. This was agreed to, and Wu Yong traveled all that night. When he reached Song Jiang’s camp Wu Yong asked him who had given the order for Shi Jin to go as a spy.


  “He was willing to go, and made the proposal himself,” replied Song Jiang. “He was previously very friendly with a girl Li Shuilan there.”


  “Brother, you have not thought the matter over,” said Wu Yong. “If I had been here he would not have gone. Those girls injure many good men, and prefer new to old acquaintances. They have dispositions as changeable as water, and are quite controlled by their pimps. I am sure that Shi Jin will have met trouble there.”


  Song Jiang asked Wu Yong whether he had any plans to rescue Shi Jin. Wu Yong sent for Gu Dasao and spoke to her, “There is a troublesome affair which I want you to take in hand. I want you to dress as an old woman, and stealthily get into the town as a beggar. You must get the latest news there, and quickly return with it. If Shi Jin is already in prison, then go and speak to the jailer that the prisoner helped you sometime before, and therefore you want to bring him some food. When you are allowed to see Shi Jin you must tell him secretly that at the end of the month we shall come during the night and attack the town. He must find a place where he can afterwards escape that night. He must set fire to the buildings as a beacon for us to attack the town. Turning to Song Jiang he said, “You, brother, must take your men, and attack Wenshang, a town near-by, and the people there will escape to Dongping Prefecture. Gu Dasao will easily enter the town as one of the refugees without any suspicion being aroused. Then you can do what I have already told you.”


  When this plan had been arranged Wu Yong mounted his horse and returned to Dongchang Prefecture. Song Jiang then gathered his men together and marched on Wenshang. The people in that town fled to Dongping for protection as anticipated.


  Gu Dasao joined the refugees as an old woman with hair and dress in great disorder. Upon entering Dongping with the others she began to beg for food on the streets. She soon found out that Shi Jin was in prison. The next day she got a basket of food, and went to the entrance of the prison. Soon a jailer came out, and Gu Dasao weeping bitterly saluted him, and the jailer asked her what she was crying about.


  Gu Dasao replied, “My old master, Shi Jin, has been imprisoned; I have not seen him now for ten years. I heard that he was living as merchant, and do not know how he came to get imprisoned. I see that nobody gives him anything to eat, so I have brought him some food. I beg you to allow me to present this gift. By doing this your merit will be enormous.”


  “That man is a brigand from Liangshan Marsh,” said the jailer, “and his crime deserves his execution. Who would dare allow you to see him?”


  “If he has committed such a crime then he must answer for it,” said Gu Dasao. “I pray you have pity on me and allow me offer him this food to show my gratitude to him.” So saying she began to weep again.


  The jailer thought, “If this were a man I would not dare to take him into the prison, but as it is only an old woman perhaps I might do it.” So he told her to follow him, and took Gu Dasao to the cell where Shi Jin was chained up. Shi Jin recognized her, but although surprised dared not say a word. Gu Dasao burst into tears again, and gave Shi Jin some food. Other attendants seeing this called out, “That is a bad man waiting for execution. Why give him food? Get out of this place at once, or we will beat you with the bamboo.” As Gu Dasao saw no means of staying, so she whispered to Shi Jin, to struggle by the night of the end of the month. Gu Dasao was then jostled out of the prison so that Shi Jin could not ask for further information as he had only caught the three words, “The night of the end of the month.” It was the third month, and had 30 days, but on the 29th day he heard two jailers talking, and one asked, “What is the date?” The other man evidently made a mistake for he replied, “Today is the last day of the month, and I must buy some paper money and sacrifice to the spirits.”


  Shi Jin was not aware of the mistake in the date, and for the rest of the day was anxiously waiting for the coming of the night. That evening the jailer was half drunk, and when he took Shi Jin to the place where the paper money was to be burnt Shi Jin called out, “Who are those men at your back?” The jailer looked round to see, and Shi Jin seized his cangue, tore it off his neck, and knocked the jailer down with it. He then seized a stone, and broke the wooden fetters fastened to his feet. He then rushed into the guardroom where many of the jailers happened to be drunk, and using his wooden cangue he killed a number of them while some ran out of the room. He opened the prison gate expecting the brigands to be somewhere near at hand, but as nobody was there he entered the prison and released about sixty prisoners. There was now a great uproar from the released brutes.


  When the Prefect heard of the disturbance in the jail he summoned General Dong Ping who expressed his opinion that the trouble must have been caused by a spy who had got into the town. He immediately issued an order for the soldiers to turn out and capture the spy. He also ordered other soldiers to march out of the town and attack the brigands. He asked the Prefect to defend the town and dispatch guards to the prison to prevent the prisoners from escaping.


  The prison was soon surrounded, and Shi Jin was still inside, daring not to venture out. Gu Dasao was outside, and was sad because she could not get in.


  The Lieutenant General and his soldiers marched out to attack the brigands’ camp about 3 A.M. When Song Jiang heard the news he assumed that Gu Dasao must have been arrested and their plans discovered. He however ordered all his men to get ready for the coming attack.


  It was the hour just before dawn. The two forces soon met and halted, when General Dong Ping rode forth. He was very intellectual and was well acquainted with the three religions of Confucianism, Taoism, and Buddhism, and also the nine schools of philosophy. He was also a skilled musician. Song Jiang noticed his stylish manner, and was very glad to meet such a man. He noticed that his quiver was full of arrows, and from it was also sticking out a small flag with the characters, “Heroic Two Spears General, Marquis over 10,000 families.” Song Jiang ordered Han Tao to give battle to the challenger.


  Han Tao was armed with a long handled mace, while Dong Ping used his iron spears with great skill. After they had been fighting for some time Song Jiang thought that Han Tao stood no chance of victory so he ordered Xu Ning to relieve Han Tao. This was done, but after Xu Ning had fought about fifty bouts he had not gained any advantage. So Song Jiang being afraid that Xu Ning might be defeated ordered a gong to be sounded as a signal for him to return.


  Upon seeing this Dong Ping raised both spears, and dashed after Xu Ning right into the brigands. Song Jiang signaled for his men to surround the foe, while he himself took his position on a mound so as to overlook the conflict. If Dong Ping tried to escape to the east Song Jiang signaled for his men to block that route and the same if Dong Ping tried another way. But Dong Ping used his spears with deadly effect every time, so that he could not be captured. After fighting like a rat in a trap he at last found a means of escape, and cut his way through the brigands. He had had enough fighting for that day so he ordered his soldiers to retire to the town.


  But that evening Song Jiang ordered an advance on the town according to his original plan. They surrounded the town, but Gu Dasao, although she saw this, dared not set fire to any building. Shi Jin also had no courage to venture out.


  Now the Prefect Cheng had a daughter who was very beautiful, and General Dong Ping being single had several times sent a matchmaker to try and arrange a marriage. But his offers had always been rejected by the Prefect. For this reason the General secretly did not like the Prefect, although openly they were friends. When Dong Ping got back to the town that evening he remembered this old grudge and sent a matchmaker to reopen negotiations for the marriage.


  Prefect Cheng replied that the proposal was an excellent one, but on account of the present dangerous crisis he could not agree to the marriage as people would only be amazed and jump to wrong conclusions. But he would be pleased to discuss the matter when the brigands were driven away from the town.


  The matchmaker reported this to Dong Ping, who ostensibly accepted the Prefect’s idea but in his heart he was really dissatisfied as he was afraid that the Prefect would eventually decline his offer.


  That night, however, the brigands attacked the town and the Prefect again ordered Dong Ping to defend the town. General Dong Ping was very angry at this renewed attack, and taking three regiments of soldiers he left the town.


  Song Jiang was on horseback in front of his men, and when he saw Dong Ping he called out, “How dare you a lone General fight me with my overwhelming strength? If you submit I may spare your life.”


  Dong Ping was angry, and shouted, “You were only a petty clerk, so how dare you talk to me like this!” So saying he whipped his horse and dashed towards Song Jiang. But Hua Rong and Lin Chong were on both sides of Song Jiang, and they both galloped forward to fight with Dong Ping. After several bouts the two brigand leaders suddenly galloped away as if defeated, and in accordance with Song Jiang’s previous orders the bandits upon seeing this scattered in all directions. Seeing this Dong Ping was elated, and wished to show off his abilities further, and whipping his horse galloped after the now retreating bandits under Song Jiang. After racing for about three li like this they came to a village with a single road between two rows of straw huts. Across the road the brigands had laid several ropes covered with a thin layer of earth to catch the enemy’s horse. As Dong Ping dashed up the street a gong was sounded, the doors opened, and the ropes were stretched across the road as soon as he was going to pass. Dong Ping had hardly rushed forward, but his horse was tripped by the rope, and fell. The brigands leapt out of the huts, and seizing Dong Ping bound him with ropes. He was disarmed, and taken before Song Jiang who had pulled up his horse under a poplar tree. When Dong Ping came up Song Jiang pretended to be angry, and shouted, “I told you to invite General Dong Ping to come, why have you tied him with ropes like this?” He hurriedly dismounted, released the prisoner, and then saluted him. Dong Ping also saluted in response. Song Jiang then spoke to him, “If you do not disdain us we shall be pleased to receive you as a commander of our stronghold.”


  Dong Ping replied, “I am your prisoner, and deserve nothing more than death, but if you will forgive me, then I shall be very fortunate. But as you ask me to become your leader it makes me astonished.”


  “In our stronghold we are short of grain, and came to Dongping Prefecture to borrow some, and had no other intention,” replied Song Jiang.


  “That fellow, Prefect Cheng Wanli,” said Dong Ping, “was previously a tutor in the family of His Excellency Tong Guan, and that was how he got the office of Prefect at Dongping. If you like I could return to Dongping, and by false pretenses get the gate of the town opened so that your men could enter, and so get all you require.”


  Song Jiang was very pleased at this offer and accepted same. He ordered the prisoner’s arms, armor, and helmet to be returned to him. They mounted their horses with Dong Ping riding in front, and soon reached the town. Dong Ping called out for the gate to be opened. It was still dark, and the gatekeeper lit a torch to see who it was, and when he saw Dong Ping he at once opened the gate, and lowered the drawbridge. Dong Ping entered and killed the gatekeeper, and Song Jiang and his brigands nocked through the open gate, and were soon in control of the town. Song Jiang ordered his men not to kill the civilians, or set fire to the houses. Dong Ping went to the yamen, and killed the Prefect and all his family with the exception of the daughter whom he kept for himself. Song Jiang ordered the jail to be opened, and rescued Shi Jin. He also seized the treasury, and looted the gold and silver there. The town granary was also looted, and the grain was sent to Liangshan Marsh. Shi Jin took the men to the house of the woman Li Shuilan and killed everybody there. Song Jiang distributed all the goods in the Prefect’s house among the people. He also issued a proclamation, “We have killed the officials who injured you people, so that now you may continue your avocations without fear.” He then ordered his men to leave the town and return to Liangshan Marsh. When they were on the way however, Bai Sheng arrived with news as to how the expedition to Dongchang Prefecture had progressed.


   


  Generals throwing stones which hit


  Quite another target.


  



  CHAPTER 69

   

  The Featherless Arrow Throws Stones at the Heroes; Song Jiang Abandons Grains to Capture a Brave Man


   


   


   


  WHILE the brigands were on their way to Liangshan Marsh, Bai Sheng arrived and reported to Song Jiang, “Lu Junyi attacked Dongchang Prefecture twice, but was twice defeated. In that town there is a very fierce general named Zhang Qing who is a Zhangte Prefecture man, and is a very skillful horseman. He is unexcelled at throwing stones, and hits his mark every time. He is nicknamed, ‘Featherless Arrow.’ He has two capable adjutants: Gong Wang, nicknamed ‘Flowery Necked Tiger’ because his skin is all tattooed like the tigers. He wears a tiger’s head, and on horseback throws his spear with great speed and precision. The other adjutant is called Ding Desun nicknamed ‘Arrow Struck Tiger.’ Both his face and neck are scarred. On horseback he throws his three-pronged trident.


  “Lu Junyi arrived in Dongchang with his men, but for the first ten days the troops in the town did not come outside. Two days ago, however, General Zhang Qing came out with his army, and was challenged by Hao Siwen but after a few bouts Zhang Qing was going to retire into the town. Hao Siwen pursued him on horseback, but Zhang Qing threw a stone which knocked Hao Siwen off his horse. But Yan Qing had also followed them, and he now shot an arrow which wounded Zhang Qing’s horse, and so saved Hao Siwen’s life.


  “The next day Xiang Chong and two others of our leaders went out to challenge combat, and adjutant Ding Desun came out to fight them, but he threw his three-pronged trident, and wounded Xiang Chong in the back. Xiang Chong then retired, and that was our second defeat.


  “Those two wounded leaders are being attended to on our boats. Wu Yong however told me to come and request you to bring all your men to Dongchang to help him.”


  When Song Jiang heard this he was sad, and exclaimed, “Lu Junyi has had bad luck! I never anticipated this! We must all go and help him.” He at once gave orders for all his men to march to Dongchang Prefecture.


  The two forces were soon united, but while the leaders were discussing the situation a scout arrived and reported that General Zhang Qing and his soldiers had again left the town for a fight. The leaders at once mounted their horses and proceeded to an open field. The two forces faced each other with drums beating. General Zhang Qing was attended by his adjutants Ding Desun and Gong Wang. All three rode forward, and when they halted General Zhang Qing pointed at Song Jiang and said, “You thief from the swamp! Shall we have a fight?”


  “Who will fight this man?” asked Song Jiang to his leaders.


  Immediately one of his heroes dashed forward armed with a hooked spear, and Song Jiang saw that it was Xu Ning, the “Spear Expert.” Song Jiang was pleased as he knew that this man would be a suitable match for General Zhang Qing.


  The two men fought, but after about five bouts General Zhang Qing retired. Xu Ning chased him on horseback, but General Zhang Qing put his spear to his left hand and held a stone in his right hand, and when Xu Ning drew near he turned in his saddle and threw the stone which struck Xu Ning in the face and knocked him off his horse. Both the adjutants galloped forward to capture Xu Ning, but at the same time Lu Fang and Guo Sheng also rode forward, and they succeeded in reaching Xu Ning first, and rescuing him, carried him back on their horses.


  Song Jiang now asked for another volunteer, and at once another horseman dashed forward. He was Yan Shun, the “Elegant Tiger.” He fought with General Zhang Qing for several bouts, but then realizing that he had no chance of winning he withdrew. General Zhang Qing pursued him, and threw a stone which struck Yan Shun in the back so hard that the latter rode with pain. A man shouted, “Who is afraid of this man?” and rode forward holding his long mace. This was Han Tao, the “Ever Victorious General.” Han Tao wished to display his skill before Song Jiang so he did his best. After about ten bouts General Zhang Qing withdrew. Han Tao did not pursue him as he suspected that Zhang Qing would throw a stone as before. General Zhang Qing did turn round, but seeing that his opponent was not following him he wheeled his horse round and returned. But just as he neared he threw a stone which hit Han Tao on the nose, and caused blood to flow, so that Han Tao hurriedly retreated.


  Upon seeing this Peng Qi, without waiting for orders, dashed forward, but before the two could fight General Zhang Qing suddenly threw another stone which struck Peng Qi right in the face, and made him drop his sword and ride back to the brigands’ranks.


  Song Jiang was rather annoyed at these repeated repulses, and was inclined to withdraw all his men. But just then a man called out from behind, If we were repelled today, how can we fight tomorrow? Will he hit me with a stone as well?”


  General Song Jiang saw that it was Xuan Zan, the “Disgraced Son-in-law.” General Zhang Qing called out, “They come, and go, one by one, but it would be just the same if they come in pairs. Do you know how I throw stones?”


  “You have hit others, but you cannot hit me,” said Xuan Zan.


  He had not finished saying this when he was struck in the mouth by a stone, and fell off his horse. The adjutants Gong Wang and Ding Desun were going to take him prisoner but they were outnumbered by the brigands who rushed forward and took Xuan Zan back.


  Song Jiang was very angry at this, and drawing his sword he swore an oath, “If I do not capture this man I will not return.”


  Huyan Zhuo interposed, “If you take this oath of what use are we?” He at once whipped his horse, and galloped forward. He called out, “You proud one! You have strength without wisdom. Do you recognize the great General Huyan Zhuo?”


  “You are a disgrace to our country and a deserter! You want also to suffer at my hand!” replied General Zhang Qing. So saying he again suddenly threw a stone, but Huyan Zhuo put up his whip and received the stone on his wrist. His whip fell to the ground, so he wheeled his horse and retired.


  Song Jiang called out, “All our mounted men have been repulsed, so now a foot-soldier had better have a try.”


  Liu Tang now stepped forward armed with a halberd, but General Zhang Qing laughed at him, and said, “You, defeated bandits, your horsemen have suffered at my hand, not to say you a footman.”


  Liu Tang was very angry and advanced, but General Zhang Qing declined to fight with him and turned back to his army. But Liu Tang ran forward, and struck the general’s horse with his halberd. The horse kicked Liu Tang, and knocked him down while General Zhang Qing threw another stone. Liu Tang was arrested and taken prisoner.


  “Who will rescue Liu Tang?” shouted Song Jiang. Yang Zhi now dashed forward on horseback, and General Zhang Qing pretended to defend himself with his spear, but as Yang Zhi thrust with his halberd General Zhang Qing merely evaded the blow. Before Yang Zhi could recover his position he was struck on the head by a stone, and he quickly retreated.


  Zhu Tong now turned to Lei Heng, and said, “Men are beaten singly, but we two might succeed.”


  Lei Hong agreed, and they both advanced on foot, armed with halberds. General Zhang Qing laughed when he saw them, and said, “One alone was useless so an extra one is added. But why don’t they play for safety and send ten?” He secretly got two stones in his hand, and suddenly threw one at Lei Heng whom it hit on the forehead and knocked him down. Zhu Tong ran to assist Lei Heng, but another stone hit the former. In the ranks of the brigands Guan Sheng was angry when he saw this further repulse, and whipping his horse he galloped forward to rescue the two leaders. As he got near, however, General Zhang Qing threw a stone, but Guan Sheng received it on his sword so that it fell to the ground. Guan Sheng rescued the two leaders, and took them back into safety.


  Dong Ping, the “Two Spears General,” thought, “I have only recently joined these brigands, and it is now a suitable opportunity to show my skill. If I don’t do something here, I shall have no distinction at the mountain stronghold.” So he rode forth and charged General Zhang Qing who called out to him, “We were in command in neighboring towns, and assisted each other in a common cause. Why do you now oppose me? You are a disgrace!”


  Dong Ping was annoyed at this, and they fought. The four arms and three spears whirled around and flashed, as numerous lunges were made. After about seven bouts however General Zhang Qing retired.


  “You threw stones at the others,” said Dong Ping, “so why not at me?”


  General Zhang Qing put his spear in its buckle, and taking a stone threw it at his opponent. But Dong Ping knocked the stone to one side with the shaft of his spear. The general threw another stone, but this time Dong Ping crouched and avoided it. This rather disappointed the general, and made him afraid as Dong Ping was now quite close. Dong Ping lunged with his spear as the two horses galloped one behind the other, but General Zhang Qing evaded the blow. The two horses were now level, so General Zhang Qing seized Dong Ping with both arms, but failed to pull Dong Ping off his horse. The two men and two horses were now close together in one mass.


  Suo Chao seeing this dashed forward with his axe to help Dong Ping, but on the other side the adjutants Gong Wang and Ding Desun also galloped forward to intercept the fresh opponents. Now there were two separate groups of fighters. Among the brigands Lin Chong and three other leaders rode forth. Upon seeing that he was outnumbered General Zhang Qing released his hold on Dong Ping and retreated. But Dong Ping pursued him right among the soldiers, having forgotten at the moment about the stones. General Zhang Qing reigned in his horse, and when Dong Ping was near he suddenly threw a stone. But Dong Ping saw the move, ducked, evaded the stone, wheeled his horse, and galloped away in safety. The general now threw a stone at Suo Chao which struck that man in the face, so that he at once wheeled his horse and retreated.


  The other six horsemen were still fighting in two groups. At last Gong Wang was captured by Lin Chong while Yan Qing on the brigands’ side took his crossbow and shot an arrow which wounded adjutant Ding Desun’s horse, and he was immediately made prisoner. General Zhang Qing would have liked to rescue his adjutants, but decided not to do so as the opposing force was greater than his. So he ordered his army to return to Dongchang. Upon reaching the town the prisoner Liu Tang was sent to prison, and the Prefect entertained General Zhang Qing at a feast.


  On the other side adjutants Ding Desun and Gong Wang were sent to Liangshan Marsh as prisoners.


  Song Jiang was conferring with Wu Yong and Lu Junyi when he said, ‘ I have read that during the Five Dynasties (A.D. 907) there was a man named Wang Yanzhang who defeated thirty-six generals in about an hour. Today this General Zhang Qing has done almost the same thing, having defeated fifteen of our leaders in about the same time. He is undoubtedly a doughty warrior. But it is evident that he depends a great deal on the assistance of his two adjutants, but as we have captured them we can capture him with some strategy.”


  “You need not worry about him,” said Wu Yong. “I have carefully noticed his method of fighting; I have long had a plan to capture him. We must now send all our wounded leaders back to Liangshan Marsh and then order Lu Da and four other leaders to arrange carts and boats to proceed by land and water to induce Zhang Qing into our trap.


  In the town General Zhang Qing said to the Prefect, “Although we have twice defeated the brigands yet we have not entirely crippled their activities. We must send spies to find out what they are doing.”


  This was done, and it was not long before a scout returned and reported, “On the northwest side there are about a hundred carts and about fifty boats on the river. They are evidently all loaded with rice, but I do not know where they came from—but they are approaching the town.”


  “I am afraid that this is some plot of those brigands,” said the Prefect. “We had better send a spy to find out whether it is really rice or not.’’


  This was done, and the following day the scout returned and reported, “The carts are covered with straw, but I saw some grain fell from the cart, and found that it was rice. The boats have covers over the hatches, but I could see the sacks inside evidently filled with rice.”


  “I will take soldiers tonight, and capture both those carts and boats,” said General Zhang Qing.


  The Prefect agreed to this, and arrangements were made accordingly. That night a thousand soldiers left the town very quietly. There was not much moonlight, but the sky was clear of clouds and the stars were numerous. After going about three li the advance guard saw a train of carts bearing a flag, “Grain for the Loyalty and Justice Hall at Liangshan Marsh,” General Zhang Qing saw Lu Da walking in front with his monk’s staff over his shoulder. Lu Da pretended not to be aware of the arrival of General Zhang Qing, and for the moment had forgotten about the stone that was to be expected. General Zhang Qing suddenly threw a stone, which struck Lu Da on the head, made a serious wound, and knocked him down. The soldiers now all shouted and rushed forward. Wu Song was there with a halberd, and abandoned the carts, and rushed to rescue Lu Da. General Zhang Qing seized the carts and was much pleased to find that they really contained rice, so he did not pursue Lu Da, but took the carts into the town with his men. He then left with his army for the South Gate, where from the wall he saw many boats on the river loaded with rice.


  He ordered the gate to be opened, and when they marched out they found there was a thick dark mist obscuring their view so that the men could hardly see each other. This was conjured up by Gongsun Sheng. General Zhang Qing decided to return, but was now uncertain as to which way to go. Just then there came loud shouts from the brigands, but he could not know where the brigands were. In trying to evade the brigands he found himself in the water, and was surrounded by brigand leaders who soon arrested him, and took him as prisoner to their camp. When this news was reported to Song Jiang he ordered a vigorous attack on the town.


  The Prefect found himself helpless. The city gate was open, and there was sound of bombs outside the town. The brigands were soon in the town, and at once took the prison and released Liu Tang. They also looted the public granary and treasury, and sent half of the rice and money to Liangshan Marsh on carts—the other half being distributed among the people. As the brigands had no fault to find with the Prefect they did not touch him. The leaders assembled in the yamen and General Zhang Qing was brought there as prisoner. Many of the leaders showed their anger at the General who had wounded many of their friends, and wished to have him executed. But Song Jiang advanced, and saluted him saying, “We offended you unintentionally, we ask you to forgive us.” He then conducted him to the hall. He had no sooner entered the hall than Lu Da with his head bandaged up, stepped forward with his monk’s staff to get his revenge. But Song Jiang intervened, and protected General Zhang Qing, who, seeing this exhibition of kindness to a defeated defenseless man, at once saluted Song Jiang and agreed to join the brigands.


  Song Jiang now took an oath, broke an arrow, and scattered a cup of wine on the ground, and said. “If we seek revenge Heaven will not support us.”


  Nobody could say a word against this, and they all agreed to abandon all ideas of revenge. There was soon general rejoicing at this auspicious climax. The next day they all departed for Liangshan Marsh.


  Before departing, however, General Zhang Qing introduced to Song Jiang a famous veterinary surgeon who had a double surname Huangfu and a personal name Duan. He knew all diseases of horses, and could cure any sickness by either medicine or needle. He was a Yuzhou man, and had green eyes and light colored beard. He looked like a barbarian, and had got the nickname, “Purple Bearded Uncle.” There was need for such a man at Liangshan Marsh, and he was duly enrolled. He took his family with him to the bandits’ stronghold.


  Upon reaching Liangshan Marsh an assembly was held in the Loyalty and Justice Hall, and there Song Jiang talked very friendly with the two adjutants who were prisoners, and they also agreed to join the band. The new recruits were made leaders, and this brought the total number of the leaders to 108. We will now recount the speech made to the assembled leaders by Song Jiang.


   


  Three dozen heavenly heroes replete,


  With earthly dozens six complete.


  



  CHAPTER 70

   

  A Stone Table Is Found with Heaven’s Commands in the Loyalty and Justice Hall


   


   


   


  WHEN the leaders who now numbered 108 were all assembled in the Loyalty and Justice Hall Song Jiang addressed them: “Since I escaped here as a consequence of some outrageous conduct at Jiangzhou I have ever been elected and supported as a leader by you heroic brothers. For that I shall always be grateful. Now I am very glad that we have assembled altogether 108 leaders. Since our late commander Chao Gai passed away we by the help of the spirits have always been victorious in every conflict. This has been due to no person’s ability but to the protection of Heaven. Some of our leaders have been imprisoned, and some wounded, but so far not a single one has been killed. There has never been such an assembly of heroes since the world began. We however have killed many men so I propose that we conduct a great sacrificial ceremony for the pacification of their souls, and also to thank Heaven and Earth for their great assistance to us. By this I wish you first get peace at heart. Second, I wish that the Emperor will forgive us our crimes, that we may volunteer ourselves to the service of our country. Thirdly, I wish the early reincarnation of our late leader Chao Gai into a Heavenly spirit so that we may always be with him. Lastly I wish that all those who lost their lives in our fighting will be profited by our prayers. What do you think of this proposal?”


  All the leaders approved of this, and Wu Yong said, “I think that the arrangements may be left to Gongsun Sheng, and we can get Taoist priests from everywhere to take part in the ceremony.” The 15th day of the fourth month was selected as the first of the seven days of prayers. Sufficient money was appropriated from the treasury to cover the expenses. When the day was drawing near they erected two large flag-staffs in front of the hall, and also a three-storied terrace for the use of the service. Inside the hall they had statutes of ten Taoist Heavenly Immortals, and on each side of them were the spirits of the Twenty Eight Constellations. The Ten Celestial Branches and the Twelve Heavenly Stems were drawn in the hall and outside was erected a sacrificial altar. Four idols were prepared, and dressed up as the Guardian Generals of Cui, Lu, Deng, and Dou. The Taoist priests invited for this service were altogether 49 including Gongsun Sheng and they duly arrived on the appointed date.


  Song Jiang and Lu Junyi took the leading part in the ceremony, and Wu Yong and all the other leaders were next to burn incense. Gongsun Sheng wrote the prayers which were distributed among the 48 priests for incantation. There were three services each day, and it took a whole week to finish the whole ceremony. On the last day about midnight Gongsun Sheng was on the first floor of the terrace, the 48 priests were on the second floor, while all the 108 leaders were on the third floor. All the brigands were kneeling around the terrace. They were all united in prayer to Heaven. About 1 A.M. a sharp noise was heard in the sky as though a huge piece of silk was being torn apart. Gazing upward the assembled mass saw in the sky a golden tray with two sides elongated. This was known as “Heaven’s Gates Opened,” or “Heaven’s Eyes Opened.” In the bright gap there shone a dazzling blaze of light. Circling around it were clouds of variegated colors. From the middle of the lights came a ball of fire which descended on the first floor of the terrace. It circled round the other two floors and then went to the south side where it disappeared. The Heaven’s Gates were now closed. The priests and leaders descended from the terrace. Song Jiang called for shovels and spades to dig the ground where the fire had disappeared. They had dug down only about three feet when they found a stone tablet on which characters were engraved. Orders were given for incense and paper to be offered to Heaven for this gift.


  The following day the stone tablet was examined, but nobody could decipher the characters which were evidently of very ancient style. But among the priests was one named He Xuantong who came forward and addressed Song Jiang, “At my home there is a very ancient book which might decipher these characters, and I have studied it a little.” He examined the characters carefully for some time, and then said that he thought they were the names of the heroes of Liangshan Marsh. Then turning to the right lateral side he made out the four characters, “Carrying out Heaven’s wish,” and on the other side were also four characters, “Loyalty and Justice Achieved.” On the top side there was a drawing of the Big Dipper. On the front of the stone were the names of the heroes which he said he could make out if Song Jiang permitted him. Song Jiang asked him to do this and hide nothing from him no matter what the message was. He then ordered Xiao Rang to prepare ink and paper, and write down what He Xuantong should decipher. The latter then deciphered one by one all the names of the 108 heroes of Liangshan Marsh, each of whom represented a star in the heaven.


  When this was all disclosed the leaders were astonished.


  Song Jiang addressed the assembly: “Who should know I, a humble clerk, am under a star, but you, my brothers, are also each under a star. Heaven evidently has intentionally brought us all together to uphold the rule of justice. Heaven has also given each of us our respective positions and responsibilities, so we can raise no disputes among us as to our duties.”


  All the leaders replied, “This is the Will of Heaven, and we will not disobey it.”


  Song Jiang paid the priests, and they all left the mountain. He then assigned each leader his duties and also quarters. These were clearly written out on paper, sealed, and handed to each man.


  Song Jiang addressed the assembled leaders and impressed upon them the extreme importance of loyalty. He then told them that they were now all bound together, and must live and die as one body and that they must all support him to act up to the Will of Heaven.


  All the assembled leaders took a solemn oath to observe these conditions and then all swore, “We are all united today, and so we will remain throughout this life. Any one among us who will turn out to be traitor or coward will be noticed by Heaven and Earth and be killed by sword or lightning and his soul will be banished to the afterlife forever, never to be reincarnated in human form. They then pledged each other in wine in which blood had been mixed. So was achieved this great assembly of heroes sworn to unite to uphold justice.


  That night Lu Junyi had a very dreadful dream in which he met a giant warrior who arrested him and brought him to a grand mansion where he and the other 107 leaders of Liangshan Marsh were examined and sentenced to death. On the point of being executed he happened to look upward as he dreamt, and saw a tablet on the top of the door with four big characters meaning, “Universal peace throughout this kingdom.”


   


  Mandarins lead an honest life,


       Great peace reigns in empire’s bounds;


  Far and wide no sound of strife,


       Elders pass their time at feasts.


  People rejoice and regard


       Music and proprieties as their heritage;


  They wish to voice their merriness,


       With lavish songs and joyous ballads.


  Graves of fathers, in trees’ shade,


       Hundred years pass, we’ll be dead;


  Emperor’s taxes being all paid,


       Sun’s as warm as fur coat.


  Zi Jian’s fame sounds in vain,


       Zhuangzi held official as ox;


  Verses written when I’m drunk,


      Attract no admiration when sung.
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