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THE GOLDEN WING
. The author of this book,
‘who returned in 1934 to
his native village in the
province of Fukien in South
.China, was struck by the
difference in development
lof two households with
which he had been closely
acquainted since his child-
hood. Twenty-five years
previously, the heads of
these households had been
equally prosperous business
partners; now the one’s
Jamily was large and at
the peak of its prosperity
—the other destitute. How
could two households,
which were once of equal
standing, have been so
transformed within little
more than a score of years?
To try and answer this
question, Lin Yueh-hwa has
written this book. He has

told the story of the two
amilies against the back-

ground of their community
'life and brought into focus
the forces, personal and
social, which govern the
Jate of man.
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FOREWORD

In the winter of 1934, I returned to the province of Fukien
in South China. I was extremely surprised, in my native village,
by the difference in the development of two households with
which T had been closely associated since my childhood. The
heads of these two households, Hwang Dunglin and Chang
Fenchow, were brothers-in-law. Twenty-five years ago they
were business partners and equally prosperous. Their newly-
built houses, standing within earshot of cach other, had long
been the subject of chattering praises by the travellers who
passed along the trading road that ran between the two big
residences. Now their situation was totally different. Dunglin
was enjoying the peak of his prosperity. He had many lineal
and collateral descendants ; he had acquired a certain amount
of fortune and fame. Fenchow was dead. In his house there
remained only his daughter-in-law, a widow and her adopted
sog. When I went back again for a second time, in 1937, I
found the house of Chang deserted and the widow lost in lone-
liness and poverty. She and her son had even been compelled
to return to their ancestral place far off among distant kinsfolk.

How could two households, which were once of equal standing,
have been so transformed by two entirely different fates within
only a little more than a score of years? How could it be?
I have been told by many persons that the rise and fall of a
family is determined by the good and evil of *“ wind and water .
Human will is nothing against the force of fate and fortune.
Must I believe this ?  Certainly not, for I am an educated man,
who must take his truth from life and not from fairy-tales. Then
what is the truth?

In telling of the fate of empires, or families, or individuals,
we deal with human relations. Can we ever understand these ?
Can we follow carefully year by year and day by day the changes
that take place in men and women when they adjust themselves
to one another? Can we ever learn the ways of fate otherwise ?
Take the smallest child : from the moment of his birth, he responds
to his paregts, his nurse, and his relatives. At the same time
they respond to him, little as he is. During all the time of
his growth, this child acts with others and the character of this
interaction provides the force that moulds him. Think what

ix



X FOREWORD

a continual process of adjustment and conditioning this must
be ! Scientists say now that human existence is thus a continual
process of learning to respond to stimulation. Man’s behaviour,
like that of all animals, is under the spell of these processes
that science has at last begun to describe. Here now are the
fates of these two related familics, the Chang and the Hwang.
What is their story, in the light of truth and circumstance, and
the events to which they had to adjust themselves, in order to
learn and to survive?

The nature of this study as stated involves the growth of a
viewpoint incorporated from many scholars and individuals with
whom I have made close contacts, both in China and abroad.
Mention can be made of only a few who have contributed, in
one way or other, to the progress of the work.

I owe, first of all, my initial training in sociology to Professor
Wu Wen-tsao of Yenching University at Peiping, whose instruct-
tion has constantly been my inspiration for researches in science.

My acknowledgment should be made to the grant of a
fellowship, 1937-40, by the Trustees of the Harvard-Yenching
Institute, without which my advanced studiecs at Harvard
University would not have been possible. To Professors
E. A. Hooton, A. M. Tozzer, C. S. Coon and Clyde Kluckhohn,
I owe my general training in ethnology and social anthropology.

In the preparation of this book, I am deeply indebted to
Drs. Eliot D. Chapple and Conrad M. Arensberg, who have
given invaluable advice and criticism. My friend Gabriel Lasker
has shown his utmost interest in its development. Special thanks
should also be made to Messrs. Bruno Lasker and William
L. Holland of the Institute of Pacific Relations, who have read
the manuscript and rendered assistance to bring it to publication.

I wish to acknowledge my gratitude to Professor Raymond
Firth of London University, who writes an Introduction to the
book. My friend, Mrs. Douglas N. Sargent, has helped to
polish the English during the revision of the manuscript in
Chengtu. Much credit should go to my wife, Jao Yusu, who,
in years abroad as well as at home, has most helpfully criticized
my work.

DePARTMENT OF SocroLogy,
YENCHING UNIVERsITY, CHENGTU.



INTRODUCTION
By
ProressoR Ravymonp FirTH

The Golden Wing is a sociological study written in the form
of a novel. Its theme is refreshingly simple in conception—
but like the painting of a bamboo lcaf, its austere form conceals
a high degree of art. The story sets out to examine why, of two
families living side by side in a Fukicn village, and related by
kinship and business interests, one should continue to prosper
through adversity and the other should first flourish and then
decline. Its central character is the head of the first family,
Hwang Dunglin. No hero, he is nevertheless emblematic of the
industry, thrift, business acumen and toughness of the best type
of Chinese peasant. ‘The Golden Wing ”, the house that he
built, was so named because the side of a nearby mountain that
resembled a pheasant stretched round like a wing towards the
new dwelling. In terms of “ wind and water —a traditional
part of the Chinese geomancer’s art—this might well have made
the family prosper. But to the sociologist the influences are of
another kind. Chance in the form of accident—a sudden death ;
a meeting with an old school friend ; the happy discovery of a
document which wins a lawsuit—plays some part. But the real
destiny is that which every man carries within his own bosom—
that with which all great dramatists and novelists, as a Euripedes
or a Dostoievsky, have presented us. A man’s choice of good or
evil, wisdom or foolishness, really depends not on the whim or
chance of the moment, but on all those previous inclinations and
habits of himself and others which so weigh down the scale that
in reality the issue has been chosen long before. As Professor
Lin puts it in other terms : “ For the ¢ Heavenly Gods’> we can
nowadays read human beings themselves and for ¢ Fate > human
society.”

The author is faced by the problem inherent in all serious
litcrature, of rendering the general through analysis of the par-
ticular. He has deliberately set himself the task of examining
and illustrating a social process by recounting a chain of events
in the lives of small groups of individuals. Only occasionally,
therefore, is he at liberty to couch what he has to say in abstract
terms. But he has most successfully avoided the obvious danger

xi
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—of making his narrative no more than a pedestrian chronicle
of some obscure Chinese villagers. On the contrary, he has
managed with skill to lift the story on to the plane of true socio-
logical interest, and to make almost every event the epitome of
some process in Oriental rural society. The method Professor
Lin has chosen, moreover, docs not merely attract the interest of
the reader. It also has the advantage of freeing him from some
of the ordinary rules of scientific procedure, not least from the
obligations of documentation which normally weigh upon the
sociologist or historian. The author can tell us what every
character did or said—whether in the medicine store, the inner
chamber, or the bandit’s stronghold—with as much assurancc as
if he had been by their side. He can even pry into the recesses
of their minds and explain their present motives and their
past feclings. How truc is all this? we must ask. I fancy
Professor Lin would not shirk this question, but would point out,
as he has hinted in his Foreword, that he is writing of his own
village, of pcople he knew in boyhood and in later life ; that if
he was not always by their side, at least he had often been in
similar situations. TFor example, one may perhaps be allowed
to think that the author himself has passed through some of the
experiences he describes—those of a scholar leaving his native
land, studying abroad, and then returning with enhanced
reputation to take up positions of responsibility. However, no
matter what may be the combination of faithful observation
with imaginative reconstruction, the skill is such that the events
of the story bear the stamp of authenticity.

But I have not been asked to write this preface in order to
vouch for the correctness of the author’s material and the
adequacy of his generalizations. For this, his early association
with Professor Wu Wen-tsao and his own reputation are suffi-
cient evidence. My roéle is only to give a few words of appre-
ciation as a colleague who has not yet had the opportunity of
working in China, but who has long been interested in studies
of Chinese culture, and has shared the general admiration of the
democratic world for the struggle of the Chinese people, including
the academic groups, against the invader.

I have found the narrative and accompanying analysis absorb-
ing. One is accustomed in the conversation of ope’s Chinese
colleagues and friends in this country to delight in their polite
but pithy observations on English social life, and in the novel
angle from which they view our admittedly at times somewhat
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eccentric behaviour. One senses also a certain dispassionateness
and objectivity in their judgement of affairs in general—even
when those affairs may be events in their own war-torn country.
Westcrn readers already have some acquaintance with fictional
or real Chinese family biography, mirroring also the changes
that have taken place in China as a whole. Translations such
as the Red Chamber Dream, original tales such as The Good Earth
and its successors, or the still more charming House of Exile, have
given us vivid portrayals of various aspects of Chinese social life.
But one has long wished that to these could be added the work
of Chinese scholars, familiar from childhood as participants in
the scenes they describe as well as versed in the disciplines of
modern social science. Here we have one such story.

For all its natural style the tale has been carcfully rounded
out, one suspects, by systematic study and orderly presentation
of the different facets of the community life. This material is
extremely rich, since the author has taken the occasion to develop
the analysis of a full set of institutional relationships around events
—even quite small ones—in the lives of his characters. The
provision of timber for Hwang Dunglin’s new house involves
him in a dispute which becomes a peg on which to hang an
exemplification of the local system of law and justice ; dissension
between two brothers provides the basis for an analysis of the
processes of ““ division of family * which breaks up a corporate
household and lineage into smaller autonomous groups. One
by one other important aspects of the social life appear in the
same apparently artless way—the agricultural cycle ; a wedding ;
a funeral ; the workings of the stcamboat company, or even,
unhappily, those of a system of banditry.

Throughout all this analysis one becomes more and more
conscious how unreal is the conventional view of Chinese family
and other institutional lifc as a placid affair, rigidly restrained
from personal exuberance by rules of politeness, filial obedience,
respect for old age, and other social and ritual conventions.
These rules do opcrate, but side by side with them expression of
individual personality takes a very definite and sometimes even
violent form. Of the many features illustrating this, one may be
cited. As against thec common view of the Chinese woman as
a suppressed being, subordinate to her menfolk and her mother-
in-law in ways which render her almost a chattel, we are given
here examples of a woman with money of her own, investing it
in business ; of sisters-in-law fighting beyond the control of their
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husbands’ uncle ; of a man being nagged by his own wife for
defending his daughter-in-law ; of a daughter-in-law committing
such outrageous acts as chasing her husband round the room
with a knife and slashing the wrist of an aged relative who inter-
feres. That such breaches of filial regard are not to be taken as
unique is shown by the emergence of similar themes in the rela-
tions between younger and elder brothers and nephews and
uncles, while passing reference is also made to a breach of clan
exogamy rule and to a threatened breach of a rule of generation
endogamy. It is true that the total picture of Chinese society so
presented is one where every effort is made to heal a breach of
rules or social relations, and where the mechanisms of healing
are themselves elaborate, well known and almost codified. The
effect of this to a Western rcader is of a very tortuous social
process, but as every anthropologist knows, this is an impression
which tends to disappear as one becomes used to the procedure.
All this may be no novelty to one who knows China, nor to the
social anthropologist, to whom the discrepancy between theory
and practice, between rule and its observance, is almost a standard
hypothesis. But it does provide onc set of data which will help
to destroy any remaining legend of Chinese impassivity and
inscrutability in social affairs.

An interesting question for the social scientist is raised by the
integrative concepts with the aid of which Professor Lin binds
together the varied materials of his story. The concept which
he favours most and which he elaborates in theoretical form in
his final chapter, is that a system of human rclations is in a
constant state of balance, or equilibrium. This equilibrium is
disturbed from time to time by external forces and a new equili-
brium is later set up. ‘ Human life swings between balance
and disturbance, between equilibrium and disequilibrium.”
Such an integrative concept is, of course, but one of a number
of possible ways of attempting to comprehend and represent a
complex reality, and it is still a subject of discussion by social
scientists. Some may ask, for instance, whether such a view
of states of equilibrium, derived by analogy from the physical
sciences, is not an over-simplification—whether such states are
in fact ever attained. It may be argued that social activity is
characterized by antagonism of forces working simultaneously
for and against a balance, which is never reached. Again,
using the concept, could one not distinguish between the attain-
ment and preservation of personal or psychological equilibrium
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and that of group or social equilibrium? The former may be
maintained when the latter is destroyed, as in the moving last
scene of the novel, when the old man preserves his calm and his
sense of the real issues of life amid the roar of a Japanese ’plane.
But that sociologists may wish to enter into such arguments is
itself a tribute to the stimulus of the book.

Above all, Professor Lin has admirably shown that the changes
which take place in the two families he has chosen for analysis
are not haphazard, but are illustrations of general principles
which are of importance for an understanding of social processes.
And even to the reader who is interested more in the story than
in the underlying sociology, The Golden Wing will appeal as a
dramatic novel of rich experience, giving a calm, dispassionate
analysis of moral issues, yet infused with a broad sympathy.
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THE GOLDEN WING

CHAPTER I
DUNGLIN’S EARLY LIFE

Once when Hwang Dunglin’s grandfather was still alive,
a tax collector came to the village of Hwang and did some
injustice to a family there. Dunglin’s grandfather was a forth-
right man. He beat upon a gong to call up the men of the
clan in order to resist the tax collector and his men.  If apologies
had not been made right then, there would certainly have been
a bloody battle. Since then the Hwang village has had a title.
It is called ‘‘ the barbaric village >’.

The barbaric village lies on the lower slopes of the lofty
grecen mass of Pheasant Mountain. Below the village there
is a valley cradled by precipitous mountains. Several hundred
inhabitants, whose main occupation is to cultivate the rich soil
on the gentle slopes and level surfaces, dwell in the valley. The
black forest stretches up the steep hillsides above them. When-
cver the skies arc cloudless and clear, if one looks sharply amid
the verdant splendour on the lower half of Pheasant Mountain,
one can detect roof-tops covered with grey tiles that overlap
onc another like the scales of a fish.

A great trading road, which passes just below the village,
leads westward only two miles to the river port of Hookow,
where boats sail downstream to the coastal city of Foochow.
Eastward this same trading road leads from the village to the
district city, Kutien, a distance of twenty-five miles. The road
is called the Western Road because it leads off to the west from
this district city. Transport between Hookow and Kutien, be-
[ore the road was widened into a public highway for buses,
was very difficult. People used to carry their goods along the
road in bags and baskets suspended on shoulder-poles. Many
of these people, trading and carrying their goods, used to stop
for a rest in the tcashop of the Hwang village, sitting there for
a good whilc each trip, and gossiping of the happenings of the
district.

Hwang Dunglin’s grandfather, the stubborn man who routed
the tax collector, was a farmer who acquired a certain reputation
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by his hard work and an accumulation of wealth. He had
three sons, of whom Dunglin’s own father was the eldest. When
the young Dunglin was four years old, his father, the eldest son,
died suddenly at the age of twenty-cight. The little boy’s
mother never remarried. She took care of her four children,
two sons and two daughters, and lived on with their grand-
father. The old man was especially fond of Dunglin, who was
his youngest grandchild. He often said the boy had the kind
of face that destined prosperity for him in later life. The boy’s
face was square with wide, bright cyes and long, thick ears.
In later life it was the face of a merchant—quick, shrewd, and
a little hard.

When Dunglin was fourteen, the old man died. It was the
first time the boy had experienced grief. He was very much
shaken by his grandfather’s death. When alive, the old man
used to take him to visit friends and relatives, to walk with
him across the ficlds, and to tell him legends and folk stories.
The ties between these two were very close. The boy learned
a great deal of life and of old tales from the old man, and the
old man lcaned on him as a constant companion, young as he was.

There is no reason then to be surprised that Dunglin was so
upset. The pattern of his life was rudely dislocated. Our lives,
after all, can be coldly charted out. The circle of our daily
associations is like a delicately-poised network of bamboo sticks
tautly connected by elastic rubber bands. Pull one band too
hard, to the snapping point, and the whole network tumbles
into ruin.  Each tautly connected stick is one of the human beings
to whom our life has tied us. Pull one of them completely away,
and we tumble, too, in pain, to ruin, and all the ties go temporarily
slack.

Thus it was with young Dunglin. For more than a year he
mourned his grandfather. But gradually his life with his mother
and his elder brother pulled him back to normal again.

His elder brother was Hwang Dungmin, now the head of
the family, the eldest male. Dungmin was a hard, earnest,
and able young man. He threw all his energies into workmg
the meagre land inherited from his ancestors. All day long he
worked very hard in the fields, even though his brother Dunglin
was too lazy to work with him.

With the deaths of father and grandf’tther the family
declined. The farms the grandfather had acquired had been
divided into three sections, Dunglin’s two uncles, his father’s
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brothers, taking their shares. Even though all who remained
worked as hard as they could, the produce from the meagre
land could hardly support a family that still numbered seven
people. For there were still the two brothers, their mother, and
though the two girls had married and gone off, Dungmin now
had a wife of his own and three small children.

As the family’s means dwindled, they postponed the expensive
ceremony of burying their grandparents, and left their remains
in their coffins in a cabin on the farm. Likewise, they were
forced to postpone Dunglin’s marrying, for though he was now
at the marrying age, he could not take a wife in the face of
the family poverty.

Under the pressure of such a fate, the Hwang family was
either doomed to further decline until it reached its ultimate
ruin, or a new horizon had to open up. Let us see the new
adjustment that took place. Its agent was Hwang Dunglin.

Dunglin was restive now under the urgings of his mother
and his brother Dungmin. They kept plaguing him to work
but paid no attention to his nceds. Dungmin openly declared
his brother was a laggard and dullard and would never get a
wife. Under this goading he began to hang about with the
people who ran the teashop on the trading road and with the
travellers who rested there.

In the teashop on the trading road, Dunglin noticed that
the passers-by nceded some sort of refreshment when they took
their rest. He suggested to the shopkeeper that he sell them
peanuts. But he got no support, and the selling of peanuts did
not materialize until one day Dunglin won several dollars at
gambling with the local village toughs. With this money he
bought raw peanuts from a farmer of the neighbourhood. For
two or thrce years thereafter he carried on his peanut selling.
He often slept in the shop instead of going home. He made
friends with the shopkeeper, the traders, and the village toughs.

This shifting of his life from family to teashop broadened
Dunglin’s contact with the world. It gave him a little release
from too close surveillance at home and found him a new place
among the teashop people.

One day, when he was sitting beside his peanut stall, he
noticed a man approaching. It was his brother-in-law, Chang
Fenchow, his eldest sister’s husband. Chang was an old-
fashioned Chinese doctor who often practised in the villages.
His native village was Chenyang, up on the mountain beside
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the Western Road, midway between the district city of Kutien
and the town of Hookow.

As Chang Fenchow came near, Dunglin stood up and they
greeted each other. After a brief interchange of conversation
about business, Dunglin invited his brother-in-law to his house,
where they spent a day and a night, talking about setting up
a store in order to make some money. Fenchow told him
how promising enterprises were springing up in the town of
Hookow where the population was increasing and the people
gathering to exchange their goods. On hearing the ncws,
Dunglin was only too glad to ask his brother-in-law to draw
up a definite plan for the storc. He offered all the capital he
had gained from the selling of peanuts. Chang Fenchow was
really interested only in setting up a medicine shop, in which
he could practise healing and sell medicines. But Hwang
Dunglin insisted he add some other lines such as wine and peanuts.
In the end the point was agreed upon.

The project planncd by the brothers-in-law was not rcalized,
however, until half a year later. During all this time Dunglin
and Fenchow went to call on cach other very often, for they
not only planned the use of their capital but they also threshed
out the details for managing the store.

They visited Hookow. The town, as we have said, is a
river port, but situated in a valley pocket so that it cannot be
seen from the river. The stream, which flows parallel to the
Western Road from the district city, joins the river at the left
foot of Hookow Mountain where the slopes are steep. The
port thus finds its wharf at the right foot of the same mountain.
From the wharf the stone steps lead upward to the mountain
gorge where the main street begins. This strcet descends
gradually by stone steps for some distance, extends into the
heart of the town and ends at a triangular picce of ground
before the town temple. Eastward from the temple the Western
Road goes off, and south-castward across a bridge over the
stream a road runs downward along thc far bank of the Min
River, the river along which the history of the province, its
trade and commerce and its life blood flow.

After looking around the town, Dunglin and Fenchow rented
a place midway along the main strect. It cost them fifty dollars
a year. It consisted of a main hall with an earthen floor, a
counter with a platform, a small room at the back of the counter,
an earthen stairway leading to an upper room used for storage,
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and a kitchen at the rear. In the main hall they placed the
medicine cases and boxes on the left and the big wine bottles,
peanut bags, and other utensils on the right.

When the store opened there were four persons working in it.
Although these four observed no strict division of labour, yet
they did have somewhat different tasks. Fenchow, the senior
partner, was naturally the general manager. At the same time
he did most of the work dispensing medicine. He also went
out often to practisc his healing. Dunglin, though a partner of
Fenchow, acted more likc an employece. He was strong and
healthy and thus willing to do all the hard labour in the store.
Chang Mowkwei, the eldest son of Fenchow, though a boy of
only twelve years old, acted as accountant and did other chores.
A man named Yao Yunseng was cook and apprentice.

The store soon began to work smoothly and systematically.
The four persons fell into an casy co-ordination. Usually a
customer would come into the shop and ask the price of wine.
When Dunglin gave him his answer he would buy or go away.
But very often he would want to sce the head man, Chang
Fenchow, in order to get him to reducc the price. After a long
argument back and forth, when they arrived at an agrecment,
Fenchow would turn to Dunglin and ask him to pour out as
much wine as the customer wanted. While Dunglin was
measuring the amount on the scale, he would call it out in a
loud voice. The accountant, Mowkwei, would write it down.
Then the customer would go up to the counter and ask the
accountant how much he was to pay. While the customer
was paying his money, Dunglin would pour the wine into the
customer’s pot or bottle. Then the customer would come over
again to Dunglin, who handed him his bottle. They would say
good-bye, and the customer go out.

This was the normal way the store worked, but it was not
thc only way. Sometimes Fenchow might be absent, and
Dunglin was then the final determiner of the price. Sometimes
Dunglin might be engaged in other business, and then Fenchow
or Mowkwei would become the measurer of the wine. Even
the apprentice could measure the wine, if he were asked. But
usually he did only the cooking, carrying water, washing, sweep-
ing the floos, and running errands.

The new wineshop took Dunglin from the Hwang village to
the town of Hookow. It cut him off from the people of the
teashop and separated him almost completely from his family.
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Occasionally his brother Dungmin came to town to see him and
to buy things for their mother and the family. But Dunglin
himself seldom went home at all. For the time being the shop,
not the family, became the centre of his life. The wine and
goods for sale, and the dealing with customers, gave occasion
for a bustle and an activity that filled his days. For the first
time since his grandfather’s death Dunglin’s hours were fully
occupied.

But while Dunglin was busy in the store, he could not help
but notice the rapid growth of the life of the town outside the
door. The people were flocking into Hookow from all directions,
from places both inside and outside the district boundaries.
Many new stores were going up. Junks were sailing more often
on the Min River between the town of Hookow and the city of
Foochow. At this period the Western Road became more
convenient for trade and commerce than the once prosperous
Southern Road that connected the river port of Shuikow with
the district city of Kutien, because the Southern Road was
mountainous and had become the haunt of bandits who
plundered the passers-by.

With business increasing and the town growing prosperous,
Fenchow and Dunglin began to grow interested in expanding
their store. In those days the most important commoditics
transported from the coastal city of Foochow to the inland towns
were salt and salt fish. Salt was a government monopoly, but
the merchants of the town could buy the salt fish in the Foochow
city markets and bring them in for sale to the townspeople and
the villagers. In turn the villages and towns supplied Foochow
with rice, the most important staple food of South China. The
peasants from the villages along the Western Road used to
transport their rice to Hookow, where they sold it to the rice
stores, from which the merchants shipped it in quantity on to
Foochow.

Many stores in Hookow dealt in both salt fish and rice, buy-
ing the rice in from the peasants and selling them salt fish in
return. Consequently, the partners decided to expand their
shop by adding these lines. By this step, their store carried
more business, but to make it possible, they had to arrange
connections in Foochow.

Dunglin was twenty-two years of age, a tall and handsome
young man, when he first went to the city of Foochow. He
went on board a junk with two of his friends, Cheng Lugo and
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Wang Yiyang. Yiyang had been a pedlar of ducks along the
Western Road and Dunglin knew him from his peanut-selling
days at the tcashop in the Hwang village. But before Dunglin
had ever set up his shop in Hookow, Wang Yiyang had grown
from a pedlar to a merchant of salt fish and rice, in a store set
up by himself and his brothers. He had already gone to
Foochow several times, and so knew many people there. The
other companion, Cheng Lugo, was a native of the city and
had a shop in Hookow sclling seafood, cloth, candles and other
things. His shop was right across the street from Dunglin and
I'enchow’s store.

Alter three days of sailing, they arrived at Foochow, eighty
miles from the town of Hookow. The city is situated at the
centre of a plain or basin, in arca about three hundred square
miles, walled by high, steep mountains. The Min River, flow-
ing from west to east, cuts across this basin, dividing at Nantai
Island which breaks the river into two branches. The northern
branch runs through the Hungsan Bridge and the Long Life
Bridge and mcets the southern branch again at the point of
Lo Star Pagoda. Thc Long Life Bridge, fourteen hundred
feet in length, is famous. It was first built of stones in the eleventh
century and recbuilt of cement in 1931. It connects the main
part of the city with Nantai Island, where stand many foreign
shops and banks, missionary schools, and consulates, also the
main post office and custom house.

In Foochow, Yiyang and Lugo introduced Dunglin to some
fish-shop owners in Pavilion Strect, whose southern end runs
into the Long Life Bridge leading to Nantai Island. The street
was given over to shops specializing in salt fish, for it was near
the wharf from which the fish could be shipped in from the coast
upstream past Lo Star Pagoda. From the shops of Pavilion
Street, Dunglin bought various kinds of fish, which he stored
temporarily in a warchouse, waiting for boats to take them up
to Hookow. He lived at the warchouse and went out through
the city every day to look over the business of the city, following
the changing prices of fish, and visiting friends and business
acquaintances. Each night he wrote his partner Fenchow a
report of the state of the market and gave him the fish prices.
In turn Fenghow wrote to him telling him what fish were in
demand at Hookow and what prices they would get.

After a stay of nearly a year or so in Foochow, Dunglin
became accustomed to the business life there and knew better



8 THE GOLDEN WING

the mechanics of commerce. As he often experienced difficulty
in getting money from his store in Hookow, he talked one day
with Yiyang about making connections with the native banks.
Wang was already associated with two or three of these banks.
He went therefore with Dunglin to one of them known as the
Tienchi Bank. On meeting the owner, Wang introduced
Dunglin and suggested opening an account for the Hookow
store Dunglin represented. On looking at young Dunglin, who
seemed a man of enterprising spirit, the bank owner was willing
to do so. Furthermore, Wang had been associated with him
for many years and they had a great deal of confidence in one
another. This first connection with a city bank was to mean a
great deal in the future development of the store.

A little explanation may be nceded about the native banks.
These banks did not necessarily have much capital. There
were many of them before the establishment of a modern banking
system. They issued their own banknotes, in denominations of
one dollar, two dollars, five dollars, and sometimes of ten. On
the face of notes the name of the issuing bank was printed. But
the statement of the amount of the note was left blank, to be
filled in by an officer of the issuing bank, in order to avoid
forgeries. The banks also carried accounts with different
merchants and traders, with the understanding that these clients
could overdraw up to the amount of their deposits. This loan,
or debit, was to be repaid within a certain time, usually not
later than a fortnight.

With his connection with the Tienchi Bank, Hwang Dunglin
found business much easier. From then on he no longer had
to have cash on hand when he ordered fish from the shops in
Pavilion Street. He would buy on short-term credit and tell
the labourers to carry his fish to the warechouse without further
ado. The shops settled their accounts twice a month.

All this time Dunglin had also to arrange the transport of
the fish from the warchouse to Hookow. There were about
twenty junks that plied back and forth between the town and
Foochow city. Each junk was owned by a family who carried
on the job generation by generation. These junks carried the
rice down the Min River.

The junk men and the shopkeepers of Hookow were business
associates, depending upon each other to carry on trade. On
each trip on the river the junks carried goods for the stores they
were connected with following arrangements made between the
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junk owner and the representatives of the inland stores in
Foochow.

Another class of people with whom Hwang came into contact,
and whom he came to know, were the transport coolies. There
were thousands of them, waiting on the wharves or walking the
streets in Foochow, looking for casual jobs. It was these coolies,
wearing bamboo hats and clothed in rags, who carried salt fish
from Pavilion Street to the warchouse. It was they who carried
it again from the warehouse to the junks scheduled to sail up-
river to Hookow. Yet these two groups of coolies, those who
did the one job, and those who did the other, never competed or
interfered with cach other. Each group had its own monopoly.
A coolie who carried fish from fish shop to warehouse could not
carry it from the warehousc to the junks. Any intrusion of a
mecmber of one group on the territory of the other always led
to fighting. But the rclations between these coolies and the
dealers such as Hwang Dunglin, ending impersonally each day
when the coolics were paid off, were limited to their work. So
Dunglin never came to know these men cxcept as labourers.

The varied life of the city spelled further change in Dunglin’s
lifc. He was cut off almost entirely from his family and his
village. Though he was still the business partner and agent of
Chang Fenchow, his brother-in-law in the store at home in
Hookow, yet he became more and more absorbed in his life as a
fish dealer in Foochow. His new life took him increasingly
into the stores on Pavilion Street, into the banks like the
Tienchi, among the associates of Wang Yiyang, among the
owners and captains of the junks, and the noisy transport coolies.
Occasionally nostalgia turned his thoughts homeward for a
moment, to the lifc of the farm and the village under green
Pheasant Mountain, and the paths he had walked in his boyhood
at his grandfather’s side. But most of the time his days were
filled with business and with city life. 'The buying and selling,
the coming and going, the bargaining and conferring about
trade in fish became a balanced, even life for him in which he
found himself active and content. On that day twice a month
when all the shops settled their accounts, Dunglin would walk
into the Tienchi Bank and draw out his money. He would go
down to the* warchouse and there pay off the clerks sent by all
the fish shops to settle his accounts. He could sit there in the
satisfaction of having met his debts and having acquitted himself
well and strongly in the struggle to keep the business going day
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after day and fortnight after fortnight. He could feel that in
the endless stream of fish and rice going up and down the river,
and in the endless effort he must make to meet his debts, arrange
for new credits, and make the profit on his buying and selling
that would help keep the stream of commerce flowing, he had
achieved that satisfaction that comes to a man adjusted to the
world he must inhabit.

In his leisure time Dunglin often went out with Cheng Lugo,
who was very much at home in the city. Once they went to
one of the near-by warm springs to bathe. Beside a group of
volcanic springs bathing houses had been built. These houses
acted as a sort of club, an important social institution in fact,
as all sorts of people went there to take baths and talk business.
On this visit, while Dunglin and Lugo lay resting on their long
chairs after a bath, they began to talk lazily. Lugo took the
opportunity to tell Dunglin he should get married.

“You are just the right age,” he said. ‘“ There is a family
of my own name living in the village of Chaotien. This Cheng
family has two young daughters about twenty years old who are
expected to marry soon.”

Dunglin replied, ‘I have heard of them, but I should have
to know more about the real situation of that family before I
could take your suggestion seriously.”

Knowing thus that Dunglin was interested in the Cheng
family, Lugo came again several days later with the information.

“ The father of the Cheng girls is a peasant, but he has a
smattering of education in the classics. He has three sons
besides the two daughters. It is a ‘clear and white’ family,
neither rich nor poor. The first daughter is the best, for she is
clever, diligent, filial, honest and capable.”

Hwang said, * That is the very kind of wife I would like.”

When Dunglin returned to Hookow, he made further inquiry
about the Cheng family. As soon as the discussion began to
take shape, Dunglin went home to ask the advice of his family.
He laid the matter before his uncle Hwang Yuhun, now the only
surviving male member of the elder generation of his lineage,
and also before his mother and brother. They made no objec-
tion, and a betrothal was effected between the two families.

During these years, Dunglin travelled often between Hookow
and Foochow. Once when he was on a boat crossing the river,
his boat arrived outside Chaotien village, which is situated on
the bank of the Min River, ten miles downstream from Hookow.
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He happened to be talking with another passenger, an old man,
who sat beside him. As the boat drew in, he learned that the
old man was his future father-in-law. But he dared not introduce
himself. During their conversation the old man asked Dunglin
what his native place was. On learning that, he asked about
Hwang Dunglin. Dunglin was in a quandary. Tradition dis-
couraged all contact between a young man and his fiancée’s
family before the marriage took place. So he found himself
forced to say that the Hwang the old man asked about was his
brother. On hearing this the old man immediately invited him
to his house. But Dunglin, now in a deeper quandary still, was
forced to refuse. Had he told his real identity, he could not
have refused the invitation without great discourtesy. But if he
accepted, even under false colours, he would be impolitely
intruding in the house where his future wife dwelt !

Dunglin was twenty-four when he marricd. Yet he had
proved himself a mature man. The fact that he chose his wife
himself and conducted the arrangement through a friend of his
own age and generation made his marriage very exceptional in
the village. Ordinarily, a proposal of marriage began only on
the initiative of a family head, and thc betrothal and wedding
were both arranged by older people. But since his brother
Dungmin, the formal head of his own family, had long ago
publicly despaired of his getting a wife, and had washed his
hands of his responsibility, Dunglin had decided to make his
own arrangements. Public opinion in the village offered no
objection. His success in the business world made the elders
look upon him as a man with a future.

Dunglin after his marriage went back to work in the original
store at home in Hookow, and his position as fish dealer and
representative in the city fell to Chang Fenchow’s eldest son,
Mowkwei. At home Dunglin took ever more responsibility in
fish-selling and rice-buying, while Fenchow devoted most of his
time to the sale of medicines and healing. They dropped their
original business of selling wine and peanuts and concentrated
on the three lines of fish, rice and medicine. Of course, more
men were employed in the store : an accountant, and some
clerks and apprentices.

At homeeagain in the store, Dunglin often wrote to Mowkwei
about what he had learned of the mechanics of commerce during
his years of experience in Foochow. He liked to drop in across
the street to Lugo’s shop in order to enjoy a cup of tea there.
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When the annual festivals came, with all the village world
renewing its ties of home and family, Dunglin had merely to
walk out of the store, carrying two bags of gifts for the occasion,
and go home. Once more he could take his meals with his
family, with his mother, his brother, his sister-in-law, his wife
and his nephews and nieces. He was home again from the
outer world, a man of substance among his own kind.



CHAPTER 1I
EMERGING FROM POVERTY

Accustomed as Hwang Dunglin was to the life of the storc
in the town, he was nevertheless not totally indifferent to the
agricultural life of his people and the work of his brother Dungmin
at home in the village. Round the table at family gatherings,
at the festival seasons or on special occasions, the Hwang brothers
discussed both business and farming. They talked about the
seasonal rains and water for irrigation ; they planned ploughing
and hoeing the ficlds, sowing and harvesting the crops and paying
the taxes and rents. As the family had not been officially
divided, the capital and money income of the store, as well as
the family lands and their produce, were still common property,
bclonging to both the brothers. Thus the two young men took
an interest in each other’s work and planned together for the
good of the whole family.

Occasionally Dunglin took up a hoe and walked around the
ficlds in order to help his brother look for water, as all the farmers
must do in the irrigation seasons. After several years of having
been away from farming he came now to look upon the grecn
ficlds with much affection. Strolling along the footpaths between
the fields, in the quiet and peaceful atmosphere where the singing
birds in the woods and the murmuring waters in the ravines
made a natural music, he felt very much released in heart after
the strident, bustling life of the town.

The Hwang brothers were tenants, though they had a certain
kind of ownership of their land. Under the local laws of land
tenure, the ownership of land assumes different forms. The
landlord owns the ‘‘ bottom >’ or subsoil of the land and has a
right to collect the ground rents. He is legally holder of title
to the land and his name is registered with the government, to
whom he pays the taxes on the land. But the man in possession
of the land itself, the ‘root-holder” as he is called by the
villagers, has the right of permanent occupation. The word
““root ”’ obviously signifies that part of the land, the soil, where
the roots of grops grow. These leaseholders or ‘‘ root-holders *’
usually farm for themselves, in which case they are called “ self-
tenant ’ farmers. Yet sometimes a ‘‘ root-holder ”’ may lease
his permanent tenancy to another farmer, giving to him a

13
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temporary right of cultivation. The sub-tenant farmer would
then have to pay rent to the leaseholder.

This system is called locally the ‘‘bottom-root-tenant”’
system of land tenure. The landlord, who owns the ‘‘ bottom *
usually gets one-half of the produce as his ground-rent, while
the *“ root-holder ** gets a quarter for his interest, and the tenant,
the actual working farmer, gets another quarter. The distribu-
tion is, however, not absolute, and much variation can be found.
Theoretically only the landlords pay the taxes, but sometimes
the leaseholders are forced to pay also. The leaseholders’ taxcs
are called the “small taxes”, to distinguish them from the
‘“large taxes’ paid by the landlords.

The Hwang brothers, then, were ¢ self-tenant > farmers, that
is, leaseholders working their land themselves, like most of the
people in the village, and their landlords dwelt in the city of
Kutien and the town of Hookow. At harvest-time, the land-
lords sent their agents to the village to collect rents in kind.
During the years after his return home, Dunglin would hasten
back from his storc when the landlords’ stewards came and
entertain them in an urbane and careful manner. His city
training had made a difference in his manners. As the stewards
grew more and more impressed by the conversation and the
manner of Dunglin, they came to behave somewhat more
restrainedly, and after a time they were no longer so harsh as
they had been previously.

So fate worked out a nicely balanced programme for Dunglin
during the early years after his marriage. He went to and fro
between his shop and home. The expanding store stimulated
him and took up most of his time in business. Yet the pull of a
growing family and an active home life often drew him out of
the noisy, hurried shop where he gave so many hours to bargain-
ing, calculating, giving orders, and much talk. A birth, a
ceremonial, a religious scrvice, a harvest, a festival, cach was an
‘excuse to walk homeward to his native village. This relaxation
with his clan renewed his energy for a new trial in his business
transactions. The changes between home and store, between
village and town, between farm life and business, in short,
between peace and struggle, gave Dunglin the most balanced
existence that he had ever enjoyed.

Yet this balance of life did not last long. The Hwang
brothers soon divided up their family property. They set up
two separate hearths with only their mother as a connecting link
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between the two households. The new arrangement meant a
new burden upon each family. Mrs. Hwang, Dunglin’s wifc,
found herself toiling carly and late to keep the new smaller
household going and to take care by herself of a small daughter
and a baby son.

Hardly a year after this division of the family, Dungmin
suddenly got very ill. His brother Dunglin had to leave his
business and come home. The old doctor, Chang Fenchow,
their brother-in-law, was immediately called in. Several medi-
cines had been tried, but with no effect. Yet one day after he
had lain ill for a considerable time, Dungmin suddenly vomited
all the medicines that he had had, and announced he felt quite
well again. He got up and recited to the people around him a
vision he had just had.

“T left the house and walked to the underworld,” he said.
“ Hardly had I arrived at the gate of the city of Kutien, when
I met my grandfather, walking with a bamboo stick. As soon
as I got near him, he raised his stick to punish me, and ordered
me to come back at once. That is why I am still here now. I
shall not die.”

But Dungmin’s vision was borne out in reality for only three
days more. On the fourth day he lay down again and quietly
passed away. He left his wife, Aunt Lin, and four children,
two sons and two daughters. His cldest son was then only
eleven years old.

Dungmin’s funeral was held immediatcly, and he was buried
beside his deceased father. Yet mourning for the dead was not
ended with the burial. Aunt Lin, who now had become a
widow in the prime of life, wept day and night, complaining
bitterly of her bad luck. Her children followed her about,
crying and wailing, though the youngest two did not even under-
stand why she cried. Dunglin’s mother wept also, her face
bathed in tears. Yet she was a practical woman. Her first
words to Dunglin, after the death of his brother, were to demand
that he reunite in one household the recently divided family.
Dunglin well understood there was no other way out. It was
not merely a duty. Pity demanded it, too. How could he bear
to see his nephews and nieces, the direct descendants of his own
father, left to starvation !

Dunglin himself was of course shaken by the death of his
brother. Once more the pattern of his life was rudely dislocated.
Yet this time the dislocation was greater even than the ore which
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had overtaken him on the death of his grandfather. The
reunited family was bigger now and Dunglin took up more
responsibility than ever before. He was the only adult man
to whom a family of three women and six children could look
for support.

As soon as he got home after the burial, he had to rent out
his family land to sub-tenants, since he could not work the whole
farm himself. He arranged matters with both the tenant farmers
and the landlords. Remember a ‘ root-holder ”, as Dunglin
now was, gets only a quarter of the produce of the lands !  How
little, then, he received from the rents of his family lands ! He
looked about him at the crowd of children around the table,
asking for food. How could he support such a family ?  Dunglin
sighed deeply. He said, ““ I have only two hands. What more
can I do?”

But the question did not long seck an answer. The whole
family turned to mect the crisis. As Dunglin was occupied
mostly with the store in town, his mother, Grandmother Pan of
the family, became matriarch of the housechold. Although grey
hair covered her head and furrows lined her face, she had kept,
because of her very experience of hardship, a very industrious
spirit. She was an orderly woman who managed her household
affairs clearly and in orderly fashion. In company with her
two daughters-in-law, Aunt Lin and Mrs. Hwang, she took up
spinning and weaving, besides carrying on the household work.
The three women made cloth from a hemp that was cultivated
on the poorer lands. The cloth was sold at the market and
added somewhat to the family income.

To help cut the family expcnses, Aunt Lin availed herself
of an old local custom and gave her youngest child to another
family, as a betrothed daughter to be adopted into the other
family’s houschold. A betrothed daughter is a young girl, not
yet at a marriageable age, but sent away to live with the family
of the boy to whom she is betrothed. The practice is very
common among villagers of the poorer classes.

The women of the family took every means they could to
save money. They went often to the mountain at the back of
the village to cut wood and collect dry leaves and branches for
fuel. They gathered pig-dung for fertilizer for the fields.
Nothing was wasted.

One day when Grandmother Pan was collecting pig-dung,
Dunglin’s seven-year-old daughter, a pretty, active, cheerfu]
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little thing, came running to her. The little girl took a piece of
white candy out of her pocket. It was the first time in her life
she had been given any such candy and she kept it to play with
rather than to eat. But when Grandmother Pan saw the candy,
she grew very angry. She stalked home and snatched up a
bamboo whip. She demanded angrily the story of the candy.
Mrs. Hwang knew nothing about it. But Aunt Lin came out
to confess. She had found some cash in an old dressing-case and
had bought just that one small picce of candy for the little girl
from a pedlar who came by chance to the house. How could
Grandmother Pan believe it?  Shc knew very well there was
no money in the house. All the money therc was, was invested
in the store. She was convinced her daughters-in-law were
buying sweets with the household rice money. Furious, she
flogged both young women and the little girl. As she did so,
she muttered she had been a widow for more than twenty years
and never once had had a bit of candy. The young women
had no further explanation to give and took their whipping
calmly.

But the little girl could not bear the pain of punishment and
broke out into loud crying. An hour or two afterwards she
got badly chilled, and fell ill. Threc days later, before any of
the women noticed how serious her illness was, the charming
little girl was dead. Mrs. Hwang, clasping the cold little dead
body, wept for a whole day and a whole night. The little girl
was her first-born daughter, so sweet and lovely, never to be
forgotten. Mrs. Hwang always kept the memory of this little
figure and her pain and hurt. She told her future children time
and again about her first-born girl, and the little girl became a
legend of the time of hardship for the family.

Yet there were other losses still to come. Some time later
Mrs. Hwang gave birth to another girl who was immediately
given out as a betrothed daughter. By giving away her child,
the young mother could save her energy for houschold work.
Local custom provided this means of easing the load of family
cares, but it was not a happy way. One must bear in mind that
only girls were given out. All boys were taken care of by their
own parents, no matter how poor the family might be.

About the same time Dunglin got unhappy news about his
youngest nicce, another girl the family had had to give out as
a betrothed daughter. Her future husband, a boy of a Hsu
family in the neighbourhood, was working as an apprentice in

B
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the town. But her parents-in-law, the boy’s father and mother,
died in quick succession so that she, who was only six years old,
was left to live alone. Dunglin could do nothing except to send
a man to bring her back home again. When she arrived, the
little girl described herself and the situation she had been left
in, in broken words. Of herself she said she was ““ 2 handful of
rice in a kettle of water . . . the kettlc above the burning stove .
She spoke so plaintively, in so peculiar a broguc, the dialect of
the Hsu clan, that the members of the house of Hwang laughed
heartily, and welcomed her back again.

All this time Dunglin carried on his store business as usual.
He and Fenchow rented a neighbouring shop, a building of two
stories separated from their store only by a thick wall. By
excavating a doorway through the wall, the new building was
incorporated with the store. They moved all the medicines to
the new building, where Fenchow now took up his main activities.
He began to tcach Yao Yunseng his medicinal knowledge.

At home Dunglin also made some new arrangements. His
two nephews were growing into their teens and were ready to
follow their uncle who was head of the family. The elder
nephew was the more alert. He used to tell his uncle in his
sweet little voice, “ When I grow up, I shall carn money to help
you, Uncle, to repay you for having brought us up and done so
much for us.” But the future gave him the lie, as we shall see,
and the boy turned out to be a bitter enemy of his Uncle Dunglin.

But since his nephews were still too young to do all the farm
work, Dunglin employed a farm labourer, a man by the name
of Nanmin. He engaged Nanmin to manage the family lands,
which he now took back from the sub-tenants. Usually villagers
help each other in farm work. A day’s labour is paid back by
a day’s labour, on a basis of reciprocal co-operation. Very few
of them have hired hands. Nanmin was, however, a long-term
employee, who was paid in actual money, a wagc of forty to
fifty dollars per year. He received food and shelter from his
master, who also supplied him with farming implements. Nan-
min was a man of more than forty years of age ; a distant relative
of the Hwang family by marriage. The tcnuous relationship
was enough, however, to make Dunglin call him ““ uncle ”, and
he was well treated and honoured on that account.

It took almost ten years after the death of his brother for
Dunglin to bring his life back again to a proper readjustment.
They say it is a man’s * wind and water ”, the power of chance
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beyond his control, that builds a man’s life up or tears it down.
Perhaps so.  But we must reckon with the man himself and with
the system of life’s tics that binds him to his fellows and pulls
him this way and that. A family is a system of such ties, a
strong web of bonds woven around a man, who is held delicately
poised in habit, duty, ecmotion, and desire. Tcar away a member
of the family, snap off the powerful bonds that bind him to the
others, and them to him, and the family faces a crisis.  So it
was with Dunglin and his family. Blow upon blow fell upon
them and shook the web of their lives almost to the point of
destruction.  The hunger of the children, the necessity of renting
out the family lands, the enforced giving away of the little girls,
the hard, unwonted discipline of rigid houschold economy, the
death of the little dauglhter, these were all further crises rudely
shiaking the pattern of their lives.

“ Wind and water * control those things, perhaps. But there
is a resiliency in human life which they do not yet control.  There
are other tics in the web of life that come into their full influence,
when those torn by a crisis lic limp and incffectual.  So it was
here.  Not all the strands of Dunglin’s life were involved in these
crises, and the ties which were not involved gradually came to
pull him back upon his fcet and set a new pattern for his family’s
existence.

Ever since Dunglin and Ienchow had expanded their business
by adding lines of rice and salt fish, the store had become more
and more prospcrous. It acted as an exchange market between
the rice moving downstream and salt fish moving upstream.
This was a busy, never-ending commerce by which local com-
moditics flowed from village to town and from town to city, and
the urban commodities flowed *back. I'rom this commerce, in
which they came to be very skilled, the brothers-in-law Dunglin
and Fenchow began to accumulate more and more money.

So the Hwang family passcd once again into industrious and
peaccful days. It was about the time of the birth of Dunglin’s
fourth son. As this son was the youngest of all his brothers,
he was called Little Brother.  The name became his given name.
Family tradition had it that all the males of the same gencration
should be called by number in the order of their birth. Little
Brother, the youngest male of his gencration, was called Sixth
Go, since ** Go” was the word for both brother and cousin by
which all the males of a single generation were designated.  His
two cldest cousins, the sons of Dungmin, were, therefore, Eldest
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or First Go, and Second Go. Third, Fourth, and Fifth Go, thus,
were his clder brothers.

When Little Brother was about to be born, his old grand-
mother sent Nanmin to Hookow. Dunglin, instead of returning
home himsclf, sent back his eldest son, Third Go, who was studying
in a private school in town. Third Go was to officiate in his
father’s stead in the ceremonies of birth.

Third Go went first to the town temple. There he worshipped
the mother goddess, taking out one of her incense burners on
which incensc sticks were kept burning continually. On the
way home, Third Go opcned an umbrella to cover the incensc
burner, for in it the spirit of the mother goddess was supposed
to dwell. When he arrived home, he took the incense burner
into his mother’s bedroom. The midwife was already there,
helping his mother through the delivery. As soon as the incensc
burner of the mother goddess came into the room, the new babe
came into the world and began to cry.

When Little Brother came into the world, a tiny new member
of the Hwang family, Aunt Lin at once set about preparing eggs
and noodles in the kitchen so that every person in the house should
have a bowl of noodles and an egg to celebrate the occasion. All
the neighbours and relatives who came to hear the glad necws
were offered eggs and noodles. The noodles signified long life
and the eggs, peace. The eggs were dyed in red, for that is the
colour that rcpresents happiness.

On the third morning after his birth, the new babe was given
his first bath. That, too, was a ceremonial occasion. Grand-
mother Pan carried out the principal rites, assisted by other
women. Sitting beside the bathing vessel, she took up an egg
dyed in red and encircled the little fellow’s head with it three
times. As she did it, she sang a folk-song, praying that thc
little head would become as round as the egg. When Little
Brother was a month old, attaining ‘ Fullness of the Month *’
as the occasion is called, once more noodles and eggs were
prepared for entertainment.

On this occasion Dunglin’s second daughter, who had been
given out immediately after her birth and was now in her teens,
came back home. She was short, homely and timid; her
timidity the result of living as a maid in the family of her be-
trothed. Fourth and Fifth Go, her younger brothers, used to
tease her, but she would just warn them if they kept it up they
could not expect to be properly treated as brothers, when they



EMERGING FROM POVERTY 21

should come to her house. This time they teased her once again,
and she turned and spoke to the new baby, embracing it, “ Sweet
Little Brother, you are the only one who will be welcome at
my house. T’ll always have a big bowl of noodles and two round
eggs ready for you.”

Unfortunately her prophecy was not fulfilled, for the news
came a year later that she had died, from an unknown cause,
in the house of her betrothed’s family. Such was the end of
Dunglin’s second daughter. Her fate was no better than that
of the first one, but she, too, was remembered.

On his first birthday, ““ The Rounding of the Year ”, Little
Brother was dressed up beautifully and brought up to the main
hall of the house. While his mother, Mrs. Hwang, hugged him
to her breast, his old grandmother offered him a lacquer tray
on which many small objects were spread at random. There
were a seal, an arrow, a bow, a brush pen, an inkstand, a bit of
paper, a silver dollar, a balance, some peanuts, a pair of chop-
sticks, a red egg, some rice stalks and several miniature replicas
of real things. Little Brother stretched out his small hands and
clasped a brush pen in his right hand and a bit of paper in his
left. All the spectators in the hall shouted from happiness.
They knew the baby would become a great and learned scholar
and would pass the literary examinations his present choice
forecast. They recalled once again how his father Dunglin
had taken up the balance and the silver dollar at his Rounding
of the Year long before. The symbols he had taken up had
indeed forecast the futurc ; for Dunglin had grown up to be a
merchant.

On such occasions as the Fullness of the Month and the
Rounding of the Year, a baby’s mother’s family should play an
important role. But Little Brother was very unfortunate in his
maternal family. Not only were his maternal grandparents no
longer alive, but a sudden fire had destroyed their dwelling-houses,
and taken away his three maternal uncles. One member of the
family alone remained, a betrothed daughter of that family who
would have become the wife of the uncle second in age in his
generation, who had barely escaped the fire. Now, with all her
fiancé’s family dead, she would have been sold by her kinsmen if
Dunglin hadmot been alert enough to adopt a husband for her.
He thus assured a continuance of the line of the Cheng, their
family name.

This was just the time of the Chinese Revolution, the year
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1911, when the Manchu government was overthrown. The
disturbances which arose in the cities soon spread to the towns
and villages. One day about this time a village elder suddenly
gave warning of the coming of a band of thc ‘ Long Hair
Bandits ’. They were coming towards the Hwang village, so that
all the people had to flee the village to the deep mountains.
Carrying Little Brother on her back and clasping Fourth and Fifth
Go by the hand, Mrs. Hwang ran out, as fast as her bound fecet
would let her, through a back door of the house. But it turned
out the revolutionists were not bandits and did not plunder. The
so-called Long Hair Bandits, as the villagers still recalled, were
the insurgents of the ‘ Taiping Rebellion ” of 1850-64.

Third Go, Dunglin’s eldest son, was not at home at the time
of the revolutionary incident. After his two years’ schooling in
town, he went to live with his aunt, Dunglin’s second sister, who
had married into a family named Wang. The Wang family had
a cousin, Wang Chihsiang, who was the master of the primary
school in which Third Go enrolled as a student. Chihsiang had
passed a provincial examination and had obtained the degree
of Chujen. Later, as we shall see, he played an important réle
in politics. Two years later, Third Go was called back home
and Dunglin asked him to join Chang Mowde, Fenchow’s third
son, who was studying in a missionary school, Yinghwa College,
situated on Nantai Island in the city of Foochow. Third Go
stayed there for the next six years.

Shortly after this, Dunglin arranged the marriage of his
nephew, Eldest Go. Early on the morning after his wedding,
the nephew rushed into his uncle’s bedroom and demanded that
he send the bride back. Eldest Go said he had made a test and
the bride was not a virgin. He said his brother-in-law, the
husband of his elder sister who had come to celebrate the wedding,
had told him how to make the test. Dunglin was very angry
with both young men, Eldest Go and his brother-in-law, and
berated them for their stupidity about such a test. While Eldest
Go was trying to justify himself with further argument, a terrible
shout came from the bride’s room. Aunt Lin discovered the
bride trying to commit suicide. She had swallowed poison. All
the women rushed in and set about making her vomit. Soon
the bride recovered consciousness, and broke into itter cries at
her disgrace.

The bride was tall and pretty. Being a clever woman she
behaved tactfully in the household. Later on, Eldest Go became
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very much attached to her, and they both hated their mischievous
brother-in-law from that day on.

About this time Dunglin took advantage of the New Year
vacation, and went to call on his uncle Yuhun to discuss the
burial of his grandparents. Their remains had been left in their
coffins in a cabin on the farm awaiting final burial. The two
men sct out next day with a geomancer to look for a suitable
place. A lucky site was found. The geomancer set his compass
on a spot at the head of a hill from which there was a view of
broad farm land bclow. He explained the hill looked like a
mousc with its head cxtending into the farm land where crops
were growing. The site was accordingly called A-Mouse-Facing-
A-Barn. A man’s descendants should be very rich and prosperous
with such a lucky site chosen.

The choice of a burial site based on divination and geographi-
cal configuration was a necessary stcp in any burial, for the belief
in “wind and water” was deeply rooted in the hearts of the
villagers.  Therefore, as soon as Dunglin had bought the lucky
site, he built a tomb on it, all of bricks, fifty fect in length and
thirty fect wide. The funeral ceremonies were carried out there
and the remains of his grandparents were finally buried in the
brick chamber of the tomb. He often took pride later in having
chosen such a fine burial-site for the grandfather whom he had
so much respected.

The final disposal of the remains of his grandparents had been
troubling Dunglin’s mind for the past twenty years. It was not
mcrely a filial duty. We remember how much Dunglin in his
youth had been bound to his grandfather ! To-day he could see
that the old man lay at pcace resting in the lucky site. What a
great joy it was to him, the living, too. He too felt released and
at peace.

Nevertheless time brings changes continually. The more one
keeps old memorics, the more one collects new ones. Dunglin’s
duties towards the older generation were only one part of life.
The older he grew himself, the greater became his responsibilities
to those of the younger gencration. Human life goes in cycles.
Occasions like birth, education, marriage and death, as we have
briefly noticed in the Hwang family, are the stages that ever tend
to throw out of gear the normal way of life. Each stage begins
with a crisis.  Each crisis stirs up change and is accompanied by
the ritual which pulls life back from its deviation to a normal
course. )



CHAPTER TIII
THE LAWSUIT

As time went on, Fenchow and Dunglin, the brothers-in-law
and partners of the Hookow store, accumulated a considerable
amount ol money and they decided to make good use of it.  They
were thinking of building houses for themsclves.  They both went
with a gcomancer to look around the village of Hwang for suitable
building sites. Starting from the village, which is situated on
the lower half of Pheasant Mountain facing south, they worked
to the west towards Dragon Mountain, which protects the valley
likc a western wall.  The strcam and the Western Road both pass
below the Hwang village and run parallel from east to west for
a time, but they begin to separate once more at the foot of Dragon
Mountain.  The Western Road passes over the top of the
mountain, leading directly westward, but the stream flows south-
westward and turns round below the peak of the same mountain.
When the expeditionary group came to the mountain peak they
saw the slopes fall away abruptly below them and noticed a piece
of farm land occupying a considerable space betwcen the foot
of the mountain and the turning point of the stream. The
gcomancer set his compass and took his bearings. Suddenly he
scrcamed with joy. He had found a very beautiful site. He
named it *“ A-Dragon-Vomiting-Pecarls *, the mountain of course
representing the dragon, the field and its crops the pearls, and the
strcam the saliva.

Fascinated by this Tucky site, Fenchow at once called the
labourers trom his village of Chenyang and ordered them to build
a house on the land right before the dragon mouth, but without
the knowledge of Dunglin. When Dunglin came to the spot,
he saw at once that the plans left no room for erecting another
house, and he was very much disappointed. He was far from
satisfied with this arrangement of his brother-in-law Fenchow,
but as a junior he dared not complain.

So, very unwillingly, Dunglin looked again for another site
on which to build his house. Finally he found a suitable spot to
the right of the other Hwang houses and standing aloof from the
village. From this spot, looking south-westward, the house-site
Fenchow had taken could clearly be scen.

Dunglin hired labourers to erect his house and employed his
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CHAPTER III
THE LAWSUIT

As time went on, Fenchow and Dunglin, the brothers-in-law
and partners of the Hookow store, accumulated a considerable
amount of money and they decided to make good use of it. They
were thinking of building houses for themsclves. They both went
with a gcomancer to look around the village of Hwang for suitable
building sites. Starting from the village, which is situated on
the lower half of Pheasant Mountain facing south, they worked
to the west towards Dragon Mountain, which protects the valley
likc a western wall.  The stream and the Western Road both pass
below the Hwang village and run parallel from east to west for
a time, but they begin to separate once more at the foot of Dragon
Mountain. The Western Road passes over the top of the
mountain, leading directly westward, but the strcam flows south-
westward and turns round below the peak of the same mountain.
When the expeditionary group came to the mountain peak they
saw the slopes fall away abruptly below them and noticed a piece
of farm land occupying a considerable space between the foot
of the mountain and the turning point of the stream. The
geomancer set his compass and took his bearings. Suddenly he
scrcamed with joy. He had found a very beautiful site. He
named it * A-Dragon-Vomiting-Pearls »’, the mountain of course
representing the dragon, the field and its crops the pearls, and the
strcam the saliva.

Fascinated by this lucky site, Fenchow at once called the
labourers from his village of Chenyang and ordered them to build
a house on the land right before the dragon mouth, but without
the knowledge of Dunglin.  When Dunglin came to the spot,
he saw at once that the plans left no room for erecting another
house, and he was very much disappointed. He was far from
satisfied with this arrangement of his brother-in-law Fenchow,
but as a junior he dared not complain.

So, very unwillingly, Dunglin looked again for another site
on which to build his house. Finally he found a suitable spot to
the right of the other Hwang houses and standing aloof from the
village. From this spot, looking south-westward, the house-site
Fenchow had taken could clearly be scen.

Dunglin hired labourers to erect his house and employed his
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kinsmen as helpers. For the building material he needed timber.
It was on account of the timber that Dunglin became involved
in trouble once again. It is true, the sced of the trouble had
been sown in the middle part of the previous century in his
grandfather’s time, but the harvest came to Dunglin.

Dunglin’s present house was of respectable dimensions, that
is to say, it was one big enough to accommodate fifty persons. It
had been built by his grandfather. Yet at the time the grand-
father had completed the house he had had only his wife and a
daughter. So, to fill the newly-built housc, he had invited his
two elder brothers and their families to live with him. The three
brothers had always been friendly ; they co-operated in farm
work and in the management of the household. But the arrange-
ment nevertheless gave risc to the future trouble that was to beset
Dunglin two generations late