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until a time when most of these aborigines were killed and
what remnants there were left were compelled to seek
safety'in the mountains. (S ‘

When Europeans first braved across the wide expanse
of water and landed upon North America a few centuries
ago, there were aborigines on the land, the Indian tribes,
who up to that time were the sole masters of that continent.
Thenecforth, however, the white men lost no time in.cross-
ing the Atlantic and in commencing to settle in the newly
discovered land. The Jandian tribes, being of an inferior
type of men, fell under the claws of the survival of the
fittest and could not check the influx of the newcomers.
Step by step they were driven back and foot by foot their
dear homeland was lost to the white invaders. Large num-
bers of them were killed and the remainder sought refuge
in the barren Rocky Mountains. Today these Indian tribes
_ are masters no more; the land has become the white man’s
country.

“If we look at the map of Africa, India, Australia, and
the South Sea Islands, we can readily see that none of these
places are governed by their own people, all having foreign

"masters. The white man’s foot has covered the whole
globe. Even in our very homeland, in this land of China,
we have often felt the weight of that foot!

Yet strange to say, these white people, though ad-
mittedly the most predominant and powerful race of today,
have for the past three or four decades dreaded the iron
claws of natural selection. Men and women of high learn-
ing and of nation-wide fame have shouted the imminent
danger of the white race going to pieces through the de-
generation of its members and advocated immediate mea-

sures to-be taken for' the betterment of this condition in *

order to avert that danger. 'The Gospel of Eugenics is
heralded far and wide, and thousands upon thousands of
dollars are spent on the movement annually.

If the most predominant and powerful race of today
need race improvement to keep it from being affected: by
the law of the survival of the fittest, how much more do
we need such an improvement for China- which in the
eyes of the world is a nation of sickly people!

China in her present state makes an ugly picture to
look at. Ignorance, degeneracy, vices and crimes of all
description abound on every hand. Nobody ever thought
of investigating their causes; nobody ever attempted to
prevent their propagation. This condition of things, if left
to continue much longer, would eventually turn her into a
nation of incompetents and push her into the abyss of
natural elimination. If we are determined to make a strong
and permanent nation of China, then we must push- aside

THE LITTLE CRITIC

Epitep BY LiN Yuranc

Nanking is a’glorious village. A few days ago, I
spent there what I considered to be one of the most
beautiful days in the country that I had had for two
years. After walking daily on the cement pavements
under the shadow of the rectilinear, disiniected and
anemic trees of the Shanghai Settlement, one was glad
to be back in nature. One had heard of the water supply,
the clectric light and the road conditions in Nanking
from friends there, one would have imagined that the
city was an unbearable sort of a place to live in, and I
know actually many wives of the Nanking government
people have refused to go to live in the capital. The
last visit entirely changed my opinion, and I now con:
sider wives who refuse to follow their husbands to Nan-
king, leaving them to eat at restaurants or hop from
one friend’s home to another, deserve all the con-
sequences to themselves. A man who cannot appreciate
the rural beauties of the nation’s capital must be a
vulgar, unpoetic soul indeed.

Tor, contrary to my expectations, I found an atmos-
pheré of quaint charm, peace and repose there which
nobody had told me about. I did not go to Nanking to
visit the ministers, or to see the Chungshan' Road or

‘the Mausoleum, but I went to see ‘the real Nanking.

In particular, I wanted to see the famous Nanking
ducks. And I believe I have succeeded in doing so, in
appreciating the. spirit of rustic charm of the city, its
breadth, its historic colour, and its true grandeur. The
magnificence of its city walls, the weird, wild lakes
outside the city, full of swaying reéds and lotus’ stems,
its little hills and undulations in the city topography, its
cabbage fields and poultry yards, its horse carriages
plodding drowzily along narrow alley-ways, and the

Neolithic men. The Neolithic men had 8,000 years of

* bright history to look back upon; yet they could not help

‘

giving their ground to the historical man. The Babylonians

“had 3,000 years of brilliant history to arrest the attention

of the student in that branch of learning; yet where are
they now? Egypt and India all have had brilliant periods
of history.; yet what are they today? -

We can not rely upon our huge number as a stay-

~ pole; that alone is not sufficient. The Indians ase not far

our indifference and do something quick to save the race

before it is too late.

We can not rely upon our five thousand years of un-
‘broken history as a life-belt; that will not save us. The

earliest type of men had 350,000 years of history to their .

credit; yet they were easily wiped out from the face of
the earth by the Néanderthal men. The Ueanderthals had
200,000 years of unbroken history to boast of'; yet they
readily perished at the hands of the Cro-Magnons.. The
Cro-Magnons had 35,000 years of history in their favour;
yet they could not escape from being vanquished by the

behind us in this respect; why do they not master their
own land?

One of the feasible remedies, therefore, lies in a peace-
improvement -of the race based upon the principles of
eugenics. It is earnestly hoped that some influential man
will take it upon himself to sit at the helm and start a
nation-wide movement for the dissemination of eugenic
knowledge and that all those interested in the b:tterment
of the Chinese race will quickly respond and lend their
whole-hearted support to the movement, so that the three
principles of our late leader may be fully realized at an
early date. ;



1166

THE CHINA CRITIC

December 4, 1936
A A

Bayer’s ASPIRIN

gives speedy and certain relief
from headache,toothache,earache
neuralgia and rheumatic pains.
The Origina] Boget’s ASPIRIN
Tablets are sold only in original
packages, as illustrated. The Bayer
Cross trade-mark is a guarantee of
genuineness and effective action.
< Boges’s ASPIRIN does
LN not affect the

Via

RADIOGRAMS

The Chinese Government Radio Administration
(Ministry of Communications)
FAST RADIOGRAM SERVICE

to and from
Amenca, Europe, Philippines, Dutch East Indies,

Hongkong, Straits Settle ments, Australasia,
Singapore, Hawaiian Islands, etc.

Messages may be filed at the new
SHANGHAI CENTRAL TRAFFIC OFFICE

" Sassoon House or 7a The Bund
565 Boulevard des Deux Republiques, Shanghai.

For full information, rates and blank forms, call,

write;“or telephone (No. 62680 or 10245) our office.
DPEFERRED - ORDINARY
URGENT NIGHTLETTERS

Radiograms for the important cities of China may
-also be filed at the above offices

Accuracy—Speed—Economy—=Service. |||

————————————————e’
e B e s

“yvellew factory building: on our eight.

. Ministry of - Justice.

general appearance of desolation and extreme rusticity
inside the city limits: all contribute to that soothing and
broadenmg effect on the mind. These thmgs at once
and instinctively reconciled me to the city which no
official propaganda could have done. In fact, the sight
of one fat beautiful Nanking duck {wabbling on a
cabbage field by the roadside had more propaganda
value for me than a long-winded official news despatch.
I saw also a man brushing his teeth outside his door
on the Chungshan road—a sight one would have prayed -
for in vain in Shanghai that was what I called true
rusticity. It suggesttd peace of mind.

We arrived early in the morning, with the mist
still hanging over the city.. As I had lost track of my
colleagues, I could not avail myself of the car which
was coming to meet us, and so I took a hire taxi.
After a moment’s remonstrance with the engine, and a
few thorough shake-ups, the chauffeur succeeded in
starting the car, pressing the metallic horn energetical-
ly in order to clear a headway among the rickshaw
wheels, human legs and horses’ hoofs in front of us. I
noticed ours was an open car, but in fact it was a
Nanking Phaeton, the hood being provided by local
hands with Nanking bamboo for the cross-supports,
giving peculiar squeaks as we bumped along the road. I
asked whether it was a Ford, but the chauffeur proudly
told me that the engine was an old Buick, the chassis a
renovated Chevrolet, and the hood, as I have said,
I figuresd we  were going at about twenty miles
an hour, and wished to form an idea of the distance (of
the road we travelled. I looked at the speedometer,
and found the meter missing, although-the board was
there. ' .
Still we made a fast, though noisy, journey. As I
wanted to gain a better view of the streets, I ordered
the side panes to be taken down, and the chauffeur was
cursing all the way and complaining of the cold draught.
Policemen stood in the middle of the road, making sign-
als with their hands to let us pass. The mist was
rapidly passing, and shops were opening. A beautiful
day was ahead of us. We passed the Railway Ministry
with its famous stone lions, on our left, and a huge
I enquired from
the chauffeur what it was, and he told me it was the
I told him that he was probably
mistaken; that it must have been some ‘model prison
under the Ministry of - Justice, but the fellow insisted

"that it was the Ministry itself, and the fellow seemed

to know. Something began to-annoy me inside my
socks. Scratching brought no relief. I found there
was a group of red marks, arranged like Diamond Five
on the cards. Later on, I was told it was the work of
the famous Nanking bugs, christened by the Japanese
as “Nanking mushi.” 1 had thought they. were to be
found in gentlemen’s beds only..

So this was Nanking, I thought to myself. And yet
I should like to warn prophets of evil and other croakers
who are enamoured with their own pessimism that the
national_capital is still in the third year of its infancy.
A distinguished American, whom I had the pleasure of
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talking with on the train, told me that when the United
States changed its seat of government from Philadelphia
to Washington, D.C., the European diplomats were
equally reluctant to move their legations there because
Washington was then a rustic place with chickens,
geese and pigs running about. It has taken the United
States several decaues to make it the beautiful city that

it is today. And I must say Nanking has the natural
grandeur and general make-up for a future magnificent -

capital. No one can say what it will be Jike in thirty}
years. At the same time, | should like to warn official
propagandists that there is no use denying the fact that
the most beautiful things to be seen today in Nanking
are its duckyards, its desolate lakes, its historic walls,
and the swaying reeds and lilies of the valley to which
Jesus once made an unkind reference. The most; worth
~ while things to see in Nanking today are emphatically
not the Chungshan Road and not the Chungshan Mausoleum.

Nanking, like Peking, has the magic charm of a
semi-medieaval city. A spell of desolate lovelimess
hangs over it. People who live 'long in Shanghai are
liable to forget that such things as the horse .carriage
still exist in the twentieth century. Well, they can go
to Nanking and see the nineteenth-century relics. The
street scenes strongly remind one of Peking, only in-
finitely more rustic and more drowsy. The houses are
less well-built, less prosperous looking and certainly
more straggling in many quarters. Along the Chung-
shan Road, whole stretches of vacant land or mulberry
fields are interspersed with farm houses, poultry yards
or mud huts thatched with straw. (I am recording this
for the denefit of of+same future historion) Along some
part of the city wall, some low, dismal huts of Kiang-
pei people nestle snugly by the side of some stagnant
pond, giving a picture of wonderful calm and sadness.
In the ‘more crowded parts of the city, one sees tea-
shops, dry-goods stores, blacksmiths’ shops, and res-
taurants of the old type commonly seen in Peking.
Some parts of the Chungshan Road strikingly resemble
the Hatamen Street of the former capital.: Motor
cars, with their incessant 11<)rn-tooting rush past rick-
shaws along the asphalt road, while on each side is a
broad .stretch of unpaved side-walk for more leisurely
traffic. On these dusty sides, one sees hawkers of all

sorts, standing rickshaws or rickshaws used for carry- .

ing pigs, travelling barbers, cobblers, knife-grinders
carrying whetstones, horses having shoes put on them,

donkeys for hire, cats, dogs, and, as I have repeatedly -

emphasized, magnificent poultry. Old Noah himself
should have been satisfied with this for the Chinese
section of his Ark.

I then tried to hunt out my country cousin, as I
-called him, in my facetipus manner. Perhaps the
weather had something to do with it. Anyway his
home made a hit with me. The beautiful late November
sun, the cool, invigorating air, the pleasant garden
overlooking parts of the city the lovely view of the pur-
ples sides of the Purple-Gold Hills in the distance, and
the conversation of my charming hostess in the garden
all united to achieve a unique effect. I lamented only

.

that they did not have more poultry, a few tomato
plants, some ‘melon-plants, and above all a well, of}
which Nanking had so many. That would have com-
pleted my idea of a perfect home, so different from
our corrupted and mutilated version of the home in
Shanghai, as well as in all modern cities. I cannot
conceive of a home in the real sense of the word with-
out some chickens, some ftabbits, a few melon-plants
and a well. A home without a well is po home at all,,
and if I ever had money to build a homestead of my,
own on Yu Yuen Road, the first thing people would
catch sight of from across the gate would be a bucket
hanging over a well under some date-tree and a back-
yard for my children to romp and play about. They:
would not see any of the mown lawns and fountains and
geometric flower-beds of which some of my Shanghai
hostesses are so proud. And they certainly would not
find me living in those over-heated, cramped, subdivid-
ed apartments, with nothing but a combination of
buttons, knobs, switches, plugs, wires, cabinets and
burglar alarm devices which they call a home. To
carry out my idea of a home presupposes that it must
be possible for the home to arrange itself commodious-
ly in space, but modern city civilization has developed
to such a point that a well is simply a luxury that no
middle-class family can ever afford and no villa-owning
family has ever the sense to provide. It takes good
taste to appreciate the good things of life and good taste
and the habit of owning villas don’t happen to come
together often. Anyway I told my charming host and
hostess that if they had a well in their home (as they
can well afford it at Nanking), I would make these
periodic descents’ into the country more frequent.

The late November sun was so cheerful and invit-
ing that we decided to go out for a strall to Lingkoshih.
We managed to get a car to take us'to the place. I're-
membered it was late autumn, and I expected to see some .
of those beautiful maple trees with their gorgéous red leaves.
Later I was told we were going to pass the Mausoleum on
our way. Both were situated at the foot of the Purple-
Gold Hills, outside the city, on the cast. And we did pass
the Mausoleum. I was told that its famous designer was

“dead.. I regretted that he did,not lives to see the ugliness

and lack of proportion of his mental product. All of a sud-
den, it dawned upon me that it would be as hazardous to
expect graduated and diploma’d architects to possess
artistic genius as to expect any D.A. with honors in
literature to write a literary masterpiece. These things
are born and mot acquired from studies. All the same,
I regretted that the Chinese nation did not have an
artistic genius with an artistic conception of enough
simplicity, grace and grandeur worthy of our great
national leader. -Whatever one says, the present decade
is certainly not the great epoch of China’s architecture.
T'he’ Mausoleum does not have the old Chinese grand style;
it lacks the broad sweep of outline, the magnificence)
and calm suggested by the Temple of Heaven, the grace-
ful austerity and complete union with nature that are
characteristic of the true Chinese tradition. It does
ot fit in with the background of nature, but rather
stands out glaringly against it, like a cheap jewel of
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white paste on a crown. The white does not blend
with the purple and hazel of the mountain sides. A
little touch of pasted purple in the scheme, would have
achieved that desirable blending of effect. Stones of
this shade are to be found on the spot, the kind of from
which ink-slabs are made and for sale at the Ling-
koshih. And it isn’t in the best western tradition, hav-
ing neither the Greek simplicity and grace, nor the
Gothic sublimity, nor Indic ornateness. It is in the
style of the new German school of reinforced concrete,
minus its suggestion of Power. The most obvious
defect is its lack of proportion. It looks like one of*
those caricatures of Japanese stage actors, with enor-
mous, square, pointed shoulders and a small head. The
descending steps fall into a series of graceless, rampling
slovenly zigzags, resembling the Japanese actors’ man-
tel in folds as represented in some atrocious woodcut.
And T was told the designer had forgotten to calculate
the slope required for a comfortable grade in the up-
going steps. Why the whole contour of the piece of
- engineering should be such a perfect rectangle with pointed
corners is beyond my understanding. Could not facade
mount upon facade, approaching the edifice from all angles
in concentric fashion and unite to pay tribute to the central
-edifice in holy worship and glad piety? Could not a
series of balustraded terraces encircle it and gradu-
ally usher the pious visitor to a more magnificent cen-
tral hall, like those which serve to uplift the Temple
of Heaven and grace the Taihotien? And could not the
classic sag of Chinese temple roofs, if it must be im-
itated here, be made to suggest 3 little more sweep and
freedom? ;

But human atrocities apart, everything was all
right, and even beautiful with nature. The setting sun
was casting a real golden purple on the Golden-Purple
Hills, reflected through an autumn foliage of variegated
richness. Towards the south, the country was of the
undulating type, rolling in magnificent ups and downs.
Looking westwards I saw the city enveloped in a mist
of hazel and blue. I was told that a model settlement
for the residence of the officials would be built in this,
region in the future, and I had no doubt that, contrary

" to the way of the world’s big cities, the fashionable
section of the future would be on the East Side. Stroll-

ing up into the autumn woods, we saw some remnants
of those red maple leaves. A light, dry breeze sent the
trees shivering with cold and shedding noisy leaves
down through the air. My thoughts went back to the
spirits of the Ming Emperors, whose ruins I was tread-
ing at every step. ... We met here a Nanking minister
in riding breeches, and I began to understand what
makes politics endurable in this city.

As the sun was already sinking into a cloud of blue
mist at quite a distance from the horizon, and I con-
sidered we had reached the end of a perfect day in the
autumn woods, we decided to come back. That night
I took a night-train, and returned to civilization. Y.
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