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16 October. 
Clear weather. 
I rose at six 
o'clock in the 
morning. More 
than a dozen 
of my fellow 
students, having 
heard that I 
was departing 
for Peking to 
pursue my 
studies, came 
to see me off. 
At half-past six, 
we departed 
from Donglu 
University; we 
hailed a string 
of rickshaws, 
forming a small, 
continuous 

procession.

We passed the Zhuangyuan 
Mansion, traversed Guangju 
Street, and skirted Huguo Street 
before arriving at the Yunnan–
Vietnam Railway Station. The 
morning glow had not yet 
dispersed, and there was a biting 
chill in the air, which only served 
to heighten the excitement of 
the journey. Bound by deep 
friendship, my classmates 
purchased tickets and boarded 
the train one by one to bid their 
final farewells. The carriages of 
the Yunnan–Vietnam railway 
are exceptionally narrow, and 
the arrangement of the seating 
differs from that of the Ping-Han 

or Ping-Hu lines outside 
the province. Passengers 
sit facing one another, 
so close that their knees 
literally touch. My friends 
sat huddled around me in 
a circle; it was, in the most 
literal sense, an instance 
of "pressing knees together 
for a heart-to-heart talk." 
At seven forty-five, the 
train pulled out. As the 
whistle gave a sharp blast, 
my classmates and I shook 
hands and parted ways.

On this journey, I was accompanied by seven Naxi people. They were travelling to escort their families, as their kinsmen held posts 
within military circles in Nanjing and Peking. Curiously, however, none of them were conversant in Mandarin, and I found myself 
obliged to translate for them at every turn. Among them were three women, all illiterate. On the Yunnan–Vietnam railway, the 
lavatories were marked only with "W.C." and lacked any Chinese inscriptions; I even had to explain the purpose of these facilities 
to them. Such are the inconveniences arising from a lack of education. This persisted throughout the journey with every flush toilet 
and commode we encountered.

Even more lamentable and pitiable was a certain Mr. Duan. Though well over forty years of age and escorting his son, daughter-in-
law, and sister-in-law, he was hopelessly enslaved to opium. At every station, he would implore me to conceal his smoking apparatus 
or purchase opium on his behalf, until I had quite become his "opium compradore." His pipe was of a peculiar sort: a rubber tube 
was fixed to the "monkey-head" (a local term for the pipe bowl), allowing it to be coiled into a bundle for easy concealment.

I carried this object for him all the way to Shanghai, where I finally said to him: "The Government has now reaffirmed the 
prohibition of opium; if you do not quit now, what are you waiting for? You are but a day’s journey from your brother’s residence, 
and even if the craving strikes, it shall not kill you. I shall break this thing first to fortify your resolve to break the habit."

He took my words for a jest and offered no definitive reply. I thereupon took the pipe and flung it into the sea. He remained 
stunned and disgruntled for the remainder of the day. Yet, I later heard that he did indeed cease smoking from that moment 
forth—which I attribute to the success of my single toss.

The train set off, passing rows of pine and cypress trees that lined the route in a refreshing display of verdant green. In the distance, 
the Golden Horse and Jade Rooster hills seemed to bid us a lingering farewell. As this was my first time travelling by rail, I was 
struck by the sheer sensation of speed.

By 8:20 am, we reached Chenggong. The town sat about three or four li to the right of the tracks. The area surrounding the town 
walls abounded with pear trees; I am told there are still orchards there today producing fruit of exceptional quality. Should one 
travel here during July or August, a mere ten or twenty cents of the local currency would secure dozens of pears. They are so cheap 
and of such fine quality that some residents even transport them as far as Vietnam to sell.

After leaving Chenggong, the train wound its way through small hills, seemingly gaining even more speed. At 9:10 am, we arrived 
at Shuitang Station and began the ascent up the Qikong slope. From atop the slope, one can glimpse Yangzong Lake, where the 
scenery is utterly sublime. Xie Bin noted in his Travels in Yunnan: "With its rippling blue waves, one might fancy oneself at the 
West Lake." One can well imagine the likeness; yet Yunnan possesses many places far superior to this, which Xie Bin, alas, never 
saw. Had he beheld the Cangshan Mountains and Erhai Lake in Dali, the Snow Mountains and Mirror Lake in Lijiang, or the 
Buddhist temples of the Jizu Mountain and the five lama monasteries, he would have found even the Kunming Lake unworthy of 
praise—let alone this place.



Yiliang is a major stop on the 
Yunnan–Vietnam Railway. It 
produces rice of the finest quality, 
upon which both Gejiu and 
Kunming depend. By the time 
I arrived here, I was famished; I 
alighted immediately to purchase 
a bowl of rice cake and shredded 
pork soup. The flavour was 
exquisite, surpassing even that 
found in Kunming—no doubt 
owing to the superior quality of 
the local rice.

Upon reaching Yangjiezi, a 
minor station, the train made 

a brief halt. As the day 
happened to be a 'Sheep 
Day' in the sexagenary 
cycle, it coincided with 
the local market day, and 
a great many passengers 
disembarked. From here, 
the train traversed open 
country all the way to 
Goujiezi, the entirety of 
which was level plain. 
Goujie is likewise a small 
station; as it was not a 
market day, the streets 
appeared rather desolate.



That evening, we put up at the Dong’an Hotel. 
Apprehensive of the perilous road ahead on the 
morrow, I tossed and turned, unable to find sleep. 
My travelling companion, Mr. Duan, however, had 
no sooner entered the establishment than he began 
his "love affair" with Lady Opium. He remained 
wreathed in clouds of smoke until one o’clock in the 
morning. The fumes permeated the room, serving 
only to further agitate my sleeplessness.

The 17th. Clear weather. I rose at six o’clock and 
called out to my Naxi companions, but there was no 
reply. Only after I had rattled their door did they stir 
from their slumber. Half-dazed, one asked: " 壶可瓦
妹思，崖慢意木局斯，耻纽你偶敌阿子每喷沙？
" (Note 1) 

I replied: " 明多意你卡古色，喜意偶敌好子油，
五侯没敌色，兀五东五子每冷陌妹？ " (Note 2) 

Upon hearing this, they started up in alarm. After 
breakfast, we made for the station. As we stepped 
out of the hotel gates, they still laboured under the 
delusion that it was early; I, too, assumed we should 
be the first to arrive. To our utter astonishment, 
when we reached the station, the carriage was already 
packed with passengers.

Note1 “It's only midnight, and the rooster hasn't even 
crowed, what's the point of getting up so early?”

Note2 “It has been long since dawn, and the peers 
have already eaten, if you don't leave, I will go by 
myself!”








