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Luo Pan, is from Xiantao City, Hubei Province, born on December
1961, B.A. (1983) and M.A. in journalism (Fudan University) He is also
a distinguished member of the Chinese Writers Association and a visiting
professor at Nanjing University.

In 1992, he published a mid-length non-fiction novel called Taklamakan
Desert: The Glory of Life and won Chinese Non-Fiction Novel Award. In
2005, he published a lengthy non-fiction novel called Special Care: Stories
Written for the Chinese People. The book ranked Ist on China’s Non-Fiction
Novel List and was excerpted by various journals due to its excellence. The
book won Best Non-Fiction Novel at Zhengtai Cup. In recent years, his many

prose and essays are published in magazines and journals.
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Luo Shi Qi, has his ancestral roots in Xiantao City, Hubei Province.
He was born on December, 1995, went to Shuiguohu Second Elementary
in Wuhan and Taoyuan Elementary in Taiyuan. He is now a student at
University Hill Secondary.

He has developed many interests such as history, music, basketball,
piloting and ping pong etc at a young age. He won back-to-back Young
People’s Piano Award at Chucai Cup in Hubei Province. After the Wenchuan
quake in 2008, he and friends organized and participated in charity events to
raise funds for disaster relief at the local Chinese community. His goal is to

become an engineer like his grandfather and great grandfather.
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There 1s a (history) book
for everyone

T+# (ROCK) i¥

My mother was a faithful recorder of my early life during the years
from birth to age five. She said that my brain was like a sponge; easily
absorbing all kinds of poetry and prose. Once, in late Autumn, when I was
just ten months old, grandma took me to her place in the rural area as my
parents were too busy to look after me. Three months later, as time moved
to the Spring Festival, mom and dad spent time with us to celebrate with our
family. My mother was shocked to learn that I was quite a speaker as I was
able to recite much folklore. My mother said that I learned children’s ballads
before I learned to speak words.

I resumed living with my parents at age two. My father had a habit of
randomly reading me poems from the Tang and Song dynasties. He would
gently hold me in his arms and read to me each day after work for some
father-and-son time. Sometimes, I mumbled along with him. One day, he

gazed at the snowflakes flying in the air outside and recited a Tang poem:



Preface

High in the faint moonlight, wild geese are soaring.

Tartar chieftains are fleeing through the dark.

And we chase them, with horses lightly burdened.

And a burden of snow on our bows and our swords.

Shortly after, he found me humming the tunes of that Tang poem while
holding and swinging a wooden sword. The scene surprised and delighted
him. Since then, he made efforts to anthologize a book filled with 300 poems,
drawing from a gigantic literary pool of Tang and Song poems. Needless to
say, he did this for me.

He told me that these selected poems were suitable for me as their
themes fit with a boy’s personality. He stressed that this feature set this book
apart from other books in bookstores. This book was with me during much of
my childhood. I read and reread it time and time again until the bindings fell
apart and pages were torn. I became so obsessed with memorizing Chinese
words and poems; it was almost like my first love. I did not leave this book
behind even as I went to Canada for school. In hindsight, the carefully
selected poems were classics. Among them were: Yue Fei’s My Quest, to the
Tune of the Whole River Red, Xin Qiji’s Form of Army Formation Breaking:
Drunk, I Looked at My Sword, Liu Yong’s Bells Ringing in the Rain......
Since it was impossible for a young man to comprehend every word from
classic poems, my mother wrote phonetics to help me. I may not remember
the titles and the names of these poems, but I distinctively remember the

contents in their entirety.



During my adolescence, I paid many visits to my grandparents. In the
rural area, their home was located on a riverbank of the great Jianghan Plains.
The river has a pretty name, the Phoenix River. The scenery was also a
thing of beauty. On the riverbank, tall willow trees were symmetrically lined
up. In the river, bright colored lotuses had proudly sprung up. Birds were
chirping joyfully and the flowers had blossomed spectacularly. In summer
time, the elders of the village took refuge together under the shade of the big
willow trees to ward off heat waves. At these gatherings, stories and legends
from a rich history of a five thousand year-old civilization were swapped.
In winter time, the wise sages again drew themselves before the fireplaces
under freezing temperature. Nevertheless, their topics were the unchanging
tales. The sheer number of them was beyond anyone’s guess. There was
no limit on how many stories were told. My grandmother in particular was
the queen of numerous stories and tales, as she almost never stopped telling
them. In contrast, grandpa seemed like a serious man. I rarely saw him laugh.
In comparison, grandma was a charming and amicable individual. She told
so many bedtime stories to make me sleep. There were folk legends such
as Generals of the Yang Family, Romance of Sui and Tang Dynasties,
Romance of the Three Kingdoms and so on. I still appreciate, to this day, our
precious time spent together. It was not until many years later that my father
told me that grandma had endured hardship in her own childhood; my great
grandfather died a war hero against the Japanese occupiers during the Second

World War, and grandma was forced to leave school when she was just seven



years old. I respect my grandmother; she had an uncanny memory. Even
though her school education was incomplete and she read very few books,
she always remembered stories. I later learned that my great-grandfather
loved history despite having a job as a hydraulic engineer. My grandfather
too adored history even though he was a civil engineer. Now, both my father
and I are great fans of history. I guess this is why people say you can’t run
away from the DNA.

I was not yet six years old when I entered grade school. During that
year’s Spring Festival, my father returned home from his dispatch to Shanxi.
One night, lying in a warm bed, he was reading Records of the Grand
Historian, a book written in old Chinese. Wuhan’s winter was incredibly
cold, so I crawled under the bed sheets and shared a bed with my dad. I too
was reading the book in my father’s hands. Shortly after, my father asked
me, “Do you actually understand what’s in the book?” I replied “yes.”
So dad tested me. He pointed at a sentence and asked me to interpret the
meaning. The sentence was “Quyuan Zhe, Ming Ping, Chu Zhi Tong Xing
Ye, Wei Chuhuai Wang Zuo Tu”. I said, “This is a piece of cake. Quyuan
also goes by the name of Ping, he shared a last name with Chuzhi, and he is
King Chuhuai’s secretary of state”. My father was thrilled at my ability to
understand such complicated words, although my plain Chinese translation
was less than perfect.

Since that night, my father decided to pave way for reading ancient

Chinese books for me. “You don’t need to understand these books word by



word, just keep on reading and someday you will understand them all,” he
said. My father took some books off the shelves and rearranged them in his
study. He put several thinner books on my desk. He looked me in the eyes
and said, “You are just a little kid, the books on the bottom shelf are not
for you, those are for adults. Do not peek at them.” After that year’s Spring
Festival, father returned to Shanxi for work. Seeing that he was away, I
stealthily went to his study and found the ‘forbidden books’ on the bottom
shelf. “These books are unbelievable!” I exclaimed. In two years’ time, I read
most of them. Some are history books like: Commentaries on Romance of
the Tang Dynasty, The Biography of Yue Fei, and The Spectacles in Ancient
and Modern Times. The others are martial arts novels written by Jinyong. In
retrospect, my father used reverse psychology to trick me to read.

In 2005, I finished grade four and moved to Shanxi with my father. It
took a while for me to get used to the town. I even developed a taste for a
local food called Yangroutang, lamb soup. While schoolwork proved to be a
heavy burden, my father still suggested that I should read books beyond the
curriculum. I finished Romance of the Three Kingdoms, Water Margin, The
Essential Points of the History of China, Generals of the Yang Family and so
on. My father even reorganized the parts of Guwen Guanzhi: A Selection of
Classical Chinese Essays. I read these parts, some attentively and thoroughly,
the others with less concentrated will. My father picked certain parts of the
book from Guwen Guanzhi: A Selection of Classical Chinese Essays, and

asked me to memorize the important passages in it. I remembered that he
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picked these essays: Zhuge Liang’s The First Memorial to the King before
Setting off for War, Li Mi’s A Letter to His Majesty, two articles collected
in Intrigues of the Warring State, Liu Yuxi’s An Epigraph in Praise of My
Humble Home, Wangbo’s A Tribute To King Teng’s Tower and so on. I also
picked essays that I liked from Guwen Guanzhi: A Selection of Classical
Chinese Essays. I was a book junkie.

who had an insatiable need for ancient Chinese literature and famous

tales from the splendid Chinese history.

In 2006, I finished grade five and was ready to go to school in Canada. I
brought three books deemed important to me: Yi Zhongtian’s Commentaries
on the Three Kingdoms, Luo Guanzhong’s Romance of the Three
Kingdoms, and Guwen Guanzhi: A Selection of Classical Chinese Essays.
My father managed to get more literature and history books from China
for my literary pleasure. During the first year of my Canadian schooling, I
clung to Commentaries on the Three Kingdoms and Romance of the Three
Kingdoms so hard that the books were ripped and worn. I was able to
memorize so many parts of the books that I participated with adult fans in
online chat rooms, which held frequent discussions on these books. I even
fantasized opening a Three Kingdom’s online forum for youth. I wanted to
present a challenge to Yi Zhongtian, a renowned historian. During that time,
my home-stay host, Anna, also relished Chinese literature as much as I did.
She came from a family of literary scholars and wordsmiths in Taiwan. My

devotion for Chinese literature and history had left her in wonder. She was
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