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      Justin Hill has lived and worked in China since 1992. His novel The Drink and Dream Teahouse, a portrait of small-town China, won the Geoffrey Faber Memorial Prize and a Betty Trask Award and was banned within the People’s Republic of China. It was also a Washington Post Book of the Year in 2001.

      His translations of Chinese poetry have been published in Modern Poetry in Translation, Asian Literary Review and Asian Cha. His work on the poems of Tang Dynasty poetess Yu Xuanji led to her reimagined life in the novel Passing Under Heaven, which was shortlisted for the Encore Award and awarded the 2006 Somerset Maugham Award.

      The Independent on Sunday listed him as one of their Top Twenty Young British Writers. He currently lives in Hong Kong. He is Assistant Professor at City University of Hong Kong, where he teaches Creative Writing.

       

      www.justinhillauthor.com 

       

      Wang du Lu is considered one of the four greatest wuxia writers of modern China, and in particular the seminal voice of The Northern School. His writing is known for its fresh, complex renderings of women and warriors. 

      Wang du Lu reconceived the archetypes of the genre, moving beyond formulaic chivalry and romance, and his original voice and enduring legacy have thrilled writers, readers and audiences around the world.

      Like Dickens and Dumas, Wang’s tales were originally serialized, or ‘socialized’, in newspapers, and were hugely popular. Many of his writings were bound together as novels, and the best known of which, Crouching Tiger, Hidden Dragon (part of the Iron Crane pentology) was adapted by Ang Lee for his Academy Award winning film in 2000.

      After Wang Du Lu’s death in 1977, the stories have continued to be immensely popular in China, and have recently been republished.

    

  
    
      
        
          
            
              
              By Justin Hill
            

          

        

      

      A Bend in the Yellow River

      Ciao Asmara

      The Drink and Dream Teahouse

      Passing Under Heaven

      Shieldwall

      Crouching Tiger, Hidden Dragon: The Green Legend

    

  
    
      
        
          
            
              
              COPYRIGHT

            

          

           

          Published by Abacus

           

          
            978-0-3491-4093-3

          

          
            
              
               

              All characters and events in this publication, other than those clearly in the public domain, are fictitious and any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

            

          

          
            
              
               

              Copyright © Justin Hill 2015

            

          

          
            
              
               

              The moral right of the author has been asserted.

            

          

          
            
              
               

              Based on an original screenplay by John Fusco

            

          

          
            
              
              Copyright screenplay and underlying works: © Hong Wang, Qin Wang and The Weinstein Company 2015

            

          

          
            
              
               

              All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means, without the prior permission in writing of the publisher.

            

          

          
            
              
               

              The publisher is not responsible for websites (or their content) that are not owned by the publisher.

            

          

           

          
            ABACUS
          

          Little, Brown Book Group 

          100 Victoria Embankment 

          London, EC4Y 0DY

           

          
            
              www.littlebrown.co.uk
            
          

          
            
              www.hachette.co.uk
            
          

        

      

    

  
    Crouching Tiger, Hidden Dragon

    
      
        Table of Contents
      

      
        	
          
            
            About the Author
          
        

        	
          
            
            By Justin Hill
          
        

        	
          
            COPYRIGHT
          
        

        	
          
            
            Prologue
          
        

        	
          
            
            I
          
        

        	
          
            
            II
          
        

        	
          
            
            III
          
        

        	
          
            
            IV
          
        

        	
          
            
            V
          
        

        	
          
            
            VI
          
        

        	
          
            
            VII
          
        

        	
          
            
            VIII
          
        

        	
          
            
            IX
          
        

        	
          
            
            X
          
        

        	
          
            
            XI
          
        

        	
          
            
            XII
          
        

        	
          
            
            XIII
          
        

        	
          
            
            XIV
          
        

        	
          
            
            XV
          
        

        	
          
            
            XVI
          
        

        	
          
            
            XVII
          
        

        	
          
            
            XVIII
          
        

        	
          
            
            XIX
          
        

        	
          
            
            XX
          
        

        	
          
            
            XXI
          
        

        	
          
            
            XXII
          
        

        	
          
            
            XXIII
          
        

        	
          
            
            XXIV
          
        

        	
          
            
            XXV
          
        

        	
          
            
            XXVI
          
        

        	
          
            
            XXVII
          
        

        	
          
            
            XXVIII
          
        

        	
          
            
            XXIX
          
        

        	
          
            
            XXX
          
        

        	
          
            
            XXXI
          
        

        	
          
            
            Epilogue
          
        

      

    

  
    
      
        
          
            
              
              PROLOGUE
            

          

        

      

      Shulien stopped as she reached the top of the path, and looked down the mountain gorge. She had come to the hermitage on a day just like this, seventeen years before, heavy with grief.

      She had been going in the other direction then. As she stood for a moment she thought she could see her younger self, dressed in a simple black padded jacket with a conical straw hat, plodding up the path, stick in hand, searching ever higher into the narrowing way.

      She had come in winter, in the twelfth moon of the year. Snow was falling then too. Scarves of mist trailed from crag to crag. The air was still except for the sloppy gurgling of stream water as it tumbled over sharp rocks, frosted the leaning rushes in heavy coats of white ice, eddied in fat mountain pools, and then tumbled downhill again.

      All she could hear was water and the light intake and exhalation of her own breath, just cold enough to catch at the back of the throat. She had thought she would end her days a hermit, here in the mountains; practising her arts, preserving her qi, sallying out, if necessary, to fight injustice. But fate had been kind to her and despite the lines that life had worn into her face, she was very much still lean and strong, and handsome too, with hardly a single grey hair. Seventeen years of solitude, martial practice, learning to slowly conquer her feelings. She laughed. It had proved an impossible task. Solitude was too empty; the dragon could not hide even here; emotions could not be conquered.

      And now she was leaving. News was an arrow to those for whom it was destined, and despite the distance and the inconvenience word had come, even to Shulien, that in the far-off capital her patron, Duke Te – a nobleman who had used his position as a nephew of the Qing Emperor to protect both her father and herself from persecution by corrupt officials – had finally died.
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      Shulien had learnt the tidings of Duke Te’s death the day before in the local town of Wenxia. She came here once a month – for rice, for news, and after so many years of isolation, she had started to come for company.

      ‘Asking for a husband?’

      She was standing with three sticks of incense before the statue of Guanyu, the gentleman god, the warrior, whose sandalwood effigy stood erect, dignified, unbroken. Shulien turned to the priest. He looked younger than he was: a smooth, intelligent face, long walrus moustaches, a fuzzy beard from his chin, his black hair beginning to be shot through with grey.

      ‘It is a bit late for that.’

      Her initial reaction was that he was a little too self-assured. His eyes brightened at her words. It was as if she were a challenge.

      ‘Is it ever too late?’

      ‘Yes,’ she said. ‘I had one love, but he is dead.’

      ‘Ah,’ the priest said, stepping closer. He lingered. His small eyes had a gentle look. They seemed to draw Shulien out. Her thoughts spilled almost like a confession.

      ‘His name was Mubai. He was a wushu warrior as well. We loved each other from the moment we first met. But I had been betrothed to his best friend. When his best friend died, I hoped that our moment had come. But the Heavens are not so kind to us, are they? Mubai blamed himself for his friend’s death. He said he could not marry me for shame. “People might say I let him die to marry you.” I understood his fears. He always tried to do what was right. It is a narrow and rocky path. And so we lived out our days, pining. When he changed his mind, it was too late…’

      Most people shied away from revelation, but the priest drew closer, his small eyes intent. ‘How did he die, if he was a great warrior?’

      ‘Did you ever hear of Jade Fox?’

      The priest nodded and shivered at the same time. Jade Fox was a woman whose name had once been used to scare children.

      ‘She and her disciple stole a great treasure from Mubai. He fought her and beat her, but in the battle he was poisoned. I came, but too late. All I could do was soothe his last hours.’ She smiled at the priest, but in her eyes was a far-off light, as she gazed back into the past.

      ‘He told me then that he had been mistaken. He wished he had married me.’

      ‘What was the treasure?’

      ‘A sword,’ Shulien said, and her gaze moved to his face. ‘Named Green Legend.’

      ‘It’s real?’

      ‘Green Legend? Oh yes. It still exists, though it is hidden.’

      The priest looked about him. ‘Here?’

      Shulien laughed. ‘No. Far away.’ Safe in the capital, she thought. With Duke Te.

      The priest was about to ask another question when a young girl with a large head came around the corner. Her face was almost as wide as her hips. She was an odd-looking child, self-important, bossy. ‘Da,’ she said, picking her nose as she waited for her father’s attention. ‘Da! Ma’s constipated.’

      A look on the priest’s face seemed to say, not again, but he tried to hide his reaction as he bowed to Shulien. ‘Excuse me.’

      In the market Shulien looked for familiar faces and went to buy from them. The old woman with the sickly grandchild; the blood sausage saleswoman with the mole on her cheek; the rice salesman with the consumptive wife who smiled from her seat and waved.

      ‘I tell her to stay inside but she said you would come today. Would you mind?’ he said.

      ‘Not at all.’ Shulien put her hands onto the woman’s head, closed her eyes, used her energy, her qi, to feel for the blockage that was causing the woman’s sickness, and slowly forced a way through or round it. ‘Sorry,’ she said afterwards, as the woman looked up, her face bright with hope as much as improvement. ‘I am not a healer. There is only so much I can do.’

      But the rice trader poured an extra scoop of rice into the paper bundle, neatly folded the end closed, and placed it into the bottom of her sack with elaborate care.

      ‘Thank you,’ he said.

      She found the crowds and people and voices and demands overwhelming, and she was glad when at last she took a side road towards the north gate. The late winter sky was clear, a pale, scrubbed blue, the mild sun was bright enough to cast dark shadows, and in the spots where it seldom shone the snow lay in melted lumps and angles. Solid-wheeled carts lurched from rut to rut – she pushed ahead of them, and their peasant drivers, bulbous in their wadded cotton jackets. Old women with bound feet hobbled around the puddles, hair smoothed back and glossy as beetles. Along the side of the road two men in thick felt shoes were winnowing last autumn’s grain in rhythmic showers of golden seed. The sunlight caught in the drifting chaff, and slowly faded, and three shaven-headed children watched with wonder, and one of them rubbed his nose with the heel of his palm.

      When they saw her, the children fell silent, gazing from under their eyebrows, their noses running clear in the cold. Her passing always had this effect. She stopped and searched in the depths of her padded black cotton jacket and found a sesame cracker, stuck to the wrapper of rice paper, and gave it to the children.

      ‘Share it,’ she said, and smiled softly.

      The children stared in open-mouthed silence, then, once she had passed, she heard the usual Ya! Ha! noises as they held their hands out, kung-fu style, and leapt about like kicking monkeys, and one of them said, ‘What did she give you?’

      The walls of the gateway were smooth adobe, long used for pasting handwritten bulletins from local magistrates, officials and scholars. They had been recently scraped clean of the leprous tatters of old news, and now there were just three sheets papered there. Before it an old Muslim sat on a three-legged stool behind a stall selling spices. He had a narrow hawk-face, held a brass pipe between his front teeth, and puffed gently on the thick bung of rolled tobacco. One booted foot was drawn up onto his knee. His parrot looked out from its black wooden cage.

      ‘News!’ the parrot said. ‘News!’

      Shulien paused to read the one titled Capital News. She scanned quickly through the lists of scandal and rumour – the Emperor’s concubines appeared to have slept with half the Empire – but it was at the bottom, almost lost amongst the minor news, that she read that Duke Te had died.

      ‘News!’ the parrot squawked. ‘No news!’

      Duke Te was one of the last emperor’s sons, by a minor wife, but he was old and old men died. There was little scandal. Hundreds had read of the duke’s death. A few score even knew who he was. But the news of his death meant nothing to the townsfolk of far Wenxia. Most folk had no idea that he was Master of the Iron Way, the world of wushu fighters who travelled and drank and battled injustice wherever they found it. They just knew him as a member of the Imperial Family.

      The news hit Shulien hard, though. She gasped for breath, even though she rarely thought of the old friend, or even of the treasure that he had hidden. But now it all came back like a torrent of dirty flood water that overtops the dyke, despite the efforts of the farmers.

      Once the first defence breaks there is no stopping it. She had to leave. She had to go to Beijing. She felt a stab of panic. The Green Legend: who was protecting it now?
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      Shulien’s hut was too small to contain her frustrations as she searched for what she needed for this journey. Felt shoes, a rush jacket, silver coin, her swords.

      As she searched she felt Mubai in the room with her. His ghost haunted her, and all the incense she had burnt did nothing to quieten it.

      The duke is dead, she imagined him telling her. His ghost stood over her. He was quiet, calm, impassive. She imagined him standing in his scholar’s gown. He liked the casual air it gave him, even when fighting for his life. He had been nonchalant about his safety; his brilliance and talent got him killed. She had loved and admired him as a man, but his ghost had a detached and patronising air. I gave him the Green Legend. It must be taken and hidden. You know the power of the sword. You know the power it has… She ignored him and his voice became reprimanding. Shulien, you must protect the sword. How could you let the duke die without securing the sword? Shulien, you must go and protect the sword.

      ‘Yes!’ she said suddenly. Her voice was short and impatient. The gorge hushed.

      She was angry at the voice for nagging her, and angry at it for going silent now. Ghosts! she thought. She imagined the ghost was still with her. ‘I know. I was there. Remember? You died defending that sword.’

      We had to. I had to. 

      Yes, she thought. Whoever held Green Legend could hold the martial world in their fist.
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      The sun was setting as Shulien turned to take a last look at her mountain retreat.

      A month or two, she thought. No more. Like a crouching tiger, the saying went, or a hidden dragon: she would slip silently back into the world of men and hide her true nature, unless imperative demanded.

      ‘When I return, spring will be here, the first leaves will be unfolding, the birds will return.’ She spoke aloud, as if her thatched hut was an old friend, who would look out each sunset, and hope for a glimpse of her.

      ‘I have to go. I have to protect Green Legend. It and I will retire here. Then the kingdom will be safe at last.’

      Shulien turned her back; the hut was silent. It had a bedraggled air. Melting snow had soaked the roof thatch. A grey droplet fell from the end of a stray straw. It sparkled as it fell and disappeared into the winter mud.

      She held that image in her mind, and turned and walked back into the world. She could not know it then, but every reassurance she had given her hut was wrong. She would never return. The sword would never remain hidden. The world, despite all her efforts, could not be safe.
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