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Warlord of the Mountain Region
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The maid sashayed coyly, while the general tore off her cheongsam. Buttons flew everywhere, clinking against the antique vases filling the room like the sound of jade chimes. He lifted her onto the table. Just as he was about to indulge in their game, there was a knock at the door. "Knock, knock, knock."

General Li shouted:

- What is it?

- “Sir, Manager Zhao requests an audience”, the sentry announced loudly. He knew the general was just starting his warm-up. Having guarded the general for a long time, he was familiar with all the sounds from the general's room and the melody of the sonata the general played daily.

The general jerked his chin, signaling the girl to withdraw. She understood and retreated, not forgetting to grab the buttonless cheongsam.

Manager Zhao had been taken in and raised by the general when he was an orphan wandering the streets. At that time, the boy Mr. Zhao was in rags, but when given a feast by the general, he only took his fair share. The general then brought the boy along on his campaigns. Over time, the boy became the general's trusted aide.

Manager Zhao stepped in, leaned close to the general's ear, and said:

- Sir, the total amount of silver we've extracted is over three hundred thousand taels. The ingots are ready, awaiting your orders.

After a moment of contemplation, the general spoke slowly, with a glance indicating to Mr. Zhao that someone else was in the room:

- Go to Shanghai and meet Mr. Hua. Find out where the wealthy hide their money and gold. I've heard that Western banks are very reliable. Their countries aren't troubled by wars. Make sure to guard that silver carefully; I'll assign you two more machine guns.

The general waved his hand, and Manager Zhao understood, bowed, and exited the room.

The general then resumed his sonata with hands, feet, and tongue as well. After all, whether emperor, warlord, or rickshaw puller, when playing music, they are all the same. Though not yet an emperor, the general resembled a lord, ruling over a vast land rich with silver, abundant delicacies, and countless beautiful women.

Dressed in a Western suit, Manager Zhao arrived in Shanghai. Mr. Hua's office was located at the Shanghai Bund, along the Huangpu River, in the British-American concession area. A Chinese girl in a qipao greeted Mr. Zhao at the door (Note: Qipao is a style of Cheongsam, a traditional dress for Chinese women. It first appeared in the 1920s in Shanghai). She bowed politely and asked:

- Sir, how may I assist you?

Mr. Zhao replied:

- I am an acquaintance, here to see Mr. Hua.

The girl responded:

- Sir, Mr. Hua is out on business and won't return for another two hours. Please come in and have some tea while you wait.

Mr. Zhao declined:

- Thank you! I will return in two hours. If Mr. Hua comes back, please inform him that someone from the General has come to visit.

Mr. Zhao hired a rickshaw and rode along the riverbank. He took the opportunity to admire the Western buildings along Zhongshan Road, breathe in the bustling atmosphere of the busy port, and observe the bustling chaos of Westerners and Chinese, trying to sense the wealth and prosperity around him.

When Mr. Zhao returned, Mr. Hua was already back. Mr.Hua greeted Mr. Zhao at the door with his usual broad smile:

- Long time no see. How have you been?

Mr. Zhao responded politely:

- I've been well, thank you! You haven't changed much.

Mr. Hua called another girl to make tea. The beautiful Jiangnan girls were known for their graceful and elegant tea-making skills.

Mr. Hua inquired about the General's well-being. Mr. Zhao assured him that the General was healthy and "vigorous." Mr. Zhao then presented the gifts from the General to Mr. Hua: a pair of ivory tusks, rare tea, ginseng, and some famous high-quality opium. Mr. Hua admired the ivory tusks for a moment before having someone store them away.

After the pleasantries, Mr. Hua asked:

- The General sent you here, so there must be something he wants to know. I guess it's related to finances, am I right?

Mr. Zhao clasped his hands in respect:

- As always, you predict things like a deity! That's exactly it.

Mr. Hua smiled mysteriously:

- You must have seen the banks along Zhongshan Road: British, French, American, Russian, Japanese, German, Dutch, and Belgian. What do you think they are doing there? They only have offices in the concessions, so who are their clients?

Mr. Zhao was momentarily at a loss for words when Mr. Hua lightly patted his shoulder:

- Tonight, join me for dinner on Nanjing Road. Then you will gradually understand.

Mr. Hua was a descendant of one of the most renowned philosophers of the Spring and Autumn Period. The philosopher's teachings still have a significant impact on Chinese society today. Hua followed a maternal relative to the United States at the age of ten and adopted the surname Hua from his godfather. The Hua family had a long tradition in the financial business, with a network of banks and pawnshops throughout China. Hua received a proper education, graduating in finance from a top American university. He returned to China after completing his bachelor's degree and began his career in the family's bank.

The Hua family's bank exclusively served Chinese customers. Having been educated and lived in the West, Hua saw a tremendous opportunity in partnering with Western banks. Asset management, money transfers, currency exchange, securities, and so on were needs of the upper-class clientele that traditional Chinese banks couldn't meet.

In turbulent times, there's always a profit to be made. Clear waters don't foster fish; murky waters do. In a society riddled with chaos, foreign powers carve up the land, and warlords plunder indiscriminately. Ill-gotten wealth, fear of disorder, and an uncertain future created a demand for asset management services. The opium trade and wars provided opportunities for money transfer and currency exchange services.

During wartime, governments needed money, opening opportunities for bond trading and converting debt into resources. Hua also understood the Pareto principle: twenty percent of the wealthiest clients often generated eighty percent of the revenue.

Foreign banks flocked to the Shanghai Bund for these lucrative opportunities. The Western Ring Road along the west bank of the Huangpu River was home to Western, Russian, and Japanese banks.

However, these Western banks found it challenging to reach purely Chinese clients and needed intermediaries like Hua. Understanding the times makes one a hero, and Hua was such a person. His decision to set foot in Shanghai was a strategic move that propelled him into the upper echelons of society within just three years.

Hua mingled with the banking elite, wealthy Western businessmen, warlords, and even members of the Qing and The Red gangs. His status rose steadily, and Hua became a prominent figure in Shanghai.

Hua instructed his driver to take Mr. Zhao to a hotel to rest and arranged to pick him up for dinner at seven o'clock.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
AMAZON Bestseller rankings verified as of June 30, 2025

in Hlstoncal Asian Fiction in Wealths Mfanagement

EMPEROR
&

FINANCIAL

cwnmﬁ MANH NG(JYEN
TEDATOM





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





