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            INTRODUCTION

          

        

      

    

    
      The Western Han Dynasty: A History of China, PART ONE, plunges you into one of the most dramatic and transformative chapters of Chinese civilization. From the smoldering ruins of the Qin Dynasty rose Liu Bang—a man with no royal blood, no illustrious pedigree, and yet a stubborn will to build an empire that would far outlive his wildest ambitions. I wrote this book to trace how that unlikely founder, surrounded by fiercely loyal generals and cunning rivals, turned chaos into one of history’s great success stories.

      You’ll meet warriors whose names still ring through the centuries—Han Xin, the brilliant strategist whose long string of victories remade the map of China; Cao Can (also recorded as Cao Shen), the steady counselor who helped steady the court; and Zhang Liang, the master of subtlety and long-range planning. You’ll watch alliances harden into deadly rivalries—Empress Lü’s iron-fisted rule, the tragic downfall of Consort Qi and her son Liu Ruyi, and the lethal court games that decided who would sit on the Han throne. These are not distant legends—they were flesh-and-blood people who lived, schemed, and paid the price for ambition.

      As the dynasty matured, its emperors faced fresh tests of authority and conscience. Emperor Wen brought relief and stability after years of bloodletting, while the reform-minded Jia Yi dreamed of moral renewal only to be pushed aside by the hard realities of politics. The Rebellion of the Seven States tore at the empire’s unity, and the events surrounding the execution of Chao Cuo and the rise—and later tragic fall—of Zhou Yafu showed how precarious power could be when surrounded by jealousy, fear, and suspicion.

      Then came the golden age of Emperor Wu of Han — one of the most remarkable rulers in Chinese history. Under his rule (reigning from 141 to 87 BCE), the empire pushed outward both its borders and its imagination. Generals such as Wei Qing and his young, celebrated relative Huo Qubing led daring campaigns against the Xiongnu, driving deep into the northern steppes and changing the course of history. Those victories did more than win battles: combined with the exploratory missions of envoys like Zhang Qian, they helped open the routes we now call the Silk Road — a web of connections that linked China to distant lands and reshaped the world.

      This book is my attempt to bring those lives and moments back to life — to let you walk beside the emperors, scholars, generals, and dreamers who built the Western Han Dynasty. Their courage, their ambition, and their flaws made them painfully human — and their deeds made them lasting. The Western Han Dynasty: A History of China invites you to step into their world and witness how an empire was born, tested, and remembered.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        1. Securing the New Han Dynasty

      

      
        2. Han vs. the Xiongnu

      

      
        3. The Fate of the Loyal Generals

      

      
        4. When Heroes Become Enemies

      

      
        5. The Fall of Lady Qi and the Fate of Liu Ruyi

      

      
        6. The Wisdom of Cao Can

      

      
        7. The Reign of Empress Lü

      

      
        8. The Fall of the Lü Clan

      

      
        9. The Reign of Emperor Wen

      

      
        10. The Rise and Fall of Jia Yi

      

      
        11. The Rise of Han Justice

      

      
        12. The Rebellion of the Seven States

      

      
        13. The Fall of Chao Cuo and the Rise of Zhou Ya Fu

      

      
        14. The Path to the Throne

      

      
        15. The Birth of an Imperial Creed

      

      
        16. The Rise of Wei Zifu

      

      
        17. The Early Reign of Emperor Wu

      

      
        18. From War to Silk Road

      

    

    
      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
CHAPTER 1


          

          
            SECURING THE NEW HAN DYNASTY

          

        

      

    

    
      Have you ever wondered how the Western Han Dynasty—a magnificent empire that ushered in an era of lasting prosperity—was born amid such turbulent times? How many hidden, lesser-known stories lie within the dramatic struggles that forged its foundation? Let’s step into this grand historical saga and unravel the mysteries behind the rise of the Han Empire.

      When we focus on Liu Bang, the founding emperor of the Western Han, one question inevitably arises: How did a man of humble origins, once a simple commoner, rise above the chaos of war to ultimately defeat the formidable Xiang Yu in the fierce Chu-Han contention? Could someone like him truly possess the ability to govern a vast empire? At the dawn of the Han Dynasty, imperial rule teetered on the edge of crisis, with looming threats shadowing the nascent realm like gathering storm clouds. Would Liu Bang manage to stabilize his reign and overcome these daunting challenges? These questions pull us deeper into the captivating history of his ascent to power.

      Liu Bang was originally just an unremarkable figure from Pei County, regarded by many as a carefree wanderer with little ambition. Yet, when the Qin Dynasty collapsed under the weight of widespread peasant uprisings, he emerged as an unexpected force, steadily gaining influence amidst the chaos of battlefields. One of the most pivotal moments in his rise was the Battle of Gaixia, where Liu Bang’s forces encircled Xiang Yu, forcing him into a desperate retreat. Ultimately, Xiang Yu took his own life by the Wu River—more precisely, by the historic Wú Jiāng (Wu River), known as the site of his tragic end. This decisive victory allowed Liu Bang to lay the enduring foundation of the Han Dynasty, which would last for over four centuries, and he was crowned emperor.

      Upon ascending the throne, Liu Bang initially chose Luoyang as his capital. For a fleeting moment, he basked in a period of peace and prosperity, as if stepping into a long-awaited dream finally realized. Yet, this calm was not to last. Soon after, a man named Liu Jing emerged, unsettling the fragile stability newly established. Hailing from the Qi region, Liu Jing was, according to Han military policies, obligated to serve in the western territories. As he journeyed through Luoyang, he boldly demanded an audience with the emperor. In the rigidly hierarchical empire, approaching the emperor without status or connections was unthinkable—usually, only officials of rank and influence could secure such a meeting. But Liu Jing was undeterred. What drove his urgency? And how would his bold actions ripple through Liu Bang’s reign and the delicate fabric of the Han Dynasty?

      In the grand tapestry of Han history, what seems like an ordinary event—Liu Jing’s audience with Liu Bang—holds deeper significance. What lies behind this encounter? Let us delve into the story.

      Not long after ascending the throne, Liu Bang sought to present himself as an accessible and caring ruler. To build public trust, he declared that any citizen with important matters could petition for an audience. Rising from humble origins himself, Liu Bang keenly understood the struggles of ordinary people and genuinely wished to hear their voices.

      As fate would have it, Liu Jing found himself in Luoyang, and by sheer chance, he reconnected with an old acquaintance—now a high-ranking general in Liu Bang’s court, someone who had direct access to the emperor himself.

      Seizing this golden opportunity, Liu Jing approached the general with earnest urgency. “General, I humbly implore you to help me. There is a matter of great importance that I must present directly to His Majesty. Please, I beg you, grant me an audience with the emperor.” His voice brimmed with sincere determination.

      The general, touched by Liu Jing’s resolve, agreed to assist. Yet, as he took in Liu Jing’s appearance, a frown crept across his face. The man’s attire was strikingly out of place—a worn sheepskin coat that seemed relic-like, as if it belonged to a bygone era, perhaps dating back to the Warring States or even the austere Western Zhou period. This rustic garb stood in sharp contrast to the majestic splendor of the imperial court.

      With a concerned expression, the general advised him, “Meeting the emperor is possible, but your clothing is highly inappropriate. Just look at this coat—so old and ragged. If His Majesty sees you like this, he might not take you seriously.”

      Yet Liu Jing remained resolute. “No, I prefer to wear this. I have no intention of changing.” The general sighed deeply but, having given his word, proceeded to introduce Liu Jing to the emperor.

      What followed was a historic debate that would come to shape the trajectory of the Han Dynasty—centered around the choice of the imperial capital. Liu Jing’s bold and insightful arguments echoed through the halls of power and continue to resonate through history.

      At that time, Liu Bang was contemplating making Luoyang his capital. When Liu Jing was finally summoned before him, he bowed deeply and spoke with a cautious yet resolute tone. “Your Majesty, I have heard that you intend to establish Luoyang as the capital. Is this true?”

      Liu Bang was slightly taken aback that a mere commoner dared to question such a monumental decision, replying with a hint of disdain, “And why not? Even the kings of the Zhou dynasty ruled from Luoyang. What could possibly be wrong with choosing this city?”

      Unfazed, Liu Jing earnestly offered his reasoning. “Your Majesty, I believe this decision is flawed. If you establish your capital in Luoyang, is it because you seek to rival the glory of the Zhou dynasty?”

      Liu Bang, brimming with pride, responded confidently, “The rise of new powers always surpasses the old. It is inevitable that I will outshine the Zhou.”

      Liu Jing shook his head slightly before continuing his analysis. “Your Majesty, while your words hold a kernel of truth, have you truly pondered the fundamental difference in how you and the Zhou Dynasty ascended to power? The Zhou ancestors, starting with Hou Ji, were entrusted by Emperor Yao and gradually built their reputation through virtuous governance. For over ten generations, they nurtured goodwill and moral authority. By the time of King Wen and King Wu, their influence had grown so strong that feudal lords willingly pledged allegiance. It was through this immense moral appeal and sense of justice that they ultimately overthrew the Shang Dynasty and ascended to the throne. When King Cheng succeeded, the Duke of Zhou meticulously planned the construction of Luoyi, believing it to be the geographical heart of the empire. This central location ensured that feudal lords, when paying tribute, traveled roughly equal distances. With a virtuous ruler, governing the land would be effortless, but if a ruler lacked moral integrity, the empire would quickly crumble.”

      “But Your Majesty, how did you rise to power? You began in Pei County with merely three thousand soldiers, leading them like a fierce tiger, swiftly seizing control of the Shu-Han region. Without pause, you launched a campaign to reclaim the Three Qin territories. Following this, you engaged in a relentless struggle against Xiang Yu around Xingyang and Chenggao, waging more than seventy battles, each soaked in blood. The cost of these wars was immense—countless civilians perished, their bodies left exposed on the battlefield, and nearly every household mourned lost loved ones. Given such devastation, Your Majesty, if you aspire to rival the flourishing reigns of King Cheng and King Kang of Zhou, it seems an unattainable goal.”

      His reasoning was compelling, sparking a deep curiosity about how Liu Bang would ultimately respond. Did you know that Chang’an, the illustrious ancient capital of thirteen dynasties, earned its revered status through a decision steeped in wisdom and foresight? The pivotal moment behind this monumental choice can be traced directly to the very debate surrounding the location of the imperial capital.

      In the end, Liu Bang defied opposition and chose a site on the southern bank of the Wei River—the former Qin Dynasty’s Xingle Palace—as the foundation for his new capital. He named it Chang’an, meaning “eternal peace.” As he personally walked the land, scrutinizing the terrain and finalizing the site, he envisioned the Han Dynasty’s future prosperity blossoming before his eyes. This grand vision cemented his resolve, leading to one of the most consequential decisions in Chinese history.

      But before arriving at this verdict, Liu Bang wrestled with a difficult dilemma. Initially, he had declared Luoyang as the capital for his empire. Yet, a persuasive argument soon reached his ears. Some advisers proposed that the old Qin territory in Guanzhong—the vast Wei River valley north of the Qinling Mountains—offered an unparalleled strategic advantage. Known as the “800-li Qin Chuan,” this region was naturally fortified, with the Yellow River serving as a protective barrier to the east and encircling mountains forming an almost impenetrable defense. It was said that if the capital were established there, even if chaos erupted in the east, the central government would remain secure. The analogy was straightforward: in battle, victory comes from seizing the enemy’s throat and striking at their back with precision. Establishing the capital in Guanzhong was akin to grasping the empire’s lifeline while projecting a commanding presence over rival factions.

      Liu Bang found the argument persuasive. Nevertheless, given the immense task of relocating the capital, he felt it crucial to seek the counsel of his ministers. He summoned a court assembly, granting all officials the freedom to voice their opinions. Some ministers advocated for Luoyang, highlighting its strategic merits—it was guarded by the Hangu Pass to the east and flanked by the Xian Mountains and Mianchi to the west. With the Yellow River at its back and the Luo River before it, Luoyang’s naturally fortified position made it a formidable stronghold. This perspective left Liu Bang torn between the choices.

      Just then, Zhang Liang stepped forward with a detailed analysis. He acknowledged Luoyang’s defensive strengths but pointed out its limited central plains, spanning only a few hundred li, coupled with relatively poor agricultural prospects. More critically, its open surroundings left it vulnerable to attacks from multiple directions, making it an unfit bastion in times of war. In stark contrast, the Guanzhong region was encircled by natural barriers on three sides, leaving only its eastern front exposed—an access point that could be effectively controlled against feudal states. This earned it the title of the “golden fortress of a thousand li,” an ideal natural stronghold. Zhang Liang fully endorsed Liu Jing’s proposal, underscoring its strategic advantages.

      Liu Bang had always placed immense trust in Zhang Liang’s wisdom. After listening to his thorough and reasoned argument, he approached the decision with heightened caution. Personally traveling to inspect the terrain, Liu Bang, after careful reflection, made his final decision—Chang’an would become the new capital of the Han Dynasty.

      As the foremost among China's four great ancient capitals, Chang'an had long witnessed imperial presence, but it was not until the early Han Dynasty that it truly earned its reputation and underwent significant development. The empire, still reeling from the ravages of war, urgently needed economic revival and political consolidation. Against this backdrop, Chang'an bore the dynasty’s hopes and began to carve out its legendary status.

      With peace finally settling over the empire, it seemed the perfect moment for the emperor and his court to savor their newfound prosperity. Yet, just as stability was taking root, a startling event shattered the calm—a key figure of the Han Dynasty, the brilliant strategist Zhang Liang, unexpectedly announced his retirement from court life. His decision sent ripples through the imperial court, leaving officials stunned and speculating about the true motives behind his sudden withdrawal.

      Let’s rewind even further. Zhang Zifang—better known as Zhang Liang—the most brilliant strategist under Emperor Liu Bang, had struggled with frail health for years. Ever since he had accompanied Liu Bang through the mighty Hangu Pass—the gateway to a new era of dominance—he underwent a profound transformation. Once a masterful tactician, orchestrating victories from the war tent, he now spent his days in seclusion, resembling a Taoist hermit deep in meditation. He practiced breathing techniques and even experimented with grain abstinence, withdrawing from the outside world for long stretches.

      One day, Zhang Zifang solemnly approached Liu Bang, speaking with heartfelt sincerity. “Your Majesty, you may not be aware, but my family has served as chancellors across generations in the Han (Warring States), honored by the royal house. When the Han fell, I was consumed by a single mission—to avenge our fallen nation and overthrow the ruthless Qin Empire. The heavens were merciful, leading me to you, and under your wise leadership, we fulfilled that mission. Now, Your Majesty has granted me the highest honors and privileges. My life’s purpose has been achieved, and I seek nothing more. That is why I wish to walk the path of the wandering Taoists, traveling the world in search of enlightenment.”

      On the surface, this appeared to be a noble pursuit of spiritual transcendence. In truth, it was a calculated move for self-preservation. A man as shrewd as Zhang Zifang fully understood the dangers of lingering in the emperor’s inner circle. The old saying echoed in his mind: “When the cunning rabbit is dead, the hunting dog is cooked; when the birds have flown, the bow is put away; when the enemy is defeated, the strategist is no longer needed.” He knew life at court was unpredictable and serving a ruler was as perilous as walking on thin ice. The wisest course was to withdraw before becoming a target. By choosing to “roam freely,” he was, in fact, securing his survival. He hoped that by stepping away from politics, Liu Bang would gradually forget him, allowing him to live out his days in peace.

      Liu Bang, naturally, was reluctant to lose such a valuable advisor. He knew well how much Zhang Zifang’s wisdom had contributed to his success. Yet, seeing the strategist’s unwavering resolve, he had no choice but to accept his departure. Looking back through history, those gifted with profound intelligence and foresight often knew precisely when to retreat. That is why figures like Zhang Zifang, Zhuge Liang, and Liu Bowen are often revered as near-mythical sages—their wisdom and strategic vision remain unmatched.

      Now, let’s turn our attention back to the early days of the Han Dynasty. After Liu Bang was crowned emperor, many believed that peace had finally arrived, and the people could at last enjoy a period of stability. Yet, only a few months later, several feudal lords rebelled. It was puzzling—during the fierce conflict between Liu Bang and Xiang Yu, these lords had largely stayed on the sidelines. But now, with the empire finally unified, they suddenly rose up in defiance, as if they simply couldn’t bear the calm. Perhaps deep down, they rejected a life of quiet submission and were eager to shake things up.

      But Liu Bang was not a man to be trifled with. Armed with his exceptional leadership and formidable military strength, he swiftly crushed each uprising. Yet just as one crisis was resolved, another flared—former followers of Xiang Yu began plotting their own rebellions. Left with no choice, Liu Bang donned his armor once more and personally led his troops to stamp out the revolts. Even after restoring order, he found little peace. He understood that keeping control over such a vast empire demanded constant vigilance.

      The historian Sima Guang, in his monumental work Zizhi Tongjian, noted that the Han Dynasty’s conquest owed much to the military genius of Han Xin. As a general who never tasted defeat, Han Xin played a crucial role in securing victory for the Han. Yet despite all his achievements, he would soon find himself caught in a crisis of his own making.

      The trouble began when Liu Bang commanded Han Xin to arrest Zhongli Mei. The moment Liu Bang heard that Han Xin had refused, his fury ignited. Without a moment’s hesitation, he issued an imperial decree demanding that Han Xin immediately hand over Zhongli Mei.

      It seemed the emperor’s closest advisors had been waiting for just such an opportunity. They whispered urgently in Liu Bang’s ear, “Your Majesty, though you have crushed Xiang Yu’s rebellion, a dangerous figure still roams free—none other than Zhongli Mei. Rumor has it he’s in the Chu Kingdom, carousing and feasting alongside the King of Chu as if they were old comrades! Picture him downing liquor with peanuts, raising his glass to old times while plotting who knows what!”

      Upon hearing this, Liu Bang slammed his fist on the table in a fury. “Unbelievable! Zhongli Mei is a grave threat, and Han Xin is being reckless!”

      Who exactly was Zhongli Mei, and why did Liu Bang despised him so much? Once a formidable general under Xiang Yu, Zhongli Mei had been a fierce warrior who repeatedly forced Liu Bang into desperate retreats. To the emperor, he represented a lingering remnant of the old enemy—a persistent thorn in his side that had to be removed. Now, after finally tracking him down, it was utterly unacceptable that Han Xin had chosen to shelter him rather than capture him.

      Following Xiang Yu’s downfall, Zhongli Mei sought refuge with Han Xin, who had been appointed King of Chu. Bound by their shared past and camaraderie, Han Xin granted him asylum. After all, they had once fought under the same banner, and it was only natural for Han Xin to feel a sense of loyalty. Yet, what Han Xin failed to grasp was that this act of kindness would later be wielded against him.

      When Liu Bang sent his decree demanding Zhongli Mei’s arrest, Han Xin remained indifferent. To him, Zhongli Mei was not going anywhere, and with his territory far from the capital, he felt secure. “The emperor is distant, and local power outweighs imperial orders,” he thought. “If I don’t arrest Zhongli Mei, what can Liu Bang do to me?”

      This dismissive attitude toward the emperor’s command would prove to be a grave mistake—one that set in motion a chain of events leading inevitably to his downfall.

      At this pivotal moment in history, Liu Bang was fully engrossed in building his new capital. After all, he could not allow his officials to be left sleeping on the streets of Chang’an. Yet, just as the grand construction projects were underway, shocking news arrived—Zhongli Mei, one of Xiang Yu’s most formidable generals, had sought refuge with Han Xin. This revelation hit Liu Bang like a thunderclap, sending waves of anxiety crashing through his mind. He understood the gravity of the threat it posed. Thus began a fateful battle of wits and survival. How did Liu Bang methodically corner Han Xin, sealing his ultimate fate? Let us rewind the clock and delve into this gripping chapter of history.

      Han Xin, a military genius whose unmatched strategic brilliance and battlefield dominance had turned him into a legend, shone too brightly for his own good. His brilliance, like the blinding glare of the midday sun, sparked deep suspicion and resentment within Liu Bang. Han Xin’s repeated defiance of imperial decrees only stoked Liu Bang’s paranoia further, each act of disobedience piercing his heart like a sharp blade, causing his doubts to spiral uncontrollably.

      Now, a pressing question loomed over Liu Bang: how should he handle Han Xin?

      At this critical moment, an informant slipped in like a shadow in the night, whispering detailed accusations of Han Xin’s alleged betrayal. Liu Bang, already uneasy, found himself sinking deeper into doubt and uncertainty. Seeking advice, he summoned his generals and solemnly asked, “Han Xin has ignored my summons. What do you think should be done?” The gathered officers, burning with fury, shouted in unison, “Deploy the army at once! Crush this traitor and bury him alive before he becomes a true threat!”

      But Liu Bang didn’t answer immediately. Instead, he sank into deep contemplation, his eyes sharp and unreadable, weighing carefully the consequences of such a drastic move.

      Then, turning to his most astute advisor, Chen Ping, Liu Bang sought his counsel. Chen Ping furrowed his brows thoughtfully and asked calmly, “Your Majesty, has Han Xin been informed of the accusation against him?”

      Liu Bang shook his head gravely. “No, he remains unaware. I have yet to confront him.”

      Chen Ping continued with a measured tone, “Your Majesty, consider this carefully—between your own army and Han Xin’s forces, which do you believe is stronger?”

      Liu Bang hesitated for a moment before conceding, “Han Xin’s troops are far more battle-hardened than mine.”

      Chen Ping leaned in, probing further. “Among all your generals, is there anyone who can match Han Xin’s strategic genius?”

      After a long, thoughtful pause, Liu Bang let out a deep sigh. “None of my generals can rival him.”

      Hearing this, Chen Ping’s expression turned grave. “If our forces are weaker and our commanders less capable, launching an open assault would only drive Han Xin into outright rebellion. Cornered, he would have no choice but to fight back fiercely. We must avoid pushing him to that extreme.”

      Liu Bang’s worry deepened. “Then what should we do? If Han Xin does rebel for real, won’t we be powerless against him?”

      Chen Ping, radiating confidence, reassured him, “Your Majesty, there is no cause for alarm. Consider an alternative strategy. In ancient times, emperors often toured their realms to meet with regional lords. Let us follow this precedent. Announce a royal inspection tour, ostensibly to visit Yunmeng Marsh, and arrange to meet the lords in Chen. Since Chen lies on the western border of Han Xin’s territory, he will perceive this as a goodwill gesture and lower his guard. When he comes out to greet Your Majesty beyond the city walls, you can capture him swiftly with a single decisive move. With careful planning, this operation can be executed quickly, needing only a small contingent rather than a full-scale military campaign.”

      Thus, a grand scheme of deception was set into motion. No one—not even Han Xin himself—could have foreseen that the brilliant general who once shaped the fates of kingdoms would soon find himself bound and disgraced before the emperor. The tragic irony of his downfall was about to unfold.

      In December of that year, Emperor Gaozu journeyed to Chen under the guise of meeting with his vassals. Han Xin, eager to prove his loyalty, hurried to present himself before the emperor, bringing the severed head of Zhongli Mei as proof. He believed this act would dispel any lingering doubts in Liu Bang’s mind and restore his standing at court. Yet the moment he knelt before the emperor, Liu Bang’s cold command rang out—his guards rushed forward, binding Han Xin in chains and placing him in a secondary carriage to accompany the imperial procession as a prisoner.

      Only then, as the heavy shackles settled on him, did Han Xin grasp the devastating truth. The warnings of those who had cautioned him before echoed in his mind like a tolling bell. Filled with bitter remorse, he turned to Liu Bang and declared, “It is just as they say—when the cunning hare is caught, the hunting dog is cooked; when the soaring bird is gone, the fine bow is stored away; when the enemy state is destroyed, the strategist meets his end.”

      Looking back, Han Xin sensed something was wrong the moment he caught wind of Liu Bang’s southern tour. His first instinct was suspicion—was the emperor coming for him? That thought gnawed at him like a relentless shadow, casting a heavy veil of unease over his heart. At times, the fear swelled so fiercely that he even toyed with the idea of a preemptive rebellion. Yet, he hesitated. After all they’d been through together, could Liu Bang truly be so heartless?

      As Han Xin wrestled with these doubts, one of his advisors noticed the turmoil within him. After careful consideration, the advisor proposed, “My lord, if you bring Zhongli Mei’s head to His Majesty, it will wipe away any suspicions. The emperor will no longer see you as a threat.”

      Han Xin mulled over this counsel, caught between cold logic and aching emotion. Finally, he steeled himself, executed Zhongli Mei, and carried his severed head to meet Liu Bang, hoping to ease the tension. But tragically, he was mistaken.

      Han Xin—one of history’s greatest military tacticians, a man who built an empire through his cunning and brilliance—found himself outmaneuvered not on the battlefield, but in the ruthless arena of court politics. The mastermind behind countless victories failed to foresee his own downfall. He had foolishly believed that sacrificing Zhongli Mei would be enough to redeem himself. Yet, Liu Bang had already made up his mind. No matter what Han Xin did, his fate had long been sealed.

      When Liu Bang heard Chen Ping’s ingenious scheme, he was elated. Secretly, he marveled at Chen Ping’s cunning and insight—this plan was nothing short of brilliant. Glancing around at his advisors and generals, he chuckled to himself. They were just like him: men free from excessive formalities, living proof of the old saying, "Birds of a feather flock together." Without hesitation, Liu Bang sent envoys to summon the vassal lords to a grand assembly in Chen. He also publicly announced his intention to embark on a southern tour of Yunmeng Marsh.

      Historically, Yunmeng Marsh was a vast and treacherous wetland, although by Liu Bang’s time, much of its former grandeur had faded. With the official proclamation made, Liu Bang soon set out on his journey. But the decision carried enormous risk. If Han Xin truly harbored rebellious intentions, this excursion could be nothing less than walking into a death trap. After all, how many soldiers could Liu Bang realistically bring along on such a trip?

      History has preserved an intriguing exchange between Liu Bang and Han Xin. On one occasion, Liu Bang, driven by a casual curiosity, asked Han Xin, “With my abilities, how many soldiers do you think I could command?” Without a moment’s hesitation, Han Xin replied, “Your Majesty, at most, you can lead an army of 100,000.” Amused, Liu Bang pressed on, “And what about you?” Han Xin answered, not with arrogance but with steady confidence, “As for me, the more soldiers, the better.” This bold remark would later inspire the famous saying: “Han Xin marshals troops—more is always better.”

      Liu Bang smiled knowingly, a playful glint in his eyes, and countered, “If you truly have the ability to lead an unlimited army, how is it that you now find yourself my prisoner?” Sensing the precariousness of his position, Han Xin quickly softened his tone and humbly replied with a flattering twist: “Your Majesty, while you may not personally command vast armies, your greatness lies in leading extraordinary generals. That is why I am here in your hands today. Your ability is a heavenly gift, beyond the reach of ordinary men.”

      Looking back further, after the empire was unified, Han Xin had once voiced a chilling fear: “Now that peace is restored, I shall surely be put to the pot.” His meaning was unmistakable—now that his military skills were no longer needed, he feared a grim fate awaited him. When Liu Bang heard this, he snapped impatiently, “Enough of these foolish worries! There are already accusations of treason against you.” At that moment, Han Xin fell silent, his mind swirling with frustration. If I had truly intended to rebel, I would have done so long ago. If I had turned against Liu Bang, would he even be sitting on the throne today?

      Despite capturing Han Xin, Liu Bang chose not to execute him. He had long admired Han Xin’s extraordinary military genius and was hesitant to dispose of such a valuable asset so quickly. Moreover, Liu Bang understood that a sudden execution could ignite widespread instability. On their journey back to Chang’an, they passed through Luoyang, where Liu Bang officially announced his decision to spare Han Xin’s life. However, Han Xin’s title as King of Qi was stripped, and he was demoted to the rank of Marquis of Huaiyin.

      Once back in Chang’an, Liu Bang ordered that Han Xin stay in the capital instead of taking up his marquisate in Huaiyin. In truth, this amounted to a form of house arrest. Feeling trapped and frustrated, Han Xin pretended to be ill and petitioned to be excused from court duties, claiming he needed time to recuperate. Liu Bang, unconcerned and wary of any threat, granted his request. As long as Han Xin held no military command and refrained from plotting rebellion, he was free to live quietly.

      Yet Han Xin’s days were heavy with bitterness. One day, he visited Fan Kuai, one of Liu Bang’s most trusted generals. By then, Fan Kuai had been granted a noble title himself. Upon seeing Han Xin, Fan Kuai greeted him with the utmost respect, kneeling as he welcomed him and addressing him with the reverence due a king: “My lord, it is a great honor for you to visit my humble home.” In Fan Kuai’s eyes, Han Xin remained the King of Chu.

      As Han Xin stepped out of Fan Kuai’s residence, he gazed up at the sky and let out a deep, weary sigh. “To think that I, Han Xin, must now mingle with men like Fan Kuai,” he muttered bitterly under his breath.

      Though he no longer attended court regularly, Liu Bang would still occasionally seek him out for casual conversations. These seemingly trivial exchanges became fragments of history, revealing the delicate and complex relationship between ruler and subject.

      It’s hard to imagine the chaos that once engulfed the imperial court when it came to distributing rewards. The sheer pandemonium nearly shook the very pillars of the palace. At the root of it all was Liu Bang’s crucial political strategy—granting titles and rewards to his war heroes.

      By quietly sidelining Han Xin, Liu Bang had removed a significant hidden threat—a thorn in his side. Yet, consolidating his power was about more than just dealing with Han Xin. He also had to carefully balance the expectations of the other commanders and ministers who had fought alongside him.

      Rewarding his loyal followers proved to be a nightmare. There was simply no way to distribute titles and lands fairly without sparking resentment. Unlike today, where ideological commitments might foster selfless loyalty, Liu Bang’s comrades had risked their lives for tangible rewards. They expected their rightful share of the empire they had helped to build.

      Every court meeting that touched on the subject of rewards turned into a fierce battlefield of words. Each minister and general was convinced they alone deserved the greatest honor, seeing themselves as the true pillars of the new dynasty. Heated arguments flared, faces flushed with anger, and on occasion, the disputes spiraled into drunken brawls. Some, fueled by alcohol, hurled profanities across the hall. Others vented their frustrations on the palace itself—one particularly enraged official even drew his sword and slashed at the columns in a wild fit of rage.

      It was no surprise, considering the backgrounds of Liu Bang’s closest allies. Many were former merchants, butchers, and street fighters—men who had clawed their way to power through sheer force rather than noble lineage. Refinement and etiquette were far from their strengths. Once a few drinks loosened their tongues, all pretenses of restraint vanished, leaving behind a scene of utter chaos. The once-majestic palace lay in ruins after their unruly antics.

      Watching the chaos unfold before him, Liu Bang felt as if a thousand needles were stabbing into his brain. An absurd thought struck him: Why do I feel none of the grandeur or dignity that should come with being an emperor?

      Back in the days of the First Emperor of Qin, a single cough from him was enough to send ministers trembling in submission. Yet here he was, ruling over a vast empire, only to witness his officials drunkenly tearing down his palace.

      Frustrated beyond measure, Liu Bang let out a deep sigh. Yet, no matter how trying the situation was, the question of how to reward his generals could not be put aside.

      After a fierce and heated debate, most officials agreed that among all the commanders, Cao Can deserved the highest honor for his battlefield exploits. However, Liu Bang held a different conviction. He decisively overruled them, insisting that Xiao He should take the top spot, with Cao Can following in second place. This ruling infuriated the military leaders, who erupted in protest, shouting, “Xiao He is nothing more than a scholar who fiddles with paperwork! He has never set foot on the battlefield, while we have risked our lives in combat. How can he possibly be ranked above us? Where is the justice in that?”

      Unfazed by their outburst, Liu Bang smiled calmly and asked a simple question, “Gentlemen, do you all know how to hunt?”

      The ministers exchanged puzzled glances. Who doesn’t understand hunting? After all, people go out to hunt wild boars every day!

      So what was Liu Bang’s reasoning behind his decision? How did he justify it? Let’s unravel this fascinating moment in history.

      In the end, those very generals who had once fiercely challenged Liu Bang’s judgment all ultimately relented, acknowledging Xiao He as the top contributor. Meanwhile, Zhang Liang, ever the shrewd strategist, chose to accept a modest fief to steer clear of future misfortune. What chain of events led to their acceptance? Let’s dive deeper into the story.

      Once, while residing in the southern palace of Luoyang, Liu Bang happened to glance out from a high tower and noticed a group of men sitting on the ground, whispering among themselves. Puzzled, he turned to his advisor Zhang Liang and asked, “Do you know what they are discussing?”

      Zhang Liang’s expression grew serious as he replied, “Your Majesty, you may not be aware, but they are plotting rebellion.”

      Liu Bang was taken aback. “The empire seems to be settling down—why would they still conspire against me?”

      Zhang Liang let out a deep sigh and said, “Your Majesty, you rose from the humblest of beginnings, armed with nothing but a sword. Yet it was through the efforts of these men that you were able to secure the empire. Now that you have ascended as emperor, you have rewarded old confidants like Xiao He and Cao Can, while punishing those you personally disliked.”

      If we rewind even further, we find Liu Bang addressing his generals with an unusual analogy. He painted a vivid scene: “Imagine a grand hunting expedition. Across the vast hunting grounds, it’s the hunting dogs that chase after wild beasts and rabbits. But the one who unties their leashes and directs them toward their prey is the hunter. What you have done on the battlefield is no different from what these hunting dogs do—you pursued and captured the enemy.”

      Then Liu Bang turned to Xiao He. “Xiao He is different. He is like the wise hunter who knows exactly when to unleash the dogs and where to aim. His contribution is akin to that of the hunter himself. Without his tireless efforts in pacifying the people and securing a steady supply of grain and provisions, how would you have fought? What would you have relied on to win your battles?”

      The once-arrogant generals, who had always carried themselves with pride, were struck by the sharpness of Liu Bang’s words. They suddenly realized that, in Liu Bang’s eyes, they were merely the “hunting dogs” of the empire. Overcome with shame, they had no choice but to silently accept Xiao He’s status as the foremost contributor to the dynasty.

      And then there was Zhang Liang. Though he never fought on the front lines, nor risked his life in combat, his strategic brilliance had played a pivotal role in Liu Bang’s rise to power. To recognize his contributions, Liu Bang offered him a fief of 30,000 households in Qi. Upon hearing this, Zhang Liang immediately declined, humbly replying, “When I first raised arms in Xiapi, fate brought me to Your Majesty in Liu. That meeting was nothing short of divine intervention. Since then, Your Majesty has followed my advice, and fortune has favored us. I have no need for 30,000 households—being granted the region of Liu is more than enough.” Thus, Zhang Liang became known as the Marquis of Liu.

      Zhang Liang’s wisdom was evident. By willingly accepting a smaller fief, he skillfully avoided the ominous fate of “the cunning rabbit is dead, the hunting dog is cooked.”

      Liu Bang’s reward ceremony saw over twenty meritorious officials granted noble titles. Yet many others remained unrecognized, sparking endless disputes among the remaining officers. This brings us back to a scene Liu Bang once witnessed in the southern palace of Luoyang—a pivotal moment when the seeds of discord first began to sprout.

      On the surface, the issue seemed settled, but this was merely a glimpse into the deeper struggles simmering beneath the early Han Dynasty’s calm exterior. The constant bickering among generals over rewards had long troubled Liu Bang. But do you know how he eventually managed to defuse this volatile situation?

      At the dawn of the Han Dynasty, Liu Bang had ascended to the throne, but true peace remained elusive. His warriors, who had fought beside him through countless battles, all expected generous rewards. In their eyes, every charge into enemy lines and every drop of blood spilled was a rightful claim to nobility. Yet the empire was not boundless—titles and lands were limited, making it impossible to satisfy everyone.

      Furthermore, many harbored deep fears that their past mistakes might be wielded against them. They worried that once their usefulness had run its course, Liu Bang would come seeking retribution. This paranoia spread like wildfire throughout the ranks of the military. Eventually, some could no longer bear the weight of their anxiety and took the desperate step of plotting rebellion.

      When news of this reached Liu Bang, anxiety gripped him tightly. He understood all too well that if this crisis was not handled with care, his newly established empire might crumble before it ever had a chance to truly flourish. As he wrestled with finding a way forward, Zhang Liang stepped forward with unwavering confidence and offered a solution.

      “Your Majesty, there is no need for panic. I have a strategy to resolve this crisis. Tell me—among all the people at court, who is the one you despise the most?”

      Liu Bang frowned, swiftly running through a long list of names before finally settling on one—Yong Chi. Clenching his jaw, he growled, “Yong Chi has publicly humiliated me countless times, making a mockery of my authority. Had it not been for his significant contributions to our cause, I would have eliminated him long ago.”

      Zhang Liang nodded knowingly and calmly advised, “Your Majesty, the current situation is delicate. The wisest course is to grant Yong Chi a noble title first and make it publicly known. When officials see that even someone as unpopular as Yong Chi is being rewarded, their suspicions will dissipate, and the unrest will calm.”

      Seeing the wisdom in Zhang Liang’s counsel, Liu Bang acted without hesitation. A grand banquet was held, and with great ceremony, Liu Bang announced Yong Chi’s elevation to the Marquis of Shifang. Simultaneously, he instructed the chancellor and imperial censors to promptly evaluate and distribute further rewards.

      When the ministers saw that even Yong Chi was being honored with such a prestigious title, they exchanged knowing whispers among themselves. If someone like Yong Chi could receive recognition despite having offended the emperor, then surely their own rewards were safe. With this realization, the once tense atmosphere in the court began to soften, and the threat of rebellion gradually dissipated.

      Yet, just as Liu Bang finally managed to bring some order to the internal turmoil, new challenges emerged on the horizon. The Han Dynasty, like a mighty ship navigating perilous seas, had barely escaped the jagged reefs only to be swept into a fierce and relentless storm. External threats cast long, ominous shadows over the young empire, signaling that yet another formidable trial was looming ahead…
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      After Liu Bang ascended the throne of the Han Dynasty, he found himself overwhelmed by the weight of state affairs. Meanwhile, in the vast northern grasslands, a formidable power stirred like a ravenous beast, its eyes fixed greedily and fiercely on the rich, prosperous lands of the Han Empire. This relentless foe was none other than the Xiongnu.

      At that time, the leader of the Xiongnu was the renowned Modu Chanyu. Throughout the long saga of the Xiongnu, he shone like a brilliant star, leaving an indelible mark on history. When his father, Touman Chanyu, held the reins of power, the Xiongnu were caught in a precarious position. Sandwiched between the Donghu and the Yuezhi, they were like a small village trapped between two towering mountains—struggling for space to grow and lacking the strength to challenge their powerful neighbors. Yet Touman had a son he treasured above all—Modu.

      From a young age, Modu displayed extraordinary qualities. He was swift and agile, with eyes that radiated determination and courage, as if destined to roam the endless plains and fight fiercely on the battlefield. His martial prowess was exceptional, and his archery skills were unmatched—he could strike a distant target with deadly precision even while galloping at full speed. More importantly, he possessed an unyielding spirit, never bowing to hardship. Recognizing this potential, Touman named Modu as his heir, placing great hopes upon him.

      However, before Mo Du could fully savor the honor of becoming the successor, fate cruelly intervened. Tou Man, as the ruler of the Xiongnu, was surrounded by countless beautiful women. Like a butterfly flitting from flower to flower, he indulged in his harem, his affections constantly shifting. Mo Du’s mother either passed away from illness or simply lost the youthful charm that had once secured her favor, gradually falling out of his heart. At this moment, a young and stunningly beautiful woman entered Tou Man’s life. Like a delicate and enchanting flower, she quickly captured his heart. Tou Man adored her, and before long, she bore him a son.

      For Mo Du, this was a devastating blow. His once-secure position now faced a grave threat, much like a calm lake suddenly disturbed by a heavy stone, sending ripples of uncertainty far and wide. Even in ordinary families, siblings often fought fiercely over a small inheritance. But within a royal household, where the prize was absolute power, the stakes were unimaginably higher. A silent yet fierce struggle for succession had begun within the Xiongnu court.

      The first clash between the Han Dynasty and the Xiongnu erupted into brutal warfare. At that time, the Han Dynasty was newly established, its foundations still fragile—like a toddler just learning to walk, struggling to stay upright amid an unexpected storm.

      Tou Man’s love for his young wife deepened with each passing day, and along with it grew his devotion to their son. His clever and shrewd wife would whisper her worries into his ear every night: “Chan Yu, you are strong now, and we live in luxury, but what will become of us if you are gone? I fear Mo Du will show us no mercy—he will cast us aside, leaving us destitute and powerless.”

      Tou Man mulled over her words and found them disturbingly sensible. Determined to secure a safe future for his beloved son, he began to entertain the idea of naming the boy as his heir. In his mind, if Chan Yu succeeded him, his wife would ascend to the revered position of Empress Dowager, ensuring that both mother and son held an unassailable and stable power.

      However, for the younger son to become heir, Mo Du had to be removed—yet Mo Du had committed no crime, making such a move difficult to justify. To fulfill his wife’s wishes and protect his family’s future, Tou Man began to weave a ruthless and cold-hearted plan.

      To the east of the Xiongnu lay the Dong Hu tribe, and to the west, the Yue Zhi. Tou Man forged an alliance with the Yue Zhi, sending Mo Du as a hostage—a living guarantee to secure peace between the two peoples. Should the Xiongnu break this fragile pact, the Yue Zhi held the grim right to execute him. Yet soon after Mo Du’s arrival, Tou Man betrayed the agreement and launched a sudden attack on the Yue Zhi. Furious at this treachery, the Yue Zhi king wasted no time and ordered Mo Du’s immediate execution.

      But fate had other plans. Sensing the impending doom, Mo Du, swift and cunning like a predator, managed to slip away. Seizing a prized horse from the Yue Zhi, he fled desperately across vast, rugged terrain, braving countless hardships. Against all odds, he made it back to the Xiongnu homeland. Witnessing his son’s return, Tou Man was struck by his bravery and declared, “My son is truly fearless. Despite all my efforts to rid myself of him, he still lives.” With that, he abandoned his deadly intentions and entrusted Mo Du with command over 10,000 cavalry.

      Yet deep within Mo Du’s heart, a fierce resentment simmered. Outwardly compliant, he bowed to his father’s will, but secretly, he nurtured a burning desire for revenge. Patiently, he awaited the perfect moment to strike. History was poised to witness a stunning twist—one that would forever alter the fate of the Xiongnu.

      In the end, Mo Du, once a seemingly insignificant figure, rose to power through a thunderous coup that shook the very foundations of his world. Who could have imagined that a man starting with just 10,000 cavalry would eventually overthrow his own father and claim the throne for himself? People everywhere were left wondering—how did he manage to orchestrate such a rebellion with such limited forces? And more hauntingly, how could he bring himself to strike down the very man who had given him life?

      Mo Du understood that if his grand ambition—to topple his father and seize ultimate power—was to succeed, the most critical factor was absolute obedience within his ranks. He needed to forge an army that would respond to his commands without hesitation, moving as a single, deadly unit; wherever he aimed, they would strike, swift and unquestioning.

      To bring this vision to life, Mo Du invented a unique whistle arrow. The arrowhead was pierced with a tiny hole so that when shot, the rushing wind would create a sharp, piercing whistle. Standing before his Xiongnu warriors, he declared solemnly, "During training, my whistle arrow will be the command signal. Whatever my arrow strikes, you must fire upon it immediately. Anyone who disobeys will be executed on the spot!"

      One day, Mo Du made a shocking move—he shot his whistle arrow at his own beloved warhorse. In Xiongnu culture, horses were treasured even more than wives. A fine horse was not only a steadfast companion on the endless grasslands but also a lifesaver in the chaos of battle. Mo Du held his prized steed in the highest regard, caring for it with unwavering devotion. His followers were stunned—some hesitated, wondering if their leader had acted on impulse, while others, reacting without question, drew their bows and released their arrows as commanded. Within moments, the horse was pierced by a storm of arrows, collapsing into a lifeless heap. Without a flicker of doubt, Mo Du executed every soldier who had failed to obey his precise order. This ruthless lesson hammered an unshakable truth into his warriors—they must obey without hesitation. Wherever Mo Du’s arrow pointed, theirs must follow.

      Yet, Mo Du was not finished testing his men. Soon after, he took the trial to a far more harrowing level—this time, he shot his whistle arrow at his own wife. His soldiers, having learned from the previous ordeal, now faced an agonizing dilemma. Killing a horse was one thing; executing a living, breathing woman—his beloved wife—was an entirely different matter. Some faltered, questioning whether their leader was sane. But mercy was a foreign concept to Mo Du. Those who failed to fire were executed on the spot.

      Through these merciless trials, Mo Du forged an army bound by ironclad loyalty. When the moment came, they would follow his orders without a second thought. He had cemented his place as the first truly formidable leader of the Xiongnu. After seizing power by eliminating his own father, he dedicated himself to strengthening the Xiongnu state, focusing on political, economic, and military development. Yet peace was never assured. To the east, the powerful Dong Hu tribe lurked like a ravenous predator, constantly probing the Xiongnu borders. The question remained—how would Mo Du respond to this growing threat?

      Looking back, Mo Du had subjected his warriors to relentless training, ensuring they grasped one unyielding rule: once his whistle arrow was released, whatever it struck must be destroyed without hesitation. Any sign of doubt or hesitation was seen as defiance, and defiance meant death. No one in his ranks dared question the validity of an order. They understood that in Mo Du’s army, discipline was absolute and unquestionable.

      After months of grueling preparation, Mo Du decided to administer a final, definitive test. His prized warhorse, a magnificent creature with a sleek, gleaming coat, stood proudly as the wind tousled its mane like flowing silk. Without the slightest hesitation, Mo Du fired his whistle arrow at the horse. Though some might have expected hesitation from the soldiers, they no longer wavered. They swiftly drew their bows and unleashed a volley of arrows, striking down the noble steed in an instant. In that moment, Mo Du knew he had succeeded—he had forged his army into a force of unwavering obedience.

      With his men firmly under his control, Mo Du only needed to bide his time. His plan to overthrow his father was like a seed planted deep beneath the earth—hidden from sight but ready to sprout when the moment arrived. He carefully concealed his true intentions, behaving with such humility and apparent loyalty that Tou Man Chan Yu suspected nothing. Mo Du kept his head bowed, his eyes filled with feigned reverence, always complying with his father’s commands. Tou Man saw no reason to doubt him—he saw only a devoted son.

      Then, at last, the perfect opportunity arrived. One day, Tou Man invited Mo Du to join him on a hunting trip. The dense forest around them buzzed with the lively songs of birds, as if nature itself was celebrating the calm morning. But Mo Du’s mind was fixed on only one thing—his long-awaited moment of reckoning. With a swift and decisive motion, he drew his whistle arrow from his quiver, carefully nocked it, and released it into the air.

      The arrow struck his father.

      Tou Man’s soldiers, trained to obey without hesitation, did not pause to question their target—even when it was their own ruler. Without a second thought, they let loose a storm of arrows. A relentless rain of deadly projectiles filled the sky, striking Tou Man from all sides. The once-mighty leader of the Xiongnu collapsed, lifeless, beneath a tempest forged by his own son’s hand.

      After successfully eliminating his father, Mo Du wasted no time in seizing control of the Xiongnu, boldly proclaiming himself the new Chan Yu. This decisive move marked the dawn of his era of dominance, yet the real challenges were just beginning. To the east, the powerful Dong Hu tribe watched intently, eager to test the resolve of this new leader.

      At that moment, the Dong Hu were at the height of their power, their influence stretching far across the vast steppes. When news spread that Mo Du had killed his father and claimed the throne, their ambitions flared. They saw the new Chan Yu as inexperienced and weak, and so decided to push his limits. Arrogantly, they dispatched envoys to the Xiongnu court with a bold demand: the prized thousand-mile horse that once belonged to Tou Man Chan Yu. In their eyes, since Mo Du had usurped his father’s position, he had no rightful claim to his father’s belongings. They expected the horse to be surrendered without a fight.

      Mo Du, however, did not rush to respond. Instead, he convened his ministers for counsel. The court erupted in indignation. The thousand-mile horse was not merely an animal; it was a symbol of Xiongnu honor and strength—how could they possibly hand it over to such a covetous rival? Yet Mo Du, with a calm wave of his hand and a voice steady yet laden with meaning, cut through the tension: "Why should we risk conflict with our neighbors over a mere horse?" Without a moment's hesitation, he sent the cherished steed to the Dong Hu.







This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/image-1-final.jpg
HUI WANG y

THE
WESTERN
HAN
DYNASTY

A HISTORY OF CHINA







