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Dynasties and Political Periods


Xia        c.2100 bc


Shang        c.1600–1046 bc


Zhou        1046–256 bc


  Western Zhou        1046–771 bc


  Eastern Zhou        771–256 bc


    Spring and Autumn Period        722–481 bc


    Warring States Period        481–221 bc


Qin        221–206 bc


Han        206 bc–ad 220


  Former Han        206 bc–ad 8


  Xin Interregnum        8–23


  Later Han        23–220


Three Kingdoms        220–280


Western Jin        265–317


Southern and Northern Dynasties        317–589 (Six Dynasties)


Sui        589–618


Tang        618–907


Five Dynasties        907–960


Song        960–1279


  Northern Song        960–1126


  Southern Song        1126–1279


Yuan (Mongols)        1271–1368


Ming        1368–1644


Qing (Manchus)        1644–1912


Republic of China        1912– (on Taiwan from 1949)


People’s Republic of China         1949–










Notes on Terms and Translation


During the Song dynasty, amid the café culture of the merchant capital of Kaifeng, you addressed your waiter as Uncle (dabo); in a 1930s Shanghai infused with French hauteur, you called your waiter Monsieur (xiansheng) and your waitress Mademoiselle (xiaojie). By the 1980s, when the textbooks I used for Chinese language were written, we were advised to address our server as Comrade (tongzhi), although this has always seemed like an overly hopeful attempt to instil some Marxist ethics in new pupils. In the real world, all employees were to be addressed with the unisex term Attendant (fuwuyuan).


Hence I arrived in China completely unsure of what words I should be using. I was batted like a linguistic pinball, from Shanghai, where waitresses were still xiaojie, to Chengdu, where fuwuyuan had contracted to a slurred, barely intelligible fwer. And when I related this in Xi’an to my new faculty colleagues, I was immediately told that all of these terms were wrong.


In the twenty-first century, tongzhi now meant gay (a vernacular shift so pearl-clutchingly shocking as to be excised from both the Xinhua Dictionary and the Contemporary Chinese Dictionary), and xiaojie meant prostitute. So, to avoid such outrages, I should address all waiters as Handsome Elder Brother (shuai ge), which to me sounded like I was hitting on them, and all waitresses as Pretty Woman (mei nu), which I couldn’t say without either blushing or looking shifty and uncomfortable.


In other words, Chinese is not an unchanging monolith; even ‘standard’ Mandarin has experienced visible shifts in meaning and usage in the span of my own lifetime. Imagine how much more confusing it can be when we are looking back thousands of years, at dead languages, topolects, dialects and fossilised slang. I am a Mandarin speaker, but many of the dishes most familiar in Chinatowns have been named using pronunciation more common in Cantonese or Hokkien, or spelt using orthographies from the nineteenth century that no longer match the way that we write Chinese today.


In those cases, I have often done my best to include modern glosses in Pinyin, the Romanisation system that will make it easier for Mandarin Chinese speakers to know what I am talking about. This, too, as they say in Hong Kong, ‘overturns a basket of crabs’ (doh se loh haaih, although since this is a Cantonese phrase, it’s not actually in Pinyin, either).


Mercifully, the authorities on Taiwan recognised the utility of Pinyin in 2009, and stopped trying to make everybody use the local idiosyncratic and antiquated system, at least on official documents. Unfortunately, this doesn’t seem to apply to personal names or the spelling used on restaurant menus, nor is it any help when transcribing dishes and concepts that flourish in Cantonese, Hokkien, Teochew, Taiwanese or any other topolect. In some cases, I have been forced to hammer a square peg into a round hole, imposing a Mandarin pronunciation on a term that does not really belong there.


Archaic Chinese was fit for purpose when discussing the life and concerns of its day, but can often stumble when describing new foods. Early Chinese authors, lacking dictionaries or taxonomies, were apt to confuse many names for things, particularly when a language developed for dealing with extremely localised terms had to expand to encompass a surge of new concepts.


Wheat and barley, for example, are distinguished only by being ‘big mai’ or ‘small mai’, rye is ‘black mai’ and oats are ‘yan mai’ – the Yan being either a reference to the ancient Land of Swallows, around what is now Beijing, or the birds themselves, which presumably like eating it. It only takes a forgetful scribe to leave off the qualifier at the beginning of a text, and we are left none the wiser which mai is being discussed.


The historian must be watchful for multiple occasions where a translation can slip or slide – a plant might be misidentified by the person who is farming it, or the writer who is documenting it, or the translator who is translating it. Even James Legge, the eminent Sinologist, once rendered a word in an ancient text as ‘maize’, having presumably forgotten that maize was an American plant that would not be brought to China for another two thousand years.1 David Knechtges, who has done so much to chronicle the history of food in China, has pointed out that the most highly respected of academics have been fooled by such false friends, misreadings and misattributions – he even names names, but I have coyly identified only the long-dead example above.2


I would, however, go a little further, and point out that this is not an issue confined to Western scholars – many Chinese authors are frankly overconfident in their native tongue, and simply assume that a word in the classical language must mean the same as its modern equivalent. Jiu, which today means any alcohol, specifically referred to millet ale in 1400 bc, but appears far too often in many modern Chinese books as ‘wine’. With that caveat, I have sometimes kept the anachronistic translation, particularly when it endures in a well-known proverb or anecdote.


Sometimes, the dictionary tells me something is a crab, and an eminent academic tells me it’s a turtle, and I am none the wiser. Such confusions can even apply to the definition of ‘foreign’ itself, particularly in twenty-first-century China, where revisionist politicking has tried to rebrand many previous invaders as mere facets of a multi-ethnic Chinese world.3


Another recurring issue is place-names: Fenghao, the ancient capital of the Zhou dynasty; Chang-an, the eternal city of the Han and Tang; Daxing, first capital of the Sui dynasty, and Lintong, the site of the fabled Terracotta Warriors, are all today part of the same metropolis, Xi’an. In order to streamline the text, I have excised most of my references to ‘the place that would one day be known as Xi’an’, or the ‘place formerly known as Chang-an’. It’s more useful to you if you know that the place on the map you are looking for is Xi’an today.


Similarly, Beijing did not acquire that name until the Ming dynasty, Kaifeng had several different names during its history, but none of them was Kaifeng during the period I write about it. I used these anachronisms because it will do you no good at all to know that its name during the span of my fifth chapter was actually Dongjing (‘Eastern Capital’).










Introduction


The Garden of China
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In the 1970s, my father played the drums in a band in the Garden of China, an odd mixture of industrial chic and orientalist kitsch in Southend-on-Sea. The walls and pillars comprised raw and unadorned breeze blocks, although it was often so dark you couldn’t tell. Bright orange banisters twirled around the central staircase, and hundreds of goldfish swam in long ponds that stretched through the restaurant.


There was a stage at one end, in front of a screen that masked the kitchen. A year after Dad began gigging there, he moved his drum kit and found it covered in grease, which he had to scrape off. The owner of the restaurant was a jolly, rotund man called Hon Shu Pang, possibly a former waiter from Southend’s first Chinese restaurant, the Good Will. He was abetted by his wife, the bright-eyed Pinkie Pang. They paid, reliably after every performance, and would even throw in a free meal for the Southend boys who had never eaten Chinese before – which was what led Johnny Short, the lead vocalist, to drink the finger bowl and then complain about the thin lemon soup.


Dad’s party piece was ‘The Girl from Ipanema’, which he claimed to sing in the original Portuguese, unwisely sure that none of the diners would know he was making it up. As the night wore on, things would get more rock and roll, and the diners would get drunker. Inevitably, someone would fall in the fishpond.


I ate there all the time, and I remember the dragon statues in the shadows and the waitresses towering above me. My brother cut his teeth gnawing spare ribs. I have a vague memory of once proclaiming that I loved chop suey, an item I would soon leave behind as I plunged into a sea of different dishes.


I have come a long way in the ensuing forty-something years. My love of Chinese food, instilled in a seaside restaurant, would eventually propel me into a life studying the history and culture of East Asia. Chinese food has been a constant pleasure and addiction for me since I was a child, and I want to share some of my passion for it with you.


In assembling material for this book, I have not only pored over ancient volumes in the library, but put in the legwork all over China, roasting wild pigeons in the desert outside Turfan, drinking shaojiu liquor straight from the still in Shaoxing, patrolling lines of soy sauce vats as they bake in the Xiamen sun, and glumly munching my way through fried grasshoppers, bees and silkworms as many a ‘special treat’ for the foreign guest. I’ve tried all eighty brews in a Taiwanese tea-house and carried freshly harvested rice back from a Yunnan mountainside, all in a quest to find out what Chinese food actually is.


For starters, it is a global phenomenon. In the United States alone, for example, there are 40,000 Chinese restaurants – more than there are McDonalds, Burger King and Pizza Hut combined.1 But in this book, I’ll be telling you about Chinese food as a regional and temporal phenomenon, and how that catch-all title breaks down into distinct cuisines and historical variants. The disparities in a modern Chinatown, where a home region the size of Europe can lead to everything from Mongolian barbecues to Cantonese dumpling houses and Sichuan noodle bars, are dwarfed by the diversity in Chinese food over time – 5,000 years of recorded history.


The stews of the Shang priest-kings were a world away from the banquets of the Tang emperors; the recipes cooked for the Mongol khans by their Central Asian staff were nothing like the dishes that the people of the Ming era made with new ingredients from across the Pacific. And that’s before we get to the sheer number of methods. Although the English language has a dozen words for cooking processes, the food historian Thomas Höllmann lists twenty-six different Chinese verbs for the preparation of food. As well as everyday concepts such as stir-frying, deep-frying, braising and poaching, Chinese also offers specific verbs for cooking in embers (wei), baking wrapped in moist clay (baozai) and cooking by repeated boiling and re-boiling (chuan).2


This is a book about constant cultural exchange. New ingredients and technologies arise, often from parts deemed foreign, only to become thoroughly assimilated into the Chinese kitchen within a few generations, evolving into new dishes and dining habits, and the meals enjoyed by emperors and rebels, peasants and prisoners. There is a recurring clash of the meat and dairy from the Central Asian steppes, the grains and fruits from the northern plains and the rich biodiversity of the south, mixing and contending through the centuries to create the forms of Chinese food we know today.


This is also a story of continual transformation, or as Chairman Mao might have called it, of permanent revolution. ‘A dish may be Chinese,’ writes Chao Buwei in her influential recipe book, ‘because it is made of Chinese things or because it is cooked in Chinese.’3 Her phrasing may seem odd, but it speaks to many of the dilemmas facing the historian – that China itself is a moveable feast, its borders ebbing and flowing, its sense of its own culture forming and re-forming over centuries.


The Chinese have often tried to impose some sort of classification on their food, although it is surprisingly recent. For much of history, regional differences in Chinese cookery were limited to a blanket two-way distinction between a wheat-eating North and a rice-eating South, a concept locked in during the sixth century ad, when a China that had been divided for hundreds of years along those lines was finally reunited. The concept that there were four kinds of Chinese food arose during the Qing dynasty (1644–1912), and might broadly be described as a similarly simplistic division into North, South, East and West: Lü, Yue, Su and Chuan, which rides roughshod over any pre-existing differences, with a disregard common to imperial decrees.4


The oft-quoted maxim that there are ‘Eight Great Cuisines’ in China is not the ancient decree that one might assume, but an airy claim from a 1980 People’s Daily article by Wang Shaoquan:


 


Our nation’s culinary techniques have developed over a long period of the admixture of recipes, ingredients and local flavours. The most prestigious cuisines in the country are those of Shandong, Sichuan, Jiangsu, Zhejiang, Guangdong, Hunan, Fujian and Anhui. They are collectively referred to as the Eight Great Cuisines.5


 


There is no evidence of the concept existing before Wang wrote about it. Even the word ‘cuisine’ (caixi) was a neologism, coined by a Beijing commerce minister in the 1950s. There have been attempts ever since to upgrade this list to Ten Great Cuisines or even Twelve, tardily throwing in the likes of Shanghai, Manchuria, Shaanxi and Henan, the Thai-influenced exotica of Yunnan and the Muslim food of Xinjiang, but every new iteration just throws up a series of objections and apparent omissions, all for the sake of generating a space-filling listicle. Most modern accounts, even those that push for the diversity of Chinese cuisine, tend to categorise by province, which draws a relatively recent set of political lines over long-standing traditions.


Although we do have some detailed and loving accounts of ancient foods and recipes, it doesn’t help that many poets and authors of times past regarded the food on their table with hand-waving sloppiness. As Edward Schafer notes in The Golden Peaches of Samarkand, Tang-dynasty authors wrote reams of verses about getting sloshed on new grape wine, but had almost nothing to say about a cornucopia of more basic foreign foods arriving in the same period, including shallots, some kind of celery and the ‘German’ turnip. ‘None of this practical greenery was noticed by the poets,’ he seethes.6


Time and again, while poring over references to food in historical sources, I have found tales of a tribe or trader ‘introducing’ a foodstuff that I know to have already existed then. Often we are witnessing a sudden craze in the capital for something that was totally everyday in a distant province. On other occasions, we are witnessing the effects of the introduction of an ingredient, technology or fuel that suddenly makes a new dish possible. We should also bear in mind the notion of what historians call ‘trended change’ – it’s rare indeed that we can pinpoint a precise moment, or day, or even decade when something new is adopted.


Seeds, or crops, or uses of those crops, and ultimately the spread of those crops to other parts of China, are sure to have been a haphazard process with multiple false starts and unrecorded provincial flourishings. In the twenty-first century, we are used to fads and memes that come with timestamps. But nobody can give you a definite date when the Chinese began to grind flour or brew tea, only a sense of how literature and current archaeology start to show evidence of these things.


It took a while before I realised that the sources were so contradictory that the only way I could properly write this book was backwards, taking ingredients off the table as I went in order to assess what food was truly like in the past. The Garden of China was the beginning for me, but also an end point, of a story that began thousands of years ago.
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Harmonious Stew


• From prehistory to 206 bc • Millet • Gruels and stews • Roast and dried meats • Boiling and steaming • The first alcohols and early chopsticks •
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Harmony may be compared to a stew. Water, fire, vinegar, meat pickles and plums are used to cook the fish fillets. It is heated by means of the firewood. The cook blends the ingredients and equalises them by taste, adding whatever is deficient and decreasing whatever is excessive.


The Zuo Commentary on the Spring and Autumn Annals1


 


Shennong, the legendary ‘Divine Farmer’, was one of the great pioneers of Chinese food, who fashioned the first plough and taught early mankind how to rear animals for food. He was known as a god of ‘burning’, possibly because his people took the credit for introducing slash-and-burn cultivation, and ‘ox-headed’, perhaps in foggy memory of a cattle skull used as a ritual mask. He is essential to the story of Chinese food, because he was the figure who tried many of China’s myriad foods for the first time, fearlessly sampling any new mushrooms, plants or meats.


The Grand Scribe’s Records, written in the first century bc, clearly describes Shennong as a clan rather than a man; even in earliest times it was understood that the name might not refer to an individual, but to a particular group that specialised in farming.2 To generations of Chinese people, Shennong was the author of a now-lost book that formed the basis of ancient farming techniques, and a pioneer in Chinese medicine. His name stands in place of thousands of unsung heroes (or unwilling victims) of Chinese cuisine, risking their lives to discover which berries were poisonous, and what would happen when you ate a particular mushroom. Shennong himself was a martyr to his cause when his experiments caught up with him. He was killed by a yellow herb that caused his intestines to rupture.


Food forms a major part of the discussions in the Book of Rites (Li Ji), an ancient manual of etiquette, protocols and customs that affords us a glimpse of life in China three thousand years ago. Attributed to the ancient sage Confucius, the Book of Rites proclaimed meals and mealtimes as the defining element that separated savagery from civilisation – the raw from the cooked. The ancient kings, says the Book of Rites with head-shaking condescension, ‘knew not yet the transforming power of fire’, meaning that they had neither pottery nor cooked foods. ‘They ate the fruits of plants and trees, and the flesh of birds and beasts, drinking their blood and swallowing the hair and feathers.’3


Fire and water changed all that.


It was one of Shennong’s descendants, the legendary ruler Yu the Great, who united nine tribes along and around the Yellow River, forming the first polity that was at first nameless, simply known as the lands Under Heaven (tian xia). In celebration of his achievement, he forged donations of bronze from his vassals into a set of massive sacred vessels, the Nine Tripods. For the next two thousand years, these huge cauldrons formed the centre of ancient religious ritual, and symbolised the power of the ruler of the world – the ‘transforming power of fire’ applied now not only to the creation of cauldrons, but to the foods they contained.


The Nine Tripods are long gone, although modern facsimiles can be seen in the National Museum of China in Beijing. For centuries, similar cauldrons formed the centrepiece of altars and rituals all over China – nine for the ruler, seven for his noblemen, and decreasing numbers for lower ranks. The common folk used pottery, but it’s the bronzes of the aristocracy that have survived.


They seem harmless today. They are green with a patina of centuries of oxidisation, unearthed from some forgotten building site and put behind glass. You can count on finding at least one such cauldron in any Asia-focused museum, representing the glories of China’s rulers in the Bronze Age. I’ve even got a miniature replica in my lounge, in which I keep coasters. But these cauldrons were once far more sinister objects – in their heyday they gleamed in the flickering firelight of ancient temples. Ancient Chinese bronzes are distinguished by their designs – combining beautiful, swirling thunder-patterns (leiwen) and heavily symbolic mythical creatures that gaze out with raised eyes. It was as if a cauldron was itself a living creature, a metal beast demanding to be filled with blood and meat.


Everyday fire could not melt it. Only the blacksmiths in the ruler’s service knew how to make flames hot enough to cast it in the first place. Fire merely heated it, transmuting the sacrifice within. The stench of blood faded, the ingredients underwent some kind of strange alchemy. They cooked. Natural flavours mixed with greens and vegetables, fruit and spices. Whatever the animal had once been, it now turned into something else within the bubbling broth.


The gods and ancestors, it was thought, inhaled the essence from the sacrifice.4 Whatever was left behind was mere food, fit for the ruler to divide among his most loyal subjects. It would be ladled from the cauldrons before the watchful eyes of the monsters etched into their surfaces: heads without bodies, vessels that would devour food, but then return it transformed to the worshippers. They came to signify a ritual hunger.


‘It has a head but no body,’ decreed the Annals of Lü Buwei. ‘It devours people, but since it can never swallow them, its actions bring harm to itself. This expresses the principle of retribution.’5


Its image was echoed in the masks of the priesthood and etched on the helmets of the soldiers. We do not know what the ancient Chinese called it, but this bodiless creature, this maw of constant craving, would come to be known as a taotie. Cut off from the religious significance of the forgotten Shang rituals, it became a symbol of eager consumption – a byword for gluttony.6


Thousands of years later, it has become one of those ancient words that lives on only in an unrelated compound – an old tao (lao tao) in modern Chinese is a ‘foodie’.


Gruels made from grains or stews of meat and vegetables formed the earliest Chinese menu, along with roast meats. The most widespread dish in ancient China was a vegetable broth (geng), which combined seasonal legumes in boiling water. ‘Soup and boiled grain were used by all,’ says the Book of Rites, ‘from the princes down to the common people, without distinction of degree.’7


Foxtail millet was the superstar of the prehistoric Chinese grains in the early stews – drought resistant and able to flourish even in poor soil, it was the crop best suited for prehistoric farmers. Rice, with which Chinese food is widely associated, would not become widespread until later. With a swift cultivation cycle, maturing in just three months (as opposed to six for rice), millet was also rich in nutrients, with fat, protein, iron, calcium, vitamin B2 and niacin (B3) contents all higher than that of polished rice. Such details were not known to the ancient Chinese, but had an evolutionary impact, granting an invisible advantage to those who favoured millet.8 Wheat and barley were also cultivated as secondary crops, and can be found in the remains of ancient stews.


These stews were usually cooked in cauldrons made of pottery or metal. The earliest had broad conical bases so they could be shoved directly onto burning embers. In the first signs of sophistication, the cauldrons were elevated on stubby legs in order to sit above a more controllable fire. From at least 8000 bc, when the earliest examples were made from bone, the main implement for eating gruel was a trowel-shaped spoon called a bi, indented enough to scoop up a mouthful of soup, but with an edge sharp enough to divide lumps of food. In modern parlance, I suppose, it was less of a spork than a spife.9


The ancient Chinese did have knives and forks – two-pronged forks can be found in Neolithic dig sites, but these later fade from the archaeological record. They were used to manipulate chunks of meat – found only on the tables of the aristocracy, and hence a much rarer find for archaeologists. Common folk were more likely to use meat as a garnish, if that, and hence had less use for forks. Both the knife and fork retreated from the dining area to the kitchen, where they were used in the preparation of food, not in its consumption.


The Chinese have been using chopsticks for at least 5,000 years – there are bone examples surviving in Neolithic sites, although as with much of the prehistoric record, it is possible that the ancient Chinese also used bamboo utensils that have long since rotted away.10


It is possible that chopsticks were initially used for preparing food rather than consuming it, as implements that could reach into a cauldron and stir ingredients in a hot liquid. Longer ‘cooking’ chopsticks are still found in the Chinese kitchen today and often used as ‘public’ serving utensils (gong kuai) for shared dishes, whereas the shorter, individual ‘eating’ variety took longer to catch on. The bi spoons, however, remain constant through the archaeological record of ancient China, whereas ancient etiquette manuals suggest that certain foods, including rice, were still eaten with the hands as late as the Han dynasty (206 bc–ad 220).11


The making of stew offered the potential to cook single dishes for large numbers of people, and to manage whatever ingredients were to hand. Boiling also helped disinfect the food, leading to large, communal cauldrons in early pottery and bronze-casting. What had once been a sacred ritual became more like a ceremonial banquet, affirming authorities and loyalties, but also feeding the tribe.12 The making of a stew came to symbolise the compromises and synergies of government, as mentioned in an ancient hymn, in which ‘harmonious stew’ (he geng) alludes to both the bubbling cauldron of the shared meal, and the cordial council of nobles that shared it.


We have harmonious stew,


We are cautious, we are composed


We gather without words


In a time without strife.13


 


The ritual killing of animals was both butchery for food and an offering to the spirits – but communing with those spirits was made possible by alcohol. The priest-kings would quaff large quantities of jiu ale. It is discussed in the most ancient surviving texts as a sacred, ritual potion, although such injunctions become increasingly hectoring as time goes on, as if rulers repeatedly have to remind their subjects that alcohol serves a crucial purpose, and is not simply there for fun.


Their goblets existed both in a form that would look familiar to us, and in a surreal jug-like form called a jue, its long, spindly legs allowing it to be kept warm enough above the fire, but not so warm it would boil. The jue is a familiar sight in museums and replica shops, because it looks so uniquely odd, but it was reserved for the aristocracy and priesthood. The common folk in ancient China drank from single-handled earthenware mugs that are remarkable because they are so unremarkable. When I first saw one in the Luoyang Museum, I thought a curator had left his coffee cup inside a display case.


Chinese legends about booze suggest multiple inventors. Du Kang, a cook in the service of the legendary Yu the Great, is credited with its discovery, to the extent that he is still revered as the patron deity of alcohol. Supposedly, he left a millet offering in a tree hollow, forgetting about it, and then noticing a strange smell.14 His son, meanwhile, was credited with the first inadvertent spin-off, allowing a batch to spoil and accidentally inventing vinegar.


A second inventor, Yidi, came up with the idea of fermenting rice to make alcohol, but she was banished by the angry ruler because of the dangers such a beverage might present.15 It would, he said, ‘destroy someone’s kingdom someday’.16 Already, there is a sense that only the aristocratic elite should have access to alcohol, and even then, solely for ritual purposes. Those who drank alcohol purely for fun were looked upon as dissolute and impious.


Modern scholarship, however, has come to entertain the notion that far from being a poison to be avoided, alcohol may have been the cause of agricultural settlement in the first place.


‘Our ancestors,’ theorised the early twentieth-century author Wu Qichang, ‘first planted rice and millet with the goal of brewing alcohol, not making food . . . Eating rice actually arose out of alcohol.’17


It was previously assumed that early humans domesticated grains, settled down and became farmers. On those occasions when they had a surplus, they might turn some of those grains into alcohol. But new thinking has turned such an explanation on its head – not least because there are reports of apes in the wild seen stacking fruit until it rots, slurping at the fermented juices that pool beneath it.18 That might mean, in turn, that the ability to create intoxicants may pre-date even the evolution of humankind itself.


Why would the ancestors of the ancient Chinese want to settle down, at the mercy of a single location? Hindsight tells us that the agrarian lifestyle supports more people than hunting and gathering, but the aristocracy of the ancient Chinese remained hunters. As repeated references in the ancient rites and songs make clear, the ancient kings were all about hunting, warfare and sacrificial rites – a three-part cycle of violence that marked them out as the apex of their society.19 Could it be that farming was a subsidiary for them? Did the lords of ancient China assign enslaved peoples to farm for them, not because they needed the grains to eat, but because they needed the grains to make booze?


Many other scholars have been persuaded by Wu’s ideas. If prehistoric humans had already discovered that the mould on vines or in rotting fruit could turn their drinks into psychotropic drugs, such ingredients may have formed a critical component of their religious rituals. At least as far as ancient Chinese texts describe, the ceremonies of the most ancient dynasties involved ritual intoxication and feasting on the bounty of the hunt. Cultivating cereals could easily have been a move to gain better access to drink, with their use as food items a distant second place.


This remains a hypothesis, but it is convincing enough to point to other possibilities. Peter Kupfer, in his history of Chinese wine culture, suggests that owing to limited ability to preserve ale for any length of time, it would usually have to be consumed soon after it was made, close to the site of its production. All of which would have slowly drawn the ancient aristocracy closer to the orbit of fixed settlements.20


On the River Huai, there are traces at the Jiahu archaeological site of an alcoholic beverage, made with rice, honey, wild berries and hawthorn. And Jiahu is merely the earliest site found so far, meaning that the use of alcohol in Chinese culture must date back at least as far as 7000 bc. At Banpo, which today is the penultimate eastern stop on Xi’an’s Number 1 metro line, locals had begun farming millet by 6000 bc, and raising pigs and dogs. They made storage jars to keep seeds collected from the forests and fields. By 4000 bc, they were growing Chinese cabbage, hemp and mulberry trees, the last to feed silkworms.21 Some of these nameless early farmers may have been the inspiration for Shennong in tales told thousands of years later.


* * *


The legendary Xia dynasty, from which no contemporary documents survive, gave way to the Shang dynasty (c.1600–1046 bc) – once also thought to be a mere folktale, until inscriptions found in Anyang in the twentieth century were deciphered, and found to match the names of legendary kings associated with the period. Although the Shang people were a Bronze Age culture, their use of bronze was restricted to weapons, chariot parts and ritual cooking utensils. Their subjects continued to live in the Neolithic way, struggling to eke out an existence with tools and utensils of bamboo, wood and stone.22


Tang, the first ruler of the Shang dynasty, elevated a cook, Yiyin, to the position of his prime minister, summoning him to a royal audience that involved a bizarre ritual in which he was smeared with the blood of a sacrificial pig. Yiyin’s advice to his lord, which was supposedly about food but really about politics, began with the observation that the food served at the court was not as good as it could be, lacking a truly varied food supply or ‘perfect flavours’:


 


The size of my lord’s state is insufficient to supply them. Only after he has become Son of Heaven can they be supplied . . . Water is the first ingredient. For the Five Tastes . . . fire serves as the regulator. At times quick and at times slow, it eliminates fishiness, removes rankness [from the flesh of carnivores] and eradicates fetidness [from the flesh of herbivores]. One must be sure that while these are overcome, one does not lose the inherent qualities of flavour. In the task of harmonising and blending, one must use the sweet, sour, bitter, acrid and salty.23


 


These, says Yiyin, are the ‘five flavours’ that can be turned into wondrous dishes, through the application of nine simmerings and nine transformations, elevating the preparation of food to a kind of epicurean alchemy.


Yiyin’s concept of the five flavours derived from the Chinese belief in five elements – wood, water, fire, earth and metal. But ‘element’ is a frankly over-literal translation of the Chinese term xing, better rendered as movement, process or phase. Each ‘element’ is supposed to create the other, but like a multi-directional game of scissors-paper-stone, each can also destroy the other. Based originally on the phenomenon of five observable planets, these elements were mapped onto almost every other factor of human existence – their progression ruled the seasons, their humours controlled certain parts of the human body, and hence influenced medicine.24


Undoubtedly, their balances and rival powers influenced some sense of the Chinese idea of taste. It’s the elements that come into play in Yiyin’s discourse on cookery:


 


The balancing of what should be added first or last and of whether to use more or less, is very subtle, as each variation gives rise to its own effect. The transformation within the cauldron is quintessential, marvellous, extremely fine, and delicate.25


 


Yiyin then returns, at great length, to the subject of ingredients, but now he lists where they can be found, and so many of the locations are frustratingly far away:


 


The finest of meats are the lips of the xingxing ape . . . the fleshy tail of the junyan bird . . . West of the Flowing Sands and south of the Cinnabar Peak are phoenix eggs eaten by the Wo people . . . a fish in the Guan River . . . which is shaped like a carp with wings and flies nightly from the Western Sea to the Eastern Sea . . . the cress of Kunlun and the flower of the Longevity Tree . . .26


 


Yiyin’s wish-list is a gazetteer of the known world and beyond, cliffs at the edge of the sea, and obscure herbs in the crevices of distant mountains. To prepare dishes fit for a king, Yiyin will require the best ginger and cinnamon, bamboo shoots and a particular kind of vinegar, which can only be made from the caviar of the zhanwei sturgeon. Merely getting there will require him to acquire the best horses in the world – the Green Dragon breed and the Mount That Leaves the Wind Behind.


This, he argues, is why the ruler of the Shang will have to become the master of all Under Heaven.


The version of the Yiyin legend quoted here dates from long after the time of the Shang, from the Annals of Lü Buwei, an anthology from the third century bc that was probably used as the curriculum for educating a young prince. It is couched as a quest for perfection and an argument for enlightened rule, but contains a sinister subtext, as if Yiyin has come up with an excuse that will drive centuries of military expansion and territorial conquest. It is an odd and intriguing corner of the Chinese classics, suggesting that the impetus to seek out new foods was the beginning of what would become China.


In the rites of ancient China, we see reflections of ancient tribal organisations – a party of hunters praying for success, or celebrating it. The spirits of departed ancestors are welcomed in a symbolic feast – they are honoured, appeased, and sometimes entreated for aid. The line in the Shang dynasty between a beloved grandparent and a malicious deity was often blurred and indistinct – rituals ask for the dead to intercede on behalf of the living in matters of bad weather or poor harvest. The sacred butchers, whose job it was to kill the animals in the correct manner, wielded ‘tinkling knives’ (luan dao), with bells attached to the handles, not only to dispatch the sacrifice, but to skin it and dismember it.27 The animal would be eaten, although sometimes the bones would be put to another purpose.


In ancient pits unearthed at the last Shang capital, Anyang, archaeologists have found messages to the gods, carved on the shoulder bones of oxen and heated until cracks offered something that could be interpreted as an answer. The questions in these ‘oracle bones’ are one of our main sources about the concerns of Shang-era culture, and of its reach. Later soothsayers of the Shang came to prefer using the flat bottom of a turtle shell (the plastron), presumably because it was easier to carve and quicker to crack, but also because its symmetry suited questions requiring yes/no answers.


The use of turtle plastrons is also notable because the Shang people lived so far inland that seafood was not a part of their diet, and some of the plastrons unearthed in Anyang originate on the shores of Southeast Asia. We have no way of telling how long it took such artefacts to travel from the Malay archipelago to central China – perhaps they were traded and re-traded on journeys that took generations – but they certainly travelled far.


* * *


The Shang dynasty fell sometime around 1046 bc, amid natural disasters that caused the people to question if the king still enjoyed Heaven’s support. The archaeological and documentary record points to increasingly straitened times at its last capital, Anyang. The oracle bones, etched with questions and requests to the divine ancestors, point to bad weather and poor harvests, and indicate that in the last year of King Dixin, the last king of the Shang, some 360 increasingly desperate ceremonies and sacrifices were performed in order to persuade Heaven to stop sending disasters – practically one a day.


The downfall of Dixin is largely a matter of legend. There are allusions in ancient songs to a series of natural disasters, and a presumption, certainly widespread among the dynasty that succeeded his, that he had lost the support of Heaven and his ancestors, probably as a result of his obsession with Daji, a beautiful, bewitching concubine.


Instead of using alcohol sparingly in devout rituals, Dixin and Daji would quaff the sacred ale whether there was a ceremony or not. Dixin supposedly filled an entire lake with wine, so that his courtiers could drift on it in little boats, scooping up cupfuls. He had ordered a ‘forest of meat’ – trees or posts hung with cured flesh – and ordered his courtiers to chase each other around it in the nude.


Eventually, he was ousted in a coup, instigated by disgruntled members of his aristocracy. One princeling railed against him for being lax in his kingly duties, suggesting that grain was rotting in the fields, and that one day the wine lake would be filled with blood, and the meat forest hung with corpses. Dixin ordered the torture and execution of his critic and, in a cruel touch, had the boy’s flesh baked into pies and sent to his father Ji Chang, the count of Zhou, as a gift.28


According to legend, Dixin baked Ji Chang’s son into pies in order to test his powers of divination. Ji Chang has often been credited with the creation of the Book of Changes (the Yijing, popularly known as the I Ching), a method of fortune telling that expanded the yes/no answer trees of oracle bones into sixty-four permutations.


Although it is unlikely that he was the actual inventor of the Book of Changes, he appears to have become proficient in its use, using the patterns generated by throwing handfuls of yarrow stalks to generate a random number between 1 and 64, and interpreting the usually cryptic answer. Reading between the lines, he was a powerful man in an aristocratic family with the resources to overthrow Dixin. If Ji Chang accepted the gift, then plainly he had no special powers, but if he refused it, he had some magical power to read Dixin’s mind, and would have to be eliminated.29


It was also the sacred duty of the ruler to lead the hunts and preside at the feasts, apportioning out the choicest hunks of meat and bowls of stew to his most loyal followers. For those who were not high-ranking or in favour enough to attend the banquet himself, gifts of food might be sent in the hands of servants, as an acknowledgement that they were almost worthy. For this reason, a messenger showing up at the distant mansion of Ji Chang with a packet of food was not all that remarkable. It could, in fact, be interpreted as a sign that Ji Chang was being honoured by the king.


This is where a historian might have doubts about the script. What happened next? Did the messenger stand there, expectantly, waiting for Ji Chang to eat the pies? There are plenty of stories about ancient Chinese nobles bestowing gifts on their subjects, but nothing in the ancient records about a necessity to wolf them down on the spot. When a later duke sent two carp to the philosopher Confucius on the occasion of the birth of his son, there is nothing in the ancient texts that says Confucius immediately chopped them up and ate them. He probably waited until dinner.


But in the story of Ji Chang, we are asked to believe that he ate the pies in front of the messenger, pronouncing them delicious, thereby proving to the king that he was not the great soothsayer he was rumoured to be. Legend has it that Ji Chang knew exactly what was in the pies, but feigned delight for long enough to fool the witnesses. When the messenger departed, he threw up.


There are also problems with the wording of the story. What were these pies made from? If they required pastry, that would need flour, which was not a common sight in the Chinese kitchen for another millennium. Most of the detail of Ji Chang’s grisly meal, in fact, comes down to us from sources in the Han dynasty (202 bc–ad 220), which was indeed more than a thousand years later, with ample time for the meaning to drift and for anachronisms to arise.


Sima Qian, author of the Han-dynasty Grand Scribe’s Records, omits the meat pie story, although he does mention the ‘pool filled with wine’ and ‘meat hanging like a forest’. Wine Lake and Meat Forest (jiuchi roulin) has endured in Chinese as a metaphor for going way, way overboard. But even the words didn’t mean the same thing by the time the story was written down – even if there were a ‘wine lake’, the jiu it contained was more likely to have been millet ale.


Not usually given to gossip, Sima Qian does mention that Dixin demanded the daughter of one of his marquises for a bedmate, and had her killed when she refused to join in his orgies. In a fit of pique, Dixin then ordered the girl’s father turned into mincemeat. When the Marquis of Ao, another nobleman, protested about such behaviour, he was killed and his body processed into ‘dried meat strips’. When news of all this reached Ji Chang, the Grand Scribe’s Records reports only that he ‘sighed in secret’, regarded as dangerously insubordinate behaviour by the increasingly unhinged Dixin.30


Nor did Ji Chang accomplish much before his own death – he passed away before the coming revolution, still grumbling about the excesses of the king, still diligently forming quiet alliances with disgruntled chieftains. After his death, it was his second son who would retroactively proclaim that Ji Chang had been the uncrowned first king of a new dynasty, leading an army into battle with his father’s gravestone on the lead chariot, so that he could take part in the downfall of his enemy.


With the fall of the Shang king, Ji Chang’s descendants took over as the Zhou dynasty (1046–256 bc). Ji Chang’s descendants offered sacrifices to him and sang praises both to him and to the god who was reputedly one of his own distant ancestors, the Lord of Millet (Hou Ji):


 


Accomplished Lord of Millet


Equal of Heaven, Provider of zheng.31


 


The word zheng today is used in a compound for steamed dishes, in which food is placed in baskets above boiling water. Ancient texts using the word usually translate it as ‘grain-food’ – millet, wheat and barley, which might be steamed before being added to the broth. But it is likely that zheng here was steam used for a specific task – the creation of yeast cakes. Qu, a fermentation starter that remains the basis of many modern Chinese sauces, jams, breads and alcohols, appears to have been perfected in the Zhou era, although some of its applications were not discovered for many more centuries.32


Other fungal species had their uses. No details of fermentation moulds survive from the Shang and Zhou dynasties, although not much is liable to have changed before the fifth century ad, from which the first extant recipe survives. Forty litres each (that’s an amount the size of a medium suitcase) of steamed, toasted and ground grains were mixed with water, pressed into cakes and then tamped down in trenches. The room was sealed with mud, the cakes were turned after a week, and a week later, suitably mouldy, they were brought out and dried in the sun. They were called ‘magical’, because when mixed with millet flour and water, and sealed in a jar, they would ferment into strong ale over the next couple of months.33


Although there were cosmetic changes in the designs and fashions of Zhou-era cauldrons and utensils, the basic foods remained unchanged. The typical Zhou-era stew still used a base of rice or millet porridge, to which was added seasonal vegetables – mallow, turnips or radish – and any available meat. These days, the mallow plant is usually regarded in China as a weed; it has been supplanted by wave upon wave of more impressive, flavourful imports and varieties of vegetable. Once a staple food, it is dismissed as peasant fare in later sources, and forgotten altogether by early modern times. And yet, according to the food historians Buell and Anderson: ‘It is one of the most nutritious foods ever tested.’34


Rabbit, mutton and sometimes dog formed the most common meat chunks, although there is evidence of more exotic creatures, such as monkeys and leopards. The Chinese already had advanced techniques for pickling, and would use fermentation to make sauces from entrails and meat.


We do, at least, have a mention of ‘dried meat’ in the Grand Scribe’s Records, although that is not liable to be as simple as it sounds. Although meat could be preserved by hanging it in the air to desiccate, it was first boiled in a stock made from animal bones and fermented black beans, with other seasonings to taste. The broth was thrown away, and the meat strips hung away from the sun (a surviving recipe specifies under the eaves ‘on the north side of the house’) until the moisture has dissipated and they had turned into jerky.35


* * *


Many of the Zhou rulers and their advisers paid lip service to the idea of drinking in moderation, since it was widely believed that over-indulgence had caused the collapse of their predecessors, but there is still ample evidence of drunkenness among the aristocracy. The first king of Zhou, a surviving son of Ji Chang, began his reign with stern proclamations against the improper use of alcohol, implying that the last Shang king’s dissolution had not been uncommon:


 


. . . strictly keep yourself from drink. If you are informed that there are companies that drink together, do not fail to apprehend them all, and send them here to Zhou, where I may put them to death . . . If you do not rightly manage the officers, the people will continue lost in drunkenness.36


 


There were similar restrictions on dining. This is where the Book of Rites really comes into its own, since it contains vast and fascinating details on what was regarded as the correct way to eat in the Zhou era – seating arrangements, etiquette and the correct protocols that its supposed author, Confucius, thought would mark a host out as enlightened and civilised.


It tells us, for example, that alcohol was not the only ingredient that had to be carefully managed – it also insisted that livestock could not be slaughtered unless there was a ceremony to be held. Oxen, prized as working animals, are only to be slaughtered at ceremonies in honour of the lord of the realm; goats, prized for more than just their flesh, are not to be slaughtered except at ceremonies in honour of ministers. A gentleman, which is to say, someone who can afford a pig or a dog, must only kill them when he is hosting a religious service.37


There are shadows of this ancient assumption enduring today. I once spent a week with the Kam people of Guizhou in south China, who would only kill cattle on what they called a ‘red day’ (hong tian) – as a village-wide occasion marking a wedding, funeral, festival or other big event. And once, atop a mountain with a knife-maker from the Lisu people in Yunnan, I tried to decline a dinner invitation, only to be told that he had ‘already killed a chicken’. Chickens, it seems, were fair game for everyday unexpected guests, a step below the ritual significance of pigs, dogs and larger animals, the ancient equivalent of having something ready in the larder.


With an atavistic touch, the Book of Rites evoked the origin of feasts in a kindly lord’s desire to provide for his older officers – liable to have been the once-great warriors of his elders’ generation. The term ‘meat eater’ (roushi-zhe) refers to an official, as much as it might refer to an old man – a geriatric in a privileged position, who somehow gets the best of any banquet.38 Officers of pensionable age were given a larger ration of meat, and there was an extra course for those over seventy, and special delicacies for those over eighty. Any man who made it to ninety at court would reap the grand reward: not having to go to court at all. The ruler was obliged to send him delicacies every day, and if he wanted to consult with him on matters of state, he had to go to the trouble of travelling to the old man’s house.


The Book of Rites allows us to envision a Zhou-era banquet, the diners each sitting on a separate floor mat with individual portions before them on a tall, four-legged tray – any sharing of food is done hierarchically, as gifts from host to guest, or as portions ladled or chopsticked out from larger dishes by passing servants. The Zhou era’s penchant for ritual can be discerned even in the rules for dining, which insist that the host describe each dish in turn, and that the guests should not take a swig of booze until every dish has been named and examined.


The rules for bringing in the dishes for entertainment are as follows: Meat cooked on the bone is set on the left; sliced meat on the right. Rice is placed at the left hand of each diner, and soup to the right. Minced and roasted meat are placed outside [the chops and sliced meat], and pickles and sauces on the inner side, then drinks and syrups on the right. When slices of dried and spiced meat are put down, their folds are turned to the left, and their ends to the right.39


The list of approved ingredients in the Book of Rites is not a reflection of superstition or ceremony, but of the basic realities of sourcing local food at different times of the agrarian year. Recipes, or at least the shadows of them as revealed in the Book of Rites, also reflected seasonal ingredients.


‘Lamb and suckling pig were good in spring,’ it says, reflecting the availability of surplus young, ‘dried pheasant and fish in summer’, when still awaiting the harvest, and ‘veal and fawn in autumn; fresh fish and goose in winter.’40 The Book of Rites has details on which form of lard or suet is best used for cooking each dish, and a series of seasonal nuts and fruits that can be cooked with them. Among the more exotic accompaniments are sparrows, bees and cicadas. Cooks would mix pork mince with onions in the spring, but with the mustard plant in autumn. For the ‘victim-animals’ (sheng), which is to say, livestock reared in captivity such as sheep or cattle, they would use pickles as a condiment, whereas the gamier flavour of wild animals, such as deer, would be offset with plums.41


Government officers would get a broth rich in spring onions and leeks; paupers made do with pigweed.42 The better broths threw in meat chunks – mutton, fish, pork, dog, rabbit and game birds, although very rarely horse, since horses were prized for other uses. Chicken was usually regarded as a poor man’s meal, the least appealing of the meats, because a hen was more valuable for laying eggs than for eating, and would usually only be slaughtered when its egg-laying days were over, and its meat tough and stringy.43 Seafood, particularly shellfish such as oysters, was regarded by the ancient aristocracy as a barbarian affectation – one of the weird foodstuffs enjoyed by the people on the distant borderlands, where the Yellow and Yangtze Rivers met the sea.


It was understood that meat was heartier and imparted more energy than vegetables. The Book of Rites lists eight special meals for the elderly, designed to keep them spry:


 


Of prepared meats, there were beef soup, mutton soup, pork soup, and roast beef; pickled slices of beef, pickle and minced beef; roast mutton, slices of mutton, pickle, and roast pork; pickled slices of pork, mustard sauce, and minced fish; pheasant, hare, quail, and partridge. Of drinks, there was must in two vessels, one strained, the other unstrained, made of rice, of millet, or of maize. In some cases, thin preparations were used as beverages, as millet gruel, pickle, with water syrup of prunes. Of steeped rice; clear wine and white. Of confections, there were dried cakes, and rice-flour scones. For relishes, snail-juice and a condiment of the broad-leaved water-squash were used with pheasant soup; a condiment of wheat with soups of dried slices and of fowl; broken glutinous rice with dog soup and hare soup; the rice-balls mixed with these soups had no smart-weed in them.44


 


The Book of Rites even contains recipes, such as the Rich Fry (chun ao), a relatively simple pickled-meat fried rice, and the Steeped Delicacy (zi), in which fresh beef was cubed and then marinated in ale for a day. Beef steaks were to be grilled with cinnamon, ginger and salt. The Bake (pao) involved a piglet stuffed with dates, baked, caked with a mixture of flour and its own mashed crackling, and then poached in a tripod for three days.45


Although popular tradition calls Confucius the author of the Book of Rites, he probably collated it from the works of others and used it as teaching material. Regardless, it affords us a detailed glimpse not only of what was considered reasonable behaviour, but what was not:


 


Do not roll the rice into a ball; do not bolt down the various dishes; do not swill down [the soup]. Do not make a noise in eating; do not crunch the bones with the teeth; do not put back fish you have been eating; do not throw the bones to the dogs; do not snatch [at what you want]. Do not spread out the rice [to cool]; do not use chopsticks in eating millet. Do not gulp down soup with vegetables in it, nor add condiments to it; do not keep picking the teeth, nor swill down the sauces. If a guest adds condiments, the host will apologise for not having had the soup prepared better. If he swills down the sauces, the host will apologise for his poverty. Meat that is wet [and soft] may be divided with the teeth, but dried flesh cannot be so dealt with. Do not bolt down roast meat in large pieces.46


 


The royal household of the Zhou dynasty boasted a large staff dedicated to food, although it is likely that the Book of Rites was merely stating an idealised staff, rather than whatever roster was actually in place. Still, the staff was of such a huge size that one imagines a large proportion of its members were redundant, brought on in order to help cook food for the other staff!


More than half of the 4,133 household employees were involved in the preparation of food, including 152 ‘masters of viands’ (your guess is as good as mine), 70 butchers, 128 court cooks, 128 cooks for guests and sacrifices, 62 assistant cooks, 335 ‘masters of the domain’ (presumed to be market gardeners), 62 game hunters, 342 fishermen, 24 ‘turtle catchers’ (also responsible for shellfish), 31 bamboo basket attendants (in charge of fresh vegetables), 110 wine supervisors (curating and overseeing the spicing of drinks), 340 winemakers, 170 beverage (and sauce) makers, 61 meat-pickle makers, 62 picklers, 62 salt makers and, in charge of primitive refrigeration, 94 ice-house attendants.


Two full-time ‘food doctors’ (shi-yi) seem to have enjoyed a supervisory role ensuring hygiene and correct methods.47 One likes to imagine them as poison testers, but their role was actually far more staid and invasive, making sure that recipes were assembled in the correct combinations – such as beef with rice, mutton with broom-corn millet, and dog with fox-tail millet.


They also made sure that diners did not break etiquette; for example, by having minced meat and meat slices in the same meal, which was apparently a step too far:


 


Avoid eating young soft-shelled turtles. Remove the intestines of the wolf, the kidneys of the dog, the straight spine of the wild cat, the rump of the hare, the head of the fox, the brains of the suckling pig, the bowels of fish and the perforated openings of the turtle. Remove bones and sinews from flesh; scrape the scales from fish, make dates look new, select [the best] chestnuts, the smoothest peaches and unwormed pears.48


 


There are several incidents in ancient Chinese history that point to enforcement of strict codes on food hygiene. Asides in the Book of Rites show us the food doctors at work, assessing the animals for the king’s table – rejecting sheep with matted hair, restless dogs and diseased pigs, commanding the cooks not to cook goose kidneys. A duke in the ancient state of Jin famously ordered the execution of one of his servants for offering undercooked bear paws.
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