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  Application is the only way to verify the truth

  [image: ]

  (shi jian shi di da zhen li di wei yi yu jing)

  Buddha, c. 500 B.C.


  “I am somebody who is nobody, and I have spent a lifetime dreaming, learning and practicing fighting. I have had many chances to see if what I know works. The material I have presented in this book may not mean much to you, but I put my life in danger for the knowledge. I have fought for real and, having tried these techniques, I have refined them to eliminate error. I am still alive because of them. These techniques worked for me and they should work for you.”

  From the ‘Forward’ to The Law Enforcement Manual of Martial Arts Self-Defense, Duncan Leung Shiu-hung ([image: ]), 1978.
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  Chapter 1

  THE PROFESSOR HUMBLED


  Virginia Beach

  1993


  Frog in the well

  [image: ]

  (jing di zhi wa)

  Zhuangzi ([image: ], 350-286 B.C.)


  Zhuangzi was a Taoist philosopher of the Warring States Period (475-221 B.C.), who used fables, often humorous, to convey moral lessons. He was the foremost spiritual descendant of Laozi ([image: ]), founder of Taoism. Frog In The Well is Zhuangzi’s well known tale which cautions against imposing our limited perspectives upon life. ‘Are you aware’, Zhuangzi seems to ask, ‘of the limitations imposed by our own ignorance?’


  Listen to the narrative of Professor Li Hon-ki, told in his own words, about his encounter with Duncan Leung:


  I have been a martial arts fanatic since my teens. I have studied a number of systems, including various styles of Kung Fu. In 1965, when I was 13, I began to learn Zhou Jia ([image: ]) and Hong Quan ([image: ]).


  By 1968, Bruce Lee had made Wing Chun world famous, and like many of my contemporaries, I plunged into it with enthusiasm. For the next three years I learned from a Wing Chun instructor of the Seventh Generation. I worked hard and attained the level to manipulate the Wooden Man, Double Knives and Long Pole. But, I felt something was missing. Between 1971 and 1973, I studied under three more Wing Chun instructors, also of the Seventh Generation, ensuring that I learned everything there was to learn. During this period I also learned Tai Ji Quan ([image: ]), Tae Kwon Do and Karate. Suffice to say, I was versatile.


  In 1973, I won the Hong Kong Tae Kwon Do Open Championship. In 1977, I was the runner-up in the Hong Kong Kung Fu Association Competition. I was confident in my abilities and quite proud of myself.


  In June 1979 I left Hong Kong for Brazil and started teaching Kung Fu there. I taught Hong Quan, Tai Ji Quan and Wing Chun. It didn’t take long for me to become an established instructor. In addition, I continued my own learning.


  My major problem was against kicks. Thai Boxing is well known for its ferocious and crippling kicks. Without special training to strengthen my legs, I could not even stand if a Thai boxer landed a kick on any part of my legs. At that time, I felt it necessary to learn the Thai way because Wing Chun had hardly any kicks or the training to strengthen the lower limbs. Later, I would find out how wrong this notion was.


  Oyama Karate was popular in Brazil, and like practitioners of other martial arts systems and Kung Fu styles, these people had to learn the Thai way of kicking in order to stand any chance against Thai boxers. I learned the techniques from an Oyama Karate practitioner who came to me to study Wing Chun.


  For the next five years, I practiced until I could break a two-by-four when it was smashed against my shins. I could withstand any kick to my legs from any style or system. I was inordinately proud of my achievement, something, I felt, few Wing Chun practitioners could match.


  In 1993, the financial crisis in Brazil compelled me to leave São Paulo for New York City. For the next two years I ran a clinic of Chinese traditional medicine there, and business flourished.


  That year, I was invited to demonstrate at the World Kung Fu Championships in San Francisco. What could be more gratifying for my ego than to show off the prowess of my kicks before the world? Before a huge audience and with massive television coverage, with my assistants firmly holding a baseball bat perpendicular to the floor, with a single kick I broke it in half with my left shin. Not a bad demonstration of kicking ability.


  However, there was one person I respected who was impressed with neither my prowess nor my Kung Fu – my older brother Albert. He suggested I should meet an old friend of his in Virginia. For years he had been telling me about Duncan Leung and how masterful was his martial art ability. Frankly, I was tired of hearing about this guy. So what if he was Seventh Generation Wing Chun? I had learned from not one but four experts of the Seventh Generation. What more could anyone teach me? Finally, worn down by my brother’s persistence, but very skeptical, I traveled with him somewhat reluctantly to Virginia Beach, a resort city on the Virginia coastline.


  We were invited as guests at Duncan’s home. The day after our arrival, I accompanied Duncan not to his Kung Fu studio, which was the object of my visit, but to his office, hanging around from 9:00 in the morning until 5:30 in the afternoon. Whenever I mentioned Wing Chun, he changed the subject. I was very annoyed. After all, I had come all the way from New York City on martial arts business, and here he would not even discuss the topic.


  Duncan sensed my frustration. “What do you want?” he asked.


  “My brother told me you are a Wing Chun expert, and I want to see what you know.” Duncan didn’t seem very interested.


  “What have you learned?”


  “I have learned everything, Wooden Man, Double Knives and Long Pole.”


  “You have learned everything. There is nothing more I can teach you.”


  “Why don’t we Chi Sau?” I challenged him.


  Chi Sau ([image: ]) is a drill, unique to Wing Chun, in which practitioners improve their sensitivity in contact with an opponent. The most important aspect of Chi Sau trains the practitioner to cover exposed areas. It is not a technique and therefore it cannot be used for fighting. This is a serious misconception even among many Wing Chun instructors.


  I was more than proud of my Chi Sau. I had yet to encounter another Wing Chun artist who could beat me at it. Duncan could see how eager I was to flaunt my Chi Sau expertise, and he decided to give me the opportunity to show off.


  He arose from his chair. Walking to the front of his desk, he beckoned me to likewise stand up. I got up from my chair and walked to the front of his desk. As soon as we intertwined our forearms, I knew I was beaten. His forearms clung to mine like intertwined snakes! In vain I pulled and pushed, sensing nothing! Where was my sensory perception? Duncan looked as if he was in a trance. There was a settee behind me in the office, and whenever I tried to exert power to pull and push, I was ignominiously bounced back onto the settee. Duncan betrayed no sense of triumph; in fact, he appeared completely indifferent, except that he must have felt sorry for my students back in Brazil!


  Wouldn’t you think that being dumped three times should be enough to convince me that I had met my master? Not yet – I was stubborn. I still had powerful kicks in my arsenal of tricks.


  “Duncan, your Chi Sau is amazing. Now I know what Chi Sau really is.”


  “Forget it. I am sure there are other guys who are better than I am.”


  “I know Wing Chun has hardly any kicks. Can you stop my kicks?”


  “You are right. Wing Chun has hardly any kicks. The feet are not for kicking. They are for breaking.”


  “What do you mean?”


  “One of the most difficult techniques of Wing Chun is to master the skills of kicking. Wing Chun kicks are powerful and they break legs.”


  “I don’t believe it. Try me.” I should have realized that I was asking for trouble, but I had to show him the prowess of my kicks.


  “I tell you what. I am going to break your leg if you try to kick me.”


  “No way!” I would be in my element. My shins were my showpiece. They broke baseball bats.


  I moved into my combative stance, while Duncan just stood there calmly with his arms behind his back (just as he had witnessed his Sifu do in Hong Kong in 1955 when facing a challenger – see Chapter 12). The moment I swung my mighty left foot at him, his right foot was already there to meet the inside of my left knee! He just tapped it, and my balance was gone. I knew he could easily have snapped it.


  “I want you to be my Sifu. Please accept me,” I humbly entreated.


  “No way. I cannot accept you.”


  I knew it was my overt arrogance that had hardened him against me. I began to plead with Duncan, but his reply was still negative.


  “Anyway, you live too far away.”


  Nor could my brother Albert change Duncan’s mind. We left Virginia Beach and returned to New York City. I felt very sorry for myself. All the years of hard work studying Wing Chun were worthless. What had I learned? Duncan should have broken my knee, forcing me to kneel before him in crippled supplication. Maybe then he would have accepted me out of sympathy.


  I pondered the last line of Duncan’s refusal: “You live too far away,” and wondered whether this was my salvation. That was it! I was going to live so close to him that he had no excuse to turn me down.


  Determined, I went to see Ma Man Nam, Duncan’s first disciple (see Chapter 25), seeking his advice. He told me about the special Sifu Worship Ceremony ([image: ] – see Chapter 6) and taught me how to prepare. I closed my busy medical practice and, with the blessing of Albert, I left New York City for Virginia Beach.


  Two months after our initial encounter, Duncan opened the front door of his home to find me standing there holding two suitcases. He was shocked. But he realized the depths of my determination and acceded to my request. After years of searching, I had finally found my master.


  The Sifu Worship Ceremony was traditional. Having been coached by Ma Man Nam, I brought joss sticks, rice wine, tiny porcelain cups, a pewter urn, roast pork, the bi shi tie ([image: ]) and the red packet. After the mandatory three kneels nine kowtows, I became a disciple of the Eighth Generation. Duncan Leung became my Sifu.


  When I went the first time to his studio, I saw his students and disciples sparring among themselves, and I was anxious to participate. But Sifu told me I had no chance against them. To satisfy my curiosity, he asked a 15-year-old boy to spar with me. Sifu was right. I could not stand his bombardment because I did not know how to cover. I was even more demoralized when he told me the boy had been with him for only nine months! But he told me that after a year of intensive training I should be much better than they were because I had a sound foundation.


  For the next two years I worked and learned under Sifu’s guidance; the training was indeed intensive. Everything he taught was so different from the Wing Chun I had learned before. I was learning Applied Wing Chun.


  Toward the end of 1994, I returned to Brazil, and for the first time in my life, inwardly I felt like a man. Sifu did not merely teach me self-defense. From him I developed true self-confidence and self-esteem. In fact, the credo of Duncan Leung’s Wing Chun Academy is Confidence, Defense, Esteem.


  Not surprisingly, just as my Sifu had been, I was ridiculed by other teachers who said that what I was teaching was not Wing Chun. But I could forgive their ignorance, for I had once been among them, until fortune showed me the error of my ways.


  KIAI Kung Fu Magazine was the most popular martial arts publication at that time. The magazine asked to interview me, and that interview would change my life. The subjects discussed included Kung Fu, traditional Chinese medicine – which includes the art of diagnosis, acupuncture, and herbal medicines – and Oriental philosophy. During the course of the interview, I also issued an open challenge to martial artists and Kung Fu practitioners, particularly Wing Chun skeptics.


  The interview caught the attention of the administrators of UNEB, the State University of Bahia, Brazil, who then invited me to teach Applied Wing Chun at that institution. Later I would work with the university in researching herbal medicines. In 1996, I was invited to the chair of Professorship in Chinese Traditional Medicine and Oriental Studies. Since then, I have been teaching acupuncture, herbal medicines, massage, Qi Gong ([image: ]) and Oriental Studies in UNEB in Bahia and at branches of the university in São Paulo and Rio de Janeiro.


  My students were winners at the 1996 World Wushu Championships in Zhengzhou ([image: ]), Henan Province ([image: ]), China, and at the 1998 World Guoshu Championships in Taipei. Currently, I serve as Consultant and Chief Instructor for the Kung Fu Federation of Brazil, and Director and Chief Instructor of the Olympic Wushu Committee of Chile.


  I continue to visit Sifu and learn from him whenever possible, usually in the summers. I now realize that there is still so much to learn from him, and I only wish I had the time to study more. As a token of my esteem for Sifu, I teach Applied Wing Chun. If I have to use one word to describe my Sifu’s Applied Wing Chun, it is: unfathomable!


  Professor Li is not ashamed to admit the truth – he wasted decades learning, practicing, and flaunting a martial arts knowledge that simply did not work when it came to practical application. He now freely confesses that he was a ‘frog in the well admiring his own croak’. He counts himself fortunate to have finally met a true master – in his opinion an undisputed Applied Wing Chun genius.


  Professor Li hopes that his story will serve as a cautionary tale to other frogs. He considers himself lucky to have only wasted 28 years! There are many who have unknowingly spent a lifetime learning and even teaching something that is useless in practice. Li hopes that they will one day discover, as he did, that ‘the sky is so much bigger than the mouth of the well, and one’s croak is audible only to oneself’.


  [image: Professor Li broke the baseball bat in half with his left shin]


  [image: Chi Sau with Duncan Leung Professor Li tried to punch... Leung jammed his left forearm... and sent him tumbling backward]


  [image: Professor Li vs. Duncan Leung Li swung his left foot at Leung. Leung Leung’s right foot tapped on Professor Li’s left knee]


  Chapter 2

  PURE WING CHUN


  New York

  1974


  Those who know don’t say

  Those who say don’t know

  [image: ]

  (zhi zhe bu yan, yan zhe bu zhi)

  The Classic of the Virtue of the Tao ([image: ])

  Laozi ([image: ])


  Laozi, whose profound philosophy became a world religion – Taoism – lived during the Spring and Autumn Period (770-474 B.C.). He was born before Confucius (551-479 B.C.), but the biographic details of Laozi’s life are obscured. The place and manner of his death are likewise unknown.


  The ludicrous conceit of the King of Yilang is an idiom which refers to people who boast plenty while knowing little. It was written by the renowned historian Sima Qian ([image: ]) in his Records of the Historian. The king of Yilang, a tiny country during the Han Dynasty (206 B.C.- 220 A.D.), bragged about the extent and wealth of his kingdom when in reality it was only the size of a town in the Han Empire.


  Duncan’s first studio, at No.3 Great Jones Street, was in one of the least desirable neighborhoods on the fringe of New York’s Chinatown. But the rent was cheap, and there was ample space in which to teach and practice.


  The fellows from the NYPD (see Chapter 22) were true to their word. They came to learn and referred not only their colleagues but also friends and relatives. Duncan’s business got a rapid jump-start.


  One day, Duncan was teaching a group of students when a Chinese man in his forties, wearing a chang shan – [image: ], a traditional Chinese male long robe – walked into the studio followed by a retinue of about five young men, all wearing white T-shirts and black Kung Fu trousers.


  The leader looked around, trying to figure out who was the instructor.


  “I am X Sifu. Who is Duncan Leung?”


  “I am.”


  “You are Leung Sifu?” Appraising Duncan, he was surprised to find a man appearing to be in his early twenties. Though 32 at the time, Duncan appeared much younger than his actual age. Apparently, he did not look like Sifu material.


  The man said: “I am Yip Man’s eldest disciple.” (He meant in the United States).


  “Then you are my elder Kung Fu brother.”


  “Now that you are teaching Wing Chun I would like to invite you to join the Wing Chun Kung Fu Federation.”


  “Sure. It would be nice to meet Wing Chun brothers.”


  “Here is my address in Brooklyn. There will be a meeting on Wednesday. Please make an effort to come.” He handed Duncan his business card, and departed.


  On the day of the meeting, Duncan, together with his disciple Ma Man Nam and a couple of other students, arrived at the address in Brooklyn. The studio had many rooms, including a ‘challenging’ room. Duncan spied a Wooden Man in one of the rooms and went over to inspect it.


  “Don’t touch it! It belongs to my Sifu. Nobody is allowed to touch it without his permission.” One of the students was actually serious about this.


  “OK, I won’t touch it. No big deal.” Duncan couldn’t help but adding: “In any case, the arms of the Wooden Man are not in the right places.”


  After everyone had gathered around the conference room table, X Sifu introduced Duncan: “This is Leung Sifu. He says he has learned from Yip Man.”


  His words and tone made it obvious that he was doubting Duncan in front of his followers.


  “Let me make it clear. We are very democratic. We observe tradition and respect our elders. Seniority is important and therefore the chairmanship always goes to the most senior. It is not elected. I am the most senior in North America and I have been the chairman ever since.” X Sifu was obviously keen to be the chairman. “The North American Kung Fu Federation has invited Wing Chun to give demonstrations.”


  As he uttered the last word, he looked straight at Duncan who responded: “I am new in town and have only just started teaching. I don’t know what to do. If there is anything I can do to help, please let me know.”


  “Leung Sifu, it is strange that you have claimed you are Yip Man’s disciple. I am the most senior here. I was with Yip Man the longest. How come I never saw you at Yip Man’s studio?” His statement was not unprepared. In fact, it had obviously been rehearsed.


  Duncan asked: “When did you start learning from Sifu?”


  “1–9–6–4.” Each number was uttered slowly and deliberately in a manner calculated to show off his early attendance.


  “That would explain it. I completed my private tuition in 1959, when I left for Australia. No wonder we have never met.”


  This bombshell was unexpected. Now his facial expression changed.


  “In that case, I should call you Sihing ([image: ], elder Kung Fu brother), and you should be the chairman,” he reluctantly offered.


  “Firstly, I don’t want to be the chairman,” said Duncan. “I am new in town and I don’t even know which way is north and south. Secondly, teaching Kung Fu is not my career. It is a temporary measure. Thirdly, you are a good organizer, and you have been the chairman for so long. You are the natural choice. It doesn’t really matter who is more senior. You are older than I am, and I have no problem addressing you as Sihing.”


  X Sifu insisted and Duncan resisted, but when the meeting eventually broke up, the atmosphere was friendly, and X Sifu remained the chairman.


  One day, a year later, Duncan retuned to his studio after lunch to find it totally empty. Not a single student was there. Wondering where everybody had gone, Duncan picked up a newspaper and started reading. Just then, Ma Man Nam came charging in with a couple of students, exclaiming: “ Sifu, there is trouble!”


  “Where is everybody?” Duncan enquired.


  “They all left for X Sifu’s studio.”


  “What for?”


  “They read this in the newspaper and went there to fight for justice.” He pointed to an ad:


  [image: ] (jin chong yong chun)

  Our Studio Teaches PURE Wing Chun!


  Duncan understood immediately why his students were furious. They had every reason to be. The advertisement insinuated that what they were learning was less than pure Wing Chun. He jumped up to go to X Sifu’s studio to stop this futile dispute before it got out of hand.


  By the time Duncan arrived, the two groups of students were pointing fingers and arguing vociferously. X Sifu sat quietly in his armchair, doing nothing to defuse the volatile situation. He seemed to be curious about what Duncan might do.


  Duncan interrupted the argument by shouting to his students: “Stop arguing. Who cares whose Wing Chun is pure or not? What a waste of time. Let’s go back to the studio.”


  Reluctantly, the students turned toward the door, feeling defeated. Their egos were hurt, wondering why their Sifu did not even defend them. Their bewilderment and suffering pained Duncan. He felt that they must be wondering whether there was a grain of truth in the advertisement.


  Seeing that Duncan was not in a confrontational mood, X Sifu got up and started lecturing the students, his and Duncan’s, about pure Wing Chun.


  “Come on, stop this lecturing. It is a waste of time,” Duncan told him.


  “No, it is not a waste of time. The younger generations need to know what pure Wing Chun is. I have to teach them that


  

  

  

  Postscript

  MISSION IMPOSSIBLE


  Foshan

  2008


  Success and failure caused by the same factor

  [image: bck_fig_001.png]

  (cheng ye Xiao He, bai ye Xiao He)


  Xiao He ([image: bck_fig_002.png]), the first prime minister of the Han Dynasty (206 B.C. - 220 A.D.), was instrumental in recommending the great general Han Xin ([image: bck_fig_003.png]) to the first emperor of the dynasty, as well as in orchestrating Han Xin’s death. This gave birth to this proverb, used when the success and failure of a person is caused by the same factor.


  When Wing Chun Warrior was first published in 2003, I was hoping that one day a publisher would be interested enough to ask me to write the sequel to the Endgame. Five years later, Blacksmith Books gave me the opportunity to close the final chapter.


  Han Yu (see Chapter 10) said “Only when there is a Bo Le can there be a thousand-li horse. While thousand-li horses are not common, men like Bo Le are even rarer.”


  When Han Yu made this statement, he was a frustrated minister, having been banished by his emperor to govern a remote county 8,000 li from the capital. As an accomplished scholar, Han Yu had always prided himself as a man of ability, a thousand-li horse, meant to serve his king and country at the center of power. Unfortunately, the emperor he served did not have the foresight of Bo Le.


  The following is a story of a successful modern-day Bo Le and his thousand-li horse:


  Liu Xiang is a born athlete. His talents were recognized long before he won the all-round national junior championships in track and field in 1998 at the age of 15. The question was in which event he should specialize. Liu was handpicked by the national coach and sports committee to specialize in the high jump, an event in which Zhu Jianhua had won bronze at the Los Angeles Olympics in 1984. From then on, Liu trained hard, preparing himself for the Athens Olympic high jump event in 2004 with little prospect of winning. But yuan – destiny – intervened in 1999.


  Sun Haiping, the 110-meter hurdle coach, had been watching Liu in training. It was obvious to him that Liu was in the wrong hand for the wrong event. Somehow, Sun was able to spot the hurdler in Liu and could see Liu’s potential was ready to explode. With courage and conviction, Sun succeeded in persuading Liu, Liu’s parents, Liu’s coach and the sports committee to let him take over and coach Liu for the 110-meter hurdles – an event no Chinese athlete had even come close to winning! As a matter of fact, no Chinese male athlete had ever won an Olympic gold medal in track and field before the Athens Games.


  Sun proved that he is a modern-day Bo Le by discovering and grooming his thousand-li horse to victory. Liu Xiang won gold and broke the Olympic and world record in Athens. He became a national hero for winning China’s first track and field Olympic gold medal.


  With regard to Duncan Leung’s ambition of coaching six youngsters to become world-class combatants within a period of two years, we have to give him credit for attempting the impossible with sheer courage and conviction, not to mention the time factor. Unfortunately, courage and conviction alone were not enough to create champions. Two essential elements – a Bo Le and a thousand-li horse – were required, but they were both missing in his squad. Without these vital elements, the mission was doomed to failure before it began.


  To make matters worse, the six high-school dropouts in his charge were afraid of pain and scared to fight, and they found endurance training a real hardship. The fact that they were soundly defeated after two years of training by San Da competitors at the youth level did not surprise anyone.


  The champion combatant is not created out of the ordinary. Mike Tyson, for example, was a prodigy. His potential was obvious to the legendary trainer Cus D’Amato. It still took D’Amato five years to create the perfect heavyweight fighter. D’Amato’s death in 1985 did not change Tyson’s destiny: he became the youngest heavyweight champion ever when he gained the World Boxing Council championship a year later.


  It is safe to conclude that there is no invincible fighting technique, only ageless ideals – as we see in Bruce Lee, whose admirable contribution to martial arts continues to bring happiness and excitement to millions all over the world, even so many years after his passing.


  [image: bck_fig_004.png]
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