

[image: ]




ALSO BY RICHARD BERNSTEIN

Out of the Blue: A Narrative of September 11, 2001

Ultimate Journey: Retracing the Path of an Ancient Buddhist Monk
Who Crossed Asia in Search of Enlightenment

The Coming Conflict with China
(with Ross H. Munro)

Dictatorship of Virtue:
Multiculturalism and the Battle for America’s Future

Fragile Glory: A Portrait of France and the French

From the Center of the Earth: The Search for the Truth about China





[image: ]




To Zhongmei






Tho’ I walks with fifty ’ousemaids outer Chelsea to the Strand,
An’ they talks a lot o’ lovin’, but wot do they understand?
    Beefy face an’ grubby ’and—
    Law! wot do they understand?
    I’ve a neater, sweeter maiden in a cleaner, greener land!
    On the road to Mandalay …

—Rudyard Kipling, “Mandalay”
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CHAPTER ONE

Bohemians at Home and Abroad

SOMETIME IN 2006, a foreign English teacher in Shanghai posted a message on the Internet in which he bragged about how easy it was for him to have sex with young Chinese women, mostly his former students. “I was with Star on Saturday,” the teacher wrote. “I was with Yingying on Sunday. In between, I contacted Cherry via MSN. I telephoned Rina, and I used SMS to flirt with Tulip. I sent Susan an e-mail to flirt with her, and I professed my love to Wendy on her blog.”

The writer of this kiss-and-tell memoir called himself China-Bounder on a blog he maintained, “Sex in Shanghai: Western Scoundrel in Shanghai Tells All.” He appeared to be British, though that was not certain. In any case, he gave no name or other clearly identifying detail about himself, which was perhaps not very brave, though maybe a life-saving precaution, given the murderously furious response he elicited from Chinese men.

A psychology professor, Zhang Jiehai, of the Shanghai Academy of Social Sciences, led the charge, posting a long article titled “Internet Hunt for an Immoral Foreigner,” in which he urged the entire Chinese nation to track down this person who had insulted and humiliated China and throw him out of the country. “Several days ago, a friend told me about a blog run by an English man in Shanghai,” Zhang wrote. “I read it and I was shocked, angered, and disgusted.” After a lengthy, quotation-rich summary of the blogger’s comments, Zhang concluded with a call to Chinese men to take action. “Please think about how this foreign piece of trash has dallied with your sisters and made fun of your impotence,” he wrote. “Do you want to say that this is no big deal? Do you still want to treat the foreigners as important? Do you still quiver when you see foreigners? Please straighten out your backbones.”

The foreign blogger’s account was scattered with clues that might help track him down, Zhang said. ChinaBounder described hotel rooms that he had used for his trysts with his ex-student girlfriends, for example, and perhaps these rooms could be found and the hotel’s guest register checked. His name might be Brian, Zhang said (though in 2008 the Guardian reported on a man named David Marriott claiming to be ChinaBounder). He disclosed details about his sex partners—for example, that the woman he called Tingting was a married doctor—and these bits and pieces of information could be put together to identify the foreigner. “Let our compatriots act together on this Internet hunt to find this foreign trash until we kick him out of China,” Zhang wrote.

It should be noted here that, while it is illegal in China to lure women into prostitution, there is no law against consensual sexual relations between adults, even when one of those adults is a boastful foreigner and the other an innocent Chinese woman. ChinaBounder did not seem to have broken the law; nor did there appear to have been any effort by China’s police to find him or charge him with any crime. But the publication of his exploits nonetheless produced an explosion of sexual nationalism among Chinese men, who wrote to online forums to express their feelings, their fury directed as much at the ex-students who had presumably slept with ChinaBounder as at ChinaBounder himself. While he was viewed as immoral and vicious, the female students were seen to have debased not only themselves but their country as well in submitting to the advances of what one commentator called “this white ape.”

“These women are all bitches,” one man wrote in a typical online comment. “They gave up their dignity for money [though in fact there was nothing in ChinaBounder’s blog to indicate that he gave money to any of his partners; they all seem to have submitted willingly to his advances]. It would be better to sleep with a dog than with this foreign pig. This humiliates the hearts of Chinese men, as well as of the Chinese people. I feel ashamed for those women’s parents and friends. They are worse than prostitutes.”

ChinaBounder, for his part, responded in kind, posting an entry on his blog calling Professor Zhang a “lunatic,” “a mouth-frother,” a “knee-jerk nationalist,” though, whatever else one might say about this seedy exchange, at least Professor Zhang did not hide behind a mask of anonymity. In any case, ChinaBounder’s blog, thanks to the attention Zhang called to it, was soon blocked by China’s Internet censors, and he himself began writing from another venue—Thailand—where, continuing his saga of the conquest of Chinese womanhood, he told a story of seducing a member of a Chinese trade delegation he encountered in his hotel lobby, who told him to “pretend I am a prostitute.”

Never mind. We’ll get back, a bit regretfully, to ChinaBounder and his blog shortly. But first, a question: Imagine this situation in reverse—a Chinese teacher has come to the United States or Britain and brags online about how many American or British women he has slept with, how easy it was to get them to engage in noncommittal recreational sex, and how much more sexually attractive he was than “lesser” local men. Would anybody even notice, or care? Maybe some people, a few guardians of sexual morality, would look askance, but for the most part the matter, if it got any attention at all, would be regarded as the idiosyncratic braggadocio of one particular Asian man. No esteemed professor from an august research institute would be calling on his wounded countrymen to track the bastard down; there would be no howls of nationalist outrage and no declarations that an entire proud country had been humiliated. So what were the underlying issues that produced such a storm of anguished protest and recrimination in China?

Quite a few things can be said about the episode of the anonymous English teacher. For one thing, his ecstatic communication was an especially vulgar expression of an attitude that has been peculiar to Western men in Asia for centuries. ChinaBounder was allowed liberties with local women that he would not have been permitted to enjoy back home, or at least the circumstances would have been a good deal more difficult. That, I understand, is an arguable statement. Plenty of men have multiple sexual partners in the United States and the United Kingdom, as they do in China for that matter. Yet the mere fact that ChinaBounder posted his blog demonstrates that he had found something extraordinary in China, possibilities for erotic play far different from what he could expect back home. And what he found extraordinary was not just the ease and multiplicity of the encounters he described but their utter casualness; what China allowed was indicated in his self-identification as a bounder, a cad, a figure of self-satisfied unscrupulousness, the implication being that what came about for him so effortlessly with young Chinese women would be a lot harder to attain with more sophisticated, less easily manipulated women back home. It doesn’t seem likely in this sense that a Chinese teacher of Chinese in Liverpool or London or New York would find several girls in his class willing to go to bed with him, or that he could flirt with them in so untrammeled a fashion, or that he could talk to them about their physical properties in the way ChinaBounder talked to his Shanghai girlfriends.

“My dear Tingting,” he wrote to his married lover (in a passage of his blog angrily cited by Professor Zhang as a demonstration of China-Bounder’s viciousness), “you have a wonderful, glorious, beautiful body. I have found it hard to stop thinking about your beautiful skin, your lovely, smooth soft breasts, your sexy, smooth delicate stomach, your sweet and graceful legs and arms… oh and, of course between your legs, how beautiful you are, how sexy, how perfect!”

Adding insult to injury, ChinaBounder had a few derogatory comments about Chinese men, who, he wrote, are “dull, dull, dull,” traditionalist, hidebound, unimaginative, and less attractive than their Caucasian counterparts. Chinese women, even virgins, he contended, are impressed by the size of his penis, compared with the ones they have seen on Chinese men. Tingting even admitted to him that her Chinese husband was unable to satisfy her, a problem that she did not experience with Brian. This notion of the superior potency of Caucasian men is pretty common in China. Or at least Brian is hardly the only one to have made reference to it.

This is not to say that I think ChinaBounder’s experience would be so easy to duplicate, or even that he was telling the whole story as he recounted his effortless and almost innumerable conquests. The likelihood is that a lot more former students rejected his advances than accepted them and that China as a whole is not quite the sexual adventurer’s happy hunting ground that he described. Still, there is something to what he said, something about an advantage that Western men have in the competition for the favors of young women there, something sensed by Zhang and his cohort in their complaint about the Chinese worship, as Zhang put it, of things foreign. “Here’s the problem,” Zhang wrote in an e-mail message to me. “This is not a single case. In China there are innumerable such China bounders.” Indeed, around the same time that ChinaBounder caused a stir, there were several widely circulated and fervent discussions about other foreign men boasting of their sexual conquests in China. One of them concerned a forty-two-year-old American named Robert Kugler, who posted pictures of seventy-nine Chinese women with whom he claimed to have had sexual relations—such that, according to Professor Zhang, “Robert Kugler” constituted the most searched-for phrase on the Google and Yahoo! search engines in China during that time.

In 2007, on a visit to Beijing, I interviewed several professional Chinese women, all of whom had, or had had, foreign boyfriends, and these smart, sophisticated, and self-possessed women readily agreed that foreign men do have an aura about them, that they are commonly deemed desirable by many Chinese women, including them. Why? I asked.

“Size matters!” was the cheerful and instant reply of one of them, the very comely owner of a dress shop, only half joking, because the belief that Western men have bigger penises than Asian men does persist. In fact, the young woman in question was in the process of breaking up with her foreign boyfriend, and she was leaving Beijing to join a Chinese lover who lived in the provinces, so evidently size didn’t matter above all else.

This matter of foreign-Chinese romance is complicated. In Shanghai, the derogatory term for a foreign man, used by unabashedly cynical Chinese women, is “airplane ticket.” In Thailand it is “walking ATM.” Western men may think that they have some special charm for Asian women when, in truth, what they may really represent is nothing more than a chance for material gain—or perhaps the fantasy of a richer life someplace else. But it’s not only that, especially now that China’s economic boom has generated a class of wealthy Chinese men just as able as their Western counterparts to produce a lavishly decorated apartment, a car, Gucci handbags, and trips abroad for their wives and girlfriends. One of the first observations I made in my own years living in Asia—one that led, decades later, to the idea for this book—came in the early 1970s, when I was a language student on Taiwan. It was obvious to me then that young American men of the somewhat nerdy and bookish sort (like me), the kind of guy who had trouble getting a date to the senior prom when he was in high school, were often able to attract very pretty and desirable Taiwanese girlfriends.

What were the reasons? Part of it was no doubt the exciting possibility of life in America, which, especially in those days (much less so today, since Taiwan has become a democracy with American-level living standards), seemed free and rich by comparison with life on Taiwan. But the evidence was strong that simply being a foreigner conferred an unearned distinction on young Western men. It was in itself a romantic adornment, a value added in the eyes of more than a few urban educated young Taiwanese women.

On that 2007 Beijing visit, I asked my well-educated and professionally successful female interviewees if they felt that foreigners benefited from the advantage I had first observed on Taiwan, and the answer was emphatically yes. The Western male advantage rested, in their view, on identifiable characteristics. What it came down to was less money itself and more a certain refined style of living associated with the West, along with a sense that to have relations with a Western man is somehow more sophisticated, exciting, daring, adventuresome, and worldly than to be in a more conventional relationship with a Chinese man. And these feelings are more than reciprocated by single (and sometimes married) Western men, for whom a Chinese girlfriend or two is a big part of the adventure of living in Asia.

“Western men have learned the techniques of being gentlemen,” one woman, a professional businesswoman, told me. She used the Chinese term junzi, which was Confucius’s term to describe a man of cultivated manners and good breeding. “Asian men have lost that,” she said, and she cited in particular the enduring impact of the long Maoist years, when good manners were seen as bourgeois and reactionary and peasant-proletarian coarseness was prized. “Western men haven’t. Asian men are rude and coarse. They drink. They gamble. When they get some money, they have little wives” (meaning concubines).

“Even when a Chinese man gets money, he uses it in a way to get power over his wife,” this woman said. “He’ll buy her things because of the prestige of the label, Gucci or Fendi, not because he thinks his wife will like it. Just the other day, I was with some rich friends, and the husband said, ‘That handbag isn’t good for you; I’m going to buy such and such a handbag because it’s the only one in China.’ He didn’t ask her opinion about it or if she would like it but just ordered her to wear it because he can then show everybody that he has the money to buy his wife that handbag.”

The other Chinese women I interviewed on this topic, including two editors with an online news service and the dress-shop owner, had similar opinions about the better manners and habits of Western men—though it must be remembered that the sample of the Western male population that Chinese women are likely to encounter is highly skewed toward the upper social and educational reaches of the spectrum. Among the reasons the women gave for their own attraction to Western men was, they said, that Western men had better hygienic habits—that they took more showers and better care of their teeth. This, like much else on this topic, relates directly to China’s relatively low standard of living until very recent years.

“Chinese men don’t feel that men need to be clean,” one of the editors said. “In our university, you couldn’t go into the boys’ dormitory because …” She made a gesture of repulsion.

“Ten years ago, it wasn’t that easy to keep clean,” the editor’s colleague said. “In the dormitory at our university, one hundred people shared one bathroom. Most people had to use the public toilet and bath, which was pretty disgusting.

“It’s a reason that’s easy to forget—why I first liked Western men,” she continued. “It wasn’t me; it was my nose.”

They gave other reasons as well. Western men are less traditional than Chinese men and more likely to be supportive of their careers. Western men don’t have quite the institutionalized habit of finding second and third and even fourth wives, which is endemic among Chinese men, some women told me. Other women spoke to me about the lack of options available to Asian women when marriage with an Asian man goes sour. A more powerful stigma attaches to divorce in China than it does in the West—or at least it is more difficult, some women have told me, for a divorced woman in China to remarry than it is for a woman in the West. Meanwhile, the consolations that Asian men find so readily in second and third wives are not available to Asian women. The woman who told me about the greater gentlemanliness of Western men also said that such men, especially those of a high level of education and cultivation, were less likely to be violent at home.

“Even if a Western man has a big, really bad argument with his wife, he won’t beat her,” she said. “But in China it’s very common for a husband to beat his wife. It’s accepted as normal behavior. And there’s no point in calling the police because the police won’t do anything. They’ll just say it’s a family matter; handle it yourself.”

Unfortunately, the truth is that plenty of Western men beat their wives, though at least in Europe and the United States such behavior seems to arouse more social opprobrium than it does in China and some other Asian countries. Moreover, none of the answers that these Chinese women gave to the question of why a Western man seems like a good catch to Chinese women would quite explain the sexual success of ChinaBounder, whose clear goal in life was to have as many shallow relationships with women as he could, rather than one deep and enduring one. ChinaBounder may illustrate only that, in China’s mood of explosive material acquisition, some women see Western men in the way they might see the ersatz Italianate villas springing up all over the country—as accoutrements to the rich life, the rich life being defined very much in nouveau riche terms as one loaded with imitation European possessions. “China’s nouveau riche prefer things, well, nouveau,” The New York Times has reported. “To be seen with a Western man is chic,” yet another woman, a university-educated researcher for a foreign news organization, told me. “To be seen with a Chinese man is ordinary.”

To be sure, the overwhelming majority of Chinese, men and women, fall in love with and marry each other, even as many, probably most, Western men who live in China with Western wives do not chase after Chinese women. Few Chinese have social contacts with foreigners at all. Moreover, there are plenty of Chinese men who are perfectly well mannered, intelligent, and enlightened in their attitude toward women, who do not pursue concubines, are devoted fathers, and are entirely disinclined from domestic violence.

This question of the presumed attractiveness of Western men is on the minds of members of only a very thin urbanized layer of Chinese society, those who nurse cappuccinos at Starbucks in Beijing or frequent the hip late-night bars on Huaihai Road in Shanghai, but that is the layer that Brian was talking about in his blog. It is what might be called the bourgeois-bohemian segment of Chinese urban life, borrowing the phrase invented by the commentator David Brooks to distinguish a certain pleasure-loving and self-consciously stylish culture in American society. For these Chinese women, the West in general represents an exciting alternative to the more restricted and inhibited conventions of Chinese society. It goes with wearing jeans and listening to the latest pop music; it’s modern, fashionable, and a touch risqué. Drawing on his rich experience of pillow talk, ChinaBounder wrote in his blog that for Chinese women, dating foreign men is “a chance for a different level of personal freedom,” which, he adds, gives the foreign men in question “an avenue of exploitation.” And, true enough, the Western men in China are bohemians abroad, interested in having a good time without the social and moral restrictions of home, happy to be the beneficiaries of the unearned added value that their status as Westerners gives them. They appeal to the women not only because they may have better hygiene on average than Chinese men but also because, when relationships become serious, they are more comfortable than Chinese men—again, on average—with the idea of equality, more apt to help with housework, and less persuaded that a woman’s place is serving her mother-in-law.

In this sense, it is understandable why ChinaBounder had some success finding willing Chinese women and why that success aroused so powerful a sense of wounded national dignity. China is a country that is both in thrall to foreign ways and resentful of that very thralldom. It’s a country with a sort of collective thin skin, especially when it finds some element of humiliation in its relations with the West. The angry response to ChinaBounder is analogous to what seems to many foreigners the unreasonable fury aroused by Western support for the Dalai Lama, who is seen in China not as a wise, peaceful victim of Chinese bullying but as a conniving politician striving to split the motherland, in part by exploiting the West’s animosity toward China.

In 2008, a well-known Chinese artist attracted some attention when he protested the animated movie Kung Fu Panda—an enormously successful production that played in theaters all over China—on the grounds that it “exploited” a Chinese national symbol. The panda-movie protest didn’t gain a great deal of traction in China. Still, it illustrated the same sensitivity that was involved in the case of China Bounder, a sense of exploitation that stems from China’s relative backwardness of recent centuries and the experience of colonialist invasion and domination, which, while long over, still powerfully influences Chinese attitudes about themselves and the rest of the world. The patina of prestige that attaches to foreign men in Asia is a cultural leftover from the century during which European men were the masters of most Eastern societies.

Though every sort of combination does take place, we are speaking of general trends here, and the general trend of recent years has been that the overwhelming percentage of Chinese-foreign pairings involves foreign men and Chinese women rather than foreign women and Chinese men. Several explanations for this are commonly given: Asian men believe Western women to be more aggressive than Asian women; there are fewer Western women than Western men living and working in Asia; Western women fear that Asian husbands will expect them to be submissive and obedient. There would appear to be a complicated mixture of image and experience at play here. But almost everything in this picture relates to the experience of colonial power, which has always enhanced the prestige and glamour, and therefore the aura of masculinity of Western men while reducing that of Asians.

China, unlike India or Indochina, was never entirely colonized, but foreign armies inflicted several humiliatingly easy defeats on it, starting with the Opium War of 1839–42, when China was forced to open its territory to traders and missionaries whom it would have preferred to exclude. Starting in the mid-nineteenth century, foreign concessions were set up in major cities—Canton (now transliterated as Guangzhou), Shanghai, Qingdao, and others—that, along with Hong Kong and Macau, were in effect mini-colonies along the Chinese coast. And as one of the online news-service editors told me, even today, all these many years later, the sexual conquest of Chinese women by foreign men is felt as salt in the historical wound.

“We were very poor for two hundred years, and Western men are the symbol of something very strong and rich,” she said. “The Europeans took a lot of things from us, our wealth and our strength, and if they are also taking our most beautiful girls, they are also taking our pride.”

Around the same time as the incident with ChinaBounder, some Chinese Web sites and forums posted anonymously and secretly taken photographs of Chinese women with their foreign boyfriends, walking on the street in Shanghai or sitting at cafés or embracing on the Bund, the broad esplanade that runs between the former European quarter’s banks and hotels on the one side and the Huangpu River on the other. There was even a special series showing Chinese movie and television actors, all of them female, with foreign boyfriends. How extraordinary this is! Imagine somebody in New York taking pictures of white women with Chinese or other foreign men and posting them anonymously and without permission on the Internet for all to see. It is hard to imagine such a thing happening, not because we’re more ethical about such matters in the West but simply because there is no particular interest in the topic. But to take and post such pictures seems somehow natural in the more tormented psychohistorical atmosphere of China.

The posted photographs were not meant to convey how sweet, how romantic, how touching it is that European and American men have come to China and found true love with charming local women. The message was that what was depicted, the foreign man and the rather trendy Chinese woman, often nicely coiffed, wearing close-fitting jeans, casually soigné, was something shameful, that a Chinese woman giving herself to a foreign man is humiliating in a country that remembers—and is encouraged by its government to remember—the humiliations of the past, the wars and invasions, the unequal treaties, the coastal mini-colonies, the financial indemnities, and the poverty and submissiveness of China. I am a foreigner when I travel in China, and I am married to a Chinese woman, and neither my wife nor I have detected any hostility or anger during the many trips we have taken together there, though my wife has confided to me that some Chinese male friends have expressed polite chagrin at her decision to marry outside her native group. “They say, ‘Richard’s very nice, but what’s wrong with us?’” she’s told me.

But those photographs in Shanghai, the volume of commentary on Web sites, and the furious response to ChinaBounder in 2006 reveal that the subject of sexual relations between foreigners and Chinese is a fraught one, and not all the material presented to public opinion comes from clandestine photos. There are plenty of foreign blogs besides our English teacher’s that depict a social world whose very icon is the Western man posing with his Chinese girlfriend, and these arouse their own share of aggrieved commentary by Chinese men, as in the reaction of one such man to an online photograph posted in Shenzhen, the booming special economic zone in Guangdong Province near Hong Kong. It showed a Western man, maybe thirty years old or so, his bare midriff emblazoned with a tattoo, his head shaven, his belt buckle forming the word PIMP, with his arm around a comely, laughing young Chinese woman wearing jeans and a sleeveless black blouse. The photograph was one of a couple of dozen posted on the Web site of something called Shenzhen Party, an online diary of life for foreigners in Shenzhen. All of the photos showed Western men and their Chinese girlfriends, many of the couples in gleefully rakish, frat party poses. No Western women were pictured, and their absence from the scene is a demonstration of the focus maintained by a certain fun-loving male set on local women. They aren’t in China to go out on decorous dates with the girl next door.

“Anger!” the Chinese blogger wrote. And angry he was. “Are Chinese girls this shameless in front of foreign men?

“Is it for the money?” he continued, seeking an explanation for the willingness of Chinese womanhood to be part of this immoral, foreign hedonism. “Well, Chinese white-collar types don’t lack for money. In any case, the girls who go with foreigners do it for free. Is it for the sex? But aren’t Chinese men also able to go on all night, to do it with two girls at the same time? I don’t know what to say. This kind of thing is the disgrace of Chinese men and women.”

Professor Zhang wrote a scholarly paper about such tormented reactions as that one, “White Paper on the Psychological Problems of Chinese Men.” In it he found a troubling phenomenon of “self-abasement” among Chinese. “It is caused by the under-development of China during the past hundred years,” he wrote, continuing, “We have to admit that the modern world is led by white people and that the contribution to contemporary culture made by China is almost nonexistent. In addition, it is a fact that men are playing the leading role in the functioning of modern society, so the inability of men is related to the backwardness of their country. Although China’s economy boomed in recent years, the confidence of Chinese in social contacts with foreigners has not grown, and the Chinese people are often over-concerned with criticism and praise.”

There was a fictional illustration of Zhang’s point. ChinaBounder’s girlfriend Tingting seemed like a real-life version of the main character in the novel Shanghai Baby by Zhou Weihui, a novel that made something of a sensation abroad, becoming the inspiration for a movie reportedly being shot as of this writing. The novel tells the story of a girl whose Chinese boyfriend is impotent but whose foreign boyfriend is virility itself, as if private sexual relations embodied the historic weakness of China over the past couple of centuries, especially in its dealings with the Western colonial powers and Japan. Not surprisingly, the book, which sold well in Europe and North and South America, was banned in China, though given the Internet and the rich flow of information from abroad, many Chinese know about it.

This, anyway, is the context for ChinaBounder and why he stirred up something of the troubled inner soul of China at the dawn of the twenty-first century, a time when China is simultaneously the muscle-man on the beach and the skinny boy having sand kicked in his face. And though what ChinaBounder seemed mostly to be conveying in his blog was simply what a wonderful place Shanghai is for the single Western man, he was also, it would seem, well aware of how insulting a description of his life would be to local men. You don’t talk about satisfying women whom other men can’t satisfy without a certain degree of hubris, and in the case of ChinaBounder, that hubris joined with a racial and cultural element that was bound to give offense.

In other ways, in fact, ChinaBounder expressed contempt for China. He questioned whether Xinjiang, the mostly Muslim autonomous province in the far west of the country, really ought to be part of China. And he raised similar questions about Taiwan, a hazardous point of view in China, which brooks no dissent on its position that Taiwan is a renegade province, which it will go to war to reincorporate if ever it tries formally to become independent. In addition, China-Bounder found China to be a country exhibiting a masochistic love of suffering, a country that makes something of a fetish of its history of exploitation at the hands of others, that brandishes its pain and even uses it as a tool to whip other countries into a guilty obedience to its wishes. The Chinese, the English teacher seemed to be saying, practice a foreign policy of blame and insult, portraying themselves, through the use of selective memory, as perpetual victims, especially of Western and Japanese imperialism.

What redeems China, in the teacher’s account, is its marvelous sexual possibilities, the fact that the Western man is a sort of superior being there, with a big penis and an unlimited supply of willing and desirable women. As ChinaBounder put it, “We don’t come here because we are rotten; it is rather that the inner rot that lies in the core of most men can grow and flourish here.” So, yes, ChinaBounder could see that his life in China was, as he called it, “decadent.” But never mind. For foreign men like him, he joyously declared, China is “a paradise.”

HOW CHINA HAS CHANGED—and remained the same. When I lived in China in the early 1980s, it was no paradise, sexual or otherwise. There was so little possibility of romantic adventure with Chinese women that I was resigned to not even try seeking it, though I was young and single at the time and would have been perfectly happy to have an amorous relationship or two. It isn’t that some Chinese women wouldn’t have been available to go out with foreign men had they been in control of their own lives. It’s that almost any private and unsupervised interaction between foreigners and Chinese was unofficially banned, especially if that interaction involved love or sex.

I was the Time magazine correspondent in China from late 1979 to the end of 1982, the period just after the United States had established full diplomatic relations with China and the country was on the verge of what was to become a revolutionary opening to the outside world, complete in time with a turn to unrestricted capitalism. But in the early 1980s, just four or five years after the death of its great leader, Mao Zedong, China was still impoverished, colorless, and repressed. Big Brother was always watching. I did meet Chinese women from time to time, though under the most restrictive of circumstances. There was one in particular. She was living in Beijing clandestinely because she didn’t have the residency permit that was, and still is, required for any Chinese person to live in the country’s capital, but she was protected by her otherwise disapproving father, an important Communist official. I had a close relationship with her. She told me a great deal about herself and her life, including her sexual life (or, more correctly, her lack of sexual experience, even at the age of thirty). But we did not have romantic relations, and it would have been very hard for us to have them if we had wanted to because there was no place to go.

There was another woman as well with whom I kept a limited sort of company for a while. We met in 1980, during a brief couple of months when the Chinese authorities allowed Saturday night dances to take place in a basement nightclub located, of all places, in the National Minorities Institute on Changan Jie, Beijing’s Main Street. Foreigners got in by showing their passports. Chinese had to show their Beijing household registration cards, and security officials at the entrance noted their name and “unit,” their workplace or school affiliation. Mostly only the children of people with important posts in the Communist Party or the Chinese government dared to risk this entry procedure, which would have been too intimidating to ordinary, politically unconnected young people.

My friend, whom I called Little Wang,* had the necessary connections, and one night she was at the Minorities Institute in the company of a group of friends, all of them children of government or party officials and all of them rather savvy in the ways of China. They weren’t exactly gilded youth, but they had advantages, which, a generation or so later, would translate into such privileges as the right to develop real estate near Beijing’s Third Ring Road, on which they would drive their Porsche Cayenne SUVs, each of which cost, with import duties, about $160,000. But at the time I first met these young people, they were just a bit different from most—more confident, more knowing, and a touch more cynical. They told me how to read license plates so as to identify unmarked Public Security Bureau cars and where to find the restricted stores where foreign movies and books were sold to Chinese with the proper security clearances. They read Reference News, a digest of foreign news stories that was made available to officials but not to ordinary people.

After meeting Little Wang initially with her friends that first Saturday night, I saw her at the same place the next Saturday night, when she seemed to have come by herself. On that second occasion, I drove her home (only foreigners were allowed to have private cars in China in those days), and I saw her several times after that, usually to go to the same Saturday night dance—until the authorities closed it down—and once to go to a restaurant. She was pretty, even in her standard-issue blue Mao suit and pigtails, and I felt a lot of affection for her though even if she had been willing (and I never knew if she was or not), again, there would have been no place to go. The dances at the Minorities Institute took place to recorded music amid soft colored lights, an intimate setting for the very anti-intimate China of those days. Once while on the dance floor I kissed her on the cheek.

“Better not do that,” she told me.

“Sorry,” I replied, “I couldn’t help myself.”

“It’s okay,” Little Wang said, “but we’re being watched.”

“We are? Who’s watching us?”

“Look at the men standing by the wall,” she said, a bit of exasperation in her voice. How could anybody be so naïve to think that at an event like this we wouldn’t be chaperoned by the Security Bureau’s guardians of public morality? I scrutinized the room and noted a couple of men in dark blue Mao suits standing along the wall on the edge of the dance floor, watching.

China was like that, though there were some signs of loosening, or at least the totalitarian supervision of private life and private thought of the extreme Maoist years was diminishing somewhat. My first trip to China was in 1972, when I was a student, and then the Chinese went beyond the mere regulation of sexual activity. Like Stalin’s biologist Trofim Lysenko, who supposedly proved that characteristics acquired through environmental changes could become hereditary, the Chinese were proving that sexual desire could be altered by political indoctrination. People were supposed to be attracted to the purity of their prospective partner’s political thought.

The group I was part of had a guide, a friendly and bright man whom we called Little Huang, and on one very long train ride we tried relentlessly to get him to admit that he might be attracted to a woman simply because she was pretty or at least that some women were prettier than others. He steadfastly denied it, insisting that all he cared about in a potential life partner was what he called her worldview, and I never knew if his stated position represented a belief he had been indoctrinated with or he was simply lying.

It wasn’t that bad by the time I began working in China at the end of the ’70s. People didn’t have to fall in love with somebody because of the depth of his or her love for Chairman Mao, but for foreigners things remained pretty arid. The principle supposedly guiding sexual life was something the Chinese called socialist morality. It was a vague concept mostly undefined in Chinese law, but everybody knew that the loose ways of foreigners were a major danger to it, and over the course of the 1980s and early 1990s, China’s propaganda machine issued repeated warnings against the “spiritual pollution” that often came with increased foreign contact. I had one colleague, the correspondent for ABC News, who was visited in his hotel room by a female colleague from Hong Kong one evening in 1980 or 1981. At a certain point, the two of them, who were just sitting and talking, noted figures flitting over the roof that was visible from the window. A short time later, there was a knock on the door. Stern security officials, who had apparently been spying on the couple, demanded to see the woman’s identification—luckily for her, she was not a citizen of the People’s Republic of China—and warned the two of them that in China a man and a woman who were not married to each other were not allowed to be together in a hotel room late at night.

And then there was the celebrated case of Li Shuang and Emmanuel Bellefroid. Li was a moderately dissenting painter who was not a member of the official Artists Association. Bellefroid was a Sinologist employed as a cultural attaché and translator at the French embassy in Beijing and a man who maintained close contacts with China’s early pro-democracy activists.

The two of them were living together in the compound reserved for foreigners, enclosed by a wall at whose gates Chinese army guards were posted twenty-four hours a day, so Li Shuang could hardly come and go without being observed. Clearly the Chinese government and security apparatus didn’t like Bellefroid because of his open sympathy with the country’s political dissidents. On one occasion, he used the diplomatic pouch to smuggle to Hong Kong a dissident text that was subsequently widely disseminated in the foreign press—to the vehemently expressed displeasure of the Chinese authorities. It wasn’t only sexual relations that the Communist Party didn’t want Chinese citizens to have with foreigners; it was any sort of relations that, in their view, tarnished China’s image. Bellefroid had diplomatic immunity, but by living with a Chinese woman, he gave the authorities a perfect excuse to punish him for his transgressions—by punishing her. One day when arriving at the compound, Li Shuang was arrested. She was imprisoned for two years for her “immorality” in living with a foreigner, though after she was released from prison, and as a result of quiet diplomacy exercised by France, she was allowed to leave China and join Bellefroid in Paris.

For thirty years or so following the Communists’ seizure of power in China, intimate—and not even all that intimate—relations between foreigners and Chinese were forbidden. True, this was also a time of a generalized sexual puritanism in China, when any quest for sexual pleasure was officially viewed as a bourgeois affectation. To seek erotic enjoyment was counterrevolutionary because it put the emphasis on private pleasure rather than the triumph of the proletariat. It was common in those days for Chinese couples to be assigned, with total bureaucratic indifference to their personal concerns, to separate and distant locations, so they were able to see each other for just a couple of weeks a year, the priority being duty to the country rather than the satisfactions of private life. In his novel Waiting, Ha Jin described the myriad rules and regulations governing relations between the sexes in the army, so that, for example, it was forbidden for a man and a woman not married to each other even to walk together off the base. In China’s cities, the party activists on the ubiquitous neighborhood committees closely monitored the comings and goings of ordinary people, ever watchful of “immoral” behavior like premarital sex or adultery even when it didn’t involve a foreigner.

By the late 1980s, as China got used to more and more foreigners in its midst, many of the practices that had limited contact between foreigners and Chinese were discontinued. The sullen security officer in his green greatcoat who rudely blocked local Chinese from entering hotels where foreigners stayed disappeared. I remember feeling something close to elation the first time I was able to invite a Chinese friend into the lobby of a hotel—the then-new Jianguo Hotel—so that we could have coffee together. It was 1988. Still, when it came to romance and sex, the course of true love did not run smoothly. Around that time, the foreign press reported several instances in which heavy fines were imposed on foreign businessmen after they had been caught in bed with Chinese girlfriends. The situation was grave enough for the U.S. Embassy to put out a warning of legal risks stemming from “relationships with Chinese nationals of the opposite sex.” Some confusion arose when an official of the Ministry of Health announced that “casual sex,” along with homosexuality, was indeed a criminal offense in China, only to be followed by a spokesman for the Ministry of Justice announcing that neither extramarital sex nor homosexuality was against the law. As I said earlier, China did, and does, have laws against prostitution, which, by definition, has to involve a payment of some sort, and these laws seem to have been invoked in the cases of the foreign businessmen who were fined for having sex with Chinese women, even though in at least some cases foreigners were fined for sleeping with their Chinese fiancées, who were decidedly not prostitutes. But clearly, especially in those still-early days of China’s opening to the outside world, the need to quash spiritual pollution made zealots of some.

This tight regulation of sexual life, and the even tighter ban on intimate relations between Chinese and foreigners, could be explained by the Communist mania for social control in general. But in the Chinese context, the reasons for it went deeper than that, to the wounded national feeling given expression by Professor Zhang in his reaction to ChinaBounder—that sense, evoked by one of the women I interviewed, that foreigners had always exploited China and that their latter-day enjoyment of Chinese women was another sort of exploitation.

In the Opium War, the first of several foreign-imposed humiliations of China (which led the Qing dynasty rulers to cede Hong Kong to Britain, among other things), rumors that British soldiers were molesting local women were among the things provoking local anti-foreign fury. Those rumors led to a spontaneous massing of peasant troops near a place called San-yuan-li, outside Canton, where the Chinese scored a rare victory over the British. San-yuan-li has ever since been played up as the site of a glorious popular victory, especially by China’s Communists, who have ensured that every schoolchild knows of it.

Yet the sexual contact between foreigners and Chinese reaches back to long before the Opium War. The eighteenth-century memoir of a British seaman named William Hickey describes an outing to Lob Lob Creek, near Canton in about 1770, where Hickey and a friend acquired “two very pretty girls” from a Chinese pimp who brought the women to them by boat. But by the nineteenth century, xenophobic hatred of the foreigner had reached a peak, fueled at least in part by the local propaganda’s insistence on labeling all foreigners as lewd, immoral, and debauched. The mood, the historian Frederic Wakeman wrote, was one of “xenophobia and sexual hysteria.”

The reform movement that sprang up in Beijing and the Chinese coastal cities in the late nineteenth century and sought ways to revitalize the decaying imperial way of life made sex and sexuality a national concern, probably for the first time in China’s long history. Some of this concern was entirely progressive. Reform-minded intellectuals were persuaded that traditional Confucian ideas about sex, including the subordinate position of women and the obedience they owed men, were among the things that had made China weak. When the reformer Kang Youwei in 1898 petitioned the emperor to abolish the ancient practice of foot binding, he did so on the grounds that the practice weakened what he called the Chinese race and therefore impeded the increase of military strength. Some Chinese social reformers saw an analogy between China’s unequal treatment of its women and China’s unequal status among the nations of the world—that weak, humiliated China was, metaphorically, a woman forced into submission by the stronger foreigner, who was a man.

The general idea making its way among the Chinese elite was that stronger people would emerge from unions of stronger and more equal partners. For the first time, the idea that marriage ought to be the exclusive, voluntary arrangement of a man and a woman took hold, replacing the typical polygamous model, in which the wife bore children, was obsequious to her mother-in-law, and kept quiet about her husband’s concubines. In the 1930s, there even grew up a substantial literature, including any number of periodicals, that gave sexual advice to modern couples, with instruction on such matters as how to behave on the wedding night and how to enhance one’s partner’s pleasure. “Only a display of gentleness and consideration will convince the kind and pure bride that the husband is warm, loving, and full of affection,” intoned one such manual, Secrets of the Bedchamber, published in 1938. “A few warm and tender words will fill her heart with joy and arouse her sexual instinct.”

This is all very modern and enlightened, though how much it really influenced Chinese sexual behavior, including, as we’ll see in a minute, the practice of good old Confucian and patriarchal concubinage, is unclear. But bringing sex out into the open also made it a state concern in a way it had never been before, precisely because it was seen as a critical element in both the national decline and the possibility of national regeneration. Sex, in other words, even before the Communist revolution, came to be a matter for state intervention and regulation. The eugenics movement was strong in China in those years. Some radical reformers talked of the need to slaughter “inferior” children for the sake of improving “the race.” Venereal disease, which was rampant in China, was of great concern, and to an extent it was blamed on foreigners. Indeed, here is where imperial power and sexual nationalism became intertwined.

The truth is that some venereal disease, notably syphilis, poetically called “the poison of the plum” because of the shape of the initial chancre sore, was introduced into China during the early contacts with European traders, so it was a sort of foreign pollution. By the Republican period, China, according to studies carried out by Western doctors, had a syphilis-infection rate three times that of the United States. As one scholar has put it, this “allowed the ultimate blame to be fastened upon an entity called ‘the West.’” He continued, “China had been colonized by the dual force of foreign capital and fatal disease. Imperialists ‘violated’ the country’s territorial integrity, and germs ‘encroached’ … upon the urethra.”

Of course the actual practices of foreigners in the areas of the treaty ports that they administered did nothing to alter this image. For nearly a century, the toleration of prostitution and the prevalence of gang-sterism in the International Settlement and the French concession in Shanghai, under mostly British and entirely French control respectively, made Shanghai perhaps the leading sex-for-sale capital of the world. It was the place that, certainly for the first half of the twentieth century, epitomized the idea that in the gorgeous, sinful East, everything was possible, and that idea was based on a reality—not everything was possible perhaps, but a great deal was. Shanghai: City for Sale is the title of one book, written by Ernest Hauser and published in 1940, suggesting that everything was bought and sold in Shanghai, especially illicit pleasure. It was a city renowned for its singsong girls, as courtesans were commonly known. The tabloid press, most notably a newspaper called Jingbao (Crystal), which was published every three days for two decades starting in 1919, chronicled the comings and goings, the affairs, and the quarrels of the city’s best-known courtesans, along with the names of the brothels where they could be found and their phone numbers. At a lower level were the more numerous and less fortunate “pheasants,” common streetwalkers, so called for their gaudy clothes and their custom of flitting from place to place, who were notorious for the aggressiveness of their solicitations, their desperation, and their debased status. Surveys conducted around 1935 estimated that there were one hundred thousand prostitutes at work in Shanghai, or about one for every thirteen women. In the French concession alone, where just under forty thousand women were registered to live in the 1920s, one in three of them was a prostitute. Not all the prostitutes were Chinese. Among the most celebrated prostitutes of Shanghai were White Russian women, induced by circumstance into the sex trade after fleeing the Russian Revolution. At the very lowest level were the girls working in “flower-smoke rooms,” opium dens where, for a fee, a pipe could be procured, along with the right to fondle the women, who lured customers at the entrance to these tawdry establishments while singing lascivious songs.

The foreigners who controlled Shanghai made efforts to reduce the scope of the sex trade, and certainly a host of mostly Christian charities attempted to help women for whom the sex trade was the difference between destitution and survival. Still, for the decades of foreign control of the treaty port of Shanghai, the sex trade flourished unrestricted there as it did in few other places in the world.

It’s not hard to understand, given this background, that when the Communists seized power, in 1949, sex in general was seen as a legitimate sphere of state control and sex with foreigners was seen as echoing imperial-era humiliations. China’s division into two parts, moreover, brought into being for the first time, but decidedly not the last, a division into two erotic zones: a pro-Western and pro-American zone, where, erotically speaking, everything remained possible, and another, anti-American zone of absolute erotic prohibition. Taiwan, to which the Nationalist Chinese retreated in 1949 and which the United States, until 1979, officially recognized as the legitimate government of all of China, was a sexual paradise for Americans, including the troops who were based on the island and, in the 1960s and 1970s, those who went there on “rest and recreation” from Vietnam. By contrast, the People’s Republic of China closed itself off to foreign men. Later Vietnam, too, became divided, not only into two warring camps separated by different political and economic systems but also into two separate erotic cultures. One, South Vietnam, was where Western men could get laid each day by three different women, and the other, North Vietnam, was where they couldn’t get laid at all.

Nonetheless, by the 1990s, China had become more or less like any other country, as sexual relations in general were liberated from party control, and it was in this sense that, viewed over the long term, China had remained the same. With Mao Zedong safely preserved under glass in his Memorial Hall in Beijing, China moved out from under the sexual repression he had demanded of ordinary people (while exempting himself), and by the 1990s China was, erotically speaking, a far different country from the one I had observed in the early 1980s. It seems to be part of the natural history of Communism that first it proclaims sexual equality and sexual freedom, then it imposes a regime of sexual repression, and after a certain interval the forces of the untrammeled libido return.

Not that old China had ever completely disappeared for Chinese men of power and influence; it had disappeared entirely only for foreigners. Even during the Maoist years, while a regime of sexual abstinence was being imposed on the vast majority of the population, Mao himself fully and unabashedly enjoyed the sexual perquisites that were traditional for Chinese rulers. We know this from the memoirs of his personal physician, Li Zhisui, whose contact with the chairman was extremely close during the entire period of Mao’s rule. For almost his entire time in power, Mao was provided with sexual partners by his security guards, who were well aware not only that he had a penchant for female companions but also that he preferred the young, innocent ones to more sophisticated, older ones. “Asceticism was the public watchword of the Cultural Revolution,” Li has written, “but the more ascetic and moralistic the party’s preachings, the further the Chairman himself descended into hedonism. He was waited on constantly by a harem of young girls. It was at this time, the height of the Cultural Revolution, that Mao was sometimes in bed with three, four, even five women simultaneously.” When he was home in Zhongnanhai, the lacquer-columned compound west of the old Forbidden City that was reserved for the highest Communist officials, Mao enjoyed the services of a bevy of pretty young women, and during parties he would retire with several of them at a time to his room, which was near the swimming pool. A large opulent room, number 118, in the Great Hall of the People, the immense government reception building on Beijing’s Tiananmen Square, was set aside for Mao’s use, and again according to his physician, “some of the young female attendants there and from other rooms in the Great Hall of the People also served his pleasure.”

In 1957, Mao was criticized by Peng Dehuai, an army marshal who had commanded Chinese troops during the Korean War and who would be purged in 1959 for his act of lèse-majesté with regard to Mao. One of the elements in Peng’s bill of indictment was that Mao behaved like an emperor, building villas and swimming pools for himself and maintaining a harem of three thousand concubines. Perhaps the number was exaggerated, but certainly Mao’s harem, even if smaller than a typical emperor’s, took on the characteristics of harems of yore, with bitter quarrels among its residents and Mao’s female favorites enjoying influence and prestige inside Zhongnanhai. In the last years of his life, Mao’s speech became so slurred that none of the other party leaders could understand him. And so, in scenes that must have seemed straight out of the imperial past, party leaders depended on the unique lip-reading skills of a certain Zhang Yufeng, a longtime train attendant and mistress of Mao’s, who relayed to them the chairman’s instructions, which she alone could decipher. Mao was a believer in Daoist sexual lore, and he used to give a Daoist sex manual, The Plain Girl’s Secret Way, to his sex partners. Mao’s doctor didn’t say so, but it is unlikely that such a book would have been available to the public in the years of Mao’s reign. Mao and the Daoists believed that men needed to ensure their longevity, to replenish their male energy, or yang, with a constant supply of yin shui, the vaginal secretions of young women, preferably virgins.

It is unlikely, given the nearly feudal nature of the Chinese Communist hierarchy and its total immunity from public scrutiny and accountability, that Mao was alone in his enjoyment of a kind of harem—a harem, it should be noted, that existed although Mao was married the entire time he held power, his wife, Jiang Qing, being among the so-called Gang of Four who were purged after Mao’s death. Still, officially speaking, sex outside marriage was strictly proscribed in China’s revolutionary decades, and it was precisely the hallowed tradition of sex outside marriage that made a comeback when China turned officially from socialism to capitalism. By the late 1980s, the neighborhood committees that used to supervise people’s private lives had faded away. Prostitution had become common, the laws against it inconsistently applied. A lone male traveling in China today need only look around the lobby of his hotel, and he will most likely see women of the night discreetly waiting for him to approach them (they used to offer their services aggressively, but the better hotels put an end to that practice). Touts standing in wait outside the major hotels yank open the doors of departing taxis carrying foreign men to throw visiting cards at them. The cards advertise outcall massage services, usually with a picture of a languid, semi-nude beauty and a phone number. There are numerous bars and clubs in the big cities where people can mingle, including gay bars and clubs—a very big difference from the Maoist past, when homosexuality was repressed with especial brutality.

I once asked my research assistant in China, who had recently graduated from a university in Beijing, where young people went for privacy, since so many of them, unable to have quarters of their own, lived with their parents or shared dormitory rooms with several others.

“Around the universities there are lots of small, inexpensive hotels,” my informant told me. “That’s where they go.”

That’s also, it seems, where ChinaBounder took Star and Yingying, Cherry, Rina, Tulip, Tingting, Susan, and Wendy. When I lived in China, no local woman could possibly have visited the home or hotel room of a foreigner. The security guard at the hotel entrance would have swiftly turned her in.

In other words, China is restoring itself erotically, becoming, as it was in the past, a place where sex for sale is readily available and more blatantly publicized than it is in the West. Prostitutes, of course, can be found in all countries, but it is one of the characteristics of the East, including China, that prostitution is more integrated into ordinary life, less sleazy, less dangerous, and less entrenched in the underground than it is in most places in the West. There are online sex guides for traveling Westerners, and they are filled with commentary on the ease of purchasing sexual pleasure in China—even, according to one forum, in what otherwise appear to be ordinary barbershops.

Other, equally traditional practices had been restored in China by the 1990s as well, especially the practice of keeping concubines, whereby men of wealth and power expect as a perquisite of their status to enjoy the favors of at least one mistress, often many more than one. In the early days, emperors not only had their nei-gong, or inner palace, as the place where their concubines and their guardian eunuchs dwelled during his lifetime, but in some celebrated cases they were also accorded tomb dancers, young women who spent their lives performing inside the tomb of a deceased emperor so that he might have the pleasure of female company in the afterlife as well.

Fortunately, the tomb-dancer part of the Chinese tradition did not make a comeback in China, but certainly by the 1990s and the early years of this century concubinage had once again become widely practiced. There were official disclosures of this. According to one scholarly estimate, published on the Web site of the Peoples Daily in 2007, some 95 percent of officials found to be corrupt in an area of Guangdong Province had mistresses. Another article at around the same time said that two thousand officials in Henan Province, in central China, had been found to have violated China’s strict one-child policy, most of them by having second, third, and even fourth children by their second, third, or fourth xiao-nai, or “little wives.”

To deal with what the top officials of the Communist Party see as the unfortunate resurgence of an undesirable social custom, new regulations were passed that defined new forms of corruption, so that for the first time gifts given not to an official himself or to a member of his family but to his mistress were designated as bribes. Passed by the State Council, China’s highest administrative body, these regulations required that civil servants found to have lovers be warned against the practice; those “whose acts are more serious should be degraded or dismissed from his or her positions,” the regulation specified, and “one whose acts are very serious should be expelled.”

And that brings us back to ChinaBounder the blogger, who illustrates a return to traditional practices in far deeper ways than he perhaps realized. It is the main thesis of this book that for centuries the East, broadly defined to include most of the world’s territory from North and East Africa to South, Southeast, and East Asia, represented a domain of special erotic fascination and fulfillment for Western men. This East contained many cultures, languages, and peoples, and was certainly never a single zone of civilization, except that much of it was colonized, or partly colonized, by Western countries, and most of it belonged to a sexual culture very different from that of the Christian West. The contact between West and East in this sense was variegated and complex, involving conquest and ideas, exchanges of wealth and of beliefs, but one continuing element in this contact was sexual. The encounter and confrontation of the West with this broadly defined East, taking place over three centuries and more, involved a meeting of two very different sets of erotic practices and values whose benefits, like that of colonialism itself, flowed largely in one direction, giving Western men opportunities that would have been far more difficult, often impossible, for them to have at home.

This mingling of East and West illustrated something about not only the societies in which Western men took their pleasure but also the societies they came from, in which those pleasures were forbidden. On one side was Christian monogamy in which sex was shrouded in religious meaning and prohibition, regarded as sinful when enjoyed outside of marriage, and even sinful within marriage when unconnected to procreation. On the other side was an Eastern culture wherein sex was strictly regulated, especially when it came to women, but where it was disassociated from both sin and love. The world, in other words, divided itself into two large zones. There was the Western erotic zone of guilt and repression and the Eastern zone of
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