
Foreword

sword shall pierce thine own heart, and from 
every sod red with the blood of the slain there 
shall spring a host whose testimony shall be 
like to that of those thou didst wantonly up­
root. O China ! turn towards me thy wilful 
face, I pray. Thou lookest ever into the past ; 
on my ensign is ‘Forward, the best is yet to 
be!’”
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