

[image: image]




[image: Bloomsbury%20NY-L-ND-S_US.eps]

 

[image: ]


[image: Bloomsbury%20NY-L-ND-S_US.eps]



Contents

Introduction

Original Preface by Frederick H. Martens

Nursery Fairy Tales

1 Women’s Words Part Flesh and Blood

2 The Three Rhymesters

3 How Greed for a Trifling Thing Led a Man to Lose a Great One

4 Who was the Sinner?

5 The Magic Cask

6 The Favourite of Fortune and the Child of Bad Luck

7 The Bird with Nine Heads

8 The Cave of the Beasts

9 The Panther

10 The Great Flood

11 The Fox and the Tiger

12 The Tiger’s Decoy

13 The Fox and the Raven

14 Why Dog and Cat are Enemies

Legends of the Gods

15 How the Five Ancients Became Men

16 The Cowherd and the Weaving Girl

17 Yang Oerlang

18 Notscha

19 The Lady of the Moon

20 The Morning and the Evening Star

21 The Girl with the Horse’s Head or The Silkworm Goddess

22 The Queen of Heaven

23 The Fire God

24 The Three Ruling Gods

25 A Legend of Confucius

26 The God of War

Tales of Saints and Magicians

27 The Halos of the Saints

28 Laotsze

29 The Ancient Man

30 The Eight Immortals (I)

31 The Eight Immortals (II)

32 The Two Scholars

33 The Miserly Farmer

34 Sky O’Dawn

35 King Mu of Dschou

36 The King of Huai Nan

37 Old Dschang

38 The Kindly Magician

Nature and Animal Tales

39 The Flower Elves

40 The Spirit of the Wu-Lian Mountain

41 The King of the Ants

42 The Little Hunting Dog

43 The Dragon after his Winter Sleep

44 The Spirits of the Yellow River

45 The Dragon-Princess

46 Help in Need

47 The Disowned Princess

48 Fox Fire

Ghost Stories

49 The Talking Silver Foxes

50 The Constable

51 The Dangerous Reward

52 Retribution

53 The Ghost who was Foiled

54 The Punishment of Greed

55 The Night on the Battlefield

56 The Kingdom of the Ogres

57 The Maiden who was Stolen Away

58 The Flying Ogre

59 Black Arts

Historic Legends

60 The Sorcerer of the White Lotus Lodge

61 The Three Evils

62 How Three Heroes Came By Their Deaths Because of Two Peaches

63 How the River God’s Wedding was Broken Off

64 Dschang Liang

65 Old Dragonbeard

66 How Molo Stole the Lovely Rose-Red

67 The Golden Canister

68 Yang Gui Fe

69 The Monk of the Yangtze-kiang

Literary Fairy Tales

70 The Heartless Husband

71 Giauna the Beautiful

72 The Frog Princess

73 Rose of Evening

74 The Ape Sun Wu Kung


Introduction

Many thousands of years ago, when peoples in the West looked to the night sky and saw a Milky Way, the Chinese saw a Silver River. And, on either side, they saw two stars shining brightly, the Cowherd and the Weaving Girl.

On one night of the year – the seventh day of the seventh lunar month – these two stars are at their closest in the night sky. And this is the moment when magpies flock to form a bridge across the sky so that the starry lovers may reunite. That’s the way the story goes, and it’s a story which was already popular when first written down 2,600 years ago, and which remains much loved to this day. 

It’s the inspiration for the Qixi Festival, a celebration of love that is centuries older than Valentine’s Day. And just in recent years, it has been remembered in a communications satellite called Queqiao, or ‘Magpie Bridge’. 

That’s the thing about folk tales and fairy tales and legends; they’re not fossils, not the final traces of cultures long past. They’re still with us, still part of us, accumulating new details — details that will carry across time.

Even as we wonder at the fantasies collected here in Chinese Fairy Tales and Legends, we will catch a glimpse of the peoples who told them, the details of their lives. 

The Yellow River cradled Chinese civilisation and here are stories of the gods and spirits who sometimes turned monstrous, bursting the riverbanks and bringing floods. We read of the temples built to honour them, the plays performed.

Then come new gods, new philosophies. Buddha, Confucius, the Tao of Laotsze emerge, in stories that offer us legendary details while also insisting on facts. Chinese storytelling likes to ground itself in actual events, so we are told that this story took place at the time of the Emperor Ming Di, and that story took place during the first days of the Tang dynasty. 

Perhaps we should expect as much: China is a culture with records dating back thousands of years. The earliest form of writing leaves us records from the second millenium BCE, so the stories we read are often stories reflecting known history. We see the scars of warfare as well as the stability that peace brings. Now there are mandarins, now magistrates, and here comes trade and contacts with foreign peoples along the Silk Road.

What is remarkable about so many of these stories is how often justice is served, even for those with no status. Snow White, that favourite of the West, is a princess, and Cinderella the daughter of a rich man. By contrast, Chinese tales give us slave girls winning their freedom; poor men earning rewards; children spared from abusive parents. In a culture that insists on the obligations owed by children to their parents, that’s storytelling with a radical edge.

Setting these stories in front of a Western audience was a similar act of defiance. The year of its initial publication, 1917, was just one more year in the period the Chinese now call the century of humiliation. Between 1839 and 1949 their country fragmented under attack from foreign powers: the Austro-Hungarian Empire, the British Empire, Germany, France, Russia, Italy, the United States and Japan all imposed themselves. Fear of the ‘Yellow Peril’ was still a respectable philosophy and anti-Chinese sentiment still strong. 

Richard Wilhelm, the editor of Chinese Fairy Tales and Legends, had lived in China for 25 years — and fallen in love with the people. Theirs, he insisted, was a culture worth celebrating, and he was one of the first to introduce their literature to the West. 

He had travelled to the country as a missionary but was quick to recognise the value of the spiritual and philosophical traditions he encountered. In fact, in later years he would be proud to admit that he baptised not one single person into the Christian Church. He spent ten years translating the I Ching (Book of Changes), and his version, finally published in 1923, is still considered the best. 

In Frederick H. Martens, Wilhelm had a sympathetic collaborator, who would go on to translate the fairy tales of other cultures. His English translation appeared in 1921, just four years after the US Immigration Act specifically barred immigration from Asia and at a time when the Chinese population in Britain was viewed with suspicion. 

That a political dimension underlay Wilhelm’s enthusiasm is not in doubt. In seeking to bridge the divide between East and West, he was also seeking an ally. Wilhelm was a German taking a stand against a West dominated by the English-speaking peoples.

We see this in some of his Notes to the fairy tales. He is keen to emphasise links, often spiritual links, to India. This was in line with Indo-European studies, developed during the nineteenth century, which located India as the source of a common heritage across Eurasia. Thus links between India and China were ultimately links between East and West, between cultures that were not only far more ancient than the Anglo-Saxons but also the source of universal truths — ways of thinking constant across cultures and across time. 

To an extent, it’s a point of view that dates Wilhelm, not the least because archaeological evidence reveals China itself to have been one of the cradles of humanity. The first peoples emerged here almost two million years ago, and along the Yellow and Yangtze rivers we find the traces of peoples from prehistory. Peoples who told their own stories about the sun and the moon and the stars, and the Silver River separating the Cowherd and the Weaving Maiden.


Original Preface by Frederick H. Martens

The fairy tales and legends of olden China have in common with the ‘One Thousand and One Nights’ an oriental glow and glitter of precious stones and gold and multicoloured silks, an oriental wealth of fantastic and supernatural action. And yet they strike an exotic note distinct in itself. The seventy-three stories here presented after original sources, embracing Nursery Fairy Tales, Legends of the Gods, Tales of Saints and Magicians, Nature and Animal Tales, Ghost Stories, Historic Fairy Tales and Literary Fairy Tales, probably represent the most comprehensive and varied collection of oriental fairy tales ever made available for American readers. There is no child who will not enjoy their novel colour, their fantastic beauty, their infinite variety of subject. Yet, like the ‘Arabian Nights’, they will amply repay the attention of the older reader as well. Some are exquisitely poetic, such as ‘The Flower-Elves’, ‘The Lady of the Moon’ or ‘The Cowherd and the Weaving Maiden’; others like ‘How Three Heroes Came By Their Deaths Because Of Two Peaches’ carry us back dramatically and powerfully to the Chinese Age of Chivalry. The summits of fantasy are scaled in the quasi-religious dramas of ‘The Ape Sun Wu Kung’ and ‘Notscha’, or the weird sorceries unfolded by ‘The Kindly Magician’. Delightful ghost stories, with happy endings, such as ‘A Night on the Battlefield’ and ‘The Ghost Who Was Foiled’, are paralleled with such idyllic love-tales as that of ‘Rose of Evening’, or such Lilliputian fancies as ‘The King of the Ants’ and ‘The Little Hunting Dog’. It is quite safe to say that these Chinese fairy tales will give equal pleasure to the old as well as the young. They have been retold simply, with no changes in style or expression beyond such details of presentation which differences between Eastern and Western viewpoints at times compel. It is the writer’s hope that others may take as much pleasure in reading them as he did in their translation.

Frederick H. Martens
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Nursery Fairy Tales


1

Women’s Words Part Flesh and Blood

This story, which features two brothers who have very different personalities and a mythological talking bird called a roc, is about knowing when enough is enough.

Once upon a time there were two brothers, who lived in the same house. The older brother listened to his wife’s words, and fell out with his little brother. Summer had begun, and the time for sowing the high-growing millet had come. The little man had no grain, and asked to be loaned some, so the elder brother ordered his wife to give it to him. But she took the grain, put it in a large pot and cooked it until it was done. Then she gave it to the little fellow. Not realising what she had done, he went and sowed his field with it. Yet, since the grain had been cooked, it did not sprout. Only a single grain of seed had not been cooked; so only a single sprout shot up. The little brother was hard-working and industrious by nature, and he watered and hoed the sprout all day long. The sprout grew mightily, like a tree, and an ear of millet sprang up out of it like a canopy, large enough to shade half an acre of ground. By the autumn the ear was ripe. Then the little brother took his axe and chopped it down. No sooner had the ear fallen to the ground than an enormous roc came rushing down, took the ear in his beak and flew away. The little brother ran after him as far as the shore of the sea.

Then the bird turned and spoke to him with a human voice: ‘Don’t try harm to me! What is this one ear worth to you? East of the sea is the isle of gold and silver. I will carry you across. There you may take whatever you want and become very rich.’

Satisfied, the little brother climbed on the bird’s back, and the latter told him to close his eyes. So he heard only the air whistling past his ears, as though he were driving through a strong wind, and beneath him the roar and surge of flood and waves. Suddenly the bird settled on a rock: ‘Here we are!’ he said.

The little brother opened his eyes and looked about him: and on all sides he saw nothing but the radiance and shimmer of all sorts of silver and gold objects. He took about a dozen of the little things and hid them in his breast.

‘Have you enough?’ asked the roc.

‘Yes, I have enough,’ he replied.

‘That is just as well,’ answered the bird. ‘Moderation protects one from harm.’

With that, he once more took him up and carried him back. When the little brother reached home, he bought himself a good piece of ground in the course of time and became quite well-to-do.

His brother was jealous of him, and asked him harshly: ‘Where did you manage to steal the money?’

The little man told him the whole truth. Then the elder brother went home and took counsel with his wife.

‘Nothing easier,’ said his wife. ‘I will just cook grain again and keep back one seedling so that it is not done. Then you shall sow it, and we shall see what happens.’

No sooner said than done. And sure enough, a single sprout shot up, and sure enough, the sprout bore a single ear of millet, and when harvest time came around, the roc again appeared and carried it off in his beak. The big brother was pleased, and ran after him, and the roc said the same thing he had said before, and carried the big brother to the island. There the big brother saw gold and silver heaped up everywhere. The largest pieces were like hills, the small ones like bricks, and the real tiny ones like grains of sand. They blinded his eyes. His one regret was that he knew no way to move mountains. So he bent down and picked up as many pieces as possible.

The roc said: ‘That’s enough. You will overburden yourself.’

‘Be patient just a little while longer,’ said the elder brother. ‘Don’t be in such a hurry! I must get a few more pieces!’

And so time passed.

Again the roc urged him to hurry: ‘The sun will appear in a moment,’ said he, ‘and the sun is so hot it burns humans up.’

‘Wait just a little while longer,’ said the elder brother. At that very moment a red disc broke through the clouds with a ferocious power. The Toc flew into the sea, stretched out both his wings, and beat the water with them in order to escape the heat. But the elder brother was shrivelled up by the sun.


2

The Three Rhymesters

A doctor and a lawyer set out to embarrass an uneducated farmer by challenging him to a rhyming game. But who can come up with the best verse and who will have to eat their words?

Once upon a time, there were three daughters in a family. The oldest one married a physician; the second one married a magistrate; but the third, who was more than usually intelligent and a clever talker, married a farmer.

Now it chanced, one day, that their parents were celebrating a birthday. So the three daughters came, together with their husbands, to wish them long life and happiness. The parents-in-law prepared a meal for their three sons-in-law and put birthday wine on the table. But the oldest son-in-law, who knew that the third one had not attended school, wanted to embarrass him.

‘It is far too boring,’ said he, ‘just to sit here drinking: let’s have a drinking game. Each of us must invent a verse, one that rhymes and makes sense, structured around the words: “in the sky, on the earth, at the table, in the room”. Whoever cannot do so, must empty three glasses as a punishment.’

All the company were satisfied. Only the third son-in-law felt embarrassed and insisted on leaving. But the guests refused to let him, obliging him to keep his seat.

The oldest son-in-law began: ‘I will make a start with my verse. Here it is:

In the sky the phoenix proudly flies,

On the earth the lambkin tamely lies,

At the table through an ancient book I wade,

In the room I softly call the maid.’

The second one continued: ‘And I say:

In the sky the turtle dove flies round,

On the earth the ox paws up the ground,

At the table one studies the deeds of yore,

In the room the maid she sweeps the floor.’

But the third son-in-law stuttered, and found nothing to say. And when all of them insisted, he broke out in rough tones of voice:

‘In the sky – flies a leaden bullet,

On the earth – stalks a tiger beast,

On the table – lies a pair of scissors,

In the room – I call the stable boy.’

The other two sons-in-law clapped their hands and began to laugh loudly. ‘Why, your four lines do not rhyme at all,’ said they, ‘and, besides, they do not make sense. A leaden bullet is no bird, the stable boy does his work outside, why would you call him into the room? Nonsense, nonsense! Drink!’

Yet even before they had finished, the third daughter raised the curtain of the women’s room, and stepped out. Though angry, she could not suppress a smile.

‘How do our lines not make sense?’ said she. ‘Listen a moment, and I’ll explain them to you: In the sky our leaden bullet will shoot your phoenix and your turtle dove. On the earth our tiger beast will devour your sheep and your ox. On the table our pair of scissors will cut up all your old books. And finally, in the room – well, the stable boy can marry your maid!’

‘Point taken!’ said the oldest son-in-law. ‘A fair rebuke! Sister-in-law, you know how to talk! If you were a man you would have completed your degree long ago. And, as a punishment, we will empty our three glasses.’


3

How Greed for a Trifling Thing Led a Man to Lose a Great One

Sons traditionally look after their parents when they’re old. Here we meet two brothers, one who takes good care of his mother and one who doesn’t. Which is which, though?

Once upon a time there was an old woman, who had two sons. But her older son did not love his parents, and left his mother and brother. The younger one served her so faithfully, however, that all the people spoke of it.

One day, a theatrical troupe arrived to give a performance outside the village. The younger son started to carry his mother there on his back, so that she might see it. But there was a ravine before the village, and he slipped and fell. His mother was killed by the rolling stones, her blood and flesh splashed everywhere. Stroking his mother’s corpse, the son wept bitterly, and was about to kill himself.

Suddenly, standing before him was a priest, who said: ‘Have no fear! I can bring your mother back to life!’ Gathering up her flesh and bones, he laid them together as they should be. Then he breathed upon them, and at once the mother was alive again. This made the son very happy, and he fell to his knees to thank the priest. Yet on a sharp point of rock he still saw a bit of his mother’s flesh hanging, a bit about an inch long.

‘That should not be left hanging there either,’ he said, and hid it in his breast.

‘In truth, you love your mother as a son should,’ said the priest. Then he bade the son give him the bit of flesh, kneaded a manikin out of it, breathed upon it, and in a minute there it stood, a really fine-looking little boy.

‘His name is Small Profit,’ said he, turning to the son, ‘and you may call him brother. You are poor and have not the means to nourish your mother. Now if you need something, Small Profit can get it for you.’

The son thanked him once more, took his mother on his back again and his new little brother by the hand, and went home. And when he said to Small Profit: ‘Bring meat and wine!’, then meat and wine were at hand at once, and steaming rice was already cooking in the pot. And when he said to Small Profit: ‘Bring money and cloth!’, then his purse filled itself with money, and the chests were heaped up with cloth to the brim. Whatever he asked for, he received. Thus, in the course of time, they came to be very well off indeed.

His older brother was highly envious. And when there was another theatrical performance in the village, he forced his mother onto his back and set off. And when he reached the ravine, he slipped purposely, letting his mother fall into the depths and intending only to see that she was shattered into fragments. Sure enough, his mother had such a bad fall that her limbs and trunk were strewn around in all directions. He climbed down, took his mother’s head in his hands, and pretended to weep.

At once the priest was on hand again, and said: ‘I can wake the dead to life again, and surround white bones with flesh and blood!’

He did as he had done before, and the mother came to life again. But the older brother had hidden one of her ribs on purpose. Pulling it out, he said to the priest: ‘Here is a bone left. What shall I do with it?’

The priest took the bone, enclosed it in lime and earth, breathed upon it, as he had done the other time, and it became a little man, resembling Small Profit, but larger in stature.

‘His name is Great Duty,’ he told the older brother. ‘If you stick to him, he will always lend you a hand.’

The son took his mother back again, and Great Duty walked beside him.

When he came to their courtyard door, he saw his younger brother coming out, holding Small Profit in his arms.

‘Where are you going?’ he said to him.

His brother answered: ‘Small Profit is a divine being, who does not wish to dwell for all time among men. He wants to fly back to the heavens, and so I am escorting him.’

‘Give Small Profit to me! Don’t let him get away!’ cried the older brother.

Yet, before he had ended his speech, Small Profit was rising in the air. The older brother immediately let his mother drop on the ground, and stretched out his hand to catch Small Profit. But he did not succeed, and now Great Duty, too, rose from the ground, took Small Profit’s hand, and together they ascended to the clouds and disappeared.

The older brother stamped on the ground, and said with a sigh: ‘Alas, I have lost my Great Duty because I was too greedy for that Small Profit!’

Note: Traditionally, the duty of every adult son to look after his parents includes not just financial support but also the day-to-day care essential when parents are no longer able to care for themselves.


4

Who was the Sinner?

As in many cultures, in China lightning is sometimes seen as an expression of divine wrath. In this story, a farmer finds out that when it strikes his fate hangs on what happens to his hat.

Once upon a time there were ten farmers, who were crossing a field together. Surprised by a heavy thunderstorm, they took refuge in a half-ruined temple. But the thunder drew nearer and nearer, and so great was the tumult that the air trembled about them as the lightning circled the temple. Terrified, the farmers thought that there must be a sinner among them, and that he was the target the lightning intended to strike. To identify the sinner, they hung their straw hats up before the door – and agreed that the man whose hat was blown away would yield himself up to his fate.

No sooner were the hats outside than one of them was blown away, and the unfortunate owner was pushed out of doors without pity. As soon as he had left the temple, the lightning ceased circling and struck it with a crash.

The man thrown out by the rest had been the only righteous one among them, and for his sake the lightning had spared the temple. The other nine paid for the hard-heartedness with their lives.
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The ancient Chinese worshipped many deities 
and believed several different gods came together 
to create a storm, including Baoshen, the Hail God.


5

The Magic Cask

In China, casks or barrels for holding liquids were made of stone, not wood, and they didn’t have lids. The cask in this tale, however, also has amazing magical powers.

Once upon a time there was a man who dug up a big, earthenware cask in his field. So he took it home with him and told his wife to clean it out. But when his wife started brushing the inside of the cask, the cask suddenly began to fill itself with brushes. No matter how many brushes she took out, others kept taking their place. So the man sold the brushes, and the family managed to live quite comfortably.

It so happened that a coin fell into the cask by mistake. At once the brushes disappeared and the cask began to fill itself with money. So now the family became rich; for they could take as much money out of the cask as ever they wished.

Now the man had an old grandfather at home, who was weak and shaky. Since there was nothing else he could do, his grandson set him to work shovelling money out of the cask, and when the old grandfather grew weary and could not keep on, the young man would fall into a rage, and shout at him angrily, telling him he was lazy and did not want to work. One day, however, the old man’s strength gave out, and he fell into the cask and died. At

OEBPS/images/fig19.jpg





OEBPS/xhtml/toc.xhtml



		Cover


		Half-Title


		Title


		Contents


		Introduction


		Original Preface by Frederick H. Martens


		Nursery Fairy Tales

		1 Women’s Words Part Flesh and Blood


		2 The Three Rhymesters


		3 How Greed for a Trifling Thing Led a Man to Lose a Great One


		4 Who was the Sinner?


		5 The Magic Cask


		6 The Favourite of Fortune and the Child of Bad Luck


		7 The Bird with Nine Heads


		8 The Cave of the Beasts


		9 The Panther


		10 The Great Flood


		11 The Fox and the Tiger


		12 The Tiger’s Decoy


		13 The Fox and the Raven


		14 Why Dog and Cat are Enemies







		Legends of the Gods

		15 How the Five Ancients Became Men


		16 The Cowherd and the Weaving Girl


		17 Yang Oerlang


		18 Notscha


		19 The Lady of the Moon


		20 The Morning and the Evening Star


		21 The Girl with the Horse’s Head or The Silkworm Goddess


		22 The Queen of Heaven


		23 The Fire God


		24 The Three Ruling Gods


		25 A Legend of Confucius


		26 The God of War







		Tales of Saints and Magicians

		27 The Halos of the Saints


		28 Laotsze


		29 The Ancient Man


		30 The Eight Immortals (I)


		31 The Eight Immortals (II)


		32 The Two Scholars


		33 The Miserly Farmer


		34 Sky O’Dawn


		35 King Mu of Dschou


		36 The King of Huai Nan


		37 Old Dschang


		38 The Kindly Magician







		Nature and Animal Tales

		39 The Flower Elves


		40 The Spirit of the Wu-Lian Mountain


		41 The King of the Ants


		42 The Little Hunting Dog


		43 The Dragon after his Winter Sleep


		44 The Spirits of the Yellow River


		45 The Dragon-Princess


		46 Help in Need


		47 The Disowned Princess


		48 Fox Fire







		Ghost Stories

		49 The Talking Silver Foxes


		50 The Constable


		51 The Dangerous Reward


		52 Retribution


		53 The Ghost who was Foiled


		54 The Punishment of Greed


		55 The Night on the Battlefield


		56 The Kingdom of the Ogres


		57 The Maiden who was Stolen Away


		58 The Flying Ogre


		59 Black Arts







		Historic Legends

		60 The Sorcerer of the White Lotus Lodge


		61 The Three Evils


		62 How Three Heroes Came By Their Deaths Because of Two Peaches


		63 How the River God’s Wedding was Broken Off


		64 Dschang Liang


		65 Old Dragonbeard


		66 How Molo Stole the Lovely Rose-Red


		67 The Golden Canister


		68 Yang Gui Fe


		69 The Monk of the Yangtze-kiang







		Literary Fairy Tales

		70 The Heartless Husband


		71 Giauna the Beautiful


		72 The Frog Princess


		73 Rose of Evening


		74 The Ape Sun Wu Kung







		Copyright








OEBPS/images/title_page.jpg
CHINESE
FATRY TALES

AND

[EGENDS

Richard Wilhelm & Frederick H. Martens





OEBPS/images/fig1.jpg





OEBPS/images/halftitle_page.jpg
CHINESE
FATRY TAIES
AND

[EGENDS





OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
—T)—,O C_

N
_}Cs/ CHINESE

BLOOMSEBURY

—






OEBPS/images/logo.jpg





