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Introduction to Volume 2

divided into the subregions of East Asia, South Asia, and Southeast

Asia. The two other potential subregions of Asia, Central Asia and
Southwestern (or Western) Asia, are considered under other regions in this col-
lection. The tales of Central Asia, because of the subregion’s absorption into
the former Union of Soviet Socialist Republics, have been incorporated into
Volume 3: Europe, along with Russian tales. As explained in the Introduction
to Volume 1 (page xvii), Southwestern Asia (designated in these volumes as the
Middle East) has important ties to the African continent that are emphasized by
including the subregion in that volume.

East Asia includes China and those areas historically associated with
China—for example, Mongolia, Korea, Japan, and Tibet, as well as areas of far
northeastern Asia such as Siberia. Covering one-third of the largest continent
in the world, East Asia’s cultural, ecological, linguistic, and religious diversity do
not allow blanket statements to be made about the region. The tales included in
this section are grounded in animistic worldviews (for example, the Ainu
“Blessing from the Owl God,” page 3) and nationalistic myths (the Japanese “A
Miraculous Sword,” page 64). Others are animal fables (the Tibetan “The Tiger
and the Frog,” page 121) and historical legends (the Japanese “The Isolated
Island,” page 66). Obviously, the narratives compiled in this anthology can do
no more than hint at the depth and breadth of East Asian traditional
repertoires.

South Asia consists of the Indian subcontinent—composed of India, Bangla-
desh, Pakistan, Bhutan, and Nepal—and the contiguous islands of Sri Lanka
and Maldives. South Asia is the home of one of the earliest of the world’s civili-
zations, the Harappan (3300 B.C.E.). Some of the oldest existing transcriptions of
oral epics, the Ramayana and the Mahabharata have their sources in Iron Age
South Asia (1000-500 B.C.E.). See, for example, the following excerpts from the
Mahabharata “Story of Savitri” (page 133) and “Royal Rivals: The Pandavas and

S sia for the purposes of The Greenwood Library of World Folktales will be
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Kauravas” (page 141). Invading cultures such as the Indo-Scythians left their
marks later (see the Pakistani “Raja Rasalu,” page 268). Trade and warfare with
Macedonia, Rome, Persia, and other empires of the European and Asian classi-
cal periods are likely to account for the similarities between the South Asian
narrative repertoire and the tales of the cultures with whom they came in con-
tact. Buddhism, Hinduism, and Jainism originated in the region. These religions
and later Islam made an impact on the traditional narratives of South Asia.
Subsequently, the tale “The Demon with the Matted Hair” (page 156) is
derived from The Jataka a compendium of tales of the Buddha in his previous
incarnations, and “The Brahman, the Tiger, and the Six Judges” (page 153)
reflects the Hindu caste system. Ultimately the influence of Buddhist and Hindu
influence spread to Southeast Asia, resulting in “Indianized Kingdoms” in that
neighboring region.

Southeast Asia is the subregion of Asia framed by China, India, and Aus-
tralia. The subregion includes territory located on both the Asian mainland and
on islands extending to within 400 miles of Australia to the southeast. In the
early twenty-first century, the mainland nations comprise Cambodia, Laos,
Myanmar (Burma), Thailand, and Vietnam, while the island polities are Brunei,
East Timor, Indonesia, Malaysia, the Philippines, and Singapore. Most informa-
tion on early Southeast Asia comes from the reports of Indian traders and dates
only from ca. 300 B.C.E. From at least the first century B.C.E., India exerted a
powerful presence in the area, as evidenced by the Hindu Jawa Dwipa Kingdom
in Indonesia in 200 B.c.E. By 200 c.E. with the Srivijaya Empire and continuing
until the Majapahit Empire (1293—ca. 1500) Indianzed Kingdoms dominated
the region. China maintained strong economic and political ties to the area,
and on the mainland, states began to develop at about the same time with Chi-
nese rather than Indian influence prevailing in some areas (modern Vietnam,
for example). In the 1400s, Islam came to be felt in the region and eventually
came to dominate in many areas (see “The Story of Bantugan,” page 398, for
insights into the character of Islam on the Philippine Island of Mindanao).
European explorers and merchants followed in the 1500s. The influence of the
flow of trade and the cultural exchanges that followed in its wake is seen in the
present collection in tales such as the Filipino versions of “Cinderella” (“Poor
Little Maria,” page 419) and “Ali Baba and the Forty Thieves” (“The Fifty-One
Thieves,” page 424). The cultural heterogeneity of Southeast Asia is further
reflected in narratives such as the Malaysian Dusun myth “The Three Rajahs”
(page 308). Indigenous traditions survive in the Southeast Asian love for trick-
ster figures, both human (see the Dusun tale “Ginas and the Rajah,” page 318)
and especially the Malaysian plandok and the Indonesian Kantjil (mouse deer).
See the Dusun “Mouse Deer the Trickster” cycle (page 328) and the Indonesian
“Kantjil the Mouse Deer” cycle (page 364).
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AINU

BLESSING FROM THE OWL GOD

Tradition Bearer: Unavailable

Source: Miura, Kiyoko. “Two Songs That Were Sung and Danced by Owl God.” Yakura
Epos of the Ainus: Study and Translation of Kamuy-Yukara. http://www. harvest-
fields.ca/ebook/etexts1/01/38/00.htm (July 2, 2007).

Date: Unavailable

Original Source: Ainu

National Origin: Japan

Historically, the Ainu were indigenous to the northern areas of modern
Japan (Hokkaido and northern Honshu) and eastern Russia (the Kam-
chatka Peninsula, the Kuril Islands, and Sakhalin). While the origins of
the Ainu continue to be debated, they constitute a distinct ethnic entity
who displayed significant cultural and physical differences from the eth-
nic Japanese who gradually displaced them as they moved from south to
north. Hunting, fishing, and gathering provided the primary subsistence
for the Ainu. These activities were supplemented by gardens tended by
the women. The Ainu paid homage through prayer and ceremony to
those manifestations of the divine essence (Ainu, “kamuy”) embodied
in, for example, fire, water, bears, owls, various plants, boats, mountains,
and lakes. By virtue of these beliefs in a supernatural presence dwelling
in the surrounding world and its forces, the Ainu religion was classified
as animistic. The “yukara” are the sacred songs of the Ainu, and as in
the following example, they are presented as lines of poetry and in first-
person voice. The following narrative is included not only for its intrin-
sic worth, but to illustrate the traditional manner of presentation. Other
texts in this volume (“The Owl,” page 13, and “The Man in the Moon,”
page 14) appear as prose translations in first person.
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“Fall, silver tricklings, fall ...

Fall, golden tricklings, fall ...”

So singing I flew

Along a stream.

As flying over the hamlet, I looked

And there | saw the people—

Those who had once been poor were now rich,
Those who had once been rich were now poor.
At the seashore,

The children were playing

With their little toy bows

And with little toy arrows.

“Fall, silver tricklings, fall ...

Fall, golden tricklings, fall ...”

So singing I went

Gliding over the children.

Running below my eyes,

The children said each and all:

“Beautiful little bird!

Divine little bird!

Come, now, come quickly!

Whoever would shoot that little bird first,
Whoever would fetch that divine bird first
Will be our hero!

And be our leader in the true sense!”

The children of those-once-poor-but-now-rich
Notched their little golden arrows

Upon their little golden bows, and

Off they shot!

But, I let those golden arrows

Go beneath my body

And above my body.

Then,

There was a boy

Among those children,

Who had an ordinary little arrow

And an ordinary little bow.

[ looked at him.

From the cloth he wore

He appeared to have come from a poor family.
But—

From the looks in his eyes
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He appeared to be descended from an illustrious family.
So he stood out among all other boys
Like a bird of virtue!

And, he too

Notched his little arrow

Upon his little bow.

As he drew his bow,

The children of those-once-poor-but-now-rich
Said scornfully:

“How funny!

Such a cub of a wretched tribe!
Even our golden arrows

Can’t reach

That bird—

That holy bird!

It'll be a wonder

If that bird—

That holy bird—

Would ever take

This ordinary wooden arrow—
This arrow of rotten wood—

That this son of a wretched
Would dare to shoot!”

Abusing thus,

The children gathered around the boy
Giving him kicks and cuffs.

But—

The poor boy did not hesitate and
Drew his bow at me.

Watching at him, thus,

[ felt sympathy toward him.

“Fall, silver tricklings, fall ...

Fall, golden tricklings, fall ...”

So singing I went slowly

Gliding over in a big circle

In the sky.

The boy stood

On one foot drawn far back

And on the other stepped forward.
And, biting his lower lip,

He drew his bow at me.

Then—

Off he shot his arrow!
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The tiny arrow glittered in the air

As it flew toward me;

And, as | saw it nearing me,

Soon I held out my hands

And took that little arrow.

And, while I was descending round and round,
The wind whistled by my ears.

Then—

The children all ran toward me,

Striving with one another,

And leaving sand storm behind.

As soon as | fell on the ground,

The poor boy reached

And grabbed me before anyone.

So, the boys of those-once-poor-but-now-rich
Who arrived late called him

With a score of bad names,

And pushed and beat this poor boy calling
With ten and a score of cursing names:
“Abominable cub!

Son of the wretched!

How dare you would take the lead

In what we were doing!”

But, the poor boy

Covered me again and again,

Held me under his stomach,

And escaped from the crowd of those boys
Taking as long as an age.

Then, after such hubbub

His footsteps on a run

Sounded light and rhythmic.

The boys of those-once-poor-but-now-rich
Threw stones and chips of wood

After him, but he ran

Without the least attention to them,
Leaving sand storm behind,

Until he at last arrived at a little house.
Then, the boy took me in

From the window of the honor room of the house,
And he began and told the story

Of what had happened.

From the house appeared

An old man and his wife



Shading their eyes with their hands.

They seemed, the man and his wife,

To bear an air of dignity,

In spite of their poor attire.

As they looked at me,

They were so astonished,

They doubled their bodies from the waists.
The old man then tightened his belt

And bowed at me:

“Owl, our God!

Our heavy God!

In spite of our poverty,

You have come to our house.

We thank our God a thousand times!

We had once counted ourselves among the rich,
But now we are poor and worthless as you see.
So, God of the village!

Heavy God!

We have no right to beg you to stay

At our house ...; but,

As it is already after sunset,

We should offer our heavy God

The place to rest

And we shall perform a ceremony tomorrow
To send our Heavy God to where He belongs
At least with the sacred wooden symbols.”
Thus saying, the old man

Bowed twenty times

And bowed thirty times.

The wife of the old man

Spread a “flower” mattress

Over the seat of honor

Below the window I entered

And put me upon it.

Then—

They went to bed and

Soon started snoring.

[ sat on my empty body

Between my ears.

But, as the night advanced,

[ got up:

“Fall, silver tricklings, fall ...

Fall, golden tricklings, fall ...”

East Asia | Blessing from the Owl God
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[ sang softly and went round and round
To the left and to the right

Dancing in this small house;

And, the sound I made as I danced
Was so beautiful as a rustle of gold.
When I flapped my wings,

There was about me

A mount of precious jewelry,

The God’s treasures falling from heaven,
Making sound so beautiful as rustles of gold.
In a quick moment

[ filled this tiny house

With those shining jewelries,

The God’s treasures.

“Fall, silver tricklings, fall ...

Fall, golden tricklings, fall ...”

While I sang,

I made this tiny house

Into a large house,

A golden house,

In a quick moment.

In the house,

[ built a magnificent altar and

Quickly wove a magnificent silk robe
And decorated the house entirely.

I decorated the now great house,

Far grander than any house of other rich people.
As 1 finished this job,

[ sat between the ears of my body,

Just as | had been placed.

Then, to the family of this house

[ sent dream to their sleep

And let them know that I saw

And took sympathy of them,

For the family-once-rich-but-now-poor,
By an ill-fortune,

Have been despised and ill-treated

By those-once-poor-but-now-rich;

And that I therefore came down

To stay at their house,

Although I was not a small god,

And thus to make them wealthy again.
In a short while



The night’s black news began to thin away;

And the people of the family awoke and got up.

Rubbing their eyes still,

They looked about and instantly

They fell down on their buttocks.

The old woman

Cried in a loud voice,

The old man

Dropped big drops of tears.

But, quickly

He got up and came

Where I was, and bowed

Scores of times,

Hundreds of times;

And spoke in the meantime:

“I thought it was

But a dream I saw in sleep!

How could we imagine

To see all this in our real life!

In spite of our poverty,

In spite of our wretched life by the ill-fortune,
You have come to our humble cot.

That only gave us honor

Beyond our words of gratitude.

But, above this all,

Our God,

Our Heavy God,

You took sympathy upon us
For being misfortuned,
And bestowed a favor of us
With the heaviest of all
The heavy gifts from Heaven
Saying thus in tears,

R

The old man bowed deeply and worshipped me.

Then—

This old man cut trees,

Began to shave them to make into a bunch
Of beautiful sacred wooden decorations
With which he decorated about me.

The old lady tightened her sash

And, with a help of the little kids,
Gathered some kindlewood,

Drew water

East Asia | Blessing from the Owl God



The Greenwood Library of World Folktales | Volume 2

And prepared to make Sake.

In a short while,

Six casks of Sake

Were placed at the seat of honor.
Then—

I had a pleasure

Of speaking with the “old granny of fire”
About things in Heaven.

In two days since

The aroma of Sake,

Which the Gods favor,

Began to fill the house.

Then—

The little boy who had brought me to this house
Was clothed in a ragged kimono in purpose,
And was sent to the village on an errand
Carrying invitation to the feast

Given to all those-once-poor-but-now-rich.
As I watched after him,

The little boy

Went to each house

And delivered the message;

Then, those-once-poor-but-now-rich
Laughed hard and said:

“How strange!

How dare would those poor folks invite us!
With what sort of Sake and food

They are going to entertain us!

Let’s go and see,

Then, have a good laugh

Over their doings!”

So, they came

In a big crowd.

But, when they saw the house

From a good distance,

They were amazed:

Some went back

As they were so embarrassed;

But others still came to the house
Where they were taken aback.

Then—

As the lady of the house

Came out

10



And led them in the house

By taking their hands, one by one,
They all

Came in

Creeping

On knees and hands,

Not a single person being able to raise his face!
Then—

The master of the house

Got up

And spoke

With the voice so rich and resonant
Like a cuckoo singing,

And he told them all about
Such-and-such that had happened.
“Having been so poor,

We could not visit you folks;

But, the Heavy God

Took sympathy on us

And had mercy on us,

Since we had never had vicious thoughts in the past.

Therefore, from this time on,

I beg you, illustrious ones,

Do be friends with us

And visit with us,

As we are in one

And belong to one same family.”

As the master of the house spoke,

All those-once-poor-but-now-rich
Apologized again and again for their wrongs
By rubbing their hands.

And, they swore among themselves

To become good friends with each other
From this time on.

[ was, then, worshipped by them all.
And, then,

They became casual

And open-hearted

And held a grand feast with Sake.

I, myself, enjoyed a good talk

With the holy goddess “granny” of fire
And the god of the household

And the old goddess protecting the yard

East Asia | Blessing from the Owl God
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Of the sacred woods standing;

And watched the men and women

Singing and dancing,

To my heart’s content.

The feast went on

For two days,

For three days.

Looking at everybody

Happy and friendly,

[ was relieved

And thus I bade farewell

To the old goddess “granny” of fire,

To the god of the household,

And to the old goddess of the sacred wood yard.
Then—

I returned to my own home.

Before I reached,

My house had been decorated

With full of beautiful sacred wooden symbols
And with good Sake.

Then—

[ sent my messenger for to invite all

The lower gods

And the higher gods,

And held a magnificent feast.

And, I told the gods

My experiences,

Giving detailed accounts

Of the circumstances,

Of the people in the village

Where I visited,

And of the happenings in consequence.

So, the gods

Praised me.

When they were leaving,

[ gave them each

Beautifully decorated sacred wooden symbol
In twos and in threes.

As I look now and then towards the village,
I can see things are now in peace;

People are keeping good friendship;

And the man I made rich is now the village chief.

That little boy



East Asia | The Owl

Is now

A grown-up man

And has a wife

And children,

And is taking care of his father

And his mother.

Each time he makes Sake,

He worships me

With it

And with the sacred wooden symbols,
Before having the feast of Sake.

I, too,

Sit forever

Behind

These good men and women

To protect them and

Their village.

—So told the Owl God of his experiences.

THE OWL

Tradition Bearer: Unavailable

Source: Pilsudski, Bronislas [Bronislaw]. “Ainu Folklore.” Journal of American Folklore 25
(1912): 72.

Date: ca. 1912

Original Source: Ainu

National Origin: Japan

Horokaruru (“the back sea”) is often found in Ainu traditional narra-
tives. Apparently, the location is loosely equivalent to the concept of a
far away land in European folktales.

Self-brought-up-Man, a demi-god, was according to myth the first Ainu
and a protagonist in many of their tales. The following is a prose transla-
tion of an Ainu sung myth. Therefore, it utilizes first-person voice.
Compare the style of “The Owl” to “The Man in the Moon” (page 14).

near to the big forest. But then I heard that the sister of Self-brought-up-
Man was very beautiful. Therefore I wanted to see her by my side, always
sitting at my knee, nearer to the door (the usual place for Ainu women to sit).
So I went to Self-brought-up-Man’s house and sat down. Self-brought-up-Man

I was living happily in the Horokaruru settlement, in that part of it which is

13



The Greenwood Library of World Folktales | Volume 2

14

bade me good-morning, but he never turned to speak to me. I said, “Although I
am not very powerful, nevertheless [ should like to see thy younger sister in my
house, at my knee. That is why I have come to see thee.”

But Self-brought-up-Man answered, “Oh, thou scapegrace! thou art only a use-
less bird, a little man-owl, covered with bristly feathers, a small owl, and I have no
idea of letting my sister marry thee.” When I heard those insulting words, a mighty
anger arose in my heart. I went out furious, and perched on the top of a big “inau”
built at the back of the house. There I sat, full of wrath, and began to screech and
to shout towards Self-brought-up-Man’s house. My cries from on high fell on the
women’s corner. | shouted down at them from the “inau.” And Self-brought-up-
Man’s guardian spirit, the angel (seremaki), was taken ill, and Self-brought-up-
Man himself nearly saw the lower world (that is, the land of the dead).

For two days, for three days, I screeched; and at last Self-brought-up-Man
said, “Little man-owl, do not be angry any more! I am no longer going to with-
hold my sister from thee. I shall allow thee to take my sister, and to look at her,
while she shall sit at thy knee.” So I kept my temper, and married the woman,
and took her with me everywhere I went. Therefore | am of one blood with
mankind. I am only a little man-owl, but next of kin to man.

THE MAN IN THE MOON

Tradition Bearer: Unavailable

Source: Pilsudski, Bronislas [Bronislaw]. “Ainu Folklore.” Journal of American Folklore.
25 (1912): 713-74.

Date: ca. 1912

Original Source: Ainu

National Origin: Japan

The “Inau” is an Ainu prayer wand made from a stick with a tassel on
the end. The following myth reveals the intimate connection between
the elements of the environment that is the result of traditional Ainu
animistic beliefs.

y elder sister brought me up. Every day she went out to fetch water.
M She hit the pail, she struck the scoop. Once she went out and I waited
for her in vain. Three nights I waited, and she came not. At last I got
anxious. | built an “inau” to my grandmother the Fire, and asked her about my
sister, but got no answer. Then, angry, I built an “inau” to the god of the house,

and asked him, but he gave no answer. So I went out, full of wrath, to the river’s
side, and asked the river-god, but got no news. I went also to the forest and built
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an “inau,” and asked my grandmother the Red Fir, but she did not know; so I
asked the Siberian Silver Fir, but in vain. Full of anger, I left them, and went to
my grandmother the Willow-Bush Thicket, and asked her; and she said, “I am a
willow-bush thicket, and fond of talking; so listen to what I shall tell thee. Thy
sister went up to the moon, and got married to the Man in the Moon.”

[ got very angry and marched away, with evil steps, back to the house. As
soon as | arrived there, I took an arrow with a black feather, and another one
with a white feather, and went out. First I let fly the arrow with the black feather,
then the one with the white feather, and, holding the ends of the arrows with my
two hands, I rose up into the air among the clouds; and there was my elder sister,
who stepped out of her house smiling, and the ends of her eyebrows drooped. She
was holding the hand of a little girl. I never had seen such a girl before. From her
face, beams of light were darting forth. That light spread out on all sides, and
struck my head. Beautiful eyes looked at me. All my bad feelings vanished. My
sister said, “Why art thou angry, my boy?! Dost thou not see, that, thanks to the
Man in the Moon, thou wilt be able to marry this beautiful little girl?”

From that time I was in high spirits, and my anger was gone. I entered the
house, and there was my divine brother-in-law sitting on an iron stool, and smil-
ing at me amiably. I was contented and sat down. Never had I seen a man like
that before. Near the corner where the “inau” to the god of the house is set,
there was a high case which reached to the roof; and at the women’s corner there
were likewise cases leaning on beams. In the middle, on an iron stool, sat the
divine man, and he was looking at me. He looked kindly at me, as though he
might have seen me before.

Then the mistress of the house gave me to eat; and the master said, “I am a
god, and I wanted to have thy sister; therefore I took her who was handling the
pail and the scoop to my house. There I married her, and we are living very
happily. Take my child now, and marry her, though she be miserable, then wilt
thou at least have somebody to fetch thy water.”

Since that time I have been related to the Man in the Moon. He married
my elder sister, and they had two children—a boy and a girl. We were powerful,
and had no children, and grew old. And my elder sister had children and
brought them up, and then grew old. This we heard from the birds.

SEAL ISLAND

Tradition Bearer: Unavailable

Source: Pilsudski, Bronislas [Bronislaw]. “Ainu Folklore.” Journal of American Folklore 25
(1912): 76-78.

Date: ca. 1912

Original Source: Ainu

National Origin: Japan
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In the following supernatural narrative, “Self-brought-up-Man” is
portrayed as a personal protector of the protagonist rather than as a
demi-god removed from human contact. The power displayed by this
demi-god contrasts with his description as “a miserable little man,”
which argues against judging by superficial appearances. The tale is told
in first person (like personal experience narratives and Ainu sacred
songs), set in the historical past (like legends). These qualities make the
following Ainu tale a good example of the difficulties inherent in cross-
cultural classification of folk narratives.

animals which he brought home. Thus we lived. One year, as usual,

my grandfather went out to sea to kill some animals, that I might have
something to eat. When he came home, late in the afternoon, he had killed no
game. Then he said to me, “I have been on the island where I go every year to
get game for our living, but there was not one seal on the island. I heard their roaring,
though, far out at sea—the roaring of old beasts. So I thought that the old seals had
wandered away from our island to another place. It is a long time since the island that
has fed us for so long has been crowded with seals. Now there is not one animal left
there; so I came back without killing anything.” This is what my grandfather said.

From the moment I heard his words, I kept thinking how I might reach this
far-off island. The thought kept me awake nights. One night, when my grand-
father was sound asleep, I went down to the seashore. There I took the boat
which my grandfather used for hunting, pulled it out on the water, and steered
in the direction of the other sea. Rowing with all my strength, I soon came in
sight of an island far out at sea. A few more strokes of the oars brought me quite
close to it, and at last I was able to land.

There were lots of seals everywhere. But from the end of the island a miser-
able little man appeared. He approached, and soon began to scold me. “Why
did you come? Why did you come out on this island? The creatures here are
much worse than elsewhere, so why did you come? It is very dangerous to stay
here. Hide your boat in yonder cave in the rock, fill it with killed seals, and se-
cret yourself among their bodies. The awful god of the island is near, so you
must hide before he sees you.”

The god then arrived; and [ heard him ask, “What is this boat?” And Self-
brought-up-Man answered, “It is my boat.”

“But the little sitting-board is fastened to it with a rope which was twisted
with the left hand, and it smells like the smell of a human being,” said the evil
god again.

“] am only half god and half man,” Self-brought-up-Man answered, “so the
boat may be human, and its smell is human.”

M y grandfather had brought me up, feeding me on the flesh of sea-
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“Self-brought-up-Man,” said the god, “you are mighty and fearless, and so are your
deeds; but today we shall measure our powers.” This is what he said, and I heard it.

Then the evil god went home; and Self-brought-up-Man turned towards me,
and said, “My child, go back to your village as quickly as you can; and when
you are sailing near the head of the island, carve an ‘inau’ out of a birch tree,
and one out of an ash tree, and put them into your boat. Carve out an ‘inau’
from the ‘vita’ tree, which is the tree of the evil god, and leave it on the island.
Your father was a great friend of mine in my youth, therefore I warn you not to
come here again, because this land is very dangerous. When you have gone, and
are in the middle of the sea, you will hear the din and roar of the battle between
the god and myself, and a bloody rain will fall on your boat from above. This
will be a sign that I am hurt. But you will go farther still, and again a bloody
rain will fall (at the rear of your boat this time), and you will look back and see
me kill that evil god. As long as you are away from home, your grandfather will
be uneasy about you. He is walking to and fro on the path on which you went
away, to the end of it, leaning on a big stick. He knows that you are on this
island, and he is praying to me to help you. His words strike the clouds, and his
prayers fall on my head from above. Direct your boat under that rainbow!”

On looking up, I saw that I was near my home, and my grandfather was
walking on the sand of the shore, leaning on a thick stick. He was looking so
hard up at the sky, and was praying so fervently, that he never noticed me,
though I landed just in front of him. I took two seals out of the boat, one in
each hand, carried them to my grandfather, and threw them down in front of
him. He was so frightened that he fell down on his back. Then only did he look
at me, and he was very glad to see me. He patted me on the back and on the
chest, and began to scold me gently. “What have you been doing? Why did you
go to that island? If it had not been for my friend, the god Samaye [an alterna-
tive name for ‘Self-brought-up-Man,’ usually considered as an honorific] I should
see your body no more.”

So I went home, skinned the dead animals, cut out quantities of meat,
cooked it, and gave my grandfather to eat. After a time my grandfather said to
me, “I am old, and my death is near. After I am dead, do not go to the island
whence you have just come, because it is dangerous for you.”

SAMAYEKURU AND HIS SISTER

Tradition Bearer: Unavailable

Source: Pilsudski, Bronislas [Bronislaw]. “Ainu Folklore.” Journal of American Folklore 25
(1912): 81-83.

Date: ca. 1912

Original Source: Ainu

National Origin: Japan
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Self-brought-up-Man again defeats a god in this narrative. The god’s
ability to change shape into first a salmon and then a dish suggests the
Ainu belief that not only animals, plants, and forces of nature can be
animated by a spiritual essence, but common objects as well. The narra-
tive told from the point of view of the god at first remains ambiguous as
to whether Self-brought-up-Man is a clever trickster or simply lucky.
The concluding episode, however, leaves no doubt as to the intent
behind the sibling’s triumph over the god.

ing at the places where they lived, I nowhere could find a woman like

myself. In the lower world in the Ainu land, the younger sister of Samaye-
kuru (“Self-brought-up-Man”), though she was only an Ainu woman, had a face
like mine. She seemed to be quite like myself. So I came down to the lower
world. In the yard, near Samayekuru’s house, fresh fish were hanging out on
sticks to dry. Samayekuru himself was out hunting with his sister, and so was
not at home. [ entered the empty house. As Samayekuru was only a man, I
thought he must be weaker than I. I went to the sticks on which the fresh fish
were hanging, threw down one big salmon, and assumed its shape. Then I
waited till Samayekuru and his sister brought home a big litter full of bear-meat.
They pushed the litter in through an opening in the back wall, after which
Samayekuru’s sister went into the hut and pulled in the litter. They were both
tired, so they lighted a big fire; and Samayekuru said, “I am tired of eating bear-
meat all the time. Go and get some fresh fish for me to eat.” His sister went
out, approached the sticks with the fish, and tried to select one. At last she took
me down, and carried me into the house. Samayekuru said, “The fresh fish is
too cold, warm it a little at the fire.” Thus he said; and she tied a thread to my
tail and hung me, head down, on the hook on which the kettle usually hangs.
But Samayekuru remarked, “The fire is not big enough: put on some more wood,
and make it bigger.” His sister then went out to get some wood, and brought in
a whole pile. A huge fire blazed up, and my head became hot. It crackled aloud
“putsi!” so violently that it burnt me. My soul went up to the tail, and was
nearly burning. I got frightened, pushed aside the beams of the roof with much
noise, and got out into the fresh air. Making a terrible ado, I returned to the
upper heaven.

When I reached home, I cried, “Samayekuru was only a man born on the
poor earth, and I was a mighty god!” and I thought that a man born on the
poor earth would be weaker than I, but he was stronger. Angrily I went down
to earth again. Samayekuru was out hunting with his sister, as before, and I
entered the empty house. I hid away Samayekuru’s dish, and turned into a dish
myself and waited. At last | heard the steps of Samayekuru and his sister, who

I was the god of the upper heaven. There were many gods around, but, look-
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were coming home. Through the opening in the back wall they pushed in the
litter with the bear-meat. The younger sister came in by the door, and took the
litter with the meat. They were tired, and made a big fire, after which Samaye-
kuru said to his sister, “Did you wash your dishes this morning before going out
hunting?”

“No, I did not wash them,” answered the sister.

“Then prepare some hot water and wash them now,” he ordered. So she got
up, took her big kettle, filled it with water, and hung it over the fire to get it
hot. As soon as the water was boiling, she brought her brother’s dish. I thought
[ should die if she should throw me into the boiling water. And she threw me
in; but I jumped out of the kettle, pushed away the roof near the door with a
loud rumbling noise, and flew out. Then I noisily raised myself to the upper
heaven, and returned to my divine home.

When I was inside, I began to think, “Samayekuru is a man only, so he
ought to be weaker than I am, but he has turned out to be stronger.” Full of an-
ger, I sat brooding a long time. At last I decided to go down once more, without
changing my shape, in my own divine, beautiful body. So I did, and went down
to the yard near Samayekuru’s house, and stood there; but I did not want to
enter the house as a guest. Samayekuru’s sister went out in the yard, and said, “I
know that you do not care to step into our house. You are walking angrily about,
so I shall not lead you in; but yonder there is my little metal hut, and you will
do well to go there.” So I went towards this little house, and at night I stepped
in and sat down.

“Samayekuru surely is angry with me,” I thought. “Though I be a mighty
god, and though Samayekuru be born on this poor earth, he has beaten me,” |
thought, and decided to tell him so. Suddenly, however, I smelled the smell of
dung. I thought I had come to a little silver house. But why this nasty smell of
dung? I looked around, and there I was, sitting in a very filthy place; and
Samayekuru and his sister had poured out their dung on me, and soiled me
from head to foot. “I am a mighty god, and Samayekuru is only a man, born
on earth; but as to power, he has entirely beaten me,” thought I. “Whatever 1
might do, I could never surpass Samayekuru in power, so I had better calm
down.”

From the filthy place where 1 was sitting, I leaped up with a terrible noise,
went to the upper heaven, and returned home, quite soiled with dung from head
to foot. I took off my iron armor and washed it, after having washed my head
and my whole body. I was quite angry, and sat down full of wrath. My brothers,
the other gods, talked with one another, and said, “As we walked around the
house, in the yard, we perceived a nasty smell.” I heard these words, but made
no reply, and sat quite ashamed. One day, however, when I was seated, my elder
brother came and began to scold me. “What is it? Samayekuru is so powerful,
that he wants to beat every one, and you are stupid to have roused him.” Thus
they all scolded me.
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THE LADY OF KUNNEPET

Tradition Bearer: Unavailable

Source: Batchelor, John. “Specimens of Ainu Folk-Lore.” Transactions of the Asiatic Soci-
ety of Japan 18 (1890): 25-39.

Date: ca. 1888

Original Source: Ainu

National Origin: Japan

The following myth details an epic battle between an Ainu hero and
the Thunder God. Several features of the narrative have important con-
notations in Ainu culture, according to the collector of the myth, John
Batchelor. “Slave” in the context of this narrative is likely to refer to a
prisoner of war who was being trained as a household servant or even a
page. The head of the fireplace is regarded as sacred space, and thus the
protagonist was aided by supernatural forces in his quest. The fact that
the Lady of Kunnepet cooks for the hero at their first meeting is signifi-
cant, because Ainu marriage ceremony consists in the act of the bride
cooking food and giving it to her betrothed. Finally, among the Ainu
white symbolizes purity and goodness while black is associated with evil.

upon a time he heard it noised abroad that there was a lady residing at

Kunnepet who was famous for her beauty. So, one day, after he had
cooked and eaten some food, our slave buckled on his belt, stuck his trusty sword
into his girdle, and fastened on his helmet; then, being taken up by the winds
which arose from the head of the fireplace, he was hastily carried through the upper
window; and his inspiring guardian god having rested upon him with a sound, they
went before the mighty winds till he arrived at the village of Kunnepet.

So he came to the lady of Kunnepet. When he looked at her he saw that
she was there weeping very exceedingly. Still shedding tears, she spake and said,
“The thunder-gods who live in the heavens above are two in number, and the
younger of them does nothing but make advances to me and is about to marry
me. This being so, O Poiyaumbe [Ainu, “brave hero”] they cannot marry though
you have come for me; nevertheless I will cook some food that you may eat.”
When she had so said she swung a pretty little pot over the fire and put some of
her choice treasured-up food into it. She then dipped in her ladle and stirred up
the delicious food. Next she took a pretty eating cup and set it upon a beautiful
tray; then, heaping it up high, carried it to him and bowed profusely.

When he had but just commenced to eat, flashes of white lightning came
through the upper window and hung upon the beams in curious forms. Upon

There was a person who was reared as a slave at Shinutapka. Now, once
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looking up he saw a lady even more beautiful than the lady of Kunnepet, reclin-
ing in a white chariot. She had anger depicted upon her countenance; and, in
her wrath said, “O Poiyaumbe listen to me for I have something to say. I am the
younger sister of the wolf-god and the benefactress of the lady of Kunnepet,
whilst you are watched over by my elder brother. This being so, I am here to tell
you that the thunder-god is angry with you for coming to visit this lady and is
going to make grievous war against you. Nay, the war is at hand. Though I am a
worthless woman, I have come to assist you. Get into my white chariot”; so
spake the younger sister of the wolf-god.

So he got into the chariot, which immediately went out of the upper window.
Then the trappings of the chariot whistled and rattled. As they went on their
way, they skirted the mountains towards the source of the river, and, proceeding
along, they saw white and black lightning playing about in the clouds of the lower
heavens. As he was looking at it, he saw the aforementioned thunder-god sitting
in a black chariot; he was unmistakably a very little man. There too sat a little
woman, who, without doubt, was his younger sister. She held a wand in her hand;
with which she continually struck first one end of the chariot and then the other,
as they hung and waved about over the tops of the mountains.

The thunder-god, having anger expressed upon his countenance, said, “Look
here, O Poiyaumbe, listen well to me for I have something to say. You have
been paying your addresses to and flirting with the lady of Kunnepet, whom I
have determined to take to myself as wife. I take this as a cause for war. Be very
careful, my fine fellow, for I will bring down your haughty looks.” When he had
so spoken, he set upon him mightily with his sword; so that his blows rattled
upon the sides of the white chariot. Upon this Poiyaumbe also drew his sword
and set upon the thunder-god as determinately as he was attacked by him. So
they fought with might and main, but the black chariot rose and fell to meet
the attack. So that the blows of the sword upon its sides and floor sent forth a
clashing sound.

And now there was a tremendous roaring sound of thunder over the world,
together with a mighty wind blowing; and both day and night they did nothing
but fight. After the war had raged for twice ten months, the god of thunder said,
“I observe that as they fight upon this land in which men dwell, they are wast-
ing and wearing out the country, for, as you see, its foundations (back-bones)
consist of rocks; they ought to be more careful of the world. Now then, come,
the foundations (backbones) of the world above are made of iron, let us go up
there and fight; for there they may wage war without having any regard to the
spoilation of the place.” So spake he.

He then withdrew into the air and the young hero followed close behind
him. The younger sister of the wolf-god, having the wand in her hand, contin-
ued to strike first one end and then the other of the chariot. The thin trappings
whistled and the thick trappings rattled, as the white chariot followed close
upon the black one. The gates of heaven opened with a sound, and, having
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passed through, were shut upon us with another noise. Now, what they saw was
on this wise. A splendid country lay before us and a very beautiful waterway
opened up to our view. On the sides of the river were forests of magnificent
oaks, and the clouds upon the horizon were floating gently along. Now, the
thunder-god said, “This country is, in truth, the high heaven. Its foundations
consist of iron so that if they fight here for two or three years they need have
no fear of damaging it. This is indeed a place in which they can especially mea-
sure our strength.”

Having so said, he set upon me mightily with his sword, and the hero too
turned upon him as fiercely. Nevertheless, the edge of the black chariot clashed
against the sword and warded off the blows, so there was only the sound of
clashing iron. In the same way our white chariot, also rising up and guarding
with its floor, sent forth a clashing sound. And now, fighting fiercely, they
chased each other from one end of heaven to the other, till at length they
chanced to pass over a metal house which was covered in with a lid, and, over
this they stayed and fought; whilst doing so, there came forth a voice from the
inside of the house which said, “Look here, O Poiyaumbe and thunder-god, I
have something to say, so pay attention. It is indeed true that the foundations of
Ainu-land are rocks, and it is also true that the foundations of heaven above
consist of metal. But as ye continue to carry on your battles here, heaven has
grown wary and waxed hot for the reason that its foundations are iron. Ye
should be careful. Now then, come, underneath Ainu-land there are six coun-
tries, and beneath these again there is another, a beautiful land. The name of
that country is Chirama [Ainu, “lotheyst”], and its foundations consist of earth.
Go ye to that land and fight, for unless ye do, our country and villages will be
all spoiled.” So sounded forth the voice of God.

Upon this the thunder-god sheathed his sword and Poiyaumbe also sheathed
his. Then, as they entered heaven, so they we went out—with a rush. They
passed down through space headfirst, like snipes, and, piercing our land, they
went through six countries. Having done this, they came, as they were told
they should, to a truly beautiful country; without doubt this was Chirama-land,
upon which they had descended.

And now they chased one another from one end of the country to the
other, fighting, as before, most fiercely. Nevertheless, whenever and however
they fought, the black chariot rising, falling, and swinging to and fro, kept off
the hero’s blows with its sides and floor, so that the result was nothing but the
sound of clashing metal. In the same way the white chariot also rose up and
fenced the blows with its sides and floor like a shield. However much
Poiyaumbe strove, he could by no means touch the body of the thunder-god.
Poiyaumbe therefore aimed at nothing but to cut the trappings by which the
black chariot was suspended. And fighting hard with this intent, he was able, af-
ter a time and by the help of God, to sever them. So, too, all the trappings of
our white chariot the were cut asunder. They therefore all fell down to the
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ground. Then the thunder-god got out of his black chariot and came to
Poiyaumbe, walking by the help of his hands [that is, crawling].

Upon this the younger sister of the thunder-god shed many tears and said,
“Oh my elder brother, you are a god; and if you would but marry a goddess you
would have no need to carry on this fierce combat with Poiyaumbe. Why do
you set your affections on this Lady of Kunnepet as though she were the only
woman! Now our charmed black chariot has been quite broken up and you are
as one fighting without armor. Be careful or Poiyaumbe will slay you.” So spake
the sister of the thunder-god through her tears.

After she had said this, the sister of the wolf-god went out and fought
against her. Then the thunder-god set upon Poiyaumbe most fiercely and he
returned the attack just as vehemently. Thus fighting together, Poiyaumbe man-
aged with great difficulty to strike him now and then, so that his garments were
hanging about him in rags. But he was not to be beaten; for he also in like man-
ner cut his clothes into many pieces. Whilst things were going on so, a mighty
sound as if the true gods were coming to us, issued forth from the east of Chir-
ama-land, and all at once my Lady of Kunnepet, more beautiful than ever, and
shedding many tears, alighted and came to the side of the wolf-god. And now
the sister of the thunder-god fought mightily, but after two or three final strug-
gles, she was cut down and slain. Her divine spirit roared loudly as it ascended
into the skies. She went up to heaven a living goddess; and, when she had
departed the roaring ceased.

After this my Lady of Kunnepet, in company with the sister of the wolf-god
came to Poiyaumbe’s side and they three together fought against the thunder-
god. So that after a time he was, though with difficulty, cut down and slain. His
spirit roared as it went up; but, as it was not possible for it to go into the western
end of Chirama-land it ascended to the high heavens with a great noise. It went
up a new god and then the sound died away.

When all was over, my Lady of Kunnepet and the younger sister of the
wolf-god saluted one another with their swords, and then, after they had come
to our country and to the village of Kunnepet, the sister of the wolf-god said,
“As I am a goddess, I must take a husband from among the gods, but as you are
a man, it would be well for you to marry the Lady of Kunnepet. Now, you are
watched over by my elder brother the wolf-god, so henceforth do no more fight-
ing, but when you have wine, be careful that you make some inao [prayer sticks]
and offer libations to the wolf-god.”

When she had finished speaking, she departed with a great sound. Then my
Lady of Kunnepet worked away with a willing heart and great pleasure, and,
having prepared food, she heaped up very full a pretty cup, and, setting it on a
beautiful tray, brought it to Poiyaumbe with many bows. After eating a little of
it, he pushed the remainder to her and she, lifting it up and down in thankful-
ness, finished it. Then, when the meal was over, my Lady of Kunnepet pro-
ceeded to get the house in order and they have lived happily ever since.

23



The Greenwood Library of World Folktales | Volume 2

24

THE BRIDE RESCUES HER HUSBAND

Tradition Bearer: Unavailable

Source: Pilsudski, Bronislas [Bronislaw]. “Ainu Folklore.” Journal of American Folklore 25
(1912): 83-86.

Date: ca. 1912

Original Source: Ainu

National Origin: Japan

The following Ainu tale builds on the familiar motif of a bride rescuing
her betrothed or her husband from supernatural abduction. Although
this is a familiar theme in the European ordinary folktale, it is impossi-
ble to establish any direct influence between the Ainu narrative and any
Indo-European antecedent.

She fed me very well indeed, and brought me up splendidly in my father’s

house. On the floor there was a large pile of iron cases on which iron pots
were standing, one within another; and iron pans in a row, also one within
another. It was a splendid house, a fine house! In this house on the seashore I
was living. My aunt gave me every day a plate of good meat and of grease, so
full that I could not even hold it. I ate, and thus we lived.

At last I grew up and became a large girl. So my aunt took out different
kinds of silk, and bade me sew. But I did not know how to sew. I tangled the
thread, and that ended it. My aunt scolded me. “My niece does not know how
to sew! Why are you such a dullard?” Thus she spoke. After trying each day, I at
last learned how to sew.

My aunt said, “Far off in Otasam lives your betrothed one. He is the young-
est of three brothers. A piece of silk was torn in halves for you and him [as a
sign of betrothal]. He must be grown up now. He is very rich, and will not come
to you; therefore you had better go to him, to the rich man.” This she said; and
[ heard it, and thought, “Until now my aunt has brought me up well. If I leave
her for one day only, I rejoice to see her again.” I was grieved, and remained.
My aunt, however, spoke to me again about it, and every day she repeated the
same words.

So at last I gathered the most necessary of my things, made a bag in which
to take them on my back, and put my clothes in properly. I prepared many dif-
ferent things; and when 1 was ready to start, my aunt said, “In Otasam, where
you are going, there are three brothers, rich men. The eldest one lives in the
house nearest to us; in the middle one lives the youngest, with his younger sis-
ter; and the third one lives at the end of the settlement. When you arrive, you

From childhood I was brought up by my aunt, who fed me with fine food.
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will do well to enter the hut that is in the middle, which belongs to the young-
est brother. This my aunt told me while I was taking leave.

Then I went away. Soon I saw before me a place situated high up. I stopped
at the mountain Tomisa; then I walked on, and turned around and looked.
There was my aunt, standing in front of her house, and she was following me
with her eyes. | continued my march again, and, turning around, I still saw her
looking after me. Finally I directed my steps towards the village Otasam, and set
out on the way to it. | looked, and there was a big house, just as my aunt had
described it to me; and behind it, as she had told me, was to be the house of my
betrothed one, but, glancing around, I saw only one house in front of me. I
began to think, and came to the conclusion that I was walking on the road to
the house of the eldest rich brother. When [ looked around, I saw another path,
which I took; but soon I noticed that it led to the same house. I understood.
“They are brothers,” I thought, “and if I go to the eldest of them, the gods will
have made me do it.” So I entered the house, which was full of furniture, quite
uncommon and divine. The rich man himself was living here. He met me full of
joy, as if he had already seen me. He prepared food, and gave me to eat.

In the mean time it grew dark, and evening arrived. The rich man said, “You
would do well if you would spend this night here.” I went to sleep angry; and
when I woke up, I saw the rich man sleeping with me. I got up weeping, and was
just going to depart, when the rich man said, “What evil god made me do this! I
had no bad intentions. You have been my younger brother’s betrothed wife since
childhood, and, though I did not think any evil concerning you, I did this. So
when you come to your husband’s house, and give him to eat, put this into his
dish.” Thus saying, he gave me the basket hilt of a sword. The hilt was inlaid with
silver on one side, a little silver net was spread out, and a little silver man was
pulling at it, and in the net were a whole lot of little silver-fishes. I was quite
delighted, turned it over, and saw on the other side a little gold net spread out,
and inside it a whole lot of little gold-fishes, and little gold men pulling at it.

After I had looked at it well, I put it under my shirt and went away. I
walked on the path which I saw in front of me, and arrived at the house of the
man who had been promised to me since childhood. Above the house two thick
clouds were floating, and 1 entered the house. “She is as old as I am,” said the
rich man when he saw me. “The beautiful maiden is living.” I was still at the
door as he smiled at me. As soon as he saw me, | approached the fire and
remained near it. When [ sat down, he wanted to say something. “My little
brother,” he began, “has not eaten since last month, and he sleeps all the time.
Therefore he has a swollen belly [suffering from dropsy]. I do not know the rea-
son of this, and am very much astonished. Now that you have come, when he
hears you are here, perhaps he will eat.” This he said, and at the same time we
heard footsteps near the house.

I looked up, and thought that my betrothed one was coming, but in reality
it was the swollen sick man. As soon as he came in, he sat down near the fire.
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The girl of the house prepared some food, put it into an iron dish, and gave me to
eat; she also fed the owner of the house, my husband. As soon as we had finished
eating, | gave back the rest of the food, and put on the dish the hilt which I had
pulled out from the back of my shirt. Now even I looked at it with pleasure and
admiration, and handed it over to my husband. He took it, and said, “My elder
brother did not act according to his will when he forced you to spend a night with
him. It is well for the gods to marry one another, and men and women should also
marry. I am only a man; but the god of the upper heaven has a younger sister,
who wants to marry me. She desires so strongly to take me up to heaven with my
body, that I have not felt at all like eating since last month.”

After having said these words, he seized me, ran out on the place in front of
the house, and carried me towards the forest. At the back of the house there
was a little iron hut, built on piles—a house which had feet. He pulled the
hanging door aside, carried me into the hut, and there we lay down together.
“Now we are married, therefore we sleep together for the first time. But if you
are weak, the goddess will take me up, body and all. If you are strong, we shall
live together a long time.” This he said, and fell asleep.

When I woke up and looked around, I felt something pushing me. I looked,
and saw an iron ring put around my husband’s body, and an iron chain attached
to it went up through the opening in the roof, and somebody was pulling at it
from above. I seized the chain, naked as I was, and began to pull it down with
all my strength. But the girl from heaven, being a goddess, was stronger than I. 1
began to weep and to scream. I called the younger sister (of my husband). She
came in; but as soon as she saw me, she fled, shouting, “Oh, what is this! a na-
ked woman!” I screamed again, and called the elder brother. He opened the
door, came in, looked at me, and said, “A naked woman!” after which he ran
away. At last my husband slipped out of my hands, and the goddess pulled the
chain as hard as she could. She grasped it with one hand, then again with the
other, and pulled my husband up quite close. Smiling, she pulled him into
heaven and closed the door.

[ could do no more, and began to cry. While weeping, I suddenly heard
somebody coming from my native country, on the Tomisan hill. It was my aunt
who had brought me up. She was carrying a sword without a scabbard. She
brandished it and struck. I thought she had killed me; but suddenly I was
changed into a little bird, and flew out through the hole in the roof. As I did
not know where to fly, I looked down, and saw the parts of a naked woman’s
body lying near the house; and my aunt was sitting on them and crying, and was
trembling all over.

I made a bridge out of clouds, and, walking on it, I arrived in heaven. When
I came to the house of the goddess in the shape of a little bird, I fluttered my
wings; and the gods said, “A maiden is walking around in heaven quite naked.
We smell her body, and it makes us sick.” This they said; but I entered the
house through the upper hole in the roof. There was the goddess, holding the
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dying soul of my husband like a coral between her hands, and she was busy pre-
paring medicine for him. I snatched my husband’s soul away and returned to
earth, having put it into my mouth. As we had no place to go to, I crept into
the mouth of the cut-up woman, and lost all consciousness. When I recovered, I
looked around, and saw my husband, who at the same time returned to life
again.

This is how I resuscitated one of the three brothers of Otasan. My aunt,
whose power had brought my husband back from heaven to earth again, was also
alive. From that time on, we all lived happily together. I related tales about the
gods, and lived with the others. This is the legend.

27



CHaiNna

IN THE BEGINNING

Tradition Bearer: Unavailable

Source: Colum, Padric. Orpheus: Myths of the World. New York: The Macmillan Com-
pany. 1930, 237-239.

Date: Unavailable

Original Source: Unavailable

National Origin: China

The concept of opposing but complementary forces, expressed as yang-yin
in the following myth, is at the heart of Taoism (also Daoism) as well as
other systems of Chinese philosophy and science. P’an Ku (also, Pan Gu)
acts as a central figure in the dividing and ordering process that occurred
to create the universe (the cosmos) out of the first state (primal chaos).
The myth of a titan whose body is rent apart and whose parts give rise to
various elements of the present world is found cross-culturally.

ness-moisture. Then that which was subtle went upward, and that which

was gross tended downward; the heavens were formed from the subtle, the
earth from the gross. Now there was Yang and Yin, the active and the passive,
the male and the female. From the operation of Yang upon Yin came the seasons
in their order, and the seasons brought into existence all the products of the
earth. The warm effluence of Yang produced fire, and the subtlest parts of fire
went to form the sun; the effluence of Yin produced water, and the subtlest parts
of water went to form the moon. The sun operating on the moon produced the
stars. The heavens became adorned with sun, moon, and stars, and the earth
received rivers, rain, and dust. And Yang combining with Yin, the principle that

I n the beginning there was Yang-yin which is light-darkness, heat-cold, dry-
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is above combining with the principle that is below, produces all creatures, all
things. The power that is Yang, the receptivity that is Yin, can never be added
to, never taken away from: in these two principles is the All.

So the sages relate in their perspicuous writings. But the people say that
before Yang and Yin were separated, P’an Ku, a man, came into existence. He
had a chisel and a mallet. He had horns projecting from his forehead and tusks
projecting from his jaws. He grew in stature every day he lived—for eighteen
thousand years he grew six feet every day in stature. Nothing was in place when
P’an Ku came into the universe, but with his mallet and his chisel he ordered
all things; he hewed out bases for the mountains, he scooped out basins for the
seas, he dug courses for the rivers, and hollowed out the valleys. In this meritori-
ous work P’an Ku was engaged for eighteen thousand years.

He was attended by the Dragon, the Unicorn, the Tortoise, and the
Phoenix—the four auspicious creatures. The Dragon is the head of all the
beasts because it is the one that is most filled with the principle of Yang: it is
bigger than big, smaller than small, higher than high, lower than low; when it
breathes its breath changes to a cloud on which it can ride up to Heaven. The
Dragon has five colors in its body, and it is the possessor of a pearl which is
the essence of the moon and a charm against fire; it can make itself visible
and invisible; in the spring it mounts up to the clouds, and in the autumn it
remains supine in the waters. The Unicorn is strong of body and exceptionally
virtuous of mind, and it combines in itself the principles of Yang and Yin. It
eats no living vegetation and it never treads upon green grass. The Tortoise is
the most propitious of all created things; it possesses the secrets of life and
death, and it can, with its breath, create clouds and palaces of enchantment.
The Phoenix is at the head of all birds; its color is the blending of the five col-
ors and its call is the harmony of the five notes; it bathes in the pure water
that flows down from the K’'un-lun Mountains, and at night it reposes in the
Cave of Tan.

But notwithstanding the fact that he was respectfully attended by the auspi-
cious creatures, P’an Ku put the sun and moon in places that were not properly
theirs. The sun and the moon went into the sea, and the world was left without
luminaries. P’an Ku went out into the deep; he held out his hands to indicate
where they were to go, and he repeated a powerful incantation three times.
Then the sun and the moon went into the places that were properly theirs and
the universe rejoiced at the ensuing harmony.

But the establishment of the universe was not completed until P’an Ku him-
self had perished; he died after eighteen thousand years of labor with his chisel
and mallet; then his breath became the wind and clouds, and his beard became
the streaming signs in the sky; his voice became the thunder, his limbs the four
quarters of the earth; his head became the mountains, his flesh the soil, and his
blood became the rivers of earth; his skin and hair became the herbs and trees,
and his teeth, bones, and marrow became metals, rocks, and precious stones.
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Even then the universe was not adequately compacted: P’an Ku had built
up the world in fifty-one stories, giving thirty-three stories to the heavens and
eighteen stories to the hells beneath the earth. But he had left a great cavity in
the bottom of the world, and, at inauspicious times, men and women fell down
through it. A woman whose name was Nu-Ku found a stone which adequately
covered the cavity; rightly positioning it, she covered up the emptiness, and so
completed the making of the well-ordered world.

THE WEAVER MAIDEN AND THE HERDSMAN

Tradition Bearer: Unavailable

Source: Colum, Padric. Orpheus: Myths of the World. New York: The Macmillan Com-
pany, 1930, 239-241.
Date: Unavailable

Original Source: Unavailable

National Origin: China

Chih N (also, Zhi-Nu) was the daughter of Yu-Huang (the Jade Em-
peror), the supreme of deity of Chinese Taoism. There are several var-
iants to the myth given below. In one, she had descended to earth to
bathe when Niu Lang the herdsman, at the instructions of his ox, stole
her clothes. To retrieve her clothes, she agreed to marry Niu Lang. On
returning to the heavens, she confessed her marriage, and he was made
an immortal. In another version, Yu-Huang was so pleased with his
daughter’s diligence that he wed her to the patron deity of cowherds.
All versions agree that the couple’s immoderate behavior led to the con-
clusion described below.

her footsteps towards his bright gardens or appear in his celestial halls.
But Chih Nt would not leave her loom. All day and every day the
maiden sat by the River of Heaven weaving webs that were endless.

The Sun thought in his august mind that if the maiden were wedded she
would not permit herself to be a slave to the loom. He thought that if she had a
husband she would depart a little from her exceptional diligence. Therefore he
let it be known that he would favorably consider a proposal involving the mar-
riage of the accomplished Chih Ni. Then one whose dwelling was at the other
side of the heavenly river drew his august regard. This was Niu Lang: he herded
oxen, and he was a youth who was exceedingly amiable and who had accom-
plishments that matched the accomplishments of Chih Nii.

H er august father, the Sun, would have the accomplished Chih Nii turn
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They were united, the Weaver Maiden and the Herdsman Youth; they were
united in the palace of the august Sun. The omens were favorable, and the
heavens made themselves as beautiful as a flying pheasant for the ceremony.
The guests drank of that sweet heavenly dew which makes those who drink of it
more quick-witted and intelligent than they were before. The Sun, the Weaver
Maiden, the Herdsman Youth, and all the guests who were present sang in mu-
tual harmony the song that says, “The Sun and Moon are constant; the stars
and other heavenly bodies have their courses; the four seasons observe their
rule! How responsive are all things to the harmony that has been established in
the heavens!” The august Sun expected that after this auspicious marriage his
daughter would moderate her diligence and be more often at leisure.

But Chih Nii was as immoderate in her play as she was in her industry. No
more did she work at her loom; no more did she attend to her inescapable
duties; with her husband she played all day, and for him she danced and made
music all night. The heavens went out of harmony because of this failure in
right performance, and the earth was greatly troubled. Her august father came
before Chih Ni and pointed out to her the dire consequences of her engaging
in endless pastimes. But in spite of all he said to her the Weaver Maiden would
not return to her loom.

Then the august Sun determined to make a separation between the pair
whose union had such dire results. He commanded the blameless Niu Lang to
go to the other bank of the River of Heaven, and to continue there his herds-
man’s duties. He commanded the accomplished Chih Nii to remain on her own
side of the river. But the august Sun showed a spirit of kindliness to his daughter
and his son-in-law. They could meet and be together for one day and one night
of the year. On the seventh day of the seventh month of every year they could
cross the River of Heaven and be with each other. And to make a bridge by
which they might cross the river a myriad of magpies would come together, and
each by catching the head-feathers of the bird next him would make a bridge
with their backs and wings. And over that bridge the Weaver Maiden would
cross over to where the Herdsman Youth waited for her.

All day the Weaver Maiden sat at her loom and worked with becoming dili-
gence. Her father rejoiced that she fulfilled her duties. But no being in the
heavens or on the earth was as lonely as she was, and all day the Herdsman
Youth tended his oxen, but with a heart that was filled with loneliness and grief.
The days and the nights went slowly by, and time when they might cross the
River of Heaven and be together drew near. Then a great fear entered the hearts
of the young wife and the young husband. They feared lest rain should fall; for
the River of Heaven is always filled to its brim, and one drop would cause it to
flood its banks. And if there was a flood the magpies could not bridge the space
between the Weaver Maiden and the Herdsman Youth.

For many years after their separation no rain fell. The magpies came in their

myriad. The one behind held the head-feathers of the one before, and with their
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backs and wings they made a bridge for the young wife to cross over to where
the young husband waited for her.

With hearts that were shaken like the wings of the magpies she would cross
the Bridge of Wings. They would hold each other in their arms and make over
again their vows of love. Then Chih Nt would go back to her loom, and the
magpies would fly away to come together in another year.

And the people of earth pray that no drop of rain may fall to flood the
River of Heaven; they make such prayer when it comes near the seventh day of
the seventh month. But they rejoice when no rain falls and they can see with
their own eyes the magpies gathering in their myriad. Sometimes the inauspi-
cious forces are in the ascendant; rain falls and the river is flooded. No magpies
then go to form a bridge, and Chih Ni weeps beside her loom and Niu Lang
laments as he drives his ox beside the flood of the River of Heaven.

THE STORY OF HOK LEE AND THE DWAREFS

Tradition Bearer: Unavailable

Source: Lang, Andrew. The Green Fairy Book. London: Longmans, Green and Company,

1892, 229-233.
Date: Unavailable
Original Source: Unavailable

National Origin: China

The following ordinary folktale is a variant of “The Gifts of the Little
People” (AT 503). A common concluding episode in the tale, a failed
attempt by a companion or eavesdropper to imitate the protagonist’s suc-
cess, has been replaced.

was a steady industrious man, who not only worked hard at his trade, but
did all his own housework as well, for he had no wife to do it for him. “What
an excellent industrious man is this Hok Lee!” said his neighbors; “how hard he
works: he never leaves his house to amuse himself or to take a holiday as others do!”
But Hok Lee was by no means the virtuous person his neighbors thought
him. True, he worked hard enough by day, but at night, when all respectable
folk were fast asleep, he used to steal out and join a dangerous band of robbers,
who broke into rich people’s houses and carried off all they could lay hands on.
This state of things went on for some time, and, though a thief was caught
now and then and punished, no suspicion ever fell on Hok Lee, he was such a
very respectable, hard-working man.

There once lived in a small town in China a man named Hok Lee. He
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Hok Lee had already amassed a good store of money as his share of the pro-
ceeds of these robberies when it happened one morning on going to market that
a neighbor said to him, “Why, Hok Lee, what is the matter with your face? One
side of it is all swelled up.”

True enough, Hok Lee’s right cheek was twice the size of his left, and it
soon began to feel very uncomfortable. “I will bind up my face,” said Hok Lee,
“doubtless the warmth will cure the swelling.” But no such thing. Next day it
was worse, and day by day it grew bigger and bigger till it was nearly as large as
his head and became very painful.

Hok Lee was at his wit’s ends what to do. Not only was his cheek unsightly
and painful, but his neighbors began to jeer and make fun of him, which hurt
his feelings very much indeed.

One day, as luck would have it, a traveling doctor came to the town. He
sold not only all kinds of medicine, but also dealt in many strange charms
against witches and evil spirits. Hok Lee determined to consult him, and asked
him into his house.

After the doctor had examined him carefully, he spoke thus, “This, O Hok
Lee, is no ordinary swelled face. I strongly suspect you have been doing some
wrong deed which has called down the anger of the spirits on you. None of my
drugs will avail to cure you, but, if you are willing to pay me handsomely, I can
tell you how you may be cured.”

Then Hok Lee and the doctor began to bargain together, and it was a long
time before they could come to terms. However, the doctor got the better of it in
the end, for he was determined not to part with his secret under a certain price,
and Hok Lee had no mind to carry his huge cheek about with him to the end of
his days. So he was obliged to part with the greater portion of his ill-gotten gains.

When the Doctor had pocketed the money, he told Hok Lee to go on the
first night of the full moon to a certain wood and there to watch by a particular
tree. After a time he would see the dwarfs and little sprites who live under-
ground come out to dance. When they saw him they would be sure to make him
dance too. “And mind you dance your very best,” added the doctor. “If you
dance well and please them they will grant you a petition and you can then beg
to be cured; but if you dance badly they will most likely do you some mischief
out of spite.” With that he took leave and departed.

Happily the first night of the full moon was near, and at the proper time
Hok Lee set out for the wood. With a little trouble he found the tree the doctor
had described, and, feeling nervous, he climbed up into it.

He had hardly settled himself on a branch when he saw the little dwarfs
assembling in the moonlight. They came from all sides, till at length there
appeared to be hundreds of them. They seemed in high glee, and danced and
skipped and capered about, whilst Hok Lee grew so eager watching them that
he crept further and further along his branch till at length it gave a loud crack.
All the dwarfs stood still, and Hok Lee felt as if his heart stood still also.
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Then one of the dwarfs called out, “Someone is up in that tree. Come down
at once, whoever you are, or we must come and fetch you.”

In great terror, Hok Lee proceeded to come down; but he was so nervous
that he tripped near the ground and came rolling down in the most absurd man-
ner. When he had picked himself up, he came forward with a low bow, and the
dwarf who had first spoken and who appeared to be the leader, said, “Now,
then, who art thou, and what brings thee here?”

So Hok Lee told him the sad story of his swelled cheek, and how he had
been advised to come to the forest and beg the dwarfs to cure him.

“It is well,” replied the dwarf. “We will see about that. First, however, thou
must dance before us. Should thy dancing please us, perhaps we may be able to
do something; but shouldst thou dance badly, we shall assuredly punish thee, so
now take warning and dance away.”

With that, he and all the other dwarfs sat down in a large ring, leaving Hok
Lee to dance alone in the middle. He felt half frightened to death, and besides
was a good deal shaken by his fall from the tree and did not feel at all inclined
to dance. But the dwarfs were not to be trifled with.

“Begin!” cried their leader, and “Begin!” shouted the rest in chorus.

So in despair Hok Lee began. First he hopped on one foot and then on the
other, but he was so stiff and so nervous that he made but a poor attempt, and
after a time sank down on the ground and vowed he could dance no more.

The dwarfs were very angry. They crowded round Hok Lee and abused him.
“Thou to come here to be cured, indeed!” they cried, “thou hast brought one
big cheek with thee, but thou shalt take away two.” And with that they ran off
and disappeared, leaving Hok Lee to find his way home as best he might.

He hobbled away, weary and depressed, and not a little anxious on account
of the dwarfs’ threat.

Nor were his fears unfounded, for when he rose next morning his left cheek
was swelled up as big as his right, and he could hardly see out of his eyes. Hok
Lee felt in despair, and his neighbors jeered at him more than ever. The doctor,
too, had disappeared, so there was nothing for it but to try the dwarfs once
more.

He waited a month till the first night of the full moon came round again,
and then he trudged back to the forest, and sat down under the tree from which
he had fallen. He had not long to wait. Ere long the dwarfs came trooping out
till all were assembled.

“l don’t feel quite easy,” said one; “I feel as if some horrid human being
were near us.”

When Hok Lee heard this he came forward and bent down to the ground
before the dwarfs, who came crowding round, and laughed heartily at his comi-
cal appearance with his two big cheeks.

“What dost thou want?” they asked; and Hok Lee proceeded to tell them of
his fresh misfortunes, and begged so hard to be allowed one more trial at
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dancing that the dwarfs consented, for there is nothing they love so much as
being amused.

Now, Hok Lee knew how much depended on his dancing well, so he
plucked up a good spirit and began, first quite slowly, and faster by degrees, and
he danced so well and gracefully, and made such new and wonderful steps, that
the dwatfs were quite delighted with him.

They clapped their tiny hands, and shouted, “Well done, Hok Lee, well
done; go on, dance more, for we are pleased.”

And Hok Lee danced on and on, till he really could dance no more, and
was obliged to stop.

Then the leader of the dwarfs said, “We are well pleased, Hok Lee, and as a
recompense for thy dancing thy face shall be cured. Farewell.”

With these words he and the other dwarfs vanished, and Hok Lee, putting
his hands to his face, found to his great joy that his cheeks were reduced to their
natural size. The way home seemed short and easy to him, and he went to bed
happy, and resolved never to go out robbing again.

Next day the whole town was full of the news of Hok’s sudden cure. His
neighbors questioned him, but could get nothing from him, except the fact that
he had discovered a wonderful cure for all kinds of diseases.

After a time a rich neighbor, who had been ill for some years, came, and
offered to give Hok Lee a large sum of money if he would tell him how he might
get cured. Hok Lee consented on condition that he swore to keep the secret. He
did so, and Hok Lee told him of the dwarfs and their dances.

The neighbor went off, carefully obeyed Hok Lee’s directions, and was duly
cured by the dwarfs. Then another and another came to Hok Lee to beg his se-
cret, and from each he extracted a vow of secrecy and a large sum of money.
This went on for some years, so that at length Hok Lee became a very wealthy
man, and ended his days in peace and prosperity.
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THE YOUTH WHO RECEIVED SUPERNATURAL
POWERS FROM THE KE'LET

Tradition Bearer: Rin'to

Source: Bogoras, Waldemar. “Chukchee Mythology.” The Jessup North Pacific Expedition,
ed. Franz Boas. Memoir of the American Museum of Natural History New York.
Vol. VIII. New York: The American Museum of Natural History New York, 1910,
34-41.

Date: 1900

Original Source: Chukchee

National Origin: Siberia

The traditional home of the Chukchee was far northeastern reaches of
Siberia, where temperatures average —12 degrees Celsius. Their indige-
nous culture was divided into two groups: nomadic reindeer herders or
coastal dwellers. The Reindeer Chukchee relied on their herds for both
transportation and sustenance, while the coastal dwellers exploited mari-
time resources, such as fish and sea mammals. As seen in the following
narrative, the Chukchee world was populated by many spirits, and the
shamans were invested with personal power (usually acquired from a
tutelary spirit) that allowed them to divine, cure, and supernaturally
attack their neighbors—abilities that led to their being both valued and
feared. Death and rebirth and bizarre behavior at the onset of power are
typical of shamanism cross-culturally.

so the parents (even) could not sleep. A strong gale was blowing. Not-

O nce upon a time there were only three of them. The son was suffering,
withstanding (the noise), they heard the clattering of sledge-runners.
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The man’s wife looked out into the darkness and saw the visitors. They were
re’kken [evil supernatural beings]. She said, “Oh, they are coming down upon
us! Their reindeer were breathing fire. They came and entered the house. The
suffering one immediately even ceased to moan. “Oh, we come for provisions.
Oh, dear! with what are you going to treat us?’

“Oh, with thong-seal meat.”

“We are not used to it. Oh, with what are you going to treat us?”

“With ring-seal meat.”

“We do not eat such things.”

They pointed at the direction of the suffering one. “We want that one.”

“Indeed, there is nothing there.”

Then one of them entered the sleeping-room, caught the suffering one by
the ankle and carried him out. As soon as they had caught him, they only did
thus with their mouths, whp! And only his bones were left. His little mother
cried. Then one of the (re’kken) took off his overcoat, picked up the bones and
put them into the overcoat. The ke'let [spirit] did so with the bones of that
man. Then they went out and said, “We are going away, watch us.” The old
woman watched them when they were going to their sledges. They came to
the sledges and emptied the overcoat, flinging its contents in the direction of
the house. And there was that one just now eaten by them. They restored him,
the suffering one, to life. He came to the house, quite naked. And he had
acquired great shamanistic power. He entered the house naked.

He seemed to be out of his wits. All at once he would strike his own body
with a boulder, and the boulder would crumble to a mere nothing. From every
settlement in the neighborhood there came inquisitive people. They wanted to
kill him, and all at once they struck him with a spear. But his body was as hard
as stone. And they could not do anything.

After a while he married. His wife was very pretty. So the other people, the
wrong-doers, felt a desire to have this woman. They took this shaman and car-
ried him to the (open) country. There they strangled him, and he was killed.
They took his wife and went with her to the house. Then they saw the one
whom they had just killed sitting in the house, as before. “Oh, again! Oh, dear!
What shall we do?” The woman was too pretty.

So they dug a cellar, filled it with insects, hairy grubs. These grubs soon
became quite large in size. Then they called him.

[He said to the woman], “Oh, but now I must give up the struggle. Now
they will take you for good. But you must remember to dig the ground in the
cellar.” They pushed him into the cellar. The grubs caught him and consumed
him. Then (his enemies) took the woman.

As soon as night came, she went away quietly and followed a trail. This was
the working-trail of her husband. She followed the trail, and found the duode-
num of a reindeer hanging on a bush. She stopped there and made a fire. After
that she departed again and felt thirsty. She saw a river quite filled with grubs,
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so she did not drink from that river. After a while she saw a lake. It was full of
fish, but from this lake she could take a drink. At last she found her husband.
He was standing outside a house, and was working at something. He said to her,
“You have come?”

Meanwhile he had married also among the ke’let. The other wife said to
her, “Put on my combination-suit!”

But her husband said, “Do not put it on, you will die.”

His other wife said, “At least do look upon me!”

Her husband said, “Do not look upon her. She will take your soul.” This
was a ke’let woman: therefore, if she had looked upon her, she would have died
immediately.

The other woman said again, “At least do sit on my pillow-bag!”

“Do not sit down. She will kill your child.”

The human wife went out and busied herself in the outer tent. His other wife
had made a cellar in the outer tent. In the darkness the human wife fell into that
cellar. At last the child began to cry quite loud. Their husband said, “Oh, where
is she?” He questioned his other wife. “Don’t you know anything about her?”

“Oh, I do not know anything at all.” Oho, the child was crying quite loud.

Their husband said, “Now, then, give me the drum!” Then he looked for his
wife among the various Beings and could not find her. Then he set off (to visit)
other kinds of Beings, those of the Morning Dawn, and she was not there. “Oh,
oh, oh! How very extraordinary! I cannot find her.” Again he struck the drum.
This time he went to the Mid-Day, and searched for her there. She was not there.

He said to his ke’let wife, “It is you, who did (harm) to her.” The ke’let wife
answered him, “Why should I have done (harm) to my working-companion, my
wife mate?”

“Now then, give me the drum again!” He searched for her among the
Ground-Beings and saw her. He said to her, “Oh, what are you doing here?”
She was starving.

She said, “It is your wife who made this cellar for me with the desire of mur-
dering me.”

Then her husband said, “Now let us leave her! She is bad, and so we shall
be made childless.”

“Oh,” he said to his ke’let wife, “you are an experienced shaman! Do prac-
tice your art a little, and let us have some recreation.”

“Aha, all right!” The woman practiced her art. The shaman, her husband,
made a man of excrement, to give her the usual answers.

Then the woman practiced her art. The man made a fire all around the
house, and flames flashed up. Meanwhile the mannikin made of excrement was
giving answer, “Git, git, git.” He proved to be quite lively. Then the ke’let
woman felt quite warm, because the house was ablaze, and the fire approached
the sleeping-room. The husband and his human wife went far away, taking with
them their obsidian scraper.
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At last the ke’let woman appeared from the sleeping-room, because she felt
too hot. And the man made of excrement, who was giving answer, was down-
cast, because the excrement was melting. He could only call out feebly, “Git,
git,” because this lively answerer was melting in the heat.

Then the tip of the tongue of the ke’let woman jumped out and rushed in
pursuit of the fugitives. It was quite swift, and soon drew near. The man said,
“Now put down the obsidian scraper!” A big mountain originated, quite slip-
pery. The tip of the tongue would climb up halfway, and then slide down again.
Still, somehow it succeeded in crossing it, and continued the pursuit.

They stuck into the ground a piece of wood, and it turned into a dense
wood. The wood had no openings, and was quite thick and dense. When passing
through that wood, the tongue came to be covered with blood. Still it passed
through it, and continued the pursuit. Then the man said to his wife, “Draw a
line on the ground with the little finger of your left hand!” This time a river ori-
ginated. As soon as the tongue left the bank, it was carried down by the current,
because the river was flowing in rapids. Still it crossed the river. Then the man
said to his wife, “Draw another line on the ground!”

They apply all kinds of means: it crosses again and pursues them. At last he
ordered her to draw a line with soot of her lamp, using her right hand. When
the tongue came to that soot river, it felt superstitious fear, and could not cross
it. Then they went away and disappeared. The tongue probably turned back.

The human beings ascended to the Morning Dawn. There in the upper
world they died of old age. The name of the shaman is Tai’pat. His son took his
abode on the moon, and became a Sacrifice-Being. They throw up to him some
thong, and in doing this they throw that thong upon every kind of game. They
sacrifice also blood to the moon.

The mother was immortal. And she became the Left-Side Morning Dawn.
Those probably were the people from the time of first creation.

Those that possess evil charms also dwell upon the moon in another place.
Also Epilepsy was created. Of old the people were immortal. Also Coughing-of-
Blood comes from there. And also a man who is visited by his enemy’s anger
and ceases to catch game, his misfortune is also from there. It is necessary to be
on guard, else even the lucky one may feel want. Truly, the game is made scarce
by supernatural means. Then it becomes hard to kill. The sacrificing-shamans
also have been created from there, and every kind of “Beings” [benevolent spi-
rits], at least part of them. The end. Let the wind cease!

RAVEN'S CREATION

Tradition Bearer: Ag’ttin-qeu

Source: Bogoras, Waldemar. “Chukchee Mythology.” The Jessup North Pacific Expedition,
ed. Franz Boas. Memoir of the American Museum of Natural History New York.
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Vol. VIII. New York: The American Museum of Natural History New York, 1910,
151-154.

Date: 1900

Original Source: Chukchee

National Origin: Siberia

Native cultures on both sides of the Bering Strait cast the raven as crea-
tor, trickster, and culture hero. In the following Chukchee myth, raven
(Ku'urkil, “the self-created one”) brings the physical universe, trees, and
animals into being. With the help of powerful female figures, his wife
and spider woman, he populates the new universe with human beings.

aven and his wife live together—the first one, not created by any one,
RRaven, the one self-created. The ground upon which they live is quite
small, corresponding only to their wants, sufficient for their place of

abode. Moreover, there are no people on it, nor is there any other living crea-
ture, nothing at all—no reindeer, no walrus, no whale, no seal, no fish, not a
single living being. The woman says, “Ku’urkil [that is, Raven].”

“What?”

“But we shall feel dull, being quite alone. This is an unpleasant sort of life.
Better go and try to create the earth!”

“I cannot, truly!”

“Indeed, you can!”

“I assure you, I cannot

“Oh, well, since you cannot create the earth, then I, at least, shall try to
create a spleen-companion.”

“Well, we shall see!” said Raven.

“I will go to sleep,” said his wife.

“I shall not sleep,” said Ku'urkil. “I shall keep watch over you. I shall look
and see how you are going to be.”

“All right!” She lay down and was asleep. Ku'urkil is not asleep. He keeps
watch, and looks on. Nothing she is as before. His wife, of course, had the body
of a raven, just like himself. He looked from the other side: the same as before.

1

He looked from the front, and there her feet had ten human fingers, moving
slowly. “Oh, my!” He stretches out his own feet—the same raven’s talons.
“Oh,” says he, “I cannot change my body!”

Then he looks on again, and his wife’s body is already white and without
feathers, like ours. “Oh, my!” He tries to change his own body, but how can he
do so? Although he chafes it, and pulls at the feathers, how can he do such a

thing? The same raven’s body and raven’s feathers!
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Again he looks at his wife. Her abdomen has enlarged. In her sleep she cre-
ates without any effort. He is frightened, and turns his face away. He is afraid to
look any more. He says, “Let me remain thus, not looking on!” After a little
while he wants to look again, and cannot abstain any longer. Then he looked
again, and, lo! there are already three of them. His wife was delivered in a
moment. She brought forth male twins. Then only did she awake from her
sleep.

All three have bodies like ours, only Raven has the same raven’s body. The
children laugh at Raven, and ask the mother, “Mamma, what is that?”

“It is the father.”

“Oh, the father! Indeed! Ha, ha, ha!” They come nearer, push him with
their feet. He flies off, crying, “Qa, qa!” They laugh again. “What is that?”

“The father.”

“Ha, ha, ha! the father!” They laugh all the time.

The mother says, “O children! You are still foolish. You must speak only
when you are asked to. It is better for us, the full-grown ones, to speak here.
You must laugh only when you are permitted to. You have to listen and obey.”
They obeyed and stopped laughing.

Raven said, “There, you have created men! Now I shall go and try to create
the earth. If I do not come back, you may say, ‘He has been drowned in the
water, let him stay there!” | am going to make an attempt.” He flew away. First
he visited all the benevolent Beings and asked them for advice, but nobody gave
it. He asked the Dawn—no advice. He asked Sunset, Evening, Mid-day,
Zenith—no answer and no advice. At last he came to the place where sky and
ground come together. There, in a hollow, where the sky and the ground join,
he saw a tent. It seemed full of men. They were making a great noise. He
peeped in through a hole burnt by a spark, and saw a large number of naked
backs. He jumped away, frightened, ran aside, and stood there trembling. In his
fear he forgot all his pride in his recent intentions.

One naked one goes out. “Oh! it seemed that we heard some one passing
by, but where is he!”

“No, it is I,” came an answer from one side.

“Oh, how wonderful! Who are you?”

“Indeed, I am going to become a creator. I am Ku'urkil, the self-created
one.”

“Oh, is that so?”

“And who are you?”

“We have been created from the dust resulting from the friction of the sky
meeting the ground. We are going to multiply and to become the first seed of
all the peoples upon the earth. But there is no earth. Could not somebody create
the earth for us?”

“Oh, I will try!” Raven and the man who spoke flew off together. Raven
flies and defecates. Every piece of excrement falls upon water, grows quickly,
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and becomes land. Every piece of excrement becomes land—the continent and
islands, plenty of land. “Well,” says Raven, “Look on, and say, is this not
enough?”’

“Not yet,” answers his companion. “Still not sufficient. Also there is no
fresh water; and the land is too even. Mountains there are none.”

“Oh,” says Raven, “shall I try again?” He began to pass water. Where one
drop falls, it becomes a lake; where a jet falls, it becomes a river. After that he
began to defecate a very hard substance. Large pieces of that excrement became
mountains, smaller pieces became hills. The whole earth became as it is now.

Then he asks, “Well, how is it now?”

The other one looked. “It seems still not enough. Perhaps it would have
been sufficient if there had not been so much water. Now some day the water
shall increase and submerge the whole land, even the mountain-tops will not be
visible.”

Oh, Raven, the good fellow, flew farther on. He strains himself to the
utmost, creates ground, exhausts himself, and creates water for the rivers and
lakes. “Well, now, look down! Is this not enough?”

“Perhaps it is enough. If a flood comes, at least the mountain-tops will
remain above water. Yes, it is enough! Still, what shall we feed upon?”

Oh, Raven, the good fellow, flew off, found some trees, many of them, of
various kinds—birch, pine, poplar, aspen, willow, stone-pine, oak. He took his
hatchet and began to chop. He threw the chips into the water, and they were
carried off by the water to the sea. When he hewed pine, and threw the chips
into the water, they became mere walrus; when he hewed oak, the chips became
seals. From the stone-pine the chips became polar bears; from small creeping
black birch, however, the chips became large whales. Then also the chips from
all the other trees became fish, crabs, worms, every kind of beings living in the
sea; then, moreover, wild reindeer, foxes, bears, and all the game of the land.
He created them all, and then he said, “Now you have food! hm!” His children,
moreover, became men, and they separated and went in various directions. They
made houses, hunted game, procured plenty of food, became people.

Nevertheless they were all males only. Women there were none, and the
people could not multiply. Raven began to think, “What is to be done?” A
small Spider-Woman is descending from above on a very slender thread. “Who
are you?”

“] am a Spider-Woman!”

“Oh, for what are you coming here?”

“Well, I thought, ‘How will the people live, being only males, without
females? Therefore | am coming here.”

“But you are too small.”

“That is nothing. Look here!” Her abdomen enlarged, she became pregnant,
and then gave birth to four daughters. They grew quite fast and became women.
“Now, you shall see!”
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A man came—that one who was flying around with Raven. He saw them,
and said, “What beings are these, so like myself and at the same time quite dif-
ferent? Oh, I should like to have one of them for a companion! We have sepa-
rated, and live singly. This is uncomfortable. [ am dull, being alone. I want to
take one of these for a companion.”

“But perhaps it will starve!”

“Why should it starve? I have plenty of food. We are hunters, all of us. No,
[ will have it fed abundantly. It shall not know hunger at all.”

THE SCABBY SHAMAN

Tradition Bearer: Unavailable

Source: Bogoras, Waldemar. “The Folklore of Northeastern Asia as Compared with that
of Northwest America.” American Anthropologist 4 (1902): 596-602.

Date: 1900
Original Source: Chukchee
National Origin: Siberia

The following narrative provides a thorough description of the Chuk-
chee concept of the relative positions of and the relationships among
the various worlds that make up their conception of the universe. Sha-
mans, as seen in the tale, have the power to read thoughts, travel, and
send envoys to other worlds, and raise the dead. In addition, the events
reveal both the malevolent and benign sides of the Chukchee shamans.

rich in reindeer. He had eighty houses, all well filled with people, and

eight large herds. His reindeer were like fallen boughs in a forest. His
only son, Rintew, suddenly died. Meemgin sought for him throughout the whole
earth, searched all worlds, and could not find him. In great sorrow he sat down
in his sleeping-room and ceased to practice his art, not wanting to go out. His
son’s body lay before him on a skin. Three years it lay there. All the flesh had
decayed and fallen off, because three years had passed by. The joints had
become loosened, and the intestines had fallen out upon the skin and mingled
with the decayed hair.

At last the father arose, called two of his working-men, and said, “Beyond
the limits of the earth, where the earth meets the sky, lives the greatest of all
shamans, Scabby-one. Call on him, and say to him, “Meemgin requests you to
revive his son.” He selected for his messengers four of his best reindeer. He
hitched up, bade the men sit down, laid the reins on the reindeer, and put the

There lived in the midland country a mighty shaman, Meemgin by name,
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nooses around the men’s wrists; then he charmed the heads and ears of the rein-
deer, the sledges, and the harness. Then he blew on the reindeer, and they flew
away high up in the air like geese.

Scabby-one has a hundred houses, which stand on the “attainable limit of
the sky.” He lies in his sleeping-room unable to move. His whole body is cov-
ered with scabs. His mouth and palate, hands and feet, lips and eyes, soles, and
ends of his nails, are covered with scabs. His wife moves him about like a log.
Before the arrival of the messengers he said to his wife, “Place me near the rear
wall and give me my drum, I shall beat it for a while, I shall look around in a
dream.” He struck the drum, which hung on a line from the ceiling because he
was unable to hold it. After awhile he said to his wife, “Have plenty of food
cooked today. Guests are coming.”

He had hardly finished speaking when the men came. “Oh!” said Scabby-
one, “who are you, and who sent you?”

“We are Meemgin’s men.”

“How did you travel?”

“With reindeer.”

“What are reindeer? What are they like?”

“Don’t you know? What do you and your people live. on; there are so many
of you? What kind of herds do you keep?”

“Herds of dogs. We live on dog meat.” And indeed around the houses were
walking innumerable dogs, large and fat, equal in size to reindeer. “Bring me
your reindeer. I want to look at them.” The men did so. The shaman looked
them over and over, and said, “These reindeer are mine.”

They thought, “Now, how are we going to get back?”

He guessed their thoughts immediately, and said, “Why do you doubt me?
Do I need your reindeer?”

They thought again, “How can he take our reindeer? The dogs will tear
them to pieces.”

Well,” replied Scabby-one, though nobody spoke a word, “I can so arrange
that the dogs won’t worry them. Bring the reindeer here.” He charmed their
ears, noses, and mouths; and the reindeer went to the houses, lifting their tails
like dogs. “Let us go,” said Scabby-one. There was a steep mountain close to the
village. “Let us climb up,” said he. They took him by his arms and carried him
off to the top. “Now, lie down to sleep,” said Scabby-one, and he made them lie
down side by side. As soon as they had shut their eyes, he bade all the grass on
the mountain-top to gather around his hands, and began to make a grass har-
ness. When it was finished, he commanded it to tie itself around the necks of
the sleepers. Then he took the reins and rode across the sky, alighting on the
mountain near Meemgin’s village. The two men did not know what had hap-
pened, but all the while remained in a deep sleep.

Scabby-one entered Meemgin’s house. The father was sitting before the
decayed body of his son, and did not even lift his head. “I have come at your
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call,” said Scabby-one. “Although it may be difficult to find him who has been
carried away, still an attempt may be made. And we are both equally gifted in
magic. Have you sought for your son?”

“I have.”

“Where have you sought?”

“Everywhere.”

“Have you found anything?”

“Nothing.”

“In the sky above our heads are numerous shining stars. Have you looked
among them?”

“I have.”

“Well?”

“Nothing.”

“Oh, where can we find your son if he is not there?”

“In the sea yonder live numerous large animals, walruses, thongseals, small
seals. Have you looked among them?”

“I have.”

“Well?”

“Nothing.”

“Oh, where can we find your son if he is not there?”

“In the depths of the sea live another set of medium-sized beings, white,
red, gray fishes, naked or covered with scales. Have you sought among those?”

“I have.”

“Well?”?

“Nothing.”

“Oh, where can we find him if not there!”

“On the bottom of the sea live a third set of small beings—shells, star-fish,
worms, sea-bugs. Have you looked among those?”

“I have.”

“Well?”?

“Nothing.”

“Oh, where shall we find him if not there?”

“On the land all kinds of animals are running around—reindeer, foxes,
bears, hares, wolves. On the earth’s skin creep various insects—white-capped
beetles, centipedes, lady-bugs, and black beetles. Through the earth’s bosom
countless red worms are squeezing themselves. Have you sought among all
these?”

“Yes.”

“Well?”

“Nothing.”

“Oh, where can we find him if he is not there?”’

“On the earth’s surface grow countless weeds and herbs. Have you looked
among those, from one stalk to another?”
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“I have.”

“Have you looked over all willow-sprouts in the brush? Have you looked
over all larch trees in the forest?”

“Yes, I have.”

“The banks of the rivers are covered with pebbles. Have you sought among
those?”

“Yes.”

“Well?”

“Nothing.”

“Oh, where shall we find your son if he is not there?”

“Everything visible and tangible, all that exists on the earth—have you
looked over all that?”

“Yes.”

“Well?”

“Nothing.”

“Under this earth exists another world, belonging to the ke’let. It has skies
of its own, stars, sun and moon, land and sea. Have you looked over all that
exists on that earth, the stars above, the fishes in the sea, the herbs of the field,
and the worms in the soil?”

“Yes.”

“Well?”

“Nothing.”

“Under that world there is a third world, peopled with men. It too has a sun
and a moon, stars, and waters. Have you sought among the things in that world?

“Yonder, above the outer side of the sky, there is a world, belonging to the
upper ke’let, with new stars, sun and moon, and sea. Have you looked among them?

“Over that world there exists one more, belonging to men, having earth
and stars, with game in the forests, and fish in the water. Have you sought
there?”

“Yes.”

“Which world has more life, the upper or the under one?”

“They are just equal.”

“Which sea has more fish, which land more game, which air more birds, the
upper or the under one?”

“They are just equal.”

“Have you searched the world of sunset.”

“Yes.”

“Have you searched the world of sunrise, and that of the last rays of the twi-
light, and that of the noon, and that of the midnight?”

“Yes, every one. He is nowhere.”

“Highest of all there is a small world quite by itself, belonging to the female
ke’let bird. Have you looked there?”

“No. I don’t know it.”
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“He is probably there. The bird must have carried away your boy. I will go
and see.”

He rattled with the drum and sank into the earth. Then far away was heard
the clatter of the drum. Rising out of the ground, he flew upward with his drum
to the world of the ke'let bird.

Two worlds were on his road. Twice he went up, and then came down
again, crossing his own tracks like a hunted fox. Then he reached the small
world above, and found a large stone house. Looking down the vent-hole, he
saw a sleeping-room of stone. As he looked through its walls, he saw the boy’s
soul pinioned with iron bands behind the large lamp, each joint tied separately.
The WE-bird had carried him away for her food, and pinioned him there. Every
morning she would ask, “What kind of food did you eat on earth?”

“I ate reindeer-meat, seal-blubber, walrus-fat, and whale-skin.” Then she would
fly away over the three worlds, and would bring back every kind of meat, which
she gave him to make him fatter. Huge pieces of fat and meat were suspended from
the stone walls of the house. At the time of the shaman’s arrival the bird was not
at home; but two re’kken [evil being] dogs were tied in front of the entrance. Their
ears kept turning toward every direction and noticed even the slightest noise.
Scabby-one transformed himself into a mosquito and attempted to fly in, but the
monsters snapped at him when they heard the buzzing of his wings. He turned into
a gadfly, but to no avail. He turned into a white-capped beetle, but with no better
success. “Oh, bad luck!” he cried. He turned into a carrion-fly, and in this shape
flew into the house.

The re’kken dogs did not hinder him, because there were many carrion-flies
around the meat. He went into the sleeping-room, cut the soul’s bonds and
transformed it into another carrion-fly. They escaped from the house, and made
their way toward their own world, crossing their tracks as before, and turning
hither and thither like hunted foxes. When they had reached the lowest sky,
however, the ke’let bird overtook them. She shouted, “Ko, ko, ko! Why did you
carry away my little boy?”

“Stolen from the thief, restored to the owner,” answered Scabby-one.

“Give him back to me, or [ shall kill you!”

The beating of her wings made them flutter in the air like dry leaves. “Oh,”
said Scabby-one, “she really wants to kill me. Now I shall try.” Pulling his right
hand up his sleeve, he moved his little finger upwards. Fire fell down, singeing
the ME-bird’s wings. “Oh, oh!” cried she, “indeed, you want to kill me. Now it is
my turn.” She beat her wings again; but to no avail, for her feathers were singed.

Then Scabby-one killed the ke’let bird and burnt her to ashes. “Let us make
haste,” said Scabby-one. The people in Meemgin’s house heard a distant clatter.
It descended, sank into the earth, and after a while rose in the middle of the
sleeping-room. “I have brought the boy. Let us make haste!” said Scabby-one.
He called his ke’let and gave them the boy’s soul to hold, and then looked hard
at the decayed heap and gulped it down, spattering the putrid fluid about. Then
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he shouted, “Bring a new white skin!” He vomited, and spat out the boy’s body.
All the bones were in their right places, and the flesh stuck to the bones again.
Then he swallowed the body a second time and spat it out again. It was covered
with new skin, all sores were smoothed down. He swallowed it a third time and
spat it out again: blood mounted in the cheeks, and the lips almost wanted to
speak. Scabby-one shouted, “Give me the soul!” He swallowed it and spat it
down on the body. The soul passed through the body and stuck in the wall of
the house. “The body is too cold,” said Scabby-one; “it will not hold together.”
He swallowed the body a fourth time, warmed it in his stomach, and spat it out
again on the skin. Then he flung the soul at it. “Oh, oh, oh!” sighed the boy,
and then sat down on the skin.

Then Scabby-one was paid with a herd of reindeer. He said, “I am going
now. Let all people enter the house and not come out again, because I shall take
with me everything that is outside. You must take good care of the boy. Since he
has come back from the dead, he will be a great shaman, even greater than I; but
his heart and mind will incline to the bad. Still do not thwart him, for, if you do,
he will over-power you.” He beat his drum, began an incantation, and moved
around the house. Presently the sound of the song, the rattling of the drum, and
the clattering of the reindeer-hoofs were heard ascending higher and higher, first
to the level of the vent-hole, then over it; then it gradually vanished upward.

As soon as Scabby-one had left, Rintew began to maltreat the people. He
ran about in the night outraging every woman, even the oldest, and beating ev-
ery man. The people were powerless against him. If they tried to work evil
charms against him, he caught the charms, gathered the secret words of the
would-be sorcerers in a mitten, and in the morning distributed them among
their owners, saying, “This is your word, and this is yours, and this is yours.”

His father began to repent of his restoration to life, for the people were
coming every day with fresh complaints. Finally he said, “We will remove him
to another world.” He went towards sunset to find a ke’let witch.

The witch immediately complied with his request and went to Meemgin’s
house, carrying her long staff with blood-stained point. She posted herself in
ambush before the entrance, but Rintew guessed her purpose, turned into a white
goose, and flew away through the vent-hole. The witch gave chase, but he escaped
to the land of darkness. Then he lost his way in the dark, wandered around, and
suddenly stumbled over a screech-owl, which said, “Oh, oh! Don’t kick me!”

“Why, are you a man too?”

“Yes, we are residents of this country, and have a house here in the
darkness.”

“If you are residents here, give me shelter; I am weary, and want to sleep.”

“Come in,” said the owl; and he put him under his wing. He continued,
“When you want to pass water, ask for a tub.”

The next day he went on, and had a similar adventure with an eagle. In the
morning he bade him farewell. “There is your way,” said the eagle, pointing
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straight ahead, where a small bright spot was visible, not larger than the hole
made in the reindeer-skin by a reindeer fly’s larva. “That light comes from the
bright world. You must know, however, that the old woman has placed her staff
across the entrance the whole length of the earth. She has transformed it into a
high ridge of iron mountains. She has split herself in two, and each half keeps
guard at one end of the staff. Do not try to go around the ridge, but climb across
it, no matter how steep it may be. Go straight ahead to the place where you see
a red line glowing, like red rust on iron. It is the blood with which the point of
her staff is smeared. If you try to go around the ridge you will be killed. Even if
you were the greatest of all shamans you would be killed.”

In due time Rintew reached the mountains. They were quite vertical. Still
he began to climb, clinging to the iron rocks with his nails and teeth. After a
few steps he lost his foothold and tumbled down, but to his amazement he found
himself on the other side of the mountains. Thus Rintew came back home and
immediately resumed his old tricks. His father made a second attempt to put
him out of the way, and summoned a little old woman of the Kerek tribe [a
branch of the Siberian Koryak with a great reputation for sorcery], who suc-
ceeded in depriving Rintew of his senses, and then sent him outdoors to fetch
some small thing. Meanwhile she transformed the sleeping-room into one world,
and the house into another. Thus when leaving the house he really went out of
two worlds. He recovered his senses on a high cliff, astride of a piece of rock
overhanging the sea, and in such a position that the slightest motion would
have made him lose his hold. He sat there for five days, when at last he saw a
raven flying by. “O, Rintew! man of many tricks, how did you get there?”

“I don’t know.”

“Get down!”

“I cannot.”

“Will not any of your tricks make you free?”

“You had better come and help me.”

“What are you ready to pay?”

“Anything you want.”

“When you come home, kill every living thing for my food.”

“All right.”

“Then hold your breath and listen. One day and one night will pass away,
then you will see a drift-log carried by on the waves. When it is close by, leap
down from your seat; don’t think whether you will break your neck or not.
When you have alighted on the log, you will pass into the open sea. Shut your
eyes, then you will reach the shore. When you hear the rattle of the pebbles, go
ahead to firm ground. With eyes shut, take a handful of pebbles and pour them
from one hand into the other. They will become softer and softer. When at last
you feel that they are as soft as cloudberries, throw them behind you over your
head. Then you will be lifted and carried across another sea. Shut your eyes and take
a handful of pebbles, and pour them from hand to hand. Again you will be carried
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across the sea. On that shore you will find a small camping-site. Search it attentively;
you will find a needle. Then on another camping-site you will find a round bead as
red as a cloudberry. When you reach home, make a small drum, skin a black beetle
to cover it, then perform the thanksgiving rites for the needle and the bead.”

In another version the mountain-ridge, though it appears very high from
afar, assumes its real size—that of the woman’s staff—when he reaches it. After
that he meets a large sea, which, when he reaches it, is seen to be a flat drum.

Thus Rintew came home and sent word to all his neighbors, saying he
would perform a great ceremony. Meanwhile he began to construct a large
wooden house, and finished it before all the people had assembled. They went
into the building and entirely filled it. The Kerek witch came too, and he made
a round mound for her seat, because she was so small. Then he started with his
incantations. “Needle, come down!” he sang. It came down on a slender shining
thread. He asked, “To whom shall I give it?”

“Me, me!” exclaimed all the women around. But the needle went up again,
and vanished through the vent-hole.

Rintew beat his beetle-skin drum and chanted on. “When I wandered, lost
among the unknown worlds, I held in my hand pebbles, which softened like
cloudberries. Here is my cloudberry as hard as a pebble.” The cloudberry bead
came down on the shining metal thread. “Who will take this pendant?”

“I will!” cried all the women around, and tried to lay hold of it.

Again Rintew beat his beetle-skin drum, and chanted on, “When I sat on
the stone pillar overhanging the sea, I promised some trifle to the black raven.
You cackling one, take now your booty! You little Kerek witch, do you feel gra-
tified? Your charms will fall down on your own wicked body.” With a single leap
he sprang out through the vent-hole. The beetle-skin drum followed, and, sud-
denly expanding, stuck in the opening. All doors and exits vanished. Of its own
accord the drumstick began to beat the drum from beneath. The bead com-
menced to enlarge; at first it grew to the size of the upper piece of a drill, then
to that of an infant’s head; then it became as large as a reindeer’s paunch, then
as a blubber-bag, then as the carcass of a fat walrus, larger and larger, filling the
house, and squeezing the people to the beams. The drumstick rattled on, the
bead grew, blood oozed through the beams, the house burst and fell down. A
bloody stream flowed to the sea from Rintew’s building.

Thus he exterminated all his people, and became the ancestor of a new tribe.

THE AI'WAN SHAMANS

Tradition Bearer: Rike'wgi

Source: Bogoras, Waldemar. “Chukchee Mythology.” The Jessup North Pacific Expedi-
tion, ed. Franz Boas. Memoir of the American Museum of Natural History New York.
Vol. VIII. New York: The American Museum of Natural History New York, 1910,
7-25.
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Date: 1900
Original Source: Chukchee
National Origin: Siberia

The following narrative begins as a history of the enmity between two
Chukchee bands. By its conclusion, the narrative has changed focus to
the nature and acquisition of shamanic powers and the rituals used to
treat the spirits that provide power to the practitioners.

were at war. One man from this shore met with misfortune through the

wind. While on the ice fields he was carried away and spent two
months on the ice fields. One day there was a fog, and no land was to be seen.
Then he heard the roaring of walrus. Still he remained with head drawn back into
his coat. Then he was visited by another man, by a shaman, who found him sleep-
ing on [the surface of] the ice and awakened him, “Oh, how wonderful, you are
here?” The other one looked up and, indeed, he wept aloud. The shaman said,
“Do not weep! A settlement, though of St. Lawrence people, is quite near.”

Then, suddenly, they saw it. They came ashore. A number of houses were
there. The people were clad in bird-skin clothes. Those of St. Lawrence Island
are also Ai'wan, their language being the same. They took hold of the strangers,
they took captive those two men. They bound the shaman, the other one they
killed with a drill, having perforated his head at the crown. After that they set
free the shaman, intending to keep him as a slave.

He passed there only one night. When they were about to go to sleep, he
went out and shouted toward the sea, calling the walrus spirit. Immediately from
afar came the walrus. Oh, oh, the walrus came. Indeed, they were (as numerous)
as sand. He walked along over their heads and went away. Then also the walrus
which he had passed would come up in front. An old male walrus said, “Oh,
now we are nearing the land. Your people are eager to pursue us. Oh, therefore
some of us are going away. It seems that your people are bad.” Oh, he said to
two walrus, two year old ones, “Let us carry away our guest.” By one of them he
was made to sit on its body, and it dashed on, plunging along. The old walrus,
the one that was most clever, followed it (like a leader). When one walrus got
tired, he was made to sit on the other one.

When night came, they found a floe of sea-ice. The old walrus said, “Oh, all
the people are tired. Let the people go to sleep.” They put the man on [the sur-
face of] the sea-ice. The old walrus said to the man, “Oh, you may sleep on [the
surface of] the sea-ice. We will sleep by your side on the water.” They inflated the
crops on their throats and floated on the water like bladders. In due time the old
walrus awoke. “Now let the people go along. Oh, my! you must be hungry.”

Q nce in olden times, the Ai'wan and the people of St. Lawrence Island
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“Oh yes!” said the man. It was still dark. The old walrus dived to the bot-
tom of the sea and saw something like the [motionless star] Polar Star. He bent
over it and it proved to be a shellfish. The little man was fed with those shell-
fish. They were quite warm and even hot. Probably the walrus cook them
secretly, therefore they may have been hot.

They set off and moved on till midnight. The old walrus said, “It seems we
are nearing land.” They moved on, and before the land was near, the dawn
came. “Oh, you must be hungry again.”

“Oh yes!” The walrus again plunged down. This time he brought some
shellfish of oblong shape. He ate again. “Now we are going to leave you. As
soon as we shall see a floe of sea-ice, though a small one, we shall leave you on
it.” Then they saw one. “Well, your people will be here this [dawn] morning.
We are beginning to feel afraid.” They put him on the ice. “Oh, what are you
doing, you are leaving me alone.”

“It is quite certain, that they will come.”

Then he was told by the walrus, “When you are overtaken by sleep, roar
like a walrus, when you are going to sleep.” Then the walrus dashed on, plung-
ing on the way. They went away, very far to the open sea. Soon after that he
began to be overtaken by sleep. So he roared like a walrus and immediately
turned into one.

When the dawn of the day came, some people approached in a boat and began to
move along towards him. Before they were too near, he awoke. Just when the bowman
was going to throw the harpoon, he said, “Oh, what are you going to do unto me?”

“Oh, dear! Is it not wonderful? You have become a walrus, and we came
near killing you. Oh, whence did you come back?”

“Truly, it is bad. We come from a settlement of men. My companion, how-
ever, is not with me. Those people are wrong-doers. They drilled through his
head and killed him.” He entered the house. “Oh, what news?”

“Truly, it is pitiful. Evil-doers are those people.”

The summer came. They went to war, the men of Uni’sak, and probably
from every neighboring settlement a number of boats assembled. Then a large
company of boats set off. All boats were overloaded (with warriors). Before they
were too near, they saw a cluster of houses of the St. Lawrence people standing
on the seashore. In the rear of the houses was a bay of St. Lawrence Island;
there actually a large part of the boatsmen went ashore. They walked along in
the fog from the rear, just out of sight of the islanders. Then an old man, one of
the crew said, “Oh, howl like wolves!” They had not been seen by the St. Law-
rence people and they were not expected by them. Now, when they uttered
their howls, another old man, one from St. Lawrence Island, said, “Oh, now
they are coming.” The young men said, “But we are on an island.”

“Give answer to them!” So they roared like walrus. Then the old man, one
of the boat’s crew, said again, “Oh, where are you? Now they have become our
quarry.”
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The larger part, those who had landed in the rear (of the houses), were still
unknown to the St. Lawrence people. Those from St. Lawrence island hid by the
seashore. But those from the boats attacked them from the rear and a slaughter
ensued. The St. Lawrence women were already strangling themselves from mere
fright. The others, at the same time, were mincing a large quantity of walrus blubber
with their kitchen-knives, (preparing a meal for the victors). It was a great slaughter.
Many St. Lawrence women were put on board the boats and brought over here.

Some years passed. The fourth year, the St. Lawrence people went to war.
They landed in the night-time and found the people sleeping. So they started to
murder them, thrusting their spears from outside under the outer tent-cover, all
around the sleeping-room, and stabbing the sleepers. A small orphan child hid
himself somewhere near the house, while they were still killing some of the
sleepers, and before they had time to go to another house. He awakened all
the neighbors. They rushed out. Then those from St. Lawrence Island fled to
the open sea. Two men stayed behind on the ice-floe.

They lived on the ice-floe. Before the strong winds of autumn begin to
blow, they came to steal some meat and so were taken captive. “Oh, we will not
kill you.” They, however, struggled on, not heeding these words. The next
night, they stole some warm clothes and departed again. They went away to-
gether over the sea-ice, they walked along over the newly frozen sea. The ice
was salt and yielded under every step.

Then they came to the shore. A St. Lawrence old man asked them, “Well,
what kind of men are the land-people?”

“Oh, they are deucedly good.”

“Oh, Oh,” said the St. Lawrence old man, “Now let the (two) people
become friendly to each other.”

Summer came again. “Oh well, now let the people set off.” Then the people
of St. Lawrence Island came over here. They brought a quantity of wooden ves-
sels, walrus hides, everything they had. They landed and the people became
friends. So they distributed their vessels among our people. An old man from
this side said, “Indeed, what will you give as return presents?” The visitors were
clothed in bird skins. “What kind of skins are these?”

“Reindeer-skins.”

“And what is a reindeer?”” Then they showed them the reindeer-muzzles.
They examined them. They said, “Oh, thus they are; like the holes in a boat
cover, (namely in the walrus-hide cover, all along the border). Now then, eat
some of the meat!” They cooked fat meat. “Oh, just like blubber!” They ate of
it. “Oh, oh, quite exquisite!”

After that they went away. One man was left. He was a shaman, and he was
treated just like the former one (that is, he was bound). When winter came,
they set him free. The shaman had a sledge. So he departed in the night-time.
He was hauling the sledge loaded with walrus-blubber. He moved on until he
felt tired. It was full moon. At that time he was overtaken by another shaman,
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one from the western country. That shaman also was hauling a sledge. The for-
mer heard only a noise above; that western shaman was flying along. On both
sides he had long knives, which he used as wings. The other shaman who was
hauling the sledge was startled and fled. When he was approached by the other
one, just on his arrival, he also fled up with his sledge. Still, the other one was
about to overtake him. Before he could catch up with him, (the other one)
dived under ground, only the sledge remained there on the ground. Oh, the
other one was unable to pursue him, the western shaman.

Then he sat down. “Oh, oh, oh; indeed; indeed! Not without reason was he
talked about. Really I am much interested in seeing you.” It seems that shaman
was called Ke’mneku. “No shaman from any country whatsoever can vanquish
me.” Then Ke’'mneku spoke to the ground downward. “Nevertheless you have
frightened me. I thought you were a ke’let. Now come here.” He appeared.
“Give me your necklace. Let me give you this knife in exchange.”

“No, I do not want to give it to you.”

“Then I shall not be believed. Please, do give it to me.”

“No, I won’t.”

“Then I will give you this big knife. Please, give me your necklace.”

Then they exchanged their (assistant) spirits. And the other one gave him
the necklace. He gave him the knife. The western shaman said to the other
one, “Now then, move about with the knives.” All at once the other one moved
upwards in this manner. Then Ke’'mneku said, after they had exchanged even
their bodies, “Well, now put on the necklace; go away and fly up, just as I did.
You will fly up, then sink down to the ground and plunge in.” The other one

flew up. Then, slowly moving he fell down, plunged into the ground, but (when
he was in as far as) the middle of his body, he stuck fast. “Oh, I have been
unable to do it. Give me your wrist-bands!”

“I will not give them to you.”

“Then I will give you the tassel from my back. It is my tail, my guide in
motion.”

Then he consented. The western shaman said to him, after the tassel had
been given [then he said to him], “Well now, fly up just as I did.” He [himself]
flew up and just went up clattering. The shaman from St. Lawrence Island said
to the other one, “Well, now it is your turn.” He gave him the wrist-bands.
“You will fly up, then you will fall down again and plunge into the ground.”
Then the western shaman flew up. Slowly moving he fell down. Then he
plunged into the ground and was submerged as in water. After a while he reap-
peared. He said, “Oh, oh, indeed; Ke’'mneku is talked about. How is it now?
[ am unable (to pursue him). Still before this in my own mind I thought I could
hardly be pursued by anyone. Oh, oh, truly; Ke’mneku has been talked about.
How is it now? You have vanquished me. Oh, let us go away!” Then the western
shaman flew up. They were traveling at night. In one night they traveled flying
through every land. Ke’mneku said. “I am going away.”
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The western shaman came home. He said to his companions, “I saw a sha-
man from St. Lawrence Island. I was unable to follow him.”

“You lie.”

“Indeed, it is true.”

“Well then, what kind (of a shaman) was he?” He showed the necklace.
“This is his necklace.”

“You lie. You have stolen it somewhere.”

“Indeed, no!”

“Well then, what kind (of a shaman) was he?” Then he flew up with easy
motion, then fell back to the ground and plunged in, as though it had been
water. “Oh, really, you have acquired new shamanistic powers.”

His father said to him, “Well now, let us see, whether he has really acquired
new shamanistic powers. Go on, look for Children’s-Death.” He flew away night
after night and traveled among all kinds of beings. Nothing. He came back to
the house. By his father he was told, “What is the matter with you? You cause
delay. Oh, surely he lied (to the people).” He departed again. This time he went
underground. Then he came back and said, “I have been unable to do it.” By
his father he was told, “Oh, what is the matter with you?” By his son, the west-
ern shaman, (the father) was told, “Oh, but I could not find him among any
kind of beings.”

After that he went to the Being-of-Darkness. Then at last he saw a man; a
mere mouth. This was Children’s-Death. By the Darkness he was questioned,
“What do you want?”

“By my father I have been sent. I was told, ‘Go and look for Children’s-
Death’.”

“Oh, oh, and for what purpose?”

“Only to show him to the people.”

“Well, surely, he is in my neighbor’s house.”

He went there. There was an old man who dwelled in those regions, a mere
mouth, smeared all around with dried blood. The shaman entered. “Oh, at last I
see you.” The other one questioned him.

[He replied], “By my father you are bidden to come.”

“And for what purpose?”

“He said thus, ‘I want to see the old woman yonder’.” She refused to go.

“For what purpose?”

“They only want to see you. My father said, ‘Go and look for Children’s-
Death’.”

“Oh, but I refuse.”

“Please come! It seems they will not believe me.”

Then she consented. She said to him, “Sit down on my body.” Then she
flew up with him. A great noise spread around. It was very loud. And the whole
world clattered and resounded. His father said, “Oh, what is the matter again?
The world is full of noise. It appears that really he has acquired new shamanistic

55



The Greenwood Library of World Folktales | Volume 2

56

powers.” In coming he let her plunge underground, and after that appear in the
outer tent. “What luck?”

“It seems that this time I brought Children’s-Death.”

“Now bring her here. I want to see her.” She was as large as a tree. Still she
decreased in size very quickly; and he put her on the palm of his hand before
he showed her to them, so small had she come to be. Before she dwindled away,
he spat on her, and she grew again. Then, on becoming thus, she decreased
again in size. He made her plunge underground, then he made her appear. Then
he took her in the other hand, and she became as large as before.

“Oh, that is you! You are the source of sorrow among every kind of beings, to
those that have children. To whomsoever a child is born, it dies suddenly, and
you are the cause of it. You are Children’s-Death. Now we will bind you.” They
tied her with thongs, but she broke them all. Then they tied her with a grass-
blade. She was struggling the whole night, but the grass-blade proved to be tough,
(it could) not be broken by her. The whole night through there was clamor and
weeping. Then they said to her, “Will you do evil the same as before?”

“Oh, no! Not now; not from now on. I will cease doing so.”

“Oh, but it seems to us, you will do evil again. You are bad, you are the
source of trouble. You kill new-born children.”

“Oh, no! I have been made to obey by the angry ones (evil-minded con-
jurers). From now on, I shall not obey them. I repent having done so (hereto-
fore). Oh, indeed! Set me free.”

“But it seems you will do evil again. Well, we will set you free.”

“From now on, I will turn to the Life-Giving-Being. Now the new-born
child shall grow up, it shall die only in its old age.” Then they set her free.

She departed. Darkness asked her, “Well, how were you treated by the
human beings?”

“Oh, I have been cruelly treated by them. Now I repent. Whatsoever I may
be ordered to do by the angry ones, from now on I shall not obey them.” Dark-
ness said, “That is your way. Though you say now, ‘I shall not obey the angry
ones,’ still you lie. It seems, when you will be hungry again, you will comply
again with their requests.” Nevertheless, when the angry ones spoke again, she
paid no attention to them. Oh, but are the children dying only owing to the an-
gry ones’

Again the (shaman’s) father sent him, “Go and look for Death, by whom
people are killed.” Then again he sought among all kinds of beings, but could
not find him. “What luck?”

“Oh, nothing.”

“Oh, I thought you were a shaman!” He departed again, this time under-
ground. Again he could not find Death, and came back. “What luck?”

“Oh, I could not find him.”

“Oh, but what is the matter with you?” That was a wonderful father. Then
he traveled along the crevices in the ground, and saw Iu'metun. Iu'metun was
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black like coal, and had only three fingers on each hand. “Oh, that is you. You
are the source of death.” Iu’metun said, “What do you want?”

“I have come to visit you.”

“Oh, now you are meddling again with my affairs. No live being has ever
been able to see me, and now you have seen me. I was not, however, to be seen
by anybody.”

“My father bids you come.”

“Where to and for what purpose?”’

“They only want to see you.” They departed. “What luck?”

“Yes, now I have brought him.”

“Well, bring him here.”

Then he showed him to them. He was no larger than a reindeer-fly. “Ah,
here you are! You are Iu'metun. You kill everybody without illness. We say,
‘How wonderful, what has killed him? And it is you.”

“No, I am not the one.”

“Indeed, you are the one. If you are not the one, then, indeed, I cannot
become black. But if you are really Iu'metun, I shall become black from you.”

“No, truly, I am not the one. Set me free.” Indeed, he renounced his own
body. “Now we will bind you.” Meanwhile he was induced to touch the man’s
skin. All at once the place where he had been touched reddened, and then
became black. “What now, then? Indeed, you are Iu’'metun.”

“Oh, truly I am not he.”

“Yes, you are. You are evil, you are a source of trouble. Why do you meddle
with the affairs of man?”

“Oh, the Ground-Beings (evil spirits) tell me to do so.”

“Also, when a man is alone in the open country, you meddle with him. Oh,
we will tie you up.”

“Oh, set me free! From now on treat the clefts of the ground with offerings.
And when a shaman accuses me as the cause of suffering of a man, that shaman
shall be able to cure him. Every source of illness of man shall be seen by the sha-
mans, and even by merely breathing on the skin, they shall set (the sick) right.
Also when a ransom is paid to the spirits, a single bead shall be used by the sha-
man as a sufficient payment. But when in a serious illness a reindeer is presented
as ransom, let it be a buck, well broken, because if it struggles, it is not good for
the suffering body. Also by incantations suffering shall be alleviated.”

Then the old man said to him, “You lie.”

“No, I do not. I was not a murderer of my own free will; the Ground-Beings
told me so. Set me free. Now, even when an orphan-child wanders alone in the
open country, I shall not meddle with him. Indeed, also an orphan-child shall
be able to sleep safely in the open country.”

“But surely, you deceive us.”

“No, indeed! Set me free. Now I shall turn to the Merciful-Being, and I will
help every orphan-child. I have been induced to do wrong by the Ground-Beings.
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From now on, let the Ground-Beings be placated by offerings. Let a dog be
killed, let it be stabbed (with an iron knife). Also let blood be sprinkled on the
ground. Sausages let also be [stabbed] offered. The Sea-Beings also must be made
friendly, When the people are unable to find game, something small may be
used, a small root of Polygonum viviparum. It must be thrown into the sea. Then
sea-game shall appear again, and all kinds of sea-game shall be taken. Also a man
who has trouble with his young children may call as a shaman a little old beggar-
woman. Then the child’s clothes must be pinned in some unusual manner. Let
them be quite friendly to the conjurer. And when the conjurer comes, let them
give her some small presents. She may take home some sausage. A part of it has
to be thrown to the Incantation-Beings. Then the child shall cease to suffer. Oh,
set me free! They set him free. Unfortunately he proved a liar. The end.



JAPAN

THE SUN GODDESS AND THE STORM GOD

Tradition Bearer: Unavailable

Source: Colum, Padric. Orpheus: Myths of the World. New York: The Macmillan Com-
pany, 1930, 245-248.
Date: Unavailable

Original Source: Unavailable

National Origin: Japan

Shinto the indigenous religion of Japan focuses on the veneration of
both ancestors and nature spirits. Ama-terasu is the primary deity in the
Shinto pantheon, and the Japanese imperial family claimed descent from
her. Uzume is the Shinto goddess of joy and happiness; her name means
“whirling.” Her dances that provoked Ama-terasu to leave her cave con-
tinue to be formed in traditional rites. The sword Kusanagi-no-Tsurugi
(“grass-cutting sword”) is enfranchised in this myth as a treasure
that links the Japanese imperial family to the god. See “A Miraculous
Sword” (page 64) for another traditional narrative concerning this
weapon.

the august Father creator, and her brother, the powerful Storm God, was

born out of his nostrils. To her was given the Plain of High Heaven for

dwelling with the Earth for dominion, and to him the Sea was given for dwell-
ing and dominion.

But between Ama-terasu, the Sun Goddess, and Susa-no-wo, the Storm

God, there was strife. The resplendent Goddess was beneficently careful of

things that grew upon the earth; she strove against the evil spirits that were

That lady, the resplendent Sun Goddess, was born out of the left eye of



The Greenwood Library of World Folktales | Volume 2

60

abroad on the earth, and she was especially careful of the temples that men built
for their celebrations of the harvest rites. Her powerful brother had no care for
these things. He would leave his own realm and go clamorously upon the earth.
He would strip off branches and level trees, and tear out of the ground the crops
that his beneficent sister had cared for. He would break down all that guarded
men from the evil spirits that were abroad upon the earth. He would make tur-
moil in the temples and prevent the harvest rites from being celebrated. All the
work whose beginnings on earth were helped by Ama-terasu, that shining and
beneficent lady, were destroyed by Susa-no-wo, the bearded and impetuous
Storm God.

Once he ascended into High Heaven. He came before the Heavenly River,
the Yasu. The Goddess cried out, “You who would destroy all I have given
growth to upon earth, have you come to darken and lay waste the Plain of High
Heaven?” The Storm God declared that he had come to establish peace and
trust between himself and his resplendent sister.

Then on the bank of the Heavenly River, the Yasu, the powerful Storm
God and the resplendent Sun Goddess exchanged tokens of their trust in one
another. To the Storm God the Sun Goddess gave her jewels; to the Sun God-
dess the Storm God gave his sword. Then, from the spring whence rose the
Heavenly River, the Yasu, Ama-terasu, the Sun Goddess, and Susa-no-wo, the
Storm God, drank. They put into their mouths the tokens they had received
from each other: from the sword that the Goddess put into hers was born a
beautiful and courageous boy; from the jewels that the Storm God put into his,
were born shining Gods of growth and power.

Thereafter the cocks, the long-singing birds of the Eternal Land, crowed
everywhere upon the earth, prophesying the flourishing of all growing things
and the checking of all the evil spirits that went abroad upon the earth. Men
gathered full crops in and celebrated the harvest rites in temples that were
blown upon no more. The beneficent lady, Ama-terasu, had her way upon earth,
and the powerful God, Susa-no-wo, stayed in his own realm, the sea.

Out of the sea he went once more. He went clamorously upon the earth,
destroying growing things, and breaking down the guards put up against the evil
spirits that went abroad upon the earth. He threw down the temples and scat-
tered the people who had come to celebrate the harvest rites. Then Ama-terasu
would look no more upon the earth that her brother had wasted. She went
within a cavern and would not come forth. Confusion came upon the eight mil-
lion Gods, and the spirits of evil wrought havoc through the whole of creation.

She came forth again. The Gods seized upon Susa-no-wo, cut off his great
beard, and took from him all his possessions. Then he went wandering upon the
earth, but he was no longer able to work havoc upon it. He came to the moun-
tains by the side of the ocean; he planted the mountains with the hairs of his
beard, and the hairs became the Forest of Kii. The forest was his dominion; men
gave homage to him as Lord of the Forest. It was he who slew the dragon of that
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land. Once, with its eight heads rearing up, the dragon stood in his way. Susa-
no-wo slew it and cut it to pieces. In the dragon’s tail there was a sword-a sword
that would be ever victorious—and that sword Susa-no-wo sent to Ama-terasu
as his tribute to her and to her descendants.

Many were the dragons that were in the land that Susa-no-wo had come to.
Once when he was on his way from his forest to the sea he came upon an old
man and woman who were weeping upon the bank of a river. They told him the
reason of their grief. Every year a maiden was given to the dragon of the place,
and this time their daughter was being given him. The fury of the Storm God
was aroused when he heard this: he went to where the dragon waited by the
river, and he destroyed him, cutting him to pieces. Susa-no-wo then took the
maiden for his wife. They lived in that land of Izumo, and they and their chil-
dren after them had the lordship of that place.

Another God came to woo his daughter. He came within his house when
Susa-no-wo was lying in slumber on his mat. The tied the hairs of his head to
the beams of the roof, and he took in his hands the things that were Susa-no-
wo’s most cherished possessions-his sword, his bow and arrows, and his harp. He
lifted the maiden up and carried her off with the treasures. But the harp cried
out as it was taken in the hand of the younger God. Susa-no-wo awakened. He
could not even move his head since his hair was tied to the beams of the roof,
and he had to loosen each strand of hair before he could go in pursuit of the
one who had carried off his daughter and his treasures. At last he freed himself;
led by the sound of the harp that still played of itself he followed that one. But
when he came to where Oh-kuni-nushi was with the maiden whom he had car-
ried off, Susa-no-wo said, “You have great craft, and because you have I will give
you this maiden and all my possessions; I will take you for my son-in-law.”

Together Susa-no-wo and Oh-kuni-nushi ruled the Izumo, and, through his
daughter, the descendants of Susa-no-wo peopled that land. But Susa-no-wo
knew, and Oh-kuni-nushi knew, that their children would have to give place to
the children of the resplendent Sun Goddess who were destined to be the rulers
of the Eight Islands.

When Ama-terasu, on account of the destructiveness which her brother had
wrought, had hidden herself in the cavern, the Gods had come together and
had consulted as to how Ama-terasu’s beneficence might be brought into the
world once more. They had brought the cocks, the long-singing birds of the
Eternal Land, and had placed them outside the cavern; they had lighted fires
that made such a brightness before the cavern that the cocks crowed perpetu-
ally. They had the Goddess Uzume dance for all their company. On an upturned
tub she had danced, and her dancing and her laughter had made all the Gods
laugh loudly. Their laughter and merriment and the sound of the cocks crowing
had filled the air and had made the earth shake. Ama-terasu, within the cavern,
had heard the merry din. She had wondered what merriment could be in the
world while she was within the cavern. She had put a finger out and had made
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a little hole in the rock that closed her in. She had looked out at the crowd of
the Gods, and she had seen the dancing and laughing Goddess. Then Ama-terasu
had laughed. One of the strong-armed Gods had put his hand where the hole was
in the rock and had made a wider opening. Then a long-armed God had put his
hands within and had drawn the resplendent Goddess to the wide opening. Light
immediately had filled the world. The cocks had crowed louder, and the evil spi-
rits had drawn away. The Gods were made joyful, and the din of their merriment
had filled all creation.

So the resplendent Sun Goddess had come back to the world. Then it was
that the Storm God, banished, had gone forth and founded a new realm for
himself. And the realm he had founded, he knew, was to pass to the descendants
of the resplendent Goddess.

After the coming-forth of the Goddess from her cavern the growing plants
flourished upon the earth, and the evil spirits were kept away. The cocks’ crew.
The harvests were brought in, and the harvest rites celebrated. The temples stood
unshaken and unbroken. The banished Storm God went back to his own realm,
and his descendants bore rule in the Eight Islands. Then the resplendent Goddess
willed to have her grandson take possession of the Islands. He came; he faced the
rulers of the land armed with the sword that must always be victorious. They gave
him the land and they gave him power over all that was visible. But they kept for
themselves the hidden world and all the powers of divination and sorcery. And
since that time the children of the Sun Goddess bear rule in our land.

THE FIRST PEOPLE

Tradition Bearer: Unavailable

Source: Colum, Padric. Orpheus: Myths of the World. New York: The Macmillan Com-
pany, 1930, 248-250.
Date: Unavailable

Original Source: Unavailable

National Origin: Japan

In the Shinto pantheon, Izanagi is the primal sky deity who is the per-
sonification of light and the heavens. Izanami, his wife and sister, is his
complementary opposite, the personification of the earth and darkness.
Together they created Onogoro, the first island of the Japanese archipel-
ago, the island where the first gods and humans were born. The myth of
their creation of the next stage of the universe incorporates familiar
motifs such as the obstacle flight, the descent to the underworld, and
the imposition of death on humans.
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who passed away, leaving only him who was The-Lord-in-the-center-of-
the-Heavens and the august God and Goddess who stood each side of
him. And then were produced Izana-gi and Izana-mi, the man and the woman.
They went across the rainbow bridge. The man held his spear downwards and
drops flowed from it; the drops hardened and held themselves together and they
formed a place on which the Primeval Couple, Izana-gi, the man, and Izana-mi,

T here were clouds and mists; there were divine generations who came and

the woman, could stay. But the mists were still all around them.

They had children there: Wind-child and Forest-child, Waterfall-child and
Mountain-child, Stream-child and Field-child, Sea-child and Islands-children.
They had children who became the ancestors of men and women. When Wind-
child grew up he swept away the mists; the spaces became clear. Then Izana-mi
bore the Fire-children. After their birth she sickened; then she was seen no
more above the ground.

Izana-gi went down into Meido, Place of Gloom, to find her. He went down
through a cave; he went into depths following her voice. She told him not to
come farther; she told him not to look where she was. But Izana-gi disobeyed
her command. He lighted a torch and looked towards where he heard her voice.

For a little while there was a light in the pale-grey land of Meido. Izana-gi
saw Izana-mi. Her eyes were hollow, and her lips were fleshless, and her fore-
head was a bone. The torch went out, and Izana-mi cursed her husband for hav-
ing looked on her in the Place of Gloom. She said she would not let him go
back to the world of their children, and that she would make him remain a
dweller in Meido.

[zana-gi ran back; but Izana-mi pursued him and she called upon the dread
dwellers of the Place of Gloom to catch him and hold him. Izana-gi, as he ran,
took the shoots of bamboo and the wild grapes that grew upon the comb that
was in his hair and flung them to the dwellers in the Place of Gloom. They
stopped to eat the shoots and the grapes. Then he ran on. He came to the cave
through which he had entered the Place of Gloom. And here Izana-mi, angry
still, nearly caught him. He ran through the cave, and he laid hold of a rock
that was outside and closed the cave up. Still Izana-mi was angry; she said that
on account of his looking upon her in the Place of Gloom she would draw down
into Meido a thousand people every day. “Then I shall bring to birth a thousand
and a half a thousand people every day,” Izana-gi said.

He went out of the cave and he bathed in a stream that flowed by it. He
washed off the pollution that came from what he had touched in the Place of
Gloom. What he washed off became stains on the water. And these stains
became beings who brought a thousand people every day down to Meido. There-
fore was Izana-gi, through his folk, under the necessity of bringing into birth a
thousand and a half a thousand people every day. And because, through the
willfulness of Izana-gi and the anger of Izana-mi, the Primeval Pair became sepa-
rated, there has been ever since death and separation in the world.
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A MIRACULOUS SWORD

Tradition Bearer: Unavailable

Source: Smith, Richard Gordon. Ancient Tales and Folklore of Japan. London: A. and
C. Black, 1908, 56-60.

Date: Unavailable

Original Source: Japan

National Origin: Japan

In spite of the approximate dates and the names of historical individuals
provided in the following narrative, the tale walks a fine line between
myth and legend. At least as important as the exploits of Yamato-dake
no Mikoto is the confirmation of the sacred status of the “grass-cutting
sword,” a weapon that received its name in recognition of its powers to
thwart the assassination attempt on the protagonist in Suruga Province.

bout the year 110 B.C. there lived a brave prince known in Japanese his-

tory as Yamato-dake no Mikoto. He was a great warrior, as was his son,

who is said to have been a husband to the Empress Jingo—I presume a
second one, for it could not have been the Emperor who was assassinated before
the Empress’s conquest of Korea. However, that does not very much matter to
my story, which is merely the legend attached to the miraculous sword known
as the Kusanagi no Tsurugi (the grass-cutting sword), which is held as one of
the three sacred treasures, and is handed down from father to son in the Impe-
rial Family. The sword is kept at the Atsuta Shrine, in Owari Province.

At the date given by my interpreter, 110 B.C. (I should add “or thereabouts,”
allowing large margins), Yamato-dake no Mikoto had been successful at all
events in suppressing the revolutionists known as the Kumaso in Kyushu. Being
a man of energy, and possessing a strong force of trained men, he resolved that
he would suppress the revolutionists up on the north-eastern coasts.

Before starting, Yamato-dake no Mikoto thought he should go to Ise to wor-
ship in the temples, to pray for divine aid, and to call on an aunt who lived
near. Yamato-dake spent five or six days with his aunt, Princess Yamato Hime,
to whom he announced his intention of subduing the rebels. She presented him
with her greatest treasure—the miraculous sword—and also with a tinder-and-
flint-box.

Before parting with her nephew Yamato Hime no Mikoto said, “This sword is
the most precious thing which I could give you, and will guard you safely through
all dangers. Value it accordingly, for it will be one of the sacred treasures.”

(Legend says that in the age of the gods Susanoo-no Mikoto once found an
old man and a woman weeping bitterly because a mammoth eight-headed snake



East Asia | A Miraculous Sword

had devoured seven of their daughters, and there remained only one more,
whom, they felt sure, the eighth serpent’s head would take. Susanoo-no Mikoto
asked if they would give him the daughter if he killed the snake to which they
gladly assented. Susanoo filled eight buckets with sake-wine, and put them
where the serpent was likely to come, and, hiding himself in the vicinity,
awaited events. The monster came, and the eight heads drank the eight buckets
full of sake, and became, naturally, dead-drunk. Susanoo then dashed in and cut
the beast to bits. In the tail he found a sword—the celebrated and miraculous
sword “Kusanagi no Tsurugi,” the grass-cutting sword of our story.)

After bidding farewell to Yamato Hime no Mikoto, the Prince took his de-
parture, setting out for the province of Suruga, on the eastern coast, to find what
he could hear, it being in a turbulent state; and it was there that he ran into his
first danger, and that his enemies laid a trap for him, through their knowledge
that he was fond of hunting.

There were some immense rush plains in Suruga Province where now stands
the village of Yaitsu Mura (“Yaita” means “burning fields”). It was resolved by
the rebels that one of them should go and invite Yamato-dake to come out and
hunt, while they were to scatter and hide themselves in the long grass, until the
guide should lead him into their midst, when they would jump up and kill him.
Accordingly, they sent to Yamato-dake a plausible and clever man, who told
him that there were many deer on the grass plains. Would he come and hunt
them? The man volunteered to act as guide. The invitation was tempting; and,
as he had found the country less rebellious than he had expected, the Prince
accepted.

When the morning arrived the Prince, in addition to carrying his hunting-
bow, carried the sword given him by his aunt, the Princess Yamato. The day was
windy, and it was thought by the rebels that as the rushes were so dry it would
be more sure, and less dangerous to themselves, to fire the grass, for it was cer-
tain that the guide would make the Prince hunt upwind, and if they fired the
grass properly the flames would rush with lightning speed towards him and be
absolutely safe for themselves.

Yamato-dake did just as they had expected. He came quietly on, suspecting
nothing. Suddenly the rushes took fire in front and at the sides of him. The
Prince realized that he had been betrayed. The treacherous guide had disap-
peared. The Prince stood in danger of suffocation and death. The smoke, dense
and choking, rushed along with rapidity and great roaring.

Yamato-dake tried to run for the only gap, but was too late. Then he began
cutting the grass with his sword, to prevent the fire from reaching him. He
found that whichever direction he cut in with his sword, the wind changed to
that direction. If to the north he cut, the wind changed to the south and pre-
vented the fire from advancing farther; if to the south, the wind changed to the
north; and so on. Taking advantage of this, Yamato-dake retaliated upon his
enemies. He got fire from his aunt’s tinder-box, and where there was no fire in

65



The Greenwood Library of World Folktales | Volume 2

66

the rushes he lit them, cutting through the grass at the same time in the direc-
tion in which he wished the fire to go. Rushing thus from point to point, he was
successful in the endeavor to turn the tables on his enemies, and destroyed them
all. It is important to note that there is in existence a sword, said to be this
sword, in the Atsuta Shrine, Owari Province; a great festival in honor of it is
held on June 21 every year.

From that place Yamato-dake no Mikoto went on to Sagami Province. Find-
ing things quiet there, he took a ship to cross to Kazusa Province, accompanied
by a lady he deeply loved, who was given the title of Hime (Princess) because of
Yamato-dake’s rank. Her name was Tachibana. They had not got more than ten
miles from shore when a terrible storm arose. The ship threatened to go down.

“This,” said Tachibana Hime, “is the doing of one of the sea-goddesses who
thirst for men’s lives. I will give her mine, my lord; perhaps that may appease
her until you have safely crossed the wicked sea.”

Without further warning, Tachibana Hime cast herself into the sea; the
waves closed over her head, to the consternation and grief of all, and to the
breaking of Yamato-dake’s heart.

As Tachibana Hime had expected, the sea-goddess was appeased. The wind
went down, the water calmed, and the ship reached Kazusa Province in safety.
Yamato-dake went as far as Yezo, putting down small rebellions on the way.

Several years afterwards, accompanied by many of his old officers, he found
himself back on the side of a hill in Sagami Province overlooking the place where
poor Tachibana Hime had given up her life for him by throwing herself into the
sea. The Prince gazed sadly at the sea, and thrice exclaimed, with tears flowing
down his cheeks—brave though he was—“Azuma waya!” (Alas, my dearest
wife!); and Eastern Japan, about the middle, has since then been called “Azuma.”

THE ISOLATED ISLAND

Tradition Bearer: Unavailable

Source: Smith, Richard Gordon. Ancient Tales and Folklore of Japan. London: A. and
C. Black, 1908, 120-125.

Date: Unavailable

Original Source: Japan

National Origin: Japan

The motif of the uncharted, lost island appears not only in literature
and film, but in oral tradition as well. The following legend provides evi-
dence for this assertion. Legends commonly educate the groups in which
they circulate. They address dangers in the environment, explain un-
usual phenomena, and provide models for imitation or avoidance, for
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example. One set of messages in the “The Isolated Island” focuses on
the dangers and rewards of seafaring—matters of crucial importance to
the island empire of Japan. Another message embedded in the legend
focuses on the social and kinship hierarchies in feudal Japan. The narra-
tive includes verifiable historical details. For example, Toyotomi Hide-
tsugu (1568-July 15, 1595) was a nephew, retainer, and successor of
Toyotomi Hideyoshi (ca. 1536-1598), who served as regent and brought
an end to the “Warring States Period” (ca. the mid-fifteenth to the early
seventeenth centuries) in Japanese history. In 1595, Hidetsugu was
accused of plotting a coup and ordered to commit suicide at Mount
Koya. These facts function as validating devices; they encourage the ac-
ceptance of the nonverifiable portion of the tale.

the Tokugawas, ordered his people to hold a hunting-party on Toma-

gashima (Toma Island). In those days such hunting-parties were often
ordered, more for the purpose of improving drill and organization than for sport.
It brought men together, and taught others to handle them both on land and at
sea. It made men recognize their commanders and superiors, and it disclosed
what men were worthy of being made such. Hunting-parties of this kind were
considered as military maneuvers.

On this particular hunt or maneuver, the Lord of Kishu was to make a kind
of descent by water on the island of Toma, and kill all the game that his
landing-party could beat up.

Boats and junks were armed as if for war, and so were the men—except that

M any years ago the Lord of Kishu, head of one of the three families of

they wore no armor.

The day for the entertainment was fine. Some sixty boats put to sea, and
landed successfully about eight hundred men on Toma Island; and busy indeed
were they chasing boar and deer the whole morning.

Towards afternoon, however, a storm of great violence came on and com-
pletely stopped the sport. The men were ordered to return to the shore and
regain their boats before these should be smashed on the beach.

On embarking they put out to sea with the intention of gaining the main-
land. On shore trees were being uprooted, columns of sand flew high in the air,
and the gale was indeed terrific; if on shore it was as bad as this, it must be
much worse at sea. The Lord of Kishu’s boats and junks were tossed about as if
they were floating leaves.

One of the party was a notedly brave man, Makino Heinei, who had been
nicknamed “Ino shishi” (Wild Boar) on account of his reckless bravery. Seeing
that neither junks nor boats were making headway against the storm, he pushed
the small boat off the junk, jumped into it alone, took the oars, laughed at every
one, and cried, “See here! You all seem to be too frightened to make headway.
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Look at what I do and follow me. I am not afraid of the waves, and none of you
should be if you are to serve our Lord of Kishu faithfully.”

With that Makino Heinei shot out into the wild sea, and by extraordinary
exertion managed to get some three hundred yards ahead of the rest of the fleet.
Then the gale increased to such violence that he was incapable of doing any-
thing. For fear of being blown out of the boat, he was obliged to hold tight to
the mast and otherwise abandon his fate to good fortune. At times even the
heart of the Wild Boar quailed. Often his boat was lifted clean out of the water
by the wind; waves towered over him; he closed his eyes and awaited his fate.

Finally, one squall more powerful than the rest blew his boat out of the
water, and it was seen from the other boats (which lay at anchor) to disappear
into the horizon. Heinei clung to the boat tightly. When the mast blew away he
held on to the ribs. He prayed hard and earnestly. Some eight hours after the
storm began, Heinei found the boat in comparatively smooth water. She was
flooded, and she was a wreck; but still she floated, and that was all he cared for
at the moment. Moreover, Heinei felt encouraged, because between two dark
clouds he could see an opening and some stars, though at present it was abso-
lutely dark and the driving rain had not ceased.

Suddenly, when Heinei was wondering how far he had been blown from shore
or from his friends, crack!—he felt his boat plump into a rock. The shock was so
violent (for the boat was still being driven fast by the gale) that our hero lost his
balance and was thrown fully ten feet away. Falling on soft stuff, Heinei thought he
was in the sea; but his hands suddenly realized that it was soft wet sand. Delighted
at this discovery, he looked at the clouds and the sky, and came to the conclusion
that in another hour it would be daylight. In the meantime he thanked the gods for
his deliverance, and prayed for his friends and for his lord and master.

As morning broke Heinei arose stiff, weary, and hungry. Before the sun
appeared he realized that he was on an island. No other land was in sight, and it
puzzled him sorely to guess where he could be, for from all the Kishu islands the
mainland could be easily seen.

“Oh, here is a new tree! I have never seen that in Kishu,” said he. “And
this flower—that also is new—while here is a butterfly more brilliant than any I
know.” So saying and thinking, Heinei began looking about for food, and, being
a Japanese, easily satisfied his appetite with the shellfish which were abundantly
strewn everywhere after the storm.

The island on which Heinei had been cast was fair in size—some two miles
across and ten in circumference. There was one small hill in the middle, which
Heinei resolved to ascend, to see if he could discover Kishu from the top of it.
Accordingly he started. The undergrowth of bush was so great that Heinei made
a detour to another bay. The trees were quite different from any he had ever
seen before, and there were many kinds of palms. At last he found to his delight
a well-worn path leading up the mountain. He took it; but when he came to a
damp place in the way he was in no whit reassured, for there he saw footmarks
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which could have been made by no one who was not a giant—they were fully
eighteen inches in length. A warrior belonging to Kishu must fear nothing,
thought Heinei, and, arming himself with a stout stick, he proceeded. Near the
top he found the opening to a somewhat large cave, and, nothing daunted,
began to enter, prepared to meet anything. What was his surprise when an enor-
mous man, fully eight feet in height, appeared before him, not more than ten
feet from the entrance! He was a hideous, wild-looking creature, nearly black,
with long unkempt hair, flashing angry eyes, and a mouth that stretched from
ear to ear, showing two glittering rows of teeth; and he wore no clothes except
the skin of a wild-cat tied round his loins.

As soon as he saw Heinei he came to a standstill, and said, in Japanese,
“Who are you? How have you got here? And what have you come for?”

Makino Heinei answered these questions as fully as he thought necessary by
telling his name and adding, “I am a retainer of the Lord of Kishu, and was
blown away by the storm after we had been hunting and holding maneuvers on
Toma Island.”

“And where are these places you speak of! Remember that this island is
unknown to the world and has been for thousands of years. | am its sole occupant,
and wish to remain so. No matter how I came. | am here. My name is Tomaru,
and my father was Yamaguchi Shoun, who died, with his master Toyotomi Hide-
tsugu, on Koyasan Mountain in 1563. Both died by their own hands; and I got
here, no matter how, and here I intend to remain undisturbed. I heard of your
Lord of Kishu and of the Tokugawa family before I left Japan, and for that reason
[ will help you by giving you my old boat, in which I arrived. Come to the beach.
I will send you off in the right direction, and if you continue sailing north-west
you shall in time reach Kishu. But it is a long way off—a very long way.”

With that they walked down to the beach.

“See,” said Tomaru, “the boat is well-nigh rotten, for it is many years since
she was put here; but with luck you may reach Kishu. Stay—you must have some
provision. I can give only dry fish and fruits; but to these you are welcome. And 1
must give you a present for your master, the Lord of Kishu. It is a kind of seaweed.
You shall have some for yourself also. It is my great discovery on this island. No
matter how bad a sword-cut you may get, it will stop the blood flowing and cure
at once. Now, jump into the boat and row away. I like to be alone. You may
speak of your adventure; but you are not to mention my name. Farewell!”

Heinei could only do as he was bid. Consequently, he made off. Rowing
night and day and aided by favorable currents, he found himself off the coast of
Kishu on the third day after leaving the island. The people were much aston-
ished to see him alive, and the Lord of Kishu rejoiced, especially at the sword-
cut-healing seaweed, which he had planted in the sea at a part of the coast
which he renamed and called Nagusa-gori (District of the Famous Seaweed).

Later Makino Heinei sailed again by permission of his Lord to get more sea-
weed. The island was found; but the giant had disappeared.
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GHOST OF THE VIOLET WELL

Tradition Bearer: Shofukutei Fukuga

Source: Smith, Richard Gordon. Ancient Tales and Folklore of Japan. London: A. and
C. Black, 1908, 19-26.

Date: Unavailable

Original Source: Japan

National Origin: Japan

Yoshino Yama (Mount Yoshino), the site of this supernatural legend is
located in Nara Prefecture, Japan. Shingé was of the samurai class, the
highest in feudal Japan. Moreover, her father was a daimyo, a local feu-
dal lord whose status placed him on the level immediately below the
shogun generalissimo of Japan. Doctor Yoshisawa, in contrast, was an
outcaste “eta,” a group that was excluded from the class system, which
included samurai (military), farmers, craftspersons, and traders. As out-
castes, the eta were forced to live in their own communities and were
avoided by other members of Japanese society. They low status resulted
from their holding occupations associated with death, for example, dis-
posing of animal carcasses and tanning animal hides. Lists of eta families
persist to modern times, and conservative Japanese used the “eta lists” to
prevent a child’s marriage to a spouse of eta descent. Under samurai
codes, suicide was hemmed in with social considerations such as to pur-
sue acceptable motives, to preserve one’s honor, or to criticize a superior
without seeming to do so. Although some people were allowed to com-
mit suicide, women could do so only with permission, and commoners
were not restricted as to the means for death.

n the wild province of Yamato, or very near to its borders, is a beautiful

mountain known as Yoshino yama. It is not only known for its abundance

of cherry blossoms in the spring, but it is also celebrated in relation to more
than one bloody battle. In fact, Yoshino might be called the staging-place of his-
torical battles. Many say, when in Yoshino, “We are walking on history, because
Yoshino itself is history.” Near Yoshino mountain lay another, known as Tsubo-
saka; and between them is the Valley of Shimizutani, in which is the Violet Well.

At the approach of spring in this tani [hollow] the grass assumes a perfect
emerald green, while moss grows luxuriantly over rocks and boulders. Towards
the end of April great patches of deep-purple wild violets show up in the lower
parts of the valley, while up the sides pink and scarlet azaleas grow in a manner
which beggars description.

Some thirty years ago a beautiful girl of the age of seventeen, named
Shingé, was wending her way up Shimizutani, accompanied by four servants. All
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were out for a picnic, and all, of course, were in search of wildflowers. O Shingé
San was the daughter of a Daimio who lived in the neighborhood. Every year
she was in the habit of having this picnic, and coming to Shimizutani at the
end of April to hunt for her favorite flower, the purple violet (sumire).

The five girls, carrying bamboo baskets, were eagerly collecting flowers,
enjoying the occupation as only Japanese girls can. They raced in their rivalry
to have the prettiest basketful. There not being so many purple violets as were
wanted, O Shingé San said, “Let us go to the northern end of the valley, where
the Violet Well is.”

Naturally the girls assented, and off they all ran, each eager to be there first,
laughing as they went.

O Shingé outran the rest, and arrived before any of them; and, espying a
huge bunch of her favorite flowers, of the deepest purple and very sweet in
smell, she flung herself down, anxious to pick them before the others came. As
she stretched out her delicate hand to grasp them—oh, horror!—a great moun-
tain snake raised his head from beneath his shady retreat. So frightened was O
Shingé San, she fainted away on the spot.

In the meanwhile the other girls had given up the race, thinking it would
please their mistress to arrive first. They picked what they most fancied, chased
butterflies, and arrived fully fifteen minutes after O Shingé San had fainted.

On seeing her thus laid out on the grass, a great fear filled them that she
was dead, and their alarm increased when they saw a large green snake coiled
near her head.

They screamed, as do most girls amid such circumstances; but one of them,
Matsu, who did not lose her head so much as the others, threw her basket of
flowers at the snake, which, not liking the bombardment, uncoiled himself and
slid away, hoping to find a quieter place. Then all four girls bent over their mis-
tress. They rubbed her hands and threw water on her face, but without effect. O
Shingé’s beautiful complexion became paler and paler, while her red lips
assumed the purplish hue that is a sign of approaching death. The girls were
heartbroken. Tears coursed down their faces. They did not know what to do, for
they could not carry her. What a terrible state of affairs!

Just at that moment they heard a man’s voice close behind them, “Do not
be so sad! I can restore the young lady to consciousness if you will allow me.”

They turned, and saw a remarkably handsome youth standing on the grass
not ten feet away. He appeared as an angel from Heaven.

Without saying more, the young man approached the prostrate figure of O
Shingé, and, taking her hand in his, felt her pulse. None of the servants liked to
interfere in this breach of etiquette. He had not asked permission; but his man-
ner was so gentle and sympathetic that they could say nothing.

The stranger examined O Shingé carefully, keeping silence. Having fin-
ished, he took out of his pocket a little case of medicine, and, putting some
white powder from this into a paper, said, “I am a doctor from a neighboring
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village, and I have just been to see a patient at the end of the valley. By good
fortune I returned this way, and am able to help you and save your mistress’s life.
Give her this medicine, while I hunt for and kill the snake.”

O Matsu San forced the medicine, along with a little water, into her mis-
tress’s mouth, and in a few minutes she began to recover.

Shortly after this the doctor returned, carrying the dead snake on a stick.
“Is this the snake you saw lying by your young mistress?” he asked.

“Yes, yes,” they cried, “that is the horrible thing.”

“Then,” said the doctor, “it is lucky I came, for it is very poisonous, and I fear
your mistress would soon have died had I not arrived and been able to give her
the medicine. Ah! I see that it is already doing the beautiful young lady good.”

On hearing the young man’s voice O Shingé San sat up. “Pray, sir, may [
ask to whom I am indebted for bringing me thus back to life?” she asked.

The doctor did not answer, but in a proud and manly way contented himself
by smiling, and bowing low and respectfully after the Japanese fashion; and
departed as quietly and unassumingly as he had arrived, disappearing in the
sleepy mist which always appears in the afternoons of spring time in the Shimizu
Valley.

The four girls helped their mistress home; but indeed she wanted little assis-
tance, for the medicine had done her much good, and she felt quite recovered.
O Shingé’s father and mother were very grateful for their daughter’s recovery;
but the name of the handsome young doctor remained a secret to all except the
servant girl Matsu.

For four days O Shingé remained quite well; but on the fifth day, for some
cause or another, she took to her bed, saying she was sick. She did not sleep,
and did not wish to talk, but only to think, and think, and think. Neither father
nor mother could make out what her illness was. There was no fever.

Doctors were sent for, one after another; but none of them could say what
was the matter. All they saw was that she daily became weaker. Asano Zembei,
Shingé’s father, was heartbroken, and so was his wife. They had tried everything
and failed to do the slightest good to poor O Shingé.

One day O Matsu San craved an interview with Asano Zembei—who, by
the by, was the head of all his family, a Daimio and great grandee. Zembei was
not accustomed to listen to servants’ opinions; but, knowing that O Matsu was
faithful to his daughter and loved her very nearly as much as he did himself, he
consented to hear her, and O Matsu was. ushered into his presence.

“Oh, master,” said the servant, “if you will let me find a doctor for my
young mistress, | can promise to find one who will cure her.”

“Where on earth will you find such a doctor? Have we not had all the best
doctors in the province and some even from the capital? Where do you propose
to look for one?”

O Matsu answered, “Ah, master, my mistress is not suffering from an illness
which can be cured by medicines—not even if they be given by the quart. Nor
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are doctors of much use. There is, however, one that I know of who could cure
her. My mistress’s illness is of the heart. The doctor I know of can cure her. It is
for love of him that her heart suffers; it has suffered so from the day when he
saved her life from the snake-bite.”

Then O Matsu told particulars of the adventure at the picnic which had
not been told before—for O Shingé had asked her servants to say as little as pos-
sible, fearing they would not be allowed to go to the Valley of the Violet Well
again.

“What is the name of this doctor?” asked Asano Zembei, “and who is he?”

“Sir,” answered O Matsu, “he is Doctor Yoshisawa, a very handsome young
man, of most courtly manners; but he is of low birth, being only of the eta.
Please think, master, of my young mistress’s burning heart, full of love for the
man who saved her life—and no wonder, for he is very handsome and has the
manners of a proud samurai. The only cure for your daughter, sir, is to be
allowed to marry her lover.”

O Shingé’s mother felt very sad when she heard this. She knew well (per-
haps by experience) of the illnesses caused by love. She wept, and said to Zem-
bei, “I am quite with you in sorrow, my lord, at the terrible trouble that has
come to us; but I cannot see my daughter die thus. Let us tell her we will make
inquiries about the man she loves, and see if we can make him our son-in-law.
In any case, it is the custom to make full inquiries, which will extend over some
days; and in this time our daughter may recover somewhat and get strong
enough to hear the news that we cannot accept her lover as our son-in-law.”

Zembei agreed to this, and O Matsu promised to say nothing to her mistress
of the interview.

O Shingé San was told by her mother that her father, though he had not
consented to the engagement, had promised to make inquiries about Yoshisawa.

O Shingé took food and regained much strength on this news; and when
she was strong enough, some ten days later, she was called into her father’s pres-
ence, accompanied by her mother.

“My sweet daughter,” said Zembei, “I have made careful inquiries about
Dr. Yoshisawa, your lover. Deeply as it grieves me to say so, it is impossible that
I, your father, the head of our whole family, can consent to your marriage with
one of so low a family as Yoshisawa, who, in spite of his own goodness, has
sprung from the eta. I must hear no more of it. Such a contract would be impos-
sible for the Asano family.”

No one ventured to say a word to this. In Japan the head of a family’s deci-
sion is final.

Poor O Shingé bowed to her father, and went to her own room, where she
wept bitterly; O Matsu, the faithful servant, doing her best to console her.

Next morning, to the astonishment of the household, O Shingé San could
nowhere be found. Search was made everywhere; even Dr. Yoshisawa joined in
the search.
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On the third day after the disappearance one of the searchers looked down
the Violet Well, and saw poor O Shingé’s floating body.

Two days later she was buried, and on that day Yoshisawa threw himself
into the well.

The people say that even now, on wet, stormy nights, they see the ghost of
O Shingé San floating over the well, while some declare that they hear the
sound of a young man weeping in the Valley of Shimizutani.

THE STORY OF MIMI-NASHI-HOICHI

Tradition Bearer: Unavailable

Source: Hearn, Lafcadio. Kwaidan: Stories and Studies of Strange Things. Boston: Houghton,
Mifflin and Co., 1904, 3-20.

Date: ca. 1904
Original Source: Japan

National Origin: Japan

The story of the battle at Dan-no-ura, alluded to in the following super-
natural legend, originally existed as one of the episodes of the great mili-
tary epic Heike monogatari (The Tale of the Heike). The Heike monogatari
was compiled from oral tradition transmitted by the class of blind bards
of which Hoichi was a member.

monoseki, was fought the last battle of the long contest between the

Heike, or Taira clan, and the Genji, or Minamoto clan. There the
Heike perished utterly, with their women and children, and their infant emperor
likewise—now remembered as Antoku Tenno. And that sea and shore have
been haunted for seven hundred years. Elsewhere I told you about the strange
crabs found there, called Heike crabs, which have human faces on their backs,
and are said to be the spirits of the Heike warriors. But there are many strange
things to be seen and heard along that coast. On dark nights thousands of
ghostly fires hover about the beach, or flit above the waves—pale lights which
the fishermen call Oni-bi, or demon-fires; and, whenever the winds are up, a
sound of great shouting comes from that sea, like a clamor of battle. In former
years the Heike were much more restless than they now are. They would rise
about ships passing in the night, and try to sink them; and at all times they
would watch for swimmers, to pull them down. It was in order to appease those
dead that the Buddhist temple, Amidaji, was built at Akamagaseki. A cemetery
also was made close by, near the beach; and within it were set up monuments

M ore than seven hundred years ago, at Dan-no-ura, in the Straits of Shi-
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inscribed with the names of the drowned emperor and of his great vassals; and
Buddhist services were regularly performed there, on behalf of the spirits of
them. After the temple had been built, and the tombs erected, the Heike gave
less trouble than before; but they continued to do queer things at intervals—
proving that they had not found the perfect peace.

Some centuries ago there lived at Akamagaseki a blind man named Hoichi,
who was famed for his skill in recitation and in playing upon the biwa [lute].
From childhood he had been trained to recite and to play; and while yet a lad
he had surpassed his teachers. As a professional biwa-hoshi he became famous
chiefly by his recitations of the history of the Heike and the Genji; and it is said
that when he sang the song of the battle of Dan-no-ura “even the goblins [kijin]
could not refrain from tears.”

At the outset of his career, Hoichi was very poor; but he found a good
friend to help him. The priest of the Amidaji was fond of poetry and music; and
he often invited Hoichi to the temple, to play and recite. Afterwards, being
much impressed by the wonderful skill of the lad, the priest proposed that Hoi-
chi should make the temple his home; and this offer was gratefully accepted.
Hoichi was given a room in the temple-building; and, in return for food and
lodging, he was required only to gratify the priest with a musical performance
on certain evenings, when otherwise disengaged.

One summer night the priest was called away, to perform a Buddhist service
at the house of a dead parishioner; and he went there with his acolyte, leaving
Hoichi alone in the temple. It was a hot night; and the blind man sought to
cool himself on the verandah before his sleeping-room. The verandah over-
looked a small garden in the rear of the Amidaji. There Hoichi waited for the
priest’s return, and tried to relieve his solitude by practicing upon his biwa. Mid-
night passed; and the priest did not appear. But the atmosphere was still too
warm for comfort within doors; and Hoichi remained outside. At last he heard
steps approaching from the back gate. Somebody crossed the garden, advanced
to the verandah, and halted directly in front of him—but it was not the priest.
A deep voice called the blind man’s name—abruptly and unceremoniously, in
the manner of a samurai summoning an inferior.

“Hoichi!”

“Hai!” [“Yes!”] answered the blind man, frightened by the menace in the
voice, “I am blind! I cannot know who calls!”

“There is nothing to fear,” the stranger exclaimed, speaking more gently. “I
am stopping near this temple, and have been sent to you with a message. My
present lord, a person of exceedingly high rank, is now staying in Akamagaseki,
with many noble attendants. He wished to view the scene of the battle of Dan-
no-ura; and today he visited that place. Having heard of your skill in reciting
the story of the battle, he now desires to hear your performance: so you will take
your biwa and come with me at once to the house where the august assembly
is waiting.”
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In those times, the order of a samurai was not to be lightly disobeyed. Hoi-
chi donned his sandals, took his biwa, and went away with the stranger, who
guided him deftly, but obliged him to walk very fast. The hand that guided was
iron; and the clank of the warrior’s stride proved him fully armed—probably
some palace-guard on duty. Hoichi’s first alarm was over; he began to imagine
himself in good luck—for, remembering the retainer’s assurance about a “person
of exceedingly high rank,” he thought that the lord who wished to hear the reci-
tation could not be less than a daimyo of the first class. Presently the samurai
halted; and Hoichi became aware that they had arrived at a large gateway—and
he wondered, for he could not remember any large gate in that part of the town,
except the main gate of the Amidaji.

“Kaimon!” [respectful request to open the gate] the samurai called, and
there was a sound of unbarring; and the twain passed on. They traversed a space
of garden, and halted again before some entrance; and the retainer cried in a
loud voice, “Within there! I have brought Hoichi.” Then came sounds of feet
hurrying, and screens sliding, and rain-doors opening, and voices of women in
converse. By the language of the women Hoichi knew them to be domestics in
some noble household; but he could not imagine to what place he had been
conducted. Little time was allowed him for conjecture. After he had been
helped to mount several stone steps, upon the last of which he was told to leave
his sandals, a woman’s hand guided him along interminable reaches of polished
planking, and round pillared angles too many to remember, and over widths
amazing of matted floor, into the middle of some vast apartment. There he
thought that many great people were assembled: the sound of the rustling of silk
was like the sound of leaves in a forest. He heard also a great humming of
voices—talking in undertones; and the speech was the speech of courts.

Hoichi was told to put himself at ease, and he found a kneeling-cushion
ready for him. After having taken his place upon it, and tuned his instrument,
the voice of a woman—whom he divined to be the Rojo, or matron in charge of
the female service, addressed him, saying,

“It is now required that the history of the Heike be recited, to the accompa-
niment of the biwa.”

Now the entire recital would have required a time of many nights: therefore
Hoichi ventured a question, “As the whole of the story is not soon told, what
portion is it augustly desired that [ now recite?”’

The woman’s voice made answer, “Recite the story of the battle at Dan-
no-ura—for the pity of it is the most deep.”

Then Hoichi lifted up his voice, and chanted the chant of the fight on the
bitter sea, wonderfully making his biwa to sound like the straining of oars and
the rushing of ships, the whirr and the hissing of arrows, the shouting and tram-
pling of men, the crashing of steel upon helmets, the plunging of slain in the
flood. And to left and right of him, in the pauses of his playing, he could hear
voices murmuring praise, “How marvelous an artist!”
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“Never in our own province was playing heard like this!”

“Not in all the empire is there another singer like Hoichi!” Then fresh
courage came to him, and he played and sang yet better than before; and a hush
of wonder deepened about him. But when at last he came to tell the fate of
the fair and helpless—the piteous perishing of the women and children—and the
death-leap of Nii-no-Ama, with the imperial infant in her arms—then all the lis-
teners uttered together one long, long shuddering cry of anguish; and thereafter
they wept and wailed so loudly and so wildly that the blind man was frightened
by the violence and grief that he had made. For much time the sobbing and the
wailing continued. But gradually the sounds of lamentation died away; and again,
in the great stillness that followed, Hoichi heard the voice of the woman whom
he supposed to be the Rojo.

She said, “Although we had been assured that you were a very skillful
player upon the biwa, and without an equal in recitative, we did not know that
any one could be so skillful as you have proved yourself tonight. Our lord has
been pleased to say that he intends to bestow upon you a fitting reward. But
he desires that you shall perform before him once every night for the next six
nights—after which time he will probably make his august return-journey.
Tomorrow night, therefore, you are to come here at the same hour. The
retainer who tonight conducted you will be sent for you.... There is another
matter about which I have been ordered to inform you. It is required that you
shall speak to no one of your visits here, during the time of our lord’s august
sojourn at Akamagaseki. As he is traveling incognito, he commands that no
mention of these things be made.... You are now free to go back to your
temple.”

After Hoichi had duly expressed his thanks, a woman’s hand conducted him
to the entrance of the house, where the same retainer, who had before guided
him, was waiting to take him home. The retainer led him to the verandah at
the rear of the temple, and there bade him farewell.

It was almost dawn when Hoichi returned; but his absence from the temple
had not been observed, as the priest, coming back at a very late hour, had sup-
posed him asleep. During the day Hoichi was able to take some rest; and he said
nothing about his strange adventure. In the middle of the following night the
samurai again came for him, and led him to the august assembly, where he gave
another recitation with the same success that had attended his previous perform-
ance. But during this second visit his absence from the temple was accidentally
discovered; and after his return in the morning he was summoned to the pres-
ence of the priest, who said to him, in a tone of kindly reproach, “We have
been very anxious about you, friend Hoichi. To go out, blind and alone, at so
late an hour, is dangerous. Why did you go without telling us? I could have or-
dered a servant to accompany you. And where have you been?”

Hoichi answered, evasively, “Pardon me kind friend! I had to attend to
some private business; and I could not arrange the matter at any other hour.”
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The priest was surprised, rather than pained, by Hoichi’s reticence: he felt it
to be unnatural, and suspected something wrong. He feared that the blind lad
had been bewitched or deluded by some evil spirits. He did not ask any more
questions; but he privately instructed the men-servants of the temple to keep
watch upon Hoichi’s movements, and to follow him in case that he should again
leave the temple after dark. On the very next night, Hoichi was seen to leave
the temple; and the servants immediately lighted their lanterns, and followed af-
ter him. But it was a rainy night, and very dark; and before the temple-folks
could get to the roadway, Hoichi had disappeared. Evidently he had walked very
fast, a strange thing, considering his blindness; for the road was in a bad condi-
tion. The men hurried through the streets, making inquiries at every house
which Hoichi was accustomed to visit; but nobody could give them any news of
him. At last, as they were returning to the temple by way of the shore, they
were startled by the sound of a biwa, furiously played, in the cemetery of the
Amidaji. Except for some ghostly fires—such as usually flitted there on dark
nights—all was blackness in that direction. But the men at once hastened to
the cemetery; and there, by the help of their lanterns, they discovered Hoichi,
sitting alone in the rain before the memorial tomb of Antoku Tenno, making
his biwa resound, and loudly chanting the chant of the battle of Dan-no-ura.
And behind him, and about him, and everywhere above the tombs, the fires of
the dead were burning, like candles. Never before had so great a host of Oni-bi
appeared in the sight of mortal man....

“Hoichi San!—Hoichi San!” the servants cried, “you are bewitched! ...
Hoichi San!”

But the blind man did not seem to hear. Strenuously he made his biwa to
rattle and ring and clang—more and more wildly he chanted the chant of the
battle of Dan-no-ura. They caught hold of him; they shouted into his ear,
“Hoichi San!-—Hoichi San!-—come home with us at once!”

Reprovingly he spoke to them, “To interrupt me in such a manner, before
this august assembly, will not be tolerated.”

Whereat, in spite of the weirdness of the thing, the servants could not help
laughing. Sure that he had been bewitched, they now seized him, and pulled
him up on his feet, and by main force hurried him back to the temple—where
he was immediately relieved of his wet clothes, by order of the priest. Then the
priest insisted upon a full explanation of his friend’s astonishing behavior.

Hoichi long hesitated to speak. But at last, finding that his conduct had
really alarmed and angered the good priest, he decided to abandon his reserve;
and he related everything that had happened from the time of first visit of the
samurai.

The priest said, “Hoichi, my poor friend, you are now in great danger! How
unfortunate that you did not tell me all this before! Your wonderful skill in
music has indeed brought you into strange trouble. By this time you must be
aware that you have not been visiting any house whatever, but have been



East Asia | The Story of Mimi-Nashi-Hoichi

passing your nights in the cemetery, among the tombs of the Heike—and it was
before the memorial-tomb of Antoku Tenno that our people tonight found you,
sitting in the rain. All that you have been imagining was illusion—except the
calling of the dead. By once obeying them, you have put yourself in their power.
If you obey them again, after what has already occurred, they will tear you in
pieces. But they would have destroyed you, sooner or later, in any event.... Now
I shall not be able to remain with you tonight: I am called away to perform
another service. But, before I go, it will be necessary to protect your body by
writing holy texts upon it.”

Before sundown the priest and his acolyte stripped Hoichi: then, with their
writing brushes, they traced upon his breast and back, head and face and neck,
limbs and hands and feet—even upon the soles of his feet, and upon all parts of
his body—the text of the holy sutra called Hannya-Shin-Kyo. When this had
been done, the priest instructed Hoichi, saying, “Tonight, as soon as | go away,
you must seat yourself on the verandah, and wait. You will be called. But, what-
ever may happen, do not answer, and do not move. Say nothing and sit still as
if meditating. If you stir, or make any noise, you will be torn asunder. Do not
get frightened; and do not think of calling for help—because no help could save
you. If you do exactly as I tell you, the danger will pass, and you will have noth-
ing more to fear.”

After dark the priest and the acolyte went away; and Hoichi seated himself
on the verandah, according to the instructions given him. He laid his biwa on
the planking beside him, and, assuming the attitude of meditation, remained quite
still—taking care not to cough, or to breathe audibly. For hours he stayed thus.

Then, from the roadway, he heard the steps coming. They passed the gate,
crossed the garden, approached the verandah, stopped—directly in front of him.

“Hoichi!” the deep voice called. But the blind man held his breath, and sat
motionless.

“Hoichi!” grimly called the voice a second time. Then a third time, sav-
agely, “Hoichi!”

Hoichi remained as still as a stone, and the voice grumbled, “No answer!—
that won’t do! ... Must see where the fellow is.”

There was a noise of heavy feet mounting upon the verandah. The feet
approached deliberately, halted beside him. Then, for long minutes—during
which Hoichi felt his whole body shake to the beating of his heart—there was
dead silence.

At last the gruff voice muttered close to him, “Here is the biwa; but of the
biwa-player I see—only two ears! ... So that explains why he did not answer: he
had no mouth to answer with—there is nothing left of him but his ears ... Now
to my lord those ears I will take—in proof that the august commands have been
obeyed, so far as was possible.”

At that instant Hoichi felt his ears gripped by fingers of iron, and torn off!
Great as the pain was, he gave no cry. The heavy footfalls receded along the
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verandah—descended into the garden—passed out to the roadway—ceased.
From either side of his head, the blind man felt a thick warm trickling; but he
dared not lift his hands....

Before sunrise the priest came back. He hastened at once to the verandah
in the rear, stepped and slipped upon something clammy, and uttered a cry of
horror; for he saw, by the light of his lantern, that the clamminess was blood.
But he perceived Hoichi sitting there, in the attitude of meditation—with the
blood still oozing from his wounds.

“My poor Hoichi!” cried the startled priest, “What is this? You have been
hurt?”

At the sound of his friend’s voice, the blind man felt safe. He burst out sob-
bing, and tearfully told his adventure of the night.

“Poor, poor Hoichi!” the priest exclaimed, “all my fault!—my very grievous
fault! ... Everywhere upon your body the holy texts had been written—except
upon your ears! | trusted my acolyte to do that part of the work; and it was very,
very wrong of me not to have made sure that he had done it! ... Well, the mat-
ter cannot now be helped; we can only try to heal your hurts as soon as possi-
ble.... Cheer up, friend!—the danger is now well over. You will never again be
troubled by those visitors.”

With the aid of a good doctor, Hoichi soon recovered from his injuries. The
story of his strange adventure spread far and wide, and soon made him famous.
Many noble persons went to Akamagaseki to hear him recite; and large presents
of money were given to him—so that he became a wealthy man.... But from
the time of his adventure, he was known only by the appellation of Mimi-nashi-

Hoichi: “Hoichi-the-Earless.”

THE MONKEY AND THE JELLYFISH

Tradition Bearer: Unavailable

Source: Lang, Andrew. The Violet Fairy Book. London: Longmans, Green and Company,
1901, 275-280.

Date: Unavailable

Original Source: Brauns, David. Japanische Marchen und Sagen. Leipzig: Verlag von Wil-
helm Friedrich, 1885.

National Origin: Japan

Otohime, whose name means “Luminous Jewel,” was the daughter of the
divine dragon king of the sea Ryujin. The sea king’s messengers in myth
are turtles. In this explanatory narrative, monkey uses his guile to escape

in a variant of “Monkey Who Left His Heart at Home” (AT 91).
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many of the creatures that are washed up every day on the beach. In old
times this was not so; the jellyfish had as hard a shell as any of them,
but he lost it through his own fault, as may be seen in this story.

The sea-queen Otohime grew suddenly very ill. The swiftest messengers
were sent hurrying to fetch the best doctors from every country under the sea,
but it was all of no use; the queen grew rapidly worse instead of better. Every-
one had almost given up hope, when one day a doctor arrived who was clev-
erer than the rest, and said that the only thing that would cure her was the
liver of an ape.

Now apes do not dwell under the sea, so a council of the wisest heads in
the nation was called to consider the question how a liver could be obtained.
At length it was decided that the turtle, whose prudence was well known,
should swim to land and contrive to catch a living ape and bring him safely to
the ocean kingdom.

[t was easy enough for the council to entrust this mission to the turtle, but
not at all so easy for him to fulfill it. However, he swam to a part of the coast
that was covered with tall trees, where he thought the apes were likely to be; for
he was old, and had seen many things. It was some time before he caught sight
of any monkeys, and he often grew tired with watching for them, so that one
hot day he fell fast asleep, in spite of all his efforts to keep awake.

By and by some apes, who had been peeping at him from the tops of the
trees, where they had been carefully hidden from the turtle’s eyes, stole noise-
lessly down, and stood round staring at him, for they had never seen a turtle
before, and did not know what to make of it. At last one young monkey,
bolder than the rest, stooped down and stroked the shining shell that the
strange new creature wore on its back. The movement, gentle though it was,
woke the turtle. With one sweep he seized the monkey’s hand in his mouth,
and held it tight, in spite of every effort to pull it away. The other apes, seeing
that the turtle was not to be trifled with, ran off, leaving their young brother
to his fate.

Then the turtle said to the monkey, “If you will be quiet, and do what I tell
you, I won’t hurt you. But you must get on my back and come with me.”

The monkey, seeing there was no help for it, did as he was bid; indeed he
could not have resisted, as his hand was still in the turtle’s mouth.

Delighted at having secured his prize, the turtle hastened back to the shore
and plunged quickly into the water. He swam faster than he had ever done
before, and soon reached the royal palace. Shouts of joy broke forth from
the attendants when he was seen approaching, and some of them ran to tell the
queen that the monkey was there, and that before long she would be as well as
ever she was. In fact, so great was their relief that they gave the monkey such a
kind welcome, and were so anxious to make him happy and comfortable, that
he soon forgot all the fears that had beset him as to his fate, and was generally

C hildren must often have wondered why jellyfishes have no shells, like so

81



The Greenwood Library of World Folktales | Volume 2

82

quite at his ease, though every now and then a fit of homesickness would come
over him, and he would hide himself in some dark corner till it had passed away.

It was during one of these attacks of sadness that a jellyfish happened to
swim by. At that time jellyfishes had shells. At the sight of the gay and lively
monkey crouching under a tall rock, with his eyes closed and his head bent, the
jellyfish was filled with pity, and stopped, saying, “Ah, poor fellow, no wonder
you weep; a few days more, and they will come and kill you and give your liver
to the queen to eat.”

The monkey shrank back horrified at these words and asked the jellyfish
what crime he had committed that deserved death.

“Oh, none at all,” replied the jellyfish, “but your liver is the only thing that
will cure our queen, and how can we get at it without killing you? You had bet-
ter submit to your fate, and make no noise about it, for though I pity you from
my heart there is no way of helping you.” Then he went away, leaving the ape
cold with horror.

At first he felt as if his liver was already being taken from his body, but soon
he began to wonder if there was no means of escaping this terrible death, and at
length he invented a plan which he thought would do. For a few days he pre-
tended to be gay and happy as before, but when the sun went in, and rain fell in
torrents, he wept and howled from dawn to dark, till the turtle, who was his
head keeper, heard him, and came to see what was the matter. Then the mon-
key told him that before he left home he had hung his liver out on a bush to
dry, and if it was always going to rain like this it would become quite useless.
And the rogue made such a fuss and moaning that he would have melted a heart
of stone, and nothing would content him but that somebody should carry him
back to land and let him fetch his liver again.

The queen’s councilors were not the wisest of people, and they decided
between them that the turtle should take the monkey back to his native land
and allow him to get his liver off the bush, but desired the turtle not to lose
sight of his charge for a single moment. The monkey knew this, but trusted to
his power of beguiling the turtle when the time came, and mounted on his back
with feelings of joy, which he was, however, careful to conceal.

They set out, and in a few hours were wandering about the forest where the
ape had first been caught, and when the monkey saw his family peering out from
the tree tops, he swung himself up by the nearest branch, just managing to save
his hind leg from being seized by the turtle. He told them all the dreadful things
that had happened to him, and gave a war cry which brought the rest of the
tribe from the neighboring hills. At a word from him they rushed in a body to
the unfortunate turtle, threw him on his back, and tore off the shield that cov-
ered his body. Then with mocking words they hunted him to the shore, and into
the sea, which he was only too thankful to reach alive.

Faint and exhausted he entered the queen’s palace, for the cold of the water
struck upon his naked body, and made him feel ill and miserable. But wretched
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though he was, he had to appear before the queen’s advisers and tell them all
that had befallen him, and how he had suffered the monkey to escape. But, as
sometimes happens, the turtle was allowed to go scot-free, and had his shell
given back to him, and all the punishment fell on the poor jellyfish, who was
condemned by the queen to go shieldless for ever after.

JIKININKI

Tradition Bearer: Unavailable

Source: Hearn, Lafcadio. Kwaidan: Stories and Studies of Strange Things. Boston: Houghton,
Mifflin and Co., 1904, 65-73.

Date: ca. 1904
Original Source: Japan

National Origin: Japan

In Japanese Buddhism, the jikininki is a ghost that, because of its crav-
ing for human flesh, seeks corpses, thus making it the equivalent of the
ghul (Anglicized as “ghoul”) of Arabic folklore. As the jikininki makes
clear in his confession to the priest Muso Kokushi, these spirits are
repelled by their own behavior, but they are compelled to their actions
as punishment for sins of greed and impiety during life.

through the province of Mino, he lost his way in a mountain-district
where there was nobody to direct him. For a long time he wandered
about helplessly; and he was beginning to despair of finding shelter for the
night, when he perceived, on the top of a hill lighted by the last rays of the sun,
one of those little hermitages, called anjitsu, which are built for solitary priests.
It seemed to be in ruinous condition; but he hastened to it eagerly, and found
that it was inhabited by an aged priest, from whom he begged the favor of a
night’s lodging. This the old man harshly refused; but he directed Muso to a cer-
tain hamlet, in the valley adjoining where lodging and food could be obtained.
Muso found his way to the hamlet, which consisted of less than a dozen
farm-cottages; and he was kindly received at the dwelling of the headman. Forty
or fifty persons were assembled in the principal apartment, at the moment of
Muso’s arrival; but he was shown into a small separate room, where he was
promptly supplied with food and bedding. Being very tired, he lay down to rest
at an early hour; but a little before midnight he was roused from sleep by a
sound of loud weeping in the next apartment. Presently the sliding-screens were
gently pushed apart; and a young man, carrying a lighted lantern, entered the

O nce, when Muso Kokushi, a priest of the Zen sect, was journeying alone
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room, respectfully saluted him, and said, “Reverend Sir, it is my painful duty to
tell you that I am now the responsible head of this house. Yesterday I was only
the eldest son. But when you came here, tired as you were, we did not wish that
you should feel embarrassed in any way: therefore we did not tell you that father
had died only a few hours before. The people whom you saw in the next room
are the inhabitants of this village: they all assembled here to pay their last
respects to the dead; and now they are going to another village, about three
miles off—for by our custom, no one of us may remain in this village during the
night after a death has taken place. We make the proper offerings and prayers—
then we go away, leaving the corpse alone. Strange things always happen in the
house where a corpse has thus been left: so we think that it will be better for
you to come away with us. We can find you good lodging in the other village.
But perhaps, as you are a priest, you have no fear of demons or evil spirits; and,
if you are not afraid of being left alone with the body, you will be very welcome
to the use of this poor house. However, I must tell you that nobody, except a
priest, would dare to remain here tonight.”

Muso made answer, “For your kind intention and your generous hospitality
and am deeply grateful. But I am sorry that you did not tell me of your father’s
death when | came; for, though I was a little tired, I certainly was not so tired
that I should have found difficulty in doing my duty as a priest. Had you told
me, | could have performed the service before your departure. As it is, I shall
perform the service after you have gone away; and [ shall stay by the body until
morning. I do not know what you mean by your words about the danger of stay-
ing here alone; but | am not afraid of ghosts or demons: therefore please to feel
no anxiety on my account.”

The young man appeared to be rejoiced by these assurances, and expressed
his gratitude in fitting words. Then the other members of the family, and the
folk assembled in the adjoining room, having been told of the priest’s kind
promises, came to thank him—after which the master of the house said, “Now,
reverend Sir, much as we regret to leave you alone, we must bid you farewell.
By the rule of our village, none of us can stay here after midnight. We beg, kind
Sir, that you will take every care of your honorable body, while we are unable to
attend upon you. And if you happen to hear or see anything strange during our
absence, please tell us of the matter when we return in the morning.”

All then left the house, except the priest, who went to the room where the
dead body was lying. The usual offerings had been set before the corpse; and a
small Buddhist lamp—tomyo—was burning. The priest recited the service, and
performed the funeral ceremonies—after which he entered into meditation. So
meditating he remained through several silent hours; and there was no sound in
the deserted village. But, when the hush of the night was at its deepest, there
noiselessly entered a Shape, vague and vast; and in the same moment Muso found
himself without power to move or speak. He saw that Shape lift the corpse, as
with hands, devour it, more quickly than a cat devours a rat—beginning at the
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head, and eating everything: the hair and the bones and even the shroud. And
the monstrous Thing, having thus consumed the body, turned to the offerings,
and ate them also. Then it went away, as mysteriously as it had come.

When the villagers returned next morning, they found the priest awaiting
them at the door of the headman’s dwelling. All in turn saluted him; and when
they had entered, and looked about the room, no one expressed any surprise at
the disappearance of the dead body and the offerings. But the master of the
house said to Muso, “Reverent Sir, you have probably seen unpleasant things
during the night: all of us were anxious about you. But now we are very happy
to find you alive and unharmed. Gladly we would have stayed with you, if it
had been possible. But the law of our village, as I told you last evening, obliges
us to quit our houses after a death has taken place, and to leave the corpse
alone. Whenever this law has been broken, heretofore, some great misfortune
has followed. Whenever it is obeyed, we find that the corpse and the offerings
disappear during our absence. Perhaps you have seen the cause.”

Then Muso told of the dim and awful Shape that had entered the death-
chamber to devour the body and the offerings. No person seemed to be surprised
by his narration; and the master of the house observed, “What you have told us,
reverend Sir, agrees with what has been said about this matter from ancient time.”

Muso then inquired, “Does not the priest on the hill sometimes perform the
funeral service for your dead?”

“What priest?” the young man asked.

“The priest who yesterday evening directed me to this village,” answered
Muso. “I called at his anjitsu on the hill yonder. He refused me lodging, but told
me the way here.”

The listeners looked at each other, as in astonishment; and, after a moment
of silence, the master of the house said, “Reverend Sir, there is no priest and
there is no anjitsu on the hill. For the time of many generations there has not
been any resident-priest in this neighborhood.”

Muso said nothing more on the subject; for it was evident that his kind
hosts supposed him to have been deluded by some goblin. But after having bid-
den them farewell, and obtained all necessary information as to his road, he
determined to look again for the hermitage on the hill, and so to ascertain
whether he had really been deceived. He found the anjitsu without any diffi-
culty; and, this time, its aged occupant invited him to enter. When he had done
so, the hermit humbly bowed down before him, exclaiming, “Ah! I am
ashamed!—I am very much ashamed!—I am exceedingly ashamed!”

“You need not be ashamed for having refused me shelter,” said Muso. “You
directed me to the village yonder, where I was very kindly treated; and I thank
you for that favor.”

“I can give no man shelter,” the recluse made answer; and it is not for the
refusal that I am ashamed. I am ashamed only that you should have seen me in
my real shape—for it was [ who devoured the corpse and the offerings last night
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before your eyes.... Know, reverend Sir, that I am a jikininki—an eater of
human flesh. Have pity upon me, and suffer me to confess the secret fault by
which I became reduced to this condition.

“A long, long time ago, I was a priest in this desolate region. There was no
other priest for many leagues around. So, in that time, the bodies of the mountain-
folk who died used to be brought here—sometimes from great distances—in order
that I might repeat over them the holy service. But I repeated the service and per-
formed the rites only as a matter of business; I thought only of the food and the
clothes that my sacred profession enabled me to gain. And because of this selfish
impiety | was reborn, immediately after my death, into the state of a jikininki.
Since then I have been obliged to feed upon the corpses of the people who die in
this district: every one of them I must devour in the way that you saw last night....
Now, reverend Sir, let me beseech you to perform a Segaki-service for me: help
me by your prayers, | entreat you, so that I may be soon able to escape from this
horrible state of existence.”

No sooner had the hermit uttered this petition than he disappeared; and
the hermitage also disappeared at the same instant. And Muso Kokushi found
himself kneeling alone in the high grass, beside an ancient and moss-grown
tomb of the form called go-rin-ishi, which seemed to be the tomb of a priest.

THE GOLDEN HAIRPIN

Tradition Bearer: Unavailable

Source: Smith, Richard Gordon. Ancient Tales and Folklore of Japan. London: A. and
C. Black, 1908, 1-9.

Date: Unavailable

Original Source: Japan

National Origin: Japan

“The Golden Hairpin” is best classified as a supernatural legend. The
validating devices of localization and citing specific names are hallmarks
of the genre. The motif of the ghost or revenant who must return to ful-
fill an obligation or desire not satisfied in life is cross-culturally distrib-
uted. The appropriation of the living by the dead to accomplish this
goal is a far less common theme.

diers, there lived a samurai named Hasunuma.
Hasunuma was rich and hospitable, and consequently much thought of
and well liked. Some thirty-five years ago his wife presented him with a

U p in the northern city of Sendai, whence come the best of Japanese sol-
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beautiful daughter, their first child, whom they called “Ko,” which means
“Small” when applied to a child, much as we say “Little Mary or Little Jane.”
Her full name was really “Hasu-ko,” which means “Little Lily”; but here we will
call her “Ko” for short.

Exactly on the same date, “Saito,” one of Hasunuma’s friends and also a sa-
murai, had the good fortune to have a son. The fathers decided that, being such
old friends, they would wed their children to each other when old enough to
marry; they were very happy over the idea, and so were their wives. To make
the engagement of the babies more binding, Saito handed to Hasunuma a
golden hairpin which had long been in his family, and said, “Here, my old
friend, take this pin. It shall be a token of betrothal from my son, whose name
shall be Konojo, to your little daughter Ko, both of whom are now aged two
weeks only. May they live long and happy lives together.”

Hasunuma took the pin, and handed it to his wife to keep; then they drank
saké to the health of each other, and to the bride and bridegroom of some
twenty years thence.

A few months after this Saito, in some way, caused displeasure to his feudal
lord, and, being dismissed from service, left Sendai with his family—whither no
one knew.

Seventeen years later O Ko San was, with one exception, the most beautiful
girl in all Sendai; the exception was her sister, O Kei, just a year younger, and
as beautiful as herself.

Many were the suitors for O Ko’s hand; but she would have none of them,
being faithful to the engagement made for her by her father when she was a
baby. True, she had never seen her betrothed, and (which seemed more curious)
neither she nor her family had ever once heard of the Saito family since they
had left Sendai, over sixteen years before; but that was no reason why she, a Jap-
anese girl, should break the word of her father, and therefore O Ko San
remained faithful to her unknown lover, though she sorrowed greatly at his non-
appearance; in fact, she secretly suffered so much thereby that she sickened, and
three months later died, to the grief of all who knew her and to her family’s seri-
ous distress.

On the day of O Ko San’s funeral her mother was seeing to the last atten-
tions paid to corpses, and smoothing her hair with the golden pin given to Ko
San or O Ko by Saito in behalf of his son Konojo. When the body had been
placed in its coffin, the mother thrust the pin into the girl’s hair, saying,
“Dearest daughter, this is the pin given as a memento to you by your betrothed,
Konojo. Let it be a pledge to bind your spirits in death, as it would have been in
life; and may you enjoy endless happiness, I pray.”

In thus praying, no doubt, O Ko’s mother thought that Konojo also must be
dead, and that their spirits would meet; but it was not so, for two months after
these events Konojo himself, now eighteen years of age, turned up at Sendai,
calling first on his father’s old friend Hasunuma.
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“Oh, the bitterness and misfortune of it all!” said the latter. “Only two
months ago my daughter Ko died. Had you but come before then she would
have been alive now. But you never even sent a message; we never heard a word
of your father or of your mother. Where did you all go when you left here? Tell
me the whole story.”

“Sir,” answered the grief-stricken Konojo, “what you tell me of the death of
your daughter, whom I had hoped to marry, sickens my heart, for I, like herself,
had been faithful, and I hoped to marry her, and thought daily of her. When my
father took my family away from Sendai, he took us to Yedo; and afterwards we
went north to Yezo Island, where my father lost his money and became poor.
He died in poverty. My poor mother did not long survive him. I have been
working hard to try and earn enough to marry your daughter Ko; but I have not
made more than enough to pay my journey down to Sendai. I felt it my duty to
come and tell you of my family’s misfortune and my own.”

The old samurai was much touched by this story. He saw that the most
unfortunate of all had been Konojo.

“Konojo,” he said, “often have I thought and wondered to myself, Were you
honest or were you not? Now I find that you have been truly faithful, and hon-
est to your father’s pledge. But you should have written—you should have writ-
ten! Because you did not do so, sometimes we thought, my wife and I, that you
must be dead; but we kept this thought to ourselves, and never told Ko San. Go
to our Butsudan [family shrine]; open the doors of it, and burn a joss stick to Ko
San’s mortuary tablet. It will please her spirit. She longed and longed for your
return, and died of that sane longing—for love of you. Her spirit will rejoice to
know that you have come back for her.”

Konojo did as he was bid. Bowing reverently three times before the mortu-
ary tablet of O Ko San, he muttered a few words of prayer in her behalf, and
then lit the incense-stick and placed it before the tablet.

After this exhibition of sincerity Hasunuma told the young fellow that he
should consider him as an adopted son, and that he must live with them. He
could have the small house in the garden. In any case, whatever his plans for
the future might be, he must remain with them for the present.

This was a generous offer, worthy of a samurai. Konojo gratefully accepted
it, and became one of the family. About a fortnight afterwards he settled himself
in the little house at the end of the garden. Hasunuma, his wife, and their sec-
ond daughter, O Kei, had gone, by command of the Daimio, to the Higan, a re-
ligious ceremony held in March; Hasunuma also always worshipped at his
ancestral tombs at this time. Towards the dusk of evening they were returning
in their palanquins. Konojo stood at the gate to see them pass, as was proper
and respectful. The old samurai passed first, and was followed by his wife’s pal-
anquin, and then by that of O Kei. As this last passed the gate Konojo thought
he heard something fall, causing a metallic sound. After the palanquin had
passed he picked it up without any particular attention.
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It was the golden hairpin; but of course, though Konojo’s father had told
him of the pin, Konojo had no idea that this was it, and therefore he thought
nothing more than that it must be O Kei San’s. He went back to his little
house, closed it for the night, and was about to retire when he heard a knock at
the door. “Who is there?” he shouted. “What do you want?” There came no an-
swer, and Konojo lay down on his bed, thinking himself to have been mistaken.
But there came another knock, louder than the first; and Konojo jumped out of
bed, and lit the ando [lamp]. “If not a fox or a badger,” thought he, “it must be
some evil spirit come to disturb me.”

On opening the door, with the ando in one hand, and a stick in the other,
Konojo looked out into the dark, and there, to his astonishment, he beheld a
vision of female beauty the likes of which he had never seen before. “Who are
you, and what do you want?” quoth he.

“I am O Kei San, O Ko’s younger sister,” answered the vision. “Though you
have not seen me, | have several times seen you, and I have fallen so madly in
love with you that I can think of nothing else but you. When you picked up my
golden pin tonight on our return, I had dropped it to serve as an excuse to come
to you and knock. You must love me in return; for otherwise I must die!”

This heated and outrageous declaration scandalized poor Konojo. Moreover,
he felt that it would be doing his kind host Hasunuma a great injustice to be
receiving his younger daughter at this hour of the night and make love to her.
He expressed himself forcibly in these terms.

“If you will not love me as I love you, then I shall take my revenge,” said O
Kei, “by telling my father that you got me to come here by making love to me,
and that you then insulted me.”

Poor Konojo! He was in a nice mess. What he feared most of all was that
the girl would do as she said, that the samurai would believe her, and that he
would be a disgraced and villainous person. He gave way, therefore, to the
girl’s request. Night after night she visited him, until nearly a month had
passed. During this time Konojo had learned to love dearly the beautiful O
Kei. Talking to her one evening, he said, “My dearest O Kei, I do not like
this secret love of ours. Is it not better that we go away? If I asked your father
to give you to me in marriage he would refuse, because 1 was betrothed to your
sister.”

“Yes,” answered O Kei, “that is what I also have been wishing. Let us leave
this very night, and go to Ishinomaki, the place where (you have told me) lives
a faithful servant of your late father’s, called Kinzo.”

“Yes: Kinzo is his name, and Ishinomaki is the place. Let us start as soon as
possible.’

Having thrust a few clothes into a bag, they started secretly and late that
night, and duly arrived at their destination. Kinzo was delighted to receive
them, and pleased to show how hospitable he could be to his late master’s son
and the beautiful lady.
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They lived very happily for a year. Then one day O Kei said, “I think we
ought to return, to my parents now. If they were angry with us at first they will
have got over the worst of it. We have never written. They must be getting anx-
ious as to my fate as they grow older. Yes, we ought to go.”

Konojo agreed. Long had he felt the injustice he was doing Hasunuma.

Next day they found themselves back in Sendai, and Konojo could not help
feeling a little nervous as he approached the samurai’s house. They stopped at
the outer gate, and O Kei said to Konojo, “I think it will be better for you to go
in and see my father and mother first. If they get very angry show them this
golden pin.”

Konojo stepped boldly up to the door, and asked for an interview with the
samurai.

Before the servant had time to return, Konojo heard the old man shout,
“Ko6nojo San! Why, of course! Bring the boy in at once,” and he himself came
out to welcome him.

“My dear boy,” said the samurai, “right glad am I to see you back again. I
am sorry you did not find your life with us good enough. You might have said
you were going. But there—1I suppose you take after your father in these matters,
and prefer to disappear mysteriously. You are welcome back, at all events.”

Konojo was astonished at this speech, and answered,

“But, sir, | have come to beg pardon for my sin.”

“What sin have you committed?” queried the samurai in great surprise, and
drawing himself up, in a dignified manner.

Konojo then gave a full account of his love affair with O Kei. From beginning
to end he told it all, and as he proceeded the samurai showed signs of impatience.

“Do not joke, sir! My daughter O Kei San is not a subject for jokes and
untruths. She has been as one dead for over a year—so ill that we have with dif-
ficulty forced gruel into her mouth. Moreover, she has spoken no word and
shown no sign of life.”

“l am neither stating what is untrue nor joking,” said Konojo. “If you but
send outside, you will find O Kei in the palanquin, in which I left her.”

A servant was immediately sent to see, and returned, stating that there was
neither palanquin nor any one at the gate.

Konojo, seeing that the samurai was now beginning to look perplexed and
angry, drew the golden pin from his clothes, saying, “See! if you doubt me and
think [ am lying, here is the pin which O Kei told me to give you!”

“Bik-ku-ri-shi-ta-!” exclaimed O Kei’s mother. “How came this pin into
your hands? I myself put it into Ko San’s coffin just before it was closed.”

The samurai and Konojo stared at each other, and the mother at both. Nei-
ther knew what to think, or what to say or do. Imagine the general surprise
when the sick O Kei walked into the room, having risen from her bed as if she
had never been ill for a moment. She was the picture of health and beauty.
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“How is this?” asked the samurai, almost shouting. “How is it, O Kei, that
you have come from your sickbed dressed and with your hair done and looking
as if you had never known a moment of illness?”

“I am not O Kei, but the spirit of O Ko,” was the answer. “I was most unfor-
tunate in dying before the return of Konojo San, for had I lived until then I
should have become quite well and been married to him. As it was, my spirit
was unhappy. It took the form of my dear sister O Kei, and for a year has lived
happily in her body with Konojo. It is appeased now, and about to take its
real rest.”

“There is one condition, however, Konojo, which I must make,” said the
girl, turning to him. “You must marry my sister O Kei. If you do this my spirit
will rest truly in peace, and then O Kei will become well and strong. Will you
promise to marry O Kei?”

The old samurai, his wife, and Konojo were all amazed at this. The appear-
ance of the girl was that of O Kei; but the voice and manners were those of O
Ko. Then, there was the golden hairpin as further proof. The mother knew it
well. She had placed it in Ko’s hair just before the tub coffin was closed. Nobody
could undeceive her on that point.

“But,” said the samurai at last, “O Ko has been dead and buried for more
than a year now. That you should appear to us puzzles us all. Why should you
trouble us so?”

“I have explained already,” resumed the girl. “My spirit could not rest until
it had lived with Konojo, whom it knew to be faithful. It has done this now,
and is prepared to rest. My only desire is to see Konojo marry my sister.”

Hasunuma, his wife, and Konojo held a consultation. They were quite pre-
pared that O Kei should marry, and Konojo did not object.

All things being settled, the ghost-girl held out her hand to Konojo saying,

“This is the last time you will touch the hand of O Ko. Farewell, my dear
parents! Farewell to you all! [ am about to pass away.”

Then she fainted away, and seemed dead, and remained thus for half an
hour; while the others, overcome with the strange and weird things which they
had seen and heard, sat round her, hardly uttering a word.

At the end of half an hour the body came to life, and standing up, said.
“Dear parents, have no more fear for me. I am perfectly well again; but I have
no idea how [ got down from my sick-room in this costume, or how it is that I
feel so well.”

Several questions were put to her; but it was quite evident that O Kei knew
nothing of what had happened—nothing of the spirit of O Ko San, or of the
golden hairpin!

A week later she and Konojo were married, and the golden hairpin was
given to a shrine at Shiogama, to which, until quite recently, crowds used to go
and worship.
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STORY OF A TENGU

Tradition Bearer: Unavailable

Source: Hearn, Lafcadio. Kwaidan: Stories and Studies of Strange Things. Boston: Houghton,
Mifflin and Co., 1904, 215-224.

Date: ca. 1904
Original Source: Japan

National Origin: Japan

In Japanese tradition, the Tengu are commonly represented either as
winged men with the heads of birds, as birds of prey, or as men with
unnaturally elongated noses. In folklore and popular culture, there is an
association between the Tengu and the yamabushi (mountain-dwelling
ascetics who practice Shugendo Buddhism). The protagonist of the fol-
lowing tale is obviously one of the latter.

n the days of the Emperor Go-Reizen, there was a holy priest living in the
I Temple of Seito, on the mountain called Hiyei-Zan, near Kydto. One

summer day this good priest, after a visit to the city, was returning to his
temple by way of Kita-no-Oji, when he saw some boys ill-treating a kite. They
had caught the bird in a snare, and were beating it with sticks. “Oh, the poor
creature!” compassionately exclaimed the priest, “Why do you torment it so,
children?”

One of the boys made answer, “We want to kill it to get the feathers.”
Moved by pity, the priest persuaded the boys to let him have the kite in
exchange for a fan that he was carrying; and he set the bird free. It had not been
seriously hurt, and was able to fly away.

Happy at having performed this Buddhist act of merit, the priest then
resumed his walk. He had not proceeded very far when he saw a strange monk
come out of a bamboo-grove by the roadside and hasten towards him.

The monk respectfully saluted him, and said, “Sir, through your compassion-
ate kindness my life has been saved; and I now desire to express my gratitude in
a fitting manner.”

Astonished at hearing himself thus addressed, the priest replied, “Really, I
cannot remember to have ever seen you before: please tell me who you are.”

“It is not wonderful that you cannot recognize me in this form,” returned
the monk, “I am the kite that those cruel boys were tormenting at Kita-no-Oji.
You saved my life; and there is nothing in this world more precious than life. So
I now wish to return your kindness in some way or other. If there be anything
that you would like to have, or to know, or to see—anything that I can do for
you, in short—please to tell me; for as I happen to possess, in a small degree,
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the Six Supernatural Powers, I am able to gratify almost any wish that you can
express.”

On hearing these words, the priest knew that he was speaking with a Tengu;
and he frankly made answer, “My friend, I have long ceased to care for the
things of this world: I am now seventy years of age; neither fame nor pleasure
has any attraction for me. I feel anxious only about my future birth; but as that
is a matter in which no one can help me, it were useless to ask about it. Really,
I can think of but one thing worth wishing for. It has been my life-long regret
that I was not in India in the time of the Lord Buddha, and could not attend
the great assembly on the holy mountain Gridhrakuta. Never a day passes in
which this regret does not come to me, in the hour of morning or of evening
prayer. Ah, my friend! If it were possible to conquer Time and Space, like the
Bodhisattvas, so that I could look upon that marvelous assembly, how happy
should I be!”

“Why,” the Tengu exclaimed, “that pious wish of yours can easily be satis-
fied. 1 perfectly well remember the assembly on the Vulture Peak; and I can
cause everything that happened there to reappear before you, exactly as it
occurred. It is our greatest delight to represent such holy matters.... Come this
way with me!”

And the priest suffered himself to be led to a place among pines, on the
slope of a hill. “Now,” said the Tengu, “you have only to wait here for awhile,
with your eyes shut. Do not open them until you hear the voice of the Buddha
preaching the Law. Then you can look. But when you see the appearance of the
Buddha, you must not allow your devout feelings to influence you in any wayj;
you must not bow down, nor pray, nor utter any such exclamation as, ‘Even so,
Lord!” or ‘O thou Blessed One!” You must not speak at all. Should you make
even the least sign of reverence, something very unfortunate might happen to
me.” The priest gladly promised to follow these injunctions; and the Tengu hur-
ried away as if to prepare the spectacle.

The day waned and passed, and the darkness came; but the old priest waited
patiently beneath a tree, keeping his eyes closed. At last a voice suddenly
resounded above him—a wonderful voice, deep and clear like the pealing of a
mighty bell—the voice of the Buddha Sikyamuni proclaiming the Perfect Way.
Then the priest, opening his eyes in a great radiance, perceived that all things
had been changed: the place was indeed the Vulture Peak—the holy Indian
mountain Gridhrakita; and the time was the time of the Sitra of the Lotus of the
Good Law. Now there were no pines about him, but strange shining trees made of
the Seven Precious Substances, with foliage and fruit of gems; and the ground was
covered with Mandarava and Manjushaka flowers showered from heaven; and the
night was filled with fragrance and splendor and the sweetness of the great Voice.
And in mid-air, shining as a moon above the world, the priest beheld the Blessed
One seated upon the Lion-throne, with Samantabhadra at his right hand, and
Manjusri at his left—and before them assembled—immeasurably spreading into
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Space, like a flood of stars—the hosts of the Mahasattvas and the Bodhisattvas
with their countless following, “gods, demons, Nagas, goblins, men, and beings
not human.” Sériputra he saw, and Kasyapa, and Ananda, with all the disciples
of the Tathagata—and the Kings of the Devas—and the Kings of the Four
Directions, like pillars of fire—and the great Dragon-Kings—and the Gandhar-
vas and Garudas—and the Gods of the Sun and the Moon and the Wind—
and the shining myriads of Brahma’s heaven. And incomparably further than
even the measureless circling of the glory of these, he saw—made visible by a
single ray of light that shot from the forehead of the Blessed One to pierce
beyond uttermost Time—the eighteen hundred thousand Buddha-fields of the
Eastern Quarter with all their habitants—and the beings in each of the Six
States of Existence—and even the shapes of the Buddhas extinct, that had
entered into Nirvana. These, and all the gods, and all the demons, he saw bow
down before the Lion-throne; and he heard that multitude incalculable of
beings praising the Sitra of the Lotos of the Good Law—Ilike the roar of a sea
before the Lord.

Then forgetting utterly his pledge—foolishly dreaming that he stood in the
very presence of the very Buddha—he cast himself down in worship with tears
of love and thanksgiving; crying out with a loud voice, “O thou Blessed One!”

Instantly with a shock as of earthquake the stupendous spectacle disap-
peared; and the priest found himself alone in the dark, kneeling upon the grass
of the mountain-side. Then a sadness unspeakable fell upon him, because of the
loss of the vision, and because of the thoughtlessness that had caused him to
break his word. As he sorrowfully turned his steps homeward, the goblin-monk
once more appeared before him, and said to him in tones of reproach and pain,
“Because you did not keep the promise which you made to me, and heedlessly
allowed your feelings to overcome you, the Gohotendo, who is the Guardian of
the Doctrine, swooped down suddenly from heaven upon us, and smote us in
great anger, crying out, ‘How do ye dare thus to deceive a pious person? Then
the other monks, whom I had assembled, all fled in fear. As for myself, one of
my wings has been broken—so that now I cannot fly.” And with these words
the Tengu vanished forever.

HOW THE WICKED TANUKI WAS PUNISHED

Tradition Bearer: Unavailable

Source: Lang, Andrew. The Crimson Fairy Book. London: Longmans, Green and Com-
pany, 1903, 190-191.

Date: Unavailable

Original Source: Brauns, David. Japanische Marchen und Sagen. Leipzig: Verlag von Wil-
helm Friedrich, 1885.

National Origin: Japan
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The Tanuki, the Japanese raccoon-faced dog, is a real Japanese forest-
dwelling canine species. According to Japanese folk belief, the tanuki is
also a goblin and magician who possesses supernormal strength and can
change shapes at will. Similarly, foxes are shape-shifters with magical
abilities. Both creatures are popular subjects of Japanese folklore and
both are portrayed as intelligent though greedy tricksters.

he hunters had hunted the wood for so many years that no wild animal

I was any more to be found in it. You might walk from one end to the

other without ever seeing a hare, or a deer, or a boar, or hearing the coo-

ing of the doves in their nest. If they were not dead, they had flown elsewhere.

Only three creatures remained alive, and they had hidden themselves in the

thickest part of the forest, high up the mountain. These were a grey-furred,

long-tailed tanuki, his wife the fox, who was one of his own family, and their lit-
tle son.

The fox and the tanuki were very clever, prudent beasts, and they also were
skilled in magic, and by this means had escaped the fate of their unfortunate
friends. If they heard the twang of an arrow or saw the glitter of a spear, ever so
far off, they lay very still, and were not to be tempted from their hiding-place, if
their hunger was ever so great, or the game ever so delicious. “We are not so
foolish as to risk our lives,” they said to each other proudly. But at length there
came a day when, in spite of their prudence, they seemed likely to die of starva-
tion, for no more food was to be had. Something had to be done, but they did
not know what.

Suddenly a bright thought struck the tanuki. “I have got a plan,” he cried
joyfully to his wife. “I will pretend to be dead, and you must change yourself
into a man, and take me to the village for sale. It will be easy to find a buyer,
tanukis’ skins are always wanted; then buy some food with the money and come
home again. I will manage to escape somehow, so do not worry about me.”

The fox laughed with delight, and rubbed her paws together with satisfac-
tion. “Well, next time I will go,” she said, “and you can sell me.” And then she
changed herself into a man, and picking up the stiff body of the tanuki, set off
towards the village. She found him rather heavy, but it would never have done
to let him walk through the wood and risk his being seen by somebody.

As the tanuki had foretold, buyers were many, and the fox handed him over
to the person who offered the largest price, and hurried to get some food with
the money. The buyer took the tanuki back to his house, and throwing him into
a corner went out. Directly the tanuki found he was alone, he crept cautiously
through a chink of the window, thinking, as he did so, how lucky it was that he
was not a fox, and was able to climb. Once outside, he hid himself in a ditch till
it grew dusk, and then galloped away into the forest.
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While the food lasted they were all three as happy as kings; but there soon
arrived a day when the larder was as empty as ever. “It is my turn now to pre-
tend to be dead,” cried the fox. So the tanuki changed himself into a peasant,
and started for the village, with his wife’s body hanging over his shoulder. A
buyer was not long in coming forward, and while they were making the bargain
a wicked thought darted into the tanuki’s head, that if he got rid of the fox
there would be more food for him and his son. So as he put the money in his
pocket he whispered softly to the buyer that the fox was not really dead, and
that if he did not take care she might run away from him. The man did not
need twice telling. He gave the poor fox a blow on the head, which put an end
to her, and the wicked tanuki went smiling to the nearest shop.

In former times he had been very fond of his little son; but since he had
betrayed his wife he seemed to have changed all in a moment, for he would not
give him as much as a bite, and the poor little fellow would have starved had he
not found some nuts and berries to eat, and he waited on, always hoping that
his mother would come back.

At length some notion of the truth began to dawn on him; but he was care-
ful to let the old tanuki see nothing, though in his own mind he turned over
plans from morning till night, wondering how best he might avenge his mother.

One morning, as the little tanuki was sitting with his father, he remembered,
with a start, that his mother had taught him all she knew of magic, and that he
could work spells as well as his father, or perhaps better. “I am as good a wizard as
you,” he said suddenly, and a cold chill ran through the tanuki as he heard him,
though he laughed, and pretended to think it a joke. But the little tanuki stuck to
his point, and at last the father proposed they should have a wager.

“Change yourself into any shape you like,” said he, “and I will undertake to
know you. I will go and wait on the bridge which leads over the river to the village,
and you shall transform yourself into anything you please, but I will know you
through any disguise.” The little tanuki agreed, and went down the road which his
father had pointed out. But instead of transforming himself into a different shape,
he just hid himself in a corner of the bridge, where he could see without being seen.

He had not been there long when his father arrived and took up his place
near the middle of the bridge, and soon after the king came by, followed by a
troop of guards and all his court.

“Ah! He thinks that now he has changed himself into a king [ shall not
know him,” thought the old tanuki, and as the king passed in his splendid car-
riage, borne by his servants, he jumped upon it crying, “I have won my wager;
you cannot deceive me.” But in reality it was he who had deceived himself. The
soldiers, conceiving that their king was being attacked, seized the tanuki by the
legs and flung him over into the river, and the water closed over him.

And the little tanuki saw it all, and rejoiced that his mother’s death had
been avenged. Then he went back to the forest, and if he has not found it too
lonely, he is probably living there still.
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THE SLAYING OF THE TANUKI

Tradition Bearer: Unavailable

Source: Lang, Andrew. The Pink Fairy Book. London: Longmans, Green and Company,
1897, 33-39.
Date: Unavailable

Original Source: Brauns, David. Japanische Marchen und Sagen. Leipzig: Verlag von
Wilhelm Friedrich, 1885.

National Origin: Japan

The hare is a prominent animal in Japanese folklore. The hare is one of
the twelve animals of the Chinese cycle of years. Rather than the “man
in the moon,” the Japanese see a “hare in the moon,” pounding rice
with a mortar and pestle. The Japanese hare is not the common trickster
figure that it is in other traditions; that role is generally played by the
kitsune (fox), the tanuki, or the badger. In the following narrative of the
tanuki’s malice, these roles are reversed.

lived in a cottage a long, long time ago. A dense forest lay all round

the cottage, and there was hardly a path or a tree in the whole wood
that was not familiar to the peasant from his boyhood. In one of his wanderings
he had made friends with a hare, and many an hour the two passed together,
when the man was resting by the roadside, eating his dinner.

Now this strange friendship was observed by the Tanuki, a wicked, quarrel-
some beast, who hated the peasant, and was never tired of doing him an ill turn.
Again and again he had crept to the hut, and finding some choice morsel put
away for the little hare, had either eaten it if he thought it nice, or trampled it
to pieces so that no one else should get it, and at last the peasant lost patience,
and made up his mind he would have the Tanuki’s blood.

So for many days the man lay hidden, waiting for the Tanuki to come by,
and when one morning he marched up the road thinking of nothing but the
dinner he was going to steal, the peasant threw himself upon him and bound his
four legs tightly, so that he could not move. Then he dragged his enemy joyfully
to the house, feeling that at length he had got the better of the mischievous
beast which had done him so many ill turns. “He shall pay for them with his
skin,” he said to his wife. “We will first kill him, and then cook him.” So saying,
he hanged the Tanuki, head downwards, to a beam, and went out to gather
wood for a fire.

Meanwhile the old woman was standing at the mortar pounding the rice
that was to serve them for the week with a pestle that made her arms ache with

N ear a big river, and between two high mountains, a man and his wife
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its weight. Suddenly she heard something whining and weeping in the corner,
and, stopping her work, she looked round to see what it was. That was all that
the rascal wanted, and he put on directly his most humble air, and begged the
woman in his softest voice to loosen his bonds, which her hurting him sorely. She
was filled with pity for him, but did not dare to set him free, as she knew that her
husband would be very angry. The Tanuki, however, did not despair, and seeing
that her heart was softened, began his prayers anew. “He only asked to have his
bonds taken from him,” he said. “He would give his word not to attempt to
escape, and if he was once set free he could soon pound her rice for her.”

“Then you can have a little rest,” he went on, “for rice pounding is very tir-
ing work, and not at all fit for weak women.” These last words melted the good
woman completely, and she unfastened the bonds that held him. Poor foolish
creature! In one moment the Tanuki had seized her, stripped off all her clothes,
and popped her in the mortar. In a few minutes more she was pounded as fine
as the rice; and not content with that, the Tanuki placed a pot on the hearth
and made ready to cook the peasant a dinner from the flesh of his own wife!

When everything was complete he looked out of the door, and saw the old
man coming from the forest carrying a large bundle of wood. Quick as lightning
the Tanuki not only put on the woman’s clothes, but, as he was a magician,
assumed her form as well. Then he took the wood, kindled the fire, and very
soon set a large dinner before the old man, who was very hungry, and had for-
gotten for the moment all about his enemy. But when the Tanuki saw that he
had eaten his fill and would be thinking about his prisoner, he hastily shook off
the clothes behind a door and took his own shape. Then he said to the peasant,
“You are a nice sort of person to seize animals and to talk of killing them! You
are caught in your own net. It is your own wife that you have eaten, and if you
want to find her bones you have only to look under the floor.” With these words
he turned and made for the forest.

The old peasant grew cold with horror as he listened, and seemed frozen to
the place where he stood. When he had recovered himself a little, he collected
the bones of his dead wife, buried them in the garden, and swore over the grave
to be avenged on the Tanuki. After everything was done he sat himself down in
his lonely cottage and wept bitterly, and the bitterest thought of all was that he
would never be able to forget that he had eaten his own wife.

While he was thus weeping and wailing his friend the hare passed by, and,
hearing the noise, pricked up his ears and soon recognized the old man’s voice.
He wondered what had happened, and put his head in at the door and asked if
anything was the matter. With tears and groans the peasant told him the whole
dreadful story, and the hare, filled with anger and compassion, comforted him as
best he could, and promised to help him in his revenge. “The false knave shall
not go unpunished,” said he.

So the first thing he did was to search the house for materials to make an
ointment, which he sprinkled plentifully with pepper and then put in his pocket.
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Next he took a hatchet, bade farewell to the old man, and departed to the forest.
He bent his steps to the dwelling of the Tanuki and knocked at the door. The
Tanuki, who had no cause to suspect the hare, was greatly pleased to see him, for
he noticed the hatchet at once, and began to lay plots how to get hold of it.

To do this he thought he had better offer to accompany the hare, which
was exactly what the hare wished and expected, for he knew all the Tanuki’s
cunning, and understood his little ways. So he accepted the rascal’s company
with joy, and made himself very pleasant as they strolled along. When they were
wandering in this manner through the forest the hare carelessly raised his
hatchet in passing, and cut down some thick boughs that were hanging over the
path, but at length, after cutting down a good big tree, which cost him many
hard blows, he declared that it was too heavy for him to carry home, and he
must just leave it where it was. This delighted the greedy Tanuki, who said that
they would be no weight for him, so they collected the large branches, which
the hare bound tightly on his back. Then he trotted gaily to the house, the hare
following after with his lighter bundle.

By this time the hare had decided what he would do, and as soon as they
arrived, he quietly set on fire the wood on the back of the Tanuki. The Tanuki,
who was busy with something else, observed nothing, and only called out to ask
what was the meaning of the crackling that he heard. “It is just the rattle of the
stones which are rolling down the side of the mountain,” the hare said; and the
Tanuki was content, and made no further remarks, never noticing that the noise
really sprang from the burning boughs on his back, until his fur was in flames,
and it was almost too late to put it out. Shrieking with pain, he let fall the burn-
ing wood from his back, and stamped and howled with agony. But the hare com-
forted him, and told him that he always carried with him an excellent plaster in
case of need, which would bring him instant relief, and taking out his ointment
he spread it on a leaf of bamboo, and laid it on the wound. No sooner did it
touch him than the Tanuki leapt yelling into the air, and the hare laughed, and
ran to tell his friend the peasant what a trick he had played on their enemy.

But the old man shook his head sadly, for he knew that the villain was only
crushed for the moment, and that he would shortly be revenging himself upon
them. No, the only way every to get any peace and quiet was to render the
Tanuki harmless for ever. Long did the old man and the hare puzzle together
how this was to be done, and at last they decided that they would make two
boats, a small one of wood and a large one of clay. Then they fell to work at
once, and when the boats were ready and properly painted, the hare went to the
Tanuki, who was still very ill, and invited him to a great fish-catching.

The Tanuki was still feeling angry with the hare about the trick he had
played him, but he was weak and very hungry, so he gladly accepted the pro-
posal, and accompanied the hare to the bank of the river, where the two boats
were moored, rocked by the waves. They both looked exactly alike, and the
Tanuki only saw that one was bigger than the other, and would hold more fish,

99



The Greenwood Library of World Folktales | Volume 2

100

so he sprang into the large one, while the hare climbed into the one which was
made of wood. They loosened their moorings, and made for the middle of the
stream, and when they were at some distance from the bank, the hare took his
oar, and struck such a heavy blow at the other boat, that it broke in two. The
Tanuki fell straight into the water, and was held there by the hare till he was
quite dead. Then he put the body in his boat and rowed to land, and told the
old man that his enemy was dead at last. And the old man rejoiced that his wife
was avenged, and he took the hare into his house, and they lived together all
their days in peace and quietness upon the mountain.

THE CAT'S ELOPEMENT

Tradition Bearer: Unavailable

Source: Lang, Andrew. The Pink Fairy Book. London: Longmans, Green and Company,
1897, 1-5.

Date: Unavailable

Original Source: Brauns, David. Japanische Marchen und Sagen. Leipzig: Verlag von
Wilhelm Friedrich, 1885.

National Origin: Japan

In a plot of true love and separation that is usually enacted by human
characters, the heroic cat, Gon, gives up a life of luxury for true love.
The ultimate success of the protagonist arises from Gon’s rescue of a
princess from a serpent (who ironically risked its life for love).

soft and shining as silk, and wise green eyes, that could see even in the
dark. His name was Gon, and he belonged to a music teacher, who was
so fond and proud of him that he would not have parted with him for anything
in the world.
Now not far from the music master’s house there dwelt a lady who possessed
a most lovely little pussy cat called Koma. She was such a little dear altogether,
and blinked her eyes so daintily, and ate her supper so tidily, and when she had
finished she licked her pink nose so delicately with her little tongue, that her mis-
tress was never tired of saying, “Koma, Koma, what should I do without you?”
Well, it happened one day that these two, when out for an evening stroll,
met under a cherry tree, and in one moment fell madly in love with each other.
Gon had long felt that it was time for him to find a wife, for all the ladies in
the neighborhood paid him so much attention that it made him quite shy; but
he was not easy to please, and did not care about any of them. Now, before he

Q nce upon a time there lived a cat of marvelous beauty, with a skin as
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had time to think, Cupid had entangled him in his net, and he was filled with
love towards Koma. She fully returned his passion, but, like a woman, she saw
the difficulties in the way, and consulted sadly with Gon as to the means of
overcoming them. Gon entreated his master to set matters right by buying
Koma, but her mistress would not part from her. Then the music master was
asked to sell Gon to the lady, but he declined to listen to any such suggestion,
so everything remained as before.

At length the love of the couple grew to such a pitch that they determined to
please themselves, and to seek their fortunes together. So one moonlight night they
stole away, and ventured out into an unknown world. All day long they marched
bravely on through the sunshine, till they had left their homes far behind them,
and towards evening they found themselves in a large park. The wanderers by this
time were very hot and tired, and the grass looked very soft and inviting, and the
trees cast cool deep shadows, when suddenly an ogre appeared in this Paradise, in
the shape of a big, big dog! He came springing towards them showing all his teeth,
and Koma shrieked, and rushed up a cherry tree. Gon, however, stood his ground
boldly, and prepared to give battle, for he felt that Koma’s eyes were upon him, and
that he must not run away. But, alas! His courage would have availed him nothing
had his enemy once touched him, for he was large and powerful, and very fierce.
From her perch in the tree Koma saw it all, and screamed with all her might, hop-
ing that some one would hear, and come to help. Luckily a servant of the princess
to whom the park belonged was walking by, and he drove off the dog, and picking
up the trembling Gon in his arms, carried him to his mistress.

So poor little Koma was left alone, while Gon was borne away full of trou-
ble, not in the least knowing what to do. Even the attention paid him by the
princess, who was delighted with his beauty and pretty ways, did not console
him, but there was no use in fighting against fate, and he could only wait and
see what would turn up.

The princess, Gon’s new mistress, was so good and kind that everybody
loved her, and she would have led a happy life, had it not been for a serpent
who had fallen in love with her, and was constantly annoying her by his pres-
ence. Her servants had orders to drive him away as often as he appeared; but as
they were careless, and the serpent very sly, it sometimes happened that he was
able to slip past them, and to frighten the princess by appearing before her. One
day she was seated in her room, playing on her favorite musical instrument,
when she felt something gliding up her sash, and saw her enemy making his way
to kiss her cheek. She shrieked and threw herself backwards, and Gon, who had
been curled up on a stool at her feet, understood her terror, and with one bound
seized the snake by his neck. He gave him one bite and one shake, and flung
him on the ground, where he lay, never to worry the princess any more. Then
she took Gon in her arms, and praised and caressed him, and saw that he had
the nicest bits to eat, and the softest mats to lie on; and he would have had
nothing in the world to wish for if only he could have seen Koma again.
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Time passed on, and one morning Gon lay before the house door, basking
in the sun. He looked lazily at the world stretched out before him, and saw in
the distance a big ruffian of a cat teasing and ill-treating quite a little one. He
jumped up, full of rage, and chased away the big cat, and then he turned to
comfort the little one, when his heart nearly burst with joy to find that it was
Koma. At first Koma did not know him again, he had grown so large and
stately; but when it dawned upon her who it was, her happiness knew no
bounds. And they rubbed their heads and their noses again and again, while
their purring might have been heard a mile off.

Paw in paw they appeared before the princess, and told her the story of their
life and its sorrows. The princess wept for sympathy, and promised that they
should never more be parted, but should live with her to the end of their days.
By-and-by the princess herself got married, and brought a prince to dwell in the
palace in the park. And she told him all about her two cats, and how brave
Gon had been, and how he had delivered her from her enemy the serpent.

And when the prince heard, he swore they should never leave them, but
should go with the princess wherever she went. So it all fell out as the princess
wished; and Gon and Koma had many children, and so had the princess, and
they all played together, and were friends to the end of their lives.

THE STONECUTTER

Tradition Bearer: Unavailable

Source: Lang, Andrew. The Crimson Fairy Book. London: Longmans, Green and Com-
pany, 1903, 112-113.

Date: Unavailable

Original Source: Brauns, David. Japanische Marchen und Sagen. Leipzig: Verlag von

Wilhelm Friedrich, 1885.
National Origin: Japan

At the outset of this fable, a humble man is afflicted with envy when he
sees a rich man’s lifestyle. Its beginning is similar to “The Fisher and His
Wife” (AT 555) because of the narrative’s plot of a spirit granting a
human increasingly outrageous wishes. The concluding episode, how-
ever, in which the protagonist returns full circle to his humble begin-
nings is reminiscent of “Stronger and Strongest” (AT 2031).

nce upon a time there lived a stonecutter, who went every day to a
great rock in the side of a big mountain and cut out slabs for grave-

stones or for houses. He understood very well the kinds of stones
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wanted for the different purposes, and as he was a careful workman he had
plenty of customers. For a long time he was quite happy and contented, and
asked for nothing better than what he had.

Now in the mountain dwelt a spirit which now and then appeared to men,
and helped them in many ways to become rich and prosperous. The stonecutter,
however, had never seen this spirit, and only shook his head, with an unbeliev-
ing air, when anyone spoke of it. But a time was coming when he learned to
change his opinion.

One day the stonecutter carried a gravestone to the house of a rich man,
and saw there all sorts of beautiful things, of which he had never even dreamed.
Suddenly his daily work seemed to grow harder and heavier, and he said to him-
self, “Oh, if only I were a rich man, and could sleep in a bed with silken curtains
and golden tassels, how happy I should be!”

And a voice answered him, “Your wish is heard; a rich man you shall be!”

At the sound of the voice the stonecutter looked around, but could see
nobody. He thought it was all his fancy, and picked up his tools and went home,
for he did not feel inclined to do any more work that day. But when he reached
the little house where he lived, he stood still with amazement, for instead of his
wooden hut was a stately palace filled with splendid furniture, and most splendid
of all was the bed, in every respect like the one he had envied. He was nearly
beside himself with joy, and in his new life the old one was soon forgotten.

It was now the beginning of summer, and each day the sun blazed more
fiercely. One morning the heat was so great that the stonecutter could scarcely
breathe, and he determined he would stop at home till the evening. He was
rather dull, for he had never learned how to amuse himself, and was peeping
through the closed blinds to see what was going on in the street, when a little
carriage passed by, drawn by servants dressed in blue and silver. In the carriage
sat a prince, and over his head a golden umbrella was held, to protect him from
the sun’s rays.

“Oh, if I were only a prince!” said the stonecutter to himself, as the carriage
vanished around the corner. “Oh, if [ were only a prince, and could go in such a
carriage and have a golden umbrella held over me, how happy I should be!”

And a prince he was. Before his carriage rode one company of men and
another behind it; servants dressed in scarlet and gold bore him along, the cov-
eted umbrella was held over his head, everything his heart could desire was his.
But yet it was not enough. He looked around still for something to wish for, and
when he saw that in spite of the water he poured on the grass the rays of the
sun scorched it, and that in spite of the umbrella held over his head each day
his face grew browner and browner, he cried in his anger, “The sun is mightier
than [; oh, if I were only the sun!”

And the mountain spirit answered, “Your wish is heard; the sun you shall be.”

And the sun he was, and felt himself proud in his power. He shot his beams
above and below, on earth and in heaven; he burnt up the grass in the fields
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and scorched the faces of princes as well as of poorer folk. But in a short time
he began to grow tired of his might, for there seemed nothing left for him to do.
Discontent once more filled his soul, and when a cloud covered his face, and
hid the earth from him, he cried in his anger, “Does the cloud hold captive my
rays, and is it mightier than 1? Oh, that I were a cloud, and mightier than any!”

And the mountain spirit answered, “Your wish is heard; a cloud you shall be!”

And a cloud he was, and lay between the sun and the earth. He caught the
sun’s beams and held them, and to his joy the earth grew green again and flow-
ers blossomed. But that was not enough for him, and for days and week he
poured forth rain till the rivers overflowed their banks, and the crops of rice
stood in water. Towns and villages were destroyed by the power of the rain, only
the great rock on the mountainside remained unmoved. The cloud was amazed
at the sight, and cried in wonder, “Is the rock, then, mightier than I? Oh, if I
were only the rock!”

And the mountain spirit answered, “Your wish is heard; the rock you shall be

And the rock he was, and gloried in his power. Proudly he stood, and nei-
ther the heat of the sun nor the force of the rain could move him. “This is bet-
ter than all!” he said to himself. But one day he heard a strange noise at his
feet, and when he looked down to see what it could be, he saw a stonecutter
driving tools into his surface. Even while he looked a trembling feeling ran all
through him, and a great block broke off and fell upon the ground. Then he
cried in his wrath, “Is a mere child of earth mightier than a rock? Oh, if I were
only a man!”

And the mountain spirit answered, “Your wish is heard. A man once more
you shall be!”

And a man he was, and in the sweat of his brow he toiled again at his trade
of stone cutting. His bed was hard and his food scanty, but he had learned to be
satisfied with it, and did not long to be something or somebody else. And as he
never asked for things he did not have, or desired to be greater and mightier
than other people, he was happy at last, and never again heard the voice of the
mountain spirit.

')?



KORYAK

HOW A SMALL KAMAK WAS TRANSFORMED
INTO A HARPOON LINE

Tradition Bearer: Anne

Source: Bogoras, Waldemar. Koryak Texts, Publications of the American Ethnological Soci-

ety V. Leyden: E. ]. Brill, Led., 1917, 35-40.
Date: ca. 1900
Original Source: Koryak
National Origin: Siberia

Evil spirits are called kamak by the Koryak. These are the same beings
that the Koryak’s Chukchee neighbors call “ke’let” (see “The Youth
Who Received Supernatural Powers from the Ke'let,” page 36, for infor-
mation on the Koryak environment and the ke'let). As in this Koryak
myth, the kamaks live much like their human neighbors, but they are
capable of changing their shapes and enjoy dining on human flesh. Big
Raven is the supreme supernatural and trickster of Koryak myth. Miti’ is
Big Raven’s wife. Eme’'mqut is his son.

small kamak said to his mother, “I am hungry.”
A She said to him, “Go and eat something in the storeroom behind
the sleeping-room!”
He said, “I do not want to. I want to, go to Big-Raven’s house.”

The mother said, “Do not do it! You will die. You will be caught in a snare.”
She said, “Go to the upper storeroom (in the porch) and eat something!”



The Greenwood Library of World Folktales | Volume 2

106

He said, “What for? Those provisions taste of the upper storeroom.”

She said, “Go to the cache and eat something!” He said, “What for? Those
provisions taste of the cache.”

Big-Raven spread a snare close to his elevated storehouse (raised on sup-
ports). The small kamak ran there, and was caught in a snare. He began to
whimper, “Oh, oh, | am caught, I am caught!”

Big-Raven said, “It came to my mind to go and to look at this snare.” He
came to it, and wanted to enter the storehouse, but stumbled over something
lying in the way. “What now, what is it?”

“It is I. I am caught.” The small kamak was crying, and brushing away his
tears with his small fist.

“Stop blubbering! I will take you to Miti’.” He brought the small kamak to
his house, and said, “O, Miti’! Dance in honor of (our) catch!”

She began to dance, “We have a small kamak, we have a small kamak!”

Big-Raven said, “You dance in a wrong way. Ga’na, step forth and dance in
honor of (our) catch!”

She came out and began to dance, “We have a small ma’kak, we have a
small ma’kak!”

Big-Raven said, “Really this is right.”

They took him into the house. The house-master said, “What shall we make
out of you, a cover for the roof-hole?”

“Not this. If I am made into a cover for the roof-hole, I shall feel smoky, I
shall feel cold.”

The house-master said, “What shall we make out of you, a plug for the
vent-hole?”

“Not this. If I am made into a plug for the vent-hole, I shall be afraid of evil
spirits passing by.”

The house-master said, “What, then, do you wish us to make of you? Per-
haps a work-bag for Miti’.”

He said, “Not this. I shall feel smothered.” The house-master said, “We
shall make you into a thong.”

The small kamak began to laugh and said, “Yes!”

They made him into a thong, they cut him duly, then they carried the line
out and began to stretch it (tightly). Thus stretched, they (left it there). Big-
Raven’s people went to sleep. Frost-Man and his people said, “Big-Raven has
caught a small kamak. They made him into a thong. Let us go and steal it!”
They found it, and began to untie it.

Then it cried aloud, “Quick, get up! Already they are untying me!”

Big-Raven said, “What is the matter with our small line? It wants to awaken
us. Quick, let us get up!” They woke up, and said to the small kamak, “What is
the matter with you? Why were you crying so loudly?”

The small kamak said, “Frost-Man’s people wanted to carry me away.”
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The people living down the coast heard (about the thing)—how Big-Raven
caught a small kamak; and how they made him into a thong; and how no one
succeeded in carrying it away, it was so watchful. Those people began to say,
“We will go and carry it away.”

They said, “Surely we will carry it away.” Big-Raven’s people went to sleep.
The people living down the coast came and took the line.

It wanted to awaken the other people, but it was unable to awaken them.
“Oh, they are untying me already, they are carrying me away!” Indeed, they
untied it and carried it away; they stole the line.

The others woke up, but there was no line whatever. It had been taken
away. Big-Raven said, “People living down the coast have committed this theft.
Indeed, they took it, nobody else.”

Eme’'mqut said, “A very good line was taken away, still we will bring it
back.” Eme’mqut made a wooden whale and entered it. He went away and came
to the people living down the coast.

Those people were walking around. They were saying, “This is the first time
that such a whale has come near to us. It is a very good whale.”

They attacked the whale, came near to it, and threw at it a harpoon with a
new line. The small kamak lustily bit into the whale. Eme’'mqut said to him
under his breath, “Why are you biting me? I have come to fetch you home.”
Eme’mqut threw into the boat of the whale-hunters some berries of Rubus Arcti-
cus, and they began to eat them. Meanwhile Eme’mqut fled in all haste to his
house. He carried away the new line, and took it home. They ceased carrying
the line out of the house. They kept it always in the inner room, so the others
could not steal it. That is all.

LITTLE-BIRD-MAN AND RAVEN-MAN

Tradition Bearer: Pa’qa

Source: Borgas, Waldemar. Koryak Texts, Publications of the American Ethnological Society
V. Leyden: E. J. Brill, Ldd., 1917, 12-23.

Date: ca. 1900
Original Source: Koryak

National Origin: Siberia

Although the following myth appears unusual to the outsider, this narra-
tive is consistent with indigenous Koryak conventions. Raven-Man is
exposed as a trickster, liar and thief. Yini’a-hawgut rescues the sun from
Raven-Man’s mouth, and Little-Bird-Man is transformed externally into
the heroic figure that he is beneath his surface appearance.
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Raven preferred Little-Bird-Man. He said, “I will give my daughter to

Little-Bird-Man.” Miti’ said, “I will give my daughter to Raven-Man.”
After that Raven-Man would go out secretly. He would eat excrement and dog-
carrion. (In the morning) they would wake up, and several wolverine-skins and
wolf-skins would be there. They would ask both of the suitors, “Who killed
those?” and Raven-Man would answer, “I killed them.”

Then a snow-storm broke out, and continued for a long time with unabated vi-
olence. Big-Raven said to the suitors, “Go and try to calm this storm! To the one
who calms it, to that one will I give my daughter to wife.” Raven-Man said, “I will
calm the storm.” He said, “Prepare some provisions for me.” They prepared several
pairs of boots. He went out, and staid near by under a cliff, eating. Little-Bird-Man
went out, and there he stood eating of the provisions. Raven-Man gave to Little-
Bird-Man a wicked look. Little-Bird-Man entered again, and did not say anything.

Raven-Man staid at the same place. The snow-storm continued with the same
vigor, without abating. Oh, at last Raven-Man entered. His boots were all covered with
ice, for he would make water in his boots. That is the reason why the boots had ice.

He said, “It is impossible! There is a crack in the heavens.”

After a while they said to Little-Bird-Man, “Now, then, calm this storm!”

He said, “It is impossible. Shall I also go out and make water in my boots,
like Raven-Man?”

Then Big-Raven said to both suitors, “Go away! None of you shall marry her.”

Then Little-Bird-Man said, “All right! I will try.” He took a round stopper,
a shovel, and some fat, and went up to heaven. He flew up, and came to the
crack in the heavens. He stopped it with a stopper, and threw the fat on the
heavens all around it. For a while it grew calmer.

He came home, and the snow-storm broke out again. Even the stopper was
thrust back into the house. It was too small. He said, “It is impossible. The
heavens have a crack.” Big-Raven made another stopper, a larger one, and gave
it to Little-Bird-Man. He also gave him a larger piece of fat. Little-Bird-Man
flew up to the same place and put this stopper into the crack. It fitted well. He
drove it in with a mallet. He spread the fat around over the heavens, shoveled
the snow around the hole, and covered it. Then it grew quite calm.

He came back, and then Raven-Man grew hateful to all of them. He took a
place close to Miti’; and she said to him, “How is it that you smell of excrement?”

“Why! It is because I have had no bread [a delicacy among the Koryak] for
a long time.

She said to him, “Enough, go away! You have done nothing to quiet this
storm.” He went away. Little-Bird-Man married Yini’a-nawgut.

Summer came. It was raining hard. Then Raven-Man put the sun into his
mouth; so it grew quite dark.

After that they said to Can’ai’, “Can’ai’, go and fetch water!”

“How shall I fetch water? (It is too dark).”

Raven—Man and Little-Bird-Man wooed (the daughter) of Big-Raven. Big-
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After a while they said to her, “Why, we are quite thirsty, We are going to die.”

She went groping in the dark, then she stopped and began to sing. She sang,
“Both small rivers are stingy (with their water).” Then a small river came to
that place, bubbling. She filled her pail bought from the Russians (that is, an
iron pail), and carried it on her back. (Suddenly) a man came to her. She could
not carry the pail.

He said, “I will carry the pail (for you).” She came home in the dark. The
man followed. It was River-Man. They said to her, “Who is this man?”

He said, “I am River-Man. I took pity on that singer.” They scolded their
daughter. Nevertheless River-Man married her.

After that they remained still in complete darkness. They said to River-
Man, “Why are we living in darkness?”

He said, “Why, indeed?” He put on a headband of ringed-seal thong. He
went out (and practiced magic). Then at least a little light appeared. The day
dawned.

They spoke among themselves, “How shall we do it?”

Then Yini’a-nawgut prepared for a journey. She went to Raven-Man and
asked, “Halloo! Is Raven-Man at home?”

Raven-Woman said, “He is.”

She said to Raven-Man, “Since you went away, I have been feeling dull all
the time.” She found Raven-Man, and said to him, “Did not you feel dull (since
that time)? Will you stay so?” He turned his back to her, but she wanted to turn
him (so that he should look with) his face to her. But he turned his back to her.
Then she tickled him under the arms. She put her hands under his armpits.

His sister said to him, “What is the matter with you? Stop it! This is good girl.”

After that he began to a make sounds in her direction, “Gm, ¢gm, ém!” She
turned him around, and at last he laughed out, “Ha, ha, ha!” The sun jumped
out and fastened itself to the sky. It grew daylight.

After that they slept together. She said to him, “Have you a tent?”

“No!”

“Have you a fork?”

“No!”

“Have you a plate?”

“No!”

She said, “Then let us go home! I have all those things at home.” They
moved on to Big-Raven’s house. She said to Raven-Man, “Oh, you are a good
man!” and he felt flattered.

Afterwards she killed him.

Yini’a-nawgut put Raven-Man’s (head) on above. She said, “That spotted
palate of yours, let it grow to be a fine cloudless sky!” [This is to serve as an
incantation against bad weather].

She came home. And they said to her, “What have you been doing?”

She said, “I killed Raven-Man. He had the sun in his mouth.”
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From that time on it was quite calm.

Raven-Woman said, “Well, now, does my brother remember me? (Probably)
he has plenty to eat.”

She said, “Let me visit him.” She visited him, and he was dead. Then she
cried (and said), “He caused annoyance to the other people. (Therefore he is
dead.)” She left him there. There was nothing else to do.

Then those people said to Little-Bird-Man, “Go home, both of you!”

They said to them, “Go away with a caravan of pack-sledges!”

He replied, “We will go on foot.” They went away on foot, and came to a
river. Little-Bird-Man said to the woman, “Let me carry you (across)!”

The woman said to him, “Do not do it!”

He said, “It is all right.” He carried her, and in doing so he died.

Yini’a-nawgut slept a night among stone-pines and was almost frozen to
death. On the following morning it dawned, and close to that place a reindeer-
herd was walking. All the reindeer had iron antlers. A man was walking there
too. He said, “Oh, come here!”

She said, “I will not come. My husband has died.”

He said to her, “I am he, I am your husband.”

He took out his gloves. “These you made for me. I am your husband. I am
Little-Bird-Man.”

A house was there, also reindeer (for driving). He said to her, “Let us go to
Big-Raven! Now let them say again that you have a bad husband!” They went
with a caravan of pack-sledges, and they arrived.

The people said to Big-Raven, “Oh, your daughter has come with a caravan.”
Big-Raven said, “Our daughter went away on foot.” She said, “Here I am, I have
been brought home by Little-Bird-Man.” Little-Bird-Man made numerous driving-
sledges, all of silver. They lived there all together, and traveled about in all direc-
tions with a caravan of pack-sledges. They lived in joy. They stayed there.

MITI’ AND MAGPIE MAN

Tradition Bearer: Anne

Source: Borgas, Waldemar. Koryak Texts, Publications of the American Ethnological Society
V. Leyden: E. ]. Brill, Ltd., 1917, 35-40.

Date: ca. 1900

Original Source: Koryak

National Origin: Siberia

This Koryak myth reflects both the major issues of human life and crea-
tion, but minor ones such as infidelity and “spousal revenge” can be seen
in the following narrative.
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some willow-bark.” Oh, Miti’ went to feed the little puppies. Magpie-
Man came to eat there. He pecked at Miti”s face (to indicate his love),
and her whole nose was covered with scratches.

Oh, that one (Big-Raven) comes home! He said to Miti’, “What has hap-
pened to you? Your nose is scratched all over.”

She said, “By hitting with my nose against the sharp ends of the door-shed
corner | was scratched thus.” Oh, Big-Raven cut away all the ends of the dog-shed
corners. Then again he went for willow-bark. Miti’ went out, perched on the top
of the dog-shed, and began to sing, “I am walking along the cross beam!”

Then Magpie-Man came, and said, “Let us enter the sleeping-room! Big-
Raven will not come back soon. He will not catch us.”

She took him into (the house). Just as soon as they entered the sleeping-room
and began to make love there, then Big-Raven came back, and called out, “Miti’,
take this load of willow!” Miti’ said, “Let the I’kla [a magical effigy of a human
being| bring it down! I am busy trampling a half-scraped skin with lily feet.”

“Nay,” said Big-Raven, “I want you to take it down.”

Oh, Miti’ took it, and with a violent pull drew it into the house.

Then Big-Raven entered the house and made a smoldering fire. He also
stopped up the entrance-hole and the smoke-hole, so that the sleeping-room
was full of smoke. Then a Magpie’s voice was heard from the sleeping-room.
That Magpie came out. He escaped through a narrow crack.

“(See) what (this) Magpie has done to me!” The Magpie, however, went
home. Miti’ was with child. After some time she brought forth two small eggs.
(The two children) grew rapidly, and Big-Raven had a great love for them.

Big-Raven’s people were storing their catch of fish. Those two said,
“Mamma, we are hungry.”

She said, “Go out and say to daddy, ‘We are hungry’.” They went out, and
were given two whole dried salmon. They entered, and nibbled up (the fish).

Then they said again, “We are hungry.” Miti’ said to them, “Go out and ask
daddy (for more).”

They went out. “Daddy, we are hungry!”

“No wonder! Two thievish magpies!”

Those two sons began to weep. “Oh, he is reproaching us!”

Miti’ said to them, “Go out and tell him, ‘Our real daddy is herding reindeer
(with the wealthy reindeer-breeders)’.” (After that) they entered again, and
Miti’ put them into a grass bag, (placing) each in one of the (lower) corners.
She went away, and came to Magpie-Man and flung (her bag right in).

Big-Raven said, “I feel lonely. I will go to Miti’.” He went and came there.

(The people said,) “Miti’, come out! Your old man has come to you.”

Miti’ said, “Has he no legs? Let him enter of his own accord!” He entered,
and she gave him food. He began to eat, and was choking. Then he ran out of
the house.

B ig-Raven lived with his family. Oh, Big-Raven said, “I will (go and) fetch
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Miti’ called to him. She said, “Big-Raven!”

K‘Oi!)’

Then he could not help himself, and shouted, “Oi!” The piece that choked
him flew out (of his mouth, and fell down) at a great distance. Then Big-Raven
went home. That is all.

112



TIBET

THE STORY OF THE TWO DEVILS

Tradition Bearer: Unavailable

Source: Shelton, A. L. Tibetan Folktales. St. Louis, MO: United Christian Missionary So-
ciety, 1925, 70-75.

Date: Unavailable

Original Source: Tibet
National Origin: China (Tibet)

Preceding the Buddhist philosophy and practices that most of the world
associates with Tibet was an indigenous Himalayan belief system called
Bon. This religious tradition was built on animism, and shamanistic
practices were at the heart of the divination that determined the most
important activities in daily life, including healing, as the following tale
demonstrates. The shaman (who might be male or female) typically
entered a trance state to receive the advice of the supernaturals. The
sham diviner in “The Story of the Two Devils” plays the role well
enough to convince the two shape-shifting devils of his abilities.

running swiftly you are not able to dam.”

q¢ T he golden eagle flying high you are not able to bind, and great water

—Tibetan Proverb

A long time ago in a country so high that it would make most boys and girls
tired if they tried to run and play, was a great flat table-land entirely surrounded
by a forest. On this table-land was located one large city and several smaller
ones, all ruled over by a king who had seven sons.
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The sons went out in the forest to play one day and found a beautiful girl,
who was herding a yak. She told them she was the daughter of the King of the
west, that her yak had wandered away and she had come to hunt it. The seven
sons thought that she was very pretty to look at, so they proposed to her that
she become the wife of the seven, which was the custom of the country.

Now, in reality, the girl was a she-devil and the yak was her husband. They
could change their form whenever they chose. She didn’t tell the men that the
yak was her husband, but drove it away and consented to become the wife of
the brothers and went home with them.

Every year one of the sons died, beginning with the eldest, until all were
dead except the youngest, and he became very ill and was about to die. The
head-men of the villages got together and wondered and wondered what could
be done, shaking their heads and muttering that this was a very queer affair, that
these six sons, whom they had cared for and to whom they had given all the
medicine they knew of, had all died. They thought the matter over and decided
to send for a man who they knew could tell fortunes, and see if he could dis-
cover what was the matter. Four men were chosen to go and see him.

They traveled until they found him, told him all about the death of the six
brothers, and asked him to cast lots and see what was the matter. He told them
that he would lie down and sleep and receive a vision on the affair and tomor-
row would relate it. Actually he didn’t know what in the world to do nor what
to say, for he was not a really-truly fortune teller at all, but only a quack.

That night he went to ask his wife what to do, and she said, “You've told a lot
of lies about things before this, so it won’t hurt you to lie some more. You came out
fairly well the other times, so I think that you can fix up a plan for this affair.”

The next morning when the four men came, he said, “My vision was fine, I will
get out my black clothes and black hat and read prayers for you. We will all go back
together and these charms that I read will make everything all right in the palace.”

So he took a big rosary in one hand and the skull of a hog in the other and
traveled along with them.

When they arrived the woman didn’t know exactly what to think, and won-
dered if this fellow really did know her and her husband and what they had
done. The fortune teller made a tsamba torma [ritual offering made from
parched barley flour] and placed it at the head of the sick man, along with the
hog’s skull, and covered them both with a cloth. When the she-devil left the
room the sick man got a little better and went to sleep.

This scared the fortune teller so badly he didn’t know what to do. He
thought the man was dying. Really the man’s soul had been about half eaten up
before the woman left, and when she went away it grew stronger. The fortune
teller was badly scared and called out two or three times for help and began to
think he had better step out and take his things and run off, but the door was
locked and he couldn’t get it open. He wondered if he could hide some place
until he had a chance to slip away, so he sneaked upstairs to the top of the roof
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and fell through the opening in the dark, astride the yak’s horns, and the yak
went bucking and tearing away with him on its head.

The she-devil was down there too, because she was afraid. The yak called
out, “This man knows us all right, for he lit right on top of my head and knows
I am the he-devil, for his charm is in his hand and he is beating me to death
with it. What shall I do?”

His wife replied, “He knows me and 1 dare not come over and help you;
and just as sure as can be in the morning he will call all the people together,
and they will be planning some scheme to get rid of us.”

They thought in their hearts that perhaps he would call all the women to
carry wood and burn them in the fire, or kill them in some other dreadful way.

“Truly,” she said, “to try and find out if we are real they will hit us with
rocks to see if it will hurt, and cut us open to see what is inside of us and put us
in the fire to see if it will burn us.”

The man in the meantime had rolled off the yak and heard all this, so he
knew now what to do. Slipping back upstairs he set up his tsamba torma and
hog’s skull and began to read prayers again.

The King’s son was awake by this time and the fortune teller asked him if
he wasn’t better and he said, “Yes.”

“Well then,” the man said, “in the morning you must call your head-men
together, have them tell all the people to bring their guns and swords and some
of the women to bring wood.”

The next morning they were all there with the wood piled around the center
as if for an offering to an idol, as the fortune teller had commanded them. He
asked that his saddle be put on the yak. He donned his black clothes and rode
the yak all over the city until he came to the pile of wood. He now grabbed his
hog’s head and hit the yak three times saying, “I want to see the real body of this
yak,” and the yak turned at once into a he-devil with a hideous face, two of
his upper teeth hanging down to his breast and two lower ones extending up to
his forehead. The men standing around killed him with their swords and guns.

Then the fortune teller called for the woman to come. She came screaming,
and he struck her with the hog’s skull and she turned into a terrible thing, with
a most ugly face, claw-like hands, a great long tongue and teeth like her hus-
band’s. The people killed her with rocks and knives and burned them both in
the fire; then hastened to do great honor to the fortune teller, who had gone
back to the sick man.

The King’s son got well right away and was so pleased he said to the fortune
teller, “Whatever you wish, ask, and I will give you.”

“Well,” said the fortune teller, “I would like some of those wooden rings
that are used to lead the yak around by their noses.” (The reason he wanted
them was because his wife always said he couldn’t make them properly.) So the
son gave him one hundred rings and enough goods to make seven yak loads and
he returned to his home.
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His wife saw him coming, took some wine and went to meet him. That
night she asked him all about his adventures and he told her about the death of
the two devils and the recovery of the King’s son.

“And is this all you have, some dried cheese and meat and a few rings for
the yak?” she said, and scolded him soundly. “Tomorrow I will go and see the
King’s son.” But she wrote a letter instead which said, “You have given my hus-
band this little bit of stuff and the nose rings which can have but one meaning,
which is, that perhaps your disease may return.”

When the King’s son received the letter he said, “That is all true. I gave
him all he asked for, but perhaps I should have given him more.” So the next
day he went to visit the fortune teller and said to him, “You have saved my life
and done so much for me, now I will make you ruler of half my kingdom.” So
he made him as powerful as himself.

THE STORY OF THE PRINCE'S FRIEND

Tradition Bearer: Unavailable

Source: Shelton, A. L. Tibetan Folktales. St. Louis, MO: United Christian Missionary So-
ciety, 1925, 94-102.
Date: Unavailable

Original Source: Tibet
National Origin: China (Tibet)

Tibetans consider frogs to belong to the class of beings called “nagas,”
along with dragons, snakes, and other reptiles. The Lukhang (“Dragon
House”) is a temple that was built almost five centuries ago to pay hom-
age to the nagas on a manmade island in a pond that, tradition claims,
was once home to thousands of frogs. Centuries ago lamas made annual
offerings to the naga kings to ensure prosperity. The following tale
begins with a remembrance of the unique place frogs held as nagas for
Tibetans. Other elements of the narrative are not exclusively Tibetan,
however, for example, “Unjust Umpire Misappropriates Disputed Goods”
(AT 518) provides the plot structure for the episodes in which the
prince and his friend acquire magical objects.

robbers.”

(¢ ﬁ man without jewels in the mountain has no need to fear the

—Tibetan Proverb

Away, away up in the mountains was a village, and in the village lived a
very wise king and his only son. Near by flowed a river; up above was a big pond
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from which came the water that irrigated their fields, and above the pond, in a
crevice from which flowed the water, lived two big frogs, who belonged to the
lower regions. To these frogs, every year, some person had to be sacrificed or the
supply of water was cut off by them as they sat in the crevice, through which
the supply came. Each family in turn had paid its tax of a child, until now it
was the turn of the king to furnish the yearly sacrifice. So the old king began to
think and wonder which had better go—he or his son—each one thinking he
should be the one. The father said, “I'm an old man, and if I go and get eaten
up it doesn’t matter, for I wouldn’t live much longer anyway. So, my son, when
I’'m gone you must be a good ruler and govern the people wisely.”

The prince said to his father, “This will never do; you are a good king to
these people and you can get another wife and have more sons, so don’t say any
more about it, for I'm going.”

One morning he started for the place. All the people went with him a little
way and felt very bad to see him leave them and his father. After a while all of
them returned home except one friend of his childhood, who still went on with
him, crying and grieving.

The prince now turned to him and said, “You must go back and be a good
son to your father and care for him when he is old.”

But his friend replied, “When [ was a child and poor you cared for me, fed
me and clothed me, now you must not go and let those frogs eat you up. I'll go
in your place.”

The prince would hear of no such plan, however, and as his friend refused
to return, they both went on together and arrived at the mouth of the gorge
where they saw one green frog and one yellow frog sitting together talking. The
yellow one said to the green one, “Here comes the prince and his friend, and if
they are wise they would take a clod and kill us, then they would have all the
water they needed, and whenever they wished they could vomit gold and jewels.
But they don’t understand frog talk, so they don’t know what we are saying.”

But the king’s son did understand, for in those days all kings and their sons
understood what the animals said. So he told his friend and they each got a
club, killed and ate the frogs, and plenty of water came through the crevices.

“Well,” the friend said, “now these frogs are eaten and out of the way, let’s
go home.”

But the prince said, “No, it would be better if we go to a far country, as the
people think we are eaten by those frogs, and if we return now, they will think
we are ghosts and fear us exceedingly.”

So they crossed the mountain and went down on the other side, where they
came to a wine shop kept by a woman and her daughter, and went in.

“Bring out your wine,” they said, “we wish to buy some. How much do you ask
for it?” When brought they vomited a few jewels which they gave as pay for it.

The two women, when they saw how they got their money for the wine,
said, “Drink some more, drink some more,” thinking that if they got them real
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drunk they would throw up a lot of gold. They were soon very sick sure enough
and threw up gold and jewels all over the room, and the woman and the girl got
more than enough to make them wealthy.

When they began to sober up, they feared they had thrown up a lot of jewels,
but were a bit ashamed to ask about it, as they weren’t sure what they had done.

So they went on, coming to a big plain where a lot of children were playing.
They were quarreling over something, each claiming it to be his. The travelers
asked what they were quarreling about and the children replied, “We found a hat
and whoever puts it on can’t be seen, for he turns into a ghost, and we all want it.”

The prince’s friend said, “You needn’t quarrel over that; you children all go
down there and race up here to me; the one who gets to me first may have the
hat. I will hold it.”

Soon they came racing back, but the man put the hat on his head and when
they arrived they could not find him or the hat, though they searched every-
where and finally had to go home without it. When they were gone the man
removed the hat and put it in his bosom. He and the prince then went on and
came to a place where a lot of monkeys were quarreling, and when they asked
what they were fussing about, they answered, “We found a pair of boots, and
whoever puts them on has only to wish where he wants to go and he will be
there at once, so we all want them.”

The prince’s friend said, “Well, don’t quarrel; give them to me and you all
go and run a race, and the one who wins can have them. In the meantime, I’ll
hold the boots.”

As soon as they were gone he jerked the hat out of his gown, put it on his
head, and when they got back he wasn’t to be seen. They hunted every place,
but could not find him, and finally went away without their boots.

Then the prince and his friend put on a boot each, and the prince wished
to find a place where the king was dead, where they wanted a new ruler; and
they both went to sleep. Next morning they awakened to find themselves in the
midst of a great hollow tree, and around it was a crowd of men who that day
were to choose a new king.

While they stood there they prayed that the god of the sky would throw
down a tsamba torma [offering cake made from parched barley] from the clouds
and hit whoever was to be the king. So down it came, but instead of hitting any
of them it hit the big tree. “This won’t do at all,” they said, “We haven’t any
such custom as having a tree for a king.”

But an old man was there who said, “Let’s see if some one isn’t in the tree.”
They looked and found the prince and his friend inside. But the people were
not at all pleased.

“This will not do at all,” they said, “we don’t know these men, we don’t
know their fathers and mothers and they are probably bad men. We won’t have
them now, but tomorrow we will have another test and whoever can vomit the
most valuable things, he shall be king.”
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The next day one drank a lot of milk and threw up white every place he went,
another ate something green and threw up green, and others different things.

The prince vomited gold and said, “You see, I am to be king.”

The friend of the prince vomited jewels, and said, “You see, I am to be the
prime minister.” So they were made king and prime minister of the country.

The prince found a beautiful girl, whom he took to be his queen. Now the
prince had two houses, one very high on the mountains and another in the city,
and every day the queen went up to this high house for a little while, but he did
not know she went there.

However, his friend did, and wondered and wondered why she went up to
that house every day. “Somebody or something must be in there that she wants
to see,” he thought. So he put on his magic hat and went along behind her
when she started for the mountain.

She went in through an open door, up a flight of stairs, through another
door, and up another flight, and so on for five stories, until she reached the top
of the house, which was beautifully fixed with rugs and hangings. She took off
her everyday clothes and bathed and perfumed and gowned herself in silks and
satins and lit incense. The prince’s friend was sitting by, invisible of course! Af-
ter two or three hours a beautiful bird flew down from heaven. The queen
lighted a piece of incense and went before the bird with it, as it had perched
itself on a rock near her on the top of the house. It really was the son of a god,
disguised as a bird, with only feathers or bird’s clothing on the outside. She fixed
food for him, and he stepped out of his bird gown, and as he held her hands he
said to her, “Your husband was chosen by the gods to be the king; is he a good
or a bad ruler?”

The queen answered, “I'm very young, and whether he is good or bad I'm
unable to say.”

Then they said good-bye and she asked him to come again tomorrow morn-
ing. So he flew away in his bird gown and she donned her everyday clothes and
went back to the palace.

Next morning it was the same thing, the minister of the king accompanying
her, invisible again.

The god said to her, “I'm coming tomorrow in the king’s palace as a bird
and see for myself whether the king is good and wise and whether or not he is
handsome.”

Next day, before the queen came, the prime minister told the king all about
his lady, that she went to this high house on the mountain every day to meet
the son of a god, and that he had put on his invisible hat and gone along and
had seen them, while they could not see him, and he knew all about it.

“So tomorrow,” he said, “you make a big fire of charcoal on a ‘hopan’ and
take a sword and kill him.”

They were all sitting around a big fire next morning, the king, the prime
minister and the court, when the bird came hopping up the stairs into the midst
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of them. The minister had on his hat and couldn’t be seen; he grabbed the bird
by the tail, threw some fire on him and the king took his big sword to kill him,
when the queen caught his arm and would not allow him to do it. The fire
burned the bird on the back and wings a bit and he flew very quietly into
heaven again.

The next day the queen went again to the high castle, and dressed once
more in her beautiful clothes, and again the minister went. She waited a long
time and felt dreadfully sad about the whole affair, but that day the bird did not
come. One day after this he came flying down very slowly, for he was covered
with burns and felt very ill. The queen took his hand and cried over him.

“You need not cry,” he said, “the king is a very good and handsome man,
but it is very queer he should throw fire all over me. I am very sick these days
with all these burns and cannot fly very well, and will only come once a month
to see you, not every day.” And he flew slowly away.

The queen went back to her king and began to love him better, because the
son of the god came only once a month to see her.

The prime minister one day put on his magic hat and his boots and wished
himself back where he had drunk wine in the inn with the woman and her
daughter. On the way he passed the door of a small lamasery and slipped up and
looked in, where he saw two old men, caretakers of the place, drawing a donkey
on a piece of paper; as they turned the paper over one of the men turned into a
donkey, got up and rolled over and ran all over the lamasery, braying in a dread-
ful manner. It seemed that the drawing turned one way, changed the man into a
donkey, and turned over, changed him back into a man. When the old man was
tired of his queer piece of paper and the tricks it did, he rolled it up and put it
behind the big idol.

The prince’s friend, who had his magic hat on so that the old priest could
not see him, slipped in and stole the paper, then went on to the wine shop and
said, “I want to pay you for the wine you gave us; here is five tenths of an ounce
of silver, and I will give you a paper, which, if you turn it over, it will bring you
plenty of gold.”

They said they would be very glad to have it if they could get hold of
wealth that easily. So he gave them the paper, and as soon as they turned it
over, they both turned into donkeys. Then he led them to the king who used
them to carry wood and dirt to fix his houses, and they were half starved and
were very bad off indeed. After working and carrying for three years they were
very ill and their backs were terribly sore.

One day the king saw them with the tears rolling down their faces, and he
asked, “What is the matter with these donkeys; why are they crying? Turn them
out and don’t make them work so hard”’; but the minister had the paper and
turned them back by turning the paper over and they returned to their homes.
Then he told the king he had punished them for the way they had been treated
so long ago.
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THE TIGER AND THE FROG

Tradition Bearer: Unavailable

Source: Shelton, A. L. Tibetan Folktales. St. Louis, MO: United Christian Missionary
Society, 1925, 21-25.

Date: Unavailable

Original Source: Tibet
National Origin: China (Tibet)

Relying on his wits in the absence of strength, the frog plays the role
of trickster. Among the traditional motifs in the frog’s repertoire is
“Weak animal makes large believe that he has killed and eaten many
of the large one’s companions” (K1715). The tale concludes with a
variant of “Animal Allows Himself to be Tied to Another for Safety”
(AT 78). The casting of the frog in the trickster role is not common
cross-culturally. Frogs hold a special place in Tibetan tradition, how-

ever. See the introductory notes to “The Story of the Prince’s Friend”
(page 116).

(g4 he tall strong pine is a great help, for with its support the weak vine
may climb as high.”

—Tibetan Proverb

Once upon a time, in the days when the world was young and all animals
understood each other’s languages, an old, old tiger named Tsuden went out
hunting for some food. As he was creeping quietly along the banks of a stream a
frog saw him and was badly scared. He thought, “This tiger is coming to eat me
up.” He climbed up on a little bunch of sod and when the tiger came near,
called out, “Hello, where are you going?”

The tiger answered, “I am going up into the forest to hunt something to
eat. | haven’t had any food for two or three days and I am very weak and hun-
gry. | guess I'll eat you up. You're awfully small, but I can’t find anything else.
Who are you, anyway?”

The frog replied, swelling up as big as he could, “I am the king of the frogs.
[ can jump any distance and can do anything. Here’s a river, let’s see who can
jump across.”

The tiger answered, “All right,” and as he crouched ready to jump, the frog
slipped up and got hold of the end of his tail with his mouth, and when the tiger
jumped he was thrown away up the bank across the river. After Tsuden got
across he turned around and looked and looked into the river for the frog. But
as the tiger turned, the frog let loose of his tail and said, “What are you looking
for, old tiger, down there?”
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The tiger whirled quickly, very much surprised to see the frog away up the
bank behind him.

Said the frog, “Now I beat you in that test, let’s try another. Suppose we
both vomit.” The tiger being empty could only throw up a little water, but the
frog spit up some tiger hair.

The tiger much astonished asked, “How do you happen to be able to do that?”

The frog replied, “Oh, yesterday I killed a tiger and ate him, and these are
just a few of the hairs that aren’t yet digested.”

The tiger began to think to himself, “He must be very strong. Yesterday he
killed and ate a tiger, and now he has jumped farther than I did over the river.
Guess I'd better slip away before he eats me.” Then he sidled away a little piece,
quickly turned and began to run away as fast as he could, up the mountain.

He met a fox coming down who asked, “What’s the matter, why are you
running away so fast?”

“Say,” the old tiger said, “I met the king of all the frogs, who is very strong.
Why, he has been eating tigers and he jumped across the river and landed far-
ther up the bank than I did.”

The fox laughed at him and said, “What, are you running away from that
little frog? He is nothing at all. I am only a little fox, but I could put my foot on
him and kill him.”

The tiger answered, “I know what this frog can do, but if you think you can
kill him, I'll go back with you. I am afraid you will get frightened and run away,
however, so we must tie our tails together.”

So they tied their tails fast in a lot of knots and went down to see the frog,
who still sat on his piece of sod, looking as important as he could. He saw them
coming and called out to the fox, “You're a great fox. You haven’t paid your toll
to the king today nor brought any meat either. Is that a dog you’ve got tied to
your tail and are you bringing him for my dinner?”

Then the tiger was frightened, for he thought the fox was taking him to
the king to be eaten. So he turned and ran and ran as fast as he could go,
dragging the poor fox with him, and if they are not dead, they are still running
today.

THE WICKED STEPMOTHER

Tradition Bearer: Unavailable

Source: Shelton, A. L. Tibetan Folktales. St. Louis, MO: United Christian Missionary
Society, 1925, 62-69.

Date: Unavailable

Original Source: Tibet
National Origin: China (Tibet)
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The following tale takes up the theme of tension between the genera-
tions and the conflict between obligation and ambition. The tsamba tor-
mas mentioned in the narrative and the sacrifice to the snake deity are
holdovers from the Tibetan religion of Bon. See introductory notes to
“The Story of the Two Devils,” page 113, and “The Story of the Prince’s
Friend,” page 116.

come down.”

(¢ Eating much the tiger can swallow no more, so the vulture may safely

—Tibetan Proverb

Once upon a time, on the very tiptop of a big flat mountain, there was situ-
ated a country over which ruled a king named Genchog. He married a beautiful
wife who gave him one son whom they named Nyema. In giving birth to him
she died, but the baby lived. The king got him another wife and had another
son whom they called Dawi. One day, thinking to herself, she said, “There is
no chance for my son to be king, for the older son has the birthright and he is
sure to be the ruler.”

So she began to plan and plot and see if she could think of some way to kill
the older son and let her son rule the kingdom.

One day she feigned to be very ill and rolled over on the floor groaning and
crying. The king saw her and very much alarmed exclaimed, “What is the mat-
ter with you?”

And she answered, “Oh, I have had this sickness since I was a little girl, but
it has never been so hard as it is this time. There is a way to cure it, but it is
too hard and bitter, so I will have to die this time.”

The king asked, “What is the way to heal you? I don’t want you to die, for
it would break my heart and I wouldn’t want to be king any longer. You must
tell me the remedy so I can save you.”

She demurred for some time but finally said, “Well, one of your sons must
be killed and I must eat his heart with butter, but you see your older son is the
prince and heir to the throne and the younger son is my own flesh and blood, so
I could not eat his heart even if it were to save my life.”

The king was dreadfully grieved and finally said, “Well, I love one son as
much as another and my heart would ache the same for each of them, but in
a day or two I will kill the elder, as it would do no good to kill the
younger.”

After a while the younger brother found out what was to be done and went
to the older brother and told him, and asked, “What shall we do about it?’

The older brother said, “Little brother, you must stay with your father and
become the king. He won’t kill you and I'll run away.”
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The younger brother felt very sorry about it and his heart was sore as he said,
“If you are going away | want to go too. I don’t want to stay here without you.”

“Very well,” answered the other, “you may go if you wish.” So they arranged
together to slip away that night at midnight and tell nobody of their going.
They could take no tsamba [parched barley flour] for fear some one would find
out they were going. They had some tsamba bags and in them were some dried
tsamba tormas [offerings made from tsamba] that the lamas had been using.
Now these tormas are little cone-shaped bodies made of tsamba and are used
when the lamas are reading prayers. They are supposed to be full of devils,
which the lamas coaxed into them when they read their holy books.

They started about midnight on the fifteenth of the month and traveled day
and night, over the mountains and through the valleys, until their dried tsamba
was all gone and they were very hungry and thirsty. They finally came to a vil-
lage, but there was no water. The younger was getting weak now as they had
had but little food and no water for some time.

So Nyema said to him, “Wait and rest here in this little village, and I will
go and see if I can find some water.” He kept on going until he had gone
entirely around the mountain in his search for water, but found none. Going
back to the place where he had left his younger brother, he saw that he was
dead. He was very much grieved and built a tomb for him of prayer stones and
prayed that in his next incarnation he would have a happy life and not have to
have so much sorrow as he had had this time.

Nyema then left and, crossing two mountain ranges, came to a cliff in
which was a big door through which he entered, and there found an old hermit
lama in the cave.

When the old man saw him he said, “You are a good man, I know by look-
ing at you. How did you happen to come here?”’

Then Nyema told all that had happened to him and why he had run away
from home, so the old man said, “You can stay here and be my son and I will
pray to the gods to bring your younger brother to life again.” In a few days the
younger brother did come to life, and following his older brother’s tracks came
to the old hermit’s house, and the two stayed there as the old lama’s sons.

Below this cave, which was high up on the mountain, was a city where
dwelt a very good king, and near the city was a big lake by which all the people
watered their fields. Every year an offering had to be made to the snake god
who dwelt in the lake, so that he wouldn’t be angry and keep the water away.
For this offering the people must sacrifice a human being who had been born in
the tiger year. But the time came when all the people born in this year were
dead and gone, and none was left to offer. One day the children, seeing the
king, said to him, “Every day when we go up on the mountain to herd the cat-
tle, we see a lama who lives up there. This lama has two sons, and the older one
was born in the tiger year.” So the king sent three men to see if it was true. The
men went up to the cave and knocked on the door.
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The lama opened it and asked, “What do you want?”

“The king has heard you have two sons and that one was born in the tiger
year,” answered the men, “and we need him for the offering to the god of the lake.”

The lama answered, “I am a lama. How could I have two sons?”’” Then he
shut the door in their faces and hid the boys in a big water cask. This treatment
angered the men so they took some rocks and beat the door down. They looked
everywhere for the boys, but they were so carefully hidden they couldn’t be
found, so in their disappointment they took some rocks and beat the old man.

The boys couldn’t stand this, so they came out of their hiding-place and
called, “Here we are, don’t beat him any more.” Then the men tied the older
son and took him with them to the king. The lama and the younger brother felt
very sad after he was gone. The men led Nyema to the king’s palace, and since
it wasn’t quite time for the offering to be made, he was allowed his freedom in
the courtyard of the palace. The king had a daughter, who fell violently in love
with Nyema when she saw how handsome he was, and watched him wherever
he went.

The day finally came and they took Nyema to the lake to throw him in.
The king’s daughter followed, saying pleadingly, “Please don’t throw him into
the lake, but if you must, throw me in too.”

It made the king angry to see his daughter act in that manner, and he called
out, “Throw her in too.” So they threw them both in.

Nyema felt very sad and he thought, “It doesn’t matter if I am thrown in, as
[ was born in the tiger year and the people will all starve if the snake god is an-
gry, but it seems useless that the princess should die on my account.”

The girl thought to herself, “I am only a girl and it doesn’t matter if they do
throw me in, but it is too bad to kill this handsome young man.”

The god that ruled the lake thought it would be a pity that since they loved
each other so much either should die, so when they were thrown into the water
he carried them to the shore and neither of them was drowned. Then the god
told the people it wasn’t necessary to sacrifice any more, that he would see that
there was plenty of water without it.

Nyema said to the princess, “You go to your father and tell him what the
snake god says. I want to go see the lama and my brother for a little while. In a
few days I will return and we will be married.”

The princess went back to the palace and Nyema to the cave. When he
knocked on the door a faint voice answered, and when he opened the door the
old lama said weakly, “I had two sons, but the king took one away from me to
sacrifice to the snake god and now myself and my other son are about to die.”

Nyema said, “This is your son returned.” Then he washed and fed them and
they were soon better and very happy to have him with them again.

When the princess returned to the palace every one was glad to see her and
rejoiced. Her father asked her if Nyema was dead and she answered, “No, and it
is because of his goodness that I live. The snake god doesn’t want any more
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human sacrifices of the tiger year nor any other year, and the water will always
come and will never be stopped.”

The king and his head-men thought it miraculous that they had been saved
and that the god of the lake had been so kind. The king then ordered Nyema to
be brought before him. So they sent messengers and this time invited the three
to come down the mountain, and when they arrived the king set them on high
benches to give them honor.

Then he said to Nyema, “You are a worker of wonders, are you really a son
of this old hermit?”

Nyema answered, “No, I am the son of King Genchog. My brother and I ran
away from the kingdom and from my father’s wife, who was not my real mother,
to save our lives.” So the king, knowing him to be the son of a king, was much
pleased to give him his daughter in marriage. Not only his daughter did he give
him, but his scepter as well, and let him rule in his stead, for he was growing old.

Then Nyema made a feast for all the people and gave them a happy time
for a period of seven days. When he had mounted the throne one day he said to
Dawa, “Little brother, you must go back home and see your father and mother,
as it has been a long time since we left them.”

The new king gave his brother jewels and gold and silver, and then decided
they would all go. They took yak loads of goods, many presents, all their serv-
ants and the two sons with the princess, started on their way. About half way
over the big mountains they wrote a letter and sent it on ahead by a runner,
telling their father they were coming. When the father heard his two sons were
still alive he was very happy and sent out people to meet them. When he had
welcomed them and found his older son had a kingdom, he turned his crown
over to the younger son, which was just what the mother wanted. After a visit
the older son took his princess and went back to his kingdom, where the two
ruled long and well and lived happily ever afterwards.

HOW A FOX FELL VICTIM TO HIS OWN DECEIT

Tradition Bearer: Unavailable

Source: Shelton, A. L. Tibetan Folktales. St. Louis, MO: United Christian Missionary
Society, 1925, 36-38.

Date: Unavailable

Original Source: Tibet
National Origin: China (Tibet)

“How a Fox Fell Victim to His Own Deceit” provides a classic example of
the animal tale functioning as a fable in the Tibetan corpus of folktales.
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skillful.”

‘ ‘ B etween the official and his people is confidence if the head-man is
—Tibetan Proverb

Once upon a time, away up in the corner of the mountains, in a little cave,
lived a tiger and her baby cub. She had brought for this baby, one day when she
was out hunting, a little fox to be his playmate. The fox had a happy time and
an easy one, for he didn’t have to work or hunt, but played all day and the
mother tiger kept them all supplied with food.

One day she went out to hunt and found a little calf, which she took home
to be another playmate for her son. But the fox was much displeased and
became very jealous of the calf because he thought they all loved the calf better
than he and that only the food that was left over was given to him. As a matter
of fact, they treated him just the same as ever, but his heart was wrong and he
began to plan how he might be revenged on the calf.

After a while, the mother tiger became very ill, and as she was about to die
she called the calf and her son to her side and said, “Although you are not of
the same father and mother, yet you are brothers. [ don’t want you to ever quar-
rel, but to live happily here together, and if any one should tell you lies don’t
pay any attention to them, but always be friends.” So saying, she died.

Now the fox saw his opportunity. Every morning the calf was in the habit
of running and playing and jumping and shaking his horns in fun, bellowing and
taking exercise, while the tiger preferred to lie and rest.

So one morning while the calf was skipping around, the fox slipped up to
the tiger and said, “Although the calf says he is your friend, have you any idea
what he is thinking about, when he runs and jumps and shakes his horns in that
manner! In his heart he hates you, and in that manner is gaining strength in
order that he may be able to kill you.”

This, of course, made the tiger suspicious and very angry. So daily he
watched the calf very closely and became sour and surly.

Then the fox went to the calf and said, “You know your mother told you
and the tiger that you were to be brothers, but see, he is growing larger and
stronger every day and his heart has changed and he is preparing to kill and
eat you.”

The tiger and the calf were now enemies and watched each other with a
great deal of suspicion and were very unhappy. Finally one day the calf said to
the tiger, “Why do you want to kill me and eat me? I have done you no harm
and love you just as your mother said I should.”

The tiger replied, “I love you just the same and never thought of doing such
a thing until the fox said you were preparing to kill me.”

Then they realized that the fox had been trying to make them enemies, and
they decided on a plan to get even with the fox. The tiger said, “I'll tell you
what we’ll do. We'll have a sham fight saying we hate each other and we're
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going to fight it out and see who wins. Ask him to be present and while we’re
in the midst of it, I'll attack him.”

The day came and they began their fight. They maneuvered round and
round and seemed to be fighting very fiercely until they came very near the fox,
when the tiger made a jump, landed on him and killed him and sat down and
had a feast of the carcass.

This shows what happens to those who try to make trouble between friends.

THE CAT AND THE MICE

Tradition Bearer: Unavailable

Source: O’Connor, W. F. Folk Tales from Tibet. London: Hurst and Blackett, Ltd., 1906,
26-29.

Date: ca. 1904
Original Source: Tibet

National Origin: China

The hungry cat as trickster and the clever mouse (or mice) are stock
characters in traditional narratives. The following animal tale provides a
classic example of this tale type (see “The Cat as Sham Holy Man,” AT
113B). Other variants cast different predators and prey in the central
roles, however, for example, the coyote and his intended victims in
Native American traditions. In the related tale type, “The Fox Persuades
the Cock to Crow with Closed Eyes” (AT 61), the subterfuge used by
the fox to prevent the cock from detecting his attack is similar to the
cat’s use of a religious posture to hide his movements from the mice.

nce upon a time there was a cat who lived in a large farmhouse in

which there was a great number of mice. For many years the cat found

no difficulty in catching as many mice as she wanted to eat, and she
lived a very peaceful and pleasant life. But as time passed on she found that she
was growing old and infirm, and that it was becoming more and more difficult
for her to catch the same number of mice as before; so after thinking very care-
fully what was the best thing to do, she one day called all the mice together,
and after promising not to touch them, she addressed them as follows, “Oh!
mice,” said she, “I have called you together in order to say something to you.
The fact is that I have led a very wicked life, and now, in my old age, I repent
of having caused you all so much inconvenience and annoyance. So I am going
for the future to turn over a new leaf. It is my intention now to give myself up
entirely to religious contemplation and no longer to molest you, so henceforth
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you are at liberty to run about as freely as you will without fear of me. All I ask
of you is that twice every day you should all file past me in procession and each
one make an obeisance as you pass me by, as a token of your gratitude to me for
my kindness.”

When the mice heard this they were greatly pleased, for they thought that
now, at last, they would be free from all danger from their former enemy, the
cat. So they very thankfully promised to fulfill the cat’s conditions, and agreed
that they would file past her and make a salaam [a deep bow] twice every day.

So when evening came the cat took her seat on a cushion at one end of the
room, and the mice all went by in single file, each one making a profound sa-
laam as it passed.

Now the cunning old cat had arranged this little plan very carefully with an
object of her own; for, as soon as the procession had all passed by with the
exception of one little mouse, she suddenly seized the last mouse in her claws
without anybody else noticing what had happened, and devoured it at her lei-
sure. And so twice every day, she seized the last mouse of the series, and for a
long time lived very comfortably without any trouble at all in catching her
mice, and without any of the mice realizing what was happening.

Now it happened that amongst these mice there were two friends, whose
names were Rambé and Ambé, who were very much attached to one another.
Now these two were much cleverer and more cunning than most of the others,
and after a few days they noticed that the number of mice in the house seemed
to be decreasing very much, in spite of the fact that the cat had promised not to
kill any more. So they laid their heads together and arranged a little plan for
future processions. They agreed that Rambé was always to walk at the very front
of the procession of the mice, and the Ambé was to bring up the rear, and that
all the time the procession was passing, Rambé was to call to Ambé, and Ambé
to answer Rambé at frequent intervals. So next evening, when the procession
started as usual, Rambé marched along in front, and Ambé took up his position
last of all.

As soon as Rambé had passed the cushion where the cat was seated and had
made his salaam, he called out in a shrill voice, “Where are you, Brother
Ambé?”

“Here I am, Brother Rambé,” squeaked the other from the rear of the
procession.

And so they went on calling out and answering one another until they had
all filed past the cat, who had not dared to touch Ambé as long as his brother
kept calling to him.

The cat was naturally very much annoyed at having to go hungry that eve-
ning, and felt very cross all night. But she thought it was only an accident
which had brought the two friends, one in front and one in rear of the proces-
sion, and she hoped to make up for her enforced abstinence by finding a particu-
larly fat mouse at the end of the procession next morning. What, then, was her
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amazement and disgust when she found that on the following morning the very
same arrangement had been made, and that Rambé called to Ambé, and Ambé
answered Rambé until all the mice had passed her by, and so, for the second
time, she was foiled of her meal. However, she disguised her feelings of anger
and decided to give the mice one more trial; so in the evening she took her seat
as usual on the cushion and waited for the mice to appear.

Meanwhile, Rambé and Ambé had warned the other mice to be on the
lookout, and to be ready to take flight the moment the cat showed any appear-
ance of anger.

At the appointed time the procession started as usual, and as soon as Rambé
had passed the cat he squeaked out, “Where are you, Brother Ambé?”

“Here I am, Brother Rambé,” came the shrill voice from the rear.

This was more than the cat could stand. She made a fierce leap right into
the middle of the mice, who, however, were thoroughly prepared for her, and in
an instant they scuttled off in every direction to their holes. And before the cat
had time to catch a single one, the room was empty and not a sign of a mouse
was to be seen anywhere.

After this the mice were very careful not to put any further trust in the
treacherous cat, who soon after died of starvation owing to her being unable to
procure any of her customary food. But Rambé and Ambé lived for many years,
and were held in high honor and esteem by all the other mice in the
community.
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STORY OF SAVITRI

Tradition Bearer: Unavailable

Source: Mackenzie, Donald A. Indian Myth and Legend. London: The Gresham Publish-
ing Company Limited, 1913, 44-59.
Date: ca. 500 B.C.E.

Original Source: India

National Origin: India

The following myth is drawn from the Hindu scriptures entitled The
Mahabharata. According to Hindu theology, Brahma is God in his aspect
of creator, and Yama is the Lord of Death and Justice. In her appeal to
save her husband’s life, Savitri’s attempts to outwit Yama are cloaked in
a series of appeals to statements of the law, a force to which even Yama
was subservient. See also “Royal Rivals: The Pandavas and Kauravas”
(page 141) for additional background on this lineage.

here was once a fair princess in the country of Madra, and her name was
I Savitri. Be it told how she obtained the exalted merit of chaste women
by winning a great boon from Yama.

Savitri was the gift of the goddess Gayatri, wife of Brahma, the self-created,
who had heard the prayers and received the offerings of Aswapati, the childless
king of Madra, when he practiced austere penances so that he might have issue.
The maiden grew to be beautiful and shapely like to a Celestial; her eyes had
burning splendor, and were fair as lotus leaves; she resembled a golden image;

she had exceeding sweetness and grace.
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[t came to pass that Savitri looked with eyes of love upon a youth named
Satyavan “the Truthful.” Although Satyavan dwelt in a hermitage, he was of
royal birth. His father was a virtuous king, named Dyumatsena, who became
blind, and was then deprived of his kingdom by an old enemy dwelling nigh to
him. The dethroned monarch retired to the forest with his faithful wife and his
only son, who in time grew up to be a comely youth.

When Savitri confessed her love to her sire, the great sage Narada, who sat
beside him, spoke and said, “Alas! The princess hath done wrong in choosing
for her husband this royal youth Satyavan. He is comely and courageous, he is
truthful and magnanimous and forgiving, he is modest and patient and without
malice; honor is seated upon his forehead; he is possessed of every virtue. But he
hath one defect, and no other. He is endued with short life; within a year from
this day he must die, for so hath it been decreed; within a year Yama, god of the
dead, will come for him.”

Said the king unto his daughter, “O Savitri, thou hast heard the words of
Narada. Go forth, therefore, and choose for thyself another lord, for the days of
Satyavan are numbered.”

The beautiful maiden made answer unto her father the king, saying, “The
die is cast; it can fall but once; once only can a daughter be given away by her
sire; once only can a woman say, ‘I am thine.” | have chosen my lord; once have
I chosen, nor can I make choice a second time. Let his life be brief or be long, I
must now wed Satyavan.”

Said Narada, “O king, the heart of thy daughter will not waver; she will not
be turned aside from the path she hath selected. 1 therefore approve of the
bestowal of Savitri upon Satyavan.”

The king said, “As thou dost advise, so must I do ever, O Narada, because
that thou art my preceptor. Thee I cannot disobey.”

Then said Narada, “Peace be with Savitri! I must now depart. May blessings
attend upon all of you!”

Thereafter Aswapati, the royal sire of Savitri, went to visit Dyumatsena, the
blind sire of Satyavan, in the forest, and his daughter went with him.

Said Dyumatsena, “Why hast thou come hither?” Aswapati said, “O royal
sage, this is my beautiful daughter Savitri. Take thou her for thy daughter-in-law.”

Said Dyumatsena, “I have lost my kingdom, and with my wife and my son
dwell here in the woods. We live as ascetics and perform great penances. How
will thy daughter endure the hardships of a forest life?”

Aswapati said, “My daughter knoweth well that joy and sorrow come and
go and that nowhere is bliss assured. Accept her therefore from me.”

Then Dyumatsena consented that his son should wed Savitri, whereat
Satyavan was made glad because he was given a wife who had every accomplish-
ment. Savitri rejoiced also because she obtained a husband after her own heart,
and she put off her royal garments and ornaments and clad herself in bark and

red cloth.
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So Savitri became a hermit woman. She honored Satyavan’s father and
mother, and she gave great joy to her husband with her sweet speeches, her skill
at work, her subdued and even temper, and especially her love. She lived the
life of the ascetics and practiced every austerity. But she never forgot the dread
prophecy of Narada the sage; his sorrowful words were always present in her
secret heart, and she counted the days as they went past.

At length the time drew nigh when Satyavan must cast off his mortal body.
When he had but four days to live, Savitri took the Tritatra vow of three nights
of sleepless penance and fast.

Said the blind Dyumatsena, “My heart is grieved for thee, O my daughter,
because the vow is exceedingly hard.”

Savitri said, “Be not sorrowful, saintly father, I must observe my vow with-
out fail.”

Said Dyumatsena, “It is not meet that one like me should say, ‘Break thy
vow,’ rather should I counsel, ‘Observe thy vow’.”

Then Savitri began to fast, and she grew pale and was much wasted by rea-
son of her rigid penance. Three days passed away, and then, believing that her
husband would die on the morrow, Savitri spent a night of bitter anguish
through all the dark and lonely hours.

The sun rose at length on the fateful morning, and she said to herself,
“Today is the day.” Her face was bloodless but brave; she prayed in silence and
with fervor and offered oblations at the morning fire; then she stood before her
father-in-law and her mother-in-law in reverent silence with joined hands, con-
centrating her senses. All the hermits of the forest blessed her and said, “Mayest
thou never suffer widowhood.”

Said Savitri in her secret heart, “So be it.” Dyumatsena spoke to her then,
saying, “Now that thy vow hath been completed thou mayest eat the morning
meal.”

Said Savitri, “I will eat when the sun goes down.”

Hearing her words Satyavan rose, and taking his axe upon his shoulder,
turned towards the distant jungle to procure fruits and herbs for his wife, whom
he loved. He was strong and self-possessed and of noble seeming.

Savitri spoke to him sweetly and said, “Thou must not go forth alone, my
husband. It is my heart’s desire to go with thee. I cannot endure today to be
parted from thee.”

Said Satyavan, “It is not for thee to enter the dark-some jungle; the way is
long and difficult, and thou art weak on account of thy severe penance. How
canst thou walk so far on foot?”

Savitri laid her head upon his bosom and said, “I have not been made
weary by my fast. Indeed I am now stronger than before. I will not feel tired
when thou art by my side. I have resolved to go with thee: do not therefore
seek to thwart my wish—the wish and the longing of a faithful wife to be with
her lord.”
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Said Satyavan, “If it is thy desire to accompany me I cannot but gratify it.
But thou must ask permission of my parents lest they find fault with me for tak-
ing thee through the trackless jungle.”

Then Savitri spoke to the blind sage and her husband’s mother and said,
“Satyavan is going towards the deep jungle to procure fruits and herbs for me,
and also fuel for the sacrificial fires. It is my heart’s wish to go also, for today I
cannot endure to be parted from him. Fain, too, would I behold the blossoming
woods.”

Said Dyumatsena, “Since thou hast come to dwell with us in our hermitage
thou hast not before asked anything of us. Have thy desire therefore in this mat-
ter, but do not delay thy husband in his duties.”

Having thus received permission to depart from the hermitage, Savitri
turned towards the jungle with Satyavan, her beloved lord. Smiles covered her
face, but her heart was torn with secret sorrow.

Peacocks fluttered in the green woodland through which they walked to-
gether, and the sun shone in all its splendor in the blue heaven.

Said Satyavan with sweet voice, “How beautiful are the bright streams and
the blossoming trees!”

The heart of Savitri was divided into two parts: with one she held converse
with her husband while she watched his face and followed his moods; with the
other she awaited the dread coming of Yama, but she never uttered her fears.

Birds sang sweetly in the forest, but sweeter to Savitri was the voice of her
beloved. It was very dear to her to walk on in silence, listening to his words.

Satyavan gathered fruits and stored them in his basket. At length he began
to cut down the branches of trees. The sun was hot and he perspired. Suddenly
he felt weary and he said, “My head aches; my senses are confused, my limbs
have grown weak, and my heart is afflicted sorely. O silent one, a sickness hath
seized me. My body seems to be pierced by a hundred darts. I would fain lie
down and rest, my beloved; I would fain sleep even now.”

Speechless and terror-stricken, the gentle Savitri wound her arms about her
husband’s body; she sat upon the ground and she pillowed his head upon her
lap. Remembering the words of Narada, she knew that the dread hour had come;
the very moment of death was at hand. Gently she held her husband’s head with
caressing hands; she kissed his panting lips; her heart was beating fast and loud.
Darker grew the forest and it was lonesome indeed.

Suddenly an awful Shape emerged from the shadows. He was of great stature
and sable hue; his raiment was blood-red; on his head he wore a gleaming diadem;
he had red eyes and was fearsome to look upon; he carried a noose.... The Shape
was Yama, god of death. He stood in silence, and gazed upon slumbering Satyavan.

Savitri looked up, and when she perceived that a Celestial had come nigh,
her heart trembled with sorrow and with fear. She laid her husband’s head upon
the green sward and rose up quickly: then she spake, saying, “Who art thou, O
divine One, and what is thy mission to me?”
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Said Yama, “Thou dost love thy husband; thou art endued also with ascetic
merit. [ will therefore hold converse with thee. Know thou that [ am the Mon-
arch of Death. The days of this man, thy husband, are now spent, and I have
come to bind him and take him away.”

Savitri said, “Wise sages have told me that thy messengers carry mortals
away. Why, then, O mighty King, hast thou thyself come hither?”

Said Yama, “This prince is of spotless heart; his virtues are without number;
he is, indeed, an ocean of accomplishments. It would not be fitting to send mes-
sengers for him, so I myself have come hither.”

The face of Satyavan had grown ashen pale. Yama cast his noose and tore
out from the prince’s body the soul-form, which was no larger than a man’s
thumb; it was tightly bound and subdued.

So Satyavan lost his life; he ceased to breathe; his body became unsightly; it
was robbed of its luster and deprived of power to move.

Yama fettered the soul with tightness, and turned abruptly towards the
south; silently and speedily he went upon his way....

Savitri followed him.... Her heart was drowned in grief. She could not de-
sert her beloved lord.... She followed Yama, the Monarch of Death.

Said Yama, “Turn back, O Savitri. Do not follow me. Perform the funeral
rites of thy lord.... Thine allegiance to Satyavan hath now come to an end:
thou art free from all wifely duties. Dare not to proceed farther on this path.”

Savitri said, “I must follow my husband whither he is carried or whither he
goeth of his own will. | have undergone great penance. I have observed my vow, and
[ cannot be turned back.... I have already walked with thee seven paces, and the
sages have declared that one who walketh seven paces with another becometh a
companion. Being thus made thy friend, I must hold converse with thee, I must
speak and thou must listen.... [ have attained the perfect life upon earth by perform-
ing my vows and by reason of my devotion unto my lord. It is not meet that thou
shouldest part me from my husband now, and prevent me from attaining bliss by say-
ing that my allegiance to him hath ended and another mode of life is opened to me.”

Said Yama, “Turn back now.... Thy words are wise and pleasing indeed;
therefore, ere thou goest, thou canst ask a boon of me and I will grant it. Except
the soul of Satyavan, I will give thee whatsoever thou dost desire.”

Savitri said, “Because my husband’s sire became blind, he was deprived of
his kingdom. Restore his eyesight, O mighty One.”

Said Yama, “The boon is granted. 1 will restore the vision of thy father-in-
law.... But thou hast now grown faint on this toilsome journey. Turn back,
therefore, and thy weariness will pass away.”

Savitri said, “How can I be weary when I am with my husband? The fate of
my husband will be my fate also; I will follow him even unto the place whither
thou dost carry him.... Hear me, O mighty One, whose friendship I cherish! It
is a blessed thing to behold a Celestial; still more blessed is it to hold converse
with one; the friendship of a god must bear great fruit.”
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Said Yama, “Thy wisdom delighteth my heart. Therefore thou canst ask of
me a second boon, except the life of thy husband, and it will be granted thee.”

Savitri said, “May my wise and saintly father-in-law regain the kingdom he
hath lost. May he become once again the protector of his people.”

Said Yama, “The boon is granted. The king will return to his people and be
their wise protector.... Turn back now, O princess; thy desire is fulfilled.”

Savitri said, “All people must obey thy decrees; thou dost take away life in
accordance with divine ordinances and not of thine own will. Therefore thou
art called Yama—he that ruleth by decrees. Hear my words, O divine One. It is
the duty of Celestials to love all creatures and to award them according to their
merit. The wicked are without holiness and devotion, but the saintly protect all
creatures and show mercy even unto their enemies.”

Said Yama, “Thy wise words are like water to a thirsty soul. Ask of me there-
fore a third boon, except thy husband’s life, and it will be granted unto thee.”

Savitri said, “My sire, King Aswapati, hath no son. O grant that a hundred
sons may be born unto him.”

Said Yama, “A hundred sons will be born unto thy royal sire. Thy boon is
granted.... Turn back, therefore, O princess; thou canst not come farther. Long
is the path thou hast already traveled.”

Savitri said, “I have followed my husband and the way hath not seemed
long. Indeed, my heart desireth to go on much farther. Hear my words, O Yama,
as thou dost proceed on thy journey. Thou art great and wise and powerful; thou
dost deal equally with all human creatures; thou art the lord of justice.... One
cannot trust oneself as one can trust a Celestial; therefore, one seeketh to win
the friendship of a Celestial. It is meet that one who seeketh the friendship of a
Celestial should make answer to his words.”

Said Yama, “No mortal hath ever spoken unto me as thou hast spoken. Thy
words are indeed pleasing, O princess. I will grant thee even a fourth boon,
except thy husband’s life, ere thou dost depart.”

Savitri said, “May a century of sons be born unto my husband and me so
that our race may endure. O grant me this, the fourth boon, thou Mighty One.”

Said Yama, “I grant unto thee a century of sons, O princess; they will be
wise and powerful and thy race will endure.... Be without weariness now, O
lady, and turn back; thou hast come too far already.”

Savitri said, “Those who are pious must practice eternal morality, O Yama. The
pious uphold the universe. The pious hold communion with the pious only, and are
never weary; the pious do good unto others nor ever expect any reward. A good deed
done unto the righteous is never thrown away; such an act doth not entail loss of
dignity nor is any interest impaired. Indeed, the doing of good is the chief office of
the righteous, and the righteous therefore are the true protectors of all.”

Said Yama, “The more thou dost speak, the more I respect thee, O princess.
O thou who art so deeply devoted unto thy husband, thou canst now ask of me
some incomparable boon.”
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Savitri said, “O mighty One, thou bestower of boons, thou hast already
promised what cannot he fulfilled unless my husband is restored unto me; thou
hast promised me a century of sons. Therefore, I ask thee, O Yama, to give me
back Satyavan, my beloved, my lord. Without him, I am as one who is dead;
without him, I have no desire for happiness; without him I have no longing
even for Heaven; I will have no desire to prosper if my lord is snatched off; I
cannot live without Satyavan. Thou hast promised me sons, O Yama, yet thou
dost take away my husband from mine arms. Hear me and grant this boon: Let
Satyavan be restored to life so that thy decree may be fulfilled.”

Said Yama, “So be it. With cheerful heart I now unbind thy husband. He is
free.... Disease cannot afflict him again and he will prosper. Together you will
both have long life; you will live four hundred years; you will have a century of
sons and they will be kings, and their sons will be kings also.”

Having spoken thus, Yama, the lord of death, departed unto his own place.
And Savitri returned to the forest where her husband’s body lay cold and ashen-
pale; she sat upon the ground and pillowed his head upon her lap. Then Satya-
van was given back his life.... He looked upon Savitri with eyes of love; he was
like to one who had returned from a long journey in a strange land.

Said Satyavan, “Long was my sleep; why didst thou not awaken me, my
beloved? ... Where is that dark One who dragged me away?”

Savitri said, “Yama hath come and gone, and thou hast slept long, resting
thy head upon my lap, and art now refreshed, O blessed one. Sleep hath for-
saken thee, O son of a king. If thou canst rise up, let us now depart hence for
the night is already dark.”

Satyavan rose up refreshed and strong. He looked round about and per-
ceived that he was in the midst of the forest. Then he said, “O fair one, | came
hither to gather fruit for thee, and while I cut down branches from the trees a
pain afflicted me. I grew faint, I sank upon the ground, I laid my head upon thy
lap and fell into a deep slumber even whilst thou didst embrace me. Then it
seemed to me that I was enveloped in darkness, and that I beheld a sable One
amidst great effulgence.... Was this a vision or a reality, O fairest and dearest?”

Savitri said, “The darkness deepens.... I will tell thee all on the morrow....
Let us now find our parents, O prince. The beasts of the night come forth; I
hear their awesome voices; they tread the forest in glee; the howl of the jackal
maketh my heart afraid.”

Said Satyavan, “Darkness hath covered the forest with fear; we cannot dis-
cover the path by which to return home.”

Savitri said, “A withered tree burneth yonder. I will gather sticks and make
a fire and we will wait here until day.”

Said Satyavan, “My sickness hath departed and I would fain behold my
parents again. Never before have I spent a night away from the hermitage. My
mother is old and my father also, and I am their crutch. They will now be
afflicted with sorrow because that I have not returned.”
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Satyavan lifted up his arms and lamented aloud, but Savitri dried his tears
and said, “I have performed penances, I have given away in charity, I have
offered up sacrifices, I have never uttered a falseshood. May thy parents be pro-
tected by virtue of the power which I have obtained, and may thou, O my hus-
band, be protected also.

Said Satyavan, “O beautiful one, let us now return to the hermitage.”

Savitri raised up her despairing husband. She then placed his left arm upon
her left shoulder and wound her right arm about his body, and they walked on
together.... At length the fair moon came out and shone upon their path.

Meanwhile Dyumatsena, the sire of Satyavan, had regained his sight, and
he went with his wife to search for his lost son, but had to return to the hermit-
age sorrowing and in despair. The sages comforted the weeping parents and said,
“Savitri hath practiced great austerities, and there can be no doubt that Satya-
van is still alive.”

In time Satyavan and Savitri reached the hermitage, and their own hearts
and the hearts of their parents were freed from sorrow.

Then Savitri related all that had taken place, and the sages said, “O chaste
and illustrious lady, thou hast rescued the race of Dyumatsena, the foremost of
kings, from the ocean of darkness and calamity.”

On the morning that followed messengers came to Dyumatsena and told
that the monarch who had deprived him of his kingdom was dead, having fallen
by the hand of his chief minister. All the people clamored for their legitimate
ruler. Said the messengers, “Chariots await thee, O king. Return, therefore, unto
thy kingdom.”

Great was their wonder to find that Dyumatsena was no longer blind.

So the king was restored to his kingdom, in accordance with the boon
which Savitri had obtained from Yama. And sons were in time born unto her fa-
ther. Thus did the gentle Savitri, by reason of her great piety, raise from misery
to high fortune the family of her husband and her own father also. She was the
rescuer of all; the bringer of happiness and prosperity.... He who heareth the
story of Savitri will never endure misery again....

The beauties of Yama’s heaven are sung by the sage Narada in the great epic
poem Mahabharata. “Listen to me,” he says. “In that fair domain it is neither
too hot nor too cold. Life there is devoid of sorrow; age does not bring frailties,
and none ever hunger or thirst; it is without wretchedness, or fatigue, or evil
feelings. Everything, whether celestial or human, that the heart seeks after is
found there. Sweet are the juicy fruits, delicious the fragrance of flowers and tree
blossoms, and waters are there, both cold and hot, to give refreshment and com-
fort. Nymphs dance and sing to the piping of celestial elves, and merry laughter
ever blends with the strains of alluring music.

“The Assembly House of Yama, which was made by Twashtri, hath splendor
equal to the sun; it shines like burnished gold. There the servants of the Lord of
Justice measure out the allotted days of mortals. Great rishis and ancestors await
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upon Yama, King of the Pitris (fathers), and adore him. Sanctified by holiness,
their shining bodies are clad in swan-white garments, and decked with many-
colored bracelets and golden ear-rings. Sweet sounds, alluring perfumes, and bril-
liant flower garlands make that building ever pleasant and supremely blest.
Hundreds of thousands of saintly beings worship the illustrious King of the Pitris.

“The heaven of Indra was constructed by the great artisan-god himself. Like
a chariot it can be moved anywhere at will. The Assembly House has many
rooms and seats, and is adorned by celestial trees. Indra sits there with his beau-
tiful queen, wearing his crown, with gleaming bracelets on his upper arms; he is
decked with flowers, and attired in white garments. He is waited upon by bril-
liant Maruts, and all the gods and the rishis and saints, whose sins have been
washed off their pure souls, which are resplendent as fire. There is no sorrow, or
fear, or suffering in Indra’s abode, which is inhabited by the spirits of wind and
thunder, fire and water, plants and clouds, and planets and stars, and the spirits
also of Prosperity, Religion, Joy, Faith, and Intelligence. Fairies and elves
(Apsaras and Gandharvas) dance and sing there to sweet music; feats of skill
are performed by celestial battle heroes, auspicious rites are also practiced.
Divine messengers come and go in celestial chariots, looking bright as Soma
himself.

The heaven of Varuna was constructed by Vishwakarman (Twashtri) within
the sea. Its walls and arches are of pure white, and they are surrounded by celes-
tial trees, made of sparkling jewels, which always blossom and always bear fruit.
In the many-colored bowers beautiful and variegated birds sing delightful melo-
dies. In the Assembly House, which is also of pure white, there are many rooms
and many seats. Varuna, richly decked with jewels and golden ornaments and
flowers, is throned there with his queen. Adityas wait upon the lord of the
waters, as also do hooded snakes (Nagas) with human heads and arms, and Dai-
tyas and Danavas (giants and demons) who have taken vows and have been
rewarded with immortality. All the holy spirits of rivers and oceans are there,
and the holy spirits of lakes and springs and pools, and the personified forms of
the points of the heavens, the ends of the earth, and the great mountains. Music
and dances provide entertainment, while sacred hymns are sung in praise of
Varuna.”

ROYAL RIVALS: THE PANDAVAS AND KAURAVAS

Tradition Bearer: Unavailable

Source: Mackenzie, Donald A. Indian Myth and Legend. London: The Gresham Publish-
ing Company Limited, 1913, 173-194.

Date: ca. 500 B.C.E.

Original Source: India

National Origin: India
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The following narrative is excerpted from The Mahabharata (The Story of
the Bharata), an epic that is eight times the length of the Iliad and the Od-
yssey combined. The heart of the work is devoted to the bitter rivalry and
ultimately the war between two sets of cousins, the Pandavas and the
Kauravas, over the kingdom of Bharata. In addition to this core narrative,
The Mahabharata includes ethical, genealogical, and theological material
that forms the core of Hindu religion. The following selection details the
early history of the warring factions and culminates in the preliminary
confrontation between the opposing champions Arjuna and Karna.

and a just ruler of his kingdom. He married two wives: Pritha, who was
chief rani, and Madri, whom he loved best.

Now Pritha was of celestial origin, for her mother was a nymph; her father
was a holy Brahman, and her brother, Vasudeva, was the father of Krishna.
When but a babe she had been adopted by the Rajah of Shurasena, whose king-
dom was among the Vindhya mountains. She was of pious heart, and ever
showed reverence towards holy men. Once there came to the palace the great

I : ing Pandu became a mighty monarch, and was renowned as a warrior

Rishi Durvasas, and she ministered unto him faithfully by serving food at any
hour he desired, and by kindling the sacred fire in the sacrificial chamber. After
his stay, which was in length a full year, Durvasas, in reward for her services,
imparted to Pritha a powerful charm, by virtue of which she could compel the
love of a celestial being. One day she had a vision of Surya, god of the sun; she
muttered the charm, and received him when he drew nigh in the attire of a ra-
jah, wearing the celestial ear-rings. In secret she became in time the mother of
his son, Karna, who was equipped at birth with celestial ear-rings and an invul-
nerable coat of mail, which had power to grow as the wearer increased in stat-
ure. The child had the eyes of a lion and the shoulders of a bull.

In her maidenly shame Pritha resolved to conceal her new-born babe. So
she wrapped him in soft sheets and, laying under his head a costly pillow, placed
him in a basket of wicker-work which she had smeared over with wax. Then,
weeping bitterly, she set the basket afloat on the river, saying, “O my babe, be
thou protected by all who are on land, and in the water, and in the sky, and in
the celestial regions! May all who see thee love thee! May Varuna, god of the
waters, shield thee from harm! May thy father, the sun, give thee warmth! ... I
shall know thee in days to come, wherever thou mayst be, by thy coat of golden
mail.... She who will find thee and adopt thee will be surely blessed.... O my
son, she who will cherish thee will behold thee in youthful prime like to a
maned lion in Himalayan forests.”

The basket drifted down the River Aswa until it was no longer seen by that
lotus-eyed damsel, and at length it reached the Jumna; the Jumna gave it to the



South Asia | Royal Rivals: The Pandavas and Kauravas

Ganges, and by that great and holy river it was borne unto the country of
Anga.... The child, lying in soft slumber, was kept alive by reason of the virtues
possessed by the celestial armor and the ear-rings.

Now there was a woman of Anga who was named Radha, and she had peer-
less beauty. Her husband was Shatananda, the charioteer. Both husband and
wife had for long sorrowed greatly because that they could not obtain a son.
One day, however, their wish was gratified. It chanced that Radha went down
to the river bank, and she beheld the basket drifting on the waves. She caused
it to be brought ashore; and when it was uncovered, she gazed with wonder
upon a sleeping babe who was as fair as the morning sun. Her heart was immedi-
ately filled with great gladness, and she cried out, “The gods have heard me at
length, and they have sent unto me a son.” So she adopted the babe and cher-
ished him. And the years went past, and Karna grew up and became a powerful
youth and a mighty bowman.

Pritha, who was comely to behold, chose King Pandu at her swayamvara.
Trembling with love, she placed the flower garland upon his shoulders.

Madri came from the country of Madra, and was black-eyed and dusky-com-
plexioned. She had been purchased by Bhishma for the king with much gold,
many jewels and elephants and horses, as was the marriage custom among her
people.

The glories of King Bharata’s reign were revived by Pandu, who achieved
great conquests and extended his territory. He loved well to go a-hunting, and
at length he retired to the Himalaya mountains with his two wives to pursue
and slay deer. There, as fate had decreed, he met with dire misfortune. One day
he shot arrows at two deer which he beheld sporting together; but they were, as
he discovered to his sorrow, a holy Brahman and his wife in animal guise. The
sage was wounded mortally, and ere he died he assumed his wonted form, and
foretold that Pandu, whom he cursed, would die in the arms of one of his wives.

The king was stricken with fear; he immediately took vows of celibacy, and
gave all his possessions to Brahmans; then he went away to live in a solitary
place with his two wives.

Some have told that Pandu never had children of his own, and that the
gods were the fathers of his wives’ great sons. Pritha was mother of Yudhishthira,
son of Dharma, god of justice, and of Bhima, son of Vayu, the wind god, and
also of Arjuna, son of mighty Indra, monarch of heaven. Madri received from
Pritha the charm which Durvasas had given her, and she became the mother of
Nakula and Sahadeva, whose sires were the twin Aswins, sons of Surya, the sun
god. These five princes were known as the Pandava brothers.

King Pandu was followed by his doom. One day, as it chanced, he met with
Madri, his favorite wife; they wandered together in a forest, and when he
clasped her in his arms he immediately fell dead as the Brahman had foretold.

His sons, the Pandava brothers, built his funeral pyre, so that his soul might
pass to heaven. Both Pritha and Madri desired to be burned with him, and they
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debated together which of them should follow her lord to the region of the
dead.

Said Pritha, “I must go hence with my lord. I was his first wife and chief
rani. O Madri, yield me his body and rear our children together. O let me
achieve what must be achieved.”

Madri said, “Speak not so, for I should be the chosen one. I was King Pan-
du’s favorite wife, and he died because that he loved me. O sister, if I survived
thee 1 should not be able to rear our children as thou canst rear them. Do not
refuse thy sanction to this which is dear unto my heart.”

So they held dispute, nor could agree; but the Brahmans, who heard them,
said that Madri must be burned with King Pandu, having been his favorite wife.
And so it came to pass that Madri laid herself on the pyre, and she passed in
flames with her beloved lord, that bull among men.

Meanwhile King Pandu’s blind brother, Dhritarashtra, had ascended the
throne to reign over the kingdom of Bharatavarsha, with Bhishma as his regent,
until the elder of the young princes should come of age.

Dhritarashtra had taken for wife fair Gandhari, daughter of the Rajah of
Giéndhard. When she was betrothed she went unto the king with eyes blind-
folded, and ever after-wards she so appeared in his presence. She became the
mother of a hundred sons, the eldest of whom was Duryodhana. These were the
princes who were named the Kauravas, after the country of Kuru-jangala.

The widowed Pritha returned to Hastinapur with her three sons and the
two sons of Madri also. When she told unto Dhritarashtra that Pandu his
brother had died, he wept and mourned greatly; then he bathed in holy waters
and poured forth the funeral oblation. The blind King gave his protection to the
five princes who were Pandu’s heirs.

So the Pandavas and Kauravas were reared together in the royal palace at
Hastinapur. Nor was favor shown to one cousin more than another. The young
princes were trained to throw the stone and to cast the noose, and they engaged
lustily in wrestling bouts and practiced boxing. As they grew up they shared
work with the king’s men; they marked the young calves, and every three years
they counted and branded the cattle. Yet, despite all that could be done, the
two families lived at enmity. Of all the young men Bhima, of the Pandavas, was
the most powerful, and Duryodhana, the leader of the Kauravas, was jealous of
him. Bhima was ever the victor in sports and contests. The Kauravas could ill
endure his triumphs, and at length they plotted among themselves to accom-
plish his death.

[t chanced that the young men had gone to dwell in a royal palace on the
banks of the Ganges. One day, when they feasted together in the manner of
warriors, Duryodhana put poison in the food of Bhima, who soon afterwards
fell into a deep swoon and seemed to be dead. Then Duryodhana bound him
hand and foot and cast him into the Ganges; his body was swallowed by the
waters.
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But it was not fated that Bhima should thus perish. As his body sank down,
the fierce snakes, which are called Nagas, attacked him; but their poison coun-
ter-acted the poison he had already swallowed, so that he regained conscious-
ness. Then, bursting his bonds, he scattered the reptiles before him, and they
fled in terror.

Bhima found that he had sunk down to the city of serpents, which is in the
underworld. Vasuki, king of the Nagas, having heard of his prowess, hastened
towards the young warrior, whom he desired greatly to behold.

Bhima was welcomed by Aryaka, the great grandsire of Pritha, who was a
dweller in the underworld. He was loved by Vasuki, who, for Aryaka’s sake,
offered great gifts to fearless Bhima. But Aryaka chose rather that the lad should
be given a draught of strength which contained the virtues of a thousand Nagas.
By the king of serpents was this great boon granted, and Bhima was permitted
to drain the bowl eight times. He immediately fell into a deep slumber, which
continued for the space of eight days. Then he awoke, and the Nagas feasted
him ere he returned again unto his mother and his brethren, who were mourn-
ing for him the while. Thus it fell that Bhima triumphed over Duryodhana, for
ever afterwards he possessed the strength of a mighty giant. He related unto his
brothers all that had befallen him, but they counseled him not to reveal his
secret unto the Kauravas, his cousins.

About this time the prudent Bhishma deemed that the young men should
be trained to bear arms; so he searched far and wide for a preceptor who was at
once a warrior and a scholar, a pious and lofty-minded man, and a lover of
truth. Such was Drona, the brave and god-adoring son of Bharadwaja. He was
well pleased to have care of the princes, and to give them instruction worthy of
their rank and martial origin.

Drona had no mother: his miraculous birth was accomplished by a beautiful
nymph, and his sire was Bharadwaja, a most pious Brahman. Of similar origin
was Drupada, son of a rajah named Prishata. Drona and Drupada were reared to-
gether like brothers by the wise Bharadwaja, and it was the hope of both sires
that their sons would repeat their own lifelong friendship. But when, after happy
youth, they grew into manhood, fate parted them. The rajah retired from the
throne, and Drupada ruled the kingdom of Panchala. Bharadwaja died soon
afterwards, and Drona married a wife named Kripa, who became the mother of
his son Ashwatthama. The child was so named because at birth he uttered a cry
like to the neighing of a horse. Drona devoted himself to rearing his son, while
he accumulated the wisdom of the sages and performed sacred rites with pious
mind like to his holy sire.

When the sage Jamadagni, son of Bhrigu, closed his career, he bestowed his
great wealth on the sons of Brahmans. Drona received heavenly weapons and
power to wield them. Then he bethought him to visit Drupada, the friend of his
youth, and share his inheritance with him. Drona stood before the rajah and
exclaimed, “Behold thy friend.”
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But Drupada frowned; his eyes reddened with anger, and for a while he sat
in silence. At length he spoke haughtily and said:

“Brahman, it is nor wise nor fitting that thou shouldst call me friend. What
friendship can there be between a luckless beggar and a mighty rajah? ... I grant
that in youth such a bond united us, one to another, but it has wasted away with
the years. Do not think that the friendship of youth endures for ever in human
hearts; it is weakened by time, and pride plucks it from one’s bosom. Friendship
can exist only between equals as we two once were, but no longer chance to be.
Hear and know! Rich and poor, wise and ignorant, warriors and cowards, can
never be friends; it is for those who are of equal station to exercise mutual
esteem.... Say, can a Brahman respect one who is ignorant of the Vedas? Can a
warrior do other than despise one who cannot go forth to battle in his rumbling
chariot? Say, can a monarch condescend to one who is far beneath him? ... Be
gone, then, thou dreamer! Forget the days and the thoughts of the past.... I
know thee not.”

Drona heard the harsh words of his old friend with mute amaze. For a
moment he paused. Then abruptly he turned away, nor spake he in reply. His
heart burned with indignation as he hastened out of the city.

In time he reached the city of Hastinapur, and Bhishma bade him welcome.
When Drona undertook the training of the princes he said, “I will do as is thy
desire, O Bhishma, but on condition that when the young men are become
complete warriors they will help me to fight against mine enemy, Drupada, the
Rajah of Panchala.”

Bhishma gave willing consent to this condition. Thereafter Drona abode
with his wife in the royal palace, and his son Ashwatthama was trained with the
Pandavas and Kauravas. He became the family priest as well as the instructor of
the princes. And ere long the young men were accomplished warriors, and
deeply learned in wisdom and in goodness.

Drona took most delight in the Pandavas. Yudhishthira was trained as a
spearman, but he was more renowned as a scholar than for feats of arms. Arjuna
surpassed all others in warrior skill; he was of noble bearing, and none like him
could ride the steed, guide the elephant, or drive the rattling chariot, nor could
any other prince withstand his battle charge or oppose him in single combat.
He was unequaled with javelin or dart, with battleaxe or mace, and he became
the most famous archer of his day. Strong Bhima learned to wield the club,
Nakula acquired the secret of taming steeds, and Sahadeva became a mighty
swordsman, and acquired great knowledge of astronomy.

Drona trained the Kauravas with diligence also, as well as his own son, who
was wise and brave; but among all his pupils he loved Arjuna best, for he was
the most modest and the most perfect, the most fearless, and yet the most obedi-
ent to his preceptor.

Duryodhana of the Kauravas was jealous of all the Pandavas, and especially
of Arjuna.
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The fame of Drona as a preceptor was spread far and wide, and the sons of
many rajahs and warriors hastened to Hastinapur to be instructed by him. All
were welcomed save one, and he was the son of the rajah of the robber Bhils.
This young man pleaded that he might be trained as an archer, but without
avail. Drona said, “Are not the Bhils highwaymen and cattle-lifters? It would be
a sin, indeed, to impart unto one of them great knowledge in the use of
weapons.”

When he heard these words, the rajah’s son was stricken with grief, and he
turned homeward. But he resolved to become an accomplished warrior. So he
fashioned a clay image of Drona and worshipped it, and wielded the bow before
it until his fame as an archer was noised abroad.

One day Drona went forth with the princes to hunt in the Bhil kingdom.
Their dog ran through the woods, and it beheld the dark son of the rajah of the
Bhils and barked at him. Desiring to display his skill, the young man shot seven
arrows into the dog’s mouth ere it could be closed, and, moaning and bleeding,
the animal returned thus to the princes.

Wondering greatly, the princes searched for the greatly-skilled archer, and
found him busy with his how. They spoke, saying, “Who art thou!?” And the
Bhil made answer, “I am a pupil of Drona.”

When Drona was brought to the place, the young man kissed his feet.

Said the wise preceptor, “If thou art my pupil, I must receive my reward.”

The young man made answer, “Command me, and I will give thee whatso-
ever thou dost desire.”

Said Drona, “I should like to have the thumb of thy right hand.”

The faithful prince of the Bhils did not hesitate to obey his preceptor; with
a cheerful face he severed his thumb from his right hand and gave it to Drona.

After his wound had healed, the young man began to draw his bow with his
middle fingers, but found that he had lost his surpassing skill, whereat Arjuna
was made happy.

All the other Bhil warriors who trained in archery followed the prince’s
example and drew the how with their middle fingers, and this custom prevailed
ever afterwards amongst the tribe.

Now when all the Hastinapur princes had become expert warriors, Drona
addressed the blind king, as he sat among his counselors, and said, “O mighty
rajah, thy sons and the sons of thy brother Pandu have now attained surpassing
skill in arms, and they are fit to enter the battlefield.”

Said the king, who was well pleased, “So thy task is finished, O noble son
of Bharadwaja? Let now a place be made ready, in accordance with thy desire,
so that the princes may display their martial skill in the presence of their peers
and the common people.”

Then Drona, accompanied by Vidura, the king’s brother, made choice of a
wide and level plain on which the Pandavas and Kauravas might perform their
mighty feats.
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So be it next told of the great tournament on the plain, and of the coming
of illustrious Karna.

On the day of the great tournament, vast multitudes of people from all parts
of the kingdom assembled round the harriers on the wide plain. A scene of great
splendor was unfolded to their eyes. At dawn many flags and garlands of flowers
had been distributed round the enclosure; they adorned the stately royal pavil-
ion, which was agleam with gold and jewels and hung with trophies of war; they
fluttered above the side galleries for the lords and the ladies, and even among
the clustering trees. White tents for the warriors occupied a broad green space.
A great altar had been erected by Drona beside a cool, transparent stream, on
which to offer up sacrifices to the gods.

From early morn the murmurous throng awaited the coming of king and
counselors, and royal ladies, and especially the mighty princes who were to dis-
play their feats of arms and engage in mimic warfare. The bright sun shone in
beauty on that festal day.

The clarion notes of the instruments of war proclaimed the coming of the
king. Then entered the royal procession, and blind Dhritarashtra was led
towards his throne in the gleaming pavilion. With him came the fair queen
Gandhari, mother of the Kauravas, and stately Pritha, widow of King Pandu, the
mother of the Pandavas. There followed in their train many high-born dames
and numerous sweet maidens renowned for their beauty. When all these ladies,
attired in many-colored robes and glittering with jewels and bright flowers, were
mounting the decorated galleries, they seemed like to goddesses and heavenly
nymphs ascending to the golden summit of the mountain of Meru.... The trum-
pets were sounding loud, and the clamor which arose from the surging multitude
of people of every caste and every age and every tribe was like the voice of
heaving ocean in sublime tempest.

Next came venerable and white-haired Drona, robed in white, with white
sacrificial cord; his sandals were white, and the garlands he wore were white
also. His valiant son, Aswatthama, followed him as the red planet Mars follows
the white moon in cloudless heaven. The saintly preceptor advanced to the altar
where the priestly choir gathered, and offered up sacrifices to the gods and
chanted holy texts.

Then heralds sounded their trumpets as the youthful princes entered in
bright array, bejeweled and lightly girded for exercise, their left arms bound with
leather. They were wearing breastplates; their quivers were slung from their
shoulders, and they carried stately bows and gleaming swords. The princes filed
in according to their years, and Yudhishthira came first of all. Each saluted
Drona in turn and awaited his commands.

One by one the youthful warriors displayed their skill at arms, while the vast
crowd shouted their plaudits. The regent Bhishma, sitting on the right side of
the throne, looked down with delight, and Vidura, sitting on the left side,
informed the sightless king of all that took place.
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The princes shot arrows at targets, first on foot and then mounted on rapid
steeds, displaying great skill; they also rode on elephants and in chariots, and
their arrows ever flew with unerring aim.

Next they engaged in mimic warfare, charging with chariots and on ele-
phants: swords clamored on shields, ponderous maces were wielded, and fal-
chions shimmered like to the flashes of lightning. The movements of the
princes, mounted and on foot, were rapid and graceful; they were fearless in
action and firm-footed, and greatly skilled in thrust and parry.

But ere long the conflict was waged with more than mimic fury. Proud Dur-
yodhana and powerful Bhima had sought one another and were drawn apart
from their peers. They towered on the plain with uplifted maces, and they
seemed like two rival elephants about to fight for a mate. Then they charged
with whirling weapons, and the combat was terrible to behold.

Vidura pictured the conflict to blind Dhritarashtra, as did Pritha also to the
blindfolded Queen Gandhari. Round the barriers the multitudes swayed and
clamored, some favoring Duryodhana and others mighty Bhima.

The princes fought on, and their fury increased until at length it seemed
that one or the other would be slain. But while yet the issue hung doubtful,
Drona, whose brow was troubled, marked with concern the menacing crowd,
which was suspended with hope and fear, and seemed like an ocean shaken by
fitful gusts of changing wind. Then he interposed, bidding his son to separate
the angry combatants so that the turmoil might have end. The princes heard
and obeyed, and they retired slowly like ocean billows, tempest-swollen, falling
apart.

To allay excitement, trumpet and drum were sounded aloud. Then white-
haired Drona stepped forward, and in a voice like thunder summoned brave
Arjuna to come forth.

First of all the valiant hero performed a sacred rite. Thereafter he came
before the multitude in all his splendor, clad in golden armor, like to a glorious
evening cloud. Modestly he strode, while trumpets blared and the drums bel-
lowed, and he seemed a very god. He was girdled with jewels, and he carried a
mighty bow. As the people applauded and shouted his praises, Pritha, his
mother, looked down, and tears dropped from her eyes. The blind king spake to
Vidura, saying, “Why are the multitudes shouting now like to the tumultuous
sea?”

Said Vidura, “The valiant son of Pritha hath come forth in golden armor,
and the people hail him with joy.

The blind monarch said, “I am well pleased. The sons of Pritha sanctify the
kingdom like to sacrificial fires.”

Silence fell upon the people, and Drona bade his favorite pupil to display
his skill. Arjuna performed wonders with magic arms; he created fire by the
Agneya weapon, water by the Varuna weapon, wind by the Vayavya weapon,
clouds by the Paryanya weapon, land by the Bhanma weapon, and he caused
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mountains to appear by the Parvatya weapon. Then by the Antardhyana weapon
he caused all these to vanish.

Arjuna then set up for his target an iron image of a great boar, and at one
bending of the bow he shot five arrows into its gaping jaws. Wondrous was his
skill. Next he suspended a cow horn, which swayed constantly in the wind, and
discharged into its hollow with unerring aim twenty rapid arrows. Heaven and
earth resounded with the plaudits of the people when he leapt into his chariot
and discharged clouds of arrows as he was driven speedily round the grounds.
Having thus displayed his accomplishments as an archer, he drew his sword,
which he wielded so rapidly round and about that the people thought they
beheld lightning and heard thunder. Ere he left the field he cast the noose with
exceeding great skill, capturing horses and cows and scampering deer at a single
throw. Then Drona embraced him, and the people shouted his praises.

Great was the joy of the Pandavas as they rested around Drona like to the
stars that gather about the white moon in heaven. The Kauravas were grouped
around Aswatthama as the gods gather beside Indra when the giant Daityas
threaten to assail high heaven. Duryodhana’s heart burned with jealous anger
because of the triumph achieved by Arjuna.

Evening came on, and it seemed that the tournament was ended; the crowds
began to melt away. Then, of a sudden, a mighty tumult of plaudits broke forth,
and the loud din of weapons and clank of armor was heard all over the place.
Every eye immediately turned towards the gate, and the warriors and the people
beheld approaching an unknown warrior, who shook his weapons so that they
rattled loudly.

So came mighty Karna, son of Surya, the sun god, and of Pritha, the mother
of the three Pandavas—Arjuna, Bhima, and wise Yudhishthira. He was comely
as a shining god, clad in golden armor, and wearing celestial earrings. In his
right hand he carried a great many-colored bow; his gleaming falchion was on
his thigh. Tall as a cliff he strode forward; he was an elephant in his fury, a lion
in his wrath; stately as a palm tree was that tamer of foemen, so fearless and so
proud, so dauntless and so self-possessed.

He paused in the center of the plain and surveyed the people with pride.
Stiffly he paid homage to Drona and Kripa. Then he, the eldest son of Pritha,
spake to Pritha’s youngest son, Arjuna, the brothers being unknown one to
another, and he said, “Whatever feats thou hast performed this day with vain
boast, Arjuna, these will I accomplish and surpass, if Drona will permit me.”

His voice was like to thunder in heaven, and the multitude of people sprang
up and uttered cries of wonder. Duryodhana and the other sons of Kuru heard
the challenge with glad hearts, but Arjuna remained silent, while his eyes
flashed fire.

Then Drona gave the warrior permission to display his skill. Karna was well
pleased, and he performed every feat which had given Arjuna fame on that great
day.
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Duryodhana proclaimed his joy with beaming countenance, and he
embraced Karna, whom he hailed as “‘brother,” saying, “I bid thee welcome,
thou mighty warrior. Thou hast won the honors of the field. Demand from me
whatsoever thou dost desire in this kingdom, and it will be given unto thee.”

Said Karna, “Thy word is thy bond, O prince. All I seek is to combat
against Arjuna, whom I have equaled so far. Fain would I win the victor’s
renown.”

Duryodhana said, “Thou dost ask for a worthy boon indeed. Be our ally, and
let the enemy fear thee.”

Arjuna was moved to great wrath, and cried out, “Uninvited chief! Boasting
thus, thou wouldst fain be regarded as mine equal, but I will so deal with thee
that thou wilt die the death of a braggart who cometh here an unbidden guest,
speaking boastfully ere thou art spoken to.”

Said Karna, answering proudly and calm, “Waste not words, Arjuna, nor
taunt me with coming hither uninvited. The field of combat is free to all war-
riors; they enter by their valor, and do not await until thou dost call them; they
win their places by strength and skill, and their warrant is the sword. Wrathful
speech is the weapon of a coward. Do not boast of thy pastimes or be vain of
thy bloodless feats. Speak with thine arrows, O Arjuna, until, in Drona’s pres-
ence, mine will cause all men to wonder, flying towards thee.”

Drona was stirred to wrath, and spake to Arjuna, saying, “Canst thou hear
him boast in this manner? I give thee leave to fight him here and now.”

Arjuna at once strode forward, fully armed, and he was supported by Drona
and Bhishma. Duryodhana and his band stood by Karna. Then the two warriors
prepared for single combat, but not in mimic warfare.

Thick clouds gathered in the sky; lightning flashed and thunder pealed; the
mighty Indra guarded his son Arjuna, who stood in shadow. Surya, the sun god,
cast a shaft of light athwart the darkening plain, and Karna’s golden armor
gleamed bright and fair.

The noble dames looked on, and some praised Arjuna and others praised
Karna. Pritha, the mother of both heroes, was alone divided in her love. She
knew her firstborn by his voice and noble bearing and by his armor, and her
heart was torn with grief to behold the two brothers ready to slay each other. A
cloud blinded her eyes, and, uttering a low cry, she swooned where she sat.
Vidura sprinkled water on her face, and she was revived. Then she wept bitterly
because that she could not reveal the secret of Karna’s birth.

Kripa, the foster-brother of Bhishma, performed the duties of herald, and as
Arjuna strode forth to combat he proclaimed, “Behold! This is mighty Arjuna,
of Bharata’s great line, son of Pandu and of Pritha, a prince of valor and worth
who will not shrink from battle. Unknown and long-armed chief,” he said unto
Karna, “declare now thy name and lineage, the royal house thou dost adorn,
and the names of thy sire and thy mother. Know thou that by the rules of single
combat the sons of kings cannot contend against low-born or nameless rivals.”
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Karna heard, but was silent. He hung his head like the dew-laden lotus
bloom; he could claim nor lineage or high rank, as he believed, for he regarded
the charioteer of Anga as his sire.

Duryodhana, perceiving his discomfiture, cried out to Kripa, saying, “Valor
is not reckoned by birth but by deeds. Karna hath already shown himself to be
the peer of princes. I now proclaim him the Rajah of Anga.”

Having spoken thus, the elder of the Kauravas led Karna by the hand and
placed him upon a throne, and the red umbrella was held above his head. Brah-
mans chanted the texts for the ceremony and anointed Karna as a king. Then
the fan was waved and the royal umbrella raised on high, while the Kauravas
shouted, “The rajah is crowned; blessings on the rajah; honor to the valorous
wartior!”

Robed in royal attire, Karna then spake to Duryodhana and said, “With
generous heart thou hast conferred upon me a kingdom. O prince, speak and say
what service thou wouldst have me to render unto thee.”

Said Duryodhana, “But one boon do I ask of thee, O king. Be my comrade
and, O valiant warrior, be my helper also.”

Karna said, “As thou desirest, so be it.”

Then Duryodhana and Karna embraced one another to confirm their loyal
friendship.

Lo! Now a charioteer drew nigh; he was a scantily-clad and wearied old
man, and he stooped, leaning heavily upon his staff. He was the aged sire of
Karna, and rejoiced in his heart to see his son so highly honored among prin-
ces. Karna cast aside his weapons, knelt down, and kissed the old man’s feet.
The happy sire embraced the crowned head of the warrior and wept tears of
love.

The Pandava brothers gazed upon father and son, amused and scornful....
Bhima spake to Karna, saying, “So thou, with such a sire, hast presumed to seek
combat with a Pandava! ... Son of a charioteer, what hast thou to do with
weapons of war? Better were it that thou shouldst find thee a goad and drive a
bullock-cart behind thy sire.”

Karna grew pale with wrath; his lips quivered, but he answered not a word.
He heaved a deep sigh and looked towards the sun.

Then Duryodhana arose like a proud elephant and spake to Bhima, saying,
“Seek not with insults to give sorrow unto a mighty hero. Taunts come ill from
thee, thou tiger-like chief. The proudest warrior may contend against the most
humble: a hero is known by his deeds. Of Karna’s birth we care naught. Hath
Drona other than humble lineage? ‘Tis, said, too, that thou and thy brethren are
not sons of Pandu, but of certain amorous deities.... Look upon Karna, adorned
with jewels and in golden armor! Do hinds bring forth tigers? ... Karna was born
to he a king; he hath come to rule by reason of his valor and his worth. If any
prince or warrior among you will deny my words, hear and know, now, that I
will meet him in deadly combat.”
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The assembled multitude heard these mighty words with joy and shouted
loud applause.

But darkness came on, and lamps were lit upon the plain.... Drona and the
sons of Pandu made offerings at the altar, and the king and his counselors, the
noble dames and the high-born maids, departed in silence to their homes....
Then all the people deserted the harriers, some shouting, “Arjuna hath tri-
umphed”; others, “Karna is victor”; and some also, “Duryodhana hath won.”

Pritha had rejoiced in her heart to behold her noble son crowned king....

Duryodhana walked by Karna’s side and took him away to his own palace,
glad of heart, for he no longer feared Arjuna’s valor and skill at arms.

Even Yudhishthira doubted Arjuna’s worth; he feared that Karna was the
greatest hero in the world of men.

THE BRAHMAN, THE TIGER, AND THE SIX JUDGES

Tradition Bearer: Unavailable
Source: Frere, Mary. Old Deccan Days. London: J. Murray, 1868, 135-138.
Date: ca. 1866

Original Source: India

National Origin: India

The formulaic question-and-answer pattern upon which the following
animal tale is structured is typical of “The Ungrateful Serpent [Animal]
Returned to Captivity” (AT 155). The opinions of the various judges
cite real human transgressions. Traditionally, in India, four primary caste
divisions have been recognized: Brahmans (priests), Kshatriyas (kings
and warriors), Vaisyas (traders and similar occupations), and Sudras
(aborigines). The jackal is a common trickster figure in India—as
elsewhere.

was walking along the road, came upon an iron cage, in which a great
tiger had been shut up by the villagers who caught him.

As the Brahman passed by, the tiger called out and said to him, “Brother
Brahman, brother Brahman, have pity on me, and let me out of this cage for
one minute only, to drink a little water, for I am dying of thirst.”

The Brahman answered, “No, I will not; for if I let you out of the cage you
will eat me.”

“O father of mercy,” answered the tiger, “in truth that will not. I will never
be so ungrateful. Only let me out, that I may drink some water and return.”

O nce upon a time a Brahman [member of the Hindu priestly caste], who
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Then the Brahman took pity on him, and opened the cage door; but no
sooner had he done so than the tiger, jumping out, said, “Now, I will eat you
first, and drink the water afterwards.”

But the Brahman said, “Only do not kill me hastily. Let us first ask the
opinion of six, and if all of them say it is just and fair that you should put me to
death, then I am willing to die.”

“Very well,” answered the tiger, “it shall be as you say. We will first ask the
opinion of six.”

So the Brahman and the tiger walked on till they came to a banyan tree;
and the Brahman said to it, “Banyan tree, banyan tree, hear and give
judgment.”

“On what must I give judgment?” asked the banyan tree.

“This tiger,” said the Brahman,” begged me to let him out of his cage to
drink a little water, and he promised not to hurt me if I did so. But now that I
have let him out he wishes to eat me. Is it just that he should do so, or no?”

The banyan tree answered, “Men often come to take refuge in the cool
shade under my boughs from the scorching rays of the sun; but when they have
rested, they cut and break my pretty branches, and wantonly scatter the leaves
that sheltered them. Let the tiger eat the man, for men are an ungrateful race.”

At these words the tiger would have instantly killed the Brahman; but the
Brahman said, “Tiger, tiger, you must not kill me yet, for you promised that we
should first hear the judgment of six.”

“Very well,” said the tiger, and they went on their way. After a little while
they met a camel.

“Sir camel, sir camel,” cried the Brahman, “hear and give judgment.”

“On what shall I give judgment?” asked the camel.

And the Brahman related how the tiger had begged him to open the cage
door, and promised not to eat him if he did so; and how he had afterwards deter-
mined to break his word, and asked if that were just or not.

The camel replied, “When I was young and strong, and could do much
work, my master took care of me and gave me good food; but now that I am
old, and have lost all my strength in his service, he overloads me, and starves
me, and beats me without mercy. Let the tiger eat the man, for men are an
unjust and cruel race.”

The tiger would then have killed the Brahman, but the latter said, “Stop,
tiger, for we must first hear the judgment of six.”

So they both went again on their way. At a little distance they found a bul-
lock lying by the roadside.

The Brahman said to him, “Brother bullock, brother bullock, hear and give
judgment.”

“On what must I give judgment?” asked the bullock.

The Brahman answered, “I found this tiger in a cage, and he prayed me to
open the door and let him out to drink a little water, and promised not to kill
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me if I did so; but when I had let him out he resolved to put me to death. Is it
fair he should do so or not?”

The bullock said, “When I was able to work, my master fed me well and
tended me carefully, but now I am old he has forgotten all I did for him, and left
me by the roadside to die. Let the tiger eat the man, for men have no pity.”

Three out of the six had given judgment against the Brahman, but still he
did not lose all hope, and determined to ask the other three.

They next met an eagle flying through the air, to whom the Brahman cried,
“O eagle, great eagle, hear and give judgment.”

“On what must I give judgment?” asked the eagle.

The Brahman stated the case, but the eagle answered, “Whenever men see
me they try to shoot me; they climb the rocks and steal away my little ones. Let
the tiger eat the man, for men are the persecutors of the earth.”

Then the tiger began to roar, and said, “The judgment of all is against you,
O Brahman!”

But the Brahman answered, “Stay yet a little longer, for two others must
first be asked.”

After this they saw an alligator, and the Brahman related the matter to
him, hoping for a more favorable verdict.

But the alligator said, “Whenever I put my nose out of the water, men tor-
ment me, and try to kill me. Let the tiger eat the man, for as long as men live
we shall have no rest.”

The Brahman gave himself up as lost; but once more he prayed the tiger to
have patience, and to let him ask the opinion of the sixth judge. Now the sixth
was a jackal.

The Brahman again told his story, and said to him, “Mama jackal, mama
jackal, say what is your judgment?”’

The jackal answered, “It is impossible for me to decide who is in the right
and who in the wrong, unless I see the exact position in which you were when
the dispute began. Show me the place.”

So the Brahman and the tiger returned to the place where they first met,
and the jackal went with them.

When they got there, the jackal said, “Now, Brahman, show me exactly
where you stood.”

“Here,” said the Brahman, standing by the iron tiger cage.

“Exactly there, was it?” asked the jackal.

“Exactly here,” replied the Brahman.

“Where was the tiger then?” asked the jackal.

“In the cage,” answered the tiger.

“How do you mean?” said the jackal.

“How were you within the cage? Which way were you looking?”

“Why, [ stood so,” said the tiger, jumping into the cage, “and my head was
on this side.”
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“Very good,” said the jackal. “But I cannot judge without understanding the
whole matter exactly. Was the cage door open or shut?”

“Shut, and bolted,” said the Brahman.

“Then shut and bolt it,” said the jackal.

When the Brahman had done this, the jackal said, “Oh, you wicked and
ungrateful tiger, when the good Brahman opened your cage door, is to eat him
the only return you would make? Stay there, then, for the rest of your days, for
no one will ever let you out again. Proceed on your journey, friend Brahman.
Your road lies that way, and mine this.”

So saying, the jackal ran off in one direction, and the Brahman went rejoic-
ing on his way in the other.

THE DEMON WITH THE MATTED HAIR

Tradition Bearer: Unavailable
Source: Jacobs, Joseph. Indian Fairy Tales. London: David Nutt, 1912, 40-45.
Date: 1912

Original Source: India

National Origin: India

This tale of the prince of the five weapons is derived from the volumi-
nous Jataka, a compendium of tales of the Buddha in his previous incar-
nations. Jamudipa was one of the four islands believed to comprise the
inhabited world. Jamudipa included South Asia. The demon,
Angulimala, was a bandit who wore a necklace of his victims’ fingers
and was converted by the Buddha and became an Arahat, one of the
enlightened. Interesting comparisons can be made between this tale and
“The Tarbaby and the Rabbit” (AT 175). (See, for example, the Carib-
bean tale “Brother Rabbit an’ Brother Tar-Baby,” Volume 4, page 414).

striving after’ righteousness. Said the Teacher to him, “Is it really true
that you have ceased all striving?”

“Yes, Blessed One,” he replied.

Then the Teacher said, “O Brother, in former days wise men made effort in
the place where effort should be made, and so attained unto royal power.” And
he told a story of long ago.

Once upon a time, when Brahmadatta was King of Benares, the Bodhisatta
was born as son of his chief queen. On his name-day they asked eight hundred
Brahmans, having satisfied them with all their desires, about his lucky marks.

This story the Teacher told in Jetavana about a Brother who had ceased
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The Brahmans who had skill in divining from such marks beheld the excellence
of his, and made answer:

“Full of goodness, great King, is your son, and when you die he will become
king; he shall be famous and renowned for his skill with the five weapons, and
shall be the chief man in all India. On hearing what the Brahmans had to say,
they gave him the name of the Prince of the Five Weapons, sword, spear, bow,
battle-axe, and shield.

When he came to years of discretion, and had attained the measure of six-
teen years, the King said to him:

“My son, go and complete your education.”

“Who shall be my teacher?” the lad asked.

“Go, my son; in the kingdom of Candahar, in the city of Takkasila, is a
far-famed teacher from whom I wish you to learn. Take this, and give it him
for a fee.” With that he gave him a thousand pieces of money, and dismissed
him.

The lad departed and was educated by this teacher; he received the Five
Weapons from him as a gift, bade him farewell, and leaving Takkasila, he began
his journey to Benares, armed with the Five Weapons.

On his way he came to a forest inhabited by the Demon with the Matted
Hair. At the entering of the forest some men saw him, and cried out:

“Hullo, young sir, keep clear of that wood! There’s a Demon in it called he
of the Matted Hair: he kills every man he sees!” And they tried to stop him.
But the Bodhisatta, having confidence in himself, went straight on, fearless as a
maned lion.

When he reached mid-forest the Demon showed himself. He made himself
as tall as a palm tree; his head was the size of a pagoda, his eyes as big as saucers,
and he had two tusks all over knobs and bulbs; he had the face of a hawk, a var-
iegated belly, and blue hands and feet.

“Where are you going?” he shouted. “Stop! You’ll make a meal for me!”

Said the Bodhisatta, “Demon, I came here trusting in myself. I advise you
to be careful how you come near me. Here’s a poisoned arrow, which I'll shoot
at you and knock you down!” With this menace, he fitted to his bow an
arrow dipped in deadly poison, and let fly. The arrow stuck fast in the
Demon’s hair. Then he shot and shot, till he had shot away fifty arrows; and
they all stuck in the Demon’s hair. The Demon snapped them all off short,
and threw them down at his feet; then came up to the Bodhisatta, who drew
his sword and struck the Demon, threatening him the while. His sword—it
was three-and-thirty inches long—stuck in the Demon’s hair! The Bodhisatta
struck him with his spear—that stuck too! He struck him with his club—and
that stuck too!

When the Bodhisatta saw that this had stuck fast, he addressed the
Demon. “You, Demon!” said he, “did you never hear of me before—the
Prince of the Five Weapons? When 1 came into the forest which you live in
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I did not trust to my bow and other weapons: This day will I pound you and
grind you to powder!” Thus did he declare his resolve, and with a shout he
hit at the Demon with his right hand. It stuck fast in his hair! He hit him
with his left hand—that stuck too!” With his right foot he kicked him—that
stuck too; then with his left—and that stuck too! Then he butted at him
with his head, crying, “I'll pound you to powder!” and his head stuck fast like
the rest.

Thus the Bodhisatta was five times snared, caught fast in five places, hang-
ing suspended: yet he felt no fear—was not even nervous.

Thought the Demon to himself, “Here’s a lion of a man! A noble man!
More than man is he! Here he is, caught by a Demon like me; yet he will not
fear a bit. Since I have ravaged this road, I never saw such a man. Now, why is
it that he does not fear!”” He was powerless to eat the man, but asked him,
“Why is it, young sir, that you are not frightened to death?”

“Why should I fear, Demon?” replied he. “In one life a man can die but
once. Besides, in my belly is a thunderbolt; if you eat me, you will never be able
to digest it; this will tear your inwards into little bits, and kill you: so we shall
both perish. That is why I fear nothing.” (By this, the Bodhisatta meant the
weapon of knowledge which he had within him.)

When he heard this, the Demon thought, “This young man speaks the
truth. A piece of the flesh of such a lion-man as he would be too much for me
to digest, if it were no bigger than a kidney-bean. I'll let him go!” So, being
frightened to death, he let go the Bodhisatta, saying:

“Young sir, you are a lion of a man! [ will not eat you up. I set you free from
my hands, as the moon is disgorged from the jaws of Rahu after the eclipse. Go
back to the company of your friends and relations!”

And the Bodhisatta said, “Demon, I will go, as you say. You were born a
Demon, cruel, blood-bibbing, devourer of the flesh and gore of others, because
you did wickedly in former lives. If you still go on doing wickedly, you will
go from darkness to darkness. But now that you have seen me you will find it
impossible to do wickedly. Taking the life of living creatures causes birth, as
an animal, in the world of Petas, or, in the body of an Asura, or, if one is
reborn as a man, it makes his life short.” With this and the like monition he
told him the disadvantage of the five kinds of wickedness, and the profit of
the five kinds of virtue, and frightened the Demon in various ways, discours-
ing to him until he subdued him and made him self-denying, and established
him in the five kinds of virtue; he made him worship the deity to whom
offerings were made in that wood; and having carefully admonished him,
departed out of it.

At the entrance of the forest he told all to the people thereabout; and went
on to Benares, armed with his five weapons. Afterwards he became king, and
ruled righteously; and after giving alms and doing good he passed away accord-
ing to his deeds.
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And the Teacher, when this tale was ended, became perfectly enlightened,
and repeated this verse:

Whose mind and heart from all desire is free,
Who seeks for peace by living virtuously,

He in due time will sever all the bonds

That bind him fast to life, and cease to be.

Thus the Teacher reached the summit, through sainthood and the teaching
of the law, and thereupon he declared the Four Truths. At the end of the declar-
ing of the Truths, this Brother also attained to sainthood. Then the Teacher
made the connation, and gave the key to the birth-tale, saying, “At that time
Angulimala was the Demon, but the, Prince of the Five Weapons was [ myself.”

RAMA AND LUXMAN

Tradition Bearer: Unavailable
Source: Frere, Mary. Old Deccan Days. London: J. Murray, 1868, 72-86.
Date: ca. 1866

Original Source: India

National Origin: India

An ordinary folktale, “Rama and Luxman” bears a close resemblance to
“Faithful John” (AT 516), a narrative built around the theme of a faith-
ful servant who is repeatedly misjudged and underappreciated by his
master. Although Rama is son of a rajah, he is like a brother to the
vizier's son Luxman. In spite of this, Luxman is saved from his sworn
brother’s rash judgments, and ultimately from eternal enchantment, only
through the intervention of fate and his own quick wits.

and he had a learned Wuzeer [usually “vizier”] or Minister, named

Butti. Their mutual love was so great that they were more like brothers

than master and servant. Neither the Rajah nor the Wuzeer had any children,

and both were equally anxious to have a son. At last, in one day and one hour~

the wile of the Rajah and the wife of the Wuzeer had each a little baby boy.

They named the Rajah’s son Rama, and the son of the Wuzeer was called Lux-
man, and there were great rejoicings at the birth of both.

The boys grew up and loved each other tenderly; they were never happy

unless together; together they went to daily school, together bathed and played,

O nce upon a time there was a Rajah whose name was Chandra Rajah,
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and they would not eat except from off one plate. One day, when Rama Rajah
was fifteen years, his mother, the Ranee, said to Chandra Rajab, “Husband, our
son associates too much with low people; for instance, he is always at play with
the Wuzeer’s son, Luxman, which is not befitting his rank. I wish you would
endeavor to put an end to their friendship, and find him better playmates.”

Chandra Rajah replied, “I cannot do it; Luxman’s father is a very good
friend and Wuzeer, as his father’s father was to my rather; let the sons be the
same.” This answer annoyed the Ranee, but she said no more to her husband;
she sent, however, for all the wise people and seers and conjurors in the land,
and inquired of them whether there existed no means of dissolving the child-
ren’s affection for each other; they answered they knew of none.

At last one old Nautch [a woman who has been “married” to a temple or
deity] woman came to the Ranee and said, “I can do this thing that you wish,
but for it you must give me a great reward.”

Then the Ranee gave the old woman an enormous bag full of gold mohurs,
and said, “This I give you now, and if you succeed in the undertaking I will give
you as much again.

So this wicked old woman disguised herself in a very rich dress, and went to
a garden-house which Chandra Rajah had built for his son, and where Rama Ra-
jah and Luxman, the young Wuzeer, used to spend the greater part of their play-
time. Qutside the house was a large well and a fine garden. When the old
woman arrived, the two boys were playing cards together in the garden close to
the well. She drew near, and began drawing water from it.

Rama Rajah, looking up, saw her, and said to Luxman, “Go, see who that
richly dressed woman is, and bring me word.” The Wuzeer’s son did as he was
bidden, and asked the woman what she wanted.

She answered, “Nothing, oh nothing,” and nodding her head went away;
then, returning to the Ranee, she said, “I have done as you wished, give me the
promised reward,” and the Ranee gave her the second bag of gold.

On Luxman’s return, the young Rajah said to him, “What did the woman
want?”

Luxman answered, “She told me she wanted nothing.”

“It is not true,” replied the other angrily, “I feel certain she must have told
you something. Why should she come here for no purpose? It is some secret
which you are concealing from me; [ insist on knowing it.” Luxman vainly pro-
testing the contrary, they quarreled and then fought, and the young Rajah ran
home very angry to his father.

“What is the matter, my son?” said he.

“Father,” he answered, “I am angry with the Wuzeer’s son. I hate that boy;
kill him, and let his eyes be brought to me in proof of his death, or I will not
eat my dinner.” Chandra Rajah was very much grieved at this, but the young
Rajah would eat no dinner, and at last his father said to the Wuzeer, “Take your
son away, and hide him, for the boys have had a quarrel.” Then he went out
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and shot a deer, and showing its eyes to Rama, said to him, “See, my son, the
good Wuzeer’s son has by your order been deprived of life”; and Rama Rajah
was merry, and ate his dinner.

But a while after he began to miss his kind playmate; there was nobody he
cared for to tell him stories and amuse him. Then for four nights running he
dreamed of a beautiful Glass Palace, in which dwelt a Princess white as marble,
and he sent for all the wise people in the kingdom to interpret his dream, but
none could do it; and, thinking upon this fair Princess and his lost friend, he got
more and more sad, and said to himself, “There is nobody to help me in this
matter. Ah! If my Wuzeer’s son were here now, how quickly would he interpret
the dream! O my friend, my friend, my dear lost friend!” and when Chandra Ra-
jah, his father, came in, he said to him, “Show me the grave of Luxman, son of
the Wuzeer, that [ also may die there.”

His father replied, “What a foolish boy you are! You first begged that the
Wuzeer’s son might be killed, and now you want to die on his grave. What is all
this about?”

Rama Rajah replied, “Oh! Why did you give the order for him to be put to
death? In him I have lost my friend and all my joy in life; show me now his
grave, for thereon, I swear, will [ kill myself.”

When the Rajah saw that his son really grieved for the loss of Luxman, he
said to him, “You have to thank me for disregarding your foolish wishes; your
old playmate is living, therefore be friends again, for what you thought were his
eyes were but the eyes of a deer.”

So the friendship of Rama and Luxman was resumed on its former footing.
Then Rama said to Luxman, “Four nights ago I dreamed a strange dream. I
thought that for miles and miles I wandered through a dense jungle, after which
I came upon a grove of Coconut trees, passing through which I reached one
composed entirely of Guava trees, then one of Supari trees, and lastly one of
Copal trees. Beyond this lay a garden of flowers, of which the Malee’s wife gave
me a bunch; round the garden ran a large river, and on the other side of this I
saw a fair palace composed of transparent glass, and in the center of it sat the
most lovely Princess | ever saw, white as marble, and covered with rich jewels;
at the sight of her beauty [ fainted—and so awoke. This has happened now four
times, and as yet I have found no one capable of throwing any light on the
vision.”

Luxman answered, “I can tell you. There exists a Princess exactly like her
you saw in your dreams, and, if you like, you can go and marry her.”

“How can I?” said Rama, “and what is your interpretation of the dream?”
The Wuzeer’s son replied, “Listen to me, and I will tell you. In a country very
far away from this, in the center of a great Rajah’s kingdom, there dwells his
daughter, a most fair Princess; she lives in a glass palace. Round this palace runs
a large river, and round the river is a garden of flowers. Round the garden are
four thick groves of trees, one of Copal trees, one of Supari trees, one of Guava
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trees, and one of Cocoa-nut trees. The Princess is twenty-four years old, but she
is not married, for she has determined only to marry whoever can jump this
river and greet her in her crystal palace, and though many thousand kings have
essayed to do so, they have all perished miserably in the attempt, having either
been drowned in the river, or broken their necks by falling; thus all that you
dreamed of is perfectly true.”

“Can we go to this country?” asked the young Rajah.

“Oh yes,” his friend replied, “this is what you must do. Go tell your father
you wish to see the world. Ask him for neither elephants nor attendants, but
beg him to lend you for the journey his old war-horse.”

Upon this Rama went to his father, and said, “Father, I pray you give me
leave to go and travel with the Wuzeer’s son; I desire to see the world.”

“What would you have for the journey, my son?” said Chandra Rajah, “will
you have elephants, and how many?—attendants, how many?”

“Neither, father,” he answered, “give me rather, I pray you, your old war-
horse, that I may ride him during the journey.”

“So be it, my son,” he answered; and with that Rama Rajah and Luxman set
forth on their travels. After going many, many thousands of miles, to their joy
one day they came upon a dense grove of Coconut trees, and beyond that to a
grove of Guava trees, then to one of Supari trees, and lastly to one of Copal trees;
after which they entered a beautiful garden, where the Malee’s wife presented
them with a large bunch of flowers. Then they knew that they had nearly reached
the place where the fair Princess dwelt. Now it happened that, because many
kings and great people had been drowned in trying to jump over the river that ran
round the Glass Palace where the Princess lived, the Rajah, her father, had made
a law that, in future, no aspirants to her hand were to attempt the jump, except at
stated times, and with his knowledge and permission, and that any Rajahs or Prin-
ces found wandering there, contrary to this law, were to be imprisoned. Of this
the young Rajah and the Wuzeer’s son knew nothing, and having reached the
center of the garden they found themselves on the banks of a large river, exactly
opposite the wondrous Glass Palace, and were just debating what further steps to
take when they were seized by the Rajah’s guard, and hurried off to prison.

“This is a hard fate,” said Luxman.

“Yes,” sigched Rama Rajah, “a dismal end, in truth, to all our fine schemes.
Would it be possible, think you, to escape?”

“I think so,” answered Luxman, “at all events I will try.” With that he
turned to the sentry who was guarding them, and said, “We are shut in here and
can’t get out; here is money for you if you will only have the goodness to call
out that the Malee’s cow has strayed away.” The sentry thought this a very easy
way of making a fortune, so he did as he was bidden, and took the money. The
result answered Luxman’s anticipations.

The Malee’s wife hearing the sentry calling out, thought to herself, “What,
sentries round the guard-room again! Then there must be prisoners: doubtless
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they are those two young Rajah’s I met in the garden this morning; I will at
least endeavor to release them.” So she asked two old beggars to accompany
her, and, taking with her offerings of flowers and sweetmeats, started as if to go
to a little temple which was built within the quadrangle where the prisoners
were kept. The sentries, thinking she was only going with two old friends to
visit the temple, allowed her to pass without opposition. As soon as she got
within the quadrangle she unfastened the prison-door, and told the two young
men (Rama Rajah and Luxman) to change clothes with the two old beggars,
which they instantly did. Then leaving the beggars in the cell, she conducted
Rama and Luxman safely to her house.

When they had reached it she said to them, “Young Princes, you must know
that you did very wrong in going down to the river before having made a salaam
to our Rajah, and gained his consent; and so strict is the law on this subject that
had I not assisted your escape, you might have remained a long time in prison;
though, as I felt certain you only erred through ignorance, I was the more will-
ing to help you; but tomorrow morning early you must go and pay your respects
at Court.”

Next day the guards brought their two prisoners to the Rajah, saying, “See,
O King, here are two young Rajahs whom we caught last night wandering near
the river contrary to your law and commandment.” But when they came to look
at the prisoners, lo and behold! They were only two old beggars whom every-
body knew and had often seen at the palace gate.

Then the Rajah laughed and said, “You stupid fellows, you have been over
vigilant for once; see here your fine young Rajahs. Don’t you yet know the looks
of these old beggars?”” Whereupon the guards went away much ashamed of
themselves.

Having learnt discretion from the advice of the Malee’s wife, Rama and Lux-
man went betimes that morning to call at the Rajah’s palace. The Rajah received
them very graciously, but when he heard the object of their journey he shook his
head, and said, “My pretty fellows, far be it from me to thwart your intentions, if
you are really determined to win my daughter the Princess Bargaruttee, but as a
friend I would counsel you to desist from the attempt—you can find a hundred
Princesses elsewhere willing to marry you; why, therefore, come here, where al-
ready a thousand Princes as fair as you have lost their lives? Cease to think of my
daughter, she is a headstrong girl.” But Rama Rajah still declared himself anxious
to try and jump the dangerous river, whereupon the Rajah unwillingly consented
to his attempting to do so, and caused it to be solemnly proclaimed round the
town that another Prince was going to risk his life, begging all good men and true
to pray for his success. Then Rama having dressed gorgeously, and mounted his
father’s stout war-horse, put spurs to it and galloped to the river. Up, up in the
air, like a bird, jumped the good war-horse, right across the river and into the
very center courtyard of the Glass Palace of the Princess Bargaruttee: and as if
ashamed of so poor an exploit, this feat he accomplished three times.
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At this the heart of the Rajah was glad, and he ran and patted the brave
horse, and kissed Rama Rajah, and said, “Welcome, my son-in-law!” The wed-
ding took place amid great rejoicings, with feasts, illuminations, and much giv-
ing of presents, and there Rama Rajah and his wife, the Ranee Bargaruttee,
lived happily for some time. At last, one day, Rama Rajah said to his father-in-
law, “Sire, I have been very happy here, but I have a great desire to see my fa-
ther, and my mother, and my own land again.”

To which the Rajah replied, “My son, you are free to go; but I have no son
but you, nor daughter but your wife: therefore as it grieves me to lose sight of
you, come back now and then to see me and rejoice my heart. My doors are ever
open to you; you will be always welcome.”

Rama Rajah promised to return occasionally; and then, being given many
rich gifts by the old Rajah, and supplied with all things needful for the journey,
he, with his beautiful wife Bargaruttee, his friend the young Wuzeer, and a great
retinue, set out to return home.

Before going Rama Rajah and Luxman richly rewarded the kind Malee’s
wife, who had helped them so ably.

On the first evening of their march the travelers reached the borders of the
Coconut grove, on the outskirts of the jungle; here they determined to halt and
rest for the night. Rama Rajah and the Ranee Bargaruttee went to their tent;
but Luxman (whose tender love for them was so great, that he usually watched
all night through at their door) was sitting under a large tree close by, when two
little owls flew over his head, and perching on one of the highest branches,
began chatting to each other.

The Wuzeer’s son, who was in many ways wiser than most men, could
understand their language. To his surprise he heard the little lady owl say to her
husband, “I wish you would tell me a story, my dear, it is such a long time since
[ have heard one.”

To which her husband, the other little owl, answered, “A story! what story
can | tell you? Do you see these people encamped under our tree? Would you
like to hear their story?”

She assented; and he began, “See first this poor Wuzeer, he is a good and
faithful man, and has done much for this young Rajah, but neither has that been
to his advantage heretofore, nor will it be hereafter.” At this Luxman listened
more attentively, and taking out his writing tablets, determined to note down
all he heard. The little owl commenced with the story of the birth of Rama and
Luxman, of their friendship, their quarrel, the young Rajah’s dream, and their
reconciliation, and then told of their subsequent adventures in search of the
Princess Bargaruttee, down to that very day on which they were journeying
home.

“And what more has Fate in store for this poor Wuzeer?” asked the lady owl.

“From this place,” replied her husband, “he will journey on with the young
Rajah and Ranee, until they get very near Chandra Rajah’s dominions; there, as
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the whole cavalcade is about to pass under a large banyan tree, this Wuzeer Lux-
man will notice some of the topmost branches swaying about in a dangerous
manner; he will hurry the Rajah and Ranee away from it, and the tree (which
would otherwise have inevitably killed them) will fall to the ground with a tre-
mendous crash; but even his having thus saved the Rajah’s life shall not avert
his fate.” (All this the Wuzeer noted down.)

“And what next?” said the wife, “what next?”’

“Next,” continued the wise little storyteller, “next, just as the Rajah Rama
and the Ranee Bargaruttee and all their suite are passing under the palace door-
way, the Wuzeer will notice that the arch is insecure, and by dragging them
quickly through prevent their being crushed in its fall.”

“And what will he do after that, dear husband?” she asked.

“After that,” he went on, “when the Rajah and Ranee are asleep, and the
Wuzeer Luxman keeping guard over them, he will perceive a large cobra slowly
crawling down the wall and drawing nearer and nearer to the Ranee. He will
kill it with his sword, but a drop of the cobra’s blood shall fall on the Ranee’s
white forehead. The Wuzeer will not dare to wipe the blood off her forehead
with his hand, and shall instead cover his face With a cloth that he may lick it
off with his tongue, but for this the Rajah will be angry with him, and his
reproaches will turn this poor Wuzeer into stone.”

“Will he always remain stone?” asked the lady owl.

“Not for ever,” answered her husband, “but for eight long years he will
remain so.”

“And what then?” demanded she.

“Then,” answered the other, “when the young Rajah and Ranee have a
baby, it shall come to pass that one day the child shall be playing on the floor,
and to help itself along shall clasp hold of the stony figure, and at that baby’s
touch the Wuzeer will come to life again. But I have told you enough for one
night; come, let’s catch mice—twit, two, two,” and away flew the owls.

Luxman had written down all he heard, and it made him heavy-hearted, but
he thought, “Perhaps, after all, this may not be true.” So he said nothing about
it to any living soul. Next day they continued their journey, and as the owl had
prophesied, so events fell out. For whilst the whole party were passing under a
large banyan tree, the Wuzeer noticed that it looked unsafe. “The owl spake
truly,” he thought to himself, and seizing the Rajah and Ranee he hurried them
from under it, just as a huge limb of the tree fell prone with a fearful crash.

A little while after, having reached Chandra Rajah’s dominions, they were
going under the great arch of the palace court-yard when the Wuzeer noticed
some of the stones tottering. “The owl was a true prophet,” thought he again,
and catching hold of the hands of Rama Rajah and Bargaruttee Ranee, he
pulled them rapidly through, just in time to save their lives. “Pardon me,” he
said to the Rajah, “that unbidden I dared thus to touch your hand and that of
the Ranee, but I saw the danger imminent.” So they reached home, where they
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were joyfully welcomed by Chandra Rajah, the Ranee, the Wuzeer (Luxman’s
father), and all the Court.

A few nights afterwards, when the Rajah and Ranee were asleep, and the
young Wuzeer keeping guard over them as he was wont, he saw a large black co-
bra stealthily creeping down the wall just above the Ranee’s head. “Alas!” he
thought, “then such is my fate, and so it must be; nevertheless, I will do my
duty”; and, taking from the folds of his dress the history of his and the young
Rajah’s life, from their boyhood down to that very time (as he had written it
from the owl’s narrative), he laid it beside the sleeping Rama, and, drawing his
sword, killed the cobra. A few drops of the serpent’s blood fell on the Ranee’s
forehead—the Wuzeer did not dare to touch it with his hand, but, that her sa-
cred brow might not be defiled with the vile cobra’s blood, he reverently cov-
ered his face and mouth with a cloth to lick the drops of blood away.

At this moment the Rajah started up, and seeing him, said, “O Wuzeer,
Wuzeer, is this well done of you? O Luxman, who have been to me as a brother,
who have saved me from so many difficulties, why do you treat me thus? To kiss
her holy forehead. If indeed you loved her (as who could help it?), could you
not have told me when we first saw her in that Glass Palace, and I would have
exiled myself that she might be your wife. O my brother, my brother, why did
you mock me thus?” The Rajah had buried his face in his hands; he looked up,
he turned to the Wuzeer, but from him came neither answer nor reply. He had
become a senseless stone. Then Rama for the first time perceived the roll of pa-
per which Luxman had laid beside him, and when he read in it of what Luxman
had been to him from boyhood, and of the end, his bitter grief broke through all
bounds, and falling at the feet of the statue, he clasped its stony knees and wept
aloud.

When daylight dawned Chandra Rajah and the Ranee found Rama still
weeping and hugging the stone, asking its forgiveness with penitent cries and
tears. Then they said to him, “What is this you have done?”

When he told them, the Rajah his father was very angry, and said, “Was it
not enough that you should have once before unjustly desired the death of this
good man, but that now by your rash reproaches you should have turned him
into stone? Go to, you do but continually what is evil.”

Now eight long years rolled by without the Wuzeer returning to his original
form, although every day Rama Rajah and Bargaruttee Ranee would watch
beside him, kissing his cold hands, and adjuring him by all endearing names to
forgive them and return to them again. When eight years had expired, Rama
and Bargaruttee had a child; and from the time it was nine months old and first
began to try and crawl about, the father and mother would sit and watch beside
it, placing it near the Wuzeer’s statue, in hopes that the baby would some day
touch it as the owl had foretold.

But for three months they watched in vain. At last, one day when the child
was a year old, and was trying to walk, it chanced to be close to the statue, and
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tottering on its unsteady feet, stretched out its tiny hands and caught hold of
the foot of the stone. The Wuzeer instantly came back to life, and stooping
down seized in his arms the little baby who had rescued him, and kissed it. It is
impossible to describe the delight of Rama Rajah and his wife at regaining their
long-lost friend. The old Rajab and Ranee rejoiced also, with the Wuzeer
(Luxman Wuzeer’s father), and his mother.

Then Chandra Rajah said to the Wuzeer, “Here is my boy happy with his
wife and child, while your son has neither; go fetch him a wife, and we will have
a right merry wedding.” So the Wuzeer fetched for his son a kind and beautiful
wife, and Chandra Rajah and Rama Rajah caused the wedding of Luxman to be
grander than that of any great Rajah before or since, even as if he had been a
son of the royal house, and they all lived very happy ever after, as all good
fathers, and mothers, and husbands, and wives, and children do.

PUNCHKIN

Tradition Bearer: Unavailable

Source: Frere, Mary. Old Deccan Days. London: J. Murray, 1868, 1-16.
Date: ca. 1866

Original Source: India

National Origin: India

“Punchkin” attests to the wide distribution throughout Indo-European
tradition of central tale types and motifs. The cruel stepmother, the pre-
cocious youngest sibling, the abandoned children, the spouse trans-
formed by a sorcerer’s power, and the external soul (Motif E710), in this
instance encased in a parrot, are only a few of the familiar episodes and
themes contained in this extremely complex folktale.

They were all good girls; but the youngest, named Balna, was more

clever than the rest. The Rajah’s wife died when they were quite little

children, so these seven poor Princesses were left with no mother to take care of
them.

The Rajah’s daughters took it by turns to cook their father’s dinner every

day, whilst he was absent deliberating with his Ministers on the affairs of the

O nce upon a time there was a Rajah who had seven beautiful daughters.

nation.

About this time the Prudhan [prime minister] died, leaving a widow and
one daughter; and every day, every day, when the seven Princesses were prepar-
ing their father’s dinner, the Prudhan’s widow and daughter would come and
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beg for a little fire from the hearth. Then Balna used to say to her sisters, “Send
that woman away; send her away. Let her get the fire at her own house. What
does she want with ours? If we allow her to come here we shall suffer for it some
day.” But the other sisters would answer, “Be quiet Balna; why must you always
be quarreling with this poor woman? Let her take some fire if she likes.” Then
the Prudhan’s widow used to go to the hearth and take a few sticks from it and
whilst no one was looking, she would quickly throw some mud into the midst of
the dishes which were being prepared for the Rajah’s dinner.

Now the Rajah was very fond of his daughters. Ever since their mother’s
death they had cooked his dinner with their own hands, in order to avoid the
danger of his being poisoned by his enemies. So, when he found the mud mixed
up with his dinner, he thought it must arise from their carelessness, as it
appeared improbable that any one should have put mud there on purpose; but
being very kind he did not like to reprove them for it, although this spoiling of
the curry was repeated many successive days.

At last, one day, he determined to hide, and watch his daughters cooking,
and see how it all happened; so he went into the next room, and watched them
through a hole in the wall.

There he saw his seven daughters carefully washing the rice and preparing
the curry, and as each dish was completed they put it by the fire ready to be
cooked. Next he noticed the Prudhan’s widow come to the door, and beg for a
few sticks from the fire to cook her dinner with. Balna turned to her angrily and
said, “Why don’t you keep fuel in your own house, and not come here every day
and take ours’—Sisters, don’t give this woman any more wood; let her buy it for
herself.”

Then the eldest sister answered, “Balna, let the poor woman take the wood
and the fire; she does us no harm.” But Balna replied, “If you let her come here
so often, may be she will do w some harm, and make us sorry for it some day.”

The Rajah then saw the Prudhan’s widow go to the place where all his din-
ner was nicely prepared, and, as she took the wood, she threw a little mud into
each of the dishes.

At this he was very angry, and sent to have the woman seized and brought
before him. But when the widow came, she told him she had played this trick
because she wanted to gain an audience with him; and she spoke so cleverly,
and pleased him so well with her cunning words, that instead of punishing her,
the Rajah married her, and made her his Ranee, and she and her daughter came
to live in the palace.

Now the new Ranee hated the seven poor Princesses, and wanted to get
them, if possible, out of the way, in order that her daughter might have all their
riches, and live in the palace as Princess in their place; and instead of being
grateful to them for their kindness to her she did all she could to make them
miserable. She gave them nothing but bread to eat, and very little of that, and
very little water to drink; so these seven poor little Princesses, who had been
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accustomed to have everything comfortable about them, and good food and
good clothes all their lives long, were very miserable and unhappy; and they
used to go out every day and sit by their dead mother’s tomb and cry—and
say—"‘Oh mother, mother! Cannot you see your poor children, how unhappy
we are, and how we are starved by our cruel stepmother?”

One day, whilst they were thus sobbing and crying, lo and behold! a beauti-
ful pomelo tree grew up out of the grave, covered with fresh ripe pomeloes, and
the children satisfied their hunger by eating some of the fruit, and every day af-
ter this, instead of trying to eat the, bad dinner their stepmother provided for
them, they used to go out to their mother’s grave and eat the pomeloes which
grew there on the beautiful tree.

Then the Ranee said to her daughter, “I cannot tell how it is, every day
those seven girls say they don’t want any dinner, and won’t eat any; and yet
they never grow thin nor look ill; they look better than you do. I cannot tell
how it is”"—and she bade her watch the seven Princesses, and see if any one
gave them anything to eat.

So next day when the Princesses went to their mother’s grave, and were eat-
ing the beautiful pomeloes, the Prudhan’s daughter followed them, and saw
them gathering the fruit.

Then Balna said to her sisters, “Do you not see that girl watching us? Let us
drive her away, or hide the pomeloes, else she will go and tell her mother all
about it, and that will be very bad for us.”

But the other sisters said, “Oh no, do not be unkind, Balna. The girl would
never be so cruel as to tell her mother. Let us rather invite her to come and have
some of the fruit,”—and, calling her to them, they gave her one of the pomeloes.

No sooner had she eaten it, however, than the Prudhan’s daughter went
home and said to her mother, “I do not wonder the seven Princesses will not
eat the dinner you prepare for them, for by their mother’s grave there grows a
beautiful pomelo tree, and they go there every day and eat the pomeloes. I ate
one, and it was the nicest | have ever tasted.”

The cruel Ranee was much vexed at hearing this, and all next day she
stayed in her room, and told the Rajah that she had a very bad headache. The
Rajah was deeply grieved, and said to his wife, “What can I do for you?” She
answered, “There is only one thing that will make my headache well. By your
dead wife’s tomb there grows a fine pomelo tree; you must bring that here, and
boil it, root and branch, and put a little of the water in which it has been boiled
on my forehead, and that will cure my headache.” So the Rajah sent his serv-
ants, and had the beautiful pomelo tree pulled up by the roots, and did as the
Ranee desired; and when some of the water in which it had been boiled was put
on her forehead, she said her headache was gone and she felt quite well.

Next day, when the seven Princesses went as usual to the grave of their
mother, the pomelo tree had disappeared. Then they all began to cry very
bitterly.
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Now there was by the Ranee’s tomb a small tank, and, as they were crying,
they saw that the tank was filled with a rich cream-like substance, which
quickly hardened into a thick white cake. At seeing this all the Princesses were
very glad, and they ate some of the cake, and liked it; and next day the same
thing happened, and so it went on for many days. Every morning the Princesses
went to their mother’s grave, and found the little tank filled with the nourishing
cream-like cake. Then the cruel stepmother said to her daughter, “I cannot tell
how it is, I have had the pomelo tree which used to grow by the Ranee’s grave
destroyed, and yet the Princesses grow no thinner, nor look more sad, though
they never eat the dinner I give them. [ cannot tell how it is!”

And her daughter said, “I will watch.”

Next day while the Princesses were eating the cream cake, who should come
by but their stepmother’s daughter! Balna saw her first, and said, “See, sisters,
there comes that girl again. Let us sit round the edge of the tank and not allow
her to see it, for if we give her some of our cake, she will go and tell her mother;
and that will be very unfortunate for us.”

The other sisters, however, thought Balna unnecessarily suspicious, and
instead of following her advice, they gave the Prudhan’s daughter some of the
cake, and she went home and told her mother all about it.

The Ranee, on hearing how well the Princesses fared, was exceedingly an-
gry, and sent her servants to pull down the dead Ranee’s tomb, and fill the little
tank with the ruins. And not content with this, she next day pretended to be
very, very ill—in fact, at the point of death—and when the Rajah was much
grieved, and asked her whether it was in his power to procure her any remedy,
she said to him, “Only one thing can save my life, but I know you will not do
it.” He replied, “Yes, whatever it is, I will do it.” She then said, “To save my
life, you must kill the seven daughters of your first wife, and put some of their
blood on my forehead and on the palms of my hands, and their death will be
my life.” At these words the Rajah was very sorrowful; but because he feared to
break his word, he went out with a heavy heart to find his daughters.

He found them crying by the ruins of their mother’s grave.

Then, feeling he could not kill them, the Rajah spoke kindly to them, and told
them to come out into the jungle with him; and there he made a fire and cooked
some rice, and gave it to them. But in the afternoon, it being very hot, the seven
Princesses all fell asleep, and when he saw they were fast asleep, the Rajah, their fa-
ther, stole away and left them (for he feared his wife), saying to himself, “It is better
my poor daughters should die here, than be killed by their stepmother.”

He then shot a deer, and, returning home, put some of its blood on the fore-
head and hands of the Ranee, and she thought then that he had really killed
the Princesses, and said she felt quite well.

Meantime the seven Princesses awoke, and when they found themselves all
alone in the thick jungle they were much frightened, and began to call out as
loud as they could, in hopes of making their father hear; but he was by that time
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far away, and would not have been able to hear them even had their voices
been as loud as thunder.

[t so happened that this very day the seven young Sons of a neighboring Ra-
jah chanced to be hunting in that same jungle, and as they were returning
home, after the day’s sport was over, the youngest Prince said to his brothers,
“Stop, I think I hear some one crying and calling out. Do you not hear voices?
Let us go in the direction of the sound, and find out what it is.”

So the seven Princes rode through the wood until they came to the place
where the seven Princesses sat crying and wringing their hands. At the sight of
them the young Princes were very much astonished, and still more so on learn-
ing their story: and they settled that each should take one of these poor forlorn
ladies home with him, and marry her.

So the first and eldest Prince took the eldest Princess home with him, and
married her;

And the second took the second;

And the third took the third;

And the fourth took the fourth;

And the fifth took the fifth;

And the sixth took the sixth;

And the seventh, and handsomest of all, took the beautiful Balna.

And when they got to their own land, there was great rejoicing throughout
the kingdom, at the marriage of the seven young Princes to seven such beautiful
Princesses.

About a year after this Balna had a little son, and his uncles and aunts were
so fond of the boy that it was as if he had seven fathers and seven mothers.
None of the other Princes and Princesses had any children, so the son of the
seventh Prince and Balna was acknowledged their heir by all the rest.

They had thus lived very happily for some time, when one fine day the sev-
enth Prince (Balna’s husband) said he would go out hunting, and away he went;
and they waited long for him, but he never came back.

Then his six brothers said they would go and see what had become of him;
and they went away, but they also did not return.

And the seven Princesses grieved very much, for they feared that their kind
husbands must have been killed.

One day, not long after this happened, as Balna was rocking her baby’s cradle,
and whilst her sisters were working in the room below, there came to the palace-
door a man in a long black dress, who said that he was a Fakeer [usually spelled
“fakir,” a Hindu mystic capable of performing apparent miracles], and came to
beg. The servants said to him, “You cannot go into the palace—the Rajah’s sons
have all gone away; we think they must be dead, and their widows cannot be in-
terrupted by your begging.” But he said, “I am a holy man, you must let me in.”
Then the stupid servants let him walk through the palace, but they did not know
that this was no Fakeer, but a wicked Magician named Punchkin.

171



The Greenwood Library of World Folktales | Volume 2

172

Punchkin Fakeer wandered through the palace, and saw many beautiful
things there, till at last he reached the room where Balna sat singing beside her
little boy’s cradle. The Magician thought her more beautiful than all the other
beautiful things he had seen, insomuch, that he asked her to go home with him
and to marry him. But she said, “My husband, I fear, is dead, but my little boy is
still quite young; I will stay here and teach him to grow up a clever man, and
when he is grown up he shall go out into the world, and try and learn tidings of
his father. Heaven forbid that I should ever leave him, or marry you!”

At these words the Magician was very angry, and turned her into a little
black dog, and led her away, saying, “Since you will not come with me of your
own free will, I will make you.” So the poor Princess was dragged away, without
any power of effecting an escape, or of letting her sisters know what had become
of her. As Punchkin passed through the palace-gate the servants said to him,
“Where did you get that pretty little dog?” And he answered, “One of the Prin-
cesses gave it to me as a present.” At hearing which they let him go without fur-
ther questioning.

Soon after this, the six elder Princesses heard the little baby, their nephew,
begin to cry, and when they went upstairs they were much surprised to find him
all alone, and Balna nowhere to be seen. Then they questioned the servants,
and when they heard of the Fakeer and the little black dog, they guessed what
had happened, and sent in every direction seeking them, but neither the Fakeer
nor the dog was to be found. What could six poor women do? They gave up all
hopes of ever seeing their kind husbands, and their sister, and her husband,
again, and devoted themselves thenceforward to teaching and taking care of
their little nephew.

Thus time went on, till Balna’s son was fourteen years old. Then, one day,
his aunts told him the history of the family; and no sooner did he hear it, than
he was seized with a great desire to go in search of his father and mother and
uncles, and if he could find them alive to bring them home again. His aunts, on
learning his determination, were much alarmed, and tried to dissuade him, say-
ing, “We have lost our husbands, and our sister, and her husband, and you are
now our sole hope; if you go away, what shall we do?” But he replied, “I pray
you not to be discouraged; I will return soon, and if it is possible bring my father
and mother and uncles with me.” So he set out on his travels; but for some
months he could learn nothing to help him in his search.

At last, after he had journeyed many hundreds of weary miles, and become
almost hopeless of ever hearing anything further of his parents, he one day came
to a country that seemed full of stones, and rocks, and trees, and there he saw a
large palace, with a high tower, hard by which was a Malee’s little house.

As he was looking about, the Malee’s wife saw him, and ran out of the house
and said, “My dear boy, who are you that dare venture to this dangerous place?”

He answered, “I am a Rajah’s son, and I come in search of my father, and
my uncles, and my mother whom a wicked enchanter bewitched.”
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Then the Malee’s wife said, “This country and this palace belong to a
great enchanter; he is all-powerful, and if any one displeases him, he can turn
them into stones and trees. All the rocks and trees you see here were living
people once, and the Magician turned them to what they now are. Some time
ago a Rajah’s son came here, and shortly afterwards came his six brothers, and
they were all turned into stones and trees; and these are not the only unfortu-
nate ones, for up in that tower lives a beautiful Princess, whom the Magician
has kept prisoner there for twelve years, because she hates him and will not
marry him.”

Then the little Prince thought, “These must be my parents and my uncles. I
have found what I seek at last.” So he told his story to the Malee’s wife, and
begged her to help him to remain in that place a while and inquire further con-
cerning tile unhappy people she mentioned; and she promised to befriend him,
and advised his disguising himself lest the Magician should see him, and turn
him likewise into stone. To this the Prince agreed. So the Malee’s wife dressed
him up in a saree [sari], and pretended that he was her daughter.

One day, not long after this, as the Magician was walking in his garden, he
saw the little girl (as he thought) playing about, and asked her who she was.
She told him she was the Malee’s daughter, and the Magician said, “You are a
pretty little girl, and tomorrow you shall take a present of flowers from me to
the beautiful lady who lives in the tower.”

The young Prince was much delighted at hearing this, and went immedi-
ately to inform the Malee’s wife; after consultation with whom he determined
that it would be more safe for him to retain his disguise, and trust to the chance
of a favorable opportunity for establishing some communication with his
mother, if it were indeed she.

Now it happened that at Balna’s marriage her husband had given her a
small gold ring on which her name was engraved, and she had put it on her lit-
tle son’s finger when he was a baby, and afterwards when he was older his aunts
had had it enlarged for him, so that he was still able to wear it. The Malee’s wife
advised him to fasten the well-known treasure to one of the bouquets he pre-
sented to his mother, and trust to her recognizing it. This was not to be done
without difficulty, as such a strict watch was kept over the poor Princess (for
fear of her ever establishing communication with her friends), that though the
supposed Malee’s daughter was permitted to take her flowers every day, the Ma-
gician or one of his slaves was always in the room at the time. At last, one day,
however, opportunity favored him, and when no one was looking, the boy tied
the ring to a nosegay, and threw it at Balna’s feet. It fell with a clang on the
floor, and Balna, looking to see what made the strange sound, found the little
ring tied to the flowers. On recognizing it, she at once believed the story her
son told her of his long search, and begged him to advise her as to what she had
better do; at the same time entreating him on no account to endanger his life
by trying to rescue her. She told him that, for twelve long years, the Magician
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had kept her shut up in the tower because she refused to marry him, and she
was so closely guarded that she saw no hope of release.

Now Balna’s son was a bright, clever boy, so he said, “Do not fear, dear
mother; the first thing to do is to discover how far the Magician’s power
extends, in order that we may be able to liberate my father and uncles, whom
he has imprisoned in the form of rocks and trees. You have spoken to him
angrily for twelve long years; now rather speak kindly. Tell him you have given
up all hopes of again seeing the husband you have so long mourned; and say you
are willing to marry him. Then endeavor to find out what his power consists in,
and whether he is immortal, or can be put to death.”

Balna determined to take her son’s advice, and the next day sent for Punch-
kin, and spoke to him as had been suggested.

The Magician, greatly delighted, begged her to allow the wedding to take
place as soon as possible.

But she told him that before she married him he must allow her a little
more time, in which she might make his acquaintance—and that, after being
enemies so long, their friendship could but strengthen by degrees. “And do tell
me,” she said, “are you quite immortal? Can death never touch you? And are
you too great an enchanter ever to feel human suffering?”

“Why do you ask?” said he.

“Because,” she replied, “if I am to be your wife, I would fain know all about
you, in order, if any calamity threatens you, to overcome, or if possible to avert it.”

“It is true,” he said, “that I am not as others. Far, far away, hundreds of
thousands of miles from this, there lies a desolate country covered with thick
jungle. In the midst of the jungle grows a circle of palm trees, and in the center
of the circle stand six chattees full of water, piled one above another: below the
sixth chattee is a small cage which contains a little green parrot—on the life of
the parrot depends my life—and if the parrot is killed I must die. It is, however,”
he added, “impossible that the parrot should sustain any injury, both on account
of the inaccessibility of the country, and because, by my appointment, many
thousand genii surround the palm trees, and kill all who approach the place.”

Balna told her son what Punchkin had said; but at the same time implored
him to give up all idea of getting the parrot.

The Prince, however, replied, “Mother, unless I can get hold of that parrot,
you, and my father, and uncles, cannot be liberated; be not afraid, I will shortly
return. Do you, meantime, keep the Magician in good humor—still putting off
your marriage with him on various pretexts; and before he finds out the cause of
delay, I will be here.” So saying, he went away.

Many, many weary miles did he travel, till at last he came to a thick jungle;
and, being very tired, sat down under a tree and fell asleep. He was awakened
by a soft rustling sound; and looking about him, saw a large serpent which was
making its way to an eagle’s nest built in the tree under which he lay; and in
the nest were two young eagles. The Prince seeing the danger of the young
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birds, drew his sword, and killed the serpent; at the same moment a rushing
sound was heard in the air, and the two old eagles, who had been out hunting
for food for their young ones, returned. They quickly saw the dead serpent and
the young Prince standing over it; and the old mother eagle said to him, “Dear
boy, for many years all our young ones have been devoured by that cruel ser-
pent: you have now saved the lives of our children; whenever you are in need,
therefore, send to us and we will help you; and as for these little eagles, take
them, and let them be your servants.”

At this the Prince was very glad, and the two eaglets crossed their wings, on
which he mounted; and they carried him far, far away over the thick jungles,
until he came to the place where grew the circle of palm trees: in the midst of
which stood the six chattees full of water. It was the middle of the day, and the
heat was very great. All round the trees were the genii, fast asleep: nevertheless,
there were such countless thousands of them, that it would have been quite
impossible for any one to walk through their ranks to the place; down swooped
the strong-winged eaglets—down jumped the Prince: in an instant he had over-
thrown the six chattees full of water, and seized the little green parrot, which he
rolled up in his cloak; while, as he mounted again into the air, all the genii below
awoke, and finding their treasure gone, set up a wild and melancholy howl.

Away, away flew the little eagles, till they came to their home in the great
tree; then the Prince said to the old eagles, “Take back your little ones; they
have done me good service; if ever again I stand in need of help, [ will not fail
to come to you.” He then continued his journey on foot till he arrived once
more at the Magician’s palace; where he sat down at the door and began playing
with the parrot. Punchkin saw him, and came to him quickly, and said, “My
boy, where did you get that parrot? Give it to me, I pray you.” But the Prince
answered, “Oh no, | cannot give away my parrot, it is a great pet of mine; I have
had it many years.” Then the Magician said, “If it is an old favorite, I can
understand your not caring to give it away—but come, what will you sell it for?”

“Sir,” replied the Prince, “I will not sell my parrot.”

Then Punchkin got frightened, and said, “Anything, anything; name what
price you will, and it shall be yours.” The Prince answered, “Let the seven
Rajah’s sons whom you turned into rocks and trees be instantly liberated.”

“It is done as you desire,” said the Magician, “only give me my parrot.”
And with that, by a stroke of his wand, Balna’s husband and his brothers
resumed their natural shapes. “Now give me my parrot,” repeated Punchkin.

“Not so fast, my master,” rejoined the Prince, “I must first beg that you will
restore to life all whom you have thus imprisoned.”

The Magician immediately waved his wand again; and whilst he cried, in
an imploring voice, “Give me my parrot!” the whole garden became suddenly
alive: where rocks, and stones, and trees had been before, stood Rajah’s, and
Punts, and Sirdars, and mighty men on prancing horses, and jeweled pages, and
troops of armed attendants.
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“Give me my parrot!” cried Punchkin. Then the boy took hold of the
parrot, and tore off one of his wings; and as he did so the Magician’s right
arm fell off.

Punchkin then stretched out his left arm, crying, “Give me my parrot!” The
Prince pulled off the parrot’s second wing, and the Magician’s left arm tumbled off.

“Give me my parrot!” cried he, and fell on his knees. The Prince pulled off
the parrot’s right leg, the Magician’s right leg fell off: the Prince pulled off the
parrot’s left leg, down fell the Magician’s left.

Nothing remained of him save the limbless body and the head; but still he
rolled his eyes, and cried, “Give me my parrot!”

“Take your parrot, then,” cried the boy, and with that he wrung the bird’s
neck, and threw it at the Magician; and, as he did so, Punchkin’s head twisted
round, and, with a fearful groan, he died!

Then they let Balna out of the tower; and she, her son, and the seven Prin-
ces went to their own country, and lived very happily ever afterwards. And as to
the rest of the world, every one went to his own house.

THE CHARMED RING

Tradition Bearer: Unavailable
Source: Jacobs, Joseph. Indian Fairy Tales. London: David Nutt, 1912, 90-99.
Date: 1912

Original Source: India

National Origin: India

The following ordinary folktale is categorized by the Aarne-Thompson
system as a member of a large class of tale type plots (“The Magic
Object Is Stolen from the Hero but He Forces Its Return,” AT 560-
568). The specific type is “The Magic Ring” (AT 560). In most var-
iants, the protagonist finds the ring or is given it as a gift from a man
whose son he has saved. In this case, the grateful father is Raja Indrasha,
King Snake. “Animals Grateful for Rescue from Peril of Death” (Motif
B360) figures prominently in the tale.

him go to another country and try his luck in trade. The son took the
money and departed. He had not gone far before he came across some
herdsmen quarreling over a dog, that some of them wished to kill. “Please do
not kill the dog,” pleaded the young and tender-hearted fellow, “I will give you
one hundred rupees for it.” Then and there, of course, the bargain was

ﬁ merchant started his son in life with three hundred rupees, and bade
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concluded, and the foolish fellow took the dog, and continued his journey. He
next met with some people fighting about a cat. Some of them wanted to kill it,
but others not. “Oh! Please do not kill it,” said he, “I will give you one hundred
rupees for it.” Of course they at once gave him the cat and took the money. He
went on till he reached a village, where some folk were quarreling over a snake
that had just been caught. Some of them wished to kill it, but others did not.
“Please do not kill the snake,” said he, “I will give you one hundred rupees.” Of
course the people agreed, and were highly delighted.

What a fool the fellow was! What would he do now that all his money was
gone! What could he do except return to his father? Accordingly he went
home.

“You fool! You scamp!” exclaimed his father when he had heard how his
son had wasted all the money that had been given to him. “Go and live in the
stables and repent of your folly. You shall never again enter my house.”

So the young man went and lived in the stables. His bed was the grass
spread for the cattle, and his companions were the dog, the cat, and the snake,
which he had purchased so dearly. These creatures got very fond of him, and
would follow him about during the day, and sleep by him at night; the cat used
to sleep at his feet, the dog at his head, and the snake over his body, with its
head hanging on one side and its tail on the other.

One day the snake in course of conversation said to its master, “I am the
son of Raja Indrasha. One day, when I had come out of the ground to drink the
air, some people seized me, and would have slain me had you not most oppor-
tunely arrived to my rescue. I do not know how I shall ever be able to repay you
for your great kindness to me. Would that you knew my father! How glad he
would be to see his son’s preserver!”

“Where does he live? I should like to see him, if possible,” said the young
man.
“Well said!” continued the snake. “Do you see yonder mountain? At the
bottom of that mountain there is a sacred spring. If you will come with me and
dive into that spring, we shall both reach my father’s country. Oh! How glad he
will be to see you! He will wish to reward you, too. But how can he do that?
However, you may be pleased to accept something at his hand. If he asks you
what you would like, you would, perhaps, do well to reply, “The ring on your
right hand, and the famous pot and spoon which you possess. With these in your
possession, you would never need anything, for the ring is such that a man has
only to speak to it, and immediately a beautiful furnished mansion will be pro-
vided for him, while the pot and the spoon will supply him with all manner of
the rarest and most delicious foods.”

Attended by his three companions the man walked to the well and prepared
to jump in, according to the snake’s directions. “O master!” exclaimed the cat
and dog, when they saw what he was going to do. “What shall we do? Where
shall we go?”
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“Wait for me here,” he replied. “I am not going far. I shall not be long
away.” On saying this, he dived into the water and was lost to sight.

“Now what shall we do?” said the dog to the cat.

“We must remain here,” replied the cat, “as our master ordered. Do not be
anxious about food. I will go to the people’s houses and get plenty of food for
both of us.” And so the cat did, and they both lived very comfortably till their
master came again and joined them.

The young man and the snake reached their destination in safety; and infor-
mation of their arrival was sent to the Raja. His highness commanded his son
and the stranger to appear before him. But the snake refused, saying that it
could not go to its father till it was released from this stranger, who had saved it
from a most terrible death, and whose slave it therefore was. Then the Raja
went and embraced his son, and saluting the stranger welcomed him to his
dominions. The young man stayed there a few days, during which he received
the Raja’s right-hand ring, and the pot and spoon, in recognition of His High-
ness’s gratitude to him for having delivered his son. He then returned. On
reaching the top of the spring he found his friends, the dog and the cat, waiting
for him. They told one another all they had experienced since they had last
seen each other, and were all very glad. Afterwards they walked together to the
river side, where it was decided to try the powers of the charmed ring and pot
and spoon.

The merchant’s son spoke to the ring, and immediately a beautiful house
and a lovely princess with golden hair appeared. He spoke to the pot and spoon,
also, and the most delicious dishes of food were provided for them. So he mar-
ried the princess, and they lived very happily for several years, until one morn-
ing the princess, while arranging her toilet, put the loose hairs into a hollow bit
of reed and threw them into the river that flowed along under the window. The
reed floated on the water for many miles, and was at last picked up by the prince
of that country, who curiously opened it and saw the golden hair. On finding it
the prince rushed off to the palace, locked himself up in his room, and would
not leave it. He had fallen desperately in love with the woman whose hair be
had picked up, and refused to eat, or drink, or sleep, or move, till she was
brought to him. The king, his father, was in great distress about the matter, and
did not know what to do. He feared lest his son should die and leave him with-
out an heir: At last he determined to seek the counsel of his aunt, who was an
ogress. The old woman consented to help him, and bade him not to be anxious,
as she felt certain that she would succeed in getting the beautiful woman for his
son’s wife.

She assumed the shape of a bee and went along buzzing, and buzzing, and
buzzing. Her keen sense of smell soon brought her to the beautiful princess, to
whom she appeared as an old hag, holding in one hand a stick by way of sup-
port. She introduced herself to the beautiful princess and said, “I am your aunt,
whom you have never seen before, because 1 left the country just after your
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birth.” She also embraced and kissed the princess by way of adding force to her
words. The beautiful princess was thoroughly deceived. She returned the ogress’s
embrace, and invited her to come and stay in the house as long as she could,
and treated her with such honor and attention, that the ogress thought to her-
self, “I shall soon accomplish my errand.” When she had been in the house
three days, she began to talk of the charmed ring, and advised her to keep it
instead of her husband, because the latter was constantly out shooting and on
other such-like expeditions, and might lose it. Accordingly the beautiful prin-
cess asked her husband for the ring, and he readily gave it to her.

The ogress waited another day before she asked to see the precious thing.
Doubting nothing, the beautiful princess complied, when the ogress seized the
ring, and reassuming the form of a bee flew away with it to the palace, where
the prince was lying nearly on the point of death. “Rise up. Be glad. Mourn no
more,” she said to him. “The woman for whom you yearn will appear at your
summons. See, here is the charm, whereby you may bring her before you.”

The prince was almost mad with joy when he heard these words, and was so
desirous of seeing the beautiful princess, that he immediately spoke to the ring,
and the house with its fair occupant descended in the midst of the palace gar-
den. He at once entered the building, and telling the beautiful princess of his
intense love, entreated her to be his wife. Seeing no escape from the difficulty,
she consented on the condition that he would wait one month for her.

Meanwhile the merchant’s son had returned from hunting and was terribly
distressed not to find his house and wife. There was the place only, just as he
knew it before he had tried the charmed ring, which Raja Indrasha had given
him. He sat down and determined to put an end to himself. Presently the cat
and dog came up. They had gone away and hidden themselves, when they saw
the house and everything disappear. “O master,” they said, “stay your hand.
Your trial is great, but it can be remedied. Give us one month, and we will go
and try to recover your wife and house.”

“Go,” said he, “and may the great God aid your efforts. Bring back my wife,
and [ shall live.”

So the cat and dog started off at a run, and did not stop till they reached
the place whither their mistress and the house had been taken. “We may have
some difficulty here,” said the cat. “Look, the king has taken our master’s wife
and house for himself. You stay here. I will go to the house and try to see her.”
So the dog sat down, and the cat climbed up to the window of the room,
wherein the beautiful princess was sitting, and entered. The princess recognized
the cat, and informed it of all that had happened to her since she had left them.

“But is there no way of escape from the hands of these people?” she asked.

“Yes,” replied the cat, “if you can tell me where the charmed ring is.”

“The ring is in the stomach of the ogress,” she said.

“All right,” said the cat, “I will recover it. If we once get it, everything is
ours.” Then the cat descended the wall of the house, and went and laid down
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by a rat’s hole and pretended she was dead. Now at that time a great wedding
chanced to be going on among the rat community of that place, and all the rats
of the neighborhood were assembled in that one particular mine by which the
cat had lain down. The eldest son of the king of the rats was about to be mar-
ried. The cat got to know of this, and at once conceived the idea of seizing the
bridegroom and making him render the necessary help. Consequently, when
the procession poured forth from the hole squealing and jumping in honor of
the occasion, it immediately spotted the bridegroom and pounced down on him.
“Oh! let me go, let me go,” cried the terrified rat. “Oh! let him go,” squealed
all the company. “It is his wedding day.”

“No, no,” replied the cat. “Not unless you do something for me. Listen. The
ogress, who lives in that house with the prince and his wife, has swallowed a
ring, which I very much want. If you will procure it for me, I will allow the rat
to depart unharmed. If you do not, then your prince dies under my feet.”

“Very well, we agree,” said they all. “Nay, if we do not get the ring for you,
devour us all.”

This was rather a bold offer. However, they accomplished the thing. At
midnight, when the ogress was sound asleep, one of the rats went to her bedside,
climbed up on her face, and, inserted its tail into her throat; whereupon the
ogress coughed violently, and the ring came out and rolled on to the floor. The
rat immediately seized the precious thing and ran off with it to its king, who
was very glad, and went at once to the cat and released its son.

As soon as the cat received the ring, she started back with the dog to go
and tell their master the good tidings. All seemed safe now. They had only to
give the ring to him, and he would speak to it, and the house and beautiful prin-
cess would again be with them, and everything would go on as happily as before.
“How glad master will be!” they thought, and ran as fast as their legs could carry
them. Now, on the way they had to cross a stream. The dog swam,, and the cat
sat on its back. Now the dog was jealous of the cat, so he asked for the ring, and
threatened to throw the cat into the water if it did not give it up; whereupon
the cat gave up the ring. Sorry moment, for the dog at once dropped it, and a
fish swallowed it.

“Oh! What shall I do? What shall I do?” said the dog. “What is done is
done,” replied the cat. “We must try to recover it, and if we do not succeed we
had better drown ourselves in this stream. I have a plan. You go and kill a small
lamb, and bring it here to me.”

“All right,” said the dog, and at once ran off. He soon came back with a
dead lamb, and gave it to the cat. The cat got inside the lamb and lay down,
telling the dog to go away a little distance and keep quiet. Not long after this a
nadhar, a bird whose look can break the bones of a fish, came and hovered over
the lamb, and eventually pounced down on it to carry it away. On this the cat
came out and jumped on to the bird, and threatened to kill it if it did not
recover the lost ring. This was most readily promised by the nadhar, who
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immediately flew off to the king of the fishes, and ordered it to make inquiries
and to restore the ring. The king of the fishes did so, and the ring was found
and carried back to the cat.

“Come along now; I have got the ring,” said the cat to the dog.

“No, I will not,” said the dog, unless you let me have the ring. I can carry it
as well as you. Let me have it or I will kill you.” So the cat was obliged to give
up the ring. The careless dog very soon dropped it again. This time it was picked
up and carried off by a kite.

“See, see, there it goes—away to that big tree,” the cat exclaimed.

“Oh! Oh! what have I done?” cried the dog.

“You foolish thing, I knew it would be so,” said the cat. “But stop your bark-
ing, or you will frighten away the bird to some place where we shall not be able
to trace it.”

The cat waited till it was quite dark, and then climbed the tree, killed the
kite, and recovered the ring. “Come along,” it said to the dog when it reached
the ground. “We must make haste now. We have been delayed. Our master will
die from grief and suspense. Come on.”

The dog, now thoroughly ashamed of itself, begged the cat’s pardon for all
the trouble it had given. It was afraid to ask for the ring the third time, so they
both reached their sorrowing master in safety and gave him the precious charm.
In a moment his sorrow was turned into joy. He spoke to the ring, and his beau-
tiful wife and house reappeared, and he and everybody were as happy as ever
they could be.

THE MAGIC FIDDLE

Tradition Bearer: Unavailable
Source: Jacobs, Joseph. Indian Fairy Tales. London: David Nutt, 1912, 40-45.
Date: 1912

Original Source: India

National Origin: India

The following tale is a variant of “The Singing Bone” (AT 780), a plot
in which the remains of a murder victim literally cry out for justice.
Compare this narrative to “Under the Green Old Oak Tree” (Volume 4,
page 412). According to the religion of the Santals from whom this tale
was originally obtained, spirits (bonga) handle the daily affairs of
the world and must be propitiated by prayer, rituals, and offerings. The
Doma and Hadi mentioned in the tale are outcastes who practice
unclean occupations, including the occupation of musician.
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were married, but their wives did not do the cooking for the family. It

was done by their sister, who stopped at home to cook. The wives for
this reason bore their sister-in-law much ill will, and at length they combined
together to oust her from the office of cook and general provider, so that one of
themselves might obtain it. They said, “She does not go out to the fields to
work, but remains quietly at home, and yet she has not the meals ready at the
proper time.”

They then called upon their bonga, and vowing vows unto him they secured
his goodwill and assistance; then they said to the bonga, “At midday, when our
sister-in-law goes to bring water, cause it thus to happen, that on seeing her
pitcher, the water shall vanish, and again slowly reappear. In this way she will
be delayed. Let the water not flow into her pitcher, and you may keep the
maiden as your own.”

At noon when she went to bring water, it suddenly dried up before her, and
she began to weep. Then after a while the water began slowly to rise. When it
reached her ankles she tried to fill her pitcher, but it would not go under the
water. Being frightened she began to wail and cry to her brother:

O nce upon a time there lived seven brothers and a sister. The brothers

Oh! my brother, the water reaches to my ankles,

Still, Oh! my brother, the pitcher will not dip.

The water continued to rise until it reached her knee, when she began
to wail again:

Oh! my brother, the water reaches to my knee,

Still, Oh! my brother, the pitcher will not dip.

The water continued to rise, and when it reached her waist, she cried
again:

Oh! my brother, the water reaches to my waist,

Still, Oh! my brother, the pitcher will not dip.

The water still rose, and when it reached her neck she kept on crying:

Oh! my brother, the water reaches to my neck,

Still, Oh! my brother, the pitcher will not dip.

At length the water became so deep that she felt herself drowning, then
she cried aloud:

Oh! my brother, the water measures a man’s height,

Oh! my brother, the pitcher begins to fill.

The pitcher filled with water, and along with it she sank and was drowned.
The bonga then transformed her into a bonga like himself, and carried her off.

After a time she reappeared as a bamboo growing on the embankment of
the tank in which she had been drowned. When the bamboo had grown to an
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immense size, a jogi [yogi], who was in the habit of passing that way, seeing it,
said to himself, “This will make a splendid fiddle.”

So one day he brought an ax to cut it down; but when he was about to
begin, the bamboo called out, “Do not cut at the root, cut higher up.” When he
lifted his ax to cut high up the stem, the bamboo cried out, “Do not cut near
the top, cut at the root.” When the jogi again prepared himself to cut at the
root as requested, the bamboo said, “Do not cut at the root, cut higher up”; and
when he was about to cut higher up, it again called out to him, “Do not cut
high up, cut at the root.” The jogi by this time felt sure that a bonga was trying
to frighten him, so becoming angry he cut down the bamboo at the root, and
taking it away made a fiddle out of it. The instrument had a superior tone and
delighted all who heard it. The jogi carried it with him when he went a begging,
and through the influence of its sweet music he returned home every evening
with a full wallet.

He now and then visited, when on his rounds, the house of the bonga girl’s
brothers, and the strains of the fiddle affected them greatly. Some of them were
moved even to tears, for the fiddle seemed to wail as one in bitter anguish. The
elder brother wished to purchase it, and offered to support the jogi for a whole
year if he would consent to part with his wonderful instrument. The jogi, how-
ever, knew its value, and refused to sell it.

It so happened that the jogi some time after went to the house of a village
chief, and after playing a tune or two on his fiddle asked for something to eat.
They offered to buy his fiddle and promised a high price for it, but he refused to
sell it, as his fiddle brought to him his means of livelihood. When they saw that
he was not to be prevailed upon, they gave him food and a plentiful supply of
liquor. Of the latter he drank so freely that he presently became intoxicated.
While he was in this condition, they took away his fiddle, and substituted their
own old one for it. When the jogi recovered, he missed his instrument, and sus-
pecting that it had been stolen asked them to return it to him. They denied
having taken it, so he had to depart, leaving his fiddle behind him. The chief’s
son, being a musician, used to play on the jogi's fiddle, and in his hands the
music it gave forth delighted the ears of all who heard it.

When all the household were absent at their labors in the fields, the bonga
girl used to come out of the bamboo fiddle, and prepared the family meal. Hav-
ing eaten her own share, she placed that of the chief’s son under his bed, and
covering it up to keep off the dust, reentered the fiddle. This happening every
day, the other members of the household thought that some girl friend of theirs
was in this manner showing her interest in the young man, so they did not trou-
ble themselves to find out how it came about.

The young chief, however, was determined to watch, and see which of his
girl friends was so attentive to his comfort. He said in his own mind, “I will
catch her today, and give her a sound beating; she is causing me to be ashamed
before the others.” So saying, he hid himself in a corner in a pile of firewood. In
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a short time the girl came out of the bamboo fiddle, and began to dress her hair.
Having completed her toilet, she cooked the meal of rice as usual, and having
eaten some herself, she placed the young man’s portion under his bed, as before,
and was about to enter the fiddle again, when he, running out from his hiding-
place, caught her in his arms. The bonga girl exclaimed, “Fie! Fie! You may be
a dom, or you may be a hadi of some other caste with whom I cannot marry.”

He said, “No. But from today, you and I are one.” So they began lovingly to
hold converse with each other. When the others returned home in the evening,
they saw that she was both a human being and a bonga, and they rejoiced
exceedingly.

Now in course of time the bonga gitl’s family became very poor, and her
brothers on one occasion came to the chief's house on a visit. The bonga girl
recognized them at once, but they did not know who she was. She brought them
water on their arrival, and afterwards set cooked rice before them. Then sitting
down near them, she began in wailing tones to upbraid them on account of the
treatment she had been subjected to by their wives. She related all that had
befallen her, and wound up by saying, “You must have known it all, and yet you
did not interfere to save me.” And that was all the revenge she took.

THE PRINCE'S ELOPEMENT

Tradition Bearer: Unavailable

Source: Ryder, Arthur W., trans. [author unknown, Sanskrit title Vetalapanchavimsati].
Twenty-Two Goblins. London: J.M. Dent, 1917, 1-18.

Date: Unavailable
Original Source: India

National Origin: India

The Twenty-Two Goblins, from which the following two tales “The Prin-
ce’s Elopement” and “The Father and Son Who Married Mother and
Daughter” are taken, is an anonymous frame tale that serves as a device
for organizing a series of traditional Sanskrit narratives. A similar struc-
ture is used for the Arabian classic One Thousand and One Nights (see
“The Fisherman and the Jinn,” Volume 1, page 220 for a discussion of
that work and an example of the tales included therein). The interre-
lated tales of Twenty-Two Goblins operate within a plot that is resolved
at the end. To illustrate this device, one that has been used often to pro-
vide a frame for individual traditional narratives, the opening and the
concluding “goblin tales” are presented below. There are obvious rela-
tionships between the individual tales and the frame story, a story that is
built on a king’s being duped by a corrupt monk. Given this frame, there
is irony in the king’s solution to the puzzle posed in “The Prince’s
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Elopement”: “[T]he king knew the law-books very well, and he had spies
to find out the facts among the people. And he knew about the doings
of rascals. So he acted without thinking” (page 191). Compare this col-
lection and its individual tales to “A Man Deceives a Woman” (page
203), “Many Wise Fools” (page 221), and “The Vampire Puzzles Raja
Vikram” (page 233) drawn from Vikram and the Vampire.

Kingdom. There lived the son of King Victory, the famous King Triple-

victory, mighty as the king of the gods. As this king sat in judgment, a
monk called Patience brought him every day one piece of fruit as an expression
of homage. And the king took it and gave it each day to the treasurer who stood
near. Thus twelve years passed.

Now one day the monk came to court, gave the king a piece of fruit as
usual, and went away. But on this day the king gave the fruit to a pet baby mon-
key that had escaped from his keepers, and happened to wander in. And as the
monkey ate the fruit, he split it open, and a priceless, magnificent gem came
out. When the king saw this, he took it and asked the treasurer, “Where have
you been keeping the fruits which the monk brought? I gave them to you.”

When the treasurer heard this, he was frightened and said, “Your Majesty, 1
have thrown them all through the window. If your Majesty desires, [ will look
for them now.” And when the king had dismissed him, he went, but returned in
a moment, and said again, “Your Majesty, they were all smashed in the treasury,
and in them [ see heaps of dazzling gems.”

When he heard this, the king was delighted, and gave the jewels to the
treasurer. And when the monk came the next day, he asked him, “Monk, why
do you keep honoring me in such an expensive way? Unless I know the reason,
[ will not take your fruit.”

Then the monk took the king aside and said, “O hero, there is a business in
which I need help. So I ask for your help in it, because you are a brave man.”
And the king promised his assistance. Then the monk was pleased, and said
again, “O King, on the last night of the waning moon, you must go to the great
cemetery at nightfall, and come to me under the fig tree.”

Then the king said, “Certainly,” and Patience, the monk, went home well
pleased.

So when the night came, the mighty king remembered his promise to the
monk, and at dusk he wrapped his head in a black veil, took his sword in his
hand, and went to the great cemetery without being seen. When he got there,
he looked about, and saw the monk standing under the fig tree and making a
magic circle.

So he went up and said, “Monk, here I am. Tell me what I am to do for

”

you.

On the bank of the Godavari River is a kingdom called the Abiding
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And when the monk saw the king, he was delighted and said, “O King, if
you wish to do me a favor, go south from here some distance all alone, and you
will see a sissoo tree and a dead body hanging from it. Be so kind as to bring
that here.”

When the brave king heard this, he agreed, and, true to his promise, turned
south and started. And as he walked with difficulty along the cemetery road, he
came upon the sissoo tree at some distance, and saw a body hanging on it. So
he climbed the tree, cut the rope, and let it fall to the ground. And as it fell, it
unexpectedly cried aloud, as if alive. Then the king climbed down, and thinking
it was alive, he mercifully rubbed its limbs. Then the body gave a loud laugh.

So the king knew that a goblin lived in it, and said without fear, “What are
you laughing about? Come, let us be off.”

But then he did not see the goblin on the ground any longer. And when he
looked up, there he was, hanging in the tree as before. So the king climbed the
tree again, and carefully carried the body down. A brave man’s heart is harder
than a diamond, and nothing makes it tremble.

Then he put the body with the goblin in it on his shoulder, and started off
in silence. And as he walked along, the goblin in the body said, “O King, to
amuse the journey, I will tell you a story. Listen.”

First Goblin: The Prince’s Elopement—Whose Fault Was the
Resulting Death of His Parents-in-Law?

There is a city called Benares where Shiva lives. It is loved by pious people
like the soil of Mount Kailasa. The river of heaven shines there like a pearl
necklace. And in the city lived a king called Valor who burned up all his ene-
mies by his valor, as a fire burns a forest. He had a son named Thunderbolt who
broke the pride of the love-god by his beauty, and the pride of men by his brav-
ery. This prince had a clever friend, the son of a counselor.

One day the prince was enjoying himself with his friend hunting, and went
a long distance. And so he came to a great forest. There he saw a beautiful lake,
and being tired, he drank from it with his friend the counselor’s son, washed his
hands and feet, and sat down under a tree on the bank.

And then he saw a beautiful maiden who had come there with her servants
to bathe. She seemed to fill the lake with the stream of her beauty, and seemed
to make lilies grow there with her eyes, and seemed to shame the lotuses with a
face more lovely than the moon. She captured the prince’s heart the moment
that he saw her. And the prince took her eyes captive.

The girl had a strange feeling when she saw him, but was too modest to say
a word. So she gave a hint of the feeling in her heart. She put a lotus on her
ear, laid a lily on her head after she had made the edge look like a row of teeth,
and placed her hand on her heart. But the prince did not understand her signs,
only the clever counselor’s son understood them all.
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A moment later the girl went away, led by her servants. She went home
and sat on the sofa and stayed there. But her thoughts were with the prince.

The prince went slowly back to his city, and was terribly lonely without
her, and grew thinner every day. Then his friend the son of the counselor took
him aside and told him that she was not hard to find. But he had lost all cour-
age and said, “My friend, I don’t know her name, nor her home, nor her family.
How can I find her? Why do you vainly try to comfort me?”

Then the counselor’s son said, “Did you not see all that she hinted with her
signs? When she put the lotus on her ear, she meant that she lived in the king-
dom of a king named Ear-lotus. And when she made the row of teeth, she
meant that she was the daughter of a man named Bite there. And when she laid
the lily on her head, she meant that her name was Lily. And when she placed
her hand on her heart, she meant that she loved you. And there is a king named
Ear-lotus in the Kalinga country. There is a very rich man there whom the king
likes. His real name is Battler, but they call him Bite. He has a pearl of a girl
whom he loves more than his life, and her name is Lily. This is true, because
people told me. So I understood her signs about her country and the other
things.” When the counselor’s son had said this, the prince was delighted to find
him so clever, and pleased because he knew what to do.

Then he formed a plan with the counselor’s son, and started for the lake
again, pretending that he was going to hunt, but really to find the girl that he
loved. On the way he rode like the wind away from his soldiers, and started for
the Kalinga country with the counselor’s son.

When they reached the city of King Ear-lotus, they looked about and found
the house of the man called Bite, and they went to a house near by to live with
an old woman. And the counselor’s son said to the old woman, “Old woman, do
you know anybody named Bite in this city?”

Then the old woman answered him respectfully, “My son, I know him well.
was his nurse. And [ am a servant of his daughter Lily. But [ do not go there now
because my dress is stolen. My naughty son is a gambler and steals my clothes.”

Then the counselor’s son was pleased and satisfied her with his own cloak
and other presents. And he said, “Mother, you must do very secretly what we
tell you. Go to Bite’s daughter Lily, and tell her that the prince whom she saw
on the bank of the lake is here, and sent you with a love-message to her.”

The old woman was pleased with the gifts and went to Lily at once. And
when she got a chance, she said, “My child, the prince and the counselor’s son
have come to take you. Tell me what to do now.” But the girl scolded her and
struck her cheeks with both hands smeared with camphor.

The old woman was hurt by this treatment, and came home weeping, and
said to the two men, “My sons, see how she left the marks of her fingers on my
face.”

And the prince was hopeless and sad, but the very clever counselor’s son
took him aside and said, “My friend, do not be sad. She was only keeping the

187



The Greenwood Library of World Folktales | Volume 2

188

secret when she scolded the old woman, and put ten fingers white with camphor
on her face. She meant that you must wait before seeing her, for the next ten
nights are bright with moonlight.”

So the counselor’s son comforted the prince, took a little gold ornament
and sold it in the market, and bought a great dinner for the old woman. So they
two took dinner with the old woman. They did this for ten days, and then the
counselor’s son sent her to Lily again, to find out something more.

And the old woman was eager for dainty food and drink. So to please him
she went to Lily’s house, and then came back and said, “My children, I went
there and stayed with her for some time without speaking. But she spoke herself
of my naughtiness in mentioning you, and struck me again on the chest with
three fingers stained red. So I came back in disgrace.”

Then the counselor’s son whispered to the prince, “Don’t be alarmed, my
friend. When she left the marks of three red fingers on the old woman’s heart,
she meant to say very cleverly that there were three dangerous days coming.” So
the counselor’s son comforted the prince.

And when three days were gone, he sent the old woman to Lily again. And
this time she went and was very respectfully entertained, and treated to wine
and other things the whole day. But when she was ready to go back in the eve-
ning, a terrible shouting was heard outside. They heard people running and cry-
ing, “Oh, oh! A mad elephant has escaped from his stable and is running
around and stamping on people.”

Then Lily said to the old woman, “Mother, you must not go through the
street now where the elephant is. I will put you in a swing and let you down
with ropes through this great window into the garden. Then you can climb into
a tree and jump on the wall, and go home by way of another tree.” So she had
her servants let the old woman down from the window into the garden by a
rope-swing. And the old woman went home and told the prince and the counse-
lor’s son all about it.

Then the counselor’s son said to the prince, “My friend, your wishes are ful-
filled. She has been clever enough to show you the road. So you must follow
that same road this very evening to the room of your darling.”

So the prince went to the garden with the counselor’s son by the road that
the old woman had shown them. And there he saw the rope-swing hanging
down, and servants above keeping an eye on the road. And when he got into
the swing, the servants at the window pulled at the rope and he came to his dar-
ling. And when he had gone in, the counselotr’s son went back to the old wom-
an’s house.

But the prince saw Lily, and her face was beautiful like the full moon, and
the moonlight of her beauty shone forth, like the night when the moon shines
in secret because of the dark. And when she saw him, she threw her arms
around his neck and kissed him. So he married her and stayed hidden with her
for some days.
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One day he said to his wife, “My dear, my friend the counselor’s son came
with me, and he is staying all alone at the old woman’s house. | must go and see
him, then I will come back.”

But Lily was shrewd and said, “My dear, I must ask you something. Did you
understand the signs I made, or was it the counselor’s son?”

And the prince said to her, “My dear, I did not understand them all, but my
friend has wonderful wisdom. He understood everything and told me.” Then the
sweet girl thought, and said, “My dear, you did wrong not to tell me before.
Your friend is a real brother to me. I ought to have sent him some nuts and
other nice things at the very first.”

Then she let him go, and he went to his friend by night by the same road,
and told all that his wife had said. But the counselor’s son said, “That is fool-
ish,” and did not think much of it. So they spent the night talking.

Then when the time for the twilight sacrifice came, a friend of Lily’s came
there with cooked rice and nuts in her hand. She came and asked the counse-
lor’s son about his health and gave him the present. And she cleverly tried to
keep the prince from eating. “Your wife is expecting you to dinner,” she said,
and a moment later she went away.

Then the counselor’s son said to the prince, “Look, your Majesty. 1 will
show you something curious.” So he took a little of the cooked rice and gave it
to a dog that was there. And the moment he ate it, the dog died. And the
prince asked the counselor’s son what this strange thing could mean.

And he replied, “Your Majesty, she knew that I was clever because I under-
stood her signs, and she wanted to kill me out of love for you. For she thought
the prince would not be all her own while I was alive, but would leave her for
my sake and go back to his own city. So she sent me poisoned food to eat. But
you must not be angry with her. I will think up some scheme.”

Then the prince praised the counselor’s son, and said, “You are truly the
body of wisdom.” And then suddenly a great wailing of grief-stricken people was
heard, “Alas! Alas! The king’s little son is dead.”

When he heard this, the counselor’s son was delighted, and said, “Your Maj-
esty, go tonight to Lily’s house, and make her drink wine until she loses her
senses and seems to be dead. Then as she lies there, make a mark on her hip
with a red-hot fork, steal her jewels, and come back the old way through the
window. After that I will do the right thing.”

Then he made a three-pronged fork and gave it to the prince. And the
prince took the crooked, cruel thing, hard as the weapon of Death, and went by
night as before to Lily’s house. “A king,” he thought, “ought not to disregard
the words of a high-minded counselor.” So when he had stupefied her with
wine, he branded her hip with the fork, stole her jewels, returned to his friend,
and told him everything, showing him the jewels.

Then the counselor’s son felt sure his scheme was successful. He went to the
cemetery in the morning, and disguised himself as a hermit, and the prince as
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his pupil. And he said, “Take this pearl necklace from among the jewels. Go
and sell it in the market-place. And if the policemen arrest you, say this: It was
given to me to sell by my teacher.”

So the prince went to the market-place and stood there offering the pearl
necklace for sale, and he was arrested while doing it by the policemen. And as
they were eager to find out about the theft of the jewels from Bite’s daughter,
they took the prince at once to the chief of police. And when he saw that the
culprit was dressed like a hermit, he asked him very gently, “Holy sir, where did
you get this pearl necklace? It belongs to Bite’s daughter and was stolen.” Then
the prince said to them, “Gentlemen, my teacher gave it to me to sell. You had
better go and ask him.”

Then the chief of police went and asked him, “Holy sir, how did this pearl
necklace come into your pupil’s hand?”

And the shrewd counselor’s son whispered to him, “Sir, as | am a hermit, I
wander about all the time in this region. And as I happened to be here in this
cemetery, | saw a whole company of witches who came here at night. And one
of the witches split open the heart of a king’s son, and offered it to her master.
She was mad with wine, and screwed up her face most horribly. But when she
impudently tried to snatch my rosary as I prayed, I became angry, and branded
her on the hip with a three-pronged fork which I had made red-hot with a
magic spell. And I took this pearl necklace from her neck. Then, as it was not a
thing for a hermit, I sent it to be sold.”

When he heard this, the chief of police went and told the whole story to
the king. And when the king heard and saw the evidence, he sent the old
woman, who was reliable, to identify the pearl necklace. And he heard from her
that Lily was branded on the hip.

Then he was convinced that she was really a witch and had devoured his
son. So he went himself to the counselor’s son, who was disguised as a hermit,
and asked how Lily should be punished. And by his advice, she was banished
from the city, though her parents wept. So she was banished naked to the forest
and knew that the counselor’s son had done it all, but she did not die.

And at nightfall the prince and the counselor’s son put off their hermit dis-
guise, mounted on horseback, and found her weeping. They put her on a horse
and took her to their own country. And when they got there, the prince lived
most happily with her.

But Bite thought that his daughter was eaten by wild beasts in the wood,
and he died of grief. And his wife died with him.

When he had told this story, the goblin asked the king, “O King, who was
to blame for the death of the parents: the prince, or the counselor’s son, or Lily?
You seem like a very wise man, so resolve my doubts on this point. If you know
and do not tell me the truth, then your head will surely fly into a hundred
pieces. And if you give a good answer, then I will jump from your shoulder and
go back to the sissoo tree.”
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Then King Triple-victory said to the goblin, “You are a master of magic.
You surely know yourself, but I will tell you. It was not the fault of any of the
three you mentioned. It was entirely the fault of King Ear-lotus.”

But the goblin said, “How could it be the king’s fault? The other three did
it. Are the crows to blame when the geese eat up the rice?”

Then the king said, “But those three are not to blame. It was right for the
counselor’s son to do his master’s business. So he is not to blame. And Lily and
the prince were madly in love and could not stop to think. They only looked
after their own affairs. They are not to blame.

“But the king knew the law-books very well, and he had spies to find out
the facts among the people. And he knew about the doings of rascals. So he
acted without thinking. He is to blame.”

When the goblin heard this, he wanted to test the king’s constancy. So he
went back by magic in a moment to the sissoo tree. And the king went back
fearlessly to get him.

THE FATHER AND SON WHO MARRIED MOTHER
AND DAUGHTER

Tradition Bearer: Unavailable

Source: Ryder, Arthur W., trans. [author unknown, Sanskrit title Vetalapanchavimsati].
Twenty-Two Goblins. London: .M. Dent, 1917, 209-220.

Date: Unavailable
Original Source: India

National Origin: India

Throughout the twenty-two tales of this anthology, Shiva appears here
and there. In this final tale, he appears to reward the valor and integrity
of King Triple-victory.

darkness, with the funeral piles as flaming eyes. He bravely went through

the dreadful cemetery to the sissoo tree, put the goblin on his shoulder,
and started as before. And as he walked along, the goblin said to him, “O King,
I am very tired with these comings and goings, but you do not seem to be. So I
will tell you my Great Puzzle. Listen.”

Long ago there was a king named Virtue in the southern country. He was
the best of righteous men, and was born in a great family. His wife came from
the Malwa country, and her name was Moonlight. And they had one daughter,
whom they named Beauty.

The king paid no attention to the terrible witch of night, clad in black
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When this daughter was grown up, the relatives conspired to wreck the
kingdom and drive King Virtue out. But he escaped by night, took a great many
jewels, and fled from his kingdom with his beautiful wife and his daughter. He
started for his father-in-law’s house in Malwa, and came with his wife and
daughter to the Vindhya forest. There they spent a weary night.

In the morning the blessed sun arose in the east, stretching out his rays like
hands to warn the king not to go into the forest where robbers lived. The king
went on foot with his trembling daughter and his wife, and their feet were
wounded by the thorny grass. So they came to a fortified village. It was like the
city of Death; for there were no righteous people there, and it was filled with
robber-men who killed and robbed other people.

As the king drew near with his fine garments and his gems, many robbers
saw him from a distance, and ran out armed to rob him. When the king saw
them coming, he said to his wife and daughter, “These are wild men. They must
not touch you. Go into the thick woods.” So the queen with her daughter
Beauty fled in fear into the middle of the forest.

But the brave king took his sword and shield and killed many of the wild
men as they charged down, raining arrows on him. Then their leader gave an
order, and all the robbers fell on the king at once, wounded every limb in his
body, and killed him; for he was all alone. So the robbers took the jewels and
went away.

Now the queen had hidden in a thicket, and had seen her husband killed.
Then she fled a long distance in fear and came with her daughter into another
thick wood. The rays of the midday sun were so fierce that travelers had to sit
in the shade. So Queen Moonlight and Princess Beauty sat down under an
ashoka tree near a lotus pond in terrible weariness and fear and grief.

Now a gentleman named Fierce-lion who lived near came on horseback
with his son into that wood to hunt. The son’s name was Strong-lion. And the
father saw the footprints of the queen and the princess, and he said to his son,
“My son, these footprints are clean-cut and ladylike. Let us follow them. And if
we find two women, you shall marry one of them, whichever you choose.”

And the son Strong-lion said, “Father, the one who has the little feet in this
line of footprints, seems to be the wife for me. The one with the bigger feet
must be older. She is the wife for you.”

But Fierce-lion said, “My son, what do you mean? Your mother went to heaven
before your eyes. When so good a wife is gone, how could I think of another?”

But his son said, “Not so, Father. A householder’s house is an empty place
without a wife. Besides, you have surely heard what the poet says:

What fool would go into a house?
Tis a prisoner’s abode,

Unless a buxom wife is there,
Looking down the road.
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So, Father, I beg you on my life to marry the second one, whom I have cho-
sen for you.”

Then Fierce-lion said “Very well,” and went on slowly with his son, follow-
ing the footprints. And when he came to the pond, he saw Queen Moonlight,
radiant with beauty and charm. And with his son he eagerly approached her.
But when she saw him, she rose in terror, fearing that he was a robber.

But her sensible daughter said, “There is no reason to fear. These two men
are not robbers. They are two well-dressed gentlemen, who probably came here
to hunt.” Still the queen swung in doubt.

Then Fierce-lion dismounted and stood before her. And he said, “Beau-
tiful lady, do not be frightened. We came here to hunt. Pluck up heart and
tell me without fear who you are. Why have you come into this lonely wood?
For your appearance is that of ladies who wear gems and sit on pleasant balc-
onies. And why should feet fit to saunter in a court, press this thorny ground?
It is a strange sight. For the wind-blown dust settles on your faces and robs
them of beauty. It hurts us to see the fierce rays of the sun fall upon such fig-
ures. Tell us your story. For our hearts are sadly grieved to see you in such a
plight. And we cannot see how you could live in a forest filled with wild
beasts.”

Then the queen sighed, and between shame and grief she stammered out
her story. And Fierce-lion saw that she had no husband to care for her. So he
comforted her and soothed her with tender words, and took care of her and her
daughter. His son helped the two ladies on horseback and led them to his own
city, rich as the city of the god of wealth. And the queen seemed to be in
another life. She was helpless and widowed and miserable. So she consented.
What could she do, poor woman?

Then, because the queen had smaller feet, the son Strong-lion married
Queen Moonlight. And Fierce-lion, the father, married her daughter, the prin-
cess Beauty, because of the bigness of her feet. Who would break a promise that
had been made solemnly?

Thus, because of their inconsistent feet, the daughter became the wife of
the father and the mother-in-law of her own mother. And the mother became
the wife of the son and the daughter-in-law of her own daughter. And as time
passed, sons and daughters were born to each pair.

When the goblin had told this story, he asked the king, “O King, when
children were born to the father and daughter, and other children to the son
and mother, what relation were those children to one another? If you know and
do not tell, then remember the curse I spoke of before?”

When the king heard the goblin’s question, he turned the thing this way
and that, but could not say a word. So he went on in silence. And when the
goblin saw that he could not answer the question, he laughed in his heart and
thought, “This king cannot give an answer to my Great Puzzle. So he just walks
on in silence. And he cannot deceive me because of the power of the curse.
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Well, I am pleased with his wonderful character. So I will cheat that rogue of a
monk, and give the magic power he is striving after to this king.”

So the goblin said aloud, “O King, you are weary with your comings and
goings in this dreadful cemetery in the black night, yet you seem happy, and
never hesitate at all. I am astonished and pleased at your perseverance. So now
you may take the dead body and go ahead. I will leave the body. And I will
tell you something that will do you good, and you must do it. The monk for
whom you are carrying this body, is a rogue. He will call upon me and worship
me, and he will try to kill you as a sacrifice. He will say, ‘Lie flat on the ground
in an attitude of reverence.” O King, you must say to that rascal: ‘I do not know
this attitude of reverence. Show me first, and then I will do likewise.” Then
when he lies on the ground to show you the attitude of reverence, cut off his
head with your sword. Then you will get the kingship over the fairies which he
is trying to get. Otherwise, the monk will kill you and get the magic power.
That is why I have delayed you so long. Now go ahead, and win magic power.”

So the goblin left the body on the king’s shoulder and went away. And the
king reflected how the monk Patience was planning to hurt him. He took the
body and joyfully went to the fig tree.

So King Triple-victory came to the monk Patience with the body on his
shoulder. And he saw the monk along in the dark night, sitting under the ceme-
tery tree and looking down the road. He had made a magic circle with yellow
powdered bones in a spot smeared with blood. In it he had put a jug filled with
blood and lamps with magic oil. He had kindled a fire and brought together the
things he needed for worship.

The monk rose to greet the king who came carrying the body, and he said,
“O King, you have done me a great favor, and a hard one. This is a strange busi-
ness and a strange time and place for such as you. They say truly that you are
the best of kings, for you serve others without thinking of yourself. This is the
very thing that makes the greatness of a great man, when he does not give a
thing up, though it costs his very life.”

So the monk felt sure the he was quite successful, and he took the body
from the king’s shoulder. He bathed it and put garlands on it, and set it in the
middle of the circle. Then he smeared his own body with ashes, put on a cord
made of human hair, wrapped himself in dead man’s clothes, and stood a
moment, deep in thought. And the goblin was attracted by his thought into the
body, and the monk worshipped him.

First he offered liquor in a skull, then he gave him human teeth carefully
cleaned, and human eyes and flesh. So he completed his worship, then he said
to the king, “O King, fall flat on the ground before this master magician in an
attitude of reverence, so that he may give you what you want.”

And the king remembered the words of the goblin. He said to the monk,
“Holy sir, I do not know that attitude of reverence. Do you show me first, and
afterwards I will do it in the same way.”
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And when the monk fell on the ground to show the attitude of reverence,
the king cut off his head with a sword, and cut out his heart and split it open.
And he gave the head and the heart to the goblin.

Then all the little gods were delighted and cried, “Well done!” And the
goblin was pleased and spoke to the king from the body he was living in, “O
King, this monk was trying to become king of the fairies. But you shall be that
when you have been king of the whole world.”

And the king answered the goblin, “O magic creature, if you are pleased
with me, I have nothing more to wish for. Yet I ask you to make me one prom-
ise, that these twenty-two different, charming puzzle-stories shall be known all
over the world and be received with honor.”

And the goblin answered, “O King, so be it. And I will tell you something
more. Listen. When anyone tells or hears with proper respect even a part of these
puzzle-stories, he shall be immediately free from sin. And wherever these stories
are told, elves and giants and witches and goblins and imps shall have no power.”

Then the goblin left the dead body by magic, and went where he wanted to.
Then Shiva appeared there with all the little gods, and he was well pleased.
When the king bowed before him, he said, “My son, you did well to kill this
sham monk who tried by force to become king of the fairies. Therefore you shall
establish the whole earth, and then become king of the fairies yourself. And
when you have long enjoyed the delights of heaven and at last give them up of
your own accord, then you shall be united with me. So receive from me this
sword called Invincible. While you have it, everything you say will come true.”

So Shiva gave him the magic sword, received his flowery words of worship,
and vanished with the gods.

HOW THE RAJA'S SON WON THE PRINCESS LABAM

Tradition Bearer: Maniya
Source: Jacobs, Joseph. Indian Fairy Tales. London: David Nutt, 1912, 40-45.
Date: 1912

Original Source: India

National Origin: India

The episodes that comprise the following folktale are internationally dis-
tributed tale types. Among them are “The Grateful Animals” (AT 554)
and “The Judge Appropriates the Object of Dispute” (AT 926D). The
success of the hero attained by the use of magical objects and the tasks
required to win the bride’s hand and avoid death are encountered
equally as often in the world’s narrative traditions.
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to hunt. One day the Rani, his mother, said to him, “You can hunt wher-

ever you like on these three sides; but you must never go to the fourth side.”
This she said because she knew if he went on the fourth side he would hear of
the beautiful Princess Labam, and that then he would leave his father and
mother and seek for the princess.

The young prince listened to his mother, and obeyed her for some time; but

I n a country there was a Raja who had an only son who every day went out

one day, when he was hunting on the three sides where he was allowed to go,
he remembered what she had said to him about the fourth side, and he deter-
mined to go and see why she had forbidden him to hunt on that side. When be
got there, he found himself in a jungle, and nothing in the jungle but a quantity
of parrots, who, lived in it. The young Raja shot at some of them, and at once
they all flew away up to the sky. All, that is, but one, and this was their Raja,
who was called Hiraman parrot [parrot species also called Alexandrine parrot].

When Hiraman parrot found himself left alone, he called out to the other
parrots, “Don’t fly away and leave me alone when the Raja’s son shoots. If you
desert me like this, I will tell the Princess Labam.”

Then the parrots all flew back to their Raja, chattering. The prince was
greatly surprised, and said, “Why, these birds can talk!” Then he said to the par-
rots, “Who is the Princess Labam? Where does she live?” But the parrots would
not tell him where she lived. “You can never get to the Princess Labam’s coun-
try.” That is all they would say.

The prince grew very sad when they would not tell him anything more; and
he threw his gun away and went home. When he got home, he would not speak
or eat, but lay on his bed for four or five days, and seemed very ill.

At last he told his father and mother that he wanted to go and see the Prin-
cess Labam. “I must go,” he said, “I must see what she is like. Tell me where
her country is.”

“We do not know where it is,” answered his father and mother.

“Then I must go and look for it,” said the prince.

“No, no,” they said, “you must not leave us. You are our only son. Stay with
us. You will never find the Princess Labam.”

“I must try and find her,” said the prince. “Perhaps God will show me the
way. If I live and I find her, I will come back to you; but perhaps I shall die, and
then I shall never see you again. Still I must go.”

So they had to let him go, though they cried very much at parting with
him. His father gave him fine clothes to wear, and a fine horse. And he took his
gun, and his bow and arrows, and a great many other weapons; “for,” he said, “I
may want them.” His father too, gave him plenty of rupees.

Then he himself got his horse all ready for the journey, and he said good-
bye to his father and mother; and his mother took her handkerchief and
wrapped some sweetmeats in it, and gave it to her son. “My child,” she said to
him, “when you are hungry eat some of these sweetmeats.”
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He then set out on his journey, and rode on and on till he came to a jungle
in which were a tank and shady trees. He bathed himself and his horse in the
tank, and then sat down under a tree.

“Now,” he said to himself, “I will eat some of the sweetmeats my mother
gave me, and I will drink some water, and then I will continue my journey.” He
opened his handkerchief and took out a sweetmeat. He found an ant in it. He
took out another. There was an ant in that one too. So he laid the two sweet-
meats on the ground, and he took out another, and another, and another, until
he had taken them all out; but in, each he found an ant. “Never mind,” he said,
“I won’t eat the sweetmeats; the ants shall eat them.” Then the Ant-Raja came
and stood before him and said, “You have been good to us. If ever you are in
trouble, think of me and we will come to you.”

The Raja’s son thanked him, mounted his horse and continued his journey.
He rode on and on until he came to another jungle, and there he saw a tiger
who had a thorn in his foot, and was roaring loudly from the pain.

“Why do you roar like that?” said the young Raja. “What is the matter with
you?”

“I have had a thorn in my foot for twelve years,” answered the tiger, “and it
hurts me so; that is why [ roar.”

“Well,” said the Raja’s son, “I will take it out for you. But perhaps, as you
are a tiger, when I have made you well, you will eat me?”

“Oh no,” said the tiger, “I won’t eat you. Do make me well.”

Then the prince took a little knife from his pocket and cut the thorn out of
the tiger’s foot; but when he cut, the tiger roared louder than ever—so loud that
his wife heard him in the next jungle, and came bounding along to see what
was the matter. The tiger saw her coming, and hid the prince in the jungle, so
that she should not see him.

“What man hurt you that you roared so loud?” said the wife.

“No one hurt me,” answered the husband, “but a Raja’s son came and took
the thorn out of my foot.”

“Where is he? Show him to me,” said his wife.

“If you promise not to kill him, I will call him,” said the tiger.

“I won’t kill him; only let me see him,” answered his wife.

Then the tiger called the Raja’s son, and when he came the tiger and his
wife made him a great many salaams [low bows]. Then they gave him a good
dinner, and he stayed with them for three days. Every day he looked at the
tiger’s foot, and the third day it was quite healed. Then he said good-bye to the
tigers, and the tiger said to him, “If ever you are in trouble, think of me, and we
will come to you.”

The Raja’s son rode on and on till he came to a third jungle. Here he found
four fakirs whose teacher and master had died, and had left four things—a bed,
which carried whoever sat on it whithersoever he wished to go; a bag, that gave
its owner whatever he wanted, jewels, food or clothes; a stone bowl that gave its
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owner as much water as he wanted, no matter how far he might be from a tank;
and a stick and rope, to which its owner had only to say, if any one came to
make war on him, “Stick, beat as many men and soldiers as are here,” and the
stick would beat them and the rope would tie them up.

The four fakirs were quarreling over these four things. One said, “I want
this”; another said, “You cannot have it, for I want it”; and so on.

The Raja’s son said to them, “Do not quarrel for these things. I will shoot
four arrows in four different directions. Whichever of you gets to my first arrow,
shall have the first thing—the bed. Whosoever gets to the second arrow, shall
have the second thing—the bag. He who gets to the third arrow, shall have the
third thing—the bowl. And he who gets to the fourth arrow, shall have the last
things—the stick and rope.” To this they agreed. And the prince shot off his
first arrow. Away raced the fakirs to get it. When they brought it back to him
he shot off the second, and when they had found and brought it to him he shot
off his third, and when they had brought him the third he shot off the fourth.

While they were away looking for the fourth arrow the Raja’s son let his
horse loose in the jungle and sat on the bed, taking the bowl, the stick and rope,
and the bag with him. Then he said, “Bed, I wish to go to the Princess Labam’s
country.” The little bed instantly rose up into the air and began to fly, and it
flew and flew till it came to the Princess Labam’s country, where it settled on
the ground. The Raja’s son asked some men he saw, “Whose country is this?”

“The Princess Labam’s country,” they answered. Then the prince went on
till he came to a house where he saw an old woman.

“Who are you?” she said. “Where do you come from?”

“I come from a far country,” he said, “do let me stay with you tonight.”

“No,” she answered, “I cannot let you stay with me; for our king has ordered
that men from other countries may not stay in his country. You cannot stay in
my house.”

“You are my aunty,” said the prince, “let me remain with you for this one
night. You see it is evening, and if | go into the jungle, then the wild beasts will
eat me.”

“Well,” said the old woman, “you may stay here tonight; but tomorrow
morning you must go away, for if the king hears you have passed the night in
my house, h