THE MAN
WHO SOLD A GHOST

Chinese Tales of the 3rd-6th Centuries




This is a collection of some of
the best Chinese tales and anec-
dotes from the third to the sixth
century. Most of these stories
deal with the supernatural, some
are folk tales, yet others are pen-
pictures of historical figures.

These stories give us exciting
and intimate glimpses of four
troubled centuries in Chinese his-
tory. Frequent civil wars made
the lot of the Chinese people a
bitter one. Peasants were often
goaded to revolt, intellectuals to
turn hermit or to seek consola-
tion in wine or religion and the
spread of Buddhism heightened
the interest in the world of spirits.

These tales have a unique place
in Chinese literature and their
influence upon the subsequent
development of Chinese fiction
was immense. Their form was
copied right down to the nine-
teenth century, and some of them
were adapted by later dramatists,
poets or prose-writers.

The stories are plentifully il-
lustrated with reproduction of
works of art which reflect the
spirit and social background' of
their age.
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FOREWORD

This collection contains some of the best Chinese tales
from the third to the sixth century.

They fall into two main categories: stories of the super-
natural and anecdotes about historical figures. The for-
mer, which clearly predominate, evolved from earlier
myths and legends.

Lu Hsun said in his Brief History of Chinese Fiction:
“When primitive men were puzzled by the ever-changing
phenomena of nature, they made stories to explain them.
And so myths started.” As society developed, myths
changed into legends. The chief characters in myths are
gods, while in legends they are men with semi-divine
qualities. The ancient myths and legends of China have
not been preserved because the ruling class neglected
them; but occasional examples can be found in old works
of philosophy or history. Thus the Book of Mountains
and Seas has preserved many myths and legends of
bygone heroes. Another work of the Warring States
Period, the Travels of King Mu, records how this Chou
dynasty king journeyed in a carriage drawn by eight
divine horses to the Queen Mother of the West. The
ghost and fairy stories of the third to the sixth century
were inspired by the spirit we find in those early myths
and legends.

Since the old myths and legends were closely linked
with ancient history, the earliest historical records often
include them as authentic facts. Later legends parted
company with myths and became more like modern
stories. This collection also includes anecdotes about real
men — another type of early Chinese fiction.




Though the tales about the supernatural originated in
myths and legends, they possess a distinctive social con-
tent and a fair degree of realism.

At the end of the Han dynasty the famous Yellow
Turban Revolt broke out as a result of the cruel exploita-
tion of the people. After the failure of this revolt the
empire was split into three kingdoms. During the
fighting among different warlords, hundreds of thousands
of people were killed, pestilence and famine were rife,
and farms were laid waste. This was a dark age for
China. After the establishment of the Western Tsin
dynasty, the empire had not been united long when there
was frouble with the various princes. Then followed in-
vasions by nomadic tribes from the north. The house of
Tsin moved south of the Yangtse River, while north China
was split into several kingdoms under different tribes.
Yet the southern rulers continued to lead lives of wanton
luxury. Thus while progress was made in methods of
production thanks to the large number of northerners
with superior technique and tools who moved south, the
common people were still ground down by the nobles and
great landowners. Conscript labour and military service
were constantly exacted. Oppression was widespread
and massacres a common occurrence. In both north
China and south of the Yangtse men had no illusions.
Their hatred for the ruling class and longing for better
days found expression in incessant revolts, as well as in
these stories of the supernatural. It is this that gives
these tales their specific social content and realism.

During the Han dynasty shamanism was still com-
monly practised, and men lent a ready ear to the teach-
ing of magicians and alchemists. Emperor Wu took a
keen interest in the search for elixirs and Emperor
Kuang-wu in oracles and divination. And the prevalence
of such superstitions fostered the growth of these tales
of the supernatural. By the end of the Han dynasty
Taoism was widespread, and Buddhist ideas had begun
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to come in from India as communications with the west
improved. Buddhism became a new force in Chinese
civilization and contributed to the variety of these stories.

Since these stories developed under such historical con-
ditions, although they give indirect expression to the peo-
ple’s feelings and wishes, they inevitably embody certain
defects. Thus they are filled with superstition, animism,
and ideas of divine retribution and the transmigration of
the soul, while the feudal concepts of Confucian morality
are strongly endorsed here. Marriages arranged by par-
ents are considered quite normal, and acts of personal re-
venge are highly praised. While such views were a nat-
ural result of the social conditions of the time, we should
point them out when introducing these stories so that the
readers may distinguish between these feudal dregs and
the genuine feelings and aspirations of the people, and
understand the realism of these tales.

Many of these stories reveal clearly the people’s hatred
of oppression. “The Sword-Maker” tells how a sword-
maker’s son gave his life to avenge his father whom the
king had killed. “Han Ping and His Wife” shows love
which would not yield to temptations or threats. “The
Dog from the Village Tavern” is something of a satire
which, by hinting that a high official was a dog, expresses
the general contempt for officials. Other tales deal with
social problems of that period. In “Iron Mortar” a step-
son takes revenge on the stepmother who has hounded
him to death. The theme of ‘“The King of Wu’s
Daughter” is freedom in marriage: the princess dies of a
broken heart but her ghost meets her lover again. In
fact, all the problems of the feudal family are raised in
these ghost stories. Sometimes the message is clearly
conveyed, at others it is implied, as in “The Powder Girl”
and “The Lovelorn Spirit.”

In certain stories the ghosts and devils represent the
ugliness of the ruling class. Elsewhere they symbolize
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the people’s indomitable spirit, or show the author’s sym-
pathy with suffering.

Anecdotes about real men form one important cate-
gory in this ancient fiction. Prince Tan’s Revenge is
an early example of this, but the most famous collection
of such anecdotes is the New Anecdotes of Social Talk.

Social Talk does not deal with the supernatural or with
religion but reveals certain other aspects of feudal
thought. It affirms the feudal way of life, feudal moral-
ity and aesthetics. It affirms deliberate escapism and
abandonment, as well as such bad habits of the idle rich
as gossip and the affectation of culture. At the same
time, however, it gives us a fairly truthful picture of the
ruling class at that time with its decadence and corrup-
tion, together with sketches of good characters.

These tales are not only rich in content, but have their
merits also as literature. Though most of them deal
with the supernatural, they appear intensely human.
Ghosts and fairies talk and behave in a very natural way,
with genuine feeling. Thus the fairy of Chinghsi Temple
acts like any girl in love. These tales are remarkably
compact, the development of the plot is skilfully han-
dled, and the characterization is excellent. Hence these
simple accounts are vivid and evocative. Some anec-
dotes in Social Talk consist of a few sentences only, yet
are full of significance. The language of the time is
concise to a high degree; and whether the theme is hero-
ism, as in “The Serpent Sacrifice,” or vengeance, as in
“The Merchant’s Revenge,” the authors know how to hold
the readers’ interest.

For more than a thousand years the best of these tales
have formed an important part of China’s literary heritage
and exercised a great influence on later fiction. This
literary form persisted till after the eighteenth century.
Indeed, the well-known Tales of Liao-chai by Pu Sung-
ling is a continuation of this tradition. Many of these
stories were also adapted by later writers. To name
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but a few examples: “The Cedar Pillow” inspired the
Tang dynasty story The Governor of the Southern Trib-
utary State; “Tung Yung and the Weaving Maid” is
the theme today of local operas; ‘“‘The Sword-Maker” was
rewritten by Lu Hsun. Some folk tales of this period,
like “The Haunted House” or “The Lady of the White
Stream,” are still widely popular. The modern versions
may be more elaborate, but essentially they are the same.

In ancient China many types of writing were known
as fiction (hsiao shuo). We have selected only those which
have a story to tell, omitting accounts of distant lands,
local products and customs, the sayings of famous men,
or jokes.

An appendix gives a brief account of the various works
from which these stories are chosen; but since in several
cases the dates are uncertain, it is impossible to arrange
them in strictly chronological order. We have, on the
whole, put the ghost and fairy stories before the anec-
dotes of famous men.

To help foreign readers to visualize the life and so-
ciety of that period in China, we have chosen as illustra-
tions a number of reproductions of works of art dating
from the third to the sixth century. Though these have
no direct bearing on the tales, we hope they will supply
something of the background and spirit of that age.

Our thanks are due to Mr. Wu Hsiao-ju, lecturer of
the Department of Chinese Literature of Peking Univer-
sity, who rendered us great assistance in the selection
of these stories.

July 1958
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THE MAN WHO SOLD A GHOST

When Tsung Ting-po of Nanyang was young, he met
a ghost one night as he was walking.
“Who are you?” he asked.
“A ghost, sir. Who are you?”
“A ghost like yourself,” lied Tsung.
“Where are you going?”
“To the city.”
“So am 1.”
They went on together for a mile or so.
“Walking is most exhausting. Why not carry each
other in turn?” suggested the ghost,
“A good idea,” agreed Tsung.
First the ghost carried him for some distance.
“How heavy you are!” said the ghost. “Are you really
a spectre?”
“I am a new ghost,” answered Tsung. “That is why
I am heavier than usual.”
Then he carried the ghost, who was no weight at all.
And so they went on, changing several times.
L “As I am a new ghost,” said Tsung presently, “I don’t
know what we spectres are most afraid of.”
“Being spat at by men — that is all.”
. They went on in company till they came to a stream.
Tsung told the ghost to cross first, which it did without
a sound. But Tsung made quite a splash.
. “Why do you make such a noise?” inquired the ghost.
i ‘w“I only died recently. I am not used to fording streams.
pu must excuse me.”
As they approached the city, Tsung threw the ghost
er his shoulder and held it tight. The ghost gave




a screech and begged to be put down, but Tsung would
not listen and made straight for the market. When he
set the ghost down it had turned into a goat. He
promptly sold it, having first spat at it to prevent it
changing its form again. Then he left, the richer by
one thousand five hundred coins.

So the saying spread:

Tsung Ting-po did better than most—
He made money by selling a ghost.

THE SHRINE TO THE ANGRY BULL

In Wutu County stands the Shrine to the Angry Bull.
They say this deity was a giant catalpa tree on the south
hill. In the twenty-seventh year of his reign, Duke Wen
of Chin sent men to fell this tree, but each time they
gashed the trunk it healed again. Even when the duke
sent forty men with axes, they could not cut it down.
Tired out, they all went home except one man who was
uniable to leave because he had hurt his foot. He lay
down under the tree, and there he heard two spirits
talking. , : .
. Said one: “Have you not had enough of fighting?”

Said the other: “It is tedious, certainly.” :

“What if the duke goes on and on?”

“What harm can he do me?”

“Suppose he sends men in red to sprinkle ashes on
you?” . . -
At that the other was silent.

The wounded mah reported this to the duke, who
told his men to put on red clothes and sprinkle ashes on
each cut they made. .By this means the tree was felled.
It changed into a bull which plunged into the stream.
Because of this a shrine was erected here,




THE LOST HORSE

The city tribune, Pao Hsuan, was a native of Shang-
tang whose other name was Tzu-tu. As a young man
he was on his way to the capital for an examination
when he met a scholar travelling alone who had a pain
in his chest. Pao alighted from his carriage to attend
{0 him. But very soon the other died, not having dis-
closed his name, leaving a scroll of writing and ten silver
pieces. Pao spent one piece of silver on the funeral,
placed the rest under the dead man’s head and spread the
scroll over his body. After mourning he left him, saying:

“If your spirit is conscious after death, let your family
know where you are. I have business and cannot stay
with you any longer.” '
'~ When Pao reached the capital a fine steed attached
itself to him but would let no one else approach it. Re-
turning home Pao lost his way, and went up to a noble-
man’s house, hoping they might put him up for the night.
He asked for the master, and gave the slave his card.
‘When the slave saw the horse, he hastened in to report
to the nobleman:

“The stranger outside has stolen that steed you lost.”

His master said: ‘“Pao Hsuan is a well-known scholar
of Shangtang. There must be some reason for this.” He

asked Pao: “How did you come by this horse which I

lost the other year?”

Pao told him: “On my way to the capital I met a
scholar who died on the road. . . .” He told the whole
story from beginning to end. The nobleman was aghast.
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“That was my son!’ he cried. -
He went to fetch the coffin, and upon opening it found
the silver and scroll there just as Pao had said. Then
the nobleman went to court to recommend Pao, and Pao’s

fame spread far and wide.



THE HAUNTED HOUSE

Chang Fen was a rich man of the principality of Wei.
Suddenly falling into a decline, he sold his house to the
Cheng family of Liyang. But after moving in, one after
another they fell ill and died. Then they in turn sold
the house to Ho Wen of Yeh.

One evening Ho sat with drawn sword on the beam
in the main hall facing south. At the second watch, he
saw a figure over ten feet high come in, dressed in a
tall hat and yellow garment.

“Slender Waist!” called this apparition. “Why do I
smell a living man?”

“There is no one here,” was the answer.

Then another in a tall hat and green came in, and after
him another in a tall hat and white. Both asked the
same question and received the same answer.

When it was nearly dawn, Ho came down and called
“Slender Waist!” as the others had.

“Who is the one in yellow?” he demanded.

“Gold,” came the answer. “Under the west wall of
the hall.”

“Who is the one in green?”

“Copper, five paces from the well in front of the hall.”

“Who is the one in white?”

“Silver, beneath the pillar in the north-east corner.”

“And who are you?”

“A pestle under the stove.”

At daybreak Ho dug where he had been told, and found
five hundred catties of gold, five hundred catties of silver,
and more than ten million copper coins. When he burned
the pestle the house ceased to be haunted.

THE PRINCE OF SUIYANG’S DAUGHTER

The scholar Tan was still unmarried at forty, much to
his distress. One night he was studying The Book of
Songs at midnight when a girl of about sixteen came in.
Her beauty and splendour had no equal on earth, and
she offered to be his wife. She warned him, though:

“I am no ordinary woman. For three years you must
not look at me by torchlight.”

They married and had a son, and when the boy was
two years old, Tan could contain his curiosity no longer.
While his wife lay asleep he held a torch over her. From
the waist up she was flesh like any other woman, but
from the waist down she was nothing but dry bones!
Just then his wife woke up.

“You have wronged me, husband!” she cried. “I was
soon to have become a mortal. Why couldn’t you wait
for one more year instead of holding that torch over me?”

Tan made abject apologies.

“Now we must part for ever,” she said in tears. “You
must take good care of my son. If you are too poor to
support yourself, come with me now and I shall give
you a present.”

He followed her into a splendid hall — a rare building
richly furnished — where she gave him a robe made of
pearls.

“You can live on this,” she told him.

And she tore a strip from his gown.

Later Tan sold the robe to the prince of Suiyang for
ten million coins. As soon as the prince set eyes on it,
he said:

“That belonged to my daughter. This fellow must
be a grave-robber.”



He had Tan tried, and refused to believe his story.
But upon inspecting the grave, they found it unbroken.
And when they opened it, under the coffin lid they dis-
covered the strip of Tan’s garment. They perceived that
his son resembled the princess too. So at last the prince
was convinced. Summoning Tan, he returned him the
robe and made him his son-in-law, while the child was
recommended for a post in the palace guard.

WOMAN INTO CARP

A man of Pengcheng took a wife but had no liking for
her, and started sleepmg outside. After a month or more
she asked:

“Why don’t you come home'?”

“Because you slip out every night,” was his reply.

“I never have!’ she declared.

Her husband was surprised.

“As you let your fancy wander, you have been
bewitched,” his wife told him. “Next time someone
comes, seize hold of her and fetch a light to find out what
creature it is.”

‘Later on a strange woman came pretending to be his
wife, but hesitated on the threshold and had to be pushed
in. As soon as she was in bed the man seized her and
asked:

“Why do you go out every night?”

_ “You are having an affair with that girl in the east
house,” was the answer. ‘“You have made up this story
of ghosts to excuse yourself.”

Then he let her off and they slept together. In the
middle of the night it came to him:

“] am bewitched — this is not my wife!”

He seized her and shouted for a torch. The woman
shrank and shrivelled, and when he looked she was a
carp two feet long.



THE RAT IN HUMAN DRESS

During the Cheng Shih period (240-248) Chou Nan,
Prince of Chungshan, was the governor of Hsiangyi. One
day a rat in human dress came out of its hole into his
hall, and told him that on such-and-such a day in such-
and-such a month he would die. Chou Nan made no
reply, and the rat returned to its hole. When the day
arrived, the rat came out again in an official cap and
red dress.

“Chou Nan, you will die at noon,” it said.

Again Chou Nan made no reply, and the rat went
slowly back into its hole. Later it came out again and
said:

“It is nearly noon.”

It withdrew, but returned several times to repeat its

warning. At the hour of noon the rat said:

" “Chou Nan, if you will not answer, what can I say?”

It staggered and fell down dead, its clothes disappear-
ing. Chou Nan bade an attendant bring him its body
for examination. It looked like any ordinary rat.
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TUNG YUNG AND THE WEAVING MAID

In the Han dynasty there lived a man of Chiencheng
named Tung Yung. Having lost his mother as a child,
he helped his father till the land and pull their cart.
When his father died and he had no money for the
funeral, he sold himself as a slave to pay for it. ~His
master, knowing of his piety, gave him ten thousand
coins and sent him off. After he had observed the three
years’ mourning, he went back to serve as a slave, and
met a woman on the road who offered to be his wife.
So they went on together.

His master told him: “That money was a gift.”

But Tung replied: “Thanks to your help I was able
to bury my father fittingly. Though I am low-born, I
shall work hard to repay your kindness.”

His master asked: ‘“What can this woman do?”

Tung answered: “She can weave.”

His master said: “In that case, let her just weave me
a hundred rolls of silk.”

Then Tung Yung’s wife wove silk for this family,
finishing her task in ten days. When she left she told
Tung Yung:

“I am the Weaving Maid from Heaven. Because you
are a filial son, the Heavenly Emperor ordered me to
help you repay your debt.”

Having said this she soared up into the air and dis~
appeared.
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THE JADE MAIDEN

Hsuan Chao was secretary in the provincial govern-
ment of Chipei. During the Chiaping period (249-253)
of the Wei dynasty, he dreamed that a goddess had come
to his lonely bed.

“I am the Jade Maiden from Heaven,” she announced.
“A native of Tungchun named Cheng-kung, I lost my
parents when I was a child. And the Heavenly Emperor,
pitying my loneliness, has sent me to be your wife.”

This dream was remarkably vivid, and Hsuan mar-
velled at her more than mortal beauty. When he awoke
he longed for her as if she were close at hand. So three
or four nights passed.

Then one day she came to visit him in person, ndlng
in a curtained carriage with eight serving-maids dressed
in embroidered silks, each lovely as a winged fairly.
Though she told him her age was seventy, she looked like
a girl of sixteen. In her carriage were a wine-pot and
dishes —five pieces of pale green glassware. The food
and wine were exquisite, and as she shared them with
Hsuan she said to him:

“I am the Jade Maiden sent from Heaven to marry
you —that is why I am here. It is not to repay former
kindness, but because we were destined to be husband
and wife. I cannot advance you, but neither will I harm
you. You can ride with me in swift carriages or on good
steeds, you can share with me food and drink from dis-
tant lands, and you will never want for clothes. Since
I am immortal I cannot bear you a son; but I will not be
jealous of other women, and you may still marry accord-
ing to the custom.”
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* Thus they lived ‘as husband and wife, and she pre-‘
sented him with a poem which began:

High above fairy islands,

I drift over rocks and clouds;

The sacred herb grows without nourishment,
And its great virtue lasts to the end of time.
Immortals never descend to earth for nothing,
But to help men as fate decrees.

Accepting me will bring you prosperity,
Offending me will cause you calamity. .

There was more in the same vein, but since the poem
came to over two hundred words we will not quote it
in full. She also made notes on The Book of Change,
giving explanations for the hexagrams and sayings.
These commentaries were logically reasoned and as fit
for divination as Yang Hsiung’s Tai Hsuan or Hsueh’s
Chung Ching. Though Hsuan could not understand
them fully, he used them as oracles to divine the future.

When Hsuan and this immortal had lived together for
seven or eight years, his parents found him a wife. Then
the Jade Maiden feasted and slept with him on certain
days only, coming at night and leaving at dawn as swiftly
as if on wings, and none but Hsuan could see her. Voices
were heard when he was alone, and her presence was
felt though she was invisible. Later prying friends
questioned him, and learned his secret. Then the Jade
Maiden took her leave.

“I am an immortal,” she said. “I did not want my
visits to you known. Since you have been careless
enough to reveal my secret, I shall not come back again.
We have loved each other for many years, and now that
we must part how can I help grieving? But what must
be must be. Take good care of yourself.”

She bade her attendants bring wine and food, and took
from a basket two sets of silk garments for him. She
also gave him a poem. Then after a last embrace they
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wept and parted. She mounted her carriage silently and
left swiftly as the wind. For days Hsuan pined for her
and nearly fell ill.

Five years later, official business took Hsuan to Loyang.
He was travelling westward at the foot of Yu Mountain
when he saw at a bend in the road a carriage like hers.
‘When the carriage drew near, it proved indeed to belong
to the Jade Maiden. She parted the curtains and they
greeted each other with mingled joy and sorrow. Then
she turned back and rode with him to Loyang, where
they lived together again and renewed their love. They
were still together in the Taikang period (28-289) of the
Tsin dynasty, though she did not come every day. Only
on the third of the third month, the fifth of the fifth
month, the seventh of the seventh month, the ninth
of the ninth month, and the first and fifteenth of the
tenth month would she spend the night with him, leav-
ing at dawn. Inspired by this story, the scholar Chang
Hua wrote a poem called The Fairy Maid.
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THE LORD OF TAISHAN

Hu-mu Pan, whose other name was Chi-yu, was a
native of Taishan. One day in the forest at the foot of
the mountain he met a red-coated horseman, who called
to him:

“The Lord of Taishan requests: your company.”

.Taken aback, Hu-mu hesitated to reply. But when
anpther ‘horseman came to call him, he followed them
several dozen yards till they bade him close his eyes.
Then he saw a magnificent palace, He went in to pay
his respects to the god, who feasted him.and said:

- “My sole motive in asking to see you was to beg you
to take a letter to my son-in-law.” )
. “Where is your daughter’s palace"” inquired Hu-mu

“She is the River God’s wife.”.

“I shall certainly take your letter but how can I reach
her?”

“Stop your boat in xmdstream and call her maid. Some—
one will come for the letter.” : »

Then Hu-mu took his leave. Again the horsemen bade
him close his eyes, and soon he found himself -on the
same path as before. He went west and did as the god
had said.. When he called the River God’s maid, a woman
emerged took the letter and dlsappeared into the river.
She appeared again to say:

“The River God wishes to meet you.”

-And she told him to close his eyes. Then Hu—mu pa1d
his respects to the River God, who entertained him to a
sumptuous feast and showed him great courtesy. When
he was leaving the god said to him:

“I am grateful to you for coming all th1s way with the
letter, but I do not know what to give you.”
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Then he told his followers to fetch his silk sandals as
a gift for Hu-mu. Upon leaving him, Hu-mu found him-
self suddenly in his boat. He went on to Changan and
returned after a year. When he reached the mountain
he did not dare pass by without a word. He knocked
on a tree, announcing himself, and reported that he
brought news from the capital. The same horsemen came
out and led him as before to the god, to whom he pre-
sented a letter. The Lord of Taishan bade him good
speed and promised to repay his kindness. Then Hu-
mu went to the privy, where he found his father in chains
with some other prisoners who were doing hard labour
there. Hu-mu went forward and bowed, shedding tears.

“How did you come to this, sir?”

His father replied: “Alas! After my death I was
sentenced to penal servitude for three years. I have
just served two of them. The work is unbearably hard.
I hear you are a friend of the Lord of Taishan. I wish
you would put in a word to get me off. I would like
to go back to my village.”

Then Hu-mu kowtowed to the god and pleaded for
his father, The Lord of Taishan said:

“It is not that I grudge you anything. But dead and
living have different ways and should not mingle.”

Hu-mu pleaded again and again, and did not leave
until the lord consented. After he had been home for
more than a year, however, most of his children died,
and in great alarm he went back to Taishan. He knocked
on the tree and asked to see the god, and the same horse-
men conducted him there,

“Since I left you to return home nearly all my sons
have died,” lamented Hu-mu. “For fear these misfor-
tunes may continue, I have come to report this and beg
you to have pity.” ‘

The god clapped his hands and laughed.

“What did I tell you? Living and dead have different
ways and should not be near each other.”
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He sent men to summon Hu-mu’s father. Soon the
old man came to the court. The Lord of Taishan said:

“Since you asked to go back to your village, you should
have rendered assistance to your descendants. How is
it that all these children died?”

Hu-mu’s father replied: “Having been away from my
native district so long I was overjoyed to be back. When
I had enough wine and food, I longed to have my grand-
sons with me —so I summoned them.”

The god ordered another spirit to take his place, and
Hu-mu’s father left in tears. After Hu-mu’s return all

* his children remained safe and sound.
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THE LORD OF LUSHAN

Chang Pu, whose other name was Kung-chih and
whose native place is not known, served as governor of
Wu. On his way back to the capital from this post he
passed Lushan, and his children visited the temple on
the mountain.  Their maid pointed to an image and
teased Chang’s daughter:

“We shall marry you to this god!”

That night Chang’s wife dreamed that the Lord of
Lushan had come with betrothal gifts.

“My son is a worthless fellow. We are grateful to
you for choosing him as your son-in-law. I have brought
these gifts to express my thanks.”

The wife woke up, amazed. Told by the maid what
had happened at the temple, she implored her husband
to set off again at once. In midstream their boat stopped
short, and terror seized them all. They threw their pos-
sessions overboard, but still the boat would not move.
Then some suggested that if the daughter were thrown
into the Yangtse the vessel would proceed.

“The god’s wishes are clear,” they said. ‘“Why sacri-
fice the whole household for one child?”

But Chang said: “I cannot bear to watch it.”

He told his wife to throw the girl into the water, while
he himself lay down. The girl’s mother substituted the
daughter of Chang’s dead brother for their own. She
placed a mat on the water and made her sit on it. There-
upon the boat moved off. When Chang saw his daughter
still aboard he was very angry.

“How can I face the world again?” he cried.

So he threw his own child into the water too.
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After they had crossed the river, he saw the two girls
with an officer on the bank.

“I am the Lord of Lushan’s secretary,” said the officer.
“He sends you his thanks and says that he knows the
daughters of men should not marry immortals. He is so
impressed by your loyalty to your brother that he has
sent both girls back.”

Later Chang asked the girls what had happened. They
had simply seen fine buildings, officers and men, but had
never known that they were under the water.
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SISTER TING

Ting, a girl of sixteen from Tanyang, married Hsieh
of Chuanchiao south of the Huai River. Her mother-
in-law was a shrew, and unless the girl finished her tasks
by a certain time she was cruelly whipped or beaten.
On the ninth day of the ninth month that year, Ting
hanged herself. Her spirit haunted men, and through
the witch-doctors she announced:

“Because I pity young wives who have no respite from
their toil, let them rest on the ninth day of the ninth
month. No work should be done that day.”

She also appeared in human form in a green dress,
attended by a maid. She went to Niuchu Ford to find
someone to ferry her across the river. When she asked
two men who were fishing to take her on their boat, they
jeered at her.

“Be our wife, and we’ll row you across!”

“I thought you were decent folk, but I see you are
fools,” she retorted. “If you are men, you will perish
in the mud. If you are ghosts, you will vanish in the
water.”

Then she went to the reedy shore. Soon an old man
arrived with a boat laden with hay, and she asked him
to take her across.

The old man said: “My boat has no awning. How
can you go uncovered? This is no way for a lady to
travel.”

But she said it did not matter; so the old man removed
half the hay from his boat, and ferried her slowly across.
When she reached the south bank and was leaving, she
told him:
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“l am no living woman but a spirit. I could have
crossed the stream myself, but I wanted my presence
known. It was very good of you to leave your load to
ferry me across. I am most grateful and shall repay your
kindness. If you go back now, you will see a strange sight
and find something to your advantage.”

The old man said: “I'm afraid you had an uncomfort-

able crossing — how can I let you thank me?”
- Upon returning to the west bank, he discovered two
men lying face down in the water. A little further on
he found thousands of fish leaping ashore, blown by
the wind. So the old man abandoned his hay and went
back with a load of fish. Ting’s ghost returned to Tan-
yang, and everyone south of the Yangtse called her Sister
Ting. The ninth day of the ninth month is a holiday for
women, who do no work that day. Even now there are
shrines far and wide to Sister Ting.
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THE SWORD-MAKER

Because Kanchiang Moya took three years to forge a
pair of swords for the king of Chu, the king was angry
and determined to kill him. One sword was male, the
other female. Kanchiang’s wife was about to give birth,
and her husband told her: '

“I have taken three years to make these swords for the
king. Now he is angry. When I go there he will kill
me. If you give birth to a son, once he is grown tell
him that if he goes out and faces the south hill he will
see a pine growing on a stone with a sword in its back.”

Then Kanchiang took the female sword to the king.
The king flew into a rage, for he knew that there were
two swords, one male and one female, and the female
sword was there but not the male. In a passion he killed
the sword-maker.

Kanchiang’s son was named Chih. When he grew up
he asked his mother:

“Where is my father?”

She told him:

“Your father took three years to make a pair of swords
for the king of Chu. The king was angry and killed
him. But before he left home he bade me tell you that
if you go out and face the south hill, you will find a pine
growing on a stone with a sword in its back.”

The son went out and faced south, but he saw no hill.

All he saw was a pine-wood pillar on a stone base in

front of the hall. Cutting it open with his axe, he found
the sword. Then day and night he thirsted for revenge.

The king saw in a dream a boy with a brow one foot
across who wanted to take revenge on him. He offered
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a thousand gold pieces for his head. And when Chih
heard this he fled lamenting to the mountains. There
a stranger accosted him.

“You are young,” he said. “Why should you wail so
bitterly?”

“I am the son of Kanchiang Moya. The king of Chu
killed my father. I want revenge.”

“I hear the king has offered a thousand gold pieces for
your head. Give me your head and your sword, and I
will avenge you.”

“Very well,” agreed the boy.

Then he killed himself and, standing upright, presented
his head and the sword with both hands to the other.

“I shall not let you down,” promised the stranger.

Then the boy’s body fell to the ground.

The stranger took the head to the king, who was very
pleased.

“This is the head of a brave man,” said the stranger.
“You should boil it in a seething cauldron.”

The king did as he said. But even after three days
and three nights the head would not melt away. It
leaped out of the boiling water and glared in anger.

“This boy’s head will not melt,” said the stranger,
“until Your Majesty comes to look at it.”

When the king walked up, the stranger drew the sword
and struck his head off into the boiling water. He then
cut off his own head, which fell into the cauldron too,
and all three heads melted and intermingled. So the
flesh and the soup were divided into three portions and
buried in a place called the Grave of the Three Kings.
This grave is in the county of Yichun north of Junan.
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HAN PING AND HIS WIFE

Han Ping, steward to Prince Kang of Sung, married
a beautiful daughter of the Ho family. But the prince
stole her from him. When Han protested, he was im-
prisoned and sentenced to hard labour on the city wall.
His wife wrote him a secret message:

Rain, ceaseless rain,
Wide the river, deep the flood,
Yet sunrise is in my heart.

~ This letter fell into the hands of the prince, who
showed it to his followers, but none could make out its
meaning until the minister Su Ho said:

“The first line means that she longs for him con-
tinuously, the second that they have no way of meeting,
the third that she intends to take her life.”

Then Han Ping killed himself.

His wife secretly tore her clothes, and when the prince
went up the tower with her, she threw herself from the
top. His followers tried to seize her, but her clothes
came away in their hands and she was dashed to death.
On her belt she had left this message:

“Your Highness wished me to live, but your servant
chose to die. Please bury me with Han Ping.”

The prince was angry and refused her request, order-
ing the local people to.bury her in a separate grave. -

“You speak of your undying love,” sneered the prince.
“If you can make these tombs come together, I will not
stand in your way.”

Then within one day two great catalpa trees sprang up
above the two graves. In ten days they grew to an enor-
mous size. Their branches inclined towards each other,
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their roots intertwined beneath the soil, and their twigs
interlaced above. And two love birds, one male and one
female, stayed on these trees, not departing morning or
night. They billed and cooed plaintively, and uttered
heart-rending cries. The people of Sung lamented the
lovers’ death and called these trees “The Trees of Love.”
The southerners say these birds are the spirits of Han
Ping and his wife. In Suiyang today there is a town
named Hanping, and men still sing of the lovers.
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TWO FRIENDS

During the Han dynasty a man named Fan Shih, whose
-other name was Chu-ching, lived in Chinhsiang County
in Shanyang. He was devoted to Chang Shao of Junan,
‘whose other name was Yuan-po. Both men studied in
‘the Imperial Academy, and when they left to go home
Fan told Chang:

“Two years from now I shall call on your family.”

So they fixed upon a date. When the time appointed
drew near, Chang asked his mother to prepare for a
guest,

His mother said: “You have not seen him for two
years and he is far away. How can you believe him
.so implicitly?”

“Fan can be trusted. He never breaks his word.”

“In that case, I shall prepare wine for you.”

On the appointed day Fan came. He ascended the
hall and greeted them, drinking wine and enjoying their
company before leaving. Later Chang fell ill and his
-disease proved mortal. Tao Chun-chang and Yin Tzu-
cheng, two friends from the same district, tended him
day and night. But on his death bed he sighed:

“Would I could see my best friend once again!”

Yin protested: “We have nursed you as well as we
could. What better friend do you have?”

“You are my friends in life,” replied Chang. “But
Fan of Shanyang is my friend even in death.”

Then he expired. Fan saw Chang in a dream, in
sandals and a dark hat with tassels, calling out that he
had died on such-and-such a day and would be buried
on such=and-such a day.
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“Chu-ching!’ he cried. “I shall remain for ever in
the nether regions. You have not forgotten me, but
when shall we meet again?”

When Fan awoke he sighed and shed tears. Then,
putting on mourning, he went on the day appointed to
the funeral. The ceremony started before he arrived;
but when the procession reached the burial ground the
coffin could not be moved forward. Chang’s mother
clapped her hand on it and asked:

“Are you expecting something?”

So they waited for a little. Presently they saw Fan
in a white carriage drawn by white horses. He was
weeping. Seeing him in the distance, Chang’s mother
said:

“This must be Fan Chu-ching.”

When Fan arrived, he clasped the coffin and cried:

“Go now! We are separated by death and must go
our different ways. Farewell!”

All the thousand mourners at the funeral shed tears.
Then Fan took the rope fastening the coffin, and it moved
forward. Fan stayed by the grave and planted trees
beside it before he left.
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THE DOG CALLED PAN HU

In the time of King Kao-hsin! an old woman in the
palace had a pain in her ear, and the physician who
treated her removed a worm as large as a cocoon. The
woman having left, the worm was placed in a gourd and
covered with a plate. It changed into a mottled dog,
which was given the name Pan Hu and kept in the palace.

At that time the Wu barbarians were strong and often
invaded the king’s territory; and the generals sent against
them could not defeat them. So the king offered a
thousand pounds of gold, a fief of ten thousand house-
holds, and the hand of his youngest daughter to whom-
soever should bring him the head of the chief of Wu.
Then Pan Hu came to the palace with a human head in
its mouth, and the king saw this was the head of the
enemy chieftain. He was at a loss what to do.

His ministers said: “Pan Hu is a beast. We cannot
give a dog gold and a fief, let alone a wife. Though it
has done this, no reward need be given.”

But the king’s youngest daughter, hearing this, pro-
tested to her father:

“Your Majesty promised to give me away in marriage
and the dog has brought you this, ridding our state of
a danger. This must be owing to the will of Heaven,
not to the dog’s intelligence. Kings and conquerors must
keep their word. You cannot break a promise made to
the people in order to save one girl, for that would bring
trouble on our land.”

1 According to legend, the great-grandson of the Yellow
Emperor.
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The king had perforce to agree, and he ordered her
to accompany Pan Hu. Then Pan Hu took the princess
to the southern hill which was overgrown with trees and
brambles, with no human habitation. She took off her
royal clothes and dressed as a slave to go with the dog
to a valley in the mountain, where they stayed in a
rocky cave. The king missed his daughter sadly, and
sent men in search of her. But whenever they went
out there was a storm: the hills quaked and were covered
with dark clouds which made it impossible for them to
find her.

Three years passed, and she gave birth to six boys and
six girls. After Pan Hu died the boys and girls married
each other. They made clothes of the bark of trees and
dyed them with seeds, for they loved colourful garments;
and they all had tails. Later their mother went back
and told the king what had happened. The king sent
envoys to fetch these children, and this time there was
no storm. Their clothes were garish and their speech
barbaric. They squatted to eat and drink, loved moun-
tains and hated cities. So to please them the king gave
them mountainous and marshy country, and they were
called the Man barbarians.
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HORSE INTO SILKWORM

It is said that in very ancient times a man made a
long journey, leaving only his daughter at home with
a stallion in her care. She was so lonely that she longed
for her father, and one day she said jokingly to the
horse:

“If you bring my father home, I will marry you!”

At once the horse broke its tether and galloped off to
where her father was. Surprised and pleased to see it,
he jumped into the saddle. The stallion kept whinnying
sadly, gazing back in the direction from which it had
come.

“There must be some reason for this,” thought the
man. “Can there have been an accident at home?”

Immediately he rode back. And because the beast
had shown such intelligence he treated it well, giving it
extra fodder. The horse would not eat, however, but
when it saw the girl pass in or out it would rear up in
excitement — this happened more than once. The father
was puzzled and secretly questioned his daughter, who
told him what must be the cause.

“Hush!” he said. “You will disgrace our family. You
had better not leave the house for the time being.”

He took a crossbow and killed the horse, then flayed
it and hung its hide in the courtyard.

When the man left home again, the girl and a neigh-
bour’s daughter started playing near the hide. The girl
kicked it, saying:

“You beast! How dare you think of marrying a girl?
Shot and flayed — you brought it on yourself!”

While she was speaking the hide reared up, wrapped
itself around her and made off. The neighbour’s daugh-
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ter was too afraid to try to rescue her. Instead she ran
to tell her father. When he came and searched for them
they had disappeared, but a few days later they were
found on a great tree. The girl and the hide had been
changed into a silkworm which was spinning silk on the
tree — spinning a large, thick cocoon the like of which
had never been seen before. The neighbouring women,
who kept these cocoons, made several times their former
profit. So the tree was named sang or mulberry, which
means “lost.”? Since then everyone has cultivated it, and
this is the silkworm which we have today.

13 sang for mulberry has the same sound as 3% sang mean-
ing “lost.”
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THE OLD MAN IN THE HOUSE

During the Chienan period (196-219) in the reign of
Emperor Hsien Ti of Han, there were strange happenings
in a house in Tungchun. Pots and crockery clattered
in an empty room as if someone were knocking them;
dishes disappeared before men’s eyes, and when the hens
laid eggs these vanished too. This went on for several
years, until the whole household was worried. They
prepared a number of good dishes, covered them and put
them in a certain room while they hid behind a door
to watch. When the Thing came again and the same
noises were heard, they immediately closed the door and
searched the room — but nothing could they find. They
struck out with sticks in the dark until after some time,
in one corner of the room, they hit something.

“Help! Help!” a voice groaned. “I am dying!”

They opened the door and found an old man more than
a hundred years old. His speech was odd and he looked
half man half beast. When they asked where he came
from they discovered that his home was not many miles
away. The old man’s relatives had lost him for more
than ten years, and were torn between grief and joy at
finding him. After another year they lost him again.
Similar strange happenings were reported in the prin-
cipality of Chenliu, and it was generally believed that
this must be due to the same old man.
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THE OLD MAN AND THE DEVILS

hin Chu-po of the principality of Langya was sixty.
OrSe night affer drinking, as he passed Pengshap Temple,
he saw his two grandsons coming towards him. They
took his arms and helped him along for about a hundred
paces. Then they seized him by the neck and threw

i the ground.
hll:f‘lo';g slaveg;’ they swore. “You beat us up the other
day, so today we are going to kill you.”

Remembering that he had indeed beaten the boys some
days ago, he pretended to be dead, and theyhleft him
there. When he got home he decided to pt'xmsh them.
Shocked and distressed they apologized to him. .

“How could your own grandsons do SU.CI‘.I a thing?
they protested. “Those must have been devils. Please
make another test.” "

He realized they were right.

A few days latZr the old man pretended to be drunk
and walked past the temple again. Once more the .two
devils came to take his arms, and this time _he seized
them so that they could not escape. Reaching home,
he put both devils on the fire, until their backs an_d bel-
lies were scorched and cracked. He left them in the
courtyard, and that night they escaped. Sorry that he
had not killed them, about a month later the o}d man
pretended to be drunk and went out at night again, tak-
ing a sword, unknown to his family. When he did not
come back though it was very late, his grandsons feared
the devils had caught him again. They went to look
for him. And this time the old man hacked his own grand-
sons to death.
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THE KING OF WU'S DAUGHTER

Fu Chai, the king of Wu, had a gifted and beautiful
daughter of eighteen named Tzu Yu, who fell in love with
a learned youth of nineteen, Han Chung. They ex-
changed secret messages and she promised to marry him.
When Han went north to study he asked his parents to
arrange the match; but the king refused in great anger.
Then the princess died of a broken heart and was buried
outside the West Gate.

Three years later Han returned and questioned his
parents.

“The king flew into a rage and the princess died of
a broken heart,” they told him. ‘“Now she is in her
grave.”

At that Han wept bitterly. He prepared a sacrifice to
mourn for her. Then the princess appeared from her
grave and said with tears:

“When you left you asked your parents to approach
my father, and we thought our wish would surely be
granted. But alas! fate was against us.”

With a sidelong glance, she hung her head and sang:

Crows were on the southern hill,
Nets upon the north were spread;
Traps were laid, but laid in vain,
Far away the birds have fled.
Fain would I have followed you
But obstructions barred the way;
Falling ill of grief I died,

Under yellow earth I lay;

Pity my unhappy fate,

Doomed to weep day after day!
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Phoenix is the chief and queen

Whom each lesser fowl reveres;

Phoenix, when she lost her mate,

Wept and mourned for three whole years.
Phoenix could not find a mate

Though bright songsters filled the skies;
So despite my humble looks, '

I appear before your eyes;

And though torn so far apart,

Still you keep me in your heart.

_ After this song she sobbed bitterly, unable to control
her grief, and begged Han to accompany her into the
grave. » :

“Dead and living must go different ways,” said Han.
“I fear that would hardly be fitting. I had better not.”.

“I know that dead and living go different ways,” she
replied. “But once we part we shall never meet again.
Are you afraid that now I am a ghost I will harm you?
I am completely sincere — why don’t you trust me?”

Touched by her words, Han saw her back. In the
grave they feasted for three days and three nights, and
completed the rites of marriage. When he was leaving
she gave him a pear] one inch across.

“My reputation was ruined and I never attained my
heart’s desire,” she sighed. “What more is there to say?
Take good care of yourself, and if you pass the palace,
pay my respects to the king.”

When Han left the grave he went to the king and told
him what had happened. Fu Chai flew into a passion.

“My daughter is dead!” he exclaimed. “This fellow
is lying to dishonour the dead. He is simply a grave-
robber who has stolen this pearl and trumped up this
story of a ghost. Arrest him at once!”

But the young man escaped and went back to the grave
where he reported this to the princess.
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“Don’t worry,” she said. “I shall speak to the king
myself.” C

Then she appeared to her father as he was dressing.
Joy, sorrow and amazement overcame him.

“What brings you back to life?” he demanded.

“When the young scholar Han Chung asked for my
hand, you refused him,” she replied, kneeling. “Having
lost my good name and broken faith, I died. Recently
he came back from far away, and hearing that I was dead
he prepared a sacrifice fo mourn at my grave. 1 was
so touched by his loyalty that I appeared to him and
gave him that pearl. He is no grave-robber. Please don’t
punish him.” ‘

When the queen heard this she came out to embrace.

her child. But the princess vanished like a puff of
smoke. ’
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MARRIED TO A GHOST

Lu Chung was a native of the principality of Fanyang.
Thirty i west of his house was the graveyard of the
Tsui family, one of whom had held office as imperial
custodian.  The day before the winter solstice when Lu
was twenty, he went out in a westerly direction to hunt.
He sighted a deer and pierced it with an arrow, but
after falling it struggled up again. Then Lu gave chase
and pursued it for some distance till suddenly, a few
hundred yards to the north, he saw a large, tiled man-
sion resembling a government office. The deer had
disappeared. The guard at the gate called out at his
approach. o .

“Whose house is this?” asked Lu.

“The house of the imperial custodian.”

* “T am toc shabby to call on him,” said Lu.

Someone came out with an armful of new clothes and
a new hat.

“Our master presents you with these,” he announced.

Lu changed his clothes and went in to see the imperial
custodian, to whom he introduced himself. After they
had drunk and eaten several courses, his host said to
Lu: '

~“Your father recenfly honoured our humble house by
writing_‘to ask for my daughter’s hand for you. This is
why I invited you in.”

He showed Lu the letter., And though Lu had been a
child when his father died, he could recognize the writ-
ing. With tears in his eyes he consented. Then the
imperial custodian sent a message to the inner chambers
that Lu Chung had arrived and his daughter shoyld dress
for her wedding. He bade Lu go to the east chamber.
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By dusk word came from within that the girl was ready.
When Lu entered the east chamber, she had alighted
from her carriage. They stood on the carpet and bowed
together, after which Lu stayed the customary three
days. Then Tsui said to him: . .

“You may go home now. I fancy my daughter has
concelved If she gives birth to a son, rest assured we
W111 send h1m to you. If toa daughter we will keep her
ourselves n

He ‘ordered h1s men to harness the carriage for Lu,
who took his leave and went out. The imperial custodian
saw him to the middle gate where they shook hands and
shed tears. Outside the gate, Lu saw an ox-cart with
a driver in blue, and found his old clothes-as well as his
bow and arrows. Then a man was sent out with a suit
of clothes which he -gave ‘to Lu with this message from
his. master “We have just become related by marriage,
and are very sorry that you are leaving so soon. - Please
accept this suit of clothes: and bedding.”

Lu mounted the cart which travelled as sw1ft1y as
lightning. In no time he was home. When his relatives
saw him, they did not know whether to be glad or sorry.
The knowledge that Tsui the imperial custodian was dead
and that Lu had been m hxs grave made them rather
uneasy.

Four years later, on, the th1rd day of the thu‘d month,
Lu was strolling by the stream when he observed two
carts drawn by oxen approach through the water. As
they neared the bank, all those who were with him saw
them Lu opened the door at the back of the first cart
and found Tsui’'s daughter with a three—year-old boy.
He was overjoyed to see her, and wanted to take her
hand But she pointed at the cart behind.

. “You had better see my father first!” . :

So he greeted the 1mper1a1 custodlan The girl gave
the baby to Lu, -and, presented him with a golden bowl
agd__ a poem Wh_lch read as foll_ows

38

How beautiful and bright

The glorious herb divine;

Which shines at the appointed hour
With splendour strange and fine.

But’ere the herb can bloom

"Tis killed by summer frost;

Its grace destroyed for ever more,
Its splendid beauty lost.

Who knows the will of Heaven?

A stranger seeks our gate —

We meet but all too soon must part,
For men are rulled by fate.

What gift can I bestow?

This bowl I give my son;

And now we part for ever more,
Our love is past and done!

As soon as Lu took the child, the bowl and the poem,
the two carts disappeared. When he carried the small
boy home, everyone feared it must be a ghost and spat
at it from a distance, but the child remained unchanged.

“Who is your father?” they asked.

It ran straight into Lu’s arms.

At first all were amazed and felt forebodings; but when
they read the poem they knew there was much myste-
rious traffic between the living and the dead.

Later Lu drove to the market to sell the bowl. He
asked a very high price, for actually what he wanted
was not to sell it but to find someone to identify it. An
old woman slave recognized it, and went to tell her
mistress:

“In the market I saw a man in a cart selling that bowl
which was in Miss Tsui’s coffin.”

Her mistress was the girl’s aunt. She sent her son
to look at the bowl, and when he found that what the

39



slave said was true he went to Lu’s cart and introduced
himself.

“One of my aunts married the imperial custodian and
had a daughter,” he said. “The girl died before her
marriage, and my mother in her grief presented a golden
bowl to put in the coffin. Can you tell me how you
came by this bowl?”

Lu told him the story, at which the young man was
moved. He took the bowl back to his mother, who asked
to see the dead girl’s son. All the Tsui clansmen assem-
bled; and when they found that the child looked like
one of themselves yet resembled Lu as well, they believ-
ed him.

“My niece was born at the end of the third month,”
said the aunt. “Her father said, ‘The spring is warm
and we hope the infant will prosper, so let us name her
Wen-hsiu (warm and prosperous).’” The name sounded
like ‘wedded in the grave.” That was surely an omen.”

The boy grew into a talented man, and became a pro-
vincial governor with a two-thousand-bushel salary. All
his descendants to this day have held official posts,
while one, Lu Chih, was famed throughout the empire.
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THE YOUNG MAN ON THE TREE

During the reign of Sun Hao of the Wu dynasty, Chu
Tan, whose other name was Yung-chang, was promoted
from the post of civil officer of Huainan to the gover-
norship of Chienan. His secretary’s wife was possessed
by an evil spirit. At first her husband suspected her of
playing him false. One day, therefore, after pretending
to leave the house, he spied on her through a hole in
the wall. He saw his wife weaving at her loom and
holding a laughing conversation with someone some
distance away on the mulberry tree. In this tree the
secretary observed a youth of about fifteen in a black
suit and black cap. Thinking this must be a messenger,
he shot at him with his crossbow, whereupon the lad
changed into a cicada as large as a winnowing fan and
flew off. At the same time the wife exclaimed:

“Ah! Someone has shot you!”

The secretary was amazed. Some time later he saw
two boys talking together on the road. One said:

“Why haven’t I seen you for so long?”

The other was the lad who had been on the tree. He
answered:

“I was unlucky enough to be shot, and it took me a
long time to recover.”

“How are you now?” asked the first.

“I treated my wound with some ointment from the
beam in Governor Chu’s house,” was the reply. “Now
I am better.”

The secretary asked the governor:

“Do you know someone has been stealing your oint-
ment?”
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“Impossible,” said the governor. *“My ointment has
been on the beam all this time.”

The secretary said: “No. You had better look.”

The governor did not believe him, and when he looked
he found the seal unbroken.

“That fellow is talking nonsense!” he declared. “The
ointment is untouched.”

But the secretary insisted: “Open the packet.”

Then the governor found the ointment inside half
gone, and noticed the marks of nails. He was shocked,
and asked for an explanation. Then his secretary related
the whole story.
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THE GHOST MET AT NIGHT

During the Huangchu period of the Wei dynasty, a
man was riding at night through Tunchiu when he saw
on the road a creature the size of a rabbit with eyes
like two round mirrors. This thing leaped up and down
in front of his horse so that it could not go on. And
when the rider fell to the ground in fright, the appari-
tion tried to catch him. The man fainted away with
terror. By and by he came to himself, and found the
monster gone. He remounted and rode on for several
miles till he met another traveller. After exchanging
greetings he told the stranger his story, saying how de-
lighted he was to have company.

The other said: “I was travelling alone, and am very
glad to have a companion on the road. Since you are
mounted and can go faster, you had better lead the way
and let me follow.”

So they went on.

Presently the stranger asked: “What did that appari-
tion look like to frighten you so?”

He answered: “It was the size of a rabbit, with eyes
like two round mirrors —a fearful sight!”

The other said: “Look at me!”

The man turned his head. His companion had changed
into the monster! This apparition leaped on to the horse,
and the rider fell to the ground and fainted away. His
family was surprised when the horse returned alone.
Going in search of him, they discovered him by the
roadside. He did not regain consciousness till the next
day, when he told them all that had happened.
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THE BRINDLED FOX AT THE
ANCIENT TOMB

- Chang Hua, whose other name was Mao-hsien, served
as chief minister under Emperor Huei of the Tsin
dynasty. - At that time in front of the tomb of King
Chao of Yen there lived a very ancient brindled fox,
able to assume other forms. One day it changed itself
into a scholar in order to call on Chang Hua. But first
it consulted the wooden pillar in front of the tomb.

“With my ability can I present myself to the chief
minister in this form?”

“With your subtle understanding there is nothing you
cannot do,” replied the pillar. “But Chang Hua is so
wise that you may find it hard to deceive him. Then
you will be insulted and not allowed to return. Not
only will you lose your chance of immortality but I shall
suffer too.”

The fox would not listen, however. It sent in its card
to Chang Hua. And when Chang Hua saw this debonair
young scholar with his jade-white complexion and grace-
ful, charming manner, he showed him great respect.
They talked of literature, arguing about form and sub-
stance, and Chang Hua learned much hitherto unknown
to him. Then they discussed history and philosophy, the
hidden meaning of Lao Tzu and Chuang Tzu, the finer
points of The Book of Songs, the ten sages, the three
virtues, the eight schools of Confucianism, the five types
of ceremony—and Chang Hua was worsted in every
argument. He sighed and said:

“There can be no such youth as this in the world!
This is either a spirit or a fox.”
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He detained the young man under guard. The scholar
protested:

“You should honour talent, noble sir, and show tol-
erance, commending the good and displaying modesty.
Why take offence if others are learned? Is this in accord-
ance with Mo Tzu’s principle of Universal Love?”

He asked permission to leave. But Chang Hua’s guards
would not let him pass the gate.

“You have armed guards and cavalry at the gate
said the scholar. “Evidently you suspect me. I fear
all men will take care to hold their tongues in future,
and those in search of knowledge will pass by your door.
I find this most deplorable, noble sir!”

Chang Hua made no reply, but ordered his men to
keep a strict watch. The magistrate of -Fengcheng at
that time was Lei Huan, whose other name was Kung-
chang, a man of great erudition. Now he called on Chang
Hua, who told him of this scholar.

“If you suspect him,” said Lei, “why not try him with
a hound?”

Then a hound was brought to test him, but the scholar
did not change colour.

“I am a man of talent,” he protested, “yet you take
me for a monster and confront me with a dog. You may
try ten thousand tricks, but you cannot harm me!”

When Chang Hua heard this he grew even more
enraged.

“Without any doubt this is a monster,” he said. “I
have heard that only ogres a few hundred years old are
afraid of dogs, not monsters who have lived nearly a
thousand years. But if you shine a torch made from
wood a thousand years old on them, they appear in their
true form.”

“Where can we get such wonderful wood a thousand
years old?” asked Lei.

“They say the wooden pillar in front of the tomb of
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King Chao of Yen is a thousand years old,” replied
Chang Hua.

He sent a man to cut it down. As the man approached
the place, a boy in dark clothes appeared and asked:

“What brings you here?”

“A young man has called on Minister Chang,” was the
answer. “He is so brilliant and eloquent that the minis-
ter suspects he is a monster. I have been sent to get that
pillar to burn by him.”

“The old fox is a fool!” cried the boy. “He would
not listen to me, and now I am involved in his trouble.
There is no escape!”

With a cry of anguish he vanished into thin air. When
the man cut down the pillar, blood flowed from it. Then
the wood was carried back and set aflame to cast its
light on the scholar, who was at once revealed as a
brindled fox.

“If these two creatures had not met me,” said Chang
Hua, “after a thousand years we could never have caught
them!”

He had the fox boiled in a cauldron.
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THE OLD CAT

During the Tsin dynasty a man of Wuhsing had two
sons. He often cursed, chased or beat them when they
were at work in the fields. The two young men told
their mother, who questioned her husband. Shocked to
realize that some spirit was taking his form, he advised
nis sons to draw their swords and kill it. Then the spirit
ceased to appear.

The father, worried lest his sons be overpowered by
the monster, went to the fields himself. But the sons,
mistaking him for the apparition, killed him and buried
him. Then the spirit went to their home in their father’s
form, and told the family that his sons had killed the
monster. And the young men, coming back in the eve-
ning, congratulated themselves. This went on for over
a year without their realizing the truth, until a priest
passed the house and said fo the sons:

“Your father has an evil aura.”

When the sons told their father this, he was very
angry. The sons came out to send the priest away; but
he walked in chanting his incantations, and the father
changed into an old cat which crawled under the bed.
After catching the cat and killing it, they knew that it
was their own father they had killed before. So now
they gave him a fresh funeral. Then one son took his
own life. The other died of anger and remorse.
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CATCHING THE OLD FOX

There was a station-house in the west suburb of
Nanyang in which no one could live, for strange sights
were seen there. Sung Ta-hsien of that district was an

upright man. One night he climbed to the second floor

of that house and sat there playing his lyre—he had
come unarmed. At midnight a ghost appeared and ac-
costed him. This ghost had glittering eyes, sharp fangs
and a fearful appearance, but Sung went on playing his
lyre as if nothing had happened.” The ghost Went off
to the market to return with a dead man’s head.’

“Won’t you sleep a while?” it asked Sung, and tossed
him the head.

“Very good,” said Sung. *“I have no pillow. This is
just what I need.”

Then the ghost went off again. By and by it came
back.

“Would you hke to wrestle with me?”

“Certainly!” cried Sung. _

And as the ghost was in front, he seized it by the
waist. The ghost begged for mercy but Sung killed it,
and found the next morning that it was an old fox. That
was the end of the trouble in the station-house,
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THE DOG FROM THE VILLAGE TAVERN

After Minister Lai Chi-teh of Nanyang died and was
buried, he. suddenly -appeared .again, sitting -on the
sacrificial couch with' the same expression, dress and.
voice as before. He gave-instructions to his grandchil-
dren, sons and the women of the house in turn, doing
everything in due order, and punished his slaves for:
their faults. Then, having:eaten and drunk, he bade
them farewell and went away, leaving his family grief-
stricken. For several years he continued to come back
from time to time, until the household was disgusted
with him. But one day after too much wine he revealed
his trye form, and they found he was an old dog. When
they had beaten it to death they dlscovered this was
the dog from the village tavern.

T
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.. THE SERPENT SACRIFICE

In the province of Minchung in Tungyueh, Mount
Yungling towers many miles into the air. In its north-
west corner there used to live a huge serpent, seventy
to eighty feet long and so thick that it took a dozen men
to encircle it. The local people went in terror of it, and
many officers of Tungyeh, capital of Tungyueh, and other
adjoining districts were killed by it. Though they sacri-
ficed oxen and sheep, they had no peace. Then someone
dreamed, or some oracle predicted, that this serpent de-
manded virgins of twelve or thirteen. The authorities
were dismayed, but since the serpent continued to make
trouble they began supplying it with local girls, especial-
ly from the families of criminals. So every eighth month
they made a morning sacrifice, setting down the girl at
the mouth of the serpent’s cave. And the serpent would
come out to eat her.

This went on year after year until nine girls had been
sacrificed in this way. But when the order came down
the tenth time, no virgin could be found. Li Tan of
Chianglo County had six daughters but no son, and his
youngest daughter Chi offered to go. Her parents would
not agree.

“My unhappy parents have six daughters only and no
son,” said Chi. “So they have no real descendant. We
are not like Ti Yung in the Han dynasty who offered to
serve as slave in place of her father. Since we cannot
work to support our parents, but are simply a burden to
them, the sooner we die the better. Besides, my sale

will bring in some money for the old folk. Surely this
is best!”
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Still her parents could not bear to let her go. But in
spite of this, Chi left home secretly. Having procured
a sharp sword and a dog which could catch snakes, early
on the first day of the eighth month she went and sat
down in the temple, taking her sword and her dog. As
she had put several large rice cakes soaked in honey at
the mouth of the cave, very soon the serpent came out.
Its head was the size of a bin, its eyes like bronze mir-
rors two feet in diameter. When it smelt the fragrant
cakes and started eating them, Chi loosed her dog to
worry it while she cut and wounded it several times from
behind. The serpent fled, writhing with pain, but did
not get far before it died. Then Chi went into the cave
and found the skeletons of the nine other girls. She
carried them out and said sadly:

“Because you were timid, the serpent ate you, poor
creatures!”

Then she made her way leisurely home.

When the prince of Yueh heard of this he made her
his queen, appointed her father magistrate of Chianglo,
and richly rewarded her mother and her sisters. Since
then there have been no more monsters in Tungyeh, and
the local people sing her praises to this day.
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