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INTRODUCTION

THE fairy tale lives. It lives on the tables of men, as
they sit sipping their wine. It lives with children, as
they play in the streets; and with women in the court-
yards. It even lives in the newspapers. Formerly it
was said: ‘There are no fairy tales in Chinal The
Chinese are far too sober a race.” Then appeared the
first books to aim at translating fairy tales—for the most
part they were extracts from novels, plays, or even from
classical literature-—and a strange world of demons and
foxes, of wise emperors and virtuous women, was revealed.
But it was much later that the real fairy tale appeared
through the missionaries, and then the Chinese produced
their old tales, which were revealed as something well
known, so to speak sister to our own fairy tale. Almost
all our most charming characters appear, in another
dress it is true, and with other forms and customs, but
they are none the less related. There is no division
between them and us. We find the same naive atmo-
sphere, where the Emperor is depicted as a rich peasant,
where the fool carries off the prize, the step-mother ill-
treats the daughter, and the wanderer departs for the
other end of the world. Men and gods, animals and
flowers, are all one, they are brothers. One helps the
other. They speak—they live. The whole of nature is
alive.

To-day the fairy tale is as alive as thousands of years
ago. Not painfully in books, as with us, but openly in
the streets, where one meets it every day. A short time
ago there was a report in the paper about a police official
in the West City of Peking. He suddenly fell ill and
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Introduction

had to go to the hospital. 'While there he had a dream:
an emissary of the God of Heaven appeared to him and
told him that he had been appointed City God of a
Temple outside the West gate. The official begged to
be excused from taking up the post at present, because
he still had his parents to look after, but the emissary
informed him that the appointment could not be re-
scinded, but that he would be allowed a few more days
to arrange his affairs. The official regained his health,
but a year later he fell ill again and died without any
apparent reason. At the same time a man, who lived
near the aforesaid temple, had a dream, in which he
learnt that the new City God would arrive the next day
and that in his former life he had been such and such a
man with such and such a name. Without ever having
known the dead policeman, he suddenly knew his name,
and all about his appointment. This account appeared
in the newspapers a year ago. And if you look through
old books you see that the same thing occurred 2 hundred
years ago. In every district you find this legend current
and every day a new legend or fairy tale is created.
Really they are not even composed, for the necessary
spiritual background is still there and the fairy-tale
mind still exists. And anything strange or inexplicable
that occurs is transposed, transformed into a fairy tale,
a legend, a saga, a joke, or an anecdote. It is not an
invention. It is fanciful thought, creative thought.

Fanciful thought is all-embracing thought. It does
not halt before daily life, nor before beast, man, nor god.
Fairy tales, sagas, legends, fables, jokes, anecdotes, all
mingle. They are imbued with the same spirit. They
take birth from the same impetus. We cannot separate
them and must not separate them, and so we include
every tale in which their simple, conclusive mode of
thought has found expression.

The tales which follow differ from all other collections
in this way; they are perhaps not always so beautiful
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Introduction

in outward form as others, but they are ¢ Chinese,’ they
have the characteristics of the Chinese people. Former
collections contained tales heard by Europeans in China
and retold by them. The European unwittingly told as
‘Chinese’ a tale half European in thought and often
entirely European in form. For his own thoughts and
ideas fuse with the story. This will be made quite clear
by a comparison of the tales that follow with others.
The difference is plainest in the case of the humorous
tales. I had a collection of about eight hundred of these,
from which to choose, but I only selected twenty-four.
I know that in translation hardly one of the remaining
seven hundred and seventy could make the reader laugh.
By considerable transposition and alteration even they
could be made ‘ European,’ they could be made to appeal
to our reader—and then the Chinese element in them
would have disappeared. So they have remained un-
chosen, in company with many other things which could
only have been made effective by falsifying their original
values. I am bringing out shortly a survey of the whole
mass of Chinese fairy and folk tales of all kinds, in a
scientific work of over three thousand tales.

Further, many of the previous collections of tales do
not contain fairy and folk tales at all, but, to a great
extent, the retold stories of plays, short stories, novels.
Others introduce translations from short stories and
novels as folk tales. The difference between the true
tale and the ‘art’ tale or the novel is tremendous. I
have made comparisons over a wide field. Many of the
art tales or short stories contain no fairy- or folk-tale
motif at all, in spite of outward similarity. Thus, most
of the fox stories so popular in Chinese literature are
pure art products. There are only a few fox stories
among the folk tales, which usually turn out very
differently. Other art tales or short stories contain
fairy-tale motifs, as, for example, many of the short
stories in the collection Liao-chai chih-i by P’u Sung-ling

xill
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(translated by L. Giles: Strange Stwries from a Chinese
Studio), or the Tse-pu-yii collections by Yiian Mei or the
Hsiao-tou-p’eng by Tseng Yen-tung. But in them the
fairy-tale motif is almost always transposed in a way
characteristic of them. At the least, a moral is added to
the end of them. So these art tales and short tales—and
still less the novels and plays—cannot be counted as
fairy tales, and form a group of their own side by side
with our fairy and folk tales.

The present collection of tales is not diluted fare. In
them it is the peasant, the child, the old woman, or
even the student, who is speaking. I have taken them
down as they were related to me, as nearly word for
word as possible, and I have only altered enough to be
sure that a fairy tale appears and not a scientific treatise.
Many of them have been published in Chinese by my
friends and colleagues, in small books or minor periodicals,
most of which are out of print. Many have never
appeared, and for these I am indebted to my friend
Ts’ao Sung-yeh, a native of Chekiang and a notable
folk-lorist. To him I want to express my heartfelt
thanks. 1 am also very deeply indebted to Mr.
Desmond Parsons, who as translator has so very kindly

given me great help.
WOLFRAM EBERHARD.
May 3rd, 1937.
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1. 1The Great Flood

IN a mountain village lived a woman and her son.
She was more than fifty years old, and her son, Chou
Ch’eng, exactly nineteen. They were very poor and
earned their living by collecting firewood.

Every morning Chou Ch’eng hung his axe on his
carrying pole and went into the mountains. By mid-
day he had collected a large load of firewood, which he
took into the town to sell. With the money he received
he bought rice and went home, where his mother had
dinner ready for him. He put down his stick, and while
he ate the meal he told his mother all that had happened
during the day. By the time he had finished it was
nightfall and time to go to bed. The next morning he
would go out for firewood as usual, and his mother
cooked the rice bought the day before, ate some of it,
and kept the rest for her son. In this manner the days
went by.

One day Chou went to the hills as usual. His mother
had finished dinner and was mending his clothes, when
she heard the loud clang of a gong ceaselessly beating
outside. Putting down the clothes, she went to the door
to see what it was, and there she found an old beggar
monk. She said to him: ‘We are poor people and have
no spare rice. You must go elsewhere.” ‘Lord Buddha!
I am so hungry!’ said the monk. ‘Please give me the
remains of the rice in the pot” The woman was
frightened when she heard this, because the rice-pot
was standing in the house and he could not know what
was in it. Fearing he might be a saint, she said to him:
“The rice in the pot is really for my son. But if you are
very hungry I will give you half of it. Please wait a
moment.” She went back into the house, put half the
rice into a bowl, and brought it out to the monk. While

3



Tke Great Flood

he was eating he said to her: ‘I still have something
important to say to you. When your son Chou Ch’eng
comes home, tell him to return to the town and buy
some sheets of paper and some flour, prepare some
paste, and then stick some straw and the paper together
and make a boat. When the eyes of the two lions in
front of the big temple in the village become red, you
must both get into the boat, because the land here will
disappear and the town will be covered by a large lake.
But remember this: if you see sparrows, ants, or snakes
swimming in the water, you may save them; men or
wolves, however, you must on no account assist. Do
you understand?’ Then he went away.

The woman looked up at the sun, and calculating from
its place in the sky that her son would soon return, she
went into the house, poured the rest of the rice into a
bowl, and then went out again to watch for his coming.
As there was no sign of him, she went in again and tidied
up the clothes that she had mended, and then when he
still did not come, she went and stood at the door.

The sun was slowly sinking behind the hills in the
west. The birds, who had already retired to their nests,
were singing their bedtime songs. She became quite
tired from standing by the door, and was worried and
anxious about her son. Only when it was almost dark
did she see him coming, and she felt as if a load had been
lifted off her heart. She saw that he had a bag on his
stick and was pleased that he was bringing the rice.
‘Hurry up!” she called out. ‘Why are you so late
to-day? After dinner I have some news for you.” ‘I
have already eaten,” answered the son. ‘As I was coming
home from the hills to-day, I met an old man who wanted
to buy all my wood. He didn’t ask the price, but wanted
me to carry it back to his house, which was over thirty li
away. As I put down the load, I saw a delicious-looking
meal standing on the table, which the old man invited
me to partake of. At first I refused, but he insisted on
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The Great Flood

my eating, and being very hungry, I did take some.
Afterwards, I was afraid he would give me no money,
but in the end he gave me twice as much as I ordinarily
receive, and when I told him that I had to go into the
town to buy rice, he suggested that I should buy a bushel
from him, and gave me much more than usual,’ and
Chou Ch’eng pointed to his bag. While they were talk-
ing, they went into the house, and after putting down
the bag, he asked his mother what had happened to her.

She told him all about the beggar monk who had
urged them to make a boat of straw and paper, but her
son was sceptical and asked her: ‘How can a paper
ship carry people?’ ‘That’s not our business,” replied
the mother. ‘This monk was really a saint, because
otherwise how could he know you were called Chou
Ch’eng and that there was still some rice in the pot?’
Usually Chou agreed with his mother, but this evening
he thought she was wrong.

Next morning, Chou went into the town to buy the
things and then came home to stick the ship together.
Meanwhile, his mother washed the rice and cooked one
pot full, and then another to serve as provisions on the
boat. By midday the boat was ready and Chou ran off
to the temple to look at the lions’ eyes, but seeing them
as white as usual he went home. Then he went again,
but still there was nothing to see. He returned again
and again, until his mother said to him: ‘It is now too
late to-day for them to become red. Wait until to-
morrow.’

During the night, neither could sleep long and they
got up before the sun. Chou rubbed his eyes and ran
off to the temple, while his mother packed the clothes
and put them into the boat together with the rice, a pot, a
bowl, a basin, and a sieve, not forgetting even the old bed.

Again and again the son went to the temple, but the
eyes were still not red. In the evening, as he was running
there again, people asked him why he continually went
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there, and Chou called out to them, as he hurried by,
that he was going to see if the lions’ eyes were red. Two
young wags heard him say this, and thought to them-
selves: ‘What a fool Chou is! How can the lions’ eyes
become red? Let us, though, paint them ourselves and
see what he does then.’

When Chou Ch’eng came once more and saw that the
eyes were red, he rushed home to tell his mother the news,
helped her into the ship, and then went on board himself.
Scarcely were they inside, when they heard an appalling
crash, and on opening their eyes again, they saw nothing
but water all round. Their craft, however, was floating
on the water just like a real ship, perhaps even quieter.
Only it had no rudder and went wherever it wished.

Chou was so horrified that he could barely utter a
word. But his mother kept on murmuring: ‘So many
people have met their death! What a disaster! The
saint told me that if we saw a sparrow, a snake or an ant
swimming about, we could save them, but not a man nor
a wolf.” Just as she spoke, a swarm of ants came by, and
when they were near enough, she fished them out with
the sieve. Then a snake appeared and Chou rescued it and
put it in the boat. It was nearly evening, but although
it was near autumn, it was not at all cold. So they sat
in the boat and looked into the water and up at the sky.
Then they saw a sparrow fly up and prepare to settle
on the boat, but seeing people on board, it became
frightened and flew up and down without daring to
descend. Chou called out: ‘Sparrow! come down and
I will save you!” But the sparrow only flew up higher,
on and on, until it became exhausted and fell into the
sea. But it fell not far away, and Chou was able to reach
it with his hand and fish it out.

Suddenly the ship began to shake, and Chou, looking
round, saw a white wolf clutching on to the side and
preparing to jump over. Chou wanted to knock it off
and began to beat it, but the wolf kept on jumping up,
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till at last his mother called out: ‘Let it come in, my
son. Poor wolf; after all, it is also a living thing.” Chou
ceased to hit the wolf and it sprang into the boat. After
a while, a man came swimming by, quite exhausted, and
Chou asked his mother what he should do. ‘Of course
save him,’ she said. ‘As we have saved a wolf, we can’t
very well let a man drown.” The ship moved in the
direction of the man, and Chou put out his arms and
pulled him into the boat. He soon recovered enough
to thank Chou for saving his life, and he asked his name
and the name of his mother, saying at the same time that
he was called Wu Yi, and that out of his family of five
people, all except he, who could swim, had been drowned.
‘Don’t talk so much, Chou,” his mother called out.
‘Give him an old coat to change into and then come
and eat” While they were eating, Wu Yi continued: ‘I
cannot thank you enough for rescuing me, and as a
small recognition, I should like to call you ‘“‘Elder
brother,” but I don’t know if this idea would please
you.” Before Chou had time to answer, his mother said:
‘That is a good idea. As Chou is much younger than
you, he must call you *“Elder Brother.”” So Wu Yi
knelt down before the mother and Chou accepted him
as his blood brother, and they found so many things to
talk about that they quite forgot their desperate plight.

It had become dark, and on all sides the sea stretched
out to the horizon. There was no wind, but the ship
sailed along without the three people feeling any danger.
Chou fed the animals they had saved, and then they
went to bed. Next morning, when they woke up, the
sun was high in the sky and the boat was lying on the
shore. Chou jumped ashore and looked around, but
there was no sign of men, nothing but mountains and
hills. He fetched his mother, and Wu Yi helped him
to take off their belongings. The animals ran off, but
the wolf ran backwards and forwards, as if he wanted
to remain with his rescuers.
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The Great Flood

They chose a nice spot on the island and built them-
selves a house of straw and stone to live in. They still
had a little rice, so they did not suffer from hunger, and
then Chou discovered that there was a town thirty miles
away. He and Wu collected firewood, which they took
into the town and sold, thereby gaining enough for their
livelihood.

One day, when Chou had just felled a large tree, a
thick black cloud came up from the north-west. Chou
thought to himself: ‘In fairy tales such black clouds
are always evil spirits. I will give it a blow with my axe,’
and as the cloud came roaring and blustering by, with
all his might he hurled his axe into the air, and when it
fell down again, it was covered with blood. The cloud
sped away towards the south-east and Chou pursued it
with his weapon. After chasing it for about five miles,
he saw it disappear under a stone, which, he found on
going nearer, was concealing something. With a great
effort, he managed to lift it up, and underneath he saw
a dark hole stretching into the earth. He carefully
replaced the cover, and after marking the spot, took up
his axe and returned to where he had left Wu Yi. ‘I
have been searching everywhere for you,” said Wu.
‘Where have you been?’ ‘I was right about the dark
wind cloud,” answered Chou. ‘There was a spirit in
it whom I wounded with my axe. Look! There is still
some blood on it.” ‘Oh, don’t bother about that,” said
Wu Yi. ‘Itis almost dark and we must be getting home.
Mother will be waiting at the door.” Noticing that his
brother was in an ill-humour, Chou said no more, but
stuck his axe in his belt and took the load of wood. As
it was already so late, they went straight home without
going into the town. When they got near, Chou was
surprised not to see his mother standing at the door,
and when he looked closer he saw the wolf eating some-
thing. Yes, the wolf he had rescued from the water
had killed and eaten his mother. With a roar, he raised
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his axe and dashed out the wolf’s brains, but his mother
was dead. They both wept. Wu Yi was the first to
recover himself and say: ‘Don’t weep, brother. She
is dead and all our tears won’t bring her to life again.
Let us carry her into the house, and to-morrow we can
sell our wood and buy a coffin with the proceeds to bury
her.” Chou wiped his eyes and they both carried the
body into the house. They began to weep again, and
went to bed without eating anything.

The next day, Chou stayed with the body, while
Wu Yi went into the town, sold the wood, and bought
a miserable cheap coffin. They placed the body in it
and buried it in a beautiful spot. Then they began to
collect firewood again.

One day Chou went to town to sell wood. At the
town gate he put down his load and rested a while. A
crowd of people were standing in front of a red notice on
the gate, and being unable to read, Chou asked an old
man what it was all about. The old man answered:
‘On such and such a day, the daughter of His Excellency
Wang was carried off from the garden by an evil cloud
spirit. 'The man who finds her will receive 10,000 ounces
of gold, and if he is over twenty and under thirty, she
will become his wife.” When he heard this, Chou re-
membered his experience a few days before, but before
saying anything, he wanted to go home to ask his brother’s
advice. He took his load, went into the town, found a
purchaser for the wood, and then went home. He told
Wu Yi the contents of the red notice, and asked him if
he would accompany him and climb down into the
spirit’s cave. ‘Of course I will go with you,” Wu said.
‘If we don’t find her, we are no worse off: If we do find
her, we shall become rich and have a wife.” Next morn-
ing, Chou went into the town, and when he had found
the house of Excellency Wang, he said to the door-
keepers, ‘Please tell His Excellency that I am here. 1
know where his daughter is hidden. I want to fetch her.’
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The doorkeepers informed their master that a man had
come who claimed to know where his daughter was
hidden, and Excellency Wang sent for him at once, and
asked him his name, where he came from, and what he
knew about his daughter. Chou told him his name and
said: ‘One day while I was collecting wood in the
Eastern Hill, a dark storm cloud came up from the
north-west. As I had always heard that dark clouds
were evil spirits, I decided to try and wound it with my
axe, and when the axe fell down again, it was all bloody.
I pursued the cloud to a hole in the hills that was covered
by a stone. All this occurred on the same day that your
daughter was stolen away.” ‘Then she is lost beyond
hope, if you are telling the truth,’ said Excellency Wang
in despair; but he became more cheerful when Chou
said he would climb down the hole and look for her.
‘Go there at once. Do you need soldiers or weapons?’
he asked. ‘No!’ said Chou, ‘only a basket and a long
chain and a few bearers with a chair to bring your
daughter back.” Excellency Wang ordered everything
to be prepared, and Chou sent a messenger to his house
to tell Wu Yi all that had happened. Then he thrust
his axe into his belt and set forth. Outside were gathered
fifty or sixty people sent by Wang, and a large crowd of
sightseers. Chou and Wu led the way, followed by the
whole crowd. Spurred on by their excitement, they
soon arrived at the spot. Chou said to Wu: ‘Brother!
Fasten the chain to the basket, and tie the bell to the
other end. I will then get into the basket and you must
let me down. If I pull the chain, the bell will ring and
you must pull the basket up again at once.” Then Chou
tightened his belt, grasped his axe, took off the stone
cover, got into the basket, and was let down into the
hole. The farther down he went, the broader the hole
became, until, about thirty or forty feet down, he touched
ground. As he was coming down, everything was dark
below and bright above; now everything was bright
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below and dark above. He sprang out of the basket,
and looked around. The place was just like a garden;
beautiful trees and flowers such as he had never seen
before were growing everywhere. The ground was
covered with such perfectly mown grass that he hardly
dared to walk on it. To the west, he could see an
artificial mountain. Although it was light, there was
no sun in the sky. Chou did not waste time looking at
all these wonders, but grasping his axe, he set off in the
direction of the artificial mountain. From there he
would be able to see everything, but before he reached
it he heard a terrible noise, and turning round, he saw
a stone house among the trees. With great care, he
peeped through the door, and there he saw a spirit asleep
in a chair. He had a grey-blue face, red hair and a red
beard, and huge lips, through which two great tusks
protruded from his mouth. He was wearing a long,
old-fashioned black robe and black trousers, beneath
which could be seen a black foot covered with golden
hair with a great bleeding ulcer. A bowl of hot water
stood on the ground beside him, and on his left sat a
beautiful young maiden, with a pale and tragic face, who
was continually wiping the ulcer with a sponge of hot
water.

Chou coughed slightly, until the maiden heard him.
She motioned him to go a little to the side so that the
spirit should not see him, and then she went out to him.
Chou asked her: ‘Are you not the daughter of Excellency
Wang?’ ‘Yes,’ she said, ‘but why have you come here?”
‘I am looking for you,’ he replied. ‘Oh!’ she sighed,
‘the spirit is so dangerous. He has seven heads, and if
one is cut off another grows at once. A few days ago he
was wounded in the foot by a woodcutter, and I have to
wash the wound. At the moment he is sleeping,” but
just then, there was a rumbling sound and the spirit
awoke. She signed to Chou to hide in the wood, and
returning to the spirit, she continued to wash his wound
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with the sponge. The spirit rolled his eyes and roared:
‘I smell human flesh.” ‘But, Master,” replied the
maiden, ‘I have not been here long. Perhaps I still
smell of human flesh.” Satisfied by this the spirit went
to sleep again. Chou silently ran back to the entrance,
tugged the chain to have the basket let down, and then
got into it and was rapidly pulled up. ‘The maiden is
there,” he told the excited people, ‘but the spirit is very
dangerous. He has seven heads, but I will find a way
to dispose of him.” Then he said to Wu: ‘If I have
killed the spirit I shall send the maiden up first, and
come up myself.” Wu nodded, but already an evil plan
was forming in his mind. Chou, however, suspected
nothing and let himself down once more. Having
arrived at the bottom, he grasped his axe, crept through
the wood to the door, and listened until he was sure the
spirit was asleep. Miss Wang was still washing his leg
with hot water. When she glanced up, he showed her
the axe and she nodded assent. He crept up behind the
spirit and cut off one head, but immediately a new one
grew, which he also cut off, but only after the last head
had fallen was there any blood. ‘Now he is dead,” said
the maiden, ‘but why did you take such risks for me?’
Chou told her everything, and she said to him: ‘As one
never knows what may happen to one, 1 will give you
a token,” and taking a golden clasp from her hair, she
broke it in half and gave Chou one of the pieces. ‘This
is your token,” she continued, ‘and three years is the
appointed time, after which it is no more good.” Chou
hid the clasp in his clothes, and leading the maiden to
the basket, he shook the chain. Wu knew that the
maiden would come up now and quickly pulled up the
chain. Yes, she was very beautiful. The maid-servants
that Wang had sent led her to the litter and stood round
her.

Then Wu called out: ‘Quickly, shut the hole. The
spirit is coming.” The people had turned to look at the
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maiden, and did not remember that someone was still
in the hole. Now they all ran up and helped Wu to fill
up the hole, and then, amidst rejoicing, they returned
to Wang’s house. But Wang had no sooner seen Wu
than he said: ‘This is not Chou Ch’eng. He was at
most twenty years old, and you are over thirty. How
dare you pretend to be Chou?’” Then Wu answered:
‘Chou asked me to come instead of him, but I will fetch
him,” and he went out, wondering to himself what he
could do, and whether he would have to go out and
collect firewood again.

Chou was waiting for the basket to descend again,
when suddenly a shower of sand and stones poured down
and nearly killed him. The shower stopped, but there
was no sign of the chain, and he saw that the hole had
been shut. Sighing, he thought to himself that his end
was near, because nowhere could he find another exit
from the cavern. ‘Whether the hole has been shut or
not does not matter, because I cannot get out without
a basket and chain. I can only await my death.” He
wandered aimlessly about, until suddenly he saw a little
white dragon sitting on a pedestal, swishing its tail.
Seeing it fastened with a nail, he went up and pulled
the nail out to let the dragon get down, saying: ‘We
are companions in sorrow.” Meanwhile, he had become
very hungry, because he had eaten nothing the whole
day, so he sat down on a stone to see what the dragon
would do. It came to the stone he was sitting on, licked
it with its tongue, then wriggled back to the grass,
curled up, and went to sleep. Chou was very hungry,
but there was nothing to do except lie down and try to
sleep; though when he woke he was still hungrier. Day
and night were the same, and therefore he did not know
how long he had slept. The little dragon wriggled up
again, licked the stone, and then went back to sleep.
Wondering why it did this, Chou decided to try himself,
and the moment his tongue touched the stone, his hunger
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and thirst left him. He was delighted with this dis-
covery, because now his most pressing need was solved,
and he no longer had anything to worry him; he licked
the stone, slept, and admired the flowers and trees. In
this manner, the time passed without his knowing. One
day, when he was fast asleep, he heard someone call his
name. He was very surprised, for he could see no living
thing except the dragon, which was lying at his feet.
‘Did you call me?’ Chou asked the dragon. ‘I wanted
to repay your kindness,” it replied. ‘To-morrow is the
day on which I fly up to earth.” ‘What is to-morrow ?’
asked Chou. ‘To-morrow is the second day of the second
month,” said the dragon, ‘and punctually at midday I
fly up and can take you with me.” ‘How can you know
that to-morrow is the second day of the second month?’
asked Chou, ‘and how do you know when it is noon?
You cannot see the sun here.” ‘I can feel it,’ replied the
dragon, and without saying another word, it slithered
off. Chou, naturally, was quite overjoyed. He decided
to take up to earth a bit of the stone that allayed hunger
and thirst, but although he banged it with his axe until
his arms ached, he could not break off the tiniest piece.
Seeing it was hopeless, he went for a walk in the garden,
and then licked the stone for the last time, and went to
sleep. When he woke, the dragon was lying by his
side. ‘Is it time to go?’ he asked. ‘Yes,” said the
dragon, curling itself up. ‘You must get on to my back
and shut your eyes, and not open them again until I tell
you. Hold my horns tightly.” Then Chou heard a clap
of thunder and the wind whistled in his ears. ‘Open
your eyes,” said the dragon a moment later, and Chou
found himself falling gently into a heap of grass, which
was outside the town of Excellency Wang. When he
learnt in the town that Wang’s daughter was not yet
married, he went to the house and announced his arrival.
But he had been so long in the hole where there was no
sun that his skin had turned a dirty yellow colour, and
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his clothes were hanging in rags. Believing him to be
an impostor, Wang greeted him in a distant manner,
but he did not venture to send him away. Instead, he
thought of a difficult test and said to Chou: ‘Although
you say you are Chou Ch’eng, I do not recognize you.
Perhaps my daughter could do so, but first I shall set
you a task. If you can do it, you can see my daughter.’
Chou asked hesitatingly what the task was. ‘I have
two bushels of beans,” said Wang, ‘one is yellow, the
other is black. The two kinds are mixed, and you must
separate them in half a day.” Then he called the servants,
and ordered them to lock Chou up in an empty room and
give him the beans. Chou did not dare refuse, but he was
very depressed, and thought: ‘That is a clear refusal of
the wedding. But why does he set me such a hard task if
he does not want it to take place?’ After looking at the
beans, he lay down to sleep, since it was impossible to
separate them. Then a swarm of sparrows appeared;
some picked out the yellow beans, others the black, and
soon they were all divided. At dusk the servant returned,
and when he saw the beans already separated and Chou
sleeping peacefully on the ground, he called out: ‘Mr.
Chou! How did you complete the task so quickly?’
Chou woke up to see the servant standing in front of
him and the beans nicely divided into two piles, but he
was careful not to utter a word, because he had no idea
who had divided them. The servant, however, thought
he was in a bad temper, and went off laughing to inform
his master of what had happened.

When Mr. Wang heard it, he mixed a bushel of rice
with a bushel of corn and ordered Chou to separate them
during the night. Chou, however, was furious and
merely lay down to sleep. Then many, many ants came
and divided the seeds for him, so that when he woke up
he saw that the task was done. He could scarcely believe
his eyes and wondered to himself what spirit was helping
him.
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In a short while the servant arrived, saw the rice and
corn divided, and went to tell his master. Mr. Wang
did not believe it and went in person to see the two heaps,
but not a single seed was in the wrong heap. However,
he set him one more task. In the west room of the
treasure chamber there were ten bars of gold. If Chou
could carry them into the east room he would take
him at once to his daughter, but if he failed he would
have him executed. While Chou was being led to
the treasure chamber, he was quite happy, because he
thought it would be easy to take ten bars of gold from
one room to another; but to his horror he found them
more like pillars than bars, one-tenth of which he could
not move. He thought to himself: ‘Well, I shall certainly
have to die this time, but at least I shall sleep first.” And
while he was sleeping, snakes came and rolled the beams,
one after another, into the east room, so that when Chou
woke up he saw with delight that all the gold was already
moved. ‘Certainly some god is helping me,” he thought,
and then he asked to be brought before Mr. Wang. ‘I
have fulfilled all the tasks that you set me,’ he said, ‘now
you must fulfil your promise without setting me any
more.” Mr. Wang first went to the treasure chamber
to see if the beams had really been moved, and when he
saw them all in the east room, he thought, ‘He certainly
must be Chou Ch’eng. If he had not been so able, he
would never have managed to kill the evil spirit,” but to
Chou Ch’eng he said, ‘It is possible that you are the real
Chou Ch’eng, but I have no means of deciding. First,
my daughter must see you.” Then a maid-servant led
him to the door of the ladies’ apartments, and told him
to wait. Through pearl door-hangings, marvellous
perfumes were wafted towards him, making his senses
reel. From inside he heard a voice ask: ‘Have you got
the token?’ He took the half of the golden clasp out of
his breast-pocket and gave it to the maid. The daughter
compared it with her own, and then ordered the maids
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