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Preface

Long before stories were written down, they were shaped by listening. They were told in the quiet of evening, under open skies, beside rivers, in temples, and in humble homes. Across Asia, storytelling has always been a way of passing on more than events—it has been a way of transmitting values, fears, hopes, and an understanding of the world that cannot be reduced to rules or doctrines.

The tales collected in this book come from many regions and traditions, yet they speak a shared language. They tell of journeys both physical and spiritual, of encounters with the unknown, of cleverness rewarded and arrogance undone. In these stories, the boundary between the human world and the unseen is thin, and meaning often reveals itself not through triumph, but through insight and restraint.

Unlike many Western fairy tales, these narratives rarely insist on clear endings or simple lessons. Instead, they invite reflection. A character’s fate may depend on patience rather than strength, on harmony rather than conquest. Nature is not something to be mastered, but something to be respected. Time moves in cycles, and what is lost may return in another form.

This volume brings together Asian folk tales in a spirit of respect and continuity. The aim is not to fix them into a single, definitive version, but to offer readable and faithful retellings that preserve their atmosphere and depth. The illustrations that accompany the text are meant to echo the stories’ moods and symbols, leaving space for the reader’s imagination to complete what words and images only suggest.

These tales belong to no single age. They have been told to children and remembered by adults; they have traveled across borders and survived centuries of change. To read them today is to enter into a long conversation between past and present—a reminder that, despite the distance of time and culture, the questions we ask of life remain strikingly similar.

May this book be an invitation: to slow down, to listen, and to rediscover the quiet power of stories that have endured because they still speak to us.
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The Engkanto’s Enchanted Lake
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Le contenu généré par l’IA peut être incorrect.]

Deep in a secluded valley where the mountains rose like ancient guardians draped in emerald vines, and the sun’s rays filtered through canopies of narra and mahogany in shafts of golden dust, there lay a lake of such clarity it seemed hewn from a single flawless crystal. Its waters held the sky’s reflection without ripple or distortion, and in their depths glimmered faint, elusive lights that moved like schools of silver minnows or distant stars fallen to earth. Broad lotus leaves drifted upon its surface, their edges kissed by dew that never quite evaporated, and dragonflies hovered in perpetual, silent grace, their wings catching rainbows no storm had summoned. The air around it was perpetually cool and fragrant with the scent of unseen orchids and wild jasmine.

Yet the lake was not unguarded. It belonged to an engkanto of surpassing beauty and quiet power—a spirit tall and luminous, his skin pale as moonlight on water, his hair flowing like dark vines stirred by an unseen breeze, his eyes deep and still as the lake’s own heart. He had dwelt there since the mountains were young, tending the waters with a guardian’s vigilance and a poet’s solitude. Around his domain he wove subtle enchantments: paths that twisted gently into endless circles for the careless wanderer, visions of glittering gold and precious jewels that dissolved into ordinary pebbles at the touch, soft whispers promising undying love or boundless power that faded into hollow echoes of regret. Those who approached with hearts swollen by greed or pride left bewildered and empty-handed, their footsteps echoing longer in their own minds than upon the mossy stones. The lake remained pristine, its bounty reserved for one who might prove worthy.

At the valley’s lower edge, where the mountains gave way to terraced rice fields and scattered clusters of nipa huts, lived a fisherman named Lago. He was a man of middle years, broad-shouldered yet gentle in movement, with hands scarred by years of casting nets and eyes that held the calm patience of one who had learned to read the moods of rivers and streams. His catches from the lesser waters that tumbled down from the heights were modest—enough to feed his wife and two young daughters, with a little left to share with neighbors in harder seasons—but never abundant. Lago harbored no bitterness; when others grumbled at lean hauls, he would smile quietly and mend his nets by lamplight, humming old songs his mother had taught him.

When a long drought parched the lower rivers and the fish retreated to deeper, unreachable pools, hunger crept into the villages like a silent visitor. Children grew thin, elders weak, and the once-lively evenings grew quiet around meager fires. Tales of the crystal lake reached Lago’s ears—whispers of its guardian, its enchantments, its hidden riches—but rather than fear or covetousness, a gentle hope stirred in his heart. He thought not of wealth for himself, but of full bellies for the widow next door whose husband had been lost to fever, for the old couple whose sons had gone to distant cities and never returned, for the orphans who scavenged what they could.

One misty dawn, when the air was cool and the world still held the hush of night, Lago set out with only his woven basket, his old bamboo pole, and a small bundle of cooked rice wrapped in banana leaf. He climbed the hidden trail slowly, pausing to drink from clear springs and to leave a silent greeting at ancient balete roots. At the lake’s edge he stopped, kneeling upon the soft moss that carpeted the stones, and spoke aloud though no figure yet appeared.

“Guardian of these crystal waters,” he said, his voice low and steady, carrying the sincerity of a man who asked little for himself, “I come not to seize what is yours, nor to claim treasures for my own keeping. The people below hunger, and the streams offer scant comfort. If it please you, grant me leave to fish here—not for abundance to hoard, but to share with those whose nets come home empty. I ask with respect for your domain, and promise to take only what is freely given, leaving the lake as undisturbed as I found it.”

The surface of the lake rippled though no breeze stirred, circles spreading outward like quiet thoughts. From the center rose the engkanto, his form emerging gradually—first a shimmer, then substance—until he stood upon the water as though it were solid ground. His presence filled the air with the faint scent of rain on lotus leaves, and his eyes regarded Lago with neither warmth nor chill, but with the patient watchfulness of deep currents.

“Many have knelt where you kneel,” the spirit replied, his voice the soft hush of waves retreating over smooth pebbles. “They spoke fair words, yet their hearts hungered for more than they admitted—gold to bury, power to wield, beauty to possess. Why should your promise weigh heavier than theirs?”

Lago lifted his gaze to meet the luminous eyes without boldness or servility. “Because I seek not for myself alone,” he answered simply. “Test me as you will. Let your gift be plain, without illusion or enchantment, and I will carry it down the mountain to be divided among the needy until no empty bowl remains in the valley.”

The engkanto studied him in silence long enough for a dragonfly to complete its hovering dance. Then he raised one pale hand, and the waters grew even clearer, revealing schools of silver fish gliding in graceful, unhurried harmony—tilapia plump and shining, dalag sleek and dark, catfish whiskered and wise.

“Fish, then,” the spirit said at last. “No veils of magic hide my granting. Take what you need this day, and let your deeds tomorrow speak for your heart.”

Lago bowed deeply, his forehead touching the cool moss in gratitude. He cast his line with care, not greedily, and the fish came willingly—his basket filling steadily with a catch greater than any he had known, yet not beyond reason. When he judged it enough for many hearths, he withdrew his pole, offered quiet thanks, and descended the trail with measured steps.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image010.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
&





