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INTRODUCTION


Stories give form to a people’s hopes and dreams; they transmit values, they instruct, entertain, and unify the group to which they belong. Storytelling has long been one of the most fundamental ways of binding a group together, of passing traditions on to each new generation, of defining and reaffirming the shared history and beliefs of a people.

And likewise, hearing or reading stories of other times and places has always been a window into other people’s worlds, a way to become familiar with what was before unknown, a path toward understanding what had once seemed beyond comprehension.

The countries of Pacific Asia—China, Japan, Korea, Vietnam, Thailand, Malaysia, Indonesia, and the Philippines—are among the most rapidly developing and economically powerful nations on earth, and yet their cultures are among the least understood by the rest of the world. Reading stories such as those in this collection may give some insight into the self-described identities of these cultures, and the values they hold. At the same time, because they treat fundamental, universal themes in compelling ways, they are entertaining in their own right.

Asia is home to many diverse cultures. Each region has its own indigenous culture, which may in turn be infused with aspects of one or more of the three dominant Asian cultures—Islamic from Western Asia, Indic from South Asia, and Chinese from East Asia. Within the regions represented in this volume, Chinese culture has greatly influenced Korea, Japan, and Vietnam, and to a lesser extent Indonesia and Malaysia. Hindu-Indic culture pervades Thailand and parts of Indonesia and Malaysia, while Islamic culture has left its mark in Indonesia and parts of the Philippines.

The existence of larger cultural spheres explains why many of the stories in this collection are part of the shared culture of several countries, not only of the country listed next to its title. The legend of the Herdsboy and the Weaving Maid, for example, is widely known in Korea, Japan, and Vietnam, as well as in China; and many of the animal stories from Indonesia and Malaysia are similar to traditional Indian stories, sometimes substituting local animals for those in the original tale. On the other hand, some stories, especially those about local spirits or the origins of local customs, appear to be unique to particular regions.

The six categories into which the stories are divided are arbitrary, devised solely for the convenience of grouping this particular set of stories, and are not meant to imply any intrinsic generic boundaries. Some of the stories of How Things Came to Be, for example, are also Myths or Legends or Animal Tales. Several of the Animal Tales differ from tales of Cleverness and Foolishness only in that animals instead of human beings are the main actors. Similarly, some stories of Magic Gifts and of Ghosts, Dreams, and the Supernatural are also Legends or Animal Tales or stories of Cleverness and Foolishness.

Some of the stories stem from ancient mythological traditions (for example, “The Sea Palace,” from the Japanese Kojiki); some come from early works of history (“The River God’s Wife,” from Sima Qian’s Shi Ji); some from literary collections (“The Painted Skin,” from Pu Songling’s Liao Zhai Zhiyi); and some from a long oral tradition (“Mouse-Deer Tales”). All the stories are well known within their cultures of origin, and they reveal the concerns and values of the people who tell and retell them.

Common concerns transcend cultural boundaries: the struggles between good and evil, wit and crude force, and mankind and the supernatural powers. Values which frequently emerge in the working out of such struggles include cleverness, loyalty, frugality, generosity, bravery, filial piety, and patience. Good usually triumphs in the end, but some stories of the supernatural leave one with the haunting fear that when dealing with otherworldly powers the usual rules do not apply.

But the stories speak for themselves. You are invited now to sample this collection, and through the stories visit the cultures that created them.


[image: Image]

Not long after children learn to speak they begin asking questions about why things are the way they are. Why is the sky blue? Why is ice cold? Where does fire go when it goes out? Why do cats chase mice? Adults too want answers. Why do rivers flow eastward (as most rivers in China do)? Why is the sea salty? Who made the first people, and why?

Many traditional stories are structured around answering such questions. Some of these stories become part of a people’s religious faith or their understanding of their historical past. In other cases there is no question of belief—the stories simply entertain with bizarre or almost plausible accounts of how something might have happened, and the delight that these stories bring stems from their artful structure, not from any belief that the stories are true.

The stories presented in this section explain, among other things, how the earth was formed and people were made; why the sun is so bright; how the tiger got his stripes; how the mosquito came to be; and why the Da-Trang crabs endlessly scoop up sand.

The stories are of many different types, including ancient myth (“Pan Gu, Nuwa, and Gonggong”) and local legend (“Da-Trang Crabs”). “The Salt-Grinding Millstones” combines the theme of a Magic Gift with a moral about the consequences of greed, then explains why the sea is salty. “The Sun and the Moon” contains a freestanding tale of children outwitting a tiger, remarkably similar in form and content to a European märchen or fairy tale, with two explanations added to the end almost as an afterthought. In this and several of the other stories in this group, the explanation bows to the plot of the story, illustrating the complexity of many traditional tales.
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Pan Gu, Nuwa, and Gonggong
China


Long, long ago, before the heavens were separated from the earth, the world was an unformed mass shaped like an egg. Inside this egg was a man named Pan Gu, who grew larger and larger each day until he was ninety thousand li tall. He slept in the egg for eighteen thousand years, and then he woke up.

When Pan Gu opened his eyes he was surrounded by darkness, so he took an axe and with a mighty swing chopped the egg into two halves. One half rose upward to become Heaven, while the other sank down to become Earth. Pan Gu was afraid that Heaven and Earth would come together again, so he stood between them like a giant pillar, his feet on the Earth, and his shoulders holding up Heaven. After many eons had passed, Heaven and Earth grew so far apart they could never come together again, and Pan Gu, exhausted by his long effort, fell down and died.

His left eye became the sun, his right eye the moon, his body became mountains, and his blood rivers. The tiny hairs on his body became flowers and trees, his bones became metal and stones, and his beads of sweat became rain and pearls.

One day the goddess Nuwa came to the new world which Pan Gu had formed. She climbed the mountains and crossed the rivers, she looked at the flowers and the trees, but always she felt that something was lacking. As she gazed into a pool of water and saw her own reflection there she thought to herself, “I will make some living beings in my own image.” Then she mixed some clay with water and carefully formed a figure out of the clay. When this figure was placed on the ground it came alive, and began to run and jump and shout. Nuwa gave it the name Human.

Then she carefully formed several other figures from the clay, and they all came to life. But the work took much time, and she began to tire of the task. So she took a rope, dipped it into a pool of mud, and flung it in all directions. Each of the drops that fell from the rope became a human too, though not as well formed as the first. The carefully formed figures became nobility, and the drops of mud became commoners, and that is why there are so many commoners and so few noble people in the world today.

Around this time, Gonggong, god of the waters, fought with Zhurong, the god of fire.Gonggong set out on a river raft to meet Zhurong, but though Gonggong was aided by fish, shrimp, and crabs, Zhurong proved more powerful, and burned all Gonggong’s troops to death. Angry and ashamed at his defeat, Gonggong fled to the west, and in a terrible rage smashed into one of the four mountain pillars that support the sky. The force of his impact broke the pillar, and a corner of the sky began to crumble. With the pillar broken, the western edge of the sky began to tilt downward to meet the earth, and the earth tilted upward to meet the sky. That is why the heavenly bodies flow toward the west, and the rivers of China flow toward the east.
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The Sun and the Moon
Korea


Long, long ago there lived an old woman who had two children, a son and a daughter. One day she went to a neighboring village to work in a rich man’s house. When she left to come back home, she was given a big wooden box containing buckwheat puddings. She carried it on her head, and hastened back to her waiting children. But on the way, as she passed a hill, she met a big tiger.

The tiger blocked her path, and opening its great red mouth asked, “Old woman, old woman! What is that you are carrying on your head?” The old woman replied fearlessly, “Do you mean this, Tiger? It is a box of buckwheat puddings that I was given at the rich man’s house where I worked today.” Then the tiger said, “Old woman, give me one. If you don’t, I will eat you up.” So she gave the tiger a buckwheat pudding, and it let her pass the hill.

When she came to the next hill the tiger appeared before her and asked her the same question, “Old woman, old woman, what have you got in that box you are carrying on your head?” And, thinking it was another tiger, she gave the same answer, “These are buckwheat puddings I was given at the rich man’s house where I worked today.” The tiger asked for one in the same way. And the old woman gave it a pudding from her box, and it went off into the forest.

The tiger then appeared several more times and made the same demand, and each time she gave it a pudding, until there were no more left in the box. So now she carried the empty box on her head, and she walked along swinging her arms at her sides. Then the tiger appeared again, and demanded a pudding. She explained that she had none left, saying, “Your friends ate all my buckwheat puddings. There is nothing at all left in my box.” Thereupon she threw the box away. The tiger said, “What are those things swinging at your sides?” “This is my left arm, and this is my right arm,” she replied. “Unless you give me one of them, I will eat you up,” roared the tiger. So she gave it one of her arms, and it walked off with it. But not long afterwards it appeared in front of her again, and repeated its threats. So she gave it her other arm.

Now the old woman had lost all her puddings, her box, and even both her arms, but she still walked along the mountain road on her two legs. The greedy tiger barred her way once more and asked, “What is that, moving under your body?” She answered, “My legs, of course.” The tiger then said, in a rather strange tone, “Oh, in that case, give me one of your legs, or I will eat you up.” The old woman got very angry, and complained, “You greedy animal! Your friends ate all my puddings, and both my arms as well. Now you want my legs. However will I be able to get back to my home?” But the tiger would not listen to her, and persisted in its demand. “If you give me your left leg, you can still hop on your right leg, can’t you?” So she had to take off her left leg, and throw it to the tiger, and then she set off homewards, hopping on her other leg. The tiger ran ahead of her, and barred her way again. “Old woman, old woman! Why are you hopping like that?” it asked. She shouted furiously, “You devil! You ate all my puddings, both my arms, and one of my legs. However can I go home if I lose my right leg too?” The tiger answered, “You can roll, can’t you?” So she cut off her right leg, and gave it to the tiger. She set out to roll over and over along the road. Then the tiger rushed after her, and swallowed what was left of her in a single gulp.

Back at the old woman’s home her two children waited till nightfall for her to return. Then they went inside and locked the door, and lay down hungry on the floor, for they did not know that a tiger had eaten their mother on her way home.

The cunning tiger dressed in the old woman’s clothes, and put a white handkerchief on its head. Then, standing erect on its hind legs, it walked to the old woman’s house and knocked at the door. It called to the two children, “My dears, you must be very hungry. Open the door. I have brought you some buckwheat puddings.” But the children remembered the advice their mother had given them when she went out in the morning, “There are tigers about. Be very careful.” They noticed that the voice sounded rather strange, and so they did not open the door, and said, “Mother, your voice sounds rather strange. What has happened to you?” So the tiger disguised its voice and said, “Don’t be alarmed. Mother is back. I have spent the day spreading barley to dry on mats, and the sparrows kept flying down to eat it, so that I had to shout loudly at them all day long to drive them away. So I have got rather hoarse.” The children were not convinced, and asked again, “Then, Mother, please put your arm in through the hole in the door, and let us see it.” The tiger put one of its forepaws in the hole in the door. The children touched it and said, “Mother, why is your arm so rough and hairy?” So the tiger explained, “I was washing clothes, and I starched them with rice paste. That must have made my arm rough.” But the children peeped out through the hole in the door, and were surprised to see a tiger there in the darkness. So they slipped quietly out the back door, climbed a tall tree, and hid among the branches.

The tiger waited for a while, but as it got no further reply from inside, it broke into the house, and searched in vain for the children. It came out in a furious temper, and rushed round the house with terrible roars, till it came to an old well underneath the tree. It looked down at the water, and there saw the reflections of the two children. So it forced a smile and tried to scoop up the reflections, and said in a gentle voice, “Oh, my poor children. You have fallen into the well. I haven’t got a bamboo basket, or even a grass one. How can I save you?” The children watched the tiger’s antics from above, and could not help bursting out laughing. Hearing their laughter it looked up, and saw them high in the tree. It asked in a kindly voice, “How did you get up there? That’s very dangerous. You might fall into the well. I must get you down. Tell me how you got up so high.” The children replied, “Go to the neighbors and get some sesame oil. Smear it on the trunk and climb up.”

So the stupid tiger went to the house next door and got some sesame oil and smeared it thickly on the trunk and tried to climb up. But of course the oil made the tree very slippery. So the tiger asked again, “My dear children. You are very clever, aren’t you? However did you get up there so easily, right to the top? Tell me the truth.” This time they answered innocently, “Go and borrow an axe from the neighbors. Then you can cut footholds on the trunk.” So the tiger went and borrowed an axe from the house next door, and, cutting steps in the tree, began to climb up.

The children now thought that they would not be able to escape from the tiger, and in great terror prayed to the God of Heaven. “Oh God, please save us. If you are willing, please send us the Heavenly Iron Chain. But if you mean us to die, send down the Rotten Straw Rope!” At once a strong Iron Chain came gently down from Heaven to them, so that they could climb up without difficulty.

When the tiger reached the top of the tree the children were gone. It wanted to follow them, so it too began to pray, but in opposite terms, because it was very afraid that it might be punished for its misdeeds. “Oh God of Heaven, if you would save me, send down the Rotten Straw Rope, I beg of you. But if you mean me to die, please send down the Heavenly Iron Chain.” By praying in this way, it hoped that the Iron Chain would come down, and not the Straw Rope, for it expected that as a punishment it would received the opposite of what it had prayed for. But the gods are straightforward, and always willing to save lives by answering prayers directly, and so it was the Rotten Straw Rope that came down after all. The tiger seized the rope, and began to climb up it, for in the darkness it could not see that it was not the chain. When it got a little way up, the rope broke, and so it fell down to the ground. It crashed down in a field of broom-corn, where it died crushed and broken, its body pierced through by the sharp stems of the corn. From that day, it is said, the leaves of broom-corn have been covered with blood-red spots.

The two children lived peacefully in the Heavenly Kingdom, until one day the Heavenly King said to them, “We do not allow anyone to sit here and idle away the time. So I have decided on duties for you. The boy shall be the Sun, to light the world of men, and the girl shall be the Moon, to shine by night.” Then the girl answered, “Oh King, I am not familiar with the night. It would be better for me not to be the Moon.” So the King made her the Sun instead, and made her brother the Moon.

It is said that when she became the Sun, people used to gaze up at her in the sky. But she was a modest girl, and greatly embarrassed by this. So she shone brighter and brighter, so that it was impossible to look at her directly. And that is why the sun is so bright, that her womanly modesty might be forever respected.
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The Salt-Grinding Millstones
Japan


In a certain place there were two brothers. The older brother was a very unpleasant fellow, but the younger brother was very good and intelligent.

The older brother wanted to marry his younger brother off as an adopted husband as soon as possible so that he would not have to worry about him, but the younger brother wanted to remain single and had no desire to go somewhere and become an adopted husband.

After a while, however, he did take a wife. They borrowed a hut from someone and lived in it. When winter came there was less work than he had expected, and they were in distress. Then the last day of the year came, and he went to his older brother’s house to borrow one sho of rice. His older brother said, “What is this! Is there anyone stupid enough to have no rice to eat at the year’s end feast? After all, it comes but once a year! And even worse than that, you have gone and gotten married. You can go somewhere else and tell your story.” And he absolutely refused to give him anything. Without a word, the younger brother left the older brother’s house.

He was crossing the mountain when he met an old man with a long beard who was picking up firewood. “Where are you going?” asked the old man.

“Tonight is the last night of the year, but we have no rice to offer to the Toshigama [Year Deity], and so I am just walking about, going nowhere in particular,” replied the young man.

“Well, that is too bad. Here, I will give you this, you may take it with you,” and he gave him a tiny manju dumpling made from wheat flour. Then he added, “Take this manju and go over there to the temple of the deity of the forest. Behind the temple there is a hole in the ground. There are some kobito [little people] who live in that hole; they will ask you to give them the manju, but you must tell them that you will not exchange it for money or anything but a pair of millstones. The kobito dearly love manju.”

The young man thanked the old man and went to the temple in the middle of the forest as he had been told. He looked behind the temple and saw that, sure enough, there was a hole there. He went down into the hole and found a large number of kobito, who were making a great deal of noise. He wondered what they were doing; when he looked closely, he could see that they were trying to climb up a reed stalk but were falling off and trying again, then falling off and trying again. He thought this very strange and said “Here, I’ll help you,” and picking them up, he soon had put them where they were trying to go. The kobito were very happy and said in awe, “Oh, what a huge man you are; you are really strong!” Just then they noticed the wheat flour manju that he was carrying. “Oh, oh, what a nice looking thing that is you’re carrying; how unusual it looks! Please let us have it, will you?” and they spread out some gold in front of him.

As the younger brother had been instructed by the old man, he said, “No, I don’t want gold. I will trade this for your millstones.” The kobito were troubled. “There are no other millstones in the world like these; they are our treasure. But there is nothing else to do; we will trade them to you.” And so they handed them over to him.

The young man gave the kobito the manju, and taking the tiny millstones, he climbed out of the hole. Just as he got outside, he heard a voice as small as a mosquito’s calling, “You’re killing me, you’re killing me!” He looked around carefully and found that one of the kobito was caught between the supports of his high clogs. He carefully took him out and put him back in the hole.

He set off again and came to where the old man had been on the mountain pass. The old man was there again. He said, “Oh, did you get the millstones? If you turn those millstones to the right, anything you want will come out. If you turn them to the left, they will stop.”

The younger brother happily returned home. When he got home, his wife had grown very tired of waiting. “Today is the celebration of the last day of the year, and where have you been?” she complained. “Did you go over to your brother’s place and get something to eat?”

“It’s all right. Hurry, spread out a straw mat here,” he said. His wife spread out a mat, and he put the millstones on it. “Make rice, make rice,” he said, turning the stones. Rice came pouring out in a stream, zoko zoko, one bushel and then another. Next he said, “Make salmon,” and two salted salmon, then three, came sliding out, hyoko hyoko. After everything necessary for their feast had been provided by the millstones, they had a very happy year’s end feast; then they went to sleep.

The next morning was New Year’s Day. The young man said, “Since were are now so rich, it is no fun living in a little hut like this; make us a new house.” And he turned the millstones. A splendid mansion appeared. Then he made many storehouses, a long house for servants, a horse barn, and seven horses, all from the millstone.

“Make mochi. Make sake,” he said, turning the millstones, and mochi and sake appeared. He invited all his relatives in the neighborhood and made a great celebration. The villagers were very surprised, and all came to the feast. His older brother was astounded. He thought it so strange that he could not restrain himself but went around here and there, all about the house, trying to see how it had been done.

The younger brother thought that he would make some cakes and candies to give the villagers as presents, so he went into the next room and said, “Make sweetmeats, make sweetmeats,” and turned the millstones. While he was doing this, the older brother peeked in and saw what he was doing. “Aha, now I see, it is all done by those millstones,” he said.

When the feast was over, the villagers all returned home. The younger brother and his wife went to bed. After they had gone to sleep, the older brother crept silently into the next room and stole the millstones, then fled. He also took some mochi and some sweetmeats. Taking everything he had gotten, he ran until he came to the seashore. Luckily there was a boat tied up there. He jumped in and pushed off. He decided that he would take the millstones to someplace where he could become a very rich man. He began to row the boat with all his might and rowed a good way out to sea, when he began to get hungry. He ate the mochi and the sweet cakes and candies, but with so much sweet stuff, he felt hungry for salt. There was none in the boat so he decided that this would be a good chance to try the millstones. He said, “Well, well, make some salt, make some salt,” and he turned the millstones. Immediately, salt began to pour, doshi doshi, from the stones. He soon thought that he had enough, but he did not know how to make the stones stop. He became frightened, but the stones kept on turning and making salt until the boat was full; then finally it sank, and he sank with it, down into the sea.

Since there was no one to turn the millstones toward the left, they are still at the bottom of the sea, turning and turning, guru guru, and making salt, and that is why the sea is so salty.
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The Twelve Animals of the Zodiac
China


Long ago, people did not know how to keep track of the months and years, so they asked the Jade Emperor to help them with this task. The Jade Emperor thought that using the names of twelve animals to name the years would make it easier for people to remember them. But there were so many animals in the world, how could he choose just twelve?

The Jade Emperor decided that on his birthday he would have a contest among all the animals to see which could cross the river the fastest. The first twelve animals to cross the river and reach the finish line would become the twelve animals of the zodiac, after whom the years would be named.

The news of the contest spread far and wide, and all the animals came to test their skills. At that time the cat and the rat were best of friends. They ate together, they slept together, and in a word, they were as inseparable as glue and lacquer.

The rat said, “I should very much like to be first, and stand at the head of the zodiac, but I am too small and not much good at swimming.”

The cat said, “Since we are small and not very fast, we should get an early start. I have heard that the ox gets up at the crack of dawn. Why don’t we ask the ox to wake us up early on the day of the contest, and maybe if we go with him we will have a chance.”

The rat clapped his paws and squeaked, “Yes, yes! Let’s do that!”

On the Jade Emperor’s birthday, before the dawn began to break, before the rooster began to crow, the kindly ox came to waken the cat and the rat. Seeing how sleepy they were he said, “I don’t think you’ll get very far, very fast when you’re still half asleep. Why don’t you just hop on my back and ride with me?”

The cat and the rat gladly settled down on the ox’s broad, warm back, and soon were fast asleep again. When they finally woke up the sky was just growing light, and the ox had already reached the river. The cat lazily yawned and said, “As soon as we cross the river we will be almost at the finish line. It looks like we three will be the first across.”

“Yes, you came up with a clever plan,” said the rat, all the while thinking that it was all well and good that the three of them would be first across the river, but how could he make sure that at the very end he would be ahead of the cat and the ox?

The selfish rat hit upon a devious plan. When they had reached the middle of the river he said to the cat, “Look, Brother Cat, at the fine landscape on the far shore!” When the cat stood on tiptoe to gaze into the distance, the rat gave him a push and he fell into the river.

The ox felt that the weight on his back had grown lighter, but when he looked back he saw the horse and the tiger and other animals gaining on him, so he forgot about the cat and the rat and swam as fast as he could toward the far shore. The clever rat, meanwhile, had hidden itself in the ox’s ear. When the ox reached the shore he felt something jump out of his ear, and when he stopped a moment to see what it was, the rat scurried to the goal line and finished first.

The Jade Emperor was surprised to see the rat had finished first, and said to him, “Mister Rat, I know you can’t swim, and you don’t run very fast, so how is it that you finished first?” The rat replied, “I may be little, but I’m smart! Of course I came in first!”

Soon the ox came lumbering up, angry at the rat for the trick he had played. Close behind him was the tiger, who raced to the finish line dripping wet, roaring, “I’m first, I’m first!” “No, I was first!” squeaked the rat. “You think you are so fine, because you are so strong, but to get ahead you have to be clever like me!” So the tiger and the rat began to squabble.

Suddenly there was a great whirlwind, and a dragon swooped down from the sky, but before he could alight, a rabbit, who had caught a ride on the tiger’s back, hopped in front of him, winning fourth place. The dragon could fly, so he should have come in first, and the Jade Emperor asked him what had detained him.

“I would have been here earlier,” said the dragon, “but I had to go make it rain in one of the eastern counties, and that delayed me a bit.” Dragons, as everyone knows, are the creatures in charge of rain, and being a very responsible dragon he always put duty before pleasure.

Suddenly hoofbeats could be heard, and in the clouds of dust on the road one could make out a horse, sheep, monkey, rooster, and dog running with all their might. The horse was in front. Just as he was about to reach the finish line he heard a voice saying, “I was here first!” He looked around and could see no one, but looking again he discovered a snake in the grass. The snake’s arrival caused a commotion, and the rat and the rabbit immediately hid out of sight.

“What number am I?” asked the horse, with a loud whinny. “Number seven, not bad,” said the tiger.

Soon the sheep, monkey, and rooster arrived. “How is it that you came together?” asked the rat. “We all were floating on the same old log,” said the sheep, “and we helped one another row the log across.” Then the sound of barking signaled the dog’s arrival. He would have been there sooner, but he had stopped to play in the river. That made eleven.

The twelfth to arrive was the pig. “How is it that the pig, who is usually so lazy, made it across?” the animals asked each other. “Is there anything here to eat? Perhaps a banquet for the winners?” asked the pig, causing the other animals to burst out laughing.

Then the Jade Emperor announced the winners. “The twelve animals of the zodiac will be: Rat, Ox, Tiger, Rabbit, Dragon, Snake, Horse, Sheep…” But before he could finish, the soaking wet cat came limping up to the finish line, crying, “What number am I? What number am I?”

The Jade Emperor replied, “You are too late. You are not on the list.” When the cat heard this he shouted, “It’s all that sneaky rat’s fault! He will pay for this! I am going to eat him up!”

The Jade Emperor tried to stop the cat, but the cat would not be stopped, and, claws extended, it lunged at the rat, who scurried behind the Jade Emperor’s robes.

To this day the cat and the rat remain mortal enemies, and the rat, ashamed of the way he won first place in the zodiac, hides all day in dark corners and will only come out at night.
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The first man and woman lived by a river, on whose banks they had a garden. A boy was born to them, but later, when a second child was about to be brought into the world, a great rain and flood came and washed away half of the garden, whereupon the woman cursed the rain, the result of her malediction being that when the child was born, it was only half a human being and had but one eye, one arm, and one leg.

When Half-Child had grown up, he said to his mother, “Alas, what shall I do, so that I may be like my brother, who has two arms and two legs?”

Determining to go to the great deity in the upper world and beg him to make him whole, he climbed up and laid his request before the god, who, after some discussion, agreed to help him, telling him to bathe in a pool which he showed him, and at the same time cautioning him not to go into the water if he saw anyone else bathing. Half-Child went to the pool, found no one else there, and after bathing came out transformed to his proper shape and made very handsome.

Returning to his home, he found his brother eating his dinner, and the latter said to him, “Well, brother, you look very beautiful!” “Yes,” said Half-Child, “the deity granted me to be even as you are.” Then his elder brother asked, “Is the god far away?” and the other replied, “No, he is not far, for I was able to reach him easily.”

The elder brother at once went up to see the divinity, and when asked why he had come, he said that he wished to be made as handsome as his younger brother. The deity replied, “No, you are now just as you ought to be, and must remain so.” But since the other would not be satisfied, at length the god said, “Well, go to that pool there and bathe; but you must not do so unless you see the image of a dog in it, in which case you must bathe with a piece of white cloth tied round your neck.”

So the elder brother went to the pool, tied a piece of cloth around his neck, and bathed, and behold! he was turned into a dog with a white mark around his throat. When he returned to this world he found his brother, Half-Child, at dinner. “Alas!” said the younger brother, “I told you not to go, but you would do so, and now see what has become of you!” And he added, “Here, my brother, you must always remain under my table and eat what falls from it.”
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