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			Series Foreword

			Stretching back to the oral traditions of thousands of years ago, tales of heroes and disaster, creation and conquest have been told by many different civilizations in many different ways. Their impact sits deep within our culture even though the detail in the tales themselves are a loose mix of historical record, transformed narrative and the distortions of hundreds of storytellers. 

			Today the language of mythology lives with us: our mood is jovial, our countenance is saturnine, we are narcissistic and our modern life is hermetically sealed from others. The nuances of myths and legends form part of our daily routines and help us navigate the world around us, with its half truths and biased reported facts.

			The nature of a myth is that its story is already known by most of those who hear it, or read it. Every generation brings a new emphasis, but the fundamentals remain the same: a desire to understand and describe the events and relationships of the world. Many of the great stories are archetypes that help us find our own place, equipping us with tools for self-understanding, both individually and as part of a broader culture.

			For Western societies it is Greek mythology that speaks to us most clearly. It greatly influenced the mythological heritage of the ancient Roman civilization and is the lens through which we still see the Celts, the Norse and many of the other great peoples and religions. The Greeks themselves learned much from their neighbours, the Egyptians, an older culture that became weak with age and incestuous leadership.

			It is important to understand that what we perceive now as mythology had its own origins in perceptions of the divine and the rituals of the sacred. The earliest civilizations, in the crucible of the Middle East, in the Sumer of the third millennium bc, are the source to which many of the mythic archetypes can be traced. As humankind collected together in cities for the first time, developed writing and industrial scale agriculture, started to irrigate the rivers and attempted to control rather than be at the mercy of its environment, humanity began to write down its tentative explanations of natural events, of floods and plagues, of disease. 

			Early stories tell of Gods (or god-like animals in the case of tribal societies such as African, Native American or Aboriginal cultures) who are crafty and use their wits to survive, and it is reasonable to suggest that these were the first rulers of the gathering peoples of the earth, later elevated to god-like status with the distance of time. Such tales became more political as cities vied with each other for supremacy, creating new Gods, new hierarchies for their pantheons. The older Gods took on primordial roles and became the preserve of creation and destruction, leaving the new gods to deal with more current, everyday affairs. Empires rose and fell, with Babylon assuming the mantle from Sumeria in the 1800s bc, then in turn to be swept away by the Assyrians of the 1200s bc; then the Assyrians and the Egyptians were subjugated by the Greeks, the Greeks by the Romans and so on, leading to the spread and assimilation of common themes, ideas and stories throughout the world. 

			The survival of history is dependent on the telling of good tales, but each one must have the ‘feeling’ of truth, otherwise it will be ignored. Around the firesides, or embedded in a book or a computer, the myths and legends of the past are still the living materials of retold myth, not restricted to an exploration of origins. Now we have devices and global communications that give us unparalleled access to a diversity of traditions. We can find out about Native American, Indian, Chinese and tribal African mythology in a way that was denied to our ancestors, we can find connections, match the archaeology, religion and the mythologies of the world to build a comprehensive image of the human experience that is endlessly fascinating. 

			The stories in this book provide an introduction to the themes and concerns of the myths and legends of their respective cultures, with a short introduction to provide a linguistic, geographic and political context. This is where the myths have arrived today, but undoubtedly over the next millennia, they will transform again whilst retaining their essential truths and signs.

			Jake Jackson

			General Editor

		

	
		
			Introduction to Korean Folktales

			Korea: The Next Chapter 

			The Republic of Korea (also ‘South Korea’ and hereafter referred to as ‘Korea’) is located at and below the 38th parallel across a mountainous peninsula in northeast Asia. Comprising the demi-peninsula as well as dozens of nearby islands, Korea ranks between Iceland and Hungary in terms of its land area. Belying the small form factor, however, this nation-state is a juggernaut in today’s world economy. 

			As with other political and economic centres, its popular culture is well received by consumers and fans around the world. Today, ‘Korea’ may evoke associations with the ‘K’ culture industry, for instance with K-Pop, intricate skincare regimens and cosmetic tutorials, television dramas, flavour inventions, and other vibrant life practices. Encountering media in the flow of global culture, one may be further inspired to delve into Korea’s traditions of expression and performance. The Hallyu (Korean Wave) has reinvigorated interest in Korean folklore, and a recent illustrated re-publication of James S. Gale’s translation of 53 tales from Im Bang and Yi Ryuk (Tuttle, 2023) attests to the important role of folklore in defining Korean culture for a world readership.  

			Korea’s Story: A Complex Tapestry

			As with other archaic civilizations, Korea’s origins amalgamate anthropological probability and myth. The established consensus on Korea’s foundations (retold in ‘Prince Sandalwood, The Father of Korea’) date the origin of this civilization (called ‘Gojoseon’ or ‘Old Joseon’) to 2333 bce. Foundation Day (in Korean, literally, ‘sky-opening day’) is an actual holiday celebrated on 3 October. Early inhabitants of the peninsula were akin to the semi-nomadic peoples of present-day China and the Russian Federation, who practised hunter-gathering and held shamanic beliefs. Early traces of storytelling are found on the Bangudae cliff in the southeastern Youngnam province. Dating to the Neolithic era (10,000 bce–4,000 bce), these etchings feature marine animals, land animals, and human hunter-gatherers and fishers. In the more recent past, people of the Three Kingdoms (100s bce–700s ce) and later consolidated nation-state eras regarded the cliff etchings with wonder and used them as the inspiration for song and poetry, as well as scenic natural artwork for major celebrations and picnics. 

			‘K-Lore’ and the Tradition of Remaking the Old in Endlessly New Ways

			The featured collection of stories, excerpted from translations of nineteenth-century missionaries from the Anglo-American West, make an invaluable contribution to the collective imagination of shared pasts. Read in today’s K-cultural context, this archive of folktales, myths, legends, unauthorized biographies, and ghost stories teem just below the sheen of contemporary culture. In the same way that a walk through a Seoul underground depot immerses today’s subway rider in layers of contemporary history, the reader of stories of sneezing statues or mischievous goblins is in both ancient and modern times. The backpacker navigating Seoul with digital geolocation amidst the frenetic bustle of 11 million Seoulites will wander through luxury shopping districts and the palaces of Joseon next to twenty-storey high-rise concrete apartment complexes with the names ‘Palace’ or ‘Castle.’ Folktales bridge the traditional and the modern, just as a walk down a typical London street would meet with self-checkout supermarkets within sight of eighteenth-century cemeteries. 

			The old and the new are endlessly entangled in architecture, space and imagination. Along these labyrinthine neighbourhood roads crisscrossing the redeveloped main thoroughfares, everyday life will oftentimes look, feel or even smell just as it did in the decades prior to the arrival of Hallyu or Korean football exploits in the World Cup. And one or two bullet-train stops outside of the megalopolis, the many regionally varied traditional Korean customs are as much a part of people’s lifeworlds as are the advanced smartphones, talking rice cookers, or keyless entry systems. Also woven into these aspects of culture are the ways of life and migration stories of new Koreans, including those emigrating from North Korea (formally the Democratic People’s Republic of North Korea) and many more, often from debtor nations who have a vital role in Korean family and industry without any legal recognition of their place in Korea. 

			‘Authorship’ and Translation of Oral Literatures 

			Folklore, a crystallization of disparate and changing oral literatures, serves as a reminder of who we each are, as Koreans and non-Koreans, where we come from and what makes us different from tools or machines that can now generate an epic or an essay in fractions of a second. Folklore anchors the human imagination and psyche in societies that are unmoored by the demands for ever-accelerated tempo. 

			Over a century after the translators and compilers of this volume, James G. Gale (1863–1937), Horace N. Allen (1858–1932),  William Elliot Griffiths (1843–1928) and Katharine Pyle (1863–1938), translated the stories of Yi Ryuk (1443–1498) and Im Bang (1640–1724) for an English-speaking readership intrigued by the obscure, autonomous ‘Hermit Kingdom’ with a reputation for hostility toward Western missionaries, Korea is no longer the fairy-tale world of mystery and oddity. Self-nicknamed the ‘Miracle on the Han River’ for its story of economic growth and development after the Korean War (1950–1953) and colonization by Japan (1910–1945), Korea is currently a hub of technoscientific learning. 

			Literacy in Korea

			Korea is today known for an intense industry of education, with not a small proportion of the nation’s economy devoted to supplemental college preparatory curriculum. Many students do academic work from early morning till late night. There is fierce competition for what are perceived to be increasingly scarce white-collar jobs, and the college entrance examination, modelled after the civil service examination of Joseon, is an existential moment for Korean youth. Twenty-first century Korea is a knowledge economy with hierarchies of inclusion and exclusion that have increasing numbers of the next generation feeling disenchanted. In what may appear to be an atavistic moment of progressive vision, the monarch Sejong, Fourth King of Joseon, and his group of scholar-philologists developed a phonetic script for Korean. In no small part due to concerted efforts by aristocracy fighting to maintain their hegemony over the illiterate Korean masses, Hangul was not commonly used until the mid-nineteenth century. Until then, script literacies were exclusively the provenance of the elite intellectual class who had the time and resources to school their male children in classical literary Chinese. But before and throughout these revolutions in literacy and language for Joseon people, there was a rich tradition of folklore. People sang, chanted and told stories in a number of daily life situations. The pansori singer of tales could be found in marketplaces or in front of aristocratic patron audiences, singing and chanting one of 12 song cycles to the accompaniment of a drummer. Puppet theatres and masked dancers similarly used props, dolls, masks and movement to narrate well-known tropes, even satirical phrases. Today the Republic of Korea has one of the highest rates of literacy in the world, and their traditions of oral literature are a point of pride. 

			A Meeting of Myths: Belief Syncretism in Folklore

			As scholars and practitioners of Korean culture have noted, Korean culture is syncretic. Throughout most of its history, it has not had any organized religion in the way that Christendom promulgated European sociocultural institutions and structures. Instead, there were four main belief systems that structured everyday life practices as well as formal rituals, including the arts and literature. These belief systems are indigenous shamanism, Buddhism, Neo-Confucianism (transmitted from Northern Song China through the late Goryeo and early Joseon eras in Korea) and, later, Christianity, which was first encountered in the 1590s and took hold as a culture of belief in the nineteenth century.   While Christianity, neo-Confucianism, and Buddhism were most integrated into politics and administrative life, shamans were closest to the everyday Joseon person. Theirs was mostly a hereditary trade, one of the eight subaltern castes in highly class-divided Joseon. In sum, throughout most of the last two millennia, Koreans have had a syncretic belief system structuring their everyday lives, and other philosophical systems such as Daoism also percolated in the culture. The missionaries translating Korean folktales intended to create a portal into the Korean psyche that would be available to their readers, who were most likely a successive cohort of missionaries to Korea. Yet the stories themselves are varied and amenable to multiple interpretations.

			Syncretism and Didacticism in the Folktales

			While these adaptations of the folktales are from the period of Christian missionaries in Korea (1800s and 1900s) and the Japanese annexation/colonial era (1910–1945), it is important to note that readers today can find in these classical folktales thematic and symbolic elements that align with Korean Christian belief. Today, about 25 per cent of modern Koreans identify with Christianity or are members of a church. To illustrate, the ethos so formulaic in Korean stories (of ‘reward virtue, punish vice’) can be read as an indigenous folk reverence of the spiritual realm, a reflection of Buddhist karmic law, or even the Christian teaching of agape or care for one’s neighbours. Indeed, the number of stories involving characters’ encounters with or travels to Hell or Hades reflect not just the translators’ investments in converging indigenous beliefs with Christian beliefs, but also people’s abiding curiosity about the life and worlds beyond this one.

			Making Sense of Folktales in Modernity

			These stories, having been filtered through the Neo-Confucian lens of Yi Ryuk and Im Bang, then the Anglo-American Protestant lens of Gale, Allen, Griffiths and others, may not tell us much about who the original storytellers were or what they actually believed, so much as remind us about how we encounter the world and ourselves within it today. Yet there are also hints of the worldviews of Korean peoples from the ancient era. These stories show a reverence for the natural world, respect for animals, and a sense of wonder and awe about the natural and supernatural worlds. These attitudes are vastly different from today’s technologized society, where nature is often a resource for industrial exploitation, and people’s sense of wonder and fascination are captured, rather than cultivated, by the media saturating their fields of perception, and harnessed into consumerism. One critical takeaway from this story collection is the vital role of storying and storytelling in rapidly changing conditions of human existence. 

			Structuring Beliefs

			Confucianism may be one of several structuring beliefs for Korea. As the official state ideology of Joseon (1392–2020), it has had lasting effects on the organization of all institutions in Korea, from family or peer social ties to workplace dynamics, from sound conduct of friendships to the proper ceremonies for ancestor memorial rites. Just as the natural world existed in some type of order, relationships in human society should operate according to the principle of harmony. And this harmony was achieved and preserved through role designations and hierarchical relationships. Seniors (older in terms of number of years on the planet, or at an institution such as a school or workplace) were to be treated by juniors with deference, obedience and loyalty. In turn, seniors were implicitly responsible for the wellbeing of juniors. The five basic relationships prescribed by Confucianism include those between ruler and subject, parents and children, wife and husband, elder and younger siblings, and friends. Among the narratives translated by the missionaries, the five canonical pansori story-singing epics (the Obatang) are included. Each of these pansori narratives is structured with didactic elements (alongside burlesque, satire, comedy, and tragedy) that model these five relationships. These beliefs continue to be important today and present in everyday life habits, even amid major social transformations. One such major transformation occurred in youth-led social movements in the wake of the Sewol ferry disaster in 2014, which claimed the lives of hundreds of high-school children who had obeyed the ship’s captain by staying in their cabins while the captain evacuated and was rescued. Named the ‘Sewol’ Generation, today’s young adult generation have a participatory role in transforming social institutions that lead to corruption or endemic bullying. Thus, like other traditional beliefs, neo-Confucian mores realign with new progressivism, and it remains to be seen how the Sewol Generation will adapt their inherited folklore.

			Buddhism in Korean Folklore

			The Buddhist practice of showing kindness to and reverence for nature, for taking responsibility for the collective wellbeing of a community, and the Taoist non-action or reflective stance are all prevalent in Korean folklore. Oftentimes animals serve as agents of karma, bringing rewards for compassionate and virtuous conduct, or alternately retribution or justice for wrongs committed. From the folktales it is clear that ancient Korean peoples practised kindness to animals and nature as a standard of good human conduct. Buddhism is also thematized in folklore through the appearance of Buddhist monks in many narratives, usually to represent ethical authority, but sometimes (especially in satirical narratives such as the mask dance of the naughty monk) as a critique of corrupted political or religious authority. Reverence for the wonder and awe of nature is also evident in idiomatic expressions (not available to readers of the translated versions except through the creative translations afforded by Gale, Griffith and Allen).

			A wonderfully unique aspect of oral literature is collective authorship and collective ownership. Folktales are the original creative and intellectual commons. The Flame Tree Myths and Legends series presents storying as a commonly shared inheritance from diverse, multiple pasts. 

			Dr. Perry D. Miller teaches in the Department of East Asian Languages and Literatures at The Ohio State University. Miller received the Ph.D. in Comparative Culture and Literature Studies from Ohio State in 2016 and is currently completing a Doctor of Education through Indiana University. She researches affect, ecohumanities, and literacy through Korea-focused texts.

		

	
		
			Love, Marriage & Family

			Unlike cultures of the West that valued romance-based marriage, the Korean counterpart was a formal union of two families. People did not choose their partners but instead were matched to each other through family negotiations and sometimes a go-between who would arrange the match. Love was considered secondary to family duty and obligation. Also, love was not shown in overt or public ways but rather integrated into acts of kindness, or was not exactly demonstrative. The concept of Jeong (emotion, or heart) is understood to be a form of love that supersedes but does not exclude romantic attachment. 

			Women of the Joseon era had far less freedom and agency than their foremothers of Goryeo, Silla, and the Three Kingdoms era, when women owned property, started and ended relationships of their own will, rode and fought on horseback, and were even (in two rare instances) political heads of state. The formulaic fairytale ending of marriage signalling a happy-ever-after is rare in Korean folktales, where the hunter and the weaver meet once a year along the Milky Way thanks to legions of magpies who form a bird-bridge; or where Shim Cheong’s happy conclusion is not with her marrying the king of the realm, but instead being reunited with her visually impaired father who, with a cosmic blessing, has his eyesight miraculously restored.

		

	
		
			Charan
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			Some think that love, strong, true, and self-sacrificing, is not to be found in the Orient; but the story of Charan, which comes down four hundred years and more, proves the contrary, for it still has the fresh, sweet flavour of a romance of yesterday; albeit the setting of the East provides an odd and interesting background.

			In the days of King Sung-jong (ad 1488–1495) one of Korea’s noted men became governor of Pyong-an Province. Now Pyong-an stands first of all the eight provinces in the attainments of erudition and polite society. Many of her literati are good musicians, and show ability in the affairs of State.

			At the time of this story there was a famous dancing girl in Pyong-an whose name was Charan. She was very beautiful, and sang and danced to the delight of all beholders. Her ability, too, was specially marked, for she understood the classics and was acquainted with history. The brightest of all the geisha was she, famous and far-renowned.

			The Governor’s family consisted of a son, whose age was sixteen, and whose face was comely as a picture. Though so young, he was thoroughly grounded in Chinese, and was a gifted scholar. His judgment was excellent, and he had a fine appreciation of literary form, so that the moment he lifted his pen the written line took on admirable expression. His name became known as Keydong (The Gifted Lad). The Governor had no other children, neither son nor daughter, so his heart was wrapped up in this boy. On his birthday he had all the officials invited and other special guests, who came to drink his health. There were present also a company of dancing-girls and a large band of musicians. The Governor, during a lull in the banquet, called his son to him, and ordered the chief of the dancing-girls to choose one of the prettiest of their number, that he and she might dance together and delight the assembled guests. On hearing this, the company, with one accord, called for Charan, as the one suited by her talents, attainments and age to be a fitting partner for his son. They came out and danced like fairies, graceful as the wavings of the willow, light and airy as the swallow. All who saw them were charmed. The Governor, too, greatly pleased, called Charan to him, had her sit on the dais, treated her to a share in the banquet, gave her a present of silk, and commanded that from that day forth she be the special dancing maiden to attend upon his son.

			From this birthday forth they became fast friends together. They thought the world of each other. More than all the delightful stories of history was their love – such as had never been seen.

			The Governor’s term of office was extended for six years more, and so they remained in the north country. Finally, at the time of return, he and his wife were in great anxiety over their son being separated from Charan. If they were to force them to separate, they feared he would die of a broken heart. If they took her with them, she not being his wife, they feared for his reputation. They could not possibly decide, so they concluded to refer the matter to the son himself. They called him and said, “Even parents cannot decide as to the love of their son for a maiden. What ought we to do? You love Charan so that it will be very hard for you to part, and yet to have a dancing-girl before you are married is not good form, and will interfere with your marriage prospects and promotion. However, the having of a second wife is a common custom in Korea, and one that the world recognizes. Do as you think best in the matter.” The son replied, “There is no difficulty; when she is before my eyes, of course she is everything, but when the time comes for me to start for home she will be like a pair of worn shoes, set aside; so please do not be anxious.”

			The Governor and his wife were greatly delighted, and said he was a “superior man” indeed.

			When the time came to part Charan cried bitterly, so that those standing by could not bear to look at her; but the son showed not the slightest sign of emotion. Those looking on were filled with wonder at his fortitude. Although he had already loved Charan for six years, he had never been separated from her for a single day, so he knew not what it meant to say Good-bye, nor did he know how it felt to be parted.

			The Governor returned to Seoul to fill the office of Chief Justice, and the son came also. After this return thoughts of love for Charan possessed Keydong, though he never expressed them in word or manner. It was almost the time of the Kam-see Examination. The father, therefore, ordered his son to go with some of his friends to a neighbouring monastery to study and prepare. They went, and one night, after the day’s work was over and all were asleep, the young man stole out into the courtyard. It was winter, with frost and snow and a cold, clear moon. The mountains were deep and the world was quiet, so that the slightest sound could be heard. The young man looked up at the moon and his thoughts were full of sorrow. He so wished to see Charan that he could no longer control himself, and fearing that he would lose his reason, he decided that very night to set out for far-distant Pyong-an. He had on a fur head-dress, a thick coat, a leather belt and a heavy pair of shoes. When he had gone less than ten lee, however, his feet were blistered, and he had to go into a neighbouring village and change his leather shoes for straw sandals, and his expensive head-cover for an ordinary servant’s hat. He went thus on his way, begging as he went. He was often very hungry, and when night came, was very, very cold. He was a rich man’s son and had always dressed in silk and eaten dainty fare, and had never in his life walked more than a few feet from his father’s door. Now there lay before him a journey of hundreds of miles. He went stumbling along through the snow, making but poor progress. Hungry, and frozen nearly to death, he had never known such suffering before. His clothes were torn and his face became worn down and blackened till he looked like a goblin. Still on he went, little by little, day after day, till at last, when a whole month had gone by, he reached Pyong-an.

			Straight to Charan’s home he went, but Charan was not there, only her mother. She looked at him, but did not recognize him. He said he was the former Governor’s son and that out of love for Charan he had walked five hundred lee. “Where is she?” he asked. The mother heard, but instead of being pleased was very angry. She said, “My daughter is now with the son of the new Governor, and I never see her at all; she never comes home, and she has been away for two or three months. Even though you have made this long journey there is no possible way to meet her.”

			She did not invite him in, so cold was her welcome. He thought to himself, “I came to see Charan, but she is not here. Her mother refuses me; I cannot go back, and I cannot stay. What shall I do?” While thus in this dilemma a plan occurred to him. There was a scribe in Pyong-an, who, during his father’s term of office, had offended, and was sentenced to death. There were extenuating circumstances, however, and he, when he went to pay his morning salutations, had besought and secured his pardon. His father, out of regard for his son’s petition, had forgiven the scribe. He thought, “I was the means of saving the man’s life, he will take me in;” so he went straight from Charan’s to the house of the scribe. But at first this writer did not recognize him. When he gave his name and told who he was, the scribe gave a great start, and fell at his feet making obeisance. He cleared out an inner room and made him comfortable, prepared dainty fare and treated him with all respect.

			A little later he talked over with his host the possibility of his meeting Charan. The scribe said, “I am afraid that there is no way for you to meet her alone, but if you would like to see even her face, I think I can manage it. Will you consent?”

			He asked as to the plan. It was this: It being now a time of snow, daily coolies were called to sweep it away from the inner court of the Governor’s yamen, and just now the scribe was in charge of this particular work. Said he, “If you will join the sweepers, take a broom and go in; you will no doubt catch a glimpse of Charan as she is said to be in the Hill Kiosk. I know of no other plan.”

			Keydong consented. In the early morning he mixed with the company of sweepers and went with his broom into the inner enclosure, where the Hill Kiosk was, and so they worked at sweeping. Just then the Governor’s son was sitting by the open window and Charan was by him, but not visible from the outside. The other workers, being all practised hands, swept well; Keydong alone handled his broom to no advantage, knowing not how to sweep. The Governor’s son, watching the process, looked out and laughed, called Charan and invited her to see this sweeper. Charan stepped out into the open hall and the sweeper raised his eyes to see. She glanced at him but once, and but for a moment, then turned quickly, went into the room, and shut the door, not appearing again, to the disappointment of the sweeper, who came back in despair to the scribe’s house.

			Charan was first of all a wise and highly gifted woman. One look had told her who the sweeper was. She came back into the room and began to cry. The Governor’s son looked in surprise and displeasure, and asked, “Why do you cry?” She did not reply at once, but after two or three insistent demands told the reason thus: “I am a low class woman; you are mistaken in thinking highly of me, or counting me of worth. Already I have not been home for two whole months and more. This is a special compliment and a high honour, and so there is not the slightest reason for any complaint on my part. But still, I think of my home, which is poor, and my mother. It is customary on the anniversary of my father’s death to prepare food from the official quarters, and offer a sacrifice to his spirit, but here I am imprisoned and to-morrow is the sacrificial day. I fear that not a single act of devotion will be paid, I am disturbed over it, and that’s why I cry.”

			The Governor’s son was so taken in by this fair statement that he trusted her fully and without a question. Sympathetically he asked, “Why didn’t you tell me before?” He prepared the food and told her to hurry home and carry out the ceremony. So Charan came like flaming fire back to her house, and said to her mother, “Keydong has come and I have seen him. Is he not here? Tell me where he is if you know.” The mother said, “He came here, it is true, all the way on foot to see you, but I told him that you were in the yamen and that there was no possible way for you to meet, so he went away and where he is I know not.”

			Then Charan broke down and began to cry. “Oh, my mother, why had you the heart to do so cruelly?” she sobbed. “As far as I am concerned I can never break with him nor give him up. We were each sixteen when chosen to dance together, and while it may be said that men chose us, it is truer still to say that God hath chosen. We grew into each other’s lives, and there was never such love as ours. Though he forgot and left me, I can never forget and can never give him up. The Governor, too, called me the beloved wife of his son, and did not once refer to my low station. He cherished me and gave me many gifts. ‘Twas all like heaven and not like earth. To the city of Pyong-an gentry and officials gather as men crowd into a boat; I have seen so many, but for grace and ability no one was ever like Keydong. I must find him, and even though he casts me aside I never shall forget him. I have not kept myself even unto death as I should have, because I have been under the power and influence of the Governor. How could he ever have come so far for one so low and vile? He, a gentleman of the highest birth, for the sake of a wretched dancing-girl has endured all this hardship and come so far. Could you not have thought, mother, of these things and given him at least some kindly welcome? Could my heart be other than broken?” And a great flow of tears came from Charan’s eyes. She thought and thought as to where he could possibly be. “I know of no place,” said she, “unless it be at such and such a scribe’s home.” Quick as thought she flew thence, and there they met. They clasped each other and cried, not a word was spoken. Thus came they back to Charan’s home side by side. When it was night Charan said, “When to-morrow comes we shall have to part. What shall we do?” They talked it over, and agreed to make their escape that night. So Charan got together her clothing, and her treasures and jewels, and made two bundles, and thus, he carrying his on his back and she hers on her head, away they went while the city slept. They followed the road that leads toward the mountains that lie between Yang-tok and Maing-san counties. There they found a country house, where they put up, and where the Governor’s son became a sort of better-class servant. He did not know how to do anything well, but Charan understood weaving and sewing, and so they lived. After some time they got a little thatched hut by themselves in the village and lived there. Charan was a beautiful sewing-woman, and ceased not day and night to ply her needle, and sold her treasures and her jewels to make ends meet. Charan, too, knew how to make friends, and was praised and loved by all the village. Everybody felt sorry for the hard times that had befallen this mysterious young couple, and helped them so that the days passed peacefully and happily together.

			To return in the story: On awaking in the morning in the temple where he and his friends had gone to study, they found Keydong missing. All was in a state of confusion as to what had become of the son of the Chief Justice. They hunted for him far and wide, but he was nowhere to be found, so word was sent to the parents accordingly. There was untold consternation in the home of the former governor. So great a loss, what could equal it? They searched the country about the temple, but no trace or shadow of him was to be found. Some said they thought he had been inveigled away and metamorphosed by the fox; others that he had been eaten by the tiger. The parents decided that he was dead and went into mourning for him, burning his clothing in a sacrificial fire.

			In Pyong-an the Governor’s son, when he found that he had lost Charan, had Charan’s mother imprisoned and all the relatives, but after a month or so, when the search proved futile, he gave up the matter and let them go.

			Charan, at last happy with her chosen one, said one day to him, “You, a son of the gentry, for the sake of a dancing-girl have given up parents and home to live in this hidden corner of the hills. It is a matter, too, that touches your filial piety, this leaving your father and mother in doubt as to whether you are alive or not. They ought to know. We cannot live here all our lives, neither can we return home; what do you think we ought to do?” Keydong made a hopeless reply. “I am in distress,” said he, “and know not.”

			Charan said brightly, “I have a plan by which we can cover over the faults of the past, and win a new start for the future. By means of it, you can serve your parents and look the world in the face. Will you consent?”

			“What do you propose?” asked he. Her reply was, “There is only one way, and that is by means of the Official Examination. I know of no other. You will understand what I mean, even though I do not tell you more.”

			He said, “Enough, your plan is just the thing to help us out. But how can I get hold of the books I need?”

			Charan replied, “Don’t be anxious about that, I’ll get the books.” From that day forth she sent through all the neighbourhood for books, to be secured at all costs; but there were few or none, it being a mountain village. One day there came by, all unexpectedly, a pack-peddler, who had in his bundle a book that he wished to sell. Some of the village people wanted to buy it for wall-paper. Charan, however, secured it first and showed it to Keydong. It was none other than a special work for Examinations, with all the exercises written out. It was written in small characters, and was a huge book containing several thousand exercises. Keydong was delighted, and said, “This is enough for all needed preparation.” She bought it and gave it to him, and there he pegged away day after day. In the night he studied by candle-light, while she sat by his side and did silk-spinning. Thus they shared the light together. If he showed any remissness, Charan urged him on, and thus they worked for two years. To begin with, he, being a highly talented scholar, made steady advancement day by day. He was a beautiful writer and a master of the pen. His compositions, too, were without a peer, and every indication pointed to his winning the highest place in the Kwago (Examination).

			At this time a proclamation was issued that there would be a special examination held before His Majesty the King, so Charan made ready the food required and all necessaries for him to go afoot to Seoul to try his hand.

			At last here he was, within the Palace enclosure. His Majesty came out into the examination arena and posted up the subject. Keydong took his pen and wrote his finished composition. Under the inspiration of the moment his lines came forth like bubbling water. It was finished.

			When the announcement was made as to the winner, the King ordered the sealed name of the writer to be opened. It was, and they found that Keydong was first. At that time his father was Prime Minister and waiting in attendance upon the King. The King called the Prime Minister, and said, “It looks to me as though the winner was your son, but he writes that his father is Chief Justice and not Prime Minister; what can that mean?” He handed the composition paper to the father, and asked him to look and see. The Minister gazed at it in wonder, burst into tears, and said, “It is your servant’s son. Three years ago he went with some friends to a monastery to study, but one night he disappeared, and though I searched far and wide I have had no word of him since. I concluded that he had been destroyed by some wild animal, so I had a funeral service held and the house went into mourning. I had no other children but this son only. He was greatly gifted and I lost him in this strange way. The memory has never left me, for it seems as though I had lost him but yesterday. Now that I look at this paper I see indeed that it is the writing of my son. When I lost him I was Chief Justice, and thus he records the office; but where he has been for these three years, and how he comes now to take part in the examination, I know not.”

			The King, hearing this, was greatly astonished, and at once before all the assembled ministers had him called. Thus he came in his scholar’s dress into the presence of the King. All the officials wondered at this summoning of a candidate before the announcement of the result. The King asked him why he had left the monastery and where he had been for these three years. He bowed low, and said, “I have been a very wicked man, have left my parents, have broken all the laws of filial devotion, and deserve condign punishment.” The King replied, saying, “There is no law of concealment before the King. I shall not condemn you even though you are guilty; tell me all.” Then he told his story to the King. All the officials on each side bent their ears to hear. The King sighed, and said to the father, “Your son has repented and made amends for his fault. He has won first place and now stands as a member of the Court. We cannot condemn him for his love for this woman. Forgive him for all the past and give him a start for the future.” His Majesty said further, “The woman Charan, who has shared your life in the lonely mountains, is no common woman. Her plans, too, for your restoration were the plans of a master hand. She is no dancing-girl, this Charan. Let no other be your lawful wife but she only; let her be raised to equal rank with her husband, and let her children and her children’s children hold highest office in the realm.” So was Keydong honoured with the winner’s crown, and so the Prime Minister received his son back to life at the hands of the King. The winner’s cap was placed upon his head, and the whole house was whirled into raptures of joy.

			So the Minister sent forth a palanquin and servants to bring up Charan. In a great festival of joy she was proclaimed the wife of the Minister’s son. Later he became one of Korea’s first men of State, and they lived their happy life to a good old age. They had two sons, both graduates and men who held high office.

		

	
		
			The Plucky Maiden
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			Han Myong-hoi – We are told in the Yol-ryok Keui-sul that when Han was a boy he had for protector and friend a tiger, who used to accompany him as a dog does his master. One evening, when he started off into the hills, he heard the distant tramp of the great beast, who had got scent of his going, and had come rushing after him. When Han saw him he turned, and said, “Good old chap, you come all this distance to be my friend; I love you for it.” The tiger prostrated himself and nodded with his head several times. He used to accompany Han all through the nights, but when the day dawned he would leave him. Han later fell into bad company, grew fond of drink, and was one of the boisterous companions of King Se-jo.

			The Story

			Han Myong-hoi was a renowned Minister of the Reign of Se-jo (ad 1455–1468). The King appreciated and enjoyed him greatly, and there was no one of the Court who could surpass him for influence and royal favour. Confident in his position, Han did as he pleased, wielding absolute power. At that time, like grass before the wind, the world bowed at his coming; no one dared utter a word of remonstrance.

			When Han went as governor to Pyong-an Province he did all manner of lawless things. Any one daring to cross his wishes in the least was dealt with by torture and death. The whole Province feared him as they would a tiger.

			On a certain day Governor Han, hearing that the Deputy Prefect of Son-chon had a very beautiful daughter, called the Deputy, and said, “I hear that you have a very beautiful daughter, whom I would like to make my concubine. When I am on my official rounds shortly, I shall expect to stop at your town and take her. So be ready for me.”

			The Deputy, alarmed, said, “How can your Excellency say that your servant’s contemptible daughter is beautiful? Some one has reported her wrongly. But since you so command, how can I do but accede gladly?” So he bowed, said his farewell, and went home.

			On his return his family noticed that his face was clouded with anxiety, and the daughter asked why it was. “Did the Governor call you, father?” asked she; “and why are you so anxious? Tell me, please.” At first, fearing that she would be disturbed, he did not reply, but her repeated questions forced him, so that he said, “I am in trouble on your account,” and then told of how the Governor wanted her for his concubine. “If I had refused I would have been killed, so I yielded; but a gentleman’s daughter being made a concubine is a disgrace unheard of.”

			The daughter made light of it and laughed. “Why did you not think it out better than that, father? Why should a grown man lose his life for the sake of a girl? Let the daughter go. By losing one daughter and saving your life, you surely do better than saving your daughter and losing your life. One can easily see where the greater advantage lies. A daughter does not count; give her over, that’s all. Don’t for a moment think otherwise, just put away your distress and anxiety. We women, every one of us, are under the ban, and such things are decreed by Fate. I shall accept without any opposition, so please have no anxiety. It is settled now, and you, father, must yield and follow. If you do so all will be well.”

			The father sighed, and said in reply, “Since you seem so willing, my mind is somewhat relieved.” But from this time on the whole house was in distress. The girl alone seemed perfectly unmoved, not showing the slightest sign of fear. She laughed as usual, her light and happy laugh, and her actions seemed wonderfully free.

			In a little the Governor reached Son-chon on his rounds. He then called the Deputy, and said, “Make ready your daughter for to-morrow and all the things needed.” The Deputy came home and made preparation for the so-called wedding. The daughter said, “This is not a real wedding; it is only the taking of a concubine, but still, make everything ready in the way of refreshments and ceremony as for a real marriage.” So the father did as she requested.

			On the day following the Governor came to the house of the Deputy. He was not dressed in his official robes, but came simply in the dress and hat of a commoner. When he went into the inner quarters he met the daughter; she stood straight before him. Her two hands were lifted in ceremonial form, but instead of holding a fan to hide her face she held a sword before her. She was very pretty. He gave a great start of surprise, and asked the meaning of the knife that she held. She ordered her nurse to reply, who said, “Even though I am an obscure countrywoman, I do not forget that I am born of the gentry; and though your Excellency is a high Minister of State, still to take me by force is an unheard-of dishonour. If you take me as your real and true wife I’ll serve you with all my heart, but if you are determined to take me as a concubine I shall die now by this sword. For that reason I hold it. My life rests on one word from your Excellency. Speak it, please, before I decide.”

			The Governor, though a man who observed no ceremony and never brooked a question, when he saw how beautiful and how determined this maiden was, fell a victim to her at once, and said, “If you so decide, then, of course, I’ll make you my real wife.”

			Her answer was, “If you truly mean it, then please withdraw and write out the certificate; send the gifts; provide the goose; dress in the proper way; come, and let us go through the required ceremony; drink the pledge-glass, and wed.”

			The Governor did as she suggested, carried out the forms to the letter, and they were married.

			She was not only a very pretty woman, but upright and true of soul – a rare person indeed. The Governor took her home, loved her and held her dear. He had, however, a real wife before and concubines, but he set them all aside and fixed his affections on this one only. She remonstrated with him over his wrongs and unrighteous acts, and he listened and made improvement. The world took note of it, and praised her as a true and wonderful woman. She counted herself the real wife, but the first wife treated her as a concubine, and all the relatives said likewise that she could never be considered a real wife. At that time King Se-jo frequently, in the dress of a commoner, used to visit Han’s house. Han entertained him royally with refreshments, which his wife used to bring and offer before him. He called her his “little sister.” On a certain day King Se-jo, as he was accustomed, came to the house, and while he was drinking he suddenly saw the woman fall on her face before him. The King in surprise inquired as to what she could possibly mean by such an act. She then told all the story of her being taken by force and brought to Seoul. She wept while she said, “Though I am from a far-distant part of the country I am of the gentry by ancestry, and my husband took me with all the required ceremonies of a wife, so that I ought not to be counted a concubine. But there is no law in this land by which a second real wife may be taken after a first real wife exists, so they call me a concubine, a matter of deepest disgrace. Please, your Majesty, take pity on me and decide my case.”

			The King laughed, and said, “This is a simple matter to settle; why should my little sister make so great an affair of it, and bow before me? I will decide your case at once. Come.” He then wrote out with his own hand a document making her a real wife, and her children eligible for the highest office. He wrote it, signed it, stamped it and gave it to her.

			From that time on she was known as a real wife, in rank and standing equal to the first one. No further word was ever slightingly spoken, and her children shared in the affairs of State.

		

	
		
			The Boxed-Up Governor
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			A certain literary official was at one time Governor of the city of Kyong-ju. Whenever he visited the Mayor of the place, it was his custom, on seeing dancing-girls, to tap them on the head with his pipe, and say, “These girls are devils, ogres, goblins. How can you tolerate them in your presence?”

			Naturally, those who heard this disliked him, and the Mayor himself detested his behaviour and manners. He sent a secret message to the dancing-girls, saying, “If any of you, by any means whatever, can deceive this governor, and put him to shame, I’ll reward you richly.” Among them there was one girl, a mere child, who said she could.

			The Governor resided in the quarter of the city where the Confucian Temple was, and he had but one servant with him, a young lad. The dancing-girl who had decided to ensnare him, in the dress of a common woman of the town, used frequently to go by the main gateway of the Temple, and in going would call the Governor’s boy to her. Sometimes she showed her profile and sometimes she showed her whole form, as she stood in the gateway. The boy would go out to her and she would speak to him for a moment or two and then go. She came sometimes once a day, sometimes twice, and this she kept up for a long time. The Governor at last inquired of the boy as to who this woman was that came so frequently to call him.

			“She is my sister,” said the boy. “Her husband went away on a peddling round a year or so ago, and has not yet returned; consequently she has no one else to help her, so she frequently calls and confers with me.”

			One evening, when the boy had gone to eat his meal and the Governor was alone, the woman came to the main gateway, and called for the boy.

			His Excellency answered for him, and invited her in. When she came, she blushed, and appeared very diffident, standing modestly aside.

			The Governor said, “My boy is absent just now, but I want a smoke; go and get a light for my pipe, will you, please.”

			She brought the light, and then he said, “Sit down too, and smoke a little, won’t you?”

			She replied, “How could I dare do such a thing?”

			He said, “There is no one else here now; never mind.”

			There being no help for it, she did as he bade her, and smoked a little. He felt his heart suddenly inclined in her favour, and he said, “I have seen many beautiful women, but I surely think that you are the prettiest of them all. Once seeing you, I have quite forgotten how to eat or sleep. Could you not come to me to live here? I am quite alone and no one will know it.”

			She pretended to be greatly scandalized. “Your Excellency is a noble, and I am a low-class woman; how can you think of such a thing? Do you mean it as a joke?”

			He replied, “I mean it truly, no joke at all.” He swore an oath, saying, “Really I mean it, every word.”

			She then said, “Since you speak so, I am really very grateful, and shall come.”

			Said he, “Meeting you thus is wonderful indeed.”

			She went on to say, “There is another matter, however, that I wish to call to your attention. I understand that where your Excellency is now staying is a very sacred place, and that according to ancient law men were forbidden to have women here. Is that true?”

			The Governor clapped her shoulder, and said, “Well, really now, how is it that you know of this? You are right. What shall we do about it?”

			She made answer, “If you’ll depend on me, I’ll arrange a plan. My home is near by, and I am also alone, so if you come quietly at night to me, we can meet and no one will know. I shall send a felt hat by the boy, and you can wear that for disguise. With this commoner’s felt hat on no one will know you.”

			The Governor was greatly delighted, and said, “How is it that you can plan so wonderfully? I shall do as you suggest. Now you be sure to be on hand.” He repeated this two or three times.

			The woman went and entered the house indicated. When evening came she sent the hat by the boy. The Governor arrived as agreed, and she received him, lit the lamp, and brought him refreshments and drink. They talked and drank together, and he called her to come to him. The woman hesitated for a moment, when suddenly there was a call heard from the outside, and a great disturbance took place. She bent her head to listen and then gave a cry of alarm, saying, “That’s the voice of my husband, who has come. I was unfortunate, and so had this miserable wretch apportioned to my lot. He is the most despicable among mortals. For murder and arson he has no equal. Three years ago he left me and I took another husband, and we’ve had nothing to do with each other since. I can’t imagine why he should come now. He is evidently very drunk, too, from the sound of his voice. Your Excellency has really fallen into a terrible plight. What shall I do?”

			The woman went out then and answered, saying, “Who comes thus at midnight to make such a disturbance?”

			The voice replied, “Don’t you know my voice? Why don’t you open the door?”

			She answered, “Are you not Chol-lo (Brass Tiger), and have we not separated for good, years ago? Why have you come?”

			The voice from without answered back, “Your leaving me and taking another man has always been a matter of deepest resentment on my part; I have something special to say to you,” and he pounded the door open and came thundering in.

			The woman rushed back into the room, saying, “Your Excellency must escape in some way or other.”

			In such a little thatched hut there was no place possible for concealment but an empty rice-box only. “Please get into this,” said she, and she lifted the lid and hurried him in. The Governor, in his haste and déshabille, was bundled into the box. He then heard, from within, this fellow come into the room and quarrel with his wife. She said, “We have been separated three years already; what reason have you to come now and make such a disturbance?”

			Said he, “You cast me off and took another man, therefore I have come for the clothes that I left, and the other things that belong to me.”

			Then she threw out his belongings to him, but he said, pointing to the box, “That’s mine.”

			She replied, “That’s not yours; I bought that myself with two rolls of silk goods.”

			“But,” said he, “one of those rolls I gave you, and I’m not going to let you have it.”

			“Even though you did give it, do you mean to say that for one roll of silk you will carry away this box? I’ll not consent to it.” Thus they quarrelled, and contradicted each other.

			“If you don’t give me the box,” said he, “I’ll enter a suit against you at the Mayor’s.”

			A little later the day dawned, and so he had the box carried off to the Mayor’s office to have the case decided by law, while the woman followed. When they entered the court, already the Mayor was seated in the judgment-place, and here they presented their case concerning the box.

			The Mayor, after hearing, decided thus: “Since you each have a half-share in its purchase, there is nothing for me to do but to divide it between you. Bring a saw,” said he.

			The servants brought the saw and began on the box, when suddenly from the inner regions came forth a cry, “Save me; oh, save me!”

			The Mayor, in pretended astonishment, said, “Why, there’s a man’s voice from the inside,” and ordered that it should be opened. The servants managed to find the key, and at last the lid came back, and from the inner quarters there came forth a half-dressed man.

			On seeing him the whole place was put into convulsions of laughter, for it was none other than the Governor.

			“How is it that your Excellency finds yourself in this box in this unaccountable way?” asked the Mayor. “Please come out.”

			The Governor, huddling himself together as well as he could, climbed on to the open verandah. He held his head down and nearly died for shame.

			The Mayor, splitting his sides with laughter, ordered clothes to be brought, and the first thing that came was a woman’s green dress-coat. The Governor hastily turned it inside out, slipped it on, and made a dash for his quarters in the Confucian Temple. That day he left the place never to return, and even to the present time in Kyong-ju they laugh and tell the story of the Boxed-up Governor.
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