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Meanwhile, the third son was seated at his meal. The half stone -
came in through the window and, after circling around a few
times, it joined the other half, which had flown out of his pocket,.
Then both halves fluttered off like two butterflies and slowly sank -
beneath the sea.

66. Cinderella

* THERE WERE ONCE two sisters. The elder was very beautiful, and:
everyone called her Beauty. But the younger had a face covered:
with pock marks, so that everyone called her Pock Face. She’
was the daughter of the second wife, and was so spoiled that she
was a very unpleasant girl. Beauty’s real mother had died when’:
Beauty was very young. After her death she turned into a yellow
cow and lived in the garden. Beauty adored the yellow cow, but .
it had a miserable existence because the stepmother treated it so
badly. :
One day the stepmother took the ugly daughter to the theater-
and left Beauty at home. Beauty wanted to accompany them, but
the stepmother said, “I will take you tomorrow if you straighten
the hemp in my room.”
Beauty went off and sat down in front of the stack of hemp;
but after a long time she had only divided half of it. Bursting into
tears, she took it off to the yellow cow, who swallowed the whole
mass and then spat it out again all neatly arranged piece by piece:
Beauty dried her tears, and gave the hemp to her mother on her
return home. “Mother, here is the hemp. I can go to the theater -
tomorrow, can’t 177
When the next day came, her stepmother again refused to take-_
her saying, “You can go when you have separated the sesame:_
seeds from the beans.” :
The poor girl had to divide them seed by seed, until the ex-
hausting task made her eyes ache. Again she went to the yellow:
cow, who said to her, “You stupid girl! You must separate them:
with a fan.” Now she understood, and the sesame and beans wert
soon divided. When she brought the seeds all nicely scparated;.
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her stepmother knew that she could no longer prevent her going
to the theater. However, she asked her, “How can a servant girl
be so.clever? Who helped your”

Beauty had to admit that the yellow cow had advised her,
which made the stepmother very angry. Therefore, without say-
ing a word, she killed and ate the cow. Beauty had loved the cow
so dearly that she could not eat its flesh. Instead, she put the bones
in an earthenware pot and hid them in her bedroom.

Day after day, the stepmother would still not take Beauty to the
theater. One evening, when the stepmother had gone to the thea-
ter with Pock Face, Beauty was so cross that she smashed every-
thing in the house, including the earthenware pot containing the
cow’s bones. Whereupon there was a loud crackling sound, and a
white horse, a new dress, and a pair of embroidered shoes came
out. The sudden appearance of these things gave Beauty a terrible
start, but she soon saw that they were real objects. Quickly pulling
on the new dress and the shoes, she jumped on the horse and rode
out of the gate.

While she was riding along, one of her shoes slipped off and
fell into the ditch, She wanted to dismount and pick it up, but
could not do so; at the same time she did not want to Jeave it
lying there.

She was in a real quandary, when a fishmonger appeared.
“Brother fishmonger, please pick up my shoe,” she said to him.
He answered with a grin, “With great pleasure, if you will marry
me.” “Who could marry you?” she said crossly. “Fishmongers al-
ways stink.” Seeing that he had no chance, the fishmonger went
on his way.

Next, a clerk from a rice shop went by, and she said to him,
“Brother rice broker, please give me my shoe.” “Certainly, if you
will marry me,” said the young man. “Marry a rice broker! Their
bodies are all covered with dust.”

The rice broker depatted, and soon an oil merchant came by,
whom she also asked to pick up her shoe. “I will pick it up if you
consent to marry me,” he replied. “Who could want to marry
you?” Beauty said with a sigh. “Oil merchants are always so
greasy.”

Shortly a scholar came by, whom she also asked to pick up her
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shoe. The scholar turned to look at her, and then said, “T will do
so at once if you promise to marry me.” The scholar was very
handsome, and so she nodded her head in agreement. He picked
up the shoe and put it on her foot. Then he took her back to hls
house and made her his wife.,
Three days later, Beauty went with her husband to pay the
necessary respects to her parents, Her stepmother and sister had
quite changed their manner, and treated them both in the most
friendly and attentive fashion. In the evening they wanted to keeli
Beauty at home, and she, thinking they meant it kindly, greed to
stay and to follow her husband in a few days. "
The next morning her sister took her by the hand and said to
her with a laugh, “Sister, come and look into the well. We will see
which of us is the more beautiful.” Suspecting nothing, Beauty
went to the well and leaned over to look down. At this moment
her sister gave her a shove and pushed her into the well; then she
quickly covered the well with a basket. Poor Beauty lost con:
sciousness and was drowned.
After ten days the scholar began to wonder Why his wife had
still not returned. He sent a messenger to inquire, and the step:
mother sent back a message that his wife was suffering from a
bad attack of smallpox and would not be well enough to return’
for some time. The scholar believed this, and every day he sent’
salted eggs and other sickbed delicacies, all of which found their
way into the stomach of the ugly sister. :
After two months the stepmother was irritated by the continual -
messages from the scholar, and decided to deceive him by sending
back her own daughter as his wife. The scholar was horrified
when he saw Pock Face, and said, “Goodness! How changed you:
are! Surely you are not Beauty. My wife was never such a mon
ster, (Good Heavens!” Pock Face replied seriously, “H I am no
Beauty, who do you think I am then? You know perfectly well T
was very ill with smallpox, and now you want o disown meé. I:
shall die! I shall die!” She began to howl. The tender-hearted.
scholar could not bear to see her weeping, and although he still
had some doubts he begged her forgiveness and tried to console
her. Gradually she stopped weeping.
Beauty, however, had been transformed into a sparrow, and she
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used to come and call out when Pock Face was combing her hair,
“Comb once, peep; comb twice, peep; comb thrice, up to the
spine of Pock Face.” The wicked wife answered, “Comb once,
comb twice, comb thrice, to the spine of Beauty.” The scholar was
very mystified by this conversation, and he said to the sparrow,
“Why do you sing like that? Are you by any chance my wife? If
you are, call three times, and I will put you in a golden cage and
keep you as a pet.” The sparrow called out three times, and the
scholar brought a golden cage to keep it in.

The ugly sister was very angry when she saw that her hushand
was keeping the sparrow, and so she secretly killed it and threw it
into the garden. It was at once transformed into a bamboo with
many shoots, When Pock Face ate the bamboo shoots, an ulcer
formed on her tongue, but the scholar found them excellent. The
wicked woman became suspicious again, and had the bamboo cut
down and made into a bed. When she lay on it, innumerable
needles pricked her, but the scholar found it extremely comfort-
able. Again she became very cross and threw the bed away.

Next door to the scholar lived an old woman who sold money
bags. One day on her way home she saw the bed and thought to
herself, “No one has died here; why have they thrown the bed
away? I shail take it.” She took the bed into her house and had a
very comfortable night.

The next day she saw that the food in the kitchen was already
cooked. She ate it up, but naturally she felt a little nervous, not
having any idea who could have prepared it. For several days she
found she could have dinner the moment she came home. Finally,
being no longer able to contain her anxiety, she came back early
one afternoon and went into the kitchen, where she saw a dark
shadow washing rice. She ran up quickly and clasped the shadow
round the waist. “Who are you?” she asked, “and why do you
cook food for me?” The shadow replied, “I will tell you every-
thing. I am the wife of your neighbor the scholar and am called
Beauty, My sister threw me into the well; 1 was drowned, but my
soul was not destroyed. Please give me a rice pot as head, a stick
as hand, a dish cloth as entrails, and firchooks as feet, and then 1
can assume my former shape again.”

The old woman gave her what she asked for, and in a moment
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a beautiful girl appeared. The old woman was delighted at seeing
such a charming girl, and she questioned her very closely about -
who she was and what had happened to her. She told the old"
woman cverything, and then said, “Old woman, T have a bag"
which you must offer for sale outside the scholar’s house. If he
comes out, you must sell it to him.” And she gave her an em:’
broidered bag. g

The next day the old woman stood outside the scholar’s house™
and shouted that she had a bag for sale. Maddened by the noise,
he came out to ask what kind of bags she sold, and she showed"
him Beauty’s embroidered bag. “Where did you get this bag?” he"
asked, “I once gave it to my wife.” The old woman then told the::
whole story to the scholar, who was overjoyed to hear that his
wife was still alive. He arranged everything with the old woman,
put a red cloth on the ground, and brought Beauty back to his -
house. '

When Pock Face saw her sister return, she gave her no peace::
She began to grumble and say that the woman was only pretending
to be Beauty, and that actually she was a spirit. She wanted to
have a trial to see which was the genuine wife. Beauty, of course,’
knew that she herself was the real bride. She said, “Good. We will.
have a test.” Pock Face suggested that they should walk on eggs;
and whoever broke the shells would be the loser. Although Pock
Face broke all the eggs, and Beauty none, Pock Face refused to
admit her loss and insisted on another trial.

This time they were to walk up a ladder made of kn1ves '
Beauty went up and down first without receiving the tiniest
scratch, but before Pock Face had gone two steps her feet were
cut to the bone. Although she had lost again, she insisted on:
another test—that of jumping into a caldron of hot oil. She hoped:
that Beauty, who would have to jump first, would be burned.:
Beauty, however, was quite unharmed by the boiling oil, but thc'
wicked sister jumped into it and did not come up again.

Beauty put the roasted bones of the wicked sister into a box and
sent them over to her stepmother by a stuttering old servant:
woman, who was told to say, “Your daughter’s flesh.” But the step-
mother loved carp and understood “carp flesh” instead of “your;
daughter’s flesh.” She thought her daughter had sent her over:
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some carp, and opened the box in a state of great excitement; but
when she saw the charred bones of her daughter lying inside, she
let out a piercing scream and fell down dead.

The Great Flood

+ IN a MouNTAIN vILLAGE lived 2 woman and her son. She was
more than fifty years old; her son, Chou Ch'eng, was exactly
nineteen. They were very poor and earned their living by collect-
ing firewood.

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

‘One day Chou went to the hills as usual. His mother had fin-
ished dinner and was mending his clothes when she heard the
loud clang of a gong ceaselessly beating outside. Putting down
the clothes, she went to the door to see what it was, and there she
found an old beggar monk. She said to him, “We are poor people
and have no spare rice. You must go elsewhere.” “Lord Buddha!
I am so hungry,” said the monk. “Please give me the rice you are
saving in the pot.”

The woman was frightened when she heard this, because the
rice pot was standing in the house and he could not know what
was in it. Fearing he might be a saint, she said to him, “The rice
in the pot is really for my son. But if you are very hungry, I will
give you half of it. Please wait 2 moment.” She went back into the
house, put half the rice into a bowl, and brought it out to the
monk.
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