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YOW-TO’S FIRST LESSON



THE OLD MAN FLANTED THE SEED.



YOW-TO’S FIRST LESSON

River, lived a little boy whose name was
Yow-to. His father owned a fine pear
orchard, famous for its fruit, which for several
years brought to the family a comfortable living.
Up to the time of Yow-to’s birth it had been

a great sorrow in the hearts of his parents that
the gods had denied them a son. Again and
again they had bewailed their grievous lot, and
burned incense in the village temple, offering up
prayers to their idols to be spared the curse that
would befall them if no son were born into
their family. One would think they might
have been satisfied with the five rosy-cheeked
little daughters who filled their home with sun-
shine. But no indeed, as each successive girl
child came to their home their sadness had
grown deeper and deeper, until at last they were
in despair. Like all their neighbors they felt
that one boy was worth a dozen girls; for was

not each girl almost a useless burden upon the
3

l ONG, long ago, not far from the Yellow



4 CHINESE FAIRY STORIES

family? As soon as they were grown, would
they not be married and go into another house-
hold to work for other people? On the con-
trary, a son would continue to live at home and
work for his parents as long as they lived, and
he would be useful in many other ways.

So great became the desire of this unlucky
couple to be blessed with a little boy, that one
day in the temple the mother offered publicly
to repair at her own expense one of the dingy
old dust-covered idols, if the gods would grant
her what she asked. Whether the grimy god
understood Mrs. Wang’s promise we shall not
say, but certain it is that a few months later
little Yow-to came to gladden the hearts of his
parents. It was not until a year after his com-
ing, however, that they gave him the name by
which we shall call him in this story.

On his first birthday, according to Chinese
custom, just before the feast was given in honor
of the glad occasion, the baby was dressed in the
new clothes presented by his grandmother.
Then he was seated upon a bamboo sieve which
had been placed in readiness on a table. Many
objects were put within his reach, among them
a book, a brass mirror, a set of money scales, a
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money counter, a pen, an ink slab, a knife, gold
ornaments and fruits.

Near the table stood the proud mother and
father watching eagerly for the infant’s first
desires. The five sisters, the grandparents,
and the other relatives also waited near by.
All were anxious to see which one of the many
new playthings about him the child would seize
on for his first toy. By this means, according
to their belief, they could foretell his future.
If he grasped the book or the pencil, doubtless
he would become a famous scholar; if the
counting frame, the scales, or the gold orna-
ments, a man of wealth ; if the knife, a warrior;
if the fruit, a farmer.

For a moment the little fellow looked up
from his toys into the eager faces of those about
him. He seemed to know that they were
awaiting the result of his actions. Then with-
out further delay, stooping over, he stretched
out his chubby arms and swept all of the
objects into a pile before him, as if by this
movement claiming everything in sight.

The guests laughed heartily at this unlooked-
for happening.

“T’a yow to!” exclaimed the father. ‘ He
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wishes all. Yow-to, or Wish-all, then, shall be
his name.”

It was thus the little Wang was christened,
and from that day all through his childhood
his parents saw the wisdom of their choice.
There was no object, within his reach or out of
it, that Yow-to did not claim. His sisters had
nothing they could call their own, for if they
had the boldness to deny the slightest desire of
their brother, the youngster set up such a howl
of rage that they were only too glad to give
way to his appeal.

In the orchard the fattest, juiciest, sweetest
pears were always his without the asking, and
many a time when pears were out of season did
the toddler stretch his little arms out toward
the naked branches and howl because his sisters
were not kind enough to gather him some
fruit.

It is not strange that Yow-to grew from a
greedy infant into a very selfish boy. His
parents humored him on all occasions, as
thoughtless parents often do, not seeing that
they were encouraging a wrong spirit. Some-
times when the meals were poor and scant, his
sisters suffered from hunger while Yow-to’s
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bowl was so full that he threw away the
morsels right and left. If the other children
dared to ask for what was left over, he an-
swered, ““ No, you are only girls.”

In the village school, however, Yow-to did
not fare so well. His playmates would not
yield first place to him, which made him very
unhappy. His selfish heart coveted the bright-
colored kites sent aloft by his schoolmates at
playtime, and many a time he cried himself
into a rage because they would not let him hold
the string. At home his father would try to
comfort him by promising to buy bird-kites
larger and finer than the others, but this did
not satisfy him. He wanted all the things his
comrades were enjoying.

“« Yow-to won't let us keep anything,” com-
plained the eldest sister once in the presence of
her mother. “No matter how much he has
already, he’s bound to lay his hands on what-
ever we are touching.”

«“ There, there, don’t find fault,” replied Mrs.
Wang soothingly. “Don’t you know, he is a
boy, and you must always humor boys and give
way to them ?”

« All right,” said the little girl, “the next
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time a dog gets after me, I'll give him to
Yow-to.”

Through all his boyhood only one person
ever took Yow-to to task for his selfishness.
This was his grandmother, but she did it so
good-naturedly that he did not remember five
minutes afterward what she said.

Thus he grew from a boy to a young man,
when, feeling very old and wise, he said to his
father: “ How can you expect me to make any
money, if you keep me housed up forever here
at home? Just give me a chance, and I’ll show
you what a fellow of my ability can do.”

His father was somewhat amused, but felt
pleased to hear that he was willing to do some-
thing toward his own support.

“All right, my boy,” said he, “T’ll give you
a start. I'm not sure you are old enough to go
to work for yourself, but 1 can soon find out.
To-morrow you may take a wheelbarrow, fill it
with the choicest pears you can find in the
orchard, and sell them along the river road.
Then we shall see.”

Yow-to was delighted with his father’s plan.
Early the next morning he hurried into the
orchard to make first choice of the fruit, and by
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breakfast time his barrow was laden with the
largest and mellowest of Chinese pears.

It was the middle of August, and a sweltering
day. The whole world seemed thirsting for the
rain that would not fall. As far as the eye
could see, the great highway was dotted with
blue-clad laborers going to their work, while
early-rising hucksters laden with their wares
were pushing forward toward the village
markets. Other men were walking beside their
donkeys in the dusty road, urging on the
patient little beasts that stumbled along beneath
their loads.

As Yow-to journeyed on, pushing his tempt-
ing wares before the eyes of thirsty travelers,
he knew well that it would be a good day for
selling, and he resolved to charge a higher
price for pears than his father had suggested,
thinking to please him at nightfall with the
news of better profits.

Many a hard bargain did he drive, and many
a copper cash jingled merrily in his money-bag.
Yet, so large was his one-wheeled cart that,
when he sat down at noon by the roadside to
rest beneath a shade tree, some pears still re-
mained for the afternoon. Near by were other
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toilers also resting, who became his customers
and then lolled back in the shade eating con-
tentedly the liquid fruit. A few who had no
money eyed the big pears wistfully.

As Yow-to sat munching his wheaten cake
he heard some one suddenly approach just be-
hind him, and turning he beheld a bent old
man looking longingly in his direction. The
stranger’s scant beard was white as snow, and
his cue had scarcely hair enough to braid.

“ What is it, old teacher?” said Yow-to re-
spectfully, as the old man came nearer. * Would
you like to buy a pear? They are the best on
the market.”

‘““ Alas, yes, young man,” said the sage, “ but
I have no money.”

““Oh,” said Yow-to, a chill coming all at once
into his voice, “ 1 see.”

“But, my friend, I feel sure you can well
afford to give an old man one of your pears.
You have so many, and I crave but one.”

Yow-to made no answer, but, leaning over,
picked out one of the fattest pears. Thestranger’s
face lighted up as he saw it, but Yow-to, instead

of offering the fruit to him, began to set his own
teeth in it.
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“Then you refuse to give me one, you who
have so many?” said the old man sadly. “I
have traveled many weary miles since daylight.
I am past seventy, and have not had this day a
morsel of bread or a sip of tea.”

«T did not come this far in the broiling sun
to give out alms,” replied Yow-to shortly.
« There are beggars enough passing my father’s
gate each day to eat up everything that grows
inside his orchard. If you have money, I am
ready for business; if not, why bother me any
longer ? ”’

Several of the stragglers under the tree now
came up, ready to have a part in what was going
on ; but they did not take sides with the young
merchant.

“But I am dying of thirst and you can save
me,” pleaded the man. “ Would you see me
perish ?”

“ Give the old fellow a pear, boy, and be done
with it,” said a bystander. “Judging by the
price you charge, you can afford to do a little
for charity. If you don’t want to give him
your largest, pick the smallest in the pile, but,
for the sake of pity, don’t let the old uncle drop
by the roadside.”
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But Yow-to would not be coaxed into parting
with a penny of what might be taken to his
father. The pears were his, he told them, and
not to be thrown away, not even the smallest,
but sold for good copper cash.

“Think how much merit you can win by
doing this good deed,” suggested one.

“If you wish somebody to win merit,” said
Yow-to, “ buy the pears with your own coin,
and give it to the beggar yourself.”

At the word “beggar,” the aged man’s face
flushed to a deep red, and he seemed to remain
silent only by great effort. The stranger whom
Yow-to had challenged, unwilling to lose credit
in the eyes of those around him, and at the same
time really feeling sorry for the man, quietly
counted out the price of a pear.

The graybeard took the gift with a sigh of
gratitude, and was soon enjoying it to the full.
Each mouthful apparently gave him as much
pleasure as the water of life, and not until the
last morsel had disappeared did he turn to the
group around him. Beckoning them closer, he
bade them watch him carefully.

“ Look,” he said, taking a seed which he had
saved from the pear; “behold in this tiny
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seed a power which will teach each of us a
lesson.”

Curious to see what he would do next, the
group who had by this time gathered about the
speaker fixed their eyes sharply on him. Step-
ping from under the shade tree, he hollowed out
a place in the soil and planted the seed. After
covering 1t gently with the soft earth which,
strange to say, seemed to grow darker and richer
at his touch, he asked if one of the crowd would
kindly fetch a pot of water. Ready to help
along in the strange thing which seemed about
to take place, a little boy ran to do the wizard’s
bidding.

The water was brought and poured upon the
spot where he had buried the seed.

Five minutes passed by—then, “ Look, look !
cried the astonished crowd. ‘ Wonder of won-
ders ! a tree is springing up!”

Sure enough, as Yow-to and the others
looked, they saw slender shoots growing be.
fore their very gaze. As the planter continued
to water his miniature tree, so intense was the
excitement round about him, that one and all
forgot the burning heat of the August sun.
Higher and higher grew the pear tree. Branches
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sprang from the parent trunk, leaves began to
form upon the graceful twigs, until at last a
beautiful full-grown tree stood where before the
soil had been desolate and barren.

“He is a fairy | "’ shouted one man.

“ A tree god more likely,” said another.

““The holy one,” cried a third.

But the old man paid no attention to these
comments.

‘““ Hark ye,” said he, “my labor is not ended.”

They craned their necks again, and saw a
thousand tiny buds appearing, which swelled in
turn and blossomed until the tree was one mass
of fragrant flowers. The petals faded, leaving
in their stead a crop of infant pears upon the
magic tree. Larger and larger grew the fruit,
until at last the strong limbs bowed low beneath
the burden.

All those present stood as in a dream, believ-
ing that they had been taken suddenly into the
heart of fairy-land. Then they heard the old
man say: “Pick, eat, and be filled. As you
have been merciful unto me, so shall your
mercies be returned to you.”

Plucking the largest pear within his reach, he
handed it to the man who had befriended him.
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This was the signal for a general stampede, for
each one present was wildly anxious to taste of
what had been so marvelously produced before
his very eyes. So great had the crowd become
by this time, that when the last man had taken
his share not one pear remained upon the tree.
Then the wizard stepped up to the tree, and
rapping upon the bark with his fingers, paused
as if awaiting another marvel. At once the
tree began to shrivel; the leaves turned brown
and withered. Where but an instant before the
grateful shade had cooled the passers-by, once
more the sun beat down upon their heads.
When there was nothing left but a gnarled
piece of wood no larger than a cane, the fairy
laid hold of this as one would seize a walking
stick, and, saying nothing to the gaping crowd,
strode forth along the dusty highway.
The people looked after him until he had dis-
appeared from sight, too amazed to speak.
Yow-to, awaking with a start from his
dream of wonder, turned toward his wheel-
barrow, thinking it high time to start about his
own business. As he looked, another wonder
met his gaze—the little cart was entirely empty.
A cry of surprise escaped his lips, and in an in-
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stant the meaning of the whole thing flashed
before him. He had been given, by a miracle,
the true reward of the selfish.

Yow-to had learned his first lesson.



THE BOY WHO SLEPT



LO-LI PLUNGED MADLY OUT.



THE BOY WHO SLEPT

g O-L1,” said a little boy’s father one day,
« I shall have to go to the other side of

the city this morning to see a drover.
I want you to watch the gate for me, so that no
dogs get in here; for if anything should happen
to that old sow, I don’t know how we should
get through the winter. If I can sell her, the
drover will come back with me to take her off.”

« Al right,” answered Lo-li promptly, *“I'll
take good care of everything.”

But no sooner was his father out of sight than
the lazy little fellow curled up in his sunshine
and went to sleep.

Lo-li and his father lived in a little one-room
mud cabin, with thatched roof, in the outskirts
of Peking. The bare hut was furnished only
with the usual brick bed built in one end of the
single room, with a few ragged blankets piled at
one side, a small oven made of clay, an iron
pot, a few broken dishes, and one or two wooden
stools. Needless to say, the Changs were miser-

19



20 CHINESE FAIRY STORIES

ably poor. In fact, the only wealth they had be-
sides the squalid hut and the still more wretched
yard was the sow which Mr. Chang now wished
his son to tend. The court in front of the
house was so small that she had scarcely room
to wallow, and as a result, more than half the
time she lay stretched out on the mud floor of
the cabin.

Lo-li did not know how long he slept, but he
finally awoke with a start and looked around
him sleepily. It was a warm day, and his
slumber had been so pleasant that he disliked
greatly to have it broken. However, he might
expect his father home at any time now, and he
must never be caught sleeping when he was
supposed to be on duty. As he rubbed his eyes
and stretched his limbs, he became suddenly
aware that it was absolutely quiet around him.
This was very strange. He could not remember
any time before, when the good-natured porker
had become so silent, for as a usual thing when
no grunts or squeals were to be heard she was
almost sure to be snoring a steady bass to the
sounds that entered from the street.

Lo-li leaped from his bed and looked about
him. Not a pig was to be seen. He ran inside
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the hut. It was empty. Into the yard he
rushed pell-mell to examine the gate. It was
still closed tightly just as he had left it before
going to sleep. Clearly no one had entered.
He looked at the wall,—it too was still intact ;
at the roof,—no pigs were there. Dashing back
into the cottage, once more the frightened boy
searched the bed, unfolded the blankets, and
shook them,—no pigs. He bent over and ex-
amined the inside of the iron pot—still not so
much as a grunt.

The boy was beginning to think he must be
dreaming, when he heard a squealing which
seemed to come from just outside the wall. He
ran to the gate and looked out. There was no
one to be seen but an old man disappearing in
the distance, who was leaning on a staff as he
hobbled his way slowly down the street. With-
out considering the whys or wherefores of his
proceeding, and with the music of the pig still
sounding loudly in his ears, Lo-li set out in
mad pursuit of this stranger. Surely he must
know something of the family property which
the drowsy boy had failed so utterly to
guard.

“Kind sir, kind sir!” screamed Lo-li as he
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came near the aged traveler, ““if you have seen
anything of our pig, I beseech you tell me
where to find her.”

“What pig, my lad ? " asked the other, smil-
ing at the boy’s great alarm. “ Why, what can
you be talking about?”

“Our sow!” wailed Lo-li. ‘“My father left
me to watch her, and I went to sleep.”

“Went to sleep! An excellent watchman
you are, now aren’t you? And of course when
you woke up, the pig was gone. Served you
right, didn't it?”

“Oh, no, kind sir,” implored the boy eagerly,
“if you know anything about her, in pity, I
pray you tell me what to do.”

“You're making a great fuss, it seems to me,
about your dirty swine.”

‘“ But we shall starve if she is taken from us,”
answered Lo-li, now in tears.

“You ought to have thought of that before
you went to sleep.”

“The gate was shut, and I didn’t think any-
thing could happen. I lay down just for a
minute.”

“ And slept two hours. Yes, I know all about
{4 2
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“ Have mercy, have mercy, and tell me what
to do,” begged Lo-li.

“The gods forbid, boy! don’t raise such a
racket. You'll have the whole neighborhood
swarming round us as if we were chicken
thieves, if you persist in yelling so. Do try to
be more quiet.”

“ My pig! my pig!” bellowed Lo-li, more and
more affrighted, and utterly heedless of the old
man’s request.

The stranger, weary of his noise, now turned
and began to walk away slowly. As he did so,
Lo-li distinctly heard the sound of subdued
squealing coming from somewhere about the
man’s long flowing garments.

“You wicked thief!” he cried in a rage;
“you have stolen our hog, and are now trying
to make way with it!”

So saying, he seized the staff which the old
man was carrying, in order to hold him back.
As he did so, he felt a strange sensation
throughout his whole body. There was a
wrenching of bones, a twisting of muscles, and
behold, he found himself walking on four feet
instead of two.

“Lo-li,” said the old man, calling him by
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name for the first time, ‘ hitherto you have
been lazy and shiftless, a good-for-nothing
child. To-day through your carelessness your
hog has disappeared. You begin by asking me
to help you find it, and end by calling me a
thief. Now you must know that I am Iron
Staff, the fairy, and do no deeds save those of
virtue. To punish you for your naughtiness
and to teach you a needed lesson, I have
changed you into a hog to take the place of the
one your father has lost. He is an honest man,
and should not be made to suffer for your evil
conduct.”

The old man vanished, leaving Lo-li grunting
out his anguish in the dirt. What should he
do next? Where should he go? Oh, if he had
only been a good boy! But now it was too
late !

Just then a dog dashed out, barking furiously
and snapping his teeth at this animal which all
dogs seem to hate from their birth. There was
nothing left for poor Lo-li but to turn and flee
as fast as his four short legs would carry him.
With the dog biting savagely at his heels, he
rushed madly up the street until he caught
sight of his father’s gate, wide open as he had
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left it. Through this welcome haven he dashed,
well knowing that his pursuer would not dare
to enter.

Puffing and blowing, Lo-li lay upon the
ground. He was shivering with terror, for it
was a narrow escape that he had made from the
snapping cur, and his hind legs showed the
marks of sharp teeth in more than one place.
As he lay there sore spent, he remembered
something with a thrill of horror. His father
would be home at any minute now, and with
him the swineherd if a sale had been agreed
upon. Awful thought! Was he, Lo-li, to be
driven off to the butcher, and sold upon the
market ?

Tired as he was, he sprang to his feet with a
grunt of alarm, and plunged madly toward the
gate. Perhaps there was yet time for escaping
such a fate. But at that very moment two men
stepped through the opening, and drove him
back into the yard.

« Here, you miserable Lo-li, what do you
mean by leaving this gate wide open?” cried
his father. “ Why aren’t you tending to your
business? What! the boy’s not here,” he con-
tinued looking all around and peering into the
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hut. “No, he’s left the place; and if we had
not come just at the moment we did, the hog
would have been gone too. Look you, isn’t she
a beauty? Plump as an ox, and nearly as
heavy. You won’t find her equal in this part
of town.”

The drover examined Lo-li critically, passing
his hands along the supposed pig’s flanks, look-
ing into his mouth knowingly, and lifting the
flaps of his long, overhanging ears.

Lo-li tried to cry out and tell his father who
he really was, but could only squeal shrilly like
any other pig. Meanwhile the boy’s heart was
beating at double time as he listened to the
men’s talk over his merits as a porker. Could
it be that his own father would sell him to be
killed? He tried again to protest, but the only
result was a funny little squeal which set the
two men laughing.

“I'm afraid she knows who I am,” said the
drover. “ Wise sow! If she goes with me, I
must tell her that I have orders from the army
for ten hogs to be served up at a feast to be held
on the emperor’s birthday to-morrow.”

“Served up ata feast!” Lo-li’s blood ran cold.
Oh, why had he been so lazy and wilful as a
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boy? Why had he not heeded his father’s com-
mand to stay awake?

But the two men haggled over the price very
unconcernedly.

« Well, I'll take her,” said the drover finally,
“ though it’s a big price you're asking. Still,
we're old friends, and I can afford to give you
the big end of the bargain, seeing that it’s you.
Come outside here, and I'll count you out your
money.”

Whack ! The man’s heavy stick fell flat
upon Lo-li’s back, and he leaped toward the
gateway with a cry of pain and terror. Plung-
ing madly out, with the forlorn hope of escap-
" ing, he found himself hemmed in by two dogs.
These animals lined him up with some other
swine that were in waiting outside. The
drover’s assistant arose from the shade where he
had been resting while holding guard over a
wheelbarrow.

«That's the fattest one yet,” he remarked,
examining the new purchase with a critical eye.
« Um-um, I'd like to set my teeth in some of
that meat !”

The drover counted out the sum agreed upon
in the copper cash which were strung in sets
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of a thousand pieces, and Lo-li’s father had a
heavy but welcome load when he turned to
enter his doorway.

“I don’t see where that boy is,” were the last
words Lo-li heard his father utter. “I had
planned to take him out with me to-day and
give him a treat, but the little rascal is so lazy,
I guess it’s a good riddance.”

With aching heart Lo-li now found himself
driven down the dusty thoroughfare. Great
clouds of dirt, for which Peking is notorious,
blinded him and filled his nostrils. If he
stopped to rest, a blow on the back by the driver,
or a nipping at the feet by the dogs, caused him
to set his awkward legs in motion and hasten
upon the journey which he felt sure would be
his last one. To be eaten on the emperor’s
birthday | What an awful fate for one so young !
For the first time he could understand the sad
condition of the lower animals that live only to
die for their lords and masters.

Arrived at the pen, Lo-li and his hog com-
panions were driven into a dirty pen where
several other swine were wallowing in the mire,
There he lay down trembling in every joint, for
he knew not how soon they would come for
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him. The smell was frightful. Oh, for the
good warm sunshine and free air of his father’s
yard, and the chunk of corn bread which he
always had for supper ! Oh, for another chance !
Why, oh, why had he been so lazy ? Perhaps
if he had done what he could to help his father,
they would not have been so poor.

Just then he saw two men approaching. One
of them carried a cord, the other a knife.

“ Let’s take this fellow first,” said one of them,
laughing and pointing to Lo-li; “ she looks as
if she would like 1t.”

So saying, he seized Lo-li by the leg, and
pulled him, squealing at the top of his voice,
from the pen. They dragged bhim to a side
room where he was thrown upon the floor, and
the man with the knife came forward, at the
same time trying the blade and point with his
finger, to see if they were sharp.

Lo-li was sure his hour had come. With a
wild yell he bounded from the spot where he
was lying, at the same time calling out at the
top of his voice: ‘“ Spare me, spare me! I am
not a hog!”

A loud burst of laughter greeted his ears,
and he was amazed to hear the familiar voice
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of his father: “ And so you went to sleep,
hey | and dreamed you were a pig? It served
you right, you good-for-nothing scamp ! ”’

Lo-li opened his eyes slowly. At first he
could see nothing, on account of the blinding
sunshine, on the spot where he had first fallen
asleep. He was in his father’s yard, and Mr.
Chang was standing over him, his face wrinkled
with laughter.

“Is the hog still here ?”’ said Lo-li, looking
around wildly.

“ Why, yes,” answered his father. “ Don't.
you hear her snoring? But it’s no thanks to
you.”

“I'll never forget again, father,” said Lo-li ;
““honestly T won'’t | ”

And he kept his word.
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THE BOY AND THE PORRIDGE

ANY hundred years ago, a family by
M the name of Fan lived in the ancient

city of Fungtu. By dint of hard labor
and frugal living they had succeeded in adding
several acres to their small farm, and fortune
began to smile upon them. A servant was
hired, and they were just beginning to enjoy
the fruits of their labor, when the father was
taken sick and died, leaving the mother and
their only son.

Overcome with grief, the poor widow lay
helpless for many days, tossing upon her sick
bed. Her son constantly attended her and
anxiously awaited the first signs of returning
health. But for a time it seemed to him as if
she could not recover, for she refused to eat the
food he offered, and her forehead was hot with
raging fever.

One day, faint from loss of strength, she sank
into a quiet slumber, and on awaking called her

son to the bedside. Rejoiced at hearing her speak
33
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once more, and hoping that the worst was over,
he hastened to obey. For a few minutes she
could say nothing, and as he stroked the tangled
hair back from her heated brow, he noticed
that her eyes had lost their wild and restless
look.

When at last she could speak she told him
that she had had a strange dream. A good
fairy had assured her that if she would but
begin to follow the teachings of the great philos-
ophers and give up the use of all meat, her
heart would become less troubled, and her life
be made the better, for this act of devotion to a
dead husband.

Ready to advise anything which might satisfy
her for the time being, her son urged her to
obey the wishes of the fairy ; she might thus
place herself upon the direct road to recovery.

“ All right, my son,” said the woman ; ‘“since
this course seems good to you, also, let us call in
the neighboring priest, and before him I will
take my vow.”

The boy called in the holy man, and the
woman made a solemn promise that never again
would she allow herself to partake of other than
purely vegetable food. The fairy must have
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been pleased, for a few days later she arose from
her bed and resumed her household duties seem-
ingly as well as when she had dropped them.
The son was overjoyed and resolved to do a two-
fold labor to make up if possible for the loss of
his father.

Early and late he dug in his garden, trench-
ing the rows in such a manner that water could
run from the well to all sides, and breaking up
the hard clods with his wooden hoe. First at
work in the morning of all the gardeners in the
village, he was also last to leave his tasks at
night. There seemed to be no time, rain or
shine, when he could not find something useful
to do. When the winter season came, although
his neighbors found excuses for many an idle
hour, he laughed and shook his head when they
told him he would kill himself by overlabor.

“Do you not know,” he would ask them,
« that Confucius says, ‘The workman who
wishes to do his work well must first sharpen
his tools’? How do you expect me to do this,
¢ T do not work when the snow is on the
ground ? Just wait until the New Year season,
and then you will see that I shall be ready to

play.”
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Now, though most of his friends laughed at
him, they secretly admired his energy, and
called him Kung-fu, which is a Chinese word for
work. All prophesied that at some time he
would become wealthy, an honor to the village.

At the New Year season, true to his promise,
Kung-fu took part willingly in the feasts and
celebrations that were held for fifteen days after
the beginning of the First Moon. One day on
his way home from g feast, he was suddenly
filled with sorrow at the thought that his
mother had enjoyed no pleasures during the
period of merrymaking, and that she seemed to
be growing wan and thin. In fact she had not
even been outside the home enclosure, but had
remained at her weaving, refusing all offers of
extra food and eating barely enough to keep her
body from actual sickness. Acting on the im-
pulse of the moment, he bought a chicken and
some other eatables, resolving to insist upon his
mother’s partaking of a treat.

“Mother,” said he upon his return, “I have
tried to be a dutiful son to you during the past
year. Will you not promise to do me one favor
in return ?”’

The good woman seized Kung-fu by the hand.
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Her heart smote her as she thought that, per-
haps, in her grief she had neglected the only
one for whom she cared. “ You have indeed
been all that I could wish,” she answered, “a
devoted, faithful son, and willingly I promise to
do anything that you desire.”

“Very well,” said the boy gaily, ‘“ then go to
your room, for I shall get supper this evening.
I am a good cook, as you shall find.”

So Kung-fu set about preparing the meal for
his mother. The meat of the chicken he chopped
up in Chinese fashion, stirred in asavory mess
of vegetables seasoned with garlic, and then
moulded the mixture into little balls, which he
covered with dough ready for steaming. It was
very late when with much laughter and joking
he called his mother to supper, telling her that
all was ready for the feast.

The widow, anxious to please her boy, ate
heartily of the food he had cooked, without hav-
ing the slightest suspicion all the while that she
was eating meat. The chopsticks danced merrily
from bowl to mouth until every scrap of food
had disappeared, and the two sat back contented
and happy. The mother smiled and seemed in
better spirits than she had been for many moons,
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while Kung-fu, delighted at the success of his
plan, resolved to try it again soon.

Very late that night, after he had been sleeping
soundly for several hours, Kung-fu was awakened
from his slumber by the sound of strange voices
and laughter in his mother’s chamber. He
arose hastily, and was on the point of entering
her room, when he heard a piercing scream and
knew that she was in some terrible danger.
Then came the noise of scurrying feet, mingled
with moans as of some one dying. Pushing
open the door he sprang to his mother’s assist-
ance, but imagine his surprise to find the room
was entirely empty !

The small grated window was still closed
with its covering of paper, and the iron bars
across it were in their usual place. Kung-fu
stood in an agony of fear. There was no means
of leaving the room except by the door, and he
was quite certain that no one had passed him in
the hallway. Indeed, at the very moment
when he had heard the noise he had crossed the
threshold, only to find the place unoccupied.
With trembling fingers he lighted a tiny lamp
and looked carefully about him in the apart-
ment. The blankets on the bed had been
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thrown back in confusion, but there was no
other sign of disturbance. As he peered anx-
iously into every cranny, determined, if possible,
to find some clue to the dreadful mystery, he
noticed on the table a sheet of red paper about
the size of a Chinese visiting card. On it were
inscribed strange characters and the figure
of a terrible monster with a woman in his
clutches.

Overcome by the horror of what had taken
place, Kung-fu hurried to the near-by temple,
where he aroused the friendly priest who once
before had been summoned by his mother, and
told him the whole dreadful story.

“My son,” exclaimed the bonze, when the
young man had finished, “you say you pre-
pared the supper last evening. Bethink you
carefully. Of what was the meal composed?”

Then Kung-fu made a clean breast of the mat-
ter, telling of his pity for his mother who was very
feeble, and of his desire to make her eat at least
one good meal during the New Year festivities.
He told of his purchases at the market, of his
return home, and of the pleasure with which
she ate the food he had prepared with his own
hands, not knowing what was in it.-
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““And you say that she ate of the croquettes,
my son ? " asked the priest.

“Yes, and that right heartily. It did me
good to see the poor soul enjoy herself after her
many days of hardship.”

“Then did she not in eating violate the oath
made to the gods that she would never again
partake of flesh? You say that there was
chicken in your food.”

“ But, venerable priest,” protested Kung-fu,
‘““is not this the New Year, and are we not all
permitted at this season to do that which at
other times would be a sin? Do not the wise
men tell us to enjoy ourselves at the New Year,
that we may work the better when the year is
old?”

“Yes, my son,” he answered kindly, for he
was a good priest, ““ all that you say is true, and
yet there is no license even at this season for a
man to break his vow. There is no period
when a sacred oath may be broken and go un-
punished. Your mother has been seized by evil
spirits, as this paper which you found plainly
shows, and carried off into the depths of the
earth for punishment. Behold here the seal
and symbols of the demons that make their
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home down below. Alas, without knowing it,
you have brought upon her the most terrible
tortures. The greatest of these will be slow
starvation, for the demons will consider this the
best way to remind her of her sin.”

Kung-fu went home bearing a great burden
in his heart, the burden of grief at his own
terrible blunder. He pictured his mother suf-
fering for what he had brought upon her, and
on account of his own thoughtlessness. She
had trusted him, and had not even suspected the
trick by which he had caused her to break her
vow. True, he had really believed that at the
New Year season this oath need not be kept,
but this did not alter the fact that now she was
in the lower regions under torture.

But the boy felt he must not give way to
idle grief. He must see if there was a way by
which he might aid his mother. If she were
starving, why could he not supply her with the
means of life? He who had plenty would in-
deed be a wretched son if he did not share his
food with her, he thought to himself.

There was at that time in the city of Fungtu
an ancient temple which was connected with
the caves of Tartarus—where the evil spirits
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dwelt—by a long tunnel. Every one knew of
this passageway, but no mortal had ever dared
to enter it for fear of the direful fate which
would await him at the other end, if he should
be captured by the demons.

Kung-fu, however, was buoyed up by the
great love he bore his mother and the thought
of his own fault. He did not know the name
of fear. No spirits could punish him, he
reasoned, for trying to help his mother. They
might prevent him from reaching her, but
they would not harm him. If he failed the
first time, he would try again. Thinking thus
and planning for his venture, he boiled a quan-
tity of rice ; and placing this in an earthen jar,
he set out on his grim undertaking.

He had no trouble in finding the temple, but
had it not been for a letter his friend the priest
had given him, he would not have gained ad-
mittance, for the building was not open at all
hours. Once inside the walls, he begged the
doorkeeper to point out the gates to the well-
known tunnel, at the same time giving the old
man a coin as the best sign of good will. The
attendant, seeing that Kung-fu had an opex
face and an honest eye, Jed him down into s
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dark cavern and there pointed out the rusty
iron gates separating the outer from the inner
world.

“ Pray, my good sir,” begged the young man,
giving the keeper another copper,  kindly let
me peep inside and see how it looks in this place
of torment.”

“No, no !’ said the other in horror.

But Kung-fu was so insistent that he finally
unbarred the gates. Without waiting for further
permission, Kung-fu pulled open the creaking
gate, leaped through the opening, and started
down the paved incline which he knew would
lead to his mother’s dungeon. The attendant
called after him in vain, but dared not follow
him.

For an entire day he traveled in terrible
darkness, not daring to light his torch on
account of the pictures with which the walls
were covered. He could not see them, yet he
could feel these awful pictures of the punish-
ments and tortures inflicted in the realm toward
which he was journeying.

Finally, overcome by weariness, he stretched
himself on the ground at the side of the road
for a moment’s rest. Sleep overtook him, and
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for hours he lay there in the darkness. At last
he was aroused by the sound of voices and
laughter all about him, but he neither saw nor
felt anything, and by the time he had struck a
light, the cavern was once more as silent as the
grave. Believing that he had been awakened
from a nightmare, Kung-fu picked up his pot,
ready to advance upon his mission, when he
found to his dismay that the precious contents
of the jar had disappeared. Not even a grain
could he discover on the floor to mark the
manner in which it had vanished. The voices
and laughter had come from evil spirits who
had waited for him to sleep in order to rob him
of the precious food which he was carrying.

Kung-fu wasted no time in vain regrets.
He resolved to try again, and he had no
thought of giving up his efforts to reach his
mother. At once he set out on the return way,
forgetful of his own half-starved condition, in
the thought of his mother’s extreme peril.

He made his way in safety to the outer
world, and a second time prepared the rice.
Then he came again to the temple; but this
time the keeper would not listen to his en-
treaties.
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“ Young man, you fooled me before, and I
cannot permit you to enter,” he replied.

Only by telling the bonze the entire wretched
story could he prevail upon him to change his
mind and open the doors to Tartarus again.

“ When one loses his mother as you did,”
said the doorkeeper, relenting, “ I cannot deny
him anything. Go, and may the gods speed
you in your mission.”

Once more, then, did Kung-fu make his
perilous journey through the cavern; but this
time he would not permit himself even a
minute’s rest, for he feared that sleep might
seal his eyelids and make him powerless in the
presence of the demons.

Finally, at the very end of the passageway, he
found further progress barred by a mighty wall
of flames which roared and crackled so furiously
that even the bravest of modern fire fighters
would have stood aghast. But without a
thought of the outcome, Kung-fu wrapped his
mantle about his head and plunged head first
into the seething billows, and in an instant
found himself unhurt on the other side. Fear-
ful lest his rice had been scorched by the excess-
ive heat, he uncovered the dish to take a peep.
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Immediately there was a whirr as if of many
wings about his head and the same noise of
hoarse laughter that he had heard on two
previous occasions. Clapping the cover on the
pot, he strove to save its contents. But, alas,
his action was too late; the greedy spirits had
made way with every morsel |

Undaunted by his second failure, Kung-fu
stubbornly resolved to try once more. But he
now saw that he must attain by strategy what
he had been unable hitherto to do by mere
pluck. The flames had vanished and he re-
turned in safety. All the way back he stirred
his wits to think of some method whereby he
might get the better of the evil spirits who
seemed determined to rob him. It was not
long until a plan popped into his head, and
now he felt sure he could outwit his enemies.

This time, instead of preparing the rice as
previously, he stirred into the kettle other
things such as dried dates, taro-roots, and
peanuts, which, though clean and good, gave to
the porridge a dirty appearance and made it
seem unfit for food. Laughing at his clever
ruse, he set out for the third time with a heart
even lighter than on either of the other ventures.
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Now he had no trouble in gaining admittance
to the temple. He made his way easily through
the cavern, and a second time passed safely
through the wall of fire. Again he uncovered
his dish to examine its contents, and again he
heard the uncanny laughter. But the strange
voices seemed to speak in tones of disgust, and
Kung-fu felt with thankful heart that they had
been deceived by his unsavory looking mixture.
Yes, it was all there in the little pot. He shut
the lid tightly and sped on.

Soon Kung-fu found that the region was
divided into ten sections, wherein all manner
of horrors were being visited upon the poor
prisoners. The shrieks of the victims almost
deafened Kung-fu, and had it not been for his
stout heart, he would have abandoned his un-
dertaking even thus near his goal. Passing
through three dreadful rooms, he came to the
fourth region of Tartarus, and here he saw on
the rocks over the entrance the following in let-
ters of fire :

“ Within these walls starvation rules.”

Here then, he felt certain, was the dungeon of
his mother. He crossed the threshold. No
one attempted to stay his progress, for the good-
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ness and virtue of his action saved him from
all danger which otherwise might have been
encountered. Hundreds of wretched vietims
were lying about on every hand, writhing in
the torture of starvation. Only enough food
had been provided to keep them from dying,
and thus escaping the clutches of their perse-
cutors.

In the farthest corner of one of the side
rooms Kung-fu at last beheld his mother, al-
though he would not have recognized her, had
she not called out to him faintly as he was pass-
ing. Bending over her poor emaciated form,
he could scarcely believe his eyes as he saw
how terribly thin she had become.

Without a word of explanation, he lifted her
to a sitting posture and, seizing the spoon
which he had brought, gently placed some of
the porridge between her lips. And then, as in
the twinkling of an eye, a blinding light so
dazzled both of them with its brilliancy that
for a moment neither could speak. There was
a sudden rush of wind, as if they were being
borne through space at a tremendous rate, by
some superhuman force, and as the power of
vision returned once more to their eyes, they
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looked in amazement about them, for they were
sitting in their own humble cottage !

A paper was lying on the table, on which
these words were inscribed, “ Inasmuch as you
have been faithful, you have won your mother’s
pardon from the horrid haunts of Tartarus.”

Kung-fu and his mother, now restored to
health and life, clasped hands and knelt in
happy gratitude to give thanks for their escape.

To celebrate the devotion of this son, and to
show their children the beautiful results of
Joyalty to parents, we are told that ever since,
throughout the Celestial Empire on the twenty-
ninth day of the First Moon, many good Chinese
partake of filial porridge,” a dark-looking but
pleasant-tasting mess made according to the
recipe of Kung-fu.
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HAVE COME TO BEG A CORNER IN YOUR STABLES."




THE GODS KNOW

r I <HE sacred horse was foaming at the
mouth. * Good-for-nothing vagabond!”
he exclaimed ; “this is the second time

in ten days that fellow has forgotten to give

me my bean cake.”

« Don’t worry, kind sir,” said a weazen-faced
little girl who was peering through the bars;
“you may have my bread, and perhaps that
will keep you from being so hungry.”

The sacred steed looked curiously at the
midget who had addressed him thus boldly.
She was holding out in a dirty little hand a
very small piece of coarse corn pone. At first
he sniffed the food suspiciously, then closed his
jaws over the fragment and accepted the child-
ish contribution to his bill of fare.

« Well, who are you?” he said finally, as he
became conscious that the girl’s dark eyes were
still fixed upon him intently.

« Who am I?” she repeated, as if in doubt.

“ Why, truly I scarcely know. I live in a
53
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near-by village. Some say I am the mason’s
child, others that I belong to the priest in the
hill temple. Sometimes I believe that I am no
man’s daughter, and that I fell straight from
the moon.”

The child spoke so gravely that the horse
could hardly help laughing in spite of himself.
“But who takes care of you?” he continued
when he had recovered his gravity.

“Me? Why, they all think I'm big enough
to look out for myself; at least they say so.
I've had to dig my own greens for two years
now, and I am only nine.”

“Poor child ! then you really have no one to
look after you, no place to sleep ?”

“ No place to sleep? Well, you certainly are
funny. T can sleep anywhere night catches me,
in the wheat-field, under the trees, in the tem-
ple if it rains. That’s just the trouble: there
are too many places. I get so lonely some-
times, I think I should like to die.” Here a
tear-drop trickled down the little girl's face.

“There, there, don’t cry, my dear. Be a
brave girl. Doubtless it has been very hard
for you. And yet, do you know, I was just
thinking how differently you and I feel about
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this very freedom you enjoy. You speak of
roaming about from place to place at will.
Alas! I know nothing of that pleasure. I
have been shut up in this temple court for
fifteen years, and for what purpose? That a
crowd of staring simpletons may gaze at me, be-
lieving I am sacred.”

« Well, aren’t you sacred?” questioned the
child in wonder.

«Sacred ! not half so much as you, my little
one, who gave to me your crust of bread, nor
half so wealthy. You have at your command
the countless relishes of nature, a thousand
glories that you'may enjoy but for the looking,
while I”—here he paused as if overcome by
the poverty of his own condition—* while I
am mured up here within this temple cell like
any common prisoner.”

« But are you not proud to have the people
stare at you, and offer up their incense with
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