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Once again your humble friend Chang Kung salutes Your Excellency, 
the Commanding General.23 

Translated by Li-li Ch'en 

23. In the next chapter, we learn that Chang had already given a copy of the letter to Fa-
ts'ung when he went forth to fight the rebels. After breaking through their lines, Fa-ts'ung gives 
the letter to General Tu. The latter arrives in due course with his troops who swiftly subdue 
the rebels. 

270 

The Story of How the Monk Tripitaka of the 
Great Country of Tang Brought back the Sutras 

Anonymous (13th century?) 

One: [Title missing] 
[Chapter One is missing.] 

Two: En Route They Encounter the Monkey Pilgrim1 

The group of six monks began their journey that same day. The Dharma 
Master said: "Now we shall proceed to the West2 traversing a million tricents. 
Let each of us be very careful." The lesser masters all responded affirmatively. 

One day at about noon they were passing through a certain country when 

The texts of this novelette were lost in China but two editions are mentioned in a catalog of 
the holdings of Kozanji temple in Japan from 1633 and they are considered to have been in the 
country for some time even then. In the second decade of the twentieth century, two Chinese 
scholar expatriates, Wang Kuo-wei (see selection 147) and Lo Chen-yii, identified them as 
having been published during the Southern Sung dynasty. Modern Chinese editions of the two 
texts derive directly from copies brought back to China by Lo. Our text is based on the one 
considered to be the older of the two but is supplemented, when appropriate, by the other. 

The story is definitely related to the great novel of the Ming dynasty, Monkey or Journey to 
the West (Hsi-yu chi, see selection 259). The two versions shared common characters and 
incident frames. Most notable are the Monkey Pilgrim and Deep Sand Demon; the references to 
the Pool of the Queen Mother of the West; and the visit to the Country of Women. This is the 
first extensive fictional treatment of Hsiian-tsang's travels to the Western Regions with his band 
of pilgrim disciples and may be regarded as the embryonic predecessor of the famous Ming novel. 

1. "Pilgrim" might more literally be rendered as "novice monk," but the Chinese term in 
question, hsing-che, may also mean "itinerant [monk]." 

2. More literally, "to the Western Paradise" or "India, [which lies in the] West." 
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they happened to see a scholar dressed in a white robe coming directly from 
the East. He greeted the monks: "Ten thousand blessings! Ten thousand 
blessings! Now, where are you monks bound for? Could it be that you're going 
to the West again to get the sutras?" 

The Dharma Master joined his palms in greeting and said: "This humble 
monk has a mission: since the sentient beings of the Eastern Lands are still 
ignorant of the Buddha's Law, I am to get the sutras." 

The scholar responded: "Reverend Monk, you have gone in two previous 
lives to get the sutras and each time you have encountered difficulties along 
the way. If you are going again this time you will die a thousand deaths." 

The Dharma Master asked: "How could you know this?" The scholar said: 
"I am none other than the bronze-headed, iron-browed king of the eighty-four 
thousand monkeys of the Purple Cloud Grotto on the Mountain of Flowers 
and Fruits. I have come now to help the reverend monk procure the sutras. 
We shall traverse a million tricents and pass through thirty-six countries. 
There will be many places where we encounter difficulties." 

The Dharma Master rejoined: "If this is so, one may deduce that there is a 
karma uniting the past, present, and future, and that the sentient beings of the 
Eastern Lands will reap great benefits." 

At this point the Dharma Master began to refer to the scholar as Monkey 
Pilgrim. 

The group of seven monks set out together the next day. Monkey Pilgrim 
helped them in every way and left us this poem: 

So many tricents of traveling to reach that side, 
I come now before the Dharma Master to help; 
With one mind/heart we seek the Buddha's true doctrine, 
Together we go to India's "Chicken Foot Mountain."3 

The Dharma Master Tripitaka made a verse in reply: 

This day was predestined in previous lives, 
That this morning I should meet a great worthy; 
Though ahead may lie demon-infested places, 
I look to this godly manifestation to bring me to the Buddha. 

Three: Entering the Palace of Mahabrahma* Devaraja5 

On the journey, when the Dharma Master arrived at the River of Scalding 
Water, he asked the Monkey Pilgrim: "How old are you?" "I have seen the 

3. Kukkufapada. 
4. "Great Brahma," king of the eighteen Brahmalokas (heavens of form). 
5. "Heavenly King." 
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Yellow River clear nine times," answered Pilgrim. The Dharma Master 
couldn't help smiling, then he said with great surprise: "A youngster like you 
and already telling lies?" 

Pilgrim replied: "I am young, but I have lived through thousands of genera-
tions. I know that your reverence went twice in previous lives to get the sutras 
in India and met disaster along the way. Do you remember where you died 
twice before, reverend sir?" The Master replied that he did not, and Pilgrim 
continued: "At that time your reverence was not yet fully knowledgeable of the 
Buddha's Dharma; your karma was not yet complete and hence these things 
happened to you." 

The Dharma Master said: "If you have seen the Yellow River clear nine 
times, you must know about Heaven and Hell?" Pilgrim replied: "How could 
I not know about them?" The Dharma Master asked: "What's happening 
up in heaven today?" Pilgrim said: "Today Vaisravana6 of the North, the 
Mahabrahma Devaraja, is offering a maigre feast in his Crystal Palace." "May 
I go along to attend the maigre feast with your mighty assistance?" the Dharma 
Master asked. 

Pilgrim ordered the monks to close their eyes. Then he made magic spells. 
Quite a long time passed before they opened their eyes again, and all seven of 
them were in the Palace of Mahabrahma Devaraja of the North. 

They saw thousands of fragrant flower arrangements, and vegetarian dishes 
and fruits of myriad kinds. Drums resounded sonorously and there was a loud 
clatter of "wooden fishes" being struck. Five hundred arhats,7 their eyebrows 
reaching down to the corners of their mouths,8 were all assembled in the 
palace listening attentively to the various Buddhas lecturing on the Dharma. 

Suddenly the assembly were aware of the scent of human beings, and the 
Mahabrahma Devaraja asked: "Why do we smell this vulgar odor of human 
beings?" A venerable arhat replied: "Today the monk Hsiian-tsang from the 
great country of T'ang in the world below has come to the maigre feast in the 
Crystal Palace with his six companions and hence there is this human odor." 

Thereupon Mahabrahma Devaraja said to the arhats: "This man was a 
monk in three incarnations. He is proficient in the Buddha's teachings." 

Then Hsiian-tsang, the Dharma Master from the mundane world, was 
invited to ascend the platform and to lecture on the sutras. He was asked to 
mount the crystal pulpit, but he could not. An arhat said: "No mortal can 

6. One of the four Buddhist Lokapala, Guardians of the Four Quarters, but here he is being 
casually identified with Mahabrahma, king of a group of gods in the Brahmaloka, who derives 
from the chief of the Hindu pantheon. 

7. Saints. 
8. Indicative of great age. 
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ascend that pulpit. Let him mount the incense platform." This was easily 
accomplished. 

The arhats said: "We thank the Master for coming to the palace today. 
Does the master excel in explaining sutras?" Hsiian-tsang replied: "If it is a 
sutra, I can explain it. If it is not, I do not." "Can you explain the Lotus 
Sutra?71 the arhat asked. Hsiian-tsang replied: "That's easy." 

Thereupon the five hundred arhats, the Mahabrahma Devaraja, and in all 
a company of over a thousand gathered to listen to the sutra. Hsiian-tsang 
recited flawlessly without pausing for breath. Like pouring water from a vase, 
he clarified the obscurities of the text. Everyone praised his marvelous de-
livery. 

When the feast was over and all were taking their leave, the arhats said: 
"The reverend monk has twice gone to India in search of the sutras, but 
because he was not thoroughly versed in the Buddha's Way he was swallowed 
up each time by the Spirit of the Deep Sand and lost his life. Now, fortu-
nately, he has been able to come to this palace and, through the intercession 
of Devaraja, he can go forward by appealing to the Buddha's Dharma and 
avoid many calamities." 

The Dharma Master and Monkey Pilgrim approached the Devaraja and 
begged for his help. The Devaraja granted them a cap of invisibility, a 
golden-ringed staff, and a begging-bowl. After accepting these three boons, 
the Dharma Master said farewell, then turned to the Monkey Pilgrim and 
asked: "How can we get back to the mortal world?" Pilgrim replied: "Before 
the Dharma Master speaks of returning to the world below, he had better ask 
the Devaraja how we can save ourselves from the monsters and disasters which 
lie ahead of us." The Dharma Master returned to Mahabrahma and asked as 
Monkey had suggested. The Devaraja responded: "When you meet calamity, 
point toward the Heavenly Palace from afar and shout 'Devaraja' once, and 
you will be saved." The Dharma Master accepted his instructions and bowed 
farewell. 

Monkey Pilgrim and the Master took leave of the five hundred arhats and 
the Taoist adepts who had come to the gathering. At this time the arhats all 
came out to see the Dharma Master and his company off, and prayed that he 
might get the sutras and one day soon return to their midst. Then, joining 
their palms, the arhats made a short hymn of praise: 

The Crystal Palace feast is over, swiftly we return; 
Unfolding our arms, we easily follow the wind. 
Yet know our brotherhood of five hundred 
Once walked afoot in the world of men. 

The Dharma Master gave a poem in reply: 
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Sentient beings of the Eastern Lands, lacking the Buddha's karma, 
With one heart/mind pray that we not delay our quest; 
In the Heavenly Palace we were granted three boons, 
To become our precious jewels for quelling demons on the road ahead. 

Four: Entry in Incense Mountain9 Temple 
On their meandering journey they came to Incense Mountain. It was the land 
of the "Thousand-armed Thousand-eyed Bodhisattva"10 and was also the place 
where the Bodhisattva ManjusrT perfected himself. When the travelers looked 
up, they saw a plaque with an inscription: "Incense Mountain Temple." The 
Dharma Master and Monkey Pilgrim could not resist going through the gate 
to rest. On either side of the entrance were hoary guardian gods with fierce 
demeanor and commanding awe. As the Dharma Master looked at them he 
began to sweat with fear; the hairs of his body stood out like barbs. 

Monkey Pilgrim said: "Let's go in and look around, Master." They went in 
and came to the main hall. No one was there. There was nothing but an 
ancient, empty hall with soaring hiproofs, grasses growing in profusion, and a 
soughing wind. The Dharma Master was startled at the desolation. Monkey 
Pilgrim knew what the master was thinking, so he said: "Don't be alarmed, 
Master, at the desolation of the Western Route. This is a different world, after 
all. What lies ahead are places peopled by tigers, wolves, snakes, and rabbits. 
We will not be able to speak with the people whom we meet and there will be 
myriad kinds of terror. From here on, in all the human settlements, there is 
only heterodoxy." The master heard this and bowed his head with a grim 
smile. They walked through the temple grounds, looking around, then exited 
from the opposite side. 

They traveled another hundred tricents and Monkey Pilgrim said: "Master, 
the land which lies beyond is the Snake Country." And indeed, they saw 
snakes of all sizes coiling together in a numberless mass of confusion. The 
larger snakes had heads over sixteen feet high; those of the smaller snakes were 
over eight feet high. Their glaring eyes and ferocious fangs were like lanterns 
and spears. They exhaled fiery breath. When the Dharma Master saw this 
sight, he fell back with fright. "Don't be afraid, Master," said Monkey Pilgrim. 
"This is called the Country of Snakes, and there are lots of snakes of various 
sizes here. But none of the snakes here are vicious, because they all possess 
the Buddha nature. They won't injure anybody or anything." The Dharma 
Master said: "If that is so, I shall not fear and will rely on the awesome might 
of my little disciple." And he advanced. 

When the large and small snakes saw the file of seven advance, they 

9. Gandhamadana. 
10. The compassionate savior, Avalokitesvara (Kuan-yin). 
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completely cleared the road. Closing their eyes and lowering their heads, they 
indicated their obeisance while the men passed by. They harmed no one. 

On the pilgrims went for some forty tricents, passing through the snake 
territory. Then Monkey Pilgrim said: 'Tomorrow we shall pass through Lion 
Wood and Tree People countries." The Dharma Master said: "Speak no more 
of it! Let us only pray that we get safely through." The seven paused to rest, 
their sweat poring down them like rain. The Dharma Master composed 
a poem: 

We passed through the territory of snakes several tens of tricents; 
The pure dawn rose on the lonely Incense Mountain. 
Ahead lie demons and troubles 
As we seek for sentient beings the Buddha's truth. 

Five: Passing the Lion Wood and the Country of Tree 
People 
Arising early, the seven went perhaps ten tricents when Monkey Pilgrim 
announced: "Master! Ahead lies the Lion Wood." Before he finished speaking 
they arrived at the Lion Wood. There they saw coming out of the woods to 
receive them unicorns rushing forward speedily and towering lions waving 
their heads and swinging their tails in majestic roars. In their mouths were 
fragrant flowers which they brought to express their devotion. Joining his 
palms, the Dharma Master went forward to meet them. The lions raised their 
heads in greeting. For more than fifty tricents, there were unicorns every-
where. Then they came to a forsaken place. There the Dharma Master said 
farewell to the Lion King. 

Monkey Pilgrim said: "Master, ahead of us lies the country of the Tree 
People." After they entered that country, there were only withered thousand-
year-old trees, ageless rocks, pines and cypresses like dragons, contorted rock 
forms like tigers. They observed that in the middle of the mountains was a 
village temple, but there seemed to be no monks there. All they saw were 
roosters that seemed like phoenixes and mountain dogs that seemed like 
dragons. Outside the gate was a pair of golden bridges. Beneath the bridges 
was a gilded stream. They watched the red sun set in the west, but found no 
place for travelers to stay. Monkey Pilgrim said: "Let us go on. Let us not be 
afraid!" On they went for fifty or sixty tricents until they found a small inn. 
And there they spent the night, all seven of them. 

The next morning the seven stretched and yawned: "This is really a strange 
place for us to have spent the night!" A disciple was sent to buy some food for 
breakfast. The innkeeper said: "There are sorcerers hereabouts. Come back 
soon!" The Dharma Master was unconvinced. The little disciple went to buy 
the food but had still not returned by noon. The Dharma Master said: "I'm 
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worried! My little disciple went to buy food and hasn't returned yet. It's already 
noon! Could it be that he has really been bewitched by some sorcerer of these 
parts?" Monkey Pilgrim replied: "Wait while I go and look around myself, all 
right?" The Dharma Master replied: "Very good! Very good!" 

Monkey Pilgrim went several tricents, asking along the way, until he saw a 
dwelling. A fishing boat was moored to a tree, and outside the door hung a 
straw raincoat. But the little disciple had been magically transformed into a 
donkey and was tethered at the front of the cottage. When the donkey saw 
Monkey Pilgrim coming, he gave a long, drawn-out "hee-haw!" Monkey 
Pilgrim said to the owner of the cottage: "Did one of our little disciples who 
went out to buy food pass by here?" The owner of the cottage replied: "This 
morning a little disciple came here. I used magic to turn him into a donkey. 
You see him here." Monkey Pilgrim immediately became very angry. Now, 
the cottager had a new bride and, though she was just sixteen, she was very 
beautiful and fetching in her demeanor. She was more lovely than the fabled 
Hsi-shih. Monkey Pilgrim worked his own magic and transformed the woman 
into a bundle of green grass which he placed beside the donkey's mouth. The 
cottager asked: "Where did my new bride go?" Monkey Pilgrim replied: "She 
is that bundle of grass by the donkey's mouth." The cottager said: "So you too 
practice sorcery? I didn't think anyone else could do this. Now, sir, I beg of 
you to bring back my new bride!" Monkey Pilgrim replied: "You bring back 
my little disciple at the same time." The cottager blew some water out of his 
mouth and the donkey became a disciple once again. Monkey did the same 
thing and the bundle of green grass became a woman. 

Monkey Pilgrim said: "My master and six monks will pass through here 
soon. Don't you dare use sorcery on them. If you do, I shall have to mow 
down all the grass of your house." The cottager came forward and bowed: "I 
will not dare to disobey." Trembling in fright, he made a poem of apology: 

The disciple from morning until now 
Was a donkey changed by sorcerer's art; 
From today I raise my hands in praise of the arhat 
To avert calamity from my door. 

Thereupon Monkey Pilgrim left behind a poem: 

Don't use sorcery to harm travelers! 
I have seen the Yellow River clear nine times. 
When next my master comes this way, 
Be honestly sincere and welcome him. 

Six: Passing Long Ditch and Great Serpent Peak 
The pilgrims arrived at the valley of the fire-spitting White Tiger Spirit. 
Coming closer they encountered a great ditch. The four steep entrances were 
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pitch-black and they heard a roar of thunder. They could not advance. The 
Dharma Master held up his golden-ringed staff and, flourishing it toward the 
distant heavenly palace, yelled: "Devaraja! Help us in our afflictions!" Sud-
denly a shaft of light shot out from the staff five tricents long. It slashed 
through the long ditch and soon they were able to get across. 

Next they came to Great Serpent Peak. There they saw a gigantic serpent 
like a dragon. It likewise was not harmful to humans. Then they crossed the 
pit of the fire-spitters. Down, down into the fiery pit they looked and saw a 
pile of dry bones over forty tricents long. The Dharma Master asked Monkey 
Pilgrim: "What are those white withered bones piled up there like snow on a 
mountain?" Monkey Pilgrim replied: "This is the place where the Heir Appar-
ent, Ming Huang ('Brightly August'), changed his bones." The Dharma Mas-
ter, hearing this, joined his palms and bowed his head in reverence. 

Next they suddenly came to a prairie fire which reached to the heavens. It 
sent off such a huge amount of smoke and sparks that the pilgrims could not 
proceed. The Dharma Master shone the light of his begging-bowl toward the 
fire and yelled: "Devaraja!" The fire died out immediately and the seven 
pilgrims crossed this pit. When they were halfway across, Monkey Pilgrim 
said: "Master, did you know this peak is inhabited by a white tiger spirit? It 
often appears as a vixen, demon, or goblin and even eats people." The Master 
replied: "I didn't know!" After a while they could see a spume of ominous-
looking smoke rising behind the peak and from the cloud thus formed fell a 
mixture of rain, snow, and sleet. In the cloudy mist there was a woman 
dressed all in white. 

She wore a white bodice of gauze, a white gauze skirt with a white belt, 
and held in her hands a single white peony. Her face was as pretty as a white 
lotus, her ten fingers like precious jades. Observing the form of the ogress, 
Monkey Pilgrim had his suspicions confirmed. "Master, don't go any farther," 
said Monkey Pilgrim. "It's surely an ogress. Wait till I go up and ask who she 
is." Monkey Pilgrim took one look at her and shouted in a loud voice: "What 
place are you from, demon? What shape is beneath your facade? If you are a 
sprite or a goblin, why don't you hurry back to your lair? If you are an ogress, 
hurriedly hide your traces. But, if you are the daughter of a human being, 
then tell me your name and surname. And be quick about it! If you procrasti-
nate and don't speak, I shall reduce you to dust and powder!" Hearing the 
pilgrim's ferocious tone of voice, the white-clad woman slowly advanced, 
smiled coyly, and inquired whither the master and his disciples were going. 
Monkey Pilgrim said: "Ask no more! We travel for the sake of the sentient 
beings of the Eastern Lands. And you must be none other than the White 
Tiger Spirit of the Fire-spitting Pit." 

Hearing this, the woman's mouth gaped open and she screamed loudly, 
while at the same moment her skin burst open revealing claws, long fangs, a 
tail, and a feline head. She was fifteen feet long. In another instant the whole 
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mountain was filled with white tigers. Monkey Pilgrim transformed his golden-
ringed staff into a gigantic yak§a11 whose head touched the sky and whose feet 
straddled the earth. In his hands he grasped a demon-subduing cudgel. His 
body was blue as indigo, his hair red as cinnabar; from his mouth a fiery 
gleam shot forth a hundred yards long. At the same time, the White Tiger 
Spirit advanced with a roar to do battle, but she was repulsed by the Monkey 
Pilgrim. After a short while, Monkey Pilgrim asked if the tiger spirit was ready 
to submit. She replied, "Never!" Monkey said: "If you will not submit, you 
will find an old monkey in your stomach!" 

The tiger spirit heard what he said yet did not surrender right away. But no 
sooner had he yelled "Monkey!" than a monkey in the White Tiger Spirit's 
stomach responded. The tiger spirit was forced to open her mouth and spit out 
the monkey. When it landed on the ground in front of her, it became twelve 
feet long with flashing eyes. The White Tiger Spirit spoke: "I still will not 
submit!" Monkey replied: "Then you will find another in your stomach!" 
Again, he caused the tiger spirit to open her mouth and spit out another 
monkey which landed in front of her. And again the tiger spirit said: "I still do 
not submit!" Monkey replied: "There are countless old monkeys in your 
stomach now, and even if you spit them out all day today until the next, all 
this month until the next, all this year until the next, all this life until the 
next, you will not be rid of them!" This made the tiger spirit angry. She was 
again afflicted by Monkey when he transformed himself into a great stone in 
her stomach which gradually grew in size. Though she tried to spit it out, she 
couldn't. Her stomach split asunder and blood poured from her seven ori-
fices.12 Monkey called upon the yak§a to slaughter the big White Tiger Spirit 
ruthlessly, and the yak§a pulverized its bones and obliterated its last vestiges. 

The monk pilgrims, having withdrawn their magic, rested for a time before 
resuming the journey. They left a poem: 

The pit of fire-spitters and the White Tiger Spirit, 
All that lot are vanquished, and peace and safety reign. 
Now, the supernatural power of Monkey Pilgrim is displayed, 
Protecting the monkish pilgrims across the great ditch. 

Seven: Entering Nine Dragon Pond 
They proceeded to Nine Dragon Pond. Monkey Pilgrim said: "Look, Master! 
This is the abode of the nine-headed lizard-dragons. They often cause mis-
chief and harm humans. Be careful, Master!" Suddenly, vast stretches of nasty 
waves reared up and white foam thundered endlessly. For a thousand tricents 

11. Demon. 
12. Two eyes, two ears, two nostrils, one mouth. 
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of raven river flowed myriad ranks of black combers. There were the nine-
headed dragons roaring, their fiery whiskers shooting out rays of light as they 
advanced. Monkey Pilgrim transformed the cap of invisibility into a curtain 
which obscured the sky, and sucked all the thousand tricents of water into the 
begging-bowl. Then he transformed the magic staff into an iron dragon. 
Regardless of night or day the two sides fought. Monkey Pilgrim straddled the 
nine-headed dragons. "I want to pull out the sinews from your spine to present 
to my master as a belt." The nine dragons surrendered. All had the sinews of 
their spines pulled out and all suffered in addition eight hundred blows with 
the iron cudgel on their backs. "From now on, be good; and if you resume 
your former bad actions, you will all be annihilated." The dragons were 
exhausted half to death. They hid their traces and disappeared. Monkey 
Pilgrim braided a belt from the sinews and gave it to the Dharma Master to tie 
around his waist. As soon as the Master of the Law put it on, he could walk as 
fast as flying, and when he came to any difficult place, he would leap over it. 
The dragons' sinews were possessed of supernatural power. With them one 
could assume any shape. Later, when Tripitaka returned to the Eastern Lands 
the belt went back up of its own accord to the Heavenly Palace. This is what 
monks nowadays refer to as "watered-satin-brocade fabric." With it, the Master 
of the Law did many wondrous things. There is a poem: 

[Poem missing.] 

Eight: [Title Missing.] 
[First Part Missing] 

". . . what sort of creature I am?" The reply was: "I do not." Deep Sand said: 
"I am the one who devoured you twice before, monk. Slung from my neck 
are all your dry bones!" The monk said: "You are most unenlightened! If you 
don't reform this time, I shall cause you and your lot to become extinct!" 
Deep Sand joined his palms in reverence and begged forgiveness and mercy. 
While Deep Sand howled, Tripitaka was alarmed. The only thing he could 
see was red dust whirling in profusion and white snow swirling. After quite a 
while, he saw a few rays of light. Deep Sand roiled higher, and a sound like 
thunder roared. In the distance could be seen a golden bridge with two silver 
rails along its sides. All along it was the spirit of Deep Sand whose body 
stretched thirty feet and who held it steady with his arms. The Master and the 
seven pilgrims crossed over the sandy depths on the golden bridge. 

Deep Sand Spirit joined his palms and saw them on their way. The 
Dharma Master said: "Thank you for your help. When I return to the Eastern 
Lands I shall repay your kindness. But don't do any more evil from now on." 
The kindred spirits on both sides joined palms and bowed, repeatedly voicing 
their acquiescence. 
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Deep Sand came forward and chanted a poem: 

I have been submerged in the deep sand for five hundred springs; 
My relatives have suffered many calamities. 
My two arms embracing the golden bridge allow the master to pass; 
I beg him to intercede for the liberation of this dark spirit. 

The Dharma Master replied with his own poem: 

Twice have I been devoured by you. 
I see my withered bones and ask their former shapes, 
But I shall free you now to live out your remaining years, 
And count you among my own in the Eastern Lands. 

Monkey Pilgrim's poem said: 

Thank you for your change of heart—away from deviancy. 
Your golden bridge with silver has let us pass in peace; 
When we return to the Eastern Lands and perfect ourselves, 
I'll recommend you, Deep Sand, to the Buddha himself. 

Nine: Entering the Country of Hdriti13 

On they traveled for several tens of tricents. Human habitations were rare and 
inns were few. Crossing a mountain they found the going rough, almost 
impossible. No birds flew there in that place nor did they know what lay 
therein. 

They came upon a main road but still they saw no one. Another hundred 
tricents they went without a sign of dwellings or shops. 

There was a country which they entered and they saw an abandoned temple 
devoid of monks. On the city streets they encountered a few people whom 
they asked: "Where are we?" But the people spoke not a word, much less 
replied to their questions. Seeing this, the Dharma Master became alarmed. 
The band of seven found a place to stay. 

The next day at dawn they sought unsuccessfully to buy some rice. Though 
they asked people, they received no reply. They went from one end of the 
town to the other and entered all the buildings. All they saw were myriads of 
three-year-old children. As soon as the king of that land saw the Dharma 
Master and his band, he expressed great devotion. The entire country burned 
incense and came out to welcome them. The king inquired: "Monk, where 
do you wish to go?" The Dharma Master replied: "For the sake of the sentient 
beings of the Eastern Lands, we go to India to seek the sutras." The king was 
delighted to hear this and, palms joined in piety, he donated to them a picul 

13. HarltT is her Sanskrit name. Her Chinese name means "Mother of Ghostly Children." 
Converted to Buddhism, she becomes a protectress of the faith. 
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of rice, a bushel of pearls, two thousand gold pieces, and two bundles of 
embroidered cloth to offset the expenses of their journey. He also ordered a 
vegetarian feast which was excellent in every way. The pilgrim band of seven 
thanked the king profusely for his generosity. 

The king asked: "Have you known of our country?" The Dharma Master 
replied: "No, your majesty." The king continued: "We are not far from India." 
The Dharma Master asked further: "Your majesty, how is it that the people 
here seem so insensitive? We addressed numerous people in our progress 
through the city, but not a single one replied. Moreover, there were no adults, 
only three-year-olds. Why should there be countless children and no parents?" 
The king laughed: "My dear monk, in your westward travels, has no one ever 
told you of the country of Harltl ('Mother of Ghostly Children')?" When he 
heard this, the Dharma Master was astonished: "You mean that we seven have 
been talking to ghosts?" The king continued: "I pray you meet with no 
calamities on your journey. On your return please stop with us again for 
refreshment." The Dharma Master and his companions were embarrassed. 
They made a poem which they left behind: 

Who would have known this was the country of Harltl? 
Just when we were famished we were given a monkish feast, 
And pearls and rice for our travel expenses; 
We shall fetch sutras to repay our debt of gratitude. 

The Harltl side gave a poem also: 

Inns are far and few hereabouts; 
One asks passersby, but there is no reply. 
From here you can almost see India to the west, 
But keep your heart and person as pure as water. 

Rise early, retire late, and praise the Buddha; 
At dawn and dusk, pray and burn incense. 
Returning from fetching sutras you'll surely pass by here, 
Then we shall meet you with respect and have you stay a few days. 

Ten: Passing Through the Country of Women 
The whole troop of monks arrived and took a bath, cleansing their bodies. 
The place was totally desolate and no habitation could be seen. Though there 
were tigers, wolves, and reptiles there, when they saw humans they presented 
no harm whatsoever. 

Next there was a country where there were no people at all, but only 
broken-down houses and dilapidated fences about. They walked a bit farther 
and gradually began to see a few farmers tilling their fields and planting grain. 
The Dharma Master said: "Although this area has the look of a settled place 
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that is divided into provinces and counties, doubtless there are but few people. 
Up till now these four or five farmers are the only people we have seen." 
When the farmers saw the pilgrims, they looked at each other in surprise. The 
Dharma Master made a poem: 

Desolate provinces, deserted counties—no place of habitation; 
Day after day we monks walk and at night sleep on the ground. 
The farmers we saw today are rare sights to this monk's eyes, 
So that finally he can smile a little bit. 

Monkey Pilgrim's poem went: 

Say no more of empty lands and people-less places; 
If these districts were deserted, who would till them? 
Master does not know about the human labor of tilling fields. 
This Prince lives at West City Wall; 
Mornings he comes to work the fields, 
Evenings he spends in a Heavenly Palace, resting in cavernous halls. 
Continuing our journey on the road ahead, we succumb to no other 

desire, 
And avoid troubled thoughts of the Eastern Land, awaiting our return. 

They continued their journey with increased speed until they came to a 
torrent whose waters were in flood. The Dharma Master was perplexed. 
Monkey Pilgrim said: "You have only to ask permission to proceed and it will 
be granted!" "Devaraja!" With that one shout of the pilgrim, the waters of the 
river ceased flowing and the waves dried up in their course. The master and 
his band walked across joining their palms in veneration. It was for good 
karma in a previous life that Heaven aided him now. 

Continuing their travels, they encountered another barren land. Onward 
they marched for several tens of tricents and then rested at a village. The 
Dharma Master remarked: "Up ahead there is no sign of human habitation. 
What place could it be?" Monkey Pilgrim replied: "I have gone ahead and 
investigated. There's no need for sighs of apprehension." 

After another hundred tricents, they came to a country which was bristling 
with people and trade. When they entered the country, they saw a sign over a 
gate: "Country of Women." The pilgrims asked permission to have audience 
with the queen. The queen asked them: "How is it that you monks have come 
here?" The Dharma Master replied: "We received a command from the T'ang 
emperor to come to the West and fetch sutras to create fields of blessing for 
the sake of all sentient beings of the Eastern Lands." The queen joined her 
palms and, out of devotion, ordered a vegetarian feast prepared. The pilgrims 
all sat down to the feast but were unable to eat anything. The queen inquired: 
"Why do you not eat the food?" The pilgrims rose and respectfully replied: 
"We thank your majesty for giving us this feast. But since there is so much 
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sand in it, the food will not go down." The queen said: "Permit me to inform 
you, oh monk, that our country had none of the five grains. They only began 
to grow when Buddhists from the Eastern Lands came and prepared vegetarian 
feasts. Since the grain is all gathered from a few places in the land, that is why 
there is so much sand. When you monks return to the Eastern Lands, I pray 
you will have some grain sent to us!" The Dharma Master rose and left 
a poem: 

Although the queen had the intention to offer a pure feast, 
Too much sand made it hard to swallow; 
On the day we return from fetching sutras in India, 
We will instruct the Eastern Lands to make grain offerings for you. 

After seeing the poem, the queen invited Dharma Master and his band to 
the inner palace for rewards. Upon entering, the monkish pilgrims observed 
that fragrant flowers were everywhere heaped up like the seven precious things. 
Sixteen-year-old maidens stood in two ranks. They were very beautiful. Their 
eyes were like stars, eyebrows like willow fronds, lips like vermilion, teeth like 
pomegranates, cheeks like peaches, hair like cicada's wings. Their garments 
sparkled. Their words were soft. Indeed they were entirely unlike ordinary 
mortals. As soon as they saw the monkish pilgrims enter, all began to smile, 
and looking shyly up from lowered eyes darkened with kohl, they advanced 
and bowed in greeting: "Reverend sirs, this is the Country of Women. There 
are no males here. Now that we have seen you pilgrims, we shall have a 
temple constructed here and invite you seven to live in it. Further, all the 
women of our country will come to the temple morning and night, offer 
incense, and hear sutras to learn about the law of the Buddha. Many seeds of 
goodness can be planted. And at the same time the women will be able to see 
their predestined husbands. How does your reverence feel about this?" The 
Dharma Master replied: "I serve the sentient beings of the Easter Lands; how 
could we remain here in a temple?" The queen responded: "Reverend sir, my 
dear brother, have you not heard the saying of the ancients: 'Man only passes 
through this world once in this life'? Moreover, if you stay here you shall 
become our ruler. Would that not be a pleasantly romantic life?" 

The monk firmly refused and prepared to leave. The two ranks of women 
wept pearly tears and knitted their darkened brows in perplexity. They said to 
one another: "After they leave, when will we ever see men again?" 

The queen took five night-shining pearls and a white horse, and gave them 
to the monks for use on their journey. The monkish pilgrims joined their 
palms and expressed their thanks. They left a poem: 

We pray your majesty to preserve your goodness; 
How long does the illusive, ephemeral world abide? 
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If one does not realize the vanity of mundane thoughts, 
One may spend a thousand kalpas14 in the depths of Avici15 Hell. 
Dote not on raven tresses and peach-blossom faces; 
Dawdle not with love of pretty figures and oriole brows. 
When the great limit of life approaches, where can we hide, 
And where shall our skeletons have need of garments? 

The queen and the assembled women scattered fragrant flowers for the 
Master and his pilgrim band as they left the city. A poem says: 

This land is a separate world of fairies, 
Who send you on your way to India; 
If you would know the queen's name and surname. 
She is none other than ManjusrI Samantabhadra.16 

Eleven: Entering the Pool of the Queen Mother 
They had traveled onward several hundred more tricents when the Dharma 
Master involuntarily gasped. Monkey Pilgrim remarked: "Master, keep going 
a little longer. Just fifty tricents ahead is the pool of the Queen Mother of the 
West." The Dharma Master inquired: "Have you ever been there?" Monkey 
Pilgrim replied: "When I was eight hundred years old, I went there and stole 
some peaches that I ate. Now I'm twenty-seven thousand years old and I 
haven't been back since." The Dharma Master noted: "I hope that if the 
peaches of immortality are ripe now you could steal a few for us to eat." 
Monkey Pilgrim replied: "Because I stole ten peaches to eat when I was eight 
hundred years old, I was captured by the Queen Mother and given eight 
hundred blows on my left side and three thousand blows on the right with an 
iron cudgel. Then I was exiled to the Purple Cloud Grotto on the Mountain 
of Flowers and Fruits. Even today my sides hurt and now I definitely don't 
dare to steal any more peaches!" The Dharma Master responded: "This pilgrim 
is a Taoist immortal from the highest heaven. First he told us he had seen the 
Yellow River clear nine times and I was going to say he was lying. Now I hear 
him say he came to this place when he was young to steal peaches and I 
suppose it's the truth." 

As they proceeded, they suddenly saw an enormous rock cliff towering ten 
thousand fathoms and in another glance they saw a stone platter which was 
four or five tricents across. And there were two pools which were tens of 
tricents around their rectangular perimeters. They contained vast amounts of 
water and no birds flew over them. No sooner had the band of seven sat down 

14. Eras. 
15. The lowest of the eight great naraka ("hot hells"); the hell of uninterrupted suffering. 
16. The names of two Bodhisattvas (saviors). 
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and were just relaxing than their gazes wandered up the face of the immense 
rock wall. Far above they could see a number of peach trees which showed 
glistening colors amid their dark foliage. Their tops touched the azure heavens; 
the leaves of their heavily laden branches floated on the surface of the pool. 
The Dharma Master exclaimed: "Aren't these the peaches of immortality?" 
Monkey Pilgrim cautioned: "Please speak softly. No shouting. This is the pool 
of the Queen Mother. When I was young I played the thief here, and I still 
feel fear." The Dharma Master said: "Why not just go and steal one?" Monkey 
Pilgrim replied: "These peach trees sprout a thousand years after planting. 
They blossom in three thousand years and produce a fruit in ten thousand 
years. The fruit requires ten thousand more years to ripen. He who eats one 
gains three thousand years of life." The Master remarked: "No wonder you're 
so long-lived!" Monkey Pilgrim continued: "There are more than ten peaches 
on the tree now, but there are gods of the earth who are posted here especially 
to protect them. There is no way to steal the peaches." The Master teased: 
"Your supernatural powers are stupendous. If you were to go, what could 
prevent you?" Before his words were finished three peaches of immortality fell 
down into the pool. The Master was startled by the splash and he asked: 
"What fell down?" Monkey Pilgrim replied: "Don't be alarmed, Master. It was 
just a few ripe peaches of immortality which fell into the pool." The Master 
said: "Can we find them and eat them?" 

Monkey Pilgrim took the golden-ringed staff and shook it three times in the 
direction of the huge, flat stone. A small child with a greenish face appeared. 
His fingernails were as sharp as a hawk's claws and from his gaping mouth the 
teeth showed as he emerged from the pool. Pilgrim asked: "How old are you?" 
The child answered: "Three thousand years." Pilgrim replied: "I have no use 
for you." Again he rapped five times and a child appeared whose face was as 
round as the full moon. He wore embroidered clothes and a headdress with 
tassels. Pilgrim asked: "How old are you?" The child replied: "Five thousand 
years." Pilgrim replied: "I will not use you." And once more he rapped several 
times with the staff. Another child appeared all of a sudden. Monkey Pilgrim 
asked: "How old are you?" "Seven thousand years," the child replied. Pilgrim 
put down the golden-ringed staff and made the child get on his hand. Then 
he asked: "Monk! Will you eat this?" The monks were terrified and fled. 
Pilgrim whirled his hand with the child in it a number of times and the child 
became a milky jujube which he popped into his mouth. 

Later, when the pilgrims were returning to the T'ang court of the Eastern 
Lands, Monkey spit out the seed at Hsi-ch'uan,17 and to this day ginseng 
grows there. 

A figure appeared in the sky and recited this poem: 

17. W e s t e rn S z e c h w a n . 
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A youngster from the Mountains of Flowers and Fruits 
Came here and misbehaved once upon a time; 
And now our heavenly ears hear a familiar voice, 
The former thief has come once again. 

Twelve: Entering the Country of Heavy Scent 
The Master and his disciples continued onward and suddenly saw a place with 
a sign saying: "Country of Heavy Scent." All they saw were aloe trees stretching 
in rows for tens of thousands of tricents. Large and small, they were every-
where and there were oldsters whose branches touched the clouds high above. 
Tripitaka said: "There wouldn't be forests like this in our land of T'ang, I 
suppose?" He then left behind a poem: 

This country called Heavy Scent supports no human race, 
High and low the forest's emerald tops stretch on for thousands of rods; 
Farther on we'll come to the country of Vara,18 

As on we march to India in the west to fetch the Buddhist sutras. 

Thirteen: Entering the Country of Vara 
They entered the country of Vara and found it to be a paradise all to itself. 
Beautiful women with proper manners. Houses all neat and tidy. Boisterous 
lads tussled and toddlers played at kick-the-ball. Lions and dragons chanted 
hymns together, and the pedestal of the Buddha's stone statue reverberated 
with the tiger's roar. The atmosphere of this country was felicitous; the sights 
to see were extraordinary indeed. There is a praise poem: 

Vara Land is a paradise all to itself; 
Beautiful maids and well-kept homes fill the place. 
Big lads and little boys alike 
Know the T'ang monk's troubles in going to India. 
Sentient beings of the Eastern Lands have yearned so very long: 
Three years and no word, their tears fall streaming down. 
The Emperor Ming Huang 
Sent Hsiian-tsang to fetch the sutras for the sake of Great T'ang. 
On a lengthy journey to where the sun sets, 
Invited by the subtly pure Dharma King.19 

18. The Chinese transcription is Po-lo. This may be an abbreviated form of Po-lo-na, the 
Chinese transcription of Varanasi, which appears in the real Tripitaka's travel account. 

19. The Buddha. 
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Fourteen: Entering the Country ofUtpala20 

The pilgrims arrived at the country of Utpala. They saw wisteria twining, 
flowers blossoming for countless miles. Everywhere there were blooming 
plants. Tripitaka asked Monkey Pilgrim: "Where are we?" Monkey Pilgrim 
replied: 'This is the country of Utpala. It is altogether an auspicious country 
and the atmosphere is filled with the scent of Utpala trees and Bodhi flowers. 
These trees are not cultivated but flourish here naturally. They know neither 
spring nor summer, winter nor autumn. The blossoms are always on the 
boughs, colorful and fragrant. There are no fierce winds nor searing hot days. 
Snow and cold come not, nor is there night. There is only endless spring." 
The Master asked: "How could there be no night?" Pilgrim replied: "There are 
no seasons in the Buddha's heaven. The red sun sinks not in the west. 
Children grow not old and there is no sorrow for death. They live twelve 
hundred years and never lack food. Those who come to this land return to a 
hundred good incarnations. They come when they are twenty and return 
when they are older than anyone knows. Tens of generations live together, so 
they do not have to commemorate their deceased ancestors. While mulberry 
fields become oceans and mountains become streams, time passes in the 
outside world. But a day spent in the Buddha's heaven is as a thousand days. 
By the way, Master, India is near! We shall arrive shortly." The pilgrims 
chanted another poem: 

Utpala, your divinely auspicious omens are all complete, 
But who would think this place so near to Western Heaven? 
Diligently have we come here, seeking the teachings in the sutras; 
India quite clearly lies just ahead. 

Fifteen: Entering India21 and Crossing the Sea 
The Dharma Master and his band traveled onward. Monkey Pilgrim remarked: 
"Master, you did not know it, but yesterday .we reached our destination. It has 
taken us three years, but this is western India, and nearby is Chicken Foot 
Mountain." They proceeded for three more days until they came to the gates 
of a city. Above the gate was a sign announcing: "India." 

20. Supposedly a kind of blue lotus or water lily, the plant is clearly described as a tree in 
the following sentences. Obviously the author has mistranscribed Yu-t'an-po-lo (Vdambara, a 
type of fig tree) as Yu-po-lo (Utpala). 

21. One of the most common Chinese transcriptions of the name "India" (derived from the 
word "Indus," a great river of the South Asian subcontinent) is T'ien-chu. The ostensible 
signification of the characters employed is "Heaven[ly] Bamboo." Often the name is prefixed by 
Hsi, i.e., "[in the] west," and the syllable -chu is just as often abbreviated. This leads to the 
further confusion of India with the "Western Heaven/Paradise," as in the present chapter and 
throughout this story. 
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Entering the city, they observed bustling neighborhoods filled with an 
auspicious atmosphere and the busy traffic of people, horses, and sedan-chairs. 
The fragrance of incense filled the air, flowers and fruits were abundant, and 
there were sights which were entirely new to mundane eyes. Next, they saw a 
temple called Prosperous Immortals Temple which they entered and where 
they were received by the monk in charge of guests. There were over five 
thousand monks in residence. Next they called on the abbot, and they were 
also introduced to the cook. Inside the temple grounds, flowers waved entic-
ingly, and spreading canopies were hung in festooned profusion. All the 
Buddhist paraphernalia were complete and the seven jewels were inlaid on 
all objects. 

A golden bell sounded and the vegetarian meal was served forthwith. The 
Dharma Master said to his disciples: T m completely unfamiliar with the 
flavors of this meal." Monkey Pilgrim responded: "This is the food partaken of 
by the Buddha of the Western Heaven. It is different from ordinary fare. How 
could it be familiar to you who are an ordinary mortal?" The monkish pilgrims 
partook and were imbued with the four major elements.22 

At evening the abbot engaged the Dharma Master in conversation while 
they enjoyed tea all around. "Why is it that you have hastened this great 
distance?" the monks asked the Dharma Master. The Dharma Master arose as 
he replied: "I received a command from the Emperor of T'ang for the sake of 
the sentient beings of the Eastern Lands who have yet to receive the teachings 
of the Buddha to hasten especially to this country and ask for the great 
vehicle." As the monks of the temple listened to these words, they lowered 
their heads and smiled sarcastically. One of them said: "We of Prosperous 
Immortals Temple, for countless thousands of years and myriads of genera-
tions, have yet to hear of the Buddha's law. You say you seek that law, yet 
where is it to be found? Where is the Buddha? You are a fool!" The Dharma 
Master replied: "If the Buddha's law is not to be found here, why is there a 
temple here and so many monks?" The monk replied: "We who are here teach 
the sutras all year round and individually understand the import of the Bud-
dha's law. Why should we seek further?" The Dharma Master replied frankly: 
"This is a fairyland. Its inhabitants are most intelligent. Tell me where I shall 
find the place where the Buddha's law is taught." The reply was: "The Buddha 
dwells in Chicken Foot Mountain. One may gaze at it from here. It is the 
famous mountain to our west which emits a strange, holy light. No people go 
there nor can birds fly to it." The Dharma Master asked: "Why do people not 
go there?" The reply was: "Between here and there is a thousand tricents and 
more of water, and from the other shore to the mountain again is more than 
five hundred tricents. The waters of the stream are turbulent and countless are 
its waves. At the peak of the mountain is a single gate, and that is where the 

22. The four mahabhuta (earth, water, fire, and wind). 
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Buddha resides. A sheer cliff a thousand tricents high confronts the pilgrim 
who would reach the gate. Unless your reverence can fly, you won't get 
there." The Dharma Master lowered his head dejectedly as he heard these 
words. Then he asked Monkey: "There are myriad tricents of mountain and a 
thousand tricents of water between us and the place where the Buddha dwells. 
How can we get across?" Monkey Pilgrim replied: "Let me devise another plan 
by tomorrow." 

When dawn came, Monkey Pilgrim said: "The Buddhism of this place has 
come about naturally. Master, you should offer incense with the greatest 
sincerity, sit on a mat in meditation, direct your prayers to the Western Indian 
Chicken Foot Mountain, and beg for the Buddha's guidance." 

The Master did exactly as Monkey had said and begged with all his heart. 
The monks of Prosperous Immortals Temple gathered around to observe as 
the Dharma Master and his six disciples burned incense and prayed toward 
Chicken Foot Mountain. Their united voices moved all who heard to tears. 
This same day the Emperor of T'ang and all the people of his country thought 
longingly of Tripitaka and lamented. Abruptly, the world became so dark that 
people couldn't see each other's faces. Then after a short while thunder 
resounded and myriad rays of light flashed. The sound was as deafening as 
great cymbals clashed by one's ears. After quite a while, it gradually grew 
light. And lo, on the prayer mat appeared a stack of sutras. All the monks of 
the temple joined their palms and exclaimed: "This monk is truly a saint!" 

Tripitaka bowed respectfully to the sutras and discovered upon checking 
that there were five thousand and forty-eight volumes, all whole and complete. 
Only the Heart Sutra was lacking. The Dharma Master gathered them up and 
the seven carried them to the horse for transport. They set out on their return 
journey, bidding farewell to the Indian community of monks. The inhabitants 
of the entire city saw them off, wishing the Dharma Master and his band 
safety on their long journey with its many obstacles, hoped that they would be 
able to preserve the profound scriptures so as to return to the T'ang court and 
carry out their edifying task. Everyone wept as they left. As the seven set out, 
they made this poem: 

Of enormous length was our journey to fetch the sutras, 
But we seven now help each other as we turn homeward bound; 
Indeed, responding to the many woes of the people in the Eastern 

Lands, 
May T'ang's emperor Ming Huang live ten thousand years! 
We'll establish a sutra library with many temples and cloisters, 
And cast seven and more images of the Buddha; 
The dark world of Deep Sand and its host of spirits, 
Relying on this deed, can now cross that karmic ford. 
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India and the Western Heaven are both the Buddha, 
Where even a year-old child is versed in the scriptures; 
This trip lacks only the Heart Sutra, 
And when we see that Dragon Countenance we'll give him all the rest. 

Sixteen: Returning They Arrive at Fragrant Grove 
Temple and Receive the Heart Sutra 
On the return journey from India they reached the country of Pan-lii after 
ten months on the road. There they stayed overnight at a place called "Fra-
grant Grove Town." 

It was the third watch of the night when the Dharma Master suddenly 
dreamed that a spirit informed him: "Tomorrow someone will give you the 
Heart Sutra and assist you on your return to the court." After some time, the 
Dharma Master awoke with a start and said to Monkey Pilgrim: "I have just 
had a very strange dream!" Monkey Pilgrim said: "Your dream indicates that 
we shall see the sutra." 

Soon their eyes smarted and their ears stung. Far off and directly in front of 
them they saw propitious clouds rising resplendently with a benign effulgence. 
A monkish form could gradually be discerned within the cloud. He seemed to 
be about fifteen years old. His face was very proper and he held a staff with 
golden rings. He took out the Heart Sutra from the sleeve of his gown and 
said to the Dharma Master: T m giving you the Heart Sutra. Guard it 
carefully on your return to the court. The power of this sutra penetrates to the 
palaces of Heaven above and to the depths of Hell below. Its yin and yang are 
measureless, so do not transmit it lightly. Thus sentient beings whose karmic 
blessings are slight should not receive it." 

Bowing with head to the ground, the Dharma Master responded to the 
Buddha: "My whole purpose is dedicated to the sentient beings of the Eastern 
Lands, and now that my karma is fortunately achieved why should I not 
transmit it?" Once again the Buddha spoke from within the clouds: "As soon 
as this sutra is opened, bright lights will flash, ghosts will weep and spirits will 
howl, winds and waves will quiet of themselves, and the sun and moon will 
cease to shine! How could you possibly give it to anyone else?" 

"I am deeply grateful! I am deeply grateful!" the Dharma Master repeated 
apologetically. Once more the Buddha addressed him: "I am Dlpamkara 
Buddha.23 Today I have come to give you the Heart Sutra. When you return 
to the T'ang court, you are to give this message to the emperor: He should 
quickly have temples built throughout the empire, increase the initiations of 
monks and nuns, and promote respect for the Buddha's Dharma. It is now the 

23. The "Fixing Light Buddha" or "Buddha of Lights." 
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fourth month and I am giving you the Heart Sutra. On the fifteenth day of 
the seventh month,24 it will be time for you, Dharma Master, and your band 
of seven to return to the celestial halls. Remember what I have said, and on 
the fifteenth rise early and bathe yourself. Say farewell to the T ang emperor, 
for at noon the 'Lotus-Plucking Barge' will arrive. There will also be golden 
lotus-flower seats and auspicious rainbow-colored clouds. Twelve melliflu-
ously voiced youths will escort you with incense, flowers, and decorated 
banners. They will adorn you with the seven precious gems, welcoming you 
seven to return to Heaven. But the invitation from Heaven has a time limit 
and you must not dally! Listen well to what I have told you and keep it firmly 
implanted in your mind!" 

The Dharma Master and his group of seven wept and bowed in gratitude as 
Dlparpkara Buddha guided his cloud upward and away toward the West. 

The monkish band of seven etched these events on their hearts. Then, 
prepared to continue their journey, they completed this poem: 

Returning from India carrying sutras for Eastern Lands 
Traveling ten months now, we came to Fragrant Grove; 
Merits of three lives our karma fulfilled, 
Carefully we attended to the words of truth bestowed upon us, 
Ancient Dlparpkara Buddha appeared in a cloud, 
Then speedily we prepared our return journey; 
For it's said that on the fifteenth of the seventh month 
All seven of us monkish pilgrims will return to the halls of Heaven. 

Seventeen: They Reach Shensi, Where the Wife of the 
Householder Wang Kills His Son25 

On their return journey, they arrived at Ho-chung prefecture. There was a 
householder there named Wang who had always done good works and was 
then thirty-one years old. After his first wife died he married a woman of the 
Meng family. 

His son by his first wife was called Daffy, and there was a son by Madame 
Meng as well called Stay-put. One day the householder, remembering the 
kindness of his deceased parents and the love of his late wife, offered 
a memorial service for their souls. Then, he spoke with Madame Meng: 
"I'm going abroad to do business now. You take good care of Daffy for 

24. It is significant that the monks' ascension should fall on this date, for it is All Souls' Day, 
a festival often referred to as Ullambana that is reserved for the deliverance of hungry ghosts. See 
selection 266, note 1 and pp. 1124 ff. 

25. For an analysis of this most unusual chapter, see Victor H. Mair, "Parallels Between 
Some Tun-Huang Manuscripts and the 17th chapter of the Kozanji Journey to the West" 
Cahiers d'Extrime-Asie, 3 (1987), 41-53. The resemblances to the "Transformation Text on the 
Boy Shun's Extreme Filial Piety" (selection 267) are particularly striking. 
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me. The boy was very young when he lost his mother and still does not 
understand things. Please treat him as lovingly as though he were your own 

rt 
son. 

Then he divided up his wealth into two portions: "One portion is for you 
and the children to live on here at home, and one portion I shall take to trade 
in foreign lands. When I return we shall give a great thanksgiving feast open 
to all, and a generous almsgiving on behalf of our deceased ancestors and in 
order to accumulate good karma." After he gave these directions to his wife, 
he selected an auspicious day to set out on his journey. As his wife saw 
him off at the gate, he repeatedly enjoined her to look after Daffy and not 
be negligent. 

After her husband had been gone for half a year he met a man he knew 
who was returning and gave him a letter for home, a suspended drum, a 
decorated cushion, colorfully embroidered clothes, and all kinds of toys to 
take back with him. When Madame Meng received the letter and read it, she 
learned that everything was to be given to Daffy. "Over and over about how I 
should care for Daffy, but not a word about my Stay-put!" 

After reading the letter Madame Meng became terribly angry. She tore up 
the letter, smashed the toys, and began to think about killing Daffy. 

One day she said to her maid, Spring Willow: "I want to kill Daffy. Do you 
have any suggestions?" Spring Willow replied: "That's easy. We have a great 
iron caldron in the house. Have Daffy sit down inside, then put the thirty-
pound iron lid over it. Next, build a fierce fire beneath it and roast him. 
That's sure to kill him." "That's great!" said Madame Meng. 

The next day they did as they had planned. They had Daffy sit down in the 
caldron and shut him in with the lid. Then they roasted him for three days 
and three nights over a fierce fire. On the fourth day, they lifted the iron lid 
only to see Daffy stand up inside the caldron and greet his stepmother. 
Madame Meng asked: "What are you doing here?" Daffy replied: "You put me 
in here, mother. Then the iron caldron changed into a lily pad on which I 
sat, surrounded by the cool waters of a pond. I could sleep or just sit there. It 
was very comfortable." 

When she heard this Madame Meng turned worriedly to Spring Willow to 
talk things over some more: "We've got to quickly think of some way to kill 
him! I'm afraid that when my husband returns Daffy will tell him what we've 
done!" Spring Willow said: "Tomorrow, hide an iron hook in your hand and 
have Daffy go with you to the back garden to eat cherries. When he opens his 
mouth use the iron hook to tear out his tongue at the root. Then, even when 
your husband returns, the boy won't be able to speak." 

The next day according to plan they sent him to the garden and tore out 
his tongue with the hook, splattering blood all over the ground. 

The day after that when they got up and yelled "Daffy!" they found that he 
was able to talk as before. Madame Meng asked him: "How can this be?" 
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Daffy replied: "A person came in the middle of the night who said he was 
'Ambrosia King Buddha.' He had a medicinal object in his hand and rejoined 
my tongue at the root." 

Again Spring Willow advised Madame Meng: "There's a storehouse out 
back. Have him guard the storehouse. Lock him inside and let him starve to 
death." A month after doing this they opened the storehouse to see Daffy stand 
up and greet his stepmother. Madame Meng said: "The other day when the 
maid locked the storehouse I had no idea you were inside. Have you had 
anything to eat this month?" Daffy replied: "Whenever I was hungry or thirsty, 
doe's milk naturally came down from the air." 

Spring Willow said: "Right now the river out front is in flood. Have Daffy 
go up on top of a tower to look at the river, then push him off into the 
boundless torrent. When your husband returns, just say he leaped into the 
stream himself and was drowned. That should avert any danger to us." 

When Madame Meng saw that the water was billowing high, she did as 
suggested. She had Daffy go up on the tower to look at the water and Spring 
Willow gave him a push from behind, throwing Daffy down into the torrent. 
Madame Meng looked on and said: "This time he's dead!" 

At the moment she came down from the tower a messenger suddenly 
appeared at the gate who announced that the householder had learned en 
route that Daffy had fallen in the river and been drowned and was returning 
home weeping at every step. As soon as the householder entered the gate, he 
began beating his breast, weeping and lamenting. 

Because of Daffy's extreme filialness, a day was selected for performing a 
memorial service to liberate his soul and a great maigre feast was prepared to 
which all were invited. 

Dharma Master Tripitaka was returning with the sutras from Rajagrha and 
his whole party of seven monks came to the householder's maigre feast. But 
neither the Master nor Monkey Pilgrim ate even one bite. The householder 
asked them: "Since you honorable monks have come to the feast, why is it 
you aren't eating anything?" The Dharma Master replied: "I'm drunk today 
and all I want to have is some fish broth. I don't want to eat anything else at 
all." When the householder heard this, he thought he would receive no good 
karma if he did not get the monk what he desired, so he ordered a servant to 
go out and buy a fish. The Dharma Master said: "I won't eat a small fish. It 
must be a big fish, a hundred-pounder, then I can eat it." 

The servant went to the fishmonger's and was indeed able to buy a fish 
weighing about a hundred pounds. When he brought it back home, he 
announced to the householder that he was successful and the householder 
asked the Dharma Master how he would like it prepared. The Dharma Master 
replied: "Lend me a knife. I'll prepare it myself." The rich man passed a knife 
to the Dharma Master who addressed the assembled guests and the house-
holder: "If there had not been this maigre feast today, it would have been this 
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fish's karma to have committed a serious crime." The householder asked: 
"What crime has it committed?" The Dharma Master said: "The other day 
this fish swallowed your eldest son, Daffy, who is now still alive in its stom-
ach." When the assembled guests heard this, they all gathered around. Then, 
with one stroke the Dharma Master cut the fish into two halves. Daffy came 
out and began speaking just as before. The householder embraced his son. 
His joy and amazement were tremendous as the father joined his palms and 
respectfully thanked the Dharma Master: "If it had not been possible for your 
reverence to be here today, father and son would never have met face to face 
again." Everyone was joyous. In thanks for this fortunate deliverance the 
householder made a verse: 

While I traded nearly three years abroad, 
Madame Meng had only evil intentions at home; 
Although they threw Daffy into the flood, 
A great fish swallowed him into its stomach whole. 

And because in the course of today's maigre feast, 
The monk complained he was still too drunk; 
He demanded a large fish to cook himself, 
Father and son could meet again and believe in karma. 

The Dharma Master declared: "This fish shall be taken back to the Eastern 
Lands and become a wooden fish in a Buddhist temple. And, whenever a 
maigre feast is held, it will be tapped on the stomach with a stick." 

He made another poem: 

Madam Meng gave vent to evil thoughts; 
She pushed the boy into the river, 
But thanks to the good karma of the memorial feast 
Father and son have met again. 

The assembled guests then made a poem: 

Thanks to the Dharma Master's good karma today, 
The householder's Daffy is reborn; 
He will be no different from Madam Meng and Stay-put, 
But will be fed and clothed just like them. 

After the Dharma Master's group of seven left in the middle of the religious 
play, it took them ten days to reach the capital of T'ang. 

Soldiers patrolling the eastern route to the capital found out that the 
Dharma Master had brought the sutras back and was already in the environs 
of the capital. They submitted a memorial to Emperor Ming Huang reporting 
it. At the time it was hot summer, but the emperor dispatched a great sedan-
chair to meet them a hundred tricents from the city. The Dharma Master and 



1206 P R O S I M E T R I C S T O R Y T E L L I N G 

his group of seven met the emperor and thanked him for his kindness. Ming 
Huang and the Dharma Master rode together in the same carriage to the 
court. It was the last week of the sixth month. 

Every day there were maigre feasts in the court and temples were ordered 
established in every province to welcome the Buddha's Dharma. The emperor 
personally received the-Prajnaparamita-hrdaya or Heart Sutra. It was as if his 
eyes had been painted in:26 he ordered incense to be burned at shrines inside 
and outside the palace and flowers strewn to welcome the sutra. 

On the seventh day of the seventh month, the Dharma Master sent up a 
memorial to the throne: 

Your humble subject wishes to address your majesty: When I received the 
Heart Sutra at Fragrant Grove, I heard a voice from Heaven which said 
that on the fifteenth of this month I should return there. 

The Emperor of Great T ang responded as tears fell on his dragon robes: 
"Invitations from Heaven cannot be postponed; I can't force you to remain 
here." The Dharma Master said: "My reason for getting the sutras and for 
overcoming all the difficulties and monsters on the journey was to benefit the 
sentient beings of the Eastern Lands. In order to thank all the gods who helped 
me on my way beginning with the Deep Sand Spirit, I want to have memorial 
services celebrated at all the temples." The emperor replied: "As the Dharma 
Master requests, I will have seven statues of the Buddha made to protect the 
halls of the temples." 

During the fifth quarter hour of the noon watch on the fourteenth, honor-
ary rank was conferred upon the Dharma Master. Then the emperor expressed 
his thanks: "Your reverence traveled three years to India in the West to bring 
back one set of sutras and in all your incarnations you have received the sutras 
three times. I therefore give you the title 'Dharma Master Tripitaka.' "2 7 

During the fifth quarter hour of the noon watch on the fifteenth, a barge 
for collecting lotuses was sent down from the Heavenly Palace and Dlpamkara 
Buddha was manifest in the clouds. Announcing that he had better not tarry 
any longer, the Dharma Master bade a hasty good-bye to the emperor. The 
seven boarded the barge and, looking due west, they ascended into the heavens 
and became immortals. Nine dragons rose up into the mist and ten phoenixes 
came out to welcome them. A thousand cranes offered them felicitations and 
there were flashing lights of transcendence. 

Because the emperor had not been able to give thanks for these marvels, he 

26. There is an old tradition in China and in other countries influenced by Indian culture 
that the painting in of the pupils on a work of art is the final enlivening touch of the creator. 
The tradition is still alive today in Tawian where there are priests who make a living out of 
activating idols (god figures) in this manner. 

27. Tripitaka (literally, "Three Baskets") refers to the tripartite division of the Buddhist 
canon. 
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sponsored another great maigre feast at which all the assembly burned incense 
in thanks and in memory of Tripitaka. The emperor along with the crown 
prince and all the officials went around all four city gates weeping, and 
in order that Tripitaka's name should always be remembered they made 
this poem: 

Today the Dharma Master has gone to the Heavenly Palace, 
He walks on lotus petals as he goes; 
Our entire country benefits greatly from this, 
The Eastern Lands avoid falling into worldly snares. 

Emperor T'ai Tsung28 later enfeoffed Monkey Pilgrim as "Great Sage of 
Bronze Muscles and Iron Bones." 

Translated by Charles J. Wivell 

28. Since the action is set in Emperor Ming Huang's time throughout the story, this 
reference to Emperor T'ai Tsung, during whose time the real Tripitaka lived, seems likely to 
have been added by some later writer. 

271 

Expository Tale on King Wu's Expedition Against 
Chow 

Anonymous (c. 1321-1323) 

Scroll 1 
From the Three Emperors and Five Kings down to Hsia, Shang, and Chou, 
The Ch'in, Han, and the Three Kingdoms Wu, Wei, and Liu, 

King Chow (see section VII of selection 148) was the tyrannical last ruler of the Shang or Yin 
dynasty. He was overthrown by King Wu, founder of the Chou dynasty. The prosimetric 
fictionalization of the story as recounted here is in the genre known as "expository tale" or "plain 
tale" (p'ing-hua), a form of popular storytelling which succeeded the transformation text (pien-
wen, see selection 266) and which, like the latter, had close ties both to the performing arts and 
to the development of the vernacular short story and novel in China. Indeed, this particular 
plain tale is the most important precursor of the late sixteenth-century novel Romance of the 
Investiture of the Gods (Feng-shen yen-yi). Typically, the original editions of plain texts have 
illustrations on the upper thirds of their pages. This shows a direct link with the transformation 
texts which were also intimately tied to narrative visual aids. The Expository Tale on King Wu's 
Expedition Against Chow was printed sometime between 1321 and 1323, during the Mongol 
Yiian dynasty, in what is now the city of Chien-yang in the southeastern province of Fukien. 
The genre itself must have evolved during the course of the Sung period. 

The present selection offers approximately the first third of the expository tale. In it King 
Chow's brutality, caused by his utter intoxication with the bewitching Ta-chi, is exposed. This 
sets the stage for King Wu's intervention against him described in the latter part of the tale. 


