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PREFACE

The skeletal plot of The Journey to the West (Chin. Xiyouji) was based on

the famous pilgrimage of the priest Xuanzang (S96?-664 CE), who trav

eled overland from Tang China to distant India in quest of additional

Buddhist scriptures, the doctrines of which were deemed canonical to his

particular division of the faith. His furtive departure from his homeland

in defiance of an explicit proscription by the Tang Emperor Taizong (ca.

600-649, r. 626-649) against travel through the western frontiers at the

time rendered him liable to criminal arrest and execution, but he fared

much better on his return. The protracted and arduous journey lasting

nearly seventeen years (627-644) won him the scriptures he desired no

less than immediate imperial recognition and patronage. Installed by the

emperor in the western Tang capital of Chang'an (the modern Xi'an), the

pilgrim spent the remaining twenty years of his life as a master translator

of Indic Buddhist texts. Together with his collaborators recruited by the

imperium throughout the empire, he gave to the Chinese people in their

own language seventy-five volumes or 1,341 scrolls of Buddhist writings,

surpassing the accomplishment of any scripture translator in Chinese his

tory before or since. To this day, the sites (e.g., the Big Wild-Goose Pagoda,

the Xuanzang Crematorium Pagoda) and relics of his devoted labor as a

cleric of the court can still be enjoyed by tourists of xi'an.

Although the priest was by no means the only person who undertook

such a lengthy peregrination in the cause of Buddhist piety, the records

and accounts ofhis experience (by himself and his disciples after his death)

encountered in Central Asia and in India made Xuanzang one of the most

celebrated religious personalities in Chinese history. His own privations

and sufferings during the sojourn on the Silk Road and beyond, his reli

gious activities during each stage thereof, his irrepressible spiritual com

mitment and stupendous scholastic accomplishments, and the immensity

of imperial favor finally bestowed all combined to transform him into a
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cultural hero. The profile of this hero's story in the popular and literary

imagination, however, quickly departed from known historical record and

events and took on characteristics all its own. Told likely by mouth and also

by writing over a period ofalmost a millennium and in various media-the

fragments, the short poetic tales, short prose fiction, developed dramas, and

longer works of prose fiction-the final version that appeared as one of

the proverbial four masterworks of the Ming novel had changed from the

exploits of a human monk to a pilgrimage narrative fashioned as itinerant

adventure, fantasy, humor, social and political satire, and serious allegory

built on intricate religious syncretism. There are three significant elements

in this fictive transformation of the scripture-seeking journey.

The first concerns the protagonist's personal history and disposition.

In complete contrast to the historical character's attested background and

experience, the account of the fictive Xuanzang evolving through dramatic

and religious texts (e.g., the various "precious scrolls" appearing in late

Ming times) tells of someone born and raised from the coastal region of

Southeastern China. Abandoned at birth by a widowed mother abducted

and raped by a bandit, the infant was raised by a Buddhist abbot and,

upon reaching adulthood, succeeded in avenging a father's murder and

a mother's disgrace. As told in chapters 8-13 of the present novel, Bud

dhist "providence" assumes a crucial role in so shaping events that they

would lead eventually to the Tang emperor's selection ofXuanzang as the

scripture seeker. In this rewriting of history, the intensely personal zeal

of a plebian priest will be displaced by different motivations undergirding

such an enormous enterprise : Buddha's compassionate wisdom in offering

scriptures as a salvific gift to unenlightened, sinful Chinese in the Land of

the East counterpoints the fictive pilgrim's religious devotion and political

loyalism (to imperial mandate and favors). Whereas the historicaljourney

began as a secret, transgressive act of a pious zealot, the fictive pilgrimage

was foreordained by Buddha, superintended throughout by Guanyin (the

most popular Goddess ofMercy in Chinese religions), and enthusiastically

commissioned by the Tang emperor.

The second distinctive feature in the fictionalizing process appears when

the priest took for a disciple a monkey figure, an animal guardian-attendant

who was also endowed with enormous intelligence and magical powers.

Though this figure's association with the pilgrim could already be found in

snippets ofverse as early as the twelfth century and in further development

thereafter in narrative form, it remains for the hundred-chapter novel of

late Ming to endow this simian character with its grandest and most attrac

tive delineation. The importance aSSigned to Xuanzang's chiefdisciple may
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be seen in the fact that fully seven chapters at the beginning are devoted
to relating Sun Wukong's birth and development, his training and attain
ment in esoteric Daoist self-cultivation, his daring exploits throughout
Heaven and Hell that climax in his wreaking horrific havoc at the Celestial
Palace-episodes that not only read like those of an independent tale by
itself but also have been adapted in fact as such in Beijing opera and other
dramatic media. Once converted to Buddhism after having been subdued
and imprisoned by Buddha himself, Sun eventually became Xuanzang's
most able and devoted disciple. The monkey's restless intelligence, martial
and magical prowess, and almost boundless resourcefulness have reminded
many a modern Chinese and foreign reader of another simian hero across
cultures: Hanumat of the great Indian epic Ramayatta, attributed to the
poet Valmiki. Scholarship of the I920S to the I980s has equivocated on
direct linkage of the two stories because decisive information on textual
or historical influence was at first lacking. More recent research, however,
has gradually but firmly uncovered possible references to various aspects
of the Rama story in major Buddhist texts that had been widely circulated
since their translation into Chinese. Moreover, astonishing parallels in de
tails of description and plot in various episodes beyond mere similarity of
characterization of the two monkeys (courage and prowess in battle, ability
to fly, the tendency to attack their enemies through their bellies) have thus
led others to doubt posited coincidence as an adequate explanation.

As Xuanzang embarked on his pilgrimage, his circle was then enlarged
to encompass the fictive human priest and four disciples: the monkey, a
half-human and half-pig comic (actually a Daoist god exiled from Heaven),
a reformed cannibal (another Daoist pariah), and a delinquent dragon-horse
as the priest's transportation. This sharp contrast between known history
and the full-length novel also marks the third distinctive development in
the journey's fictionalization. Whereas the former is constituted by the
dedicated efforts of a lone human devotee, the latter represents the com
bined exertion of a community of invented figures that, in turn, may be
construed variously in the story-as different aspects of a single personal
ity, as different constitutive elements of a process (an interior journey in
quest of moral self-cultivation, spiritual enlightenment, or physical lon
gevity through alchemy), or as different kinds of individuals in a society.
The world of this community, moreover, spans the entire cosmos, natural
and supernatural, generated by the multicultural religious imaginaire of
premodern China.

Structured throughout the long tale, the ubiquitous but unobtrusive
voice of the narrator in fact provides a running, reflexive commentary-
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usually through interpolated verse of many varieties and the brief prose
introductions to new episodes-and gently reminds the reader ofallegory's
possible presence even within the fun-filled and lively depictions of cos
mic battles, fantastic beings, bizarre experiences, and extraordinary feats
of mental and physical bravura. To craft a story radically different from a
synopsis ofBuddhist history, the author has apparently made extensive use
of the idioms and terminologies stemming from both the Daoist canon and
an amorphous movement commonly known as "Three Religions as One
(sanjiao guiyi or heyi)" that began to flourish in medieval Song China and
gained widespread adherence in late imperial times among official elites,
merchants, clerics of different regions, and the general populace. As ar
ticulated frequently and perhaps most pointedly in fiction and fiction com
mentaries of the Ming-Q!..ng periods, the movement's syncretic discourse
was verily a hermeneutics offusion, wherein the widely disparate concepts
and categories of traditional Confucianism, Daoism, and Buddhism were
deliberately harmonized and unified. That this discourse was intimately
known to our novel's author could be seen in lines of poetry describing
a lecture by Subodhi (chapter 2), the religiously ambiguous master who
first transmitted to the Monkey King the secrets of immortality and other

magic powers:
For a while he lectured on Dao;
For a while he spoke on Chan-
To harmonize the Three Schools is a natural thing.

The Three Schools or Lineages (sanjia) here, of course, refer to a standard
name of the three religious traditions. Another and even more decisive
indication of such syncretism may be found in the very mouth ofBuddha,
who proclaimed at the novel's beginning (chapter 8) that his scriptures
were "for the cultivation of immortality and the gate to ultimate virtue."
Repeated at the end (chapters 28, 29 in the present edition) and in more
expansive form, the scriptures also became "the mirror of our [Buddhist]
faith ... the source of the Three Religions." Such remarks would surely
astonish real Buddhists, both historical and contemporary.

Who was the author of this narrative of such imaginative magnitude
and complexity? Neither a pseudonymous editor nor the named publisher
and preface writer associated with the full-length, hundred-chapter ver
sion printed in Nanjing in 1592 (generally regarded as the earliest authentic
version) had provided even the merest clue to this question. Chinese schol
ars from the early decades of the twentieth century had begun to focus on
the minor late-Ming official, Wu Cheng'en (ca. 1500-1582), as a likely candi
date on the grounds that Wu was a skillful and versatile lyriC poet (thus
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answerable to the estimated seventeen hundred-plus poems of all genres
and styles enshrined in the narrative), was fond of writings and myths on
the uncanny and the strange, had a reputation for excelling in satirical and
humorous compositions, and was a native of the southeast coastal region
of Huai'an, the peculiar dialect(s) ofwhich had supplied the narrative with
a huge amount of colloquial expressions apparent to readers since the sev
enteenth century. Most important of all, the Gazetteer ojHuaiJan Prefecture,
compiled in the period of the Ming Tianqi reign (1621-1627), listed after
Wu's name several works, among which, prominently, the title Xiyouji ap
peared, although no student of the novel since then had any clear notion
as to what kind of work thisJourney to the West was.

These arguments for Wu's authorship, certainly not to be ignored, have
failed to win universal assent, and they have been repeatedly questioned
by both modernJapanese and European scholarship. More recently, some
Chinese scholars have turned once more to probing the history of certain
branches of syncretic Daoism for possible hints of the novel's authorial
identity and the context of its production. Despite anonymity in author
ship, the novel since its publication has not only enjoyed vast readership
among Chinese people of all regions and social strata, but its popularity
has also continued to spread to other peoples and lands in the last four
centuries through increased translation, adaptation in different media (il
lustrated books, comics, plays, Beijing and other regional operas, shadow
puppet plays, radio shows, film, TV serialization, and reportedly even

a contemporary Western opera in the making), and rewriting (e.g., by
Timothy Mo, Maxine Hong Kingston, Mary Zimmerman, and David
Henry Hwang in England and the United States).

My labor on TheJourney to the West, begun in 1970, was doubly moti
vated: to rectify the acclaimed but distorted picture provided by Arthur
Waley'sjustly popular abridgment, l and to redress an imbalance ofcriticism
championed by Dr. Hu Shi, the Chinese scholar-diplomat who supplied
the British translator with an influential preface. Therein, Hu asserted that
"freed from all kinds of allegorical interpretations by Buddhist, Taoist,
and Confucianist commentators, Monkey is simply a book of good humor,
profound nonsense, good-natured satire, and delightful entertainment."2

My own encounter with this marvelous work since childhood, under the
kind but skillful tutelage of my late Grandfather, who used Journey as a

I. See Monkey: Folk Novel ofChina by Wu Ch'eng-en, trans. Arthur Waley (New

York: Grove Press, 1943).

2. Ibid., 5.
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textbook for teaching me Chinese during the terrible years of the Sino
Japanese war on the mainland, had long convinced me that this narrative
was nothing if not one of the world's most finely wrought allegories.
The thirteen years of studying and translating the text together with the
subsequent decades of teaching it at Chicago and elsewhere have also made
me a happy witness to the new turns in scholarly research and interpreta
tion. The distantly collaborative result of our studies has made it clear that
religion is not only crucial to the novel's conception and formation, but
also that its nearly unique embodiment in this work need not clash with
"good humor, profound nonsense, good-natured satire, and delightful
entertainment."

My completion of the first plenary and annotated English translation of
Journey in 1983,3 however, was not spared from spawning its own ironies.
No sooner had all four volumes of the work appeared than friends and
colleagues far and near began complaining about its unwieldy length and
impractical size-for general readers no less than for use in the classroom.
After years of resistance to their plea for a shorter edition, I have now
reached the conclusion that Professor Waley might also have had a valid

perspective, although my present abridgment continues my attempt to
differ from his version by providing as fully as possible all the textual fea
tures of the selected episodes. (At the head of each chapter of this volume
beginning with chapter 16, the corresponding chapter number from the
four-volume edition appears in square brackets.) I thank the University of
Chicago Press for this opportunity to publish an abridgment, and for giv
ing me needed technical support for revisions and conversion to the Pinyin
system of romanization. I hope very much that this "reduced" version of
the novel is not reductionistic, and that it will tempt the sympathetic reader
to enjoy the plenitude of the full version.

Anthony C. Yu

August 2005

3. Anthony C. Yu, trans. and ed., TheJourney to the West, 4 vols. (Chicago: Uni
versity of Chicago Press, 1977-83).



ONE

The divine root being conceived) the origin appears;

The moral nature cultivated) the Great Dao is born.

The poem says:
BefOre Chaos divided, Heaven tangled with Earth;
Formless and void-this, no human had seen.
But when Pan Gu broke up the nebula,
Clearing began, the turbidpartedfrom the pure.
Humaneness supreme enfolding every lift
Enlightens all things that they become good.
Would you know creation's merit in cyclic time?
Read The Tale of Woes Dispersed onJourney West.

We heard that, in the order of Heaven and Earth, a single period consisted
of 129,600 years. Dividing this period into twelve epochs were the twelve
stems of Zi, Chou, Yin, Mao, Chen, Si, Wu, Wei, Shen, Yu, Xu, and Hai,
with each epoch having 10,800 years. Considered as the horary circle, the
sequence would be thus: the first sign of dawn appears in the hour of Zi,
while at Chou the cock crows; daybreak occurs at Yin, and the sun rises at
Mao; Chen comes after breakfast, and by Si everything is planned; at Wu
the sun arrives at its meridian, and it declines westward by Wei; the evening
meal comes during the hour of Shen, and the sun sinks completely at Yu;
twilight sets in at Xu, and people rest by the hour of HaL This sequence
may also be understood macrocosmically. At the end of the epoch of Xu,
Heaven and Earth were obscure and all things were indistinct. With the
passing of 5,400 years, the beginning ofHai was the epoch ofdarkness. This
moment was named Chaos, because there were neither human beings nor
the two spheres. After another 5,400 years Hai ended, and as the creative
force began to work after great perseverance, the epoch of Zi drew near
and again brought gradual development. Shao Kangjie1 said:

I. This is Shao Yong (1011-77), a Song scholar and an expert in the Classic of
Change.
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When winter moved to the middle ofZi}
No change occurred in the mind ofHeaven.
The male principle had barely stirred}
And all things were as yet unborn.

At this point, the firmament first acquired its foundation. With another
5,400 years came the Zi epoch; the ethereal and the light rose up to form
the four phenomena of the sun, the moon, the stars, and the Heavenly
bodies. Hence it is said, the Heaven was created at Zi. This epoch came to
its end in another 5,400 years, and the sky began to harden as the Chou
epoch approached. The Classic ofChange said:

Great was the male principle;
Supreme} theftmale!
They made all things}
In obedience to Heaven.

At this point, the Earth became solidified. In another 5,400 years after the
arrival of the Chou epoch, the heavy and the turbid condensed below and
formed the five elements ofwater, fire, mountain, stone, and earth. Hence
it is said, the Earth was created at Chou. With the passing of another 5,400

years, the Chou epoch came to its end and all things began to grow at the
beginning of the Yin epoch. The Book ofCalendar said:

The Heavenly aura descended;
The earthly aura rose up.
Heaven and Earth copulated}
And all things were born.

At this point, Heaven and Earth were bright and fair; the yin had inter

course with the yang. In another 5,400 years, during the Yin epoch,
humans, beasts, and fowls came into being, and thus the so-called three
forces of Heaven, Earth, and Man were established. Hence it is said, man
was born at Yin.

Following Pan Gu's construction of the universe, the rule of the Three
Kings, and the ordering of the relations by the Five Emperors, the world
was divided into four great continents. They were: the East Purvavideha

Continent, the West Aparagodaniya Continent, the South Jambudvipa
Continent, and the North Uttarakuru Continent. This book is solely con
cerned with the East Purvavideha Continent.

Beyond the ocean there was a country named Aolai. It was near a great
ocean, in the midst of which was located the famous Flower-Fruit Moun
tain. This mountain, which constituted the chief range of the Ten Islets and
formed the origin of the Three Islands, came into being after the creation
of the world. As a testimonial to its magnificence, there is the following

poetic rhapsody:
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Its majesty commands the wide ocean;
Its splendor rules thejasper sea;
Its majesty commands the wide ocean
When} like silver mountains} the tide sweepsfishes into caves;
Its splendor rules thejasper sea
When snowlike billows sendforth serpentsfrom the deep.
On the southwest side pile up tallplateaus;
From the Eastern Sea arise soaringpeaks.
There are crimson ridges andportentous rocks}
Precipitous cliffs andprodigious peaks.
Atop the crimson ridges
Phoenixes sing in pairs:
Before precipitous cliffs
The unicorn singly rests.
At the summit is heard the cry ofgolden pheasants;
In and out ofstony caves are seen the strides ofdragons:
In theforest are long-lived deer and immortalfoxes.
On the trees are divinefowls and black cranes.
Strange grass andflowers never wither:
Green pines and cypresses always keep their spring.
Immortal peaches are everfruit-bearing;
Lofty bamboos often detain the clouds.
Within a singlegorge the creeping vines are dense;
The grass color ofmeadows all around isfresh.
This is indeed the pillar ofHeaven} where a hundred rivers meet
The Earth}s great axis} in ten thousand kalpas unchanged.
There was on top of that very mountain an immortal stone, which

measured thirty-six feet and five inches in height and twenty-four feet in
circumference. The height of thirty-six feet and five inches corresponded
to the three hundred and sixty-five cyclical degrees, while the circumfer
ence of twenty-four feet corresponded to the twenty-four solar terms of
the calendar. On the stone were also nine perforations and eight holes,
which corresponded to the Palaces of the Nine Constellations and the
Eight Trigrams. Though it lacked the shade of trees on all sides, it was set
off by epidendrums on the left and right. Since the creation of the world,
it had been nourished for a long period by the seeds of Heaven and Earth
and by the essences of the sun and the moon, until, quickened by divine
inspiration, it became pregnant with a divine embryo. One day, it split

open, giving birth to a stone egg about the size of a playing ball. Exposed
to the wind, it was transformed into a stone monkey endowed with fully
developed features and limbs. Having learned at once to climb and run,
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this monkey also bowed to the four quarters, while two beams of golden
light flashed from his eyes to reach even the Palace of the Polestar. The light
disturbed the Great Benevolent Sage ofHeaven, the CelestialJade Emperor
of the Most Venerable Deva, who, attended by his divine ministers, was
sitting in the Cloud Palace of the Golden Arches, in the Treasure Hall of the
Divine Mists. Upon seeing the glimmer of the golden beams, he ordered
Thousand-Mile Eye and Fair-Wind Ear to open the South Heaven Gate
and to look out. At this command the two captains went out to the gate,
and, having looked intently and listened clearly, they returned presently
to report, "Your subjects, obeying your command to locate the beams,
discovered that they came from the Flower-Fruit Mountain at the border
of the small Aolai Country, which lies to the east of the East Purvavideha
Continent. On this mountain is an immortal stone which has given birth
to an egg. Exposed to the wind, it has been transformed into a monkey,
who, when bowing to the four quarters, has flashed from his eyes those
golden beams that reached the Palace of the Polestar. Now that he is taking
some food and drink, the light is about to grow dim." With compassion
ate mercy the Jade Emperor declared, "These creatures from the world
below are born of the essences of Heaven and Earth, and they need not
surprise us."

That monkey in the mountain was able to walk, run, and leap about;
he fed on grass and shrubs, drank from the brooks and streams, gathered
mountain flowers, and searched out fruits from trees. He made his com
panions the tiger and the lizard, the wolf and the leopard; he befriended
the civet and the deer, and he called the gibbon and the baboon his kin.
At night he slept beneath stony ridges, and in the morning he sauntered
about the caves and the peaks. Truly,

In the mountain there is no passing oftime;
The cold recedes} but one knows not the year.

One very hot morning, he was playing with a group ofmonkeys under the
shade of some pine trees to escape the heat. Look at them, each amusing
himself in his own way by

Swingingfrom branches to branches}
Searchingforflowers andfruits;
They played two games or three
With pebbles and with pellets;
They circled sandy pits;
They built rare pagodas;
They chased the dragonflies;
They ran down small lizards;
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Bowing low to the sky)
They worshiped Bodhisattvas;
They pulled the creeping vines;
They plaited mats with grass;
They searched to catch the louse
They bit or crushed with their nails;
They dressed theirfurry coats;
They scraped theirfingernails;
Some leaned and leaned;
Some rubbed and rubbed;
Some pushed andpushed;
Some pressed andpressed;
Some pulled andpulled;
Some tugged and tugged.
Beneath the pinefOrest they played without a care)
Washing themselves in the green-water stream.
So, after the monkeys had frolicked for a while, they went to bathe in

the mountain stream and saw that its currents bounced and splashed like
tumbling melons. As the old saying goes,

Fowls have theirfOwl speech)
And beasts have their beast language.
The monkeys said to each other, "We don't know where this water

comes from. Since we have nothing to do today, let us follow the stream
up to its source to have some fun." With a shriek of joy, they dragged
along males and females, calling out to brothers and sisters, and scrambled
up the mountain alongside the stream. Reaching its source, they found a
great waterfall. What they saw was

A column ofrising white rainbows)
A thousandftthoms ofdancing waves
Which the sea wind buffets but cannot sever)
On which the river moon shines and reposes.
Its cold breath divides the green ranges;
Its tributaries moisten the blue-green hillsides.
This torrential body) its name a cascade)
Seems truly like a hanging curtain.

All the monkeys clapped their hands in acclaim: "Marvelous water! Mar
velous water! So this waterfall is distantly connected with the stream at
the base of the mountain, and flows directly out, even to the great ocean."
They said also, "If any of us had the ability to penetrate the curtain and
find out where the water comes from without hurting himself, we would
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honor him as king." They gave the call three times, when suddenly the
stone monkey leaped out from the crowd. He answered the challenge with
a loud voice, "I'll go in! I'll go in!" What a monkey! For

Today hisfame will spread wide)
Hisfortune arrives with the time;
He)sfated to live in this place)
Sent by a king to this godly palace.
Look at him! He closed his eyes, crouched low, and with one leap he

jumped straight through the waterfalL Opening his eyes at once and raising
his head to look around, he saw that there was neither water nor waves
inside, only a gleaming, shining bridge. He paused to collect himself and
looked more carefully again: it was a bridge made of sheet iron. The water
beneath it surged through a hole in the rock to reach the outside, filling
in all the space under the arch. With bent body he climbed on the bridge,
looking about as he walked, and discovered a beautiful place that seemed
to be some kind of residence. Then he saw

Fresh mosses piling up indigo)
White clouds likejade afloat)
And luminous sheens if'mist and smoke;
Empty windows) quiet rooms)
And carvedflowers growing smoothly on benches;
Stalactites suspended in milky caves;
Rare blossoms voluminous over the ground.
Pans and stoves near the wall show traces if'fire;
Bottles and cups on the table contain leftovers.
The stone seats and beds were truly lovable;
The stone pots and bowls were more praiseworthy.
There were)furthermore) a stalk or two if'tall bamboos)
And three orfive sprigs if'plumflowers ·
With afew green pines always draped in rain)
This whole place indeed resembled a home.
After staring at the place for a long time, he jumped across the middle

of the bridge and looked left and right. There in the middle was a stone
tablet on which was inscribed in regular, large letters:

The Blessed Land if'Flower-Fruit Mountain)
The Cave Heaven if'Water-Curtain Cave.
Beside himself with delight, the stone monkey quickly turned around

to go back out and, closing his eyes and crouching again, leaped out of
the water. "A great stroke of luck," he exclaimed with two loud guffaws,
"a great stroke of luck." The other monkeys surrounded him and asked,
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"How is it inside? How deep is the water?" The stone monkey replied,
"There isn't any water at all. There's a sheet iron bridge, and beyond it is a
piece ofHeaven-sent property." "What do you mean that there's property
in there?" asked the monkeys.

Laughing, the stone monkey said, "This water splashes through a hole
in the rock and fills the space under the bridge. Beside the bridge there is
a stone mansion with trees and flowers. Inside are stone ovens and stoves,
stone pots and pans, stone beds and benches. A stone tablet in the middle
has the inscription,

The Blessed Land ofthe Flower-Fruit Mountain}
The Cave Heaven ofthe Water-Curtain Cave.

This is truly the place for us to settle in. It is, moreover, very spacious
inside and can hold thousands of the young and old. Let's all go live in
there, and spare ourselves from being subject to the whims of Heaven.
For we have in there

A retreatfrom the wind}
A shelterfrom the rain.
You fiar nofrost or snow;
You hear no thunderclap.
Mist and smoke are brightened}
Warmed by a holy light
The pines are evergreen:
Rareflowers} daily new. }}
When the monkeys heard that, they were delighted, saying, "You go in

first and lead the way." The stone monkey closed his eyes again, crouched
low, andjumped inside. "All ofyou," he cried, "Follow me in! Follow me
in!" The braver of the monkeys leaped in at once, but the more timid ones
stuck out their heads and then drew them back, scratched their ears, rubbed
theirjaws, and chattered noisily. After milling around for some time, they
too bounded inside. Jumping across the bridge, they were all soon snatching
dishes, clutching bowls, or fighting for stoves and beds-shoving and push
ing things hither and thither. Befitting their stubbornly prankish nature,
the monkeys could not keep still for a moment and stopped only when
they were utterly exhausted. The stone monkey then solemnly took a seat
above and spoke to them: "Gentlemen! 'If a man lacks trustworthiness,
it is difficult to know what he can accomplish! '2 You yourselves promised
just now that whoever could get in here and leave again without hurting
himself would be honored as king. Now that I have come in and gone

2. Confucius, Analects, 2. 22.
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out, gone out and come in, and have found for all of you this Heavenly
grotto in which you may reside securely and enjoy the privilege of raising a
family, why don't you honor me as your king?" When the monkeys heard
this, they all folded their hands on their breasts and obediently prostrated
themselves. Each one of them then lined up according to rank and age,
and, bowing reverently, they intoned. "Long live our great king!" From
that moment, the stone monkey ascended the throne of kingship. He did
away with the word "stone" in his name and assumed the title, Handsome
Monkey King. There is a testimonial poem which says:

When triple spring mated to produce all things)
A divine stone was quickened by the sun and moon.
The egg changed to a monkey) petftcting the Great Way.
He took a name) matching elixir)s success.
Formless) his inward shape is thus concealed;
His outerframe by action is plainly known.
In every age allpersons will yield to him:
Named a king) a sage) he isfree to roam.
The Handsome Monkey King thus led a flock of gibbons and baboons,

some of whom were appointed by him as his officers and ministers. They
toured the Flower-Fruit Mountain in the morning, and they lived in the
Water-Curtain Cave by night. Living in concord and sympathy, they did
not mingle with bird or beast but enjoyed their independence in perfect
happiness. For such were their activities:

In the spring they gatheredflowers forfood and drink.
In the summer they went in quest offruits for sustenance.
In the autumn they amassed taros and chestnuts to ward offtime.
In the winter they searchedfor yellow-sperms3 to live out the year.
The Handsome Monkey King had enjoyed this insouciant existence for

three or four hundred years when one day, while feasting with the rest
of the monkeys, he suddenly grew sad and shed a few tears. Alarmed, the
monkeys surrounded him bowed down and asked, "What is disturbing the
Great King?" The Monkey King replied, "Though I am very happy at the
moment, I am a little concerned about the future. Hence I'm distressed."
The monkeys all laughed and said, "The Great King indeed does not know
contentment! Here we daily have a banquet on an immortal mountain in a
blessed land, in an ancient cave on a divine continent. We are not subject to
the unicorn or the phoenix, nor are we governed by the rulers ofmankind.

3. A small plant the roots of which are often used for medicinal purposes by
the Chinese.
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Such independence and comfort are immeasurable blessings. Why, then,
does he worry about the future?" The Monkey King said, "Though we
are not subject to the laws of man today, nor need we be threatened by
the rule of any bird or beast, old age and physical decay in the future will
disclose the secret sovereignty of Yama, King of the Underworld. If we
die, shall we not have lived in vain, not being able to rank forever among
the Heavenly beings?"

When the monkeys heard this, they all covered their faces and wept
mournfully, each one troubled by his own impermanence. But look! From
among the ranks a bareback monkey suddenly leaped forth and cried aloud,
"If the Great King is so farsighted, it may well indicate the sprouting of
his religious inclination. There are, among the five major divisions of all
living creatures, only three species that are not subject to Yama, King of
the Underworld." The Monkey King said, "Do you know who they are?"
The monkey said, "They are the Buddhas, the immortals, and the holy
sages; these three alone can avoid the Wheel of Transmigration as well as
the process ofbirth and destruction, and live as long as Heaven and Earth,
the mountains and the streams." "Where do they live?" asked the Mon
key King. The monkey said, "They do not live beyond the world of the
Jambudvipa for they dwell within ancient caves on immortal mountains."
When the Monkey King heard this, he was filled with delight, saying,
"Tomorrow I shall take leave of you all and go down the mountain. Even
if I have to wander with the clouds to the corners of the sea or journey to
the distant edges of Heaven, I intend to find these three kinds of people.
I will learn from them how to be young forever and escape the calamity
inflicted by King Yama." Lo, this utterance at once led him

To leapfree ofthe Transmigration Net}
And be the Great Sage} Equal to Heaven.

All the monkeys clapped their hands in acclamation, saying, "Wonderful!
Wonderful! Tomorrow we shall scour the mountain ranges to gather plenty
of fruits, so that we may send the Great King off with a great banquet."

Next day the monkeys duly went to gather immortal peaches, to pick
rare fruits, to dig out mountain herbs, and to chop yellow-sperms. They
brought in an orderly manner every variety of orchids and epidendrums,
exotic plants and strange flowers. They set out the stone chairs and stone
tables, covering the tables with immortal wines and food. Look at the

Golden balls andpearly pellets}
Red ripeness and yellow plumpness.
Golden balls andpearly pellets are the cherries}
Their colors truly luscious.



10 CHAPTER ONE

Red ripeness and yellow plumpness are the plums)
Their taste-afragrant tartness.
Fresh lungans
Ofsweet pulps and thin skins.
Fiery lychees
Ofsmallpits and red sacks.
Greenfruits ofthe Pyrus are presented by the branches.
The loquats yellow with buds are held with their leaves.
Pears like rabbit heads and dates like chicken hearts
Dispel your thirst) your sorrow) and the effects ofwine.
Fragrant peaches and soft almonds
Are sweet as the elixir oflife:
Crisplyfresh plums and strawberries
Are sour like cheese and buttermilk.
Redpulps and black seeds compose the ripe watermelons.
Four cloves ofyellow rind enftld the bigpersimmons.
When the pomegranates are split wide)
Cinnabargrains glisten like specks ofruby:
When the chestnuts are cracked open)
Their tough brawns are hard like cornelian.
Walnut and silver almondsfare well with tea.
Coconuts andgrapes may be pressed into wine.
Hazelnuts) yews) and crabapples overfill the dishes.
Kumquats) sugarcanes) tangerines) and oranges crowd the tables.
Sweet yams are baked)
Yellow-sperms overboiled)
The tubers minced with seeds ofwaterlily)
And soup in stone pots simmers on agentlefire.
Mankind may boast its delicious dainties)
But what can best the pleasure ofmountain monkeys.

The monkeys honored the Monkey King with the seat at the head of the
table, while they sat below according to their age and rank. They drank
for a whole day, each of the monkeys taking a turn to go forward and
present the Monkey King with wine, flowers, and fruits. Next day the
Monkey King rose early and gave the instruction, "Little ones, cut me some
pinewood and make me a raft. Then find me a bamboo for the pole, and
gather some fruits and the like. I'm about to leave." When all was ready,
he got onto the raft by himself. Pushing off with all his might, he drifted
out toward the great ocean and, taking advantage of the wind, set sail for
the border of South Jambudvipa Continent. Here is the consequence of

this journey:
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The Heaven-born monkey) strong in magic might)
He left the mount and rode the raft to catchft.ir wind:
He drifted across the sea to seek immortals) way)
Determined in heart and mind to achieve great things.
It)s his lot) his portion) to quit earthly zeals:
Calm and carefree) he)11ft.ce a lofty sage.
He)d meet) I think) a true) discerningfriend:
The source disclosed) all dharma will be known.
It was indeed his fortune that, after he had boarded the wooden raft, a

strong southeast wind which lasted for days sent him to the northwestern
coast, the border of the South Jambudvipa Continent. He took the pole
to test the water, and, finding it shallow one day, he abandoned the raft
andjumped ashore. On the beach there were people fishing, hunting wild
geese, digging clams, and draining salt. He approached them and, mak
ing a weird face and some strange antics, he scared them into dropping
their baskets and nets and scattering in all directions. One of them could
not run and was caught by the Monkey King, who stripped him of his
clothes and put them on himself, aping the way humans wore them. With
a swagger he walked through counties and prefectures, imitating human
speech and human manners in the marketplaces. He rested by night and
dined in the morning, but he was bent on finding the way of the Buddhas,
immortals, and holy sages, on discovering the formula for eternal youth.
He saw, however, that the people of the world were all seekers after profit
and fame; there was not one who showed concern for his appointed end.
This is their condition:

When will end this questforfortune andft.me)
This tyrant ifearly rising and retiring late?
Riding on mules they longfor noble steeds;
By now prime ministers) they hope to be kings.
Forfood and raiment they suffer stress and strain)
Neverfearing Yama)s call to reckoning.
Seeking wealth andpower to give to sons ifsons)
There)s not one ever willing to turn back.

The Monkey King searched diligently for the way of immortality, but he
had no chance of meeting it. Going through big cities and visiting small
towns, he unwittingly spent eight or nine years on the SouthJambudvipa
Continent before he suddenly came upon the Great Western Ocean. He
thought that there would certainly be immortals living beyond the ocean;
so, having built himself a raft like the previous one, he once again drifted
across the Western Ocean until he reached the West Aparagodaniya Conti
nent. After landing, he searched for a long time, when all at once he came
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upon a tall and beautiful mountain with thick forests at its base. Since he
was afraid neither ofwolves and lizards nor of tigers and leopards, he went

straight to the top to look around. It was indeed a magnificent mountain:

A thousandpeaks stand like rows ifspears,
Like ten thousand cubits ifscreen widespread.
The sun's beams lightly enclose the azure mist;
In darkening rain, the mount's color turns cool andgreen.
Dry creepers entwine old trees;
Ancientftrds edge secludedpaths.
Rareflowers and luxuriant grass.
Tall bamboos and lofty pines.
Tall bamboos and lofty pines
For ten thousand years grow green in this blessed land.
Rareflowers and luxuriant grass
In all seasons bloom as in the Isles ifthe Blest.
The calls ifbirds hidden are near.
The sounds ifstreams rushing are clear.
Deep inside deep canyons the orchids interweave.
On every ridge and crag sprout lichens and mosses.
Rising andfalling, the ranges show afine dragon's pulse. 4

Here in reclusion must an eminent man reside.
As he was looking about, he suddenly heard the sound ofa man speaking

deep within the woods. Hurriedly he dashed into the forest and cocked his
ear to listen. It was someone singing, and the song went thus:

I watch chess games, my ax handle's rotted.
I chop at wood, zheng zheng the sound.
I walk slowly by the cloud'sfringe at the valley's entrance.
Selling myfirewood to buy some wine,
I am happy and laugh without restraint.
When the path isfrosted in autumn's height,
I face the moon, my pillow the pine root.
Sleeping till dawn
I find myfamiliar woods.
I climb the plateaus and scale the peaks
To cut dry creepers with my ax.

When I gather enough to make a load,
I stroll singing through the marketplace

4. The dragon's pulse is one of the magnetic currents recognized by geomancers.
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And trade itfOr three pints ofrice}
With nary the slightest bickering
Over aprice so modest.
plots and schemes I do not know;
Without vainglory or attaint
My life}s prolonged in simplicity.
Those I meet}
Ifnot immortals} would be Daoists}
Seated quietly to expound the Yellow Court.
When the Handsome Monkey King heard this, he was filled with de

light, saying, "So the immortals are hiding in this place." He leaped at once
into the forest. Looking again carefully, he found a woodcutter chopping
firewood with his ax. The man he saw was very strangely attired.

On his head he wore a wide splint hat
Ofseed-leavesfreshly castfrom new bamboos.
On his body he wore a cloth garment
Ofgauze wovenfrom the native cotton.
Around his waist he tied a winding sash
Ofsilk spunfrom an old silkworm.
On hisfeet he had apair ofstraw sandals}
With laces rolledfrom withered sedge.
In his hands he held afine steel ax;
A sturdy rope coiled round and round his load.
In breakingpines or chopping trees
Where}s the man to equal him?
The Monkey King drew near and called out: "Reverend immortal! Your

disciple raises his hands." The woodcutter was so flustered that he dropped
his ax as he turned to return the salutation. "Blasphemy! Blasphemy!" he
said, "I, a foolish fellow with hardly enough clothes or food! How can I
bear the title of immortal?" The Monkey King said, "Ifyou are not an im
mortal, how is it that you speak his language?" The woodcutter said, "What
did I say that sounded like the language of an immortal?" The Monkey
King said, "When I came just now to the forest's edge, I heard you sing
ing, 'Those I meet, if not immortals, would be Daoists, seated qUietly to
expound the Yellow Court.' The Yellow Court contains the perfected words
of the Way and Virtue. What can you be but an immortal?"

Laughing, the woodcutter said, "I can tell you this much: the tune of
that lyric is named 'A Court Full of Blossoms,' and it was taught to me by
an immortal, a neighbor of mine. He saw that I had to struggle to make a
living and that my days were full ofworries; so he told me to recite the poem
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whenever I was troubled. This, he said, would both comfort me and rid me
ofmy difficulties. It happened that I was anxious about somethingjust now;
so I sang the song. It didn't occur to me that I would be overheard."

The Monkey King said, "If you are a neighbor of the immortal, why
don't you follow him in the cultivation of the Way? Wouldn't it be nice to
learn from him the formula for eternal youth?' The woodcutter said, "My
lot has been a hard one all my life. When I was young, I was indebted to
my parents' nurture until I was eight or nine. As soon as I began to have
some understanding of human affairs, my father unfortunately died, and
my mother remained a widow. I had no brothers or sisters; so there was
no alternative but for me alone to support and care for my mother. Now
that my mother is growing old, all the more I dare not leave her. Moreover,
my fields are rather barren and desolate, and we haven't enough food or
clothing. I can't do more than chop two bundles of firewood to take to
the market in exchange for a few pennies to buy a few pints of rice. I cook
that myself, serving it to my mother with the tea that I make. That's why
I can't practice austerities."

The Monkey King said, "According to what you have said, you are in
deed a gentleman of filial piety, and you will certainly be rewarded in the
future. I hope, however, that you will show me the way to the immortal's
abode, so that I may reverently call upon him." "It's not far. It's not far,"
the woodcutter said. "This mountain is called the Mountain of Mind and
Heart, and in it is the Cave of Slanting Moon and Three Stars. Inside the
cave is an immortal by the name of the Patriarch Subodhi, who has already
sent out innumerable disciples. Even now there are thirty or forty persons
who are practicing austerities with him. Follow this narrow path and travel
south for about seven or eight miles, and you will come to his home."
Grabbing at the woodcutter, the Monkey King said, "Honored brother,
go with me. If I receive any benefit, I will not forget the favor of your
gUidance." "What a boneheaded fellow you are!" the woodcutter said. "I

have just finished telling you these things, and you still don't understand.
If I go with you, won't I be neglecting my livelihood? And who will take
care of my mother? I must chop my firewood. You go on by yourself!"

When the Monkey King heard this, he had to take his leave. Emerging
from the deep forest, he found the path and went past the slope of a hill.
After he had traveled seven or eight miles, a cave dwelling indeed came
into sight. He stood up straight to take a better look at this splendid place,
and this was what he saw:

Mist and smoke in diffusive brilliance}
Flashing lightsfrom the sun and moon}
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A thousand stalks ofold cypress)
Ten thousand stems oftall bamboo.
A thousand stalks ofold cypress
Draped in rain halffill the air with tendergreen;
Ten thousand stems oftall bamboo
Held in smoke willpaint the glen chartreuse.
Strangeflowers spread brocades before the door.
Jadelike grass emitsfragrance beside the bridge.
On ridges protrudinggrow moist green lichens;
On hanging cliffs cling the long blue mosses.
The cries ofimmortal cranes are often heard.
Once in a while aphoenix soars overhead.
When the cranes cry)
Their sounds reach through the marsh to the distant sky.
When the phoenix soars up)
Its plume withfive bright colors embroiders the clouds.
Black apes and white deer may come or hide;
Gold lions andjade elephants may leave or bide.
Look with care at this blessed) holy place:
It has the true semblance ofParadise.
He noticed that the door of the cave was tightly shut; all was quiet, and

there was no sign ofany human inhabitant. He turned around and suddenly
perceived, at the top of the cliff, a stone slab approximately eight feet wide
and over thirty feet tall. On it was written in large letters:

The Mountain ofMind and Heart;
The Cave ofSlanting Moon and Three Stars.

Immensely pleased, the Handsome Monkey King said, "People here are
truly honest. This mountain and this cave really do exist!" He stared at
the place for a long time but dared not knock. Instead, he jumped onto
the branch of a pine tree, picked a few pine seeds and ate them, and began

to play.
After a moment he heard the door of the cave open with a squeak, and

an immortal youth walked out. His bearing was exceedingly graceful;
his features were highly refined. This was certainly no ordinary young
mortal, for he had

His hair bound with two cords ofsilk)
A wide robe with two sleeves ofwind.
His body andfice seemed most distinct)
For visage and mind were both detached.
Long a stranger to all worldly things
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He was the mountain's ageless boy.
Untainted even with a speck ofdust,
He]eared no havoc by the seasons wrought.

After coming through the door, the boy shouted, "Who is causing distur
bance here?" With a bound the Monkey King leaped down from the tree,
and went up to him bowing. "Immortal boy," he said, "I am a seeker of

the way of immortality. I would never dare cause any disturbance." With
a chuckle, the immortal youth asked, "Are you a seeker of the Way?" "I
am indeed," answered the Monkey King. "My master at the house," the

boy said, "has just left his couch to give a lecture on the platform. Before
even announcing his theme, however, he told me to go out and open the
door, saying, 'There is someone outside who wants to practice austerities.
You may go and receive him.' It must be you, I suppose." The Monkey
King said, smiling, "It is I, most assuredly!" "Follow me in then," said
the boy. With solemnity the Monkey King set his clothes in order and
followed the boy into the depths of the cave. They passed rows and rows
of lofty towers and huge alcoves, of pearly chambers and carved arches.
After walking through innumerable quiet chambers and empty studios,
they finally reached the base of the greenjade platform. Patriarch Subodhi
was seen seated solemnly on the platform, with thirty lesser immortals
standing below in rows. He was truly

An immortal ofgreat ken andpurest mien,
Master Subodhi, whose wondrousform ofthe West
Had no end or birthfor the work ofDouble Three.
His whole spirit and breath were with mercyfilled.
Empty, spontaneous, it could change at will,
His Buddha-nature able to do all things.
The same age as Heaven had his majesticframe.
Fully tried and enlightened was this grandpriest.
As soon as the Handsome Monkey King saw him, he prostrated himself

and kowtowed times without number, saying, "Master! Master! I, your
pupil, pay you my sincere homage." The Patriarch said, "Where do you
come from? Let's hear you state clearly your name and country before
you kowtow again." The Monkey King said, "Your pupil came from the
Water-Curtain Cave of the Flower-Fruit Mountain, in the Aolai Country
of the East Purvavideha Continent." "Chase him out of here!" the Patri

arch shouted. "He is nothing but a liar and a fabricator of falsehood. How
can he possibly be interested in attaining enlightenment?" The Monkey
King hastened to kowtow unceasingly and to say, "Your pupil's word is
an honest one, without any deceit." The Patriarch said, "Ifyou are telling
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the truth, how is it that you mention the East Purvavideha Continent?
Separating that place and mine are two great oceans and the entire region
of the SouthJambudvipa Continent. How could you possibly get here?"
Again kowtowing, the Monkey King said, "Your pupil drifted across the
oceans and trudged through many regions for more than ten years before
finding this place." The Patriarch said, "Ifyou have come on a longjourney
in many stages, I'll let that pass. What is your xing?"5 The Monkey King
again replied," I have no xing. If a man rebukes me, I am not offended; if
he hits me, I am not angered. In fact, I simply repay him with a ceremo
nial greeting and that's all. My whole life's without ill temper." "I'm not

speaking of your temper," the Patriarch said, "I'm asking after the name
of your parents." "I have no parents either," said the Monkey King. The
Patriarch said, "If you have no parents, you must have been born from a
tree." "Not from a tree," said the Monkey King, "but from a rock. I recall
that there used to be an immortal stone on the Flower-Fruit Mountain. I
was born the year the stone split open."

When the Patriarch heard this, he was secretly pleased, and said, "Well,
evidently you have been created by Heaven and Earth. Get up and show
me how you walk." Snapping erect, the Monkey King scurried around
a couple of times. The Patriarch laughed and said, "Though your fea
tures are not the most attractive, you do resemble a monkey (husun) that
feeds on pine seeds. This gives me the idea of deriving your surname from
your appearance. I intended to call you by the name Hu. Now, when the
accompanying animal radical is dropped from this word, what's left is a
compound made up of the two characters,gu and yue. Gu means aged and
yue means female, but an aged female cannot reproduce. Therefore, it is
better to give you the surname of Sun. When the accompanying animal
radical is dropped from this word, we have the compound of zi and xi. Zi

means a boy and xi means a baby, so that the name exactly accords with
the Doctrine of the Baby. So your surname will be 'Sun.'"

When the Monkey King heard this, he was filled with delight. "Splen
did! Splendid!" he cried, kowtowing, "At last I know my surname. May
the master be even more gracious! Since I have received the surname, let
me be given also a personal name, so that it may facilitate your calling and
commanding me." The Patriarch said, "Within my tradition are twelve

5. A pun on the words "surname" and "temper," both ofwhich are pronounced
xing, but are written with a different radical to the left of the Chinese graphs. The
Patriarch asked for Monkey's surname, but Monkey heard it as a remark about his
"temper."
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characters which have been used to name the pupils according to their divi
sions. You are one who belongs to the tenth generation." "Which twelve
characters are they?" asked the Monkey King. The Patriarch said, "They
are: wide (guang), great (da), wise (zhi), intelligence (hui), true (zhen), con
forming (ru), nature (xing), sea (hai), sharp (ying), wake-to (wu), complete
(yuan), and awakening (jue). Your rank falls precisely on the word 'wake
to' (wu). You will hence be given the religious name 'Wake-to-Vacuity'
(wukong). All right?" "Splendid! Splendid!" said the Monkey King, laugh
ing, "henceforth I shall be called Sun Wukong." So it was thus:

At nebula}sfirst clearing there was no name;
Smashing stubborn vacuity requires wake-to-vacuity.

We do not know what fruit ofDaoist cultivation he succeeded in attaining
afterward; let's listen to the explanation in the next chapter.
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Havingfully awakened to Bodhi}s wondrous truths}

Cut Mara} return to the root} andfuse the primal spirit. 1

Now we were speaking of the Handsome Monkey King, who, having
received his name,jumped about joyfully and went forward to give Subo
dhi his grateful salutation. The Patriarch then ordered the congregation
to lead Sun Wukong outdoors and to teach him how to sprinkle water on
the ground and dust, and how to speak and move with proper courtesy.
The company of immortals obediently went outside with Wukong, who
then bowed to his fellow students. They prepared thereafter a place in the
corridor where he might sleep. Next morning he began to learn from his
schoolmates the arts of language and etiquette. He discussed with them
the scriptures and the doctrines; he practiced calligraphy and burned in
cense. Such was his daily routine. In more leisurely moments he would
be sweeping the grounds or hoeing the garden, planting flowers or prun
ing trees. gathering firewood or lighting fires, fetching water or carrying
drinks. He did not lack for whatever he needed, and thus he lived in the
cave without realizing that six or seven years had slipped by. One day the
Patriarch ascended the platform and took his high seat. Calling together
all the immortals, he began to lecture on a great doctrine. He spoke

With words soflorid and eloquent
That gold lotus sprang upfrom the ground.
The doctrine ifthree vehicles he subtly rehearsed
Including even the laws} minutest tittle.
The yakJs-tail waved slowly and spouted elegance:
His thunderous voice moved eJen the Ninth Heaven.
For a while he lectured on Dao;
For a while he spoke on Chan-

I. In Buddhism, mara has the meaning of the Destroyer, the Evil One, and the

Hinderer. The Chinese term mo traditionally used to translate it also has the mean

ing of demon.
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To harmonize the Three Schools 2 is a natural thing.
One word}s elucidation in accord with truth

Leads to birthlessness and knowledge most profOund.
Wukong, who was standing there and listening, was so pleased with the

talk that he scratched his ear and rubbed his jaw. Grinning from ear to ear,
he could not refrain from dancing on all fours! Suddenly the Patriarch saw
this and called out to him, "Why are you madly jumping and dancing in
the ranks and not listening to my lecture?" Wukong said, "Your pupil was
devoutly listening to the lecture. But when I heard such wonderful things
from my reverend master, I couldn't contain myself for joy and started to
leap and prance about quite unconsciously. May the master forgive my
sins!" "Let me ask you," said the Patriarch, "if you comprehend these
wonderful things, do you know how long you have been in this cave?"
Wukong said, "Your pupil is basically feeble-minded and does not know
the number of seasons. I only remember that whenever the fire burned out
in the stove, I would go to the back of the mountain to gather firewood.
Finding a mountainful of fine peach trees there, I have eaten my fill of
peaches seven times." The Patriarch said, "That mountain is named the
Ripe Peach Mountain. If you have eaten your fill seven times, I suppose
it must have been seven years. What kind of Daoist art would you like to
learn from me?" Wukong said, "I am dependent on the admonition of my
honored teacher. Your pupil would gladly learn whatever has a smidgen
of Daoist flavor."

The Patriarch said, "Within the tradition of Dao, there are three hun
dred and sixty heteronomous divisions, all the practices ofwhich may result
in Illumination. I don't know which division you would like to follow."
"I am dependent on the will ofmy honored teacher," said Wukong, "your
pupil is wholeheartedly obedient." "How would it be," said the Patriarch,
"if I taught you the practice of the Art division?" Wukong asked, "How
would you explain the practice of the Art division?" "The practice of the
Art division," said the Patriarch, "consists of summoning immortals and
working the planchette, of divination by manipulating yarrow stalks, and
of learning the secrets ofpursuing good and avoiding eviL" "Can this sort
ofpractice lead to immortality?" asked Wukong. "Impossible! Impossible!"
said the Patriarch. "I won't learn it then," Wukong said.

"How would it be," said the Patriarch again, "if I taught you the practice
of the Schools division?" "What is the meaning of the Schools division?"
asked Wukong. "The Schools division," the Patriarch said, "includes the

2. I.e., Confucianism, Daoism, and Buddhism.
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Confucians, the Buddhists, the Daoists, the Dualists, the Mohists, and the
Physicians. They read scriptures or recite prayers; they interview priests
or conjure up saints and the like." "Can this sort of practice lead to im
mortality?" asked Wukong. The Patriarch said, "If immortality is what
you desire, this practice is like setting a pillar inside a walL" Wukong said,
"Master, I'm a simple fellow and I don't know the idioms of the market

place. What's setting a pillar inside a wall?" The Patriarch said, "When
people build houses and want them to be sturdy, they place a pillar as a
prop inside the walL But someday the big mansion will decay, and the
pillar too will rot." "What you're saying then," Wukong said, "is that it is
not long-lasting. I'm not going to learn this."

The Patriarch said, "How would it be if I taught you the practice of the
Silence division?" "What's the aim of the Silence division?" Wukong asked.
"To cultivate fasting and abstinence," said the Patriarch, "quiescence and
inactivity, meditation and the art of cross-legged sitting, restraint of lan
guage and a vegetarian diet. There are also the practices of yoga, exercises
standing or prostrate, entrance into complete stillness, contemplation in
solitary confinement, and the like." "Can these activities," asked Wukong,
"bring about immortality?" "They are no better than the unfired bricks

on the kiln." said the Patriarch. Wukong laughed and said, "Master indeed
loves to beat about the bush! Haven't Ijust told you that I don't know these
idioms of the marketplace? What do you mean by the unfired bricks on
the kiln?" The Patriarch said, "The tiles and the bricks on the kiln may

have been molded into shape, but if they have not been refined by water
and fire, a heavy rain will one day make them crumble." "So this too lacks
permanence," said Wukong. "I don't want to learn it."

The Patriarch said, "How would it be if I taught you the practice of
the Action division?" "What's it like in the Action division?" Wukong
asked. "Plenty of activities," said the Patriarch, "such as gathering the
yin to nourish the yang, bending the bow and treading the arrow, and
rubbing the navel to pass breath. There are also experimentation with
alchemical formulas, burning rushes and forging cauldrons, taking red
lead, making autumn stone, and drinking bride's milk and the like." "Can
such bring about long life?" asked Wukong. "To obtain immortality from
such activities," said the Patriarch, "is also like scooping the moon from
the water." "There you go again, Master!" cried Wukong. "What do you
mean by scooping the moon from the water?" The Patriarch said, "When
the moon is high in the sky, its reflection is in the water. Although it is
visible therein, you cannot scoop it out or catch hold of it, for it is but an
illusion." "I won't learn that either!" said Wukong.
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When the Patriarch heard this, he uttered a cry andjumped down from
the high platform. He pointed the ruler he held in his hands at Wukong and
said to him: "What a mischievous monkey you are! You won't learn this
and you won't learn that! Just what is it that you are waiting for?" Moving
forward, he hit Wukong three times on the head. Then he folded his arms
behind his back and walked inside, closing the main doors behind him and
leaving the congregation stranded outside. Those who were listening to
the lecture were so terrified that everyone began to berate Wukong. "You
reckless ape!" they cried, "you're utterly without manners! The master was
prepared to teach you magic secrets. Why weren't you willing to learn?
Why did you have to argue with him instead? Now you have offended
him, and who knows when he'll come out again?" At that moment they
all resented him and despised and ridiculed him. But Wukong was not
angered in the least and only replied with a broad grin. For the Monkey
King, in fact, had already solved secretly, as it were, the riddle in the pot;
he therefore did not quarrel with the other people but patiently held his
tongue. He reasoned that the master, by hitting him three times, was telling
him to prepare himself for the third watch; and by folding his arms behind
his back, walking inside, and closing the main doors, was telling him to
enter by the back door so that he might receive instruction in secret.

Wukong spent the rest of the day happily with the other pupils in front
of the Divine Cave of the Three Stars, eagerly waiting for the night. When
evening arrived, he immediately retired with all the others, pretending to

be asleep by closing his eyes, breathing evenly, and remaining completely
still. Since there was no watchman in the mountain to beat the watch or
call the hour, he could not tell what time it was. He could only rely on
his own calculations by counting the breaths he inhaled and exhaled. Ap
proximately at the hour of Zi,3 he arose very qUietly and put on his clothes.
Stealthily opening the front door, he slipped away from the crowd and
walked outside. Lifting his head, he saw

The bright moon and the cool} clear dew:
In each corner was not a speck ifdust.
Secludedfowls rested deep in the woods;
A brookflowed gentlyfrom its source.
The glow ifdartingfirefiies dispersed the gloom.
wildgeese passed in calligraphic columns through the clouds.
Precisely it was the third-watch hour-
Time to seek the Truth} the Peifect Way.

3. The period from II :00 p.m. to I :00 a.m.
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You see him following the familiar path back to the rear entrance, where
he discovered that the door was, indeed, ajar. Wukong said happily, "The
reverend master truly intended to give me instruction. That's why the
door was left open." He reached the door in a few large strides and entered
sideways. Walking up to the Patriarch's bed, he found him asleep with his
body curled up, facing the wall. Wukong dared not disturb him; instead,
he knelt before his bed. After a little while, the Patriarch awoke. Stretching
his legs, he recited to himself:

{{Hard! Hard! Hard!

The Way is most obscure!
Deem not the gold elixir a common thing.
Dark mysteries imparted to an imperfect man
Would void the words} tire the mouth} and dry the tongue!}}

"Master," Wukong responded at once. "Your pupil has been kneeling here
and waiting on you for a long time." When the Patriarch heard Wukong's
voice, he rose and put on his clothes. "You mischievous monkey!" he ex
claimed, sitting down cross-legged, "Why aren't you sleeping in front?
What are you doing back here at my place?" Wukong replied, "Before the
platform and the congregation yesterday, the master gave the order that
your pupil, at the hour of the third watch, should come here through the
rear entrance in order that he might be instructed. I was therefore bold
enough to come directly to the master's bed."

When the Patriarch heard this, he was terribly pleased, thinking to him
self, "This fellow is indeed an offspring of Heaven and Earth. If not, how
could he solve so readily the riddle in my pot!" "There is no one here save
your pupil," Wukong said. "May the master be exceedingly merciful and
impart to me the way of long life. I shall never forget this gracious favor."
"Since you have solved the riddle in the pot," said the Patriarch, "it is an

indication that you are destined to learn, and I am glad to teach you. Come
closer and listen carefully. I will impart to you the wondrous way of long
life." Wukong kowtowed to express his gratitude, washed his ears, and
listened most attentively, kneeling before the bed. The Patriarch said:

{{This bold} secret saying that}s wondrous and true:
Spare} nurse nature and life-there}s nothing else.
Allpower resides in the semen} breath} and spirit;
Store these securely lest there be a leak.
Lest there be a leak!
Keep within the body!
Heed my teaching and the Way itselfwill thrive.
Holdfast the oralformulas so effective
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To purge concupiscence} to reach pure cool;
To pure cool
Where the light is bright.
You}llfizce the elixirplatfOrm} enjoying the moon.
The moon holds thejade rabbit} the sun} the crow;
The tortoise and snake are now tightly entwined.
Tightly entwined}
Nature and lift are strong.
You can plant gold lotus e}en in the midst offlames.
Squeeze the Five Phasesjointly} use them back andforth
When that}s done} be a Buddha or immortal at will!}}

At that moment, the very origin was revealed to Wukong, whose mind
became spiritualized as happiness came to him. He carefully committed
to memory all the oral formulas. After kowtowing to thank the Patriarch,
he left by the rear entrance. As he went out, he saw that

The eastern sky began to pale with light}
But golden beams shone on the Westward Way.

Following the same path, he returned to the front door, pushed it open
qUietly, and went inside. He sat up in his sleeping place and purposely
rustled the bed and the covers, crying "It's light! It's light! Get up!" All
the other people were still sleeping and did not know that Wukong had

received a good thing. He played the fool that day after getting up, but
he persisted in what he had learned secretly by dOing breathing exercises
before the hour of Zi and after the hour of Wu.4

Three years went by swiftly, and the Patriarch again mounted his throne
to lecture to the multitude. He discussed the scholastic deliberations and
parables, and he discoursed on the integument of external conduct. Sud
denly he asked, "Where's Wukong?" Wukong drew near and knelt down.

"Your pupil's here," he said. "What sort of art have you been practicing
lately?" the Patriarch asked. "Recently," Wukong said, "your pupil has
begun to apprehend the nature of all things and my foundational knowl
edge has become firmly established." "Ifyou have penetrated to the dharma
nature to apprehend the origin," said the Patriarch, "you have, in fact,
entered into the divine substance. You need, however, to guard against
the danger of three calamities." When Wukong heard this, he thought
for a long time and said, "The words of the master must be erroneous. I
have frequently heard that when one is learned in the Way and excels in
virtue, he will enjoy the same age as Heaven; fire and water cannot harm

4. The period from II :00 a.m. to I :00 p.m.
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him and every kind of disease will vanish. How can there be this danger
of three calamities?"

"What you have learned," said the Patriarch, "is no ordinary magic:
you have stolen the creative powers of Heaven and Earth and invaded the
dark mysteries of the sun and moon. Your success in mixing the elixir is
something that the gods and the demons cannot countenance. Though your
appearance will be preserved and your age lengthened, after five hundred
years Heaven will send down the calamity of thunder to strike you. Hence
you must be intelligent and wise enough to avoid it ahead of time. If you
can escape it, your age will indeed equal that of Heaven; if not, your life
will thus be finished. After another five hundred years Heaven will send
down the calamity offire to burn you. That fire is neither natural nor com
mon fire; its name is the Fire of Yin, and it arises from within the soles of
your feet to reach even the cavity of your heart, reducing your entrails to
ashes and your limbs to utter ruin. The arduous labor of a millennium will
then have been made completely superfluous. After another five hundred
years the calamity of wind will be sent to blow at you. It is not the wind
from the north, south, east, or west; nor is it one of the winds of four
seasons; nor is it the wind of flowers, willows, pines, and bamboos. It is
called the Mighty Wind, and it enters from the top of the skull into the
body, passes through the midriff and penetrates the nine apertures. The
bones and the flesh will be dissolved and the body itself will disintegrate.
You must therefore avoid all three calamities."

When Wukong heard this, his hair stood on end, and, kowtowing rev
erently, he said, "I beg the master to be merciful and impart to me the
method to avoid the three calamities. To the very end, I shall never forget
your gracious favor." The Patriarch said, "It is not, in fact, difficult, except
that I cannot teach you because you are somewhat different from other
people." "I have a round head pointing to Heaven," said Wukong, "and
square feet walking on Earth. Similarly, I have nine apertures and four
limbs, entrails and cavities. In what way am I different from other people?"
The Patriarch said, "Though you resemble a man, you have much less
jowl." The monkey, you see, has an angular face with hollow cheeks and
a pointed mouth. Stretching his hand to feel himself, Wukong laughed and
said, "The master does not know how to balance matters! Though I have
much lessjowl than human beings, I have my pouch, which may certainly
be considered a compensation."

"Very well, then," said the Patriarch, "what method ofescape would you

like to learn? There is the Art of the Heavenly Ladle, which numbers thirty
six transformations, and there is the Art of the Earthly Multitude, which
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numbers seventy-two transformations." Wukong said, "Your pupil is always
eager to catch more fishes, so I'll learn the Art of the Earthly Multitude."
"In that case," said the Patriarch, "come up here, and I'll pass on the oral
formulas to you." He then whispered something into his ear, though we
do not know what sort of wondrous secrets he spoke of. But this Monkey
King was someone who, knowing one thing, could understand a hundred!
He immediately learned the oral formulas and, after working at them and
practicing them himself, he mastered all seventy-two transformations.

One day when the Patriarch and the various pupils were admiring the
evening view in front of the Three Stars Cave, the master asked, "Wukong,
has that matter been perfected?" Wukong said, "Thanks to the profound
kindness of the master, your pupil has indeed attained perfection; I now can
ascend like mist into the air and fly." The Patriarch said, "Let me see you
try to fly." Wishing to display his ability, Wukong leaped fifty or sixty feet
into the air, pulling himself up with a somersault. He trod on the clouds
for about the time of a meal and traveled a distance of no more than three
miles before dropping down again to stand before the Patriarch. "Master,"
he said, his hands folded in front of him, "this is flying by cloud-soaring."
Laughing, the Patriarch said, "This can't be called cloud-soaring! It's more
like cloud-crawling! The old saying goes, 'The immortal tours the North
Sea in the morning and reaches Cangwu by night.' If it takes you half a day
to go less than three miles, it can't even be considered cloud-crawling."

"What do you mean," asked Wukong, "by saying, 'The immortal tours
the North Sea in the morning and reaches Cangwu by night'?" The Pa
triarch said, "Those who are capable of cloud-soaring may start from the
North Sea in the morning, journey through the East Sea, the West Sea,
the South Sea, and return again to Cangwu. Cangwu refers to Lingling in
the North Sea. It can be called true cloud-soaring only when you can
traverse all four seas in one day." "That's truly difficult!" said Wukong,
"truly difficult!" "Nothing in the world is difficult," said the Patriarch;
"only the mind makes it so." When Wukong heard these words, he kow
towed reverently and implored the Patriarch, "Master, ifyou do perform a
service for someone, you must do it thoroughly. May you be most merciful
and impart to me also this technique of cloud-soaring. I would never dare
forget your gracious favor." The Patriarch said, "When the various im
mortals want to soar on the clouds, they all rise by stamping their feet. But
you're not like them. When I saw you leavejust now, you had to pull your
self up byjumping. What I'll do now is to teach you the cloud-somersault
in accordance with your form." Wukong again prostrated himself and
pleaded with him, and the Patriarch gave him an oral formula, saying,
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"Make the magic sign, recite the spell, clench your fist tightly, shake your
body, and when youjump up, one somersault will carry you a hundred and
eight thousand miles." When the other people heard this, they all giggled
and said, "Lucky Wukong! If he learns this little trick, he can become a
dispatcher for someone to deliver documents or carry circulars. He'll be
able to make a living anywhere!"

The sky now began to darken, and the master went back to the cave
dwelling with his pupils. Throughout the night, however, Wukong prac
ticed ardently and mastered the technique of cloud-somersault. From then
on, he had complete freedom, blissfully enjoying his state of long life.

One day early in the summer, the disciples were gathered under the pine
trees for fellowship and discussion. They said to him, "Wukong, what sort
of merit did you accumulate in another incarnation that led the master
to whisper in your ear, the other day, the method of avoiding the three
calamities? Have you learned everything?" "I won't conceal this from my
various elder brothers," Wukong said, laughing. "Owing to the master's
instruction in the first place and my diligence day and night in the second,
I have fully mastered the several matters!" "Let's take advantage of the mo
ment," one of the pupils said. "You try to put on a performance and we'll
watch." When Wukong heard this, his spirit was aroused and he was most
eager to display his powers. "I invite the various elder brothers to give me a
subject," he said. "What do you want me to change into?" "Why not a pine
tree?" they said. Wukong made the magic sign and recited the spell; with
one shake of his body he changed himself into a pine tree. Truly it was

Thickly held in smoke through allfour seasons)
Its chastefairform soars straight to the clouds.
With not the least likeness to the impish monkey)
It)s allfrost-tried and snow-tested branches.
When the multitude saw this, they clapped their hands and roared with

laughter, everyone crying, "Marvelous monkey! Marvelous monkey!"
They did not realize that all this uproar had disturbed the Patriarch, who
came running out of the door, dragging his staff. "Who is creating this
bedlam here?" he demanded. At his voice the pupils immediately collected
themselves, set their clothes in order, and came forward. Wukong also
changed back into his true form, and, slipping into the crowd, he said,
"For your information, Reverend Master, we are having fellowship and
discussion here. There is no one from outside causing any disturbance."
"You were all yelling and screaming," said the Patriarch angrily, "and were
behaving in a manner totally unbecoming to those practicing cultivation.
Don't you know that those in the cultivation of Dao resist
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Opening their mouths lest they waste their breath and spirit}
Or moving their tongues lest they provoke arguments?

Why are you all laughing noisily here?" "We dare not conceal this from
the master," the crowd said. "Just now we were having fun with Wukong,
who was giving us a performance of transformation. We told him to change
into a pine tree, and he did indeed become a pine tree! Your pupils were
all applauding him and our voices disturbed the reverend teacher. We beg
his forgiveness."

"Go away, all of you," the Patriarch said. "You, Wukong, come over

here! I ask you what sort of exhibition were you putting on, changing
into a pine tree? This ability you now possess, is it just for showing off to
people? Suppose you saw someone with this ability. Wouldn't you ask him
at once how he acquired it? So when others see that you are in possession
of it, they'll come begging. If you're afraid to refuse them, you will give
away the secret; if you don't, they may hurt you. You are actually plac
ing your life in grave jeopardy." "I beseech the master to forgive me,"
Wukong said kowtowing. "I won't condemn you," said the Patriarch,

"but you must leave this place." When Wukong heard this, tears fell from
his eyes. "Where am I to go, Teacher?" he asked. "From wherever you
came," the Patriarch said, "you should go back there." "I came from the
East Purvavideha Continent," Wukong said, his memory jolted by the
Patriarch, "from the Water-Curtain Cave of the Flower-Fruit Mountain
in the Aolai Country." "Go back there qUickly and save your life," the
Patriarch said. "You cannot possibly remain here!" "Allow me to inform
my esteemed teacher," said Wukong, properly penitent, "I have been away
from home for twenty years, and I certainly long to see my subjects and
followers ofbygone days again. But I keep thinking that my master's pro
found kindness to me has not yet been repaid. I, therefore, dare not leave."
"There's nothing to be repaid," said the Patriarch. "See that you don't get
into trouble and involve me: that's all I ask."

Seeing that there was no other alternative, Wukong had to bow to the
Patriarch and take leave of the congregation. "Once you leave," the Pa
triarch said, "you're bound to end up evildoing. I don't care what kind of
villainy and violence you engage in, but I forbid you ever to mention that
you are my disciple. For if you but utter half the word, I'll know about
it; you can be assured, wretched monkey, that you'll be skinned alive. I
will break all your bones and banish your soul to the Place of Ninefold
Darkness, from which you will not be released even after ten thousand
afflictions!" "I will never dare mention my master," said Wukong. "I'll say
that I've learned this all by myself." Having thanked the Patriarch, Wukong
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turned away, made the magic sign, pulled himself up, and performed the
cloud-somersault. He headed straight toward the East Piirvavideha, and
in less than an hour he could already see the Flower-Fruit Mountain and
the Water-Curtain Cave. Rejoicing secretly, the Handsome Monkey King
said to himself:

((I left weighed down by bones ofmortal stock.
The Dao attained makes light both body andframe.
}Tis this world}s pity that nonefirmly resolves
To learn such mystery that by itselfis plain.
)Twas hard to cross the seas informer time.
Returning this day} I travel with ease.
Words offarewell still echo in my ears.
I ne}er hope to see so soon the eastern depths!}}
Wukong lowered the direction of his cloud and landed squarely on the

Flower-Fruit Mountain. He was trying to find his way when he heard the
call of cranes and the cry of monkeys; the call of cranes reverberated in
the Heavens, and the cry ofmonkeys moved his spirit with sadness. "Little
ones," he called out, "I have returned!" From the crannies of the cliff, from
the flowers and bushes, and from the woods and trees, monkeys great and
small leaped out by the tens of thousands and surrounded the Handsome
Monkey King. They all kowtowed and cried, "Great King! What laxity
of mind! Why did you go away for such a long time and leave us here
longing for your return like someone hungering and thirsting? Recently,
we have been brutally abused by a monster, who wanted to rob us of our
Water-Curtain Cave. Out of sheer desperation, we fought hard with him.
And yet all this time, that fellow has plundered many of our possessions,
kidnaped a number ofour young ones, and given us many restless days and
nights watching over our property. How fortunate that our great king has
returned! If the great king had stayed away another year or so, we and the
entire mountain cave would have belonged to someone else!"

Hearing this, Wukong was filled with anger. "What sort of a monster
is this," he cried, "that behaves in such a lawless manner? Tell me in detail
and I will find him to exact vengeance." "Be informed, Great King," the
monkeys said, kowtowing, "that the fellow calls himself the Monstrous
King of Havoc, and he lives north of here." Wukong said, "From here to
his place, how great is the distance?" The monkeys said, "He comes like
the cloud and leaves like the mist, like the wind and the rain, like lightning
and thunder. We don't know how great the distance is." "In that case,"

said Wukong, "go and play for a while and don't be afraid. Let me go and
find him."
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Dear Monkey King! He leaped up with a bound and somersaulted
all the way northward until he saw a tall and rugged mountain. What a
mountain!

Its penlike peak stands erect;
Its winding streamsflow unfathomed and deep.
Its penlike peak} standing erect} cuts through the air;
Its winding streams} unfathomed and deep} reach diverse sites on earth.
On two ridgesflowers rival trees in exotic charm;
At various spots pines match bamboos in green.
The dragon on the left
Seems docile and tame;
The tiger on the right
Seems gentle and meek.
Iron oxen5

On occasion are seen plowing.
Gold-coinflowers arefrequently planted.
Rarefowls make melodious songs;
The phoenix standsfacing the sun.
Rocks worn smooth and shiny
By water placid and bright
Appear by turns grotesque} bizarre} andfierce.
In countless numbers are the world}sfamous mountains
Whereflowers bloom and wither; theyflourish and die.
What place resembles this long-lasting scene
Wholly untouched by thefour seasons and eight epochs?
This is} in the Three Regions} the Mount ofNorthern Spring}
The Water-Belly Cave} nourished by the Five Phases.
The Handsome Monkey King was silently viewing the scenery when

he heard someone speaking. He went down the mountain to find who it
was, and he discovered the Water-Belly Cave at the foot of a steep cliff.
Several imps who were dancing in front of the cave saw Wukong and be
gan to run away. "Stop!" cried Wukong. "You can use the words of your
mouth to communicate the thoughts of my mind. I am the lord of the
Water-Curtain Cave in the Flower-Fruit Mountain south of here. Your
Monstrous King of Havoc, or whatever he's called, has repeatedly bullied

my young ones, and I have found my way here with the specific purpose
of settling matters with him."

5. Oxen made of cast iron were placed in streams or fields; farmers used them

as a charm to prevent floods.
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Hearing this, the imps darted into the cave and cried out, "Great King,
a disastrous thing has happened!" "What sort of disaster?" asked the Mon
strous King. "Outside the cave," said the imps, "there is a monkey who calls
himself the lord of the Water-Curtain Cave in the Flower-Fruit Mountain.
He says that you have repeatedly bullied his young ones and that he has
come to settle matters with you." Laughing, the Monstrous King said, "I
have often heard those monkeys say that they have a great king who has
left the family to practice self-cultivation. He must have come back. How
is he dressed, and what kind of weapon does he have?" "He doesn't have

any kind of weapon," the imps said. "He is bare-headed, wears a red robe
with a yellow sash, and has a pair of black boots on. He looks like neither
a monk nor a layman, neither a Daoist nor an immortal. He is out there
making demands with naked hands and empty fists." When the Monstrous
King heard this, he ordered, "Get me my armor and my weapon." These
were immediately brought out by the imps, and the Monstrous King put
on his breastplate and helmet, grasped his scimitar, and walked out of the
cave with his followers. "Who is the lord of the Water-Curtain Cave?"

he cried with a loud voice. Q!!ickly opening wide his eyes to take a look,
Wukong saw that the Monstrous King

Wore on his head a black gold helmet
Which gleamed in the sun;
And on his body a dark silk robe
Which swayed in the wind;
Lower he had on a black iron vest
Tied tightly with leather straps;
Hisfeet were shod infinely carved boots)
Grand as those ofwarriors great.
Ten spans-the width ofhis waist;
Thirty feet-the height ofhisframe;
He held in his hands a sword;
Its blade wasfine and bright.
His name: the Monster ofHavoc
Ofmostfearsomeftrm and look.
"You have such big eyes, reckless monster, but you can't even see old

Monkey!" the Monkey King shouted. When the Monstrous King saw
him, he laughed and said, "You're not four feet tall, nor are you thirty
years old; you don't even have weapons in your hands. How dare you be
so insolent, looking for me to settle accounts?" "You reckless monster!"
cried Wukong. "You are blind indeed! You think I'm small, not knowing
that it's hardly difficult for me to become taller; you think I'm without
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weapon, but my two hands can drag the moon down from the edge of
Heaven. Don't be afraid;just have a taste of old Monkey's fist!" He leaped
into the air and aimed a blow smack at the monster's face. Parrying the
blow with his hand, the Monstrous King said, "You are such a midget and
I'm so tall; you want to use your fist but I have my scimitar. If I were to
kill you with it, I would be a laughingstock. Let me put down my scimi
tar, and we'll see how well you can box." "Well said, fine fellow," replied
Wukong. "Come on!"

The Monstrous King shifted his position and struck out. Wukong closed
in on him, hurtling himself into the engagement. The two of them pum
meled and kicked, struggling and colliding with each other. Now it's easy
to miss on a long reach, but a short punch is firm and reliable. Wukong
jabbed the Monstrous King in the short ribs, hit him on his chest, and
gave him such heavy punishment with a few sharp blows that the monster
stepped aside, picked up his huge scimitar, aimed it straight at Wukong's
head, and slashed at him. Wukong dodged, and the blow narrowly missed
him. Seeing that his opponent was growing fiercer, Wukong now used the
method called the Body beyond the Body. Plucking a handful of hairs
from his own body and throwing them into his mouth, he chewed them
to tiny pieces and then spat them into the air. "Change!" he cried, and they
changed at once into two or three hundred little monkeys encircling the
combatants on all sides. For you see, when someone acquires the body of
an immortal, he can project his spirit, change his form, and perform all
kinds of wonders. Since the Monkey King had become accomplished in
the Way, everyone of the eighty-four thousand hairs on his body could
change into whatever shape or substance he desired. The little monkeys he
had just created were so keen of eye and so swift of movement that they
could be wounded by neither sword nor spear. Look at them! Skipping and
jumping, they rushed at the Monstrous King and surrounded him, some
hugging, some pulling, some crawling in between his legs, some tugging
at his feet. They kicked and punched; they yanked at his hair and poked
at his eyes; they pinched his nose and tried to sweep him completely off
his feet, until they tangled themselves into confusion.

Meanwhile Wukong succeeded in snatching the scimitar, pushed
through the throng of little monkeys, and brought the scimitar down
squarely onto the monster's skull, cleaving it in two. He and the rest of the
monkeys then fought their way into the cave and slaughtered all the imps,
young and old. With a shake, he collected his hair back onto his body, but
there were some monkeys that did not return to him. They were the little
monkeys kidnaped by the Monstrous King from the Water-Curtain Cave.
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"Why are you here?" asked Wukong. The thirty or fifty of them all said
tearfully, "After the Great King went away to seek the way of immortality,
the monster menaced us for two whole years and finally carried us off to
this place. Don't these utensils belong to our cave? These stone pots and
bowls were all taken by the creature." "If these are our belongings," said
Wukong, "move them out of here." He then set fire to the Water-Belly
Cave and reduced it to ashes. "All of you," he said to them, "follow me
home." "Great King," the monkeys said, "when we came here, all we felt
was wind rushing past us, and we seemed to float through the air until we
arrived here. We don't know the way. How can we go back to our home?"
Wukong said, "That's a magic trick of his. But there's no difficulty! Now I
know not only one thing but a hundred! I'm familiar with that trick too.
Close your eyes, all of you, and don't be afraid."

Dear Monkey King. He recited a spell, rode for a while on a fierce
wind, and then lowered the direction of the cloud. "Little ones," he cried,

"open your eyes!" The monkeys felt solid ground beneath their feet and
recognized their home territory. In great delight, everyone of them ran
back to the cave along the familiar roads and crowded in together with
those waiting in the cave. They then lined up according to age and rank
and paid tribute to the Monkey King. Wine and fruits were laid out for
the welcome banquet. When asked how he had subdued the monster and
rescued the young ones, Wukong presented a detailed rehearsal, and the
monkeys broke into unending applause. "Where did you go, Great King?"
they cried. "We never expected that you would acquire such skills!"

"The year I left you all," Wukong said, "I drifted with the waves across

the Great Eastern Ocean and reached the West Aparagodanlya Continent.
I then arrived at the SouthJambudvlpa Continent, where I learned human
ways, wearing this garment and these shoes. I swaggered along with the
clouds for eight or nine years, but I had yet to learn the Great Art. I then
crossed the Great Western Ocean and reached the West Aparagodanlya
Continent.6 After searching for a long time, I had the good fortune to
discover an old Patriarch, who imparted to me the formula for enjoying
the same age as Heaven, the secret of immortality." "Such luck is hard to
meet even after ten thousand affl.ictions!" the monkeys said, all congratu
lating him. "Little ones," Wukong said, laughing again, "Another delight
is that our entire family now has a name."

"What is the name of the great king?"
"My surname is Sun," replied Wukong, "and my religious name is

6. An inconsistency in the text.
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Wukong." When the monkeys heard this, they all clapped their hands and
shouted happily, "If the great king is Elder Sun, then we are allJunior Suns,
Suns the Third, small Suns, tiny Suns-the Sun Family, the Sun Nation,
and the Sun Cave!" So they all came and honored Elder Sun with large
and small bowls of coconut and grape wine, of divine flowers and fruits.
It was indeed one big happy family! Lo,

The surname is one) the self)s return)d to its source.
This glory awaits-a name recorded in Heaven!

We do not know what the result was and how Wukong fared in this ter
ritory; let's listen to the explanation in the next chapter.



THREE

The Four Seas and the Thousand Mountains all bow to submit;

From Ninefold Darkness ten species} names are removed.

Now we were speaking of the Handsome Monkey King's triumphant re
turn to his home country. After slaying the Monstrous King of Havoc
and wresting from him his huge scimitar, he practiced daily with the little
monkeys the art of war, teaching them how to sharpen bamboos for mak
ing spears, how to file wood for making swords, how to arrange flags and
banners, how to go on patrol, how to advance or retreat, and how to pitch
camp. For a long time he played thus with them. Suddenly he grew quiet
and sat down, thinking out loud to himself, "The game we are playing
here may turn out to be something quite serious. Suppose we disturb the
rulers of humans or of fowls and beasts, and they become offended; sup
pose they say that these military exercises of ours are subversive, and raise
an army to destroy us. How can we meet them with our bamboo spears
and wooden swords? We must have sharp swords and fine halberds. But
what can be done at this moment?" When the monkeys heard this, they
were all alarmed. "The great king's observation is very sound," they said,
"but where can we obtain these things?" As they were speaking, four
older monkeys came forward, two female monkeys with red buttocks and
two bareback gibbons. Coming to the front, they said, "Great King, to be
furnished with sharp-edged weapons is a very simple matter." "How is it
simple?" asked Wukong. The four monkeys said, "East of our mountain,
across two hundred miles of water, is the boundary of the Aolai Country.
In that country there is a king who has numberless men and soldiers in his
city, and there are bound to be all kinds of metalworks there. If the great
king goes there, he can either buy weapons or have them made. Then you
can teach us how to use them for the protection of our mountain, and this
will be the stratagem for assuring ourselves ofperpetuity." When Wukong
heard this, he was filled with delight. "Play here, all of you," he said. "Let
me make a trip."

Dear Monkey King! He quickly performed his cloud-somersault and
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crossed the two hundred miles ofwater in no time. On the other side he did
indeed discover a city with broad streets and huge marketplaces, countless
houses and numerous arches. Under the clear sky and bright sun, people
were coming and going constantly. Wukong thought to himself, "There
must be ready-made weapons around here. But going down there to buy
a few pieces from them is not as good a bargain as getting them by magic."
He therefore made the magic sign and recited a spell. Facing the ground
on the southwest, he took a deep breath and then blew it out. At once it
became a mighty wind, hurtling pebbles and rocks through the air. It was

truly terrifying:
Thick clouds in vastfOrmation moved o}er the world;
BlackfOg and dusky vapor darkened the Earth;
Waves churned in seas and rivers} affrightingfishes and crabs;
Boughs broke in mountainfOrests} wolves and tigers takingfiight.
Traders and merchants were gonefrom stores and shops.
No single man was seen at sundry marts and malls.
The king retreated to his chamberfrom the royal court.
Officials} martial and civil} returned to their homes.
This wind toppled Buddha}s throne ofa thousand years
And shook to itsfOundations the Five-phoenix Tower.

The wind arose and separated the king from his subjects in the Aolai Coun
try. Throughout the various boulevards and marketplaces, every family
bolted the doors and windows and no one dared go outside. Wukong then
lowered the direction ofhis cloud and rushed straight through the imperial
gate. He found his way to the armory, knocked open the doors, and saw
that there were countless weapons inside. Scimitars, spears, swords, hal
berds, battle-axes, scythes, whips, rakes, drumsticks, drums, bows, arrows,
forks, and lances-every kind was available. Highly pleased, Wukong said
to himself, "How many pieces can I possibly carry by myself? I'd better
use the magic of body division to transport them." Dear Monkey King!
He plucked a handful of hairs, chewed them to pieces in his mouth, and
spat them out. Reciting the spell, he cried, "Change!" They changed into
thousands of little monkeys, which snatched and grabbed the weapons.
Those that were stronger took six or seven pieces, the weaker ones two
or three pieces, and together they emptied out the armory. Wukong then
mounted the cloud and performed the magic of displacement by calling
up a great wind, which carried all the little monkeys back to their home.

We tell you now about the various monkeys, both great and small, who
were playing outside the cave of the Flower-Fruit Mountain. They sud
denly heard the sound ofwind and saw in midair a huge horde ofmonkeys
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approaching, the sight of which made them all flee in terror and hide. In
a moment, Wukong lowered his cloud and, shaking himself, collected the
pieces of hair back onto his body. All the weapons were piled in front of
the mountain. "Little ones," he shouted, "come and receive your weapons."

The monkeys looked and saw Wukong standing alone on level ground.
They came running to kowtow and ask what had happened. Wukong then
recounted to them how he had made use of the mighty wind to transport
the weapons. After expressing their gratitude, the monkeys all went to grab
at the scimitars and snatch at the swords, to wield the axes and scramble for
spears, to stretch the bows and mount the arrows. Shouting and screaming,
they played all day long.

The following day, they marched in formation as usuaL Assembling the
monkeys, Wukong found that there were forty-seven thousand of them.
This assembly greatly impressed all the wild beasts of the mountain
wolves, insects, tigers, leopards, mouse deer, fallow deer, river deer, foxes,
wild cats, badgers, lions, elephants, apes, bears, antelopes, boars, musk
oxen, chamois, green one-horn buffaloes, wild hares, and giant mastiffs.
Led by the various demon kings of no fewer than seventy-two caves, they
all came to pay homage to the Monkey King. Henceforth they brought
annual tributes and answered the roll call made every season. Some of
themjoined in the maneuvers; others supplied provisions in accordance
with their rank. In an orderly fashion, they made the entire Flower-Fruit
Mountain as strong as an iron bucket or a city of metaL The various de
mon kings also presented metal drums, colored banners, and helmets. The
hurly-burly of marching and drilling went on day after day.

While the Handsome Monkey King was enjoying all this, he suddenly
said to the multitude, "You all have become adept with the bow and ar
row and proficient in the use of weapons. But this scimitar of mine is
truly cumbersome, not at all to my liking. What can I do?" The four elder
monkeys came forward and memorialized, "The great king is a divine sage,
and therefore it is not fit for him to use an earthly weapon. We do not
know, however, whether the great king is able to take a journey through
water?" "Since I have known the Way," said Wukong, "I have the abil
ity of seventy-two transformations. The cloud-somersault has unlimited
power. I am familiar with the magic of body concealment and the magic
of displacement. I can find my way to Heaven or I can enter the Earth. I
can walk past the sun and the moon without casting a shadow, and I can
penetrate stone and metal without hindrance. Water cannot drown me, nor
fire burn me. Is there any place I can't go to?" "It's a good thing that the
great king possesses such powers," said the four monkeys, "for the water
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below this sheet iron bridge of ours flows directly into the Dragon Palace
of the Eastern Ocean. Ifyou are willing to go down there, Great King, you
will find the old Dragon King, from whom you may request some kind of
weapon. Won't that be to your liking?" Hearing this, Wukong said with
delight, "Let me make the trip!"

Dear Monkey King! He jumped to the bridgehead and employed the
magic of water restriction. Making the magic sign with his fingers, he
leaped into the waves, which parted for him, and he followed the water
way straight to the bottom of the Eastern Ocean. As he was walking, he
suddenly ran into a yak~al on patrol, who stopped him with the question,
"What divine sage is this who comes pushing through the water? Speak
plainly so that I can announce your arrival." Wukong said, "I am the
Heaven-born sage Sun Wukong of the Flower-Fruit Mountain, a near
neighbor ofyour old Dragon King. How is it that you don't recognize me?"
When the yak~a heard this, he hurried back to the Water-Crystal Palace
to report. "Great King," he said, "there is outside a Heaven-born sage of
the Flower-Fruit Mountain named Sun Wukong. He claims that he is a
near neighbor of yours, and he is about to arrive at the palace." Aoguang,
the Dragon King of the Eastern Ocean, arose immediately; accompanied
by dragon sons and grandsons, shrimp soldiers and crab generals, he came
out for the reception. "High Immortal," he said, "please come in!" They

went into the palace for proper introduction, and after offering Wukong
the honored seat and tea, the king asked, "When did the high immortal
become accomplished in the Way, and what kind of divine magic did he
receive?" Wukong said, "Since the time of my birth, I have left the family
to practice self-cultivation. I have now acquired a birthless and death
less body. Recently I have been teaching my children how to protect our
mountain cave, but unfortunately I am without an appropriate weapon.
I have heard that my noble neighbor, who has long enjoyed living in this
green-jade palace and its shell portals, must have many divine weapons to
spare. I came specifically to ask for one of them."

When the Dragon King heard this, he could hardly refuse. So he ordered
a perch commander to bring out a long-handled scimitar, and presented
it to his visitor. "Old Monkey doesn't know how to use a scimitar," said

Wukong. "I beg you to give me something else." The Dragon King then
commanded a whiting lieutenant together with an eel porter to carry out

I. A ya~a is generally thought of in Indian religions as a demon in the earth, the

air, or the lower heavens. They can be violent and malignant, but in this novel, they

seem to be associated much more with the oceans.
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a nine-pronged fork. Jumping down from his seat, Wukong took hold of
it and tried a few thrusts. He put it down, saying, "Light! Much too light!
And it doesn't suit my hand. I beg you to give me another one." "High
Immortal," said the Dragon King, laughing, "won't you even take a closer
look? This fork weighs three thousand six hundred pounds." "It doesn't suit
my hand," Wukong said, "it doesn't suit my hand!" The Dragon King was
becoming rather fearful; he ordered a bream admiral and a carp brigadier to
carry out a giant halberd, weighing seven thousand two hundred pounds.
When he saw this, Wukong ran forward and took hold of it. He tried a
few thrusts and parries and then stuck it in the ground, saying, "It's still
light! Much too light!" The old Dragon King was completely unnerved.
"High Immortal," he said, "there's no weapon in my palace heavier than
this halberd." Laughing, Wukong said, "As the old saying goes, 'Who wor
ries about the Dragon King's lacking treasures!' Go and look some more,
and ifyou find something I like, I'll offer you a good price." "There really
aren't any more here," said the Dragon King.

As they were speaking, the dragon mother and her daughter slipped
out and said, "Great King, we can see that this is definitely not a sage with
meager abilities. Inside our ocean treasury is that piece of rare magic iron
by which the depth of the Heavenly River2 is fixed. These past few days
the iron has been glowing with a strange and lovely light. Could this be a
sign that it should be taken out to meet this sage?" "That," said the Dragon
King, "was the measure with which the Great Yu3 fixed the depths of rivers
and oceans when he conquered the Flood. It's a piece of magic iron, but
of what use could it be to him?" "Let's not be concerned with whether he
could find any use for it," said the dragon mother. "Let's give it to him,
and he can do whatever he wants with it. The important thing is to get
him out of this palace!" The old Dragon King agreed and told Wukong
the whole story. "Take it out and let me see it," said Wukong. Waving his
hands, the Dragon King said, "We can't move it! We can't even lift it! The
high immortal must go there himself to take a look." "Where is it?" asked
Wukong. "Take me there."

The Dragon King accordingly led him to the center of the ocean trea
sury, where all at once they saw a thousand shafts of golden light. Pointing
to the spot, the Dragon King said, "That's it-the thing that is glowing."
Wukong girded up his clothes and went forward to touch it: it was an iron

2. Heavenly River is the Chinese name for the Milky Way.
3. The Great Yu was the putative founder of the Xia dynasty (ca. 2205 BCE) and

the mythic conqueror of the Flood in China.
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rod more than twenty feet long and as thick as a barreL Using all his might,
he lifted it with both hands, saying, "It's a little too long and too thick.
It would be more serviceable if it were somewhat shorter and thinner."
Hardly had he finished speaking when the treasure shrunk a few feet in
length and became a layer thinner. "Smaller still would be even better,"
said Wukong, giving it another bounce in his hands. Again the treasure
became smaller. Highly pleased, Wukong took it out of the ocean treasury
to examine it. He found a golden hoop at each end, with solid black iron
in between. Immediately adjacent to one of the hoops was the inscription,
"The Compliant Golden-Hooped Rod. Weight: thirteen thousand five
hundred pounds." He thought to himself in secret delight, "This treasure,
I suppose, must be most compliant with one's wishes." As he walked, he
was deliberating in his mind and murmuring to himself, bouncing the rod
in his hands, "Shorter and thinner still would be marvelous!" By the time
he took it outside, the rod was no more than twenty feet in length and
had the thickness of a rice bowL

See how he displayed his power now! He wielded the rod to make lunges
and passes, engaging in mock combat all the way back to the Water-Crystal
Palace. The old Dragon King was so terrified that he shook with fear, and
the dragon princes were all panic-stricken. Sea-turtles and tortoises drew
in their necks; fishes, shrimps, and crabs all hid themselves. Wukong held
the treasure in his hands and sat in the Water-Crystal Palace. Laughing,
he said to the Dragon King, "I am indebted to my good neighbor for his
profound kindness." "Please don't mention it," said the Dragon King.
"This piece of iron is very useful," said Wukong, "but I have one further

statement to make." "What sort of statement does the high immortal wish
to make?" asked the Dragon King. Wukong said, "Had there been no such
iron, I would have let the matter drop. Now that I have it in my hands, I
can see that I am wearing the wrong kind of clothes to go with it. What
am I to do? If you have any martial apparel, you might as well give me
some too. I would thank you most heartily." "This, I confess, is not in my
possession," said the Dragon King. Wukong said, "A solitary guest will
not disturb two hosts. Even if you claim that you don't have any, I shall
never walk out of this door." "Let the high immortal take the trouble

of going to another ocean," said the Dragon King. "He might turn up
something there." "To visit three homes is not as convenient as sitting
in one," said Wukong, "I beg you to give me one outfit." "I really don't
have one," said the Dragon King, "for if I did, I would have presented it
to you." "Is that so?" said Wukong. "Let me try the iron on you!" "High
Immortal," the Dragon King said nervously, "don't ever raise your hand!
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Don't ever raise your hand! Let me see whether my brothers have any and
we'll try to give you one." "Where are your honored brothers?" asked

Wukong. "They are," said the Dragon King, "Aoqin, Dragon King of
the Southern Ocean; Aoshun, Dragon King of the Northern Ocean; and
Aorun, Dragon King of the Western Ocean." "Old Monkey is not going
to their places," said Wukong. "For as the common saying goes, 'Three in
bond can't compete with two in hand.' I'm merely requesting that you find
something casual here and give it to me. That's all." "There's no need for
the high immortal to go anywhere," said the Dragon King. "I have in my
palace an iron drum and a golden bell. Whenever there is any emergency,
we beat the drum and strike the bell and my brothers are here shortly."
"In that case," said Wukong, "go beat the drum and strike the bell." The
turtle general went at once to strike the bell, while the tortoise marshal
came to beat the drum.

Soon after the drum and the bell had sounded, the Dragon Kings of
the Three Oceans got the message and arrived promptly, all congregating
in the outer courtyard. "Elder Brother," said Aoqin, "what emergency
made you beat the drum and strike the bell?" "Good Brother," answered
the old Dragon, "it's a long story! We have here a certain Heaven-born
sage from the Flower-Fruit Mountain, who came here and claimed to be
my near neighbor. He subsequently demanded a weapon; the steel fork I
presented he deemed too small, and the halberd I offered too light. Finally
he himself took that piece of rare, divine iron by which the depth of the
Heavenly River was fixed and used it for mock combat. He is now sitting
in the palace and also demanding some sort ofbattle dress. We have none of
that here. So we sounded the drum and the bell to invite you all to come.
If you happen to have some such outfit, please give it to him so that I can
send him out of this door!"

When Aoqin heard this, he was outraged. "Let us brothers call our army
together," he said, "and arrest him. What's wrong with that?" "Don't talk
about arresting him!" the old Dragon said, "don't talk about arresting
him! That piece of iron-a small stroke with it is deadly and a light tap is
fatal! The slightest touch will crack the skin and a small rap will injure the
muscles!" Aorun, the Dragon King of the Western Ocean, said, "Second

elder brother should not raise his hand against him. Let us rather assemble
an outfit for him and get him out of this place. We can then present a
formal complaint to Heaven, and Heaven will send its own punishment."
"You are right," said Aoshun, the Dragon King of the Northern Ocean, "I

have here a pair of cloud-treading shoes the color of lotus root." Aorun,
the Dragon King of the Western Ocean said, "I brought along a cuirass
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of chainmail made of yellow gold." "And I have a cap with erect phoenix
plumes, made of red gold," said Aoqin, the Dragon King of the Southern
Ocean. The old Dragon King was delighted and brought them into the
Water-Crystal Palace to present the gifts. Wukong duly put on the gold
cap, the gold cuirass, and cloud-treading shoes, and, wielding his compli
ant rod, he fought his way out in mock combat, yelling to the dragons,
"Sorry to have bothered you!" The Dragon Kings of the Four Oceans were
outraged, and they consulted together about filing a formal complaint, of
which we make no mention here.

Look at that Monkey King! He opened up the waterway and went
straight back to the head of the sheet iron bridge. The four old monkeys
were leading the other monkeys and waiting beside the bridge. They sud
denly beheld Wukong leaping out of the waves: there was not a drop of
water on his body as he walked onto the bridge, all radiant and golden.
The various monkeys were so astonished that they all knelt down, crying,
"Great King, what marvels! What marvels!" Beaming broadly, Wukong
ascended his high throne and set up the iron rod right in the center. Not
knowing any better, the monkeys all came and tried to pick the treasure
up. It was rather like a dragonfly attempting to shake an ironwood tree:
they could not budge it an inch! Biting their fingers and sticking out their
tongues, every one of them said, "0 Father, it's so heavy! How did you ever
manage to bring it here?" Wukong walked up to the rod, stretched forth
his hands, and picked it up. Laughing, he said to them, "Everything has
its owner. This treasure has presided in the ocean treasury for who knows
how many thousands of years, and it just happened to glow recently. The
Dragon King only recognized it as a piece of black iron, though it is also
said to be the divine rarity which fixed the bottom of the Heavenly River.
All those fellows together could not lift or move it, and they asked me to
take it myself. At first, this treasure was more than twenty feet long and as
thick as a barreL After I struck it once and expressed my feeling that it was
too large, it grew smaller. I wanted it smaller still, and again it grew smaller.
For a third time I commanded it, and it grew smaller still! When I looked at
it in the light, it had on it the inscription, 'The Compliant Golden-Hooped
Rod. Weight: thirteen thousand five hundred pounds.' Stand aside, all of
you. Let me ask it to go through some more transformations."

He held the treasure in his hands and called out, "Smaller, smaller,

smaller!" and at once it shrank to the size ofa tiny embroidery needle, small
enough to be hidden inside the ear. Awe-struck, the monkeys cried, "Great
King! Take it out and play with it some more." The Monkey King took
it out from his ear and placed it on his palm. "Bigger, bigger, bigger!" he
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shouted, and again it grew to the thickness ofa barrel and more than twenty
feet long. He became so delighted playing with it that hejumped onto the
bridge and walked out of the cave. Grasping the treasure in his hands, he
began to perform the magic of cosmic imitation. He bent over and cried,
"Grow!" and at once grew to be ten thousand feet tall, with a head like
the Tai Mountain and a chest like a rugged peak, eyes like lightning and a
mouth like a blood bowl, and teeth like swords and halberds. The rod in
his hands was of such a size that its top reached the thirty-third Heaven
and its bottom the eighteenth layer of Hell. Tigers, leopards, wolves, and
crawling creatures, all the monsters of the mountain and the demon kings
of the seventy-two caves, were so terrified that they kowtowed and paid
homage to the Monkey King in fear and trembling. Presently he revoked
his magical appearance and changed the treasure back into a tiny embroi
dery needle stored in his ear. He returned to the cave dwelling, but the
demon kings of the various caves were still frightened, and they continued
to come to pay their respects.

At this time, the banners were unfurled, the drums sounded, and the
brass gongs struck loudly. A great banquet of a hundred delicacies was
given, and the cups were filled to overflowing with the fruit of the vines
and the juices of the coconut. They drank and feasted for a long time,
and they engaged in military exercises as before. The Monkey King made

the four old monkeys mighty commanders of his troops by appointing
the two female monkeys with red buttocks as marshals Ma and Liu, and
the two bareback gibbons as generals Beng and Ba. The four mighty
commanders, moreover, were entrusted with all matters concerning
fortification, pitching camps, reward, and punishment. Having settled
all this, the Monkey King felt completely at ease to soar on the clouds
and ride the mist, to tour the four seas and disport himself in a thou
sand mountains. Displaying his martial skill, he made extensive visits to
various heroes and warriors; performing his magic, he made many good
friends. At this time, moreover, he entered into fraternal alliance with
six other monarchs: the Bull Monster King, the Dragon Monster King,
the Garuda Monster King, the Giant Lynx King, the Macaque King, and
the Orangutan King. Together with the Handsome Monkey King, they
formed a fraternal order of seven. Day after day they discussed civil and
military arts, exchanged wine cups and goblets, sang and danced to songs
and strings. They gathered in the morning and parted in the evening;
there was not a single pleasure that they overlooked, covering a distance
of ten thousand miles as if it were but the span of their own courtyard.
As the saying has it,
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One nod ofthe headgoesfarther than three thousand miles;
One twist ofthe torso covers more than eight hundred.
One day, the four mighty commanders had been told to prepare a great

banquet in their own cave, and the six kings were invited to the feast. They
killed cows and slaughtered horses; they sacrificed to Heaven and Earth.
The various imps were ordered to dance and sing, and they all drank until
they were thoroughly drunk. After sending the six kings off, Wukong also
rewarded the leaders great and small with gifts. Reclining in the shade of
pine trees near the sheet iron bridge, he fell asleep in a moment. The four
mighty commanders led the crowd to form a protective circle around him,
not daring to raise their voices. In his sleep the Handsome Monkey King
saw two men approach with a summons with the three characters "Sun
Wukong" written on it. They walked up to him and, without a word,
tied him up with a rope and dragged him off. The soul of the Handsome
Monkey King was reeling from side to side. They reached the edge of a
city. The Monkey King was gradually coming to himself, when he lifted
up his head and suddenly saw above the city an iron sign bearing in large
letters the three words "Region of Darkness." The Handsome Monkey
King at once became fully conscious. "The Region of Darkness is the
abode of Yama, King of Death," he said. "Why am I here?" "Your age in
the World of Life has come to an end," the two men said. "The two of us

were given this summons to arrest you." When the Monkey King heard
this, he said, "I, old Monkey himself, have transcended the Three Regions
and the Five Phases; hence I am no longer under Yama'sjurisdiction. Why
is he so confused that he wants to arrest me?" The two summoners paid
scant attention. Yanking and pulling, they were determined to haul him
inside. Growing angry, the Monkey King whipped out his treasure. One
wave of it turned it into the thickness of a rice bowl; he raised his hands
once, and the two summoners were reduced to hash. He untied the rope,
freed his hands, and fought his way into the city, wielding the rod. Bull
headed demons hid in terror, and horse-faced demons fled in every direc
tion. A band of ghost soldiers ran up to the Palace of Darkness, crying,
"Great Kings! Disaster! Disaster! Outside there's a hairy-faced thunder
god fighting his way in!"

Their report alarmed the Ten Kings of the Underworld so much that
they qUickly straightened out their attire and went out to see what was

happening. Discovering a fierce and angry figure, they lined up accord
ing to their ranks and greeted him with loud voices: "High Immortal,
tell us your name. High Immortal, tell us your name." "I am the Heaven
born sage Sun Wukong from the Water-Curtain Cave in the Flower-Fruit
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Mountain," said the Monkey King, "what kind of officials are you?" "We
are the Emperors of Darkness," answered the Ten Kings, bowing, "the
Ten Kings of the Underworld." "Tell me each of your names at once,"
said Wukong, "or I'll give you a drubbing."

The Ten Kings said, "We are: King Q!..nguang, King of the Beginning
River, King of the Song Emperor, King of Avenging Ministers, King
Yarna, King ofEqual Ranks, King of the Tai Mountain, King ofCity Mar
kets, King of the Complete Change, and King of the Turning Wheel."

"Since you have all ascended the thrones of kingship," said Wukong,
"you should be intelligent beings, responsible in rewards and punishments.
Why are you so ignorant of good and evil? Old Monkey has acquired the
Tao and attained immortality. I enjoy the same age as Heaven, and I have
transcended the Three Regions and leapt clear of the Five Phases. Why,
then, did you send men to arrest me?"

"High Immortal," said the Ten Kings, "let your anger subside. There
are many people in this world with the same name and surname. Couldn't
the summoners have made a mistake?" "Nonsense! Nonsense!" said Wu

kong. "The proverb says, 'Magistrates err, clerks err, but the man with the
warrant never errs!'4 Q!!ick, get out your register ofbirths and deaths, and
let me have a look."

When the Ten Kings heard this, they invited him to go into the palace
to see for himself. Holding his compliant rod, Wukong went straight up
to the Palace of Darkness and, facing south, sat down in the middle. The
Ten Kings immediately had the judge in charge of the records bring out
his books for examination. The judge, who did not dare tarry, hastened
into a side room and brought out five or six books of documents and the
ledgers on the ten species of living beings. He went through them one by
one-short-haired creatures, furry creatures, winged creatures, crawling
creatures, and scaly creatures-but he did not find his name. He then
proceeded to the file on monkeys. You see, though this monkey resembled
a human being, he was not listed under the names of men; though he
resembled the short-haired creatures, he did not dwell in their kingdoms;
though he resembled other animals, he was not subject to the unicorn;
and though he resembled flying creatures, he was not governed by the
phoenix. He had, therefore, a separate ledger, which Wukong examined
himself. Under the heading "Soul 1350" he found the name Sun Wukong
recorded, with the description: "Heaven-born Stone Monkey. Age: three
hundred and forty-two years. A good end." Wukong said, "I really don't

4. Arthur Waley's translation is so apt that I have simply quoted it here.
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remember my age. All I want is to erase my name. Bring me a brush." The
judge hurriedly fetched the brush and soaked it in heavy ink. Wukong
took the ledger on monkeys and crossed out all the names he could find
in it. Throwing down the ledger, he said, "That's the end of the account,
the end of the account! Now I'm truly not your subject." Brandishing his
rod, he fought his way out of the Region of Darkness. The Ten Kings
did not dare approach him. They went instead to the Green Cloud Palace
to consult the Bodhisattva King K~itigarbhaand made plans to report the
incident to Heaven, which does not concern us for the moment.

While our Monkey King was fighting his way out of the city, he was
suddenly caught in a clump of grass, and stumbled. Waking up with a
start, he realized that it was all a dream. As he was stretching himself,
he heard the four mighty commanders and the various monkeys cry
ing with a loud voice, "Great King! How much wine did you imbibe?
You've slept all night long. Aren't you awake yet?" "Sleeping is nothing
to get excited about," said Wukong, "but I dreamed that two men came
to arrest me, and I didn't perceive their intention until they brought me
to the outskirts of the Region of Darkness. Showing my power, I pro
tested right up to the Palace of Darkness and argued with the Ten Kings.
I went through our ledger of births and deaths and crossed out all our
names. Those fellows have no hold over us now." The various monkeys

all kowtowed to express their gratitude. From that time onward there
were many mountain monkeys who did not grow old, for their names
were not registered in the Underworld. When the Handsome Monkey
King finished his account of what had happened, the four mighty com
manders reported the story to the demon kings of various caves, who
all came to tender their congratulations. Only a few days had passed
when the six sworn brothers also came to congratulate him, all of them
delighted about the cancellation of the names. We shall not elaborate
here on their joyful gathering.

We shall turn instead to the Great Benevolent Sage of Heaven, the Ce
lestial Jade Emperor of the Most Venerable Deva, who was holding court
one day in the Treasure Hall of Divine Mists, the Cloud Palace of Golden
Arches. The divine ministers, civil and military, were just gathering for
the morning session when suddenly the Daoist immortal Qi.u Hongzhi
announced, "Your Majesty, outside the Translucent Palace, Aoguang, the
Dragon King of the Eastern Ocean, is awaiting your command to pre
sent a memorial to the Throne." TheJade Emperor gave the order to have
him brought forth, and Aoguang was led into the Hall of Divine Mists.
After he had paid his respects, a divine page boy in charge of documents
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received the memorial, and the Jade Emperor read it from the beginning.

The memorial said:

From the lowly water region of the Eastern Ocean at the East Purvavideha

Continent, the small dragon subject, Aoguang, humbly informs the Wise

Lord of Heaven, the Most Eminent High God and Ruler, that a bogus

immortal, Sun Wukong, born of the Flower-Fruit Mountain and resident

of the Water-Curtain Cave, has recently abused your small dragon, gain

ing a seat in his water home by force. He demanded a weapon, employing

power and intimidation; he asked for martial attire, unleashing violence

and threats. He terrorized my water kinsmen, and scattered turtles and

tortoises. The Dragon of the Southern Ocean trembled; the Dragon of the

Western Ocean was filled with horror; the Dragon of the Northern Ocean

drew back his head to surrender; and your subject Aoguang flexed his body

to do obeisance. We presented him with the divine treasure of an iron rod

and the gold cap with phoenix plumes; giving him also a chain-mail cuirass

and cloud-treading shoes, we sent him off courteously. But even then he

was bent on displaying his martial prowess and magical powers, and all he

could say to us was "Sorry to have bothered you!" We are indeed no match

for him, nor are we able to subdue him. Your subject therefore presents this

petition and humbly begs for imperial justice. We earnestly beseech you

to dispatch the Heavenly host and capture this monster, so that tranquility

may be restored to the oceans and prosperity to the Lower Region. Thus

we present this memorial.

When the Holy Emperor had finished reading, he gave the command:

"Let the Dragon God return to the ocean. We shall send our generals to

arrest the culprit." The old Dragon King gratefully touched his forehead

to the ground and left. From below the Immortal Elder Ge, the Divine

Teacher, also brought forth the report. "Your Majesty, the Minister of

Darkness, King Qg1guang, supported by the Bodhisattva King K~itigarbha,

Pope of the Underworld, has arrived to present his memorial." The jade

girl in charge of communication came from the side to receive this docu

ment, which the Jade Emperor also read from the beginning. The memo

rial said:

The Region ofDarkness is the nether region proper to Earth. As Heaven is

for gods and Earth for ghosts, so life and death proceed in cyclic succession.

Fowls are born and animals die; male and female, they multiply. Births

and transformations, the male begotten of the procreative female-such



48 CHAPTER THREE

is the order of Nature, and it cannot be changed. But now appears Sun
Wukong, a Heaven-born baneful monkey from the Water-Curtain Cave in

the Flower-Fruit Mountain, who practices evil and violence, and resists our

proper summons. Exercising magic powers, he utterly defeated the ghostly
messengers of Ninefold Darkness; exploiting brute force, he terrorized
the Ten Merciful Kings. He caused great confusion in the Palace of Dark

ness; he abrogated by force the Register of Names, so that the category of
monkeys is now beyond control, and inordinately long life is given to the

simian family. The wheel of transmigration is stopped, for birth and death
are eliminated in each kind ofmonkey. Your poor monk therefore risks of

fending your Heavenly authority in presenting this memorial. We humbly
beg you to send forth your divine army and subdue this monster, to the

end that life and death may once more be regulated and the Underworld
rendered perpetually secure. Respectfully we present this memorial.

When theJade Emperor had finished reading, he again gave a command:
"Let the Lord of Darkness return to the Underworld. We shall send our

generals to arrest this culprit." King QLnguang also touched his head to

the ground gratefully and left.
The Great Heavenly Deva called together his various immortal sub

jects, both civil and military, and asked, "When was this baneful monkey
born, and in which generation did he begin his career? How is it that he

has become so powerfully accomplished in the Great Art?" Scarcely had
he finished speaking when, from the ranks, Thousand-Mile Eye and Fair

Wind Ear stepped forward. "This monkey," they said, "is the Heaven-born

stone monkey of three hundred years ago. At that time he did not seem to
amount to much, and we do not know where he acquired the knowledge

of self-cultivation these last few years and became an immortaL Now he
knows how to subdue dragons and tame tigers, and thus he is able to annul

by force the Register ofDeath." "Which one ofyou divine generals," asked
the Jade Emperor, "wishes to go down there to subdue him?"

Scarcely had he finished speaking when the Long-Life Spirit of the
Planet Venus came forward from the ranks and prostrated himself. "High
est and Holiest," he said, "within the three regions, all creatures endowed

with the nine apertures can, through exercise, become immortals. It is

not surprising that this monkey, with a body nurtured by Heaven and
Earth, a frame born of the sun and moon, should achieve immortality,

seeing that his head points to Heaven and his feet walk on Earth, and that
he feeds on the dew and the mist. Now that he has the power to subdue

dragons and tame tigers, how is he different from a human being? Your
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subject therefore makes so bold as to ask Your Majesty to remember the
compassionate grace of Creation and issue a decree of pacification. Let
him be summoned to the Upper Region and given some kind of official
duties. His name will be recorded in the Register and we can control him
here. If he is receptive to the Heavenly decree, he will be rewarded and
promoted hereafter; but if he is disobedient to your command, we shall
arrest him forthwith. Such an action will spare us a military expedition
in the first place, and, in the second, permit us to receive into our midst
another immortal in an orderly manner."

TheJade Emperor was highly pleased with this statement, and he said,
"We shall follow the counsel of our minister." He then ordered the Star

Spirit of Songs and Letters to compose the decree, and delegated the Gold
Star of Venus to be the viceroy of peace. Having received the decree, the
Gold Star went out of the South Heaven Gate, lowered the direction ofhis
hallowed cloud, and headed straight for the Flower-Fruit Mountain and
the Water-Curtain Cave. He said to the various little monkeys, "I am the
Heavenly messenger sent from above. I have with me an imperial decree

to invite your great king to go to the Upper Region. Report this to him
qUickly!" The monkeys outside the cave passed the word along one by one
until it reached the depth of the cave. "Great King," one of the monkeys
said, "there's an old man outside bearing a document on his back. He says
that he is a messenger sent from Heaven, and he has an imperial decree of
invitation for you." Upon hearing this, the Handsome Monkey King was
exceedingly pleased. "These last two days," he said, "I was just thinking
about taking a little trip to Heaven, and the Heavenly messenger has already
come to invite me!" The Monkey King quickly straightened out his attire
and went to the door for the reception. The Gold Star came into the center
of the cave and stood still with his face toward the south. "I am the Gold
Star of Venus from the West," he said. "I came down to Earth, bearing the

imperial decree of pacification from the Jade Emperor, and invite you to
go to Heaven to receive an immortal appointment." Laughing, Wukong
said, "I am most grateful for the Old Star's visit." He then gave the order:

"Little ones, prepare a banquet to entertain our guest." The Gold Star said,
"As a bearer of imperial decree, I cannot remain here long. I must ask the
Great King to go with me at once. After your glorious promotion, we
shall have many occasions to converse at our leisure." "We are honored

by your presence," said Wukong; "I am sorry that you have to leave with
empty hands!" He then called the four mighty commanders together for
this admonition: "Be diligent in teaching and drilling the young ones.
Let me go up to Heaven to take a look and to see whether I can have you
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all brought up there too to live with me." The four mighty commanders
indicated their obedience. This Monkey King mounted the cloud with the
Gold Star and rose up into the sky. Truly

He ascends the high rank ofimmortalsfrom the sky;
His name}s enrolled in cloud columns and treasure scrolls.
We do not know what sort of rank or appointment he received; let's

listen to the explanation in the next chapter.
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Appointed as a Bima) how could he be content?;

Named Equal to Heaven) he)s still unpacified.

The Gold Star of Venus left the depths of the cave dwelling with the
Handsome Monkey King, and together they rose by mounting the clouds.
But the cloud-somersault of Wukong, you see, is no common magic;
its speed is tremendous. Soon he left the Gold Star far behind and ar
rived first at the South Heaven Gate. He was about to dismount from the
cloud and go in when the Devaraja VirficJhaka leading Pang, Liu, Kou, Bi,
Deng, Xin, Zhang, and Tao, the various divine heroes, barred the way
with spears, scimitars, swords, and halberds and refused him entrance.
The Monkey King said, "What a deceitful fellow that Gold Star is! If
old Monkey has been invited here, why have these people been ordered
to use their swords and spears to bar my entrance?" He was protesting
loudly when the Gold Star arrived in haste. "Old man," said Wukong
angrily to his face, "why did you deceive me? You told me that I was
invited by the Jade Emperor's decree of pacification. Why then did you
get these people to block the Heaven Gate and prevent my entering?"
"Let the Great King calm down," the Gold Star said, laughing. "Since

you have never been to the Hall of Heaven before, nor have you been
given a name, you are quite unknown to the various Heavenly guardians.
How can they let you in on their own authority? Once you have seen the
Heavenly Deva, received an appointment, and had your name listed in
the Immortal Register, you can go in and out as you please. Who would
then obstruct your way?" "If that's how it is," said Wukong, "it's all right.
But I'm not going in by myself." "Then go in with me," said the Gold

Star, pulling him by the hand.
As they approached the gate, the Gold Star called out loudly, "Guard

ians of the Heaven Gate, lieutenants great and small, make way! This
person is an immortal from the Region Below, whom I have summoned

by the imperial decree of the Jade Emperor." The Devaraja VirficJhaka
and the various divine heroes immediately lowered their weapons and
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stepped aside, and the Monkey King finally believed what he had been
told. He walked slowly inside with the Gold Star and looked around.
For it was truly

Hisfirst ascent to the Region Above}
His sudden entrance into the Hall ofHeaven}
Where ten thousand shafts ofgolden light whirled as a coral rainbow}
And a thousand layers ofhallowed air diffused mist ofpurple.
Look at that South Heaven Gate!
Its deep shades ofgreen
From glazed tiles were made;
Its radiant battlements
Adorned with treasurejade.
On two sides were posted scores ofcelestial sentinels}
Each ofwhom} standing tall beside the pillars}
Carried bows and clutched banners.
All around were sundry divine beings in golden armor}
Each ofthem holding halberds and whips}
Or wielding scimitars and swords.
Impressive may be the outer court;
Overwhelming is the sight within!
In the inner halls stood several huge pillars
Coiled around with red-whiskered dragons whose scales ofgoldgleamed in the

sun.
There were} moreover} aftw long bridges;
Above them crimson-headedphoenixes circled with soaringplumes ofmany

hues.
Bright mist shimmered in the light ofthe sky.
Greenfog descending obscured the stars.
Thirty-three Heavenly mansions werefound up here}
With names like the Scattered Cloud} the VaisrvaIJa} the Pancavidya} the

Suyama} the NirmaIJarati ...1

On the roofofevery mansion the ridge held a stately golden beast.
There were also the seventy-two treasure halls}
With names like the Morning Assembly} the Transcendent Void} the Precious

Light} the Heavenly King} the Divine Minister. . .
In every hall beneath the pillars stood rows ofjade unicorn.

I. The verse here is alluding to the Indra heaven with its thirty-three summits

and to the six heavens of desire.
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On the PlatfOrm ofCanopus} 2

There werefiowers unfading in a thousand millennia;
Beside the ovenfOr refining herbs}
There were exoticgrasses growing greenfOr ten thousand years.
He went before the Tower ofHomage to the Sage}
Where he saw robes ofroyal purple gauze
Brilliant as stars refulgent}
Caps the shape ofhibiscus}
Resplendent with gold andprecious stones}
Andpins ofjade and shoes ofpearl}
Andpurple sashes andgolden ornaments.
When the golden bells swayed to their striking}
The memorial ofthe ThreeJudges3 would cross the vermilion courtyard;
When the drums ofHeaven were sounded}
Ten thousand sages ofthe royal audience would honor theJade Emperor.
He went} too} to the Treasure Hall ofDivine Mists
Where nails ofgoldpenetratedframes ofjade}
And colorfulphoenixes danced atop scarlet doors.
Here were covered bridges and winding corridors
Displaying everywhere openwork carvings most elegant;
And eaves crowding together in layers three andfOur}
On each ofwhich reared up phoenixes and dragons.
There was high above
A round dome big} bright} and brilliant
Its shape} a hugegourd ofpurplegold}
Below which guardian goddesses hung out theirfans
Andjade maidens held up their immortal veils.
Ferocious were the sky marshals overseeing the court;
Dignified} the divine officials protecting the Throne.
There at the center} on a crystalplatter}
Tablets ofthe Great Monad Elixir were heaped;
And rising out ofthe cornelian vases
Were several branches oftwisting coral.
So it was that
Raregoods ofevery order werefOund in Heaven}s Hall}
And nothing like them on Earth could ever be seen-

2. The Star of Long Life in Chinese mythology.
3. Special judges in the Underworld, traditionally robed in red, blue, and

green.
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Those golden arches} silver coaches} and that Heavenly house}
Those coralline blooms andjasper plants with their buds ofjade .
Thejade rabbit passed the platform to adore the king.
The golden crowflew by to worship the sage.
Blessed was the Monkey King coming to this Heavenly realm}
He who was not mired in thefilthy soil ofman.
The Gold Star ofVenus led the Handsome Monkey King to the Treasure

Hall of Divine Mists, and, without waiting for further announcement,
they went into the imperial presence. While the Star prostrated himself,
Wukong stood erect by him. Showing no respect, he cocked his ear only
to listen to the report of the Gold Star. "According to your decree," said
the Gold Star, "your subject has brought the bogus immortal." "Which
one is the bogus immortal?" asked theJade Emperor graciously. Only then
did Wukong bow and reply, "None other than old Monkey!" Blanching
with horror, the various divine officials said, "That wild ape! Already he
has failed to prostrate himselfbefore the Throne, and now he dares to come
forward with such an insolent reply as 'None other than old Monkey'!
He is worthy of death, worthy of death!" "That fellow Sun Wukong is a
bogus immortal from the Region Below," announced the Jade Emperor,
"and he has only recently acquired the form of a human being. We shall
pardon him this time for his ignorance of court etiquette." "Thank you,
Your Majesty," cried the various divine officials. Only then did the Mon
key King bow deeply with folded hands and utter a cry of gratitude. The
Jade Emperor then ordered the divine officials, both civil and military, to
see what vacant appointment there might be for Sun Wukong to receive.
From the side came the Star Spirit of Wuqu, who reported, "In every
mansion and hall everywhere in the Palace of Heaven, there is no lack of
ministers. Only at the imperial stables is a supervisor needed." "Let him
be made a Bimawen,"4 proclaimed theJade Emperor. The various subjects
again shouted their thanks, but Monkey only bowed deeply and gave a

loud whoop of gratitude. The Jade Emperor then sent the Star Spirit of
Jupiter to accompany him to the stables.

The Monkey King went happily with the Star Spirit ofJupiter to the
stables in order to assume his duties. The Star Spirit then returned to his
own mansion. At the stables, he gathered together the deputy and assistant
supervisors, the accountants and stewards, and other officials both great

4. In Chinese folklore, the monkey is said to be able to ward off sickness from
horses. This title is a pun on the words hi (to avoid, to keep off), rna (horse), and
wen (pestilence, plague).
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and small and made thorough investigation of all the affairs of the stables.
There were about a thousand celestial horses,s and they were all

Hualius and Chizhis
Lu'ers and Xianlis}

Consorts ofDragons and Purple Swallows}
Folded Wings and Suxiangs,

Juetis and Silver Hooves}
Yaoniaos and Flying Yellows.
Chestnuts and Faster-than-Arrows}
Red Hares and Speedier-than-Lights}
Leaping Lights and Vaulting Shadows}
Rising Fogs and Triumphant Yellows}
Wind Chasers and Distance Breakers.
Flying Pinions and Surging Airs}
Rushing Winds and Fiery Lightnings.
Copper Sparrows and Drifting Clouds}
Dragonlike piebalds and Tigerlike pintos}
Dust Qjenchers and Purple Scales}
And Ferghanasfrom the Four Corners.
Like the Eight Steeds and Nine Stallions
They have no rivals within a thousand miles!
Such are thesefine horses.
Everyone ofwhich
Neighs like the wind andgallops like thunder to show a mighty spirit.
They tread the mist and mount the clouds with unflagging strength.
Our Monkey King went through the lists and made a thorough inspec

tion of the horses. Within the imperial stables, the accountants were in
charge of getting supplies; the stewards groomed and washed the horses,
chopped hay, watered them, and prepared their food; and the deputies and
assistants saw to the overall management. Never resting, the Bima oversaw
the care of the horses, fussing with them by day and watching over them
diligently by night. Those horses that wanted to sleep were stirred up and
fed; those that wanted to gallop were caught and placed in the stalls. When

5. In this poem, which is exceedingly difficult to translate, the author has made

use of numerous lists of horses associated with the emperors zhou Muwang (ca.

IOOI~42 BCE), Qi.n Shi Huangdi (22I-209 BCE), and Han Wendi (I79-57 BCE). To
construct the poem, some names are used merely for their tonal effects (e.g., chizhi
and yaoniao), while others have ostensible meanings as well. My translation attempts

to approximate the original.
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the celestial horses saw him, they all behaved most properly and they were
so well cared for that their flanks became swollen with fat.

More than half a month soon went by, and on one leisurely morning,
the various department ministers gave a banquet to welcome him and

congratulate him. While they were drinking happily, the Monkey King
suddenly put down his cup and asked: "What sort of rank is this Bimawen
of mine?" "The rank and the title are the same," they said. "But what
ministerial grade is it?" "It does not have a grade," they said. "If it does
not have a grade," said the Monkey King, "I suppose it must be the very
highest." "Not at all," they replied, "it can only be called 'the unclassified'!"
The Monkey King said, "What do you mean by 'the unclassified'?" "It is
really the meanest level," they said. "This kind of minister is the lowest
of the low ranks; hence he can only look after horses. Take the case of
Your Honor, who, since your arrival, have been so diligent in discharging
your duties. If the horses are fattened, you will only earn yourself a 'Fairly
Good!' If they look at all thin, you will be roundly rebuked. And if they
are seriously hurt or wounded, you will be prosecuted and fined."

When the Monkey King heard this, fire leaped up from his heart. "So
that's the kind of contempt they have for old Monkey!" he cried angrily,
gnashing his teeth. "At the Flower-Fruit Mountain I was honored as king
and patriarch. How dare they trick me into coming to look after horses
for them? If horse tending is such a menial service, reserved only for the
young and lowly, how did they intend to treat me? I won't do this anymore!
I won't do this anymore! I'm leaving right now!" With a crash, he kicked
over his official desk and took out the treasure from his ear. One wave of
his hand and it had the thickness of a rice bowl. Delivering blows in all
directions, he fought his way out of the imperial stables and went straight
to the South Heaven Gate. The various celestial guardians, knowing that
he had been officially appointed a Bimawen, did not dare stop him and
allowed him to fight his way out of the Heaven Gate.

In a moment, he lowered the direction of his cloud and returned to the
Flower-Fruit Mountain. The four mighty commanders were seen drilling
troops with the Monster Kings of various caves. "Little ones," this Mon
key King cried in a loud voice, "old Monkey has returned!" The flock of
monkeys all came to kowtow and received him into the depths of the cave
dwelling. As the Monkey King ascended his throne, they busily prepared
a banquet to welcome him. "Receive our congratulations, Great King,"
they said. "Having gone to the region above for more than ten years, you
must be returning in success and glory." "I have been away for only half
a month," said the Monkey King. "How can it be more than ten years?"



CHAPTER FOUR 57

"Great King," said the various monkeys, "you are not aware of time and
season when you are in Heaven. One day in Heaven above is equal to a
year on Earth. May we ask the Great King what ministerial appointment
he received?"

"Don't mention that! Don't mention that!" said the Monkey King,
waving his hand. "It embarrasses me to death! ThatJade Emperor does not
know how to use talent. Seeing the features of old Monkey, he appointed
me to something called the Bimawen, which actually means taking care
of horses for him. It's a job too low even to be classified! I didn't know
this when I first assumed my duties, and so I managed to have some fun at
the imperial stables. But when I asked my colleagues today, I discovered
what a degraded position it was. I was so furious that I knocked over the
banquet they were giving me and rejected the title. That's why I came
back down." "Welcome back!" said the various monkeys, "welcome back!
Our Great King can be the sovereign of this blessed cave dwelling with
the greatest honor and happiness. Why should he go away to be someone's
stable boy?" "Little ones," they cried, "send up the wine qUickly and cheer

up our Great King."
As they were drinking wine and conversing happily, someone came

to report: "Great King, there are two one-horned demon kings outside
who want to see you." "Show them in," said the Monkey King. The de

mon kings straightened out their attire, ran into the cave, and prostrated
themselves. "Why did you want to see me?" asked the Handsome Monkey
King. "We have long heard that the Great King is receptive to talents,"
said the demon kings, "but we had no reason to request your audience.
Now we learn that our Great King has received a divine appointment and
has returned in success and glory. We have come, therefore, to present
the Great King with a red and yellow robe for his celebration. If you are
not disdainful of the uncouth and the lowly and are willing to receive us
plebeians, we shall serve you as dogs or as horses." Highly pleased, the
Monkey King put on the red and yellow robe while the rest of them lined
up joyfully and did homage. He then appointed the demon kings to be
the Vanguard Commanders, Marshals of the Forward Regiments. After
expressing their thanks, the demon kings asked again, "Since our Great
King was in Heaven for a long time, may we ask what kind ofappointment
he received?" "TheJade Emperor belittles the talented," said the Monkey
King. "He only made me something called the Bimawen." Hearing this, the
demon kings said again, "Great King has such divine powers! Why should
you take care of horses for him? What is there to stop you from assuming
the rank of the Great Sage, Equal to Heaven?" When the Monkey King
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heard these words, he could not conceal his delight, shouting repeatedly,
"Bravo! Bravo!" "Make me a banner immediately," he ordered the four

mighty commanders, "and inscribe on it in large letters, 'The Great Sage,
Equal to Heaven.' Erect a pole to hang it on. From now on, address me only
as the Great Sage, Equal to Heaven, and the title Great King will no longer
be permitted. The Monster Kings of the various caves will also be informed
so that it will be known to all." Of this we shall speak no further.

We now refer to the Jade Emperor, who held court the next day. The
Heavenly Preceptor Zhang was seen leading the deputy and the assistant
of the imperial stables to come before the vermilion courtyard. "Your Maj
esty," they said prostrating themselves, "the newly appointed Bimawen,
Sun Wukong, objected to his rank as being too low and left the Heav
enly Palace yesterday in rebellion." As they were saying this, the Devaraja
Virfic;lhaka leading the various celestial guardians from the South Heaven
Gate, also made the report, "The Bimawen for reasons unknown to us has
walked out of the Heaven Gate." When the Jade Emperor heard this, he
made the proclamation: "Let the two divine commanders and their follow
ers return to their duties. We shall send forth celestial soldiers to capture
this monster." From among the ranks, Devaraja Li, who was the Pagoda
Bearer, and his Third Prince Nata came forward and presented their re
quest, saying, "Your Majesty, though your humble subjects are not gifted,
we await your authorization to subdue this monster." Delighted, theJade
Emperor appointed Pagoda Bearer Devaraja Li Jing to be grand marshal
for subduing the monster, and promoted Third Prince Nata to be the great
deity in charge of the Three-Platform Assembly of the Saints. They were
to lead an expeditionary force at once for the Region Below.

Devaraja Li and Nata kowtowed to take leave and went back to their
own mansion. After reviewing the troops and their captains and lieuten
ants, they appointed Mighty-Spirit God to be Vanward Commander, the
Fish-Belly General to bring up the rear, and the General of the Yak~as to
urge the troops on. In a moment they left by the South Heaven Gate and
went straight to the Flower-Fruit Mountain. A level piece of land was se
lected for encampment, and the order was then given to the Mighty-Spirit
God to provoke battle. Having received his order and having buckled and

knotted his armor properly, the Mighty-Spirit God grasped his spreading
flower ax and came to the Water-Curtain Cave. There in front of the cave
he saw a great mob ofmonsters, all of them wolves, insects, tigers, leopards,
and the like; they were alljumping and growling, brandishing their swords
and waving their spears. "Damnable beasts!" shouted the Mighty-Spirit
God. "Hurry and tell the Bimawen that I, a great general from Heaven,



CHAPTER FOUR 59

have by the authorization of the Jade Emperor come to subdue him. Tell
him to come out qUickly and surrender, lest all of you be annihilated!"

Running pell-mell into the cave, those monsters shouted the report,
"Disaster! Disaster!" "What sort of disaster?" asked the Monkey King.
"There's a celestial warrior outside," said the monsters, "who claims the
title of an imperial envoy. He says he came by the holy decree of the Jade
Emperor to subdue you, and he orders you to go out quickly and surrender,
lest we lose our lives." Hearing this, the Monkey King commanded, "Get
my battle dress!" He quickly donned his red gold cap, pulled on his yellow
gold cuirass, slipped on his cloud-treading shoes, and seized the compliant
golden-hooped rod. He led the crowd outside and set them up in battle
formation. The Mighty-Spirit God opened wide his eyes and stared at this
magnificent Monkey King:

The gold cuirass worn on his body was brilliant and bright;
The gold cap on his head also glistened in the light.
In his hands was a staff, the golden-hooped rod}
That well became the cloud-treading shoes on hisfiet.
His eyes glowered strangely like burning stars.
Hanging past his shoulders were two ears} fOrked and hard.
His remarkable body knew many ways ofchange}
And his voice resounded like bells and chimes.
This Bimawen ofpointed mouth andgaping teeth
Set high his aim to be the Sage} Equal to Heaven.
"Lawless ape," the Mighty-Spirit God roared powerfully, "do you rec

ognize me?" When the Great Sage heard these words, he asked qUickly,
"What sort ofdull-witted deity are you? Old Monkey has yet to meet you!
State your name at once!" "Fraudulent simian," cried the Mighty-Spirit,
"what do you mean, you don't recognize me! I am the Celestial General of
Mighty-Spirit, the Vanward Commander and subordinate to Devaraja Li,
the Pagoda Bearer, from the divine empyrean. I have come by the impe
rial decree of theJade Emperor to receive your submission. Strip yourself
of your apparel immediately and yield to the Heavenly grace, so that this
mountainful of creatures can avoid execution. If you dare but utter half a
'No,' you will be reduced to powder in seconds!"

When the Monkey King heard those words, he was filled with anger.
"Reckless simpleton!" he cried. "Stop bragging and wagging your tongue!
I would have killed you with one stroke of my rod, but then I would have
no one to communicate my message. So, I'll spare your life for the moment.
Get back to Heaven quickly and inform the Jade Emperor that he has no
regard for talent. Old Monkey has unlimited abilities. Why did he ask me
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to mind horses for him? Take a good look at the words on this banner. If I
am promoted according to its title, I will lay down my arms, and the cosmos
will then be fair and peaceable. But if he does not agree to my demand, I'll
fight my way up to the Treasure Hall of Divine Mists, and he won't even
be able to sit on his dragon throne!" When the Mighty-Spirit God heard
these words, he opened his eyes wide and faced the wind. He did indeed
see a tall pole outside the cave; on the pole hung a banner bearing in large
letters the words "The Great Sage, Equal to Heaven."

The Mighty-Spirit God laughed scornfully three times andjeered, "Law
less ape! How fatuous can you be, and how arrogant! So you want to be
the Great Sage, Equal to Heaven! Be good enough to take a bit of my ax
first!" Aiming at his head, he hacked at him, but, being a knowledgeable
fighter, the Monkey King was not unnerved. He met the blow at once with
his golden-hooped rod, and this exciting battle was on.

The rod was named Compliant;
The ax was called Spreading Flower.
The two ofthem} meeting suddenly}
Did not yet know their weakness or strength;
But ax and rod
Clashed left and right.
One concealed secret powers most wondrous;
The other vaunted openly his vigor and might.
They used magic-
Blowing out cloud andpuffing upfog;
They stretched their hands}
Splattering mud and spraying sand.
The might ofthe celestial battler had its way:
But the Monkey King}s power ofchange knew no bounds.
The rod uplifted seemed a dragon playing in water;
The ax arrived as aphoenix slicing throughflowers.
Mighty-Spirit} though his name was known throughout the world}
In prowess truly could not match the other one.
The Great Sage whirling lightly his iron staff
Could numb the body with one stroke on the head.
The Mighty-Spirit God could oppose him no longer and allowed the

Monkey King to aim a mighty blow at his head, which he hastily sought
to parry with his ax. With a crack the ax handle split in two, and Mighty
Spirit turned swiftly to flee for his life. "Imbecile! Imbecile!" laughed
the Monkey King, "I've already spared you. Go and report my message
at once!"
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Back at the camp, the Mighty-Spirit God went straight to see the Pa
goda Bearer Devaraja. Huffing and puffing, he knelt down saying, "The
Bimawen indeed has great magic powers! Your unworthy warrior cannot
prevail against him. Defeated, I have come to beg your pardon." "This
fellow has blunted our will to fight," said Devaraja Li angrily. "Take him
out and have him executed!" From the side came Prince Nata, who said,
bowing deeply, "Let your anger subside, Father King, and pardon for the
moment the gUilt of Mighty-Spirit. Permit your child to go into battle
once, and we shall know the long and short of the matter." The Devaraja
heeded the admonition and ordered Mighty-Spirit to go back to his camp
and await trial.

This Prince Nata, properly armed, leaped from his camp and dashed to
the Water-Curtain Cave. Wukong was just dismissing his troops when he
saw Nata approaching fiercely. Dear Prince!

Two boyish tufts barely cover his skull.
His flowing hair has yet to reach the shoulders.
A rare mind} alert and intelligent.
A nobleframe J pure and elegant.
He is indeed the unicorn sonfrom Heaven above}
Truly immortal as the phoenix ofmist and smoke.
This seed ofdragon has by nature uncommonfeatures.
His tender age shows no relation to any worldly kin.
He carries on his body six kinds ofmagic weapons.
Heflies J he leaps; he can change without restriction.
Now by the golden-mouth proclamation oftheJade Emperor
He is appointed to the Assembly: its nameJ the Three Platforms. 6

Wukong drew near and asked, "Whose little brother are you, and what
do you want, barging through my gate?" "Lawless monstrous monkey!"
shouted Nata. "Don't you recognize me? I am Nata, third son of the Pagoda
Bearer Devaraja. I am under the imperial commission of theJade Emperor
to come and arrest you." "Little prince," said Wukong laughing, "your
baby teeth haven't even fallen out, and your natal hair is still damp! How
dare you talk so big? I'm going to spare your life, and I won't fight you.
Just take a look at the words on my banner and report them to the Jade
Emperor above. Grant me this title, and you won't need to stir your forces.
I will submit on my own. If you don't satisfy my cravings, I will surely
fight my way up to the Treasure Hall of Divine Mists."

6. The Three Platforms are the offices of Daoist Star Spirits, which are said to

correspond to the Three Officials in imperial government.
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Lifting his head to look, Nata saw the words "Great Sage, Equal to
Heaven." "What great power does this monstrous monkey possess," said
Nata, "that he dares claim such a title? Fear not! Swallow my sword." "I'll
just stand here qUietly," said Wukong, "and you can take a few hacks at me
with your sword." Young Nata grew angry. "Change!" he yelled loudly,
and he changed at once into a fearsome person having three heads and six
arms. In his hands he held six kinds ofweapons: a monster-stabbing sword,
a monster-cleaving scimitar, a monster-binding rope, a monster-taming
club, an embroidered ball, and a fiery wheel. Brandishing these weapons,
he mounted a frontal attack. "This little brother does know a few tricks!"
said Wukong, somewhat alarmed by what he saw. "But don't be rash.
Watch my magic!" Dear Great Sage! He shouted, "Change!" and he too
transformed himself into a creature with three heads and six arms. One
wave of the golden-hooped rod and it became three staffs, which were
held with six hands. The conflict was truly earth-shaking and made the
very mountains tremble. What a battle!

The six-armed Prince Nata.
The Heaven-born Handsome Stone Monkey King.
Meeting, each met his match
Andfound each to befrom the same source.
One was consigned to come down to Earth.
The other in guile disturbed the universe.
The edge ofthe monster-stabbing sword was quick;
The keen, monster-cleaving scimitar alarmed demons andgods;
The monster-binding rope was like aflying snake;
The monster-taming club was like the head ofa wolf;
The lightning-propelledfiery wheel was like dartingflames;
Hither and thither the embroidered ball rotated.
The three compliant rods ofthe Great Sage
Protected thefront andguarded the rear with care and skill.
A jew rounds ofbitter contest revealed no victor,
But the prince's mind would not so easily rest.
He ordered the six kinds ofweapon to change
Into hundreds and thousands ofmillions, aimingfor the head.
The Monkey King, undaunted, roared with laughter loud,
And wielded his iron rod with artful ease:
One turned to a thousand, a thousand to ten thousand,
Filling the sky as a swarm ofdancing dragons,
And shocked the Monster Kings ofsundry caves into shutting their doors.
Demons and monsters all over the mountain hid their heads.
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The angry breath ofdivine soldiers was like oppressive clouds.
The golden-hooped iron rod whizzed like the wind.
On this side)
The battle cries ofcelestialfighters appalled everyone;
On that side)
The banner-waving ofmonkey monsters startled each person.
Growingfierce) the two parties both willed a test ofstrength.
We know not who was stronger and who weaker.
Each displaying his divine powers, the Third Prince and Wukong battled

for thirty rounds. The six weapons of that Prince changed into a thousand
and ten thousand pieces; the golden-hooped rod of Sun Wukong into
ten thousand and a thousand. They clashed like raindrops and meteors in
the air, but victory or defeat was not yet determined. Wukong, however,
proved to be the one swifter of eye and hand. Right in the midst of the
confusion, he plucked a piece of hair and shouted, "Change!" It changed
into a copy of him, also wielding a rod in its hands and deceiving Nata.
His real person leaped behind Nata and struck his left shoulder with the
rod. Nata, still performing his magic, heard the rod whizzing through the
air and tried desperately to dodge it. Unable to move qUickly enough,
he took the blow and fled in pain. Breaking off his magic and gathering up
his six weapons, he returned to his camp in defeat.

Standing in front ofhis battle line, Devaraja Li saw what was happening
and was about to go to his son's assistance. The prince, however, came to
him first and gasped, "Father King! The Bimawen is truly powerful. Even
your son of such magical strength is no match for him! He has wounded me
in the shoulder." "If this fellow is so powerful," said the Devaraja, turning
pale with fright, "how can we beat him?" The prince said, "In front of his
cave he has set up a banner bearing the words 'The Great Sage, Equal to
Heaven.' By his own mouth he boastfully asserted that if theJade Emperor
appOinted him to such a title, all troubles would cease. Ifhe were not given
this name, he would surely fight his way up to the Treasure Hall of Divine
Mists!" "If that's the case," said the Devaraja, "let's not fight with him for

the moment. Let us return to the region above and report these words.
There will be time then for us to send for more celestial soldiers and take
this fellow on all sides." The prince was in such pain that he could not do
battle again; he therefore went back to Heaven with the Devaraja to report,
of which we speak no further.

Look at that Monkey King returning to his mountain in triumph! The
monster kings of seventy-two caves and the six sworn brothers all came to
congratulate him, and they feasted jubilantly in the blessed cave dwelling.
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He then said to the six brothers, "If little brother is now called the Great
Sage, Equal to Heaven, why don't all ofyou assume the title of Great Sage
also?" "Our worthy brother's words are right!" shouted the Bull Monster
King from their midst, "I'm going to be called the Great Sage, Parallel
with Heaven." "I shall be called the Great Sage, Covering the Ocean,"
said the Dragon Monster King. "I shall be called the Great Sage, United
with Heaven," said the Garuda Monster King. "I shall be called the Great
Sage, Mover of Mountains," said the Giant Lynx King. "I shall be called
the Telltale Great Sage," said the Macaque King. "And I shall be called the
God-Routing Great Sage," said the Orangutan King. At that moment, the
seven Great Sages had complete freedom to do as they pleased and to call
themselves with whatever titles they liked. They had fun for a whole day
and then dispersed.

Now we return to the Devaraja Li and the Third Prince, who, leading
the other commanders, went straight to the Treasure Hall of Divine Mists
to give this report: "By your holy decree your subjects led the expedition
ary force down to the Region Below to subdue the baneful immortal,
Sun Wukong. We had no idea of his enormous power, and we could not
prevail against him. We beseech Your Majesty to give us reinforcements
to wipe him out." "How powerful can we expect one baneful monkey
to be," asked the Jade Emperor, "that reinforcements are needed?" "May
Your Majesty pardon us from an offense worthy of death!" said the prince,
drawing closer. "That baneful monkey wielded an iron rod; he defeated first
the Mighty-Spirit God and then wounded the shoulder of your subject.
Outside the door ofhis cave he had set up a banner bearing the words 'The
Great Sage, Equal to Heaven.' He said that if he were given such a rank,
he would lay down his arms and come to declare his allegiance. If not, he
would fight his way up to the Treasure Hall of Divine Mists."

"How dare this baneful monkey be so insolent!" exclaimed the Jade
Emperor, astonished by what he had heard. "We must order the generals
to have him executed at once!" As he was saying this, the Gold Star of
Venus came forward again from the ranks and said, "The baneful monkey
knows how to make a speech, but he has no idea what's appropriate and
what isn't. Even if reinforcements are sent to fight him, I don't think he

can be subdued right away without taxing our forces. It would be bet
ter if Your Majesty were greatly to extend your mercy and proclaim yet
another decree of pacification. Let him indeed be made the Great Sage,
Equal to Heaven; he will be given an empty title, in short, rank without
compensation." "What do you mean by rank without compensation?"
said the Jade Emperor. The Gold Star said, "His name will be Great Sage,
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Equal to Heaven, but he will not be given any official duty or salary. We
shall keep him here in Heaven so that we may put his perverse mind at rest
and make him desist from his madness and arrogance. The universe will
then be calm and the oceans tranquil again." Hearing these words, theJade
Emperor said, "We shall follow the counsels of our minister." He ordered
the mandate to be made up and the Gold Star to bear it hence.

The Gold Star left through the South Heaven Gate once again and
headed straight for the Flower-Fruit Mountain. Outside the Water-Curtain
Cave things were quite different from the way they had been the previous
time. He found the entire region filled with the awesome and bellicose
presence of every conceivable kind of monster, each one of them clutch
ing swords and spears, wielding scimitars and staffs. Growling and leaping
about, they began to attack the Gold Star the moment they saw him. "You,
chieftains, hear me," said the Gold Star, "let me trouble you to report this
to your Great Sage. I am the Heavenly messenger sent by the Lord above,
and I bear an imperial decree of invitation." The various monsters ran in
side to report, "There is an old man outside who says that he is a Heavenly
messenger from the region above, bearing a decree of invitation for you."
"Welcome! Welcome!" said Wukong. "He must be that Gold Star ofVe

nus who came here last time. Although it was a shabby position they gave
me when he invited me up to the region above, I nevertheless made it to
Heaven once and familiarized myself with the ins and outs of the celestial
passages. He has come again this time undoubtedly with good intentions."
He commanded the various chieftains to wave the banners and beat the
drums, and to draw up the troops in receiving order. Leading the rest of
the monkeys, the Great Sage donned his cap and his cuirass, over which he
tossed the red and yellow robe, and slipped on the cloud shoes. He ran to
the mouth of the cave, bowed courteously, and said in a loud voice, "Please
come in, Old Star! Forgive me for not coming out to meet you."

The Gold Star strode forward and entered the cave. He stood facing
south and declared, "Now I inform the Great Sage. Because the Great Sage
has objected to the meanness of his previous appointment and absented
himself from the imperial stables, the officials of that department, both
great and small, reported the matter to theJade Emperor. The proclamation
of theJade Emperor said at first, 'All appointed officials advance from lowly
positions to exalted ones. Why should he object to that arrangement?'

This led to the campaign against you by Devaraja Li and Nata. They were
ignorant of the Great Sage's power and therefore suffered defeat. They
reported back to Heaven that you had set up a banner which made known
your desire to be the Great Sage, Equal to Heaven. The various martial
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officials still wanted to deny your request. It was this old man who, risking
offense, pleaded the case of the Great Sage, so that he might be invited to
receive a new appointment, and without the use offorce. TheJade Emperor
accepted my suggestion; hence I am here to invite you." "I caused you
trouble last time," said Wukong, laughing, "and now I am again indebted
to you for your kindness. Thank you! Thank you! But is there really such
a rank as the Great Sage, Equal to Heaven, up there?" "I made certain that
this title was approved," said the Gold Star, "before I dared come with the
decree. If there is any mishap, let this old man be held responsible."

Wukong was highly pleased, but the Gold Star refused his earnest in
vitation to stay for a banquet. He therefore mounted the hallowed cloud
with the Gold Star and went to the South Heaven Gate, where they were
welcomed by the celestial generals and guardians with hands folded at their
breasts. Going straight into the Treasure Hall ofDivine Mists, the Gold Star
prostrated himself and memorialized, "Your subject, by your decree, has
summoned here Bimawen Sun Wukong." "Have that Sun Wukong come
forward," said theJade Emperor. "I now proclaim you to be the Great Sage,
Equal to Heaven, a position of the highest rank. But you must indulge no
more in your preposterous behavior." Bowing deeply, the monkey uttered

a great whoop of thanks. The Jade Emperor then ordered two building
officials, Zhang and Lu, to erect the official residence of the Great Sage,
Equal to Heaven, to the right of the Garden of Immortal Peaches. Inside
the mansion, two departments were established, named "Peace and Q!!iet"
and "Serene Spirit," both of which were full of attending officials. The

Jade Emperor also ordered the Star Spirits of Five Poles7 to accompany
Wukong to assume his post. In addition, two bottles of imperial wine and
ten clusters of golden flowers were bestowed on him, with the order that
he must keep himself under control and make up his mind to indulge no
more in preposterous behavior. The Monkey King obediently accepted the
command and went that day with the Star Spirits to assume his post. He
opened the bottles of wine and drank them all with his colleagues. After
seeing the Star Spirits off to their own palaces, he settled down in complete
contentment and delight to enjoy the pleasures of Heaven, without the
slightest worry or care. Truly

His name divine}ftrever recorded in the Long-Life Book
And keptfromfalling into sa1fl,sara} will long be known.

We do not know what took place hereafter; let's listen to the explanation
in the next chapter.

7. These are also Daoist deities.
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Disrupting the Peach Festival} the Great Sage steals elixir;

With revolt in Heaven} many gods try to seize thefiend.

Now we must tell you that the Great Sage, after all, was a monkey monster;
in truth, he had no knowledge of his title or rank, nor did he care for the
size ofhis salary. He did nothing but place his name on the Register. At his
official residence he was cared for night and day by the attending officials of
the two departments. His sole concern was to eat three meals a day and to
sleep soundly at night. Having neither duties nor worries, he was free and
content to tour the mansions and meet friends, to make new acquaintances
and form new alliances at his leisure. When he met the Three Pure Ones, l

he addressed them as "Your Reverence"; and when he ran into the Four

Emperors, he would say, "Your Majesty." As for the Nine Luminaries,
the Generals of the Five Q!!arters the Twenty-Eight Constellations, the
Four Devarajas, the Twelve Horary Branches, the Five Elders of the Five
Regions, the Star Spirits of the entire Heaven, and the numerous gods of
the Milky Way,2 he called them all brother and treated them in a fraternal
manner. Today he toured the east, and tomorrow he wandered west. Going
and coming on the clouds, he had no definite itinerary.

Early one morning, when the Jade Emperor was holding court, the
Daoist immortal Xu Jingyang stepped from the ranks and went forward
to memorialize, kowtowing, "The Great Sage, Equal to Heaven, has no

I. The Three Pure Ones, the highest gods of the Daoist Pantheon, are: the
Jade-Pure Honorable Divine of the Origin (Yuqing yuanshi tianzun), the Exalted
Pure Honorable Divine of Spiritual Treasures (Shangqing lingbao tianzun), and the
Primal-Pure Honorable Divine ofMoral Virtue (Taiqing daode tianzun, also named
Taiqing taishang laojun). The last one is the name of the deified Laozi.

2. All of these are deities of the Daoist Pantheon, developed and expanded from
the early medieval period down to the time of the Ming. The various deities are a
syncretic assembly of those appropriated from Indic Buddhism and of those local
and transregional figures in territorial China. Some of those figures antedated the
rise of organized Daoism in the second century CEo
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duties at present and merely dawdles away his time. He has become quite
chummy with the various Stars and Constellations of Heaven, calling
them his friends regardless of whether they are his superiors or subordi
nates, and I fear that his idleness may lead to roguery. It would be bet
ter to give him some assignment so that he will not grow mischievous."
When the Jade Emperor heard these words, he sent for the Monkey King
at once, who came amiably. "Your Majesty," he said, "what promo
tion or reward did you have in mind for old Monkey when you called
him?" "We perceive," said the Jade Emperor, "that your life is quite in
dolent, since you have nothing to do, and we have decided therefore to
give you an assignment. You will temporarily take care of the Garden
of Immortal Peaches. Be careful and diligent, morning and evening."
Delighted, the Great Sage bowed deeply and grunted his gratitude as he
withdrew.

He could not restrain himself from rushing immediately into the Garden
of Immortal Peaches to inspect the place. A local spirit from the garden
stopped him and asked, "Where is the Great Sage going?" "I have been
authorized by the Jade Emperor," said the Great Sage, "to look after the
Garden of Immortal Peaches. I have come to conduct an inspection." The
local spirit hurriedly saluted him and then called together all the stewards
in charge of hoeing, watering, tending peaches, and cleaning and sweep
ing. They all came to kowtow to the Great Sage and led him inside. There
he saw

Radiantly young and lovely}
On every trunk and limb-
Radiantly young and lovely blossomsfilling the trees}
Andfruits on every trunk and limb weighing down the stems.
Thefruits} weighing down the stems} hang like balls ofgilt:
The blossoms} filling the trees} form tufts ofrouge.
Ever they bloom} and everfruit-bearing} they ripen in a thousand years;
Not knowing winter or summer} they lengthen out to ten thousand years.
Those thatfirst ripen glow likeftces reddened with wine}
While those half-grown ones
Are stalk-held andgreen-skinned.
Encased in smoke theirflesh retains theirgreen}
But sunlight reveals their cinnabargrace.
Beneath the trees are rareflowers and exoticgrass
Which colors} unftding infour seasons} remain the same.
The towers} the terraces} and the studios left and right
Rise so high into the air that often cloud covers are seen.
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Not planted by the vulgar or the worldly ofthe Dark City)
They are grown and tended by the Qyeen Mother oftheJade Pool. 3

The Great Sage enjoyed this sight for a long time and then asked the local
spirit, "How many trees are there?" "There are three thousand six hun
dred," said the local spirit. "In the front are one thousand two hundred
trees with little flowers and small fruits. These ripen once every three
thousand years, and after one taste of them a man will become an immortal
enlightened in the Way, with healthy limbs and a lightweight body. In the
middle are one thousand two hundred trees of layered flowers and sweet
fruits. They ripen once every six thousand years. If a man eats them, he
will ascend to Heaven with the mist and never grow old. At the back are
one thousand two hundred trees with fruits ofpurple veins and pale yellow
pits. These ripen once every nine thousand years and, if eaten, will make
a man's age equal to that of Heaven and Earth, the sun and the moon."
Highly pleased by these words, the Great Sage that very day made thor
ough inspection of the trees and a listing of the arbors and pavilions before
returning to his residence. From then on, he would go there to enjoy the
scenery once every three or four days. He no longer consorted with his
friends, nor did he take any more trips.

One day he saw that more than half of the peaches on the branches
of the older trees had ripened, and he wanted very much to eat one and
sample its novel taste. Closely followed, however, by the local spirit of
the garden, the stewards, and the divine attendants of the Equal to Heaven
Residence, he found it inconvenient to do so. He therefore devised a plan
on the spur of the moment and said to them, "Why don't you all wait for
me outside and let me rest a while in this arbor?" The various immortals
withdrew accordingly. That Monkey King then took off his cap and robe
and climbed up onto a big tree. He selected the large peaches that were
thoroughly ripened and, plucking many of them, ate to his heart's content
right on the branches. Only after he had his fill did he jump down from
the tree. Pinning back his cap and donning his robe, he called for his train
of followers to return to the residence. After two or three days, he used
the same device to steal peaches to gratify himself once again.

One day the Lady Q!!een Mother decided to open wide her treasure
chamber and to give a banquet for the Grand Festival of Immortal Peaches,
which was to be held in the Palace of the Jasper Pool. She ordered the

3. Sometimes called the Lady Q!!een Mother (Wangmu niangniang), or the
Q!!een Mother of the West (Xi Wangmu), she is the highest goddess of Daoism.
Her official residence is the Palace of the Jasper Pool on Mount Kunlun in Tibet.
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various Immortal Maidens-Red Gown, Blue Gown, White Gown, Black
Gown, Purple Gown, Yellow Gown, and Green Gown-to go with their
flower baskets to the Garden of Immortal Peaches and pick the fruits for
the festivaL The seven maidens went to the gate of the garden and found
it guarded by the local spirit, the stewards, and the ministers from the two
departments of the Equal to Heaven Residence. The girls approached them,
saying, "We have been ordered by the Q!!een Mother to pick some peaches
for our banquet." "Divine maidens," said the local spirit, "please wait a mo

ment. This year is not quite the same as last year. TheJade Emperor has put
in charge here the Great Sage, Equal to Heaven, and we must report to him
before we are allowed to open the gate." "Where is the Great Sage?" asked
the maidens. "He is in the garden," said the local spirit. "Because he is tired,
he is sleeping alone in the arbor." "If that's the case," said the maidens, "let

us go and find him, for we cannot be late." The local spirit went into the
garden with them; they found their way to the arbor but saw no one. Only
the cap and the robe were left in the arbor, but there was no person to be
seen. The Great Sage, you see, had played for a while and eaten a number
ofpeaches. He had then changed himself into a figure only two inches high
and, perching on the branch ofa large tree, had fallen asleep under the cover
of thick leaves. "Since we came by imperial decree," said the Seven-Gown
Immortal Maidens, "how can we return empty-handed, even though we
cannot locate the Great Sage?" One of the divine officials said from the side,
"Since the divine maidens have come by decree, they should wait no longer.
Our Great Sage has a habit ofwandering off somewhere, and he must have
left the garden to meet his friends. Go and pick your peaches now, and we
shall report the matter for you." The Immortal Maidens followed his sug
gestion and went into the grove to pick their peaches.

They gathered two basketfuls from the trees in front and filled three
more baskets from the trees in the middle. When they went to the trees at
the back of the grove, they found that the flowers were sparse and the fruits
scanty. Only a few peaches with hairy stems and green skins were left, for
the fact is that the Monkey King had eaten all the ripe ones. Looking this
way and that, the Seven Immortal Maidens found on a branch pointing
southward one single peach that was half white and half red. The Blue
Gown Maiden pulled the branch down with her hand, and the Red Gown
Maiden, after plucking the fruit, let the branch snap back up into its posi
tion. This was the very branch on which the transformed Great Sage was
sleeping. Startled by her, the Great Sage revealed his true form and whipped
out from his ear the golden-hooped rod. One wave and it had the thickness
of a rice bowL "From what region have you come, monsters," he cried,
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"that you have the gall to steal my peaches?" Terrified, the Seven Immor
tal Maidens knelt down together and pleaded, "Let the Great Sage calm
himself! We are not monsters, but the Seven-Gown Immortal Maidens
sent by the Lady Q!!een Mother to pluck the fruits needed for the Grand
Festival of Immortal Peaches, when the treasure chamber is opened wide.
We just came here and first saw the local spirit of the garden, who could
not find the Great Sage. Fearing that we might be delayed in fulfilling the
command of the Q!!een Mother, we did not wait for the Great Sage but
proceeded to pluck the peaches. We beg you to forgive us."

When the Great Sage heard these words, his anger changed to delight.
"Please arise, divine maidens," he said. "Who is invited to the banquet
when the Q!!een Mother opens wide her treasure chamber?" "The last
festival had its own set of rules," said the Immortal Maidens, "and those

invited were: the Buddha, the Bodhisattvas, the holy monks, and the arhats
of the Western Heaven; Kuan-yin from the South Pole; the Holy Emperor
of Great Mercy of the East; the Immortals of Ten Continents and Three
Islands; the Dark Spirit of the North Pole; the Great Immortal of the
Yellow Horn from the Imperial Center. These were the Elders from the
Five Q!!arters. In addition, there were the Star Spirits of the Five Poles,
the Three Pure Ones, the Four Deva Kings, the Heavenly Deva of the
Great Monad, and the rest from the Upper Eight Caves. From the Middle
Eight Caves there were theJade Emperor, the Nine Heroes, the Immortals
of the Seas and Mountains; and from the Lower Eight Caves, there were
the Pope of Darkness and the Terrestrial Immortals. The gods and devas,
both great and small, of every palace and mansion, will be attending this
happy Festival of the Immortal Peaches."

"Am I invited?" asked the Great Sage, laughing. "We haven't heard
your name mentioned," said the Immortal Maidens. "I am the Great Sage,
Equal to Heaven," said the Great Sage. "Why shouldn't I, old Monkey,
be made an honored guest at the party?" "Well, we told you the rule for
the last festival," said the Immortal Maidens, "but we do not know what
will happen this time." "You are right," said the Great Sage, "and I don't

blame you. You alljust stand here and let old Monkey go and do a little
detection to find out whether he's invited or not."

Dear Great Sage! He made a magic sign and recited a spell, saying to
the various Immortal Maidens, "Stay! Stay! Stay!" This was the magic of
immobilization, the effect of which was that the Seven-Gown Immortal
Maidens all stood wide-eyed and transfixed beneath the peach trees. Leap
ing out of the garden, the Great Sage mounted his hallowed cloud and
headed straight for the Jasper PooL As he journeyed, he saw over there
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A skyful ofholy mist with sparkling light)
And sacred clouds offive colors passing unendingly.
The cries ofwhite cranes resounded in the nine Heavens;
Thefine color ofred blossoms spread through a thousand leaves.
Right in this midst an immortal now appeared
With aface ofnatural beauty andfeatures most distinguished.
His spirit glowed like a rainbow dancing in the air.
From his waist hung the list untouched by birth or death.
His name) the GreatJoyful Immortal ofNaked Feet)
Going to the Peach Festival) he would add to his age.
That Great Immortal of Naked Feet ran right into the Great Sage, who,

his head bowed, wasjust devising a plan to deceive the real immortaL Since
he wanted to go in secret to the festival, he asked, "Where is the Venerable
Wisdom going?" The Great Immortal said, "On the kind invitation of the
Q!!een Mother, I am going to the happy Festival of Immortal Peaches."
"The Venerable Wisdom has not yet learned of what I'm about to say,"
said the Great Sage. "Because of the speed of my cloud-somersault, the
Jade Emperor has sent old Monkey out to all five thoroughfares to invite
people to go first to the Hall of Perfect Light for a rehearsal of ceremonies
before attending the banquet." Being a sincere and honest man, the Great
Immortal took the lie for the truth, though he protested, "In years past we

rehearsed right at the Jasper Pool and expressed our gratitude there. Why
do we have to go to the Hall of Perfect Light for rehearsal this time before
attending the banquet?" Nonetheless, he had no choice but to change the
direction of his hallowed cloud and go straight to the halL

Treading the cloud, the Great Sage recited a spell and, with one shake
of his body, changed into the form of the Great Immortal of Naked Feet.
It did not take him very long before he reached the treasure chamber. He
stopped his cloud and walked softly inside. There he found

Swirling waves ofambrosialfragrance)
Dense layers ofholy mist)
A jade terrace decked with ornaments)
A chamberfull ofthe lifeforce)
Ethereal shapes ofthe phoenix soaring and the argus rising)
And undulantforms ofgold blossoms with stems ofjade .
Set upon there were the Screen ofNine Phoenixes in Twilight)
The Beacon Mound ofEight Treasures and Purple Mist)
A table inlaid withfive-color gold)
And agreen jade pot ofa thousandflowers.
On the tables were dragon livers andphoenix marrow)
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Bearpaws and the lips ofapes.
Most tempting was every item ofthe hundred delicacies}
And most succulent the color ofevery kind offruit andfOod.
Everything was laid out in an orderly fashion, but no deity had yet ar

rived for the feast. Our Great Sage could not make an end of staring at the
scene when he suddenly felt the overpowering aroma of wine. Turning
his head, he saw, in the long corridor to the right, several wine-making
divine officials and grain-mashing stewards. They were giving directions
to the few Daoists charged with carrying water and the boys who took
care of the fire in washing out the barrels and scrubbing the jugs. For they
had already finished making the wine, rich and mellow as the juices of
jade. The Great Sage could not prevent the saliva from dripping out of
the corner of his mouth, and he wanted to have a taste at once, except that
the people were all standing there. He therefore resorted to magic. Pluck
ing a few hairs, he threw them into his mouth and chewed them to pieces
before spitting them out. He recited a spell and cried "Change!" They
changed into many sleep-inducing insects, which landed on the people's
faces. Look at them, how their hands grow weak, their heads droop, and
their eyelids sink down. They dropped their activities, and all fell sound
asleep. The Great Sage then took some of the rare delicacies and choicest
dainties and ran into the corridor. Standing beside the jars and leaning on
the barrels, he abandoned himself to drinking. After feasting for a long
time, he became thoroughly drunk, but he turned this over in his mind,
"Bad! Bad! In a little while, when the invited guests arrive, won't they be
indignant with me? What will happen to me once I'm caught? I'd better
go back home now and sleep it off!"

Dear Great Sage! Reeling from side to side, he stumbled along solely on
the strength ofwine, and in a moment he lost his way. It was not the Equal
to Heaven Residence that he went to, but the Tushita Palace. The moment
he saw it, he realized his mistake. "The Tushita Palace is at the uppermost
of the thirty-three Heavens," he said, "the Griefless Heaven which is the
home of the Most High Laozi. How did I get here? No matter, I've always
wanted to see this old man but have never found the opportunity. Now
that it's on my way, I might as well pay him a visit." He straightened out
his attire and pushed his way in, but Laozi was nowhere to be seen. In fact,
there was not a trace of anyone. The fact of the matter was that Laozi,
accompanied by the Aged Buddha Diparhkara, was giving a lecture on the
tall, three-storied Red Mound Elixir Platform. The various divine youths,
commanders, and officials were all attending the lecture, standing on both
sides of the platform. Searching around, our Great Sage went all the way
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to the alchemical room. He found no one but saw fire burning in an oven
beside the hearth, and around the oven were five gourds in which finished
elixir was stored. "This thing is the greatest treasure of immortals," said
the Great Sage happily. "Since old Monkey has understood the Way and
comprehended the mystery of the Internal's identity with the External,
I have also wanted to produce some golden elixir on my own to benefit
people. While I have been too busy at other times even to think about
going home to enjoy myself, good fortune has met me at the door today
and presented me with this! As long as Laozi is not around, I'll take a few
tablets and try the taste of something new." He poured out the contents
of all the gourds and ate them like fried beans.

In a moment, the effect of the elixir had dispelled that of the wine, and
he again thought to himself, "Bad! Bad! I have brought on myself calamity
greater than Heaven! If the Jade Emperor has knowledge of this, it'll be
difficult to preserve my life! Go! Go! Go! I'll go back to the Region Below
to be a king." He ran out of the Tushita Palace and, avoiding the former
way, left by the West Heaven Gate, making himself invisible by the magic
ofbody concealment. Lowering the direction of his cloud, he returned to
the Flower-Fruit Mountain. There he was greeted by flashing banners and
shining spears, for the four mighty commanders and the monster kings of
seventy-two caves were engaging in a military exercise. "Little ones," the
Great Sage called out loudly, "I have returned!" The monsters dropped
their weapons and knelt down, saying, "Great Sage! What laxity of mind!
You left us for so long, and did not even once visit us to see how we were
doing." "It's not that long!" said the Great Sage. "It's not that long!"

They walked as they talked, and went deep inside the cave dwelling. After
sweeping the place clean and preparing a place for him to rest, and after
kowtowing and dOing homage, the four mighty commanders said, "The
Great Sage has been living for over a century in Heaven. May we ask what
appointment he actually received?"

"I recall that it's been but half a year," said the Great Sage, laughing.
"How can you talk of a century?" "One day in Heaven," said the com

manders, "is equal to one year on Earth." The Great Sage said, "I am glad
to say that theJade Emperor this time was more favorably disposed toward
me, and he did indeed appoint me Great Sage, Equal to Heaven. An official
residence was built for me, and two departments-Peace and Q!!iet, and
Serene Spirit-were established, with bodyguards and attendants in each
department. Later, when it was found that I carried no responsibility, I
was asked to take care of the Garden of Immortal Peaches. Recently the
Lady Q!!een Mother gave the Grand Festival of Immortal Peaches, but she
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did not invite me. Without waiting for her invitation, I went first to the
Jasper Pool and secretly consumed the food and wine. Leaving that place,
I staggered into the palace of Laozi and finished up all the elixir stored in
five gourds. I was afraid that the Jade Emperor would be offended, and so
I decided to walk out of the Heaven Gate."

The various monsters were delighted by these words, and they pre
pared a banquet of fruits and wine to welcome him. A stone bowl was
filled with coconut wine and presented to the Great Sage, who took a
mouthful and then exclaimed with a grimace, "It tastes awful! Just aw
ful!" "The Great Sage," said Beng and Ba, the two commanders, "has
grown accustomed to tasting divine wine and food in Heaven. Small
wonder that coconut wine now seems hardly delectable. But the proverb
says, 'Tasty or not, it's water from home!'" "And all of you are, 'related

or not, people from home'!" said the Great Sage. "When I was enjoying
myself this morning at the Jaspar Pool, I saw many jars and jugs in the
corridor full of the juices ofjade, which you have never savored. Let me
go back and steal a few bottles to bring down here. Just drink half a cup,
and each one of you will live long without growing old." The various
monkeys could not contain their delight. The Great Sage immediately
left the cave and, with one somersault, went directly back to the Festival
of Immortal Peaches, again using the magic of body concealment. As he
entered the doorway of the Palace of theJasper Pool, he saw that the wine
makers, the grain mashers, the water carriers, and the fire tenders were
still asleep and snoring. He took two large bottles, one under each arm,
and carried two more in his hands. Reversing the direction of his cloud,
he returned to the monkeys in the cave. They held their own Festival of
Immortal Wine, with each one drinking a few cups, which incident we
shall relate no further.

Now we tell you about the Seven-Gown Immortal Maidens, who did
not find a release from the Great Sage's magic of immobilization until a
whole day had gone by. Each one of them then took her flower basket and
reported to the Q!!een Mother, saying, "We are delayed because the Great
Sage, Equal to Heaven, imprisoned us with his magic." "How many baskets
of immortal peaches have you gathered?" asked the Q!!een Mother. "Only
two baskets of small peaches, and three of medium-sized peaches," said
the Immortal Maidens, "for when we went to the back of the grove, there
was not even half a large one left! We think the Great Sage must have eaten
them all. As we went looking for him, he unexpectedly made his appear
ance and threatened us with violence and beating. He also questioned us
about who had been invited to the bnquet, and we gave him a thorough



76 CHAPTER FIVE

account of the last festival. It was then that he bound us with a spell, and
we didn't know where he went. It was only a moment ago that we found
release and so could come back here."

When the Q!!een Mother heard these words, she went immediately to
theJade Emperor and presented him with a full account ofwhat had taken
place. Before she finished speaking, the group of wine makers together
with the various divine officials also came to report: "Someone unknown
to us has vandalized the Festival of Immortal Peaches. Thejuice ofjade, the
eight dainties, and the hundred delicacies have all been stolen or eaten up."
Four royal preceptors then came up to announce, "The Supreme Patriarch
of Dao has arrived." TheJade Emperor went out with the Q!!een Mother
to greet him. Having paid his respects to them, Laozi said, "There are, in
the house of this old Daoist, some finished Golden Elixir of Nine Turns,
which are reserved for the use of Your Majesty during the next Grand
Festival of Cinnabar. Strange to say, they have been stolen by some thief,
and I have come specifically to make this known to Your Majesty." This
report stunned theJade Emperor. Presently the officials from the Equal to
Heaven Residence came to announce, kowtowing, "The Great Sage Sun
has not been discharging his duties of late. He went out yesterday and still
has not yet returned. Moreover, we do not know where he went." These
words gave the Jade Emperor added anxiety.

Next came the Great Immortal of Naked Feet, who prostrated himself
and said, "Yesterday, in response to the Q!!een Mother's invitation, your
subject was on his way to attend the festival when he met by chance the
Great Sage, Equal to Heaven. The Sage said to your subject that Your
Majesty had ordered him to send your subject first to the Hall of Perfect
Light for a rehearsal of ceremonies before attending the banquet. Your
subject followed his direction and duly went to the hall. But I did not see
the dragon chariot and the phoenix carriage ofYour Majesty, and therefore
hastened to come here to wait upon you."

More astounded than ever, the Jade Emperor said, "This fellow now
falsifies imperial decrees and deceives my worthy ministers! Let the Divine
Minister of Detection quickly locate his whereabouts!" The minister re
ceived his order and left the palace to make a thorough investigation. After
obtaining all the details, he returned presently to report, "The person who
has so profoundly disturbed Heaven is none other than the Great Sage,
Equal to Heaven." He then gave a repeated account of all the previous
incidents, and the Jade Emperor was furious. He at once commanded the
Four Great Devarajas to assist Devaraja Li and Prince Nata. Together,
they called up the Twenty-Eight Constellations, the Nine Luminaries, the
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Twelve Horary Branches, the Fearless Guards of Five Q!!arters, the Four
Temporal Guardians, the Stars of East and West, the Gods of North and
South, the Deities of the Five Mountains and the Four Rivers, the Star
Spirits of the entire Heaven, and a hundred thousand celestial soldiers.
They were ordered to set up eighteen sets of cosmic net, to journey to the
Region Below, to encircle completely the Flower-Fruit Mountain, and
to capture the rogue and bring him to justice. All the deities immediately
alerted their troops and departed from the Heavenly Palace. As they left,
this was the spectacle of the expedition:

Yellow with dust; the churning wind concealed the dark'ning sky:
Reddish with clay, the risingfog 0'erlaid the dusky world.
Because an impish monkey insulted the Highest Lord,
The saints ofall Heaven descended to this mortal Earth.
Those Four Great Devarajas,
Those Fearless Guards ofFive Q!jarters-
Those Four Great Deva Kings made up the main command;
Those Fearless Guards ofFive Q!jarters moved countless troops.
Li, the Pagoda Bearer, gave ordersfrom the army's center,
With thefierce Nata as the captain ofhis vanwardforces.
The Star ofRahu, at theforefront, made the roll call;
The Star ofKetu, noble and tall, brought up the rear:
Soma, the moon, displayed a spirit most eager;
Aditya, the sun, was all shining and radiant.
Heroes ofspecial talents were the Stars ofFive Phases.
The Nine Luminaries most relished agood battle.
The Horary Branches ofZi, Wu, Mao, and Yao
They were all celestialguardians oftitanic strength.
To the east and west, the Five Plagues and the Five Mountains!
To the left and right, the Six Gods ofDarkness and the Six Gods ofLight!
Above and below, the Dragon Gods ofthe Four Rivers!
And in tightestformation, the Twenty-Eight Constellations!
Citra, Svafi, Viiakha, and Anuradha were the captains.
Revati, Aivini, Apabhara1J,i, and Krttika knew combat well.
Uttara-A$adha, Abhijit, Srava1J,a, Sravi$tha, Purva-Pro$thapada, Uttara-

Pro$thapada,
Rohi1J,i, Mulabarha1J,i, Purva-A$adha-every one an able star!
Punarvasu, Ti$ya, Aile$a, Megha, Purva-Phalguni, and Hasta
All brandished swords and spears to show theirpower.
Stopping the cloud and lowering the mist they came to this mortal world
Andpitched their tents before the Mountain ofFlower and Fruit.
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The poem says:
Many are theforms ofthe changeful Heaven-Born Monkey King!
Snatching wine and stealing elixir} he revels in his mountain lair.
Since he has wrecked the Grand Festival ofImmortal Peaches}
A hundred thousand soldiers ofHeaven now spread the net ofGod.
Devaraja Li now gave the order for the celestial soldiers to pitch their

tents, and a cordon was drawn so tightly around the Flower-Fruit Moun
tain that not even water could escape! Moreover, eighteen sets of cosmic
net were spread out above and below the region, and the Nine Luminaries
were then ordered to go into battle. They led their troops and advanced
to the cave, in front of which they found a troop of monkeys, both great
and small, prancing about playfully. "Little monsters over there," cried
one of the Star Spirits in a severe voice, "where is your Great Sage? We are
Heavenly deities sent here from the Region Above to subdue your rebel
lious Great Sage. Tell him to come here qUickly and surrender. If he but
utters half a 'No,' all of you will be executed." Hastily the little monsters
reported inside, "Great Sage, disaster! Disaster! Outside there are nine sav
age deities who claim that they are sent from the Region Above to subdue
the Great Sage." Our Great Sage wasjust sharing the Heavenly wine with
the four mighty commanders and the monster kings of seventy-two caves.
Hearing this announcement, he said in a most nonchalant manner,

{{Ifyou have wine today} get drunk today;
Mind not the troubles infront ofyour door!}}

Scarcely had he uttered this proverb when another group of imps came
leaping and said, "Those nine savage gods are trying to provoke battle
with foul words and nasty language." "Don't listen to them," said the

Great Sage, laughing.
((Let us seek today}s pleasure in poetry and wine)
And cease asking when we may achieve glory orfame.}}

Hardly had he finished speaking when still another flock of imps arrived to
report, "Father, those nine savage gods have broken down the door, and are
about to fight their way in!" "The reckless, witless deities!" said the Great

Sage angrily. "They really have no manners! I was not about to quarrel
with them. Why are they abusing me to my face?" He gave the order for
the One-Horn Demon King to lead the monster kings of seventy-two
caves to battle, adding that old Monkey and the four mighty commanders
would follow in the rear. The Demon King swiftly led his troops of ogres
to go out to fight, but they were ambushed by the Nine Luminaries and
pinned down right at the head of the sheet iron bridge.

At the height of the melee, the Great Sage arrived. "Make way!" he
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yelled, whipping out his iron rod. One wave ofit and it was as thick as a rice
bowl and about twelve feet long. The Great Sage plunged into battle, and
none of the Nine Luminaries dared oppose him. In a moment, they were
all beaten back. When they regrouped themselves again in battle formation,
the Nine Luminaries stood still and said, "You senseless Bimawen! You
are gUilty of the ten evils. You first stole peaches and then wine, utterly
disrupting the Grand Festival of Immortal Peaches. You also robbed Laozi
of his immortal elixir, and then you had the gall to plunder the imperial
winery for your personal enjoyment. Don't you realize that you have piled
up sin upon sin?" "Indeed," said the Great Sage, "these several incidents
did occur! But what do you intend to do now?" The Nine Luminaries said,
"We received the golden decree of the Jade Emperor to lead our troops
here to subdue you. Submit at once, and spare these creatures from being
slaughtered. If not, we shall level this mountain and overturn this cave!"
"How great is your magical power, silly gods," retorted the Great Sage
angrily, "that you dare to mouth such foolhardy words? Don't go away!
Have a taste of old Monkey's rod!" The Nine Luminaries mounted ajoint
attack, but the Handsome Monkey King was not in the least intimidated.
He wielded his golden-hooped rod, parrying left and right, and fought the
Nine Luminaries until they were thoroughly exhausted. Every one of them
turned around and fled, his weapons trailing behind him. Running into the
tent at the center of their army, they said to the Pagoda Bearer Devaraja,
"That Monkey King is indeed an intrepid warrior! We cannot withstand
him, and have returned defeated." Devaraja Li then ordered the Four Great
Devarajas and the Twenty-Eight Constellations to go out together to do
battle. Without displaying the slightest panic, the Great Sage also ordered
the One-Horn Demon King, the monster kings of seventy-two caves, and
the four mighty commanders to range themselves in battle formation in
front of the cave. Look at this all-out battle! It was truly terrifying with

The cold} soughing wind}
The dark} dreadfulfog ·
On one side} the colorful bannersfluttered;
On the other} lances and halberds glimmered.
There were row upon row ofshining helmets}
And coat upon coat ofgleaming armor.
Row upon row ofhelmets shining in the sunlight
Resembled silver bells whose chimes echoed in the sky;
Coat upon coat ofgleaming armor rising clifflike in layers
Seemed like glaciers crushing the earth.
The giant scimitars
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Flew andflashed like lightning;
The mulberry-white spears}
Couldpierce even mist and cloud!
The crosslike halberds
And tiger-eye lashes
Were arranged like thick rows ofhemp;
The green swords ofbronze
Andfour-sided shovels
Crowded together like trees in a denseforest.
Curved bows} crossbows} and stout arrows with eagle plumes}
Short staffs and snakelike lances-all could kill or maim.
That compliant rod} which the Great Sage owned}
Kept tossing and turning in this battle with gods.
Theyfought till the air was rid ofbirdsflying by;
Wolves and tigers were drivenfrom within the mount;
The planet was darkened by hurtling rocks and stones}
And the cosmos bedimmed byflying dust and dirt.
The clamor and clangor disturbed Heaven and Earth;
The scrap and scuffie alarmed both demons andgods.
Beginning with the battle formation at dawn, they fought until the sun

sank down behind the western hills. The One-Horn Demon King and the
monster kings of seventy-two caves were all taken captive by the forces
of Heaven. Those who escaped were the four mighty commanders and
the troop of monkeys, who hid themselves deep inside the Water-Curtain
Cave. With his single rod, the Great Sage withstood in midair the Four
Great Devarajas, Li the Pagoda Bearer, and Prince Nata and battled with
them for a long time. When he saw that evening was approaching, the Great
Sage plucked a handful of hairs, threw them into his mouth, and chewed
them to pieces. He spat them out, crying, "Change!" They changed at once
into many thousands of Great Sages, each employing a golden-hooped rod!
They beat back Prince Nata and defeated the Five Devarajas. In triumph
the Great Sage collected back his hairs and hurried back to his cave. Soon,
at the head of the sheet iron bridge, he was met by the four mighty com
manders leading the rest of the monkeys. As they kowtowed to receive
him they cried three times, sobbing aloud, and then they laughed three
times, hee-heeing and ho-hoing. The Great Sage said, "Why do you all
laugh and cry when you see me?" "When we fought with the Deva Kings
this morning," said the four mighty commanders, "the monster kings of
seventy-two caves and the One-Horn Demon King were all taken captive
by the gods. We were the only ones who managed to escape alive, and that
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is why we cried. Now we see that the Great Sage has returned unharmed
and triumphant, and so we laugh as well."

"Victory and defeat," said the Great Sage, "are the common experiences
of a soldier. The ancient proverb says,

You may kill ten thousand ofyour enemies}
But you will lose three thousand ofyour allies!

Moreover, those chieftains who have been captured are tigers and leopards,
wolves and insects, badgers and foxes, and the like. Not a single member
of our own kind has been hurt. Why then should we be disconsolate?
Although our adversaries have been beaten back by my magic of body
division, they are still encamped at the foot of our mountain. Let us be
most vigilant, therefore, in our defense. Have a good meal, rest well, and
conserve your energy. When morning comes, watch me perform a great
magic and capture some of these generals from Heaven, so that our com
rades may be avenged." The four mighty commanders drank a few bowls
of coconut wine with the host of monkeys and went to sleep peacefully.
We shall speak no more of them.

When those Four Devarajas retired their troops and stopped their fight
ing, each one of the Heavenly commanders came to report his accomplish
ment. There were those who had captured lions and elephants and those
who had apprehended wolves, crawling creatures, and foxes. Not a single
monkey monster, however, had been seized. The camp was then secured,
a great tent was pitched, and those commanders with meritorious services
were rewarded. The soldiers in charge of the cosmic nets were ordered to
carry bells and were given passwords. They encircled the Flower-Fruit
Mountain to await the great battle of the next day, and each soldier ev
erywhere diligently kept his watch. So this is the situation:

The impish monkey in rebellion disturbs Heaven and Earth.
But the net is spread and open} ready night and day.

We do not know what took place after the next morning; let's listen to
the explanation in the next chapter.
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Guanyin} attending the banquet} inquires into the affair;

The Little Sage} exerting his power} subdues the Great Sage.

For the moment we shall not tell you about the siege of the gods or the
Great Sage at rest. We speak instead of the Great Compassionate Deliverer,
the Efficacious Bodhisattva Guanyin from the Potalaka Mountain of the
South Sea. Invited by the Lady Q!!een Mother to attend the Grand Festival
of Immortal Peaches, she arrived at the treasure chamber of theJasper Pool
with her senior disciple, Hui'an. There they found the whole place desolate
and the banquet tables in utter disarray. Although several members of the
Heavenly pantheon were present, none was seated. Instead, they were all
engaged in vigorous exchanges and discussions. After the Bodhisattva had
greeted the various deities, they told her what had occurred. "Since there
will be no festival," said the Bodhisattva, "nor any raising of cups, all of
you might as well come with this humble cleric to see the Jade Emperor."
The gods followed her gladly, and they went to the entrance to the Hall of
Perfect Light. There the Bodhisattva was met by the Four Heavenly Pre
ceptors and the Immortal of Naked Feet, who recounted how the celestial
soldiers, ordered by an enragedJade Emperor to capture the monster, had
not yet returned. The Bodhisattva said, "I would like to have an audience
with theJade Emperor. May I trouble one ofyou to announce my arrival?"
The Heavenly Preceptor Q,Lu Hongji went at once into the Treasure Hall
of Divine Mists and, having made his report, invited Guanyin to enter.
Laozi then took the upper seat with the Emperor, while the Lady Q!!een
Mother was in attendance behind the throne.

The Bodhisattva led the crowd inside. After paying homage to the
Jade Emperor, they also saluted Laozi and the Q!!een Mother. When each
of them was seated, she asked, "How is the Grand Festival of Immortal
Peaches?" "Every year when the festival has been given," said the Jade
Emperor, "we have thoroughly enjoyed ourselves. This year it has been
completely ruined by a baneful monkey, leaving us with nothing but an in
vitation to disappointment." "Where did this baneful monkey come from?"
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asked the Bodhisattva. "He was born of a stone egg on top of the Flower
Fruit Mountain of the Aolai Country of the East Purvavideha Continent,"
said theJade Emperor. "At the moment of his birth, two beams of golden
light flashed immediately from his eyes, reaching as far as the Palace of the
Polestar. We did not think much of that, but he later became a monster,
subduing the Dragon and taming the Tiger as well as eradicating his name
from the Register ofDeath. When the Dragon Kings and the Kings of the
Underworld brought the matter to our attention, we wanted to capture
him. The Star of Long Life, however, observed that all the beings of the
three regions which possessed the nine apertures could attain immortal
ity. We therefore decided to educate and nurture the talented monkey and
summoned him to the Region Above. He was appointed to the post of
Bimawen at the imperial stables, but, taking offense at the lowliness of his
position, he left Heaven in rebellion. We then sent Devaraja Li and Prince
Nata to ask for his submission by proclaiming a decree of pacification. He
was brought again to the Region Above and was appointed the Great Sage,
Equal to Heaven-a rank without compensation. Since he had nothing
to do but to wander east and west, we feared that he might cause further
trouble. So he was asked to look after the Garden of Immortal Peaches.
But he broke the law and ate all the large peaches from the oldest trees.
By then, the banquet was about to be given. As a person without salary he
was, ofcourse, not invited; nonetheless, he plotted to deceive the Immortal
of Naked Feet and managed to sneak into the banquet by assuming the
Immortal's appearance. He finished off all the divine wine and food, after
which he also stole Laozi's elixir and took away a considerable quantity
of imperial wine for the enjoyment of his mountain monkeys. Our mind
has been sorely vexed by this, and we therefore sent a hundred thousand
celestial soldiers with cosmic nets to capture him. We haven't yet received
today's report on how the battle is faring."

When the Bodhisattva heard this, she said to Disciple Hui'an, "You

must leave Heaven at once, go down to the Flower-Fruit Mountain, and
inquire into the military situation. If the enemy is engaged, you can lend
your assistance; in any event, you must bring back a factual report." The
Disciple Hui'an straightened out his attire and mounted the cloud to leave
the palace, an iron rod in his hand. When he arrived at the mountain, he
found layers of cosmic net drawn tightly and sentries at every gate holding
bells and shouting passwords. The encirclement of the mountain was in
deed watertight! Hui'an stood still and called out, "Heavenly sentinels, may
I trouble you to announce my arrival? I am Prince Mok~a, second son of
Devaraja Li, and I am also Hui'an, senior disciple of Guanyin of South Sea.
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I have come to inquire about the military situation." The divine soldiers
of the Five Mountains at once reported this beyond the gate. The consel
lations Aquarius, Pleiades, Hydra, and Scorpio then conveyed the message
to the central tent. Devaraja Li issued a directorial flag, which ordered the
cosmic nets to be opened and entrance permitted for the visitor. Day was
just dawning in the east as Hui'an followed the flag inside and prostrated
himself before the Four Great Devarajas and Devaraja Li.

After he had finished his greetings, Devaraja Li said, "My child, where
have you come from?" "Your untutored son," said Hui'an, "accompanied

the Bodhisattva to attend the Festival of Immortal Peaches. Seeing that
the festival was desolate and theJasper Pool laid waste, the Bodhisattva led
the various deities and your untutored son to have an audience with the
Jade Emperor. TheJade Emperor spoke at length about Father and King's
expedition to the Region Below to subdue the baneful monkey. Since no
report has returned for a whole day and neither victory nor defeat has
been ascertained, the Bodhisattva ordered your untutored son to come
here to find out how things stand." "We came here yesterday to set up the
encampment," said Devaraja Li, "and the Nine Luminaries were sent to
provoke battle. But this fellow made a grand display of his magical pow
ers, and the Nine Luminaries all returned defeated. After that, I led the
troops personally to confront him, and the fellow also brought his forces
into formation. Our hundred thousand celestial soldiers fought with him
until evening, when he retreated from the battle by using the magic of
body division. When we recalled the troops and made our investigation,
we found that we had captured some wolves, crawling creatures, tigers,
leopards, and the like. But we did not even catch half a monkey monster!
And today we have not yet gone into battle."

As he was saying all this, someone came from the gate of the camp to
report, "That Great Sage, leading his band of monkey monsters, is shout
ing for battle outside." The Four Devarajas, Devaraja Li, and the prince at
once made plans to bring out the troops, when Mok~a said, "Father King,
your untutored son was told by the Bodhisattva to come down here to
acquire information. She also told me to give you assistance should there
be actual combat. Though I am not very talented, I volunteer to go out
now and see what kind of a Great Sage this is!" "Child," said the Devaraja,
"since you have studied with the Bodhisattva for several years, you must,
I suppose, have some powers! But do be careful!"

Dear prince! Grasping the iron rod with both hands, he tightened up his
embroidered garment and leaped out of the gate. "Who is the Great Sage,
Equal to Heaven?" he cried. Holding high his compliant rod, the Great
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Sage answered, "None other than old Monkey here! Who are you that
you dare question me?" "I am Mok~a, the second prince of Devaraja Li,"
said Moks~a. "At present I am also the disciple of Bodhisattva Guanyin, a
defender of the faith before her treasure throne. And my religious name is
Hui'an." "Why have you left your religious training at South Sea and come
here to see me?" said the Great Sage. "I was sent by my master to inquire
about the military situation," said Mok~a. "Seeing what a nuisance you
have made ofyourself, I have come specifically to capture you." "You dare
to talk so big?" said the Great Sage. "But don't run away! Have a taste of
old Monkey's rod!" Mok~awas not at all frightened and met his opponent
squarely with his own iron rod. The two of them stood before the gate of
the camp at mid-mountain, and what a magnificent battle they fought!

Though one rod is pitted against another} the iron}s quite different;
Though this weapon couples with the other} the persons are not the same.
The one called the Great Sage is an apostate primordial immortal;
The other is Guanyin}s disciple} truly heroic andproud.
The all-iron rod} pounded by a thousand hammers}
Is made by the Six Gods ofDarkness and the Six Gods ofLight.
The compliant rodfixes the depth ofHeaven}s river}
A thing divine ruling the oceans with its magic might.
The two ofthem in meeting havefound their match;
Back andforth they battle in endless rounds.
From this one the rod ofstealthy hands}
Savage andfierce}
Around the waist stabs andjabs swiftly as the wind;
From the other the rod} doubling as a spear
Driving and relentless}
Lets up not a moment its parrying left and right.
On this side the bannersflare andflutter;
On the other the war drums roll and rattle.
Ten thousand celestialfighters circle round and round.
The monkey monsters ofa whole cave stand in rows and rows.
Weirdfog and dark cloud spread throughout the earth.
Thefume and smoke ofbattle reach even Heaven}s Palace.
Yesterday}s battle was something to behold.
Still more violent is the contest today.
Envy the Monkey King}for he}s truly able:
Mok$a}s deftated-he}sfleeingfor his lift!

Our Great Sage battled Hui'an for fifty or sixty rounds until the prince's
arms and shoulders were sore and numb and he could fight no longer. After
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one final, futile swing ofhis weapon, he fled in defeat. The Great Sage then
gathered together his monkey troops and stationed them securely outside
the entrance of the cave. At the camp of the Devaraja, the celestial soldiers
could be seen receiving the prince and making way for him to enter the

gate. Panting and puffing, he ran in and gasped out to the Four Devarajas ,
Pagoda Bearer Li , and Nata, "That Great Sage! What an ace! Great indeed
is his magical power! Your son cannot overcome him and has returned
defeated." Shocked by the sight, Devaraja Li at once wrote a memorial to
the Throne to request further assistance. The demon king Mahabali and
Prince Mok~awere sent to Heaven to present the document.

The two of them dared not linger. They crashed out of the cosmic
nets and mounted the holy mist and hallowed cloud. In a moment they
reached the Hall of Perfect Light and met the Four Heavenly Preceptors,
who led them into the Treasure Hall of Divine Mists to present their me
morial. Hui'an also saluted the Bodhisattva, who asked him, "What have
you found out about the situation?" "When I reached the Flower-Fruit
Mountain by your order," said Hui'an, "I opened the cosmic nets by my
call. Seeing my father, I told him of my master's intentions in sending me.
Father King said, 'We fought a battle yesterday with that Monkey King
but managed to take from him only tigers, leopards, lions, elephants, and
the like. We did not catch a single one of his monkey monsters.' As we
were talking, he again demanded battle. Your disciple used the iron rod to
fight him for fifty or sixty rounds, but I could not prevail against him and
returned to the camp defeated. Thus father had to send the demon king
Mahabali and your pupil to come here for help." The Bodhisattva bowed
her head and pondered.

We now tell you about the Jade Emperor, who opened the memorial
and found a message asking for assistance. "This is rather absurd!" he said
laughing. "Is this monkey monster such a wizard that not even a hundred
thousand soldiers from Heaven can vanquish him? Devaraja Li is again ask
ing for help. What division of divine warriors can we send to assist him?"
Hardly had he finished speaking when Guanyin folded her hands and said
to him. "Your Majesty, let not your mind be troubled! This humble cleric
will recommend a god who can capture the monkey." "Which one would
you recommend?" said the Jade Emperor. "Your Majesty's nephew," said
the Bodhisattva, "the Immortal Master of Illustrious Sagacity Erlang , who
is living at the mouth of the River ofLibations in the Guan Prefecture and
enjoying the incense and oblations offered to him from the Region Below.
In former days he himself slew six monsters. Under his command are the
Brothers of Plum Mountain and twelve hundred plant-headed deities, all
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possessing great magical powers. However, he will agree only to special
assignments and will not obey any general summons. Your Majesty may
want to send an edict transferring his troops to the scene of the battle and
requesting his assistance. Our monster will surely be captured." When the
Jade Emperor heard this, he immediately issued such an edict and ordered
the demon king Mahabali to present it.

Having received the edict, the demon king mounted a cloud and went
straight to the mouth of the River of Libations. It took him less than half
an hour to reach the temple of the Immortal Master. Immediately the
demon magistrates guarding the doors made this report inside: "There
is a messenger from Heaven outside who has arrived with an edict in his
hand." Erlang and his brothers came out to receive the edict, which was
read before burning incense. The edict said:

The Great Sage, Equal to Heaven, a monstrous monkey from the Flower
Fruit Mountain, is in revolt. At the Palace he stole peaches, wine, and elixir,
and disrupted the Grand Festival of Immortal Peaches. A hundred thou
sand Heavenly soldiers with eighteen sets of cosmic nets were dispatched
to surround the mountain and capture him, but victory has not yet been
secured. We therefore make this special request of our worthy nephew
and his sworn brothers to go to the Flower-Fruit Mountain and assist in
destroying this monster. Following your success will be lofty elevation
and abundant reward.

In great delight the Immortal Master said, "Let the messenger of Heaven
go back. I will go at once to offer my assistance with drawn sword." The
demon king went back to report, but we shall speak no further of that.

This Immortal Master called together the Six Brothers ofPlum Moun
tain: they were Kang, Zhang, Yao, and Li, the four grand marshals, and
Guo Shen and Zhi Jian, the two generals. As they congregated before
the court, he said to them, "The Jade Emperor just now sent us to the
Flower-Fruit Mountain to capture a monstrous monkey. Let's get going!"
Delighted and willing, the brothers at once called out the divine soldiers
under their command. With falcons mounted and dogs on leashes, with
arrows ready and bows drawn, they left in a violent magic wind and crossed
in a moment the great Eastern Ocean. As they landed on the Flower
Fruit Mountain, they saw their way blocked by dense layers of cosmic net.
"Divine commanders guarding the cosmic nets, hear us," they shouted.

"We are specially assigned by the Jade Emperor to capture the monstrous
monkey. Open the gate of your camp quickly and let us through." The
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various deities conveyed the message to the inside, level by leveL The Four
Devarajas and Devaraja Li then came out to the gate of the camp to receive
them. After they had exchanged greetings, there were questions about the
military situation, and the Devaraja gave them a thorough briefing. "Now
that I, the Little Sage, have come," said the Immortal Master, laughing,
"he will have to engage in a contest of transformations with his adversary.
You gentlemen make sure that the cosmic nets are tightly drawn on all
sides, but leave the top uncovered. Let me try my hand in this contest. If I
lose, you gentlemen need not come to my assistance, for my own brothers
will be there to support me. If I win, you gentlemen will not be needed
in tying him up either; my own brothers will take care of that. All I need
is the Pagoda Bearer Devaraja to stand in midair with his imp-reflecting
mirror. If the monster should be defeated, I fear that he may try to flee
to a distant locality. Make sure that his image is clearly reflected in the
mirror, so that we don't lose him." The Devarajas set themselves up in
the four directions, while the Heavenly soldiers all lined up according to
their planned formations.

With himself as the seventh brother, the Immortal Master led the four
grand marshals and the two generals out of the camp to provoke battle. The
other warriors were ordered to defend their encampment with vigilance,
and the plant-headed deities were ordered to have the falcons and dogs
ready for battle. The Immortal Master went to the front of the Water
Curtain Cave, where he saw a troop of monkeys neatly positioned in an
array that resembled a coiled dragon. At the center of the array was the
banner bearing the words "The Great Sage, Equal to Heaven." "That auda
cious monster!" said the Immortal Master. "How dare he assume the rank
'Equal to Heaven'?" "There's no time for praise or blame," said the Six
Brothers ofPlum Mountain. "Let's challenge him at once!" When the little

monkeys in front of the camp saw the Immortal Master, they ran quickly
to make their report. Seizing his golden-hooped rod, straightening out his
golden cuirass, slipping on his cloud-treading shoes, and pressing down
his red-gold cap, the Monkey King leaped out of the camp. He opened his
eyes wide to stare at the Immortal Master, whose features were remarkably
refined and whose attire was most elegant. Truly, he was a man of

Features most comely and noble mien}
With ears reaching his shoulders and eyes alert and bright.
A cap ofthe Three Mountains} Phoenixflying crowned his head}
And apale yellow robe ofgoose-down he wore on hisframe.
His boots ofgold threads matched the hoses ofcoiling dragons.
Eight emblems likeflower clusters adorned his belt ofjade .
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From his waist hung the pellet bow ofnew moon shape.
His hands held a lance with three points and two blades.
He once axed open the Peach Mountain to save his mother.
He struck with a single pellet two phoenixes ofZongluo.
He slew the Eight Monsters} and hisfame spread wide;
He made as chivalric allies the Plum Mountain}s Seven Sages.
A lofty mind} he scorned being a relative ofHeaven.
His proud nature led him to live near the River ofLibations.
This is the Kind and Magnanimous Sagefrom the City ofChi;
Skilled in boundless transformations} his name}s Erlang.
When the Great Sage saw him, he lifted high his golden-hooped rod

with gales of laughter and called out, "What little warrior are you and
where do you come from, that you dare present yourself here to provoke
battle?" "You must have eyes but no pupils," shouted the Immortal Master,
"ifyou don't recognize me! I am the maternal nephew of theJade Emperor,
Erlang, the King of Illustrious Grace and Spirit by imperial appointment. I
have received my order from above to arrest you, the rebellious Bimawen
ape. Don't you know that your time has come?" "I remember," said the
Great Sage, "that the sister of the Jade Emperor some years ago became
enamored of the Region Below; she married a man by the name of Yang
and had a son by him. Are you that boy who was reputed to have cleaved
open the Peach Mountain with his ax? I would like to rebuke you roundly,
but I have no grudge against you. I can hit you with this rod of mine too,
but I'd like to spare your life! A little boy like you, why don't you hurry
back and ask your Four Great Devarajas to come out?" When the Immortal
Master heard this, he grew very angry and shouted, "Reckless ape! Don't
you dare be so insolent! Take a sample of my blade!" Swerving to dodge
the blow, the Great Sage qUickly raised his golden-hooped rod to engage
his opponent. What a fine fight there was between the two of them:

Erlang} the God ofIllustrious Kindness}
And the Great Sage} Equal to Heaven!
Theformer} haughty and high-minded} defied the Handsome Monkey King.
The latter} not knowing his man} would crush a stalwartfoe.
Suddenly these two met}
And both desired a match-
They had never known which was the better man;
Today they}lliearn who}s strong and who}s weak!
The iron rod seemed afiying dragon}
And the lance divine a dancing phoenix:
Left and right they struck}
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Attacking bothfront and back.
The Six Brothers ofPlum Mountain filled one side with their awesome

presence}
While thefourgenerals} like Ma and Liu} took command on the other side.
All worked as one to wave theflags and beat the drums;
All assisted the battle by cheering and sounding the gong.
Those two sharp weapons sought a chance to hurt}
But the thrusts andparries slacked not one whit.
The golden-hooped rod} that wonder ofthe sea}
Could change andfly to gain a victory.
A little lag and your life is over!
A tiny slip and your luck runs out!
The Immortal Master fought the Great Sage for more than three hun

dred rounds, but the result still could not be determined. The Immortal
Master, therefore, summoned all his magical powers; with a shake, he
made his body a hundred thousand feet tall. Holding with both hands the
divine lance of three points and two blades like the peaks that cap the Hua
Mountain, this green-faced, saber-toothed figure with scarlet hair aimed a
violent blow at the head of the Great Sage. But the Great Sage also exerted
his magical power and changed himself into a figure having the features
and height of Erlang. He wielded a compliant golden-hooped rod that re
sembled the Heaven-supporting pillar on top ofMount Kunlun to oppose
the god Erlang. This vision so terrified the marshals, Ma and Liu, that they
could no longer wave the flags, and so appalled the generals, Beng and Ba,
that they could use neither scimitar nor sword. On the side of Erlang, the
Brothers Kang, Zhang, Yao, Li, Guo Shen, and ZhiJian gave the order to
the plant-headed deities to let loose the falcons and dogs and to advance
upon those monkeys in front of the Water-Curtain Cave with mounted
arrows and drawn bows. The charge, alas,

Dispersed thefour mighty commanders ofmonkey imps
And captured two or three thousand numinousfiends!

Those monkeys dropped their spears and abandoned their armor, forsook
their swords and threw away their lances. They scattered in all directions
running, screaming, scuttling up the mountain, or scrambling back to the
cave. It was as if a cat at night had stolen upon resting birds: they darted
up as stars to fill the sky. The Brothers thus gained a complete victory, of
which we shall speak no further.

Now we were telling you about the Immortal Master and the Great
Sage, who had changed themselves into forms which imitated Heaven and
Earth. As they were dOing battle, the Great Sage suddenly perceived that
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the monkeys of his camp were put to rout, and his heart grew faint. He
changed out of his magic form, turned around, and fled, dragging his rod
behind him. When the Immortal Master saw that he was running away,
he chased him with great strides, saying, "Where you going? Surrender
now, and your life will be spared!" The Great Sage did not stop to fight
anymore but ran as fast as he could. Near the cave's entrance, he ran right
into Kang, Zhang, Yao, and Li, the four grand marshals, and Guo Shen
and ZhiJian, the two generals, who were at the head of an army blocking
his way. "Lawless ape!" they cried, "where do you think you're going?"

Q!:!ivering all over, the Great Sage squeezed his golden-hooped rod back
into an embroidery needle and hid it in his ear. With a shake of his body,
he changed himself into a small sparrow and flew to perch on top of a tree.
In great agitation, the six Brothers searched all around but could not find
him. "We've lost the monkey monster! We've lost the monkey monster!"
they all cried.

As they were making all that clamor, the Immortal Master arrived and
asked, "Brothers, where did you lose him in the chase?" "Wejust had him

boxed in here," said the gods, "but he simply vanished." Scanning the place
with his phoenix eye wide open, Erlang at once discovered that the Great
Sage had changed into a small sparrow perched on a tree. He changed out
of his magic form and took off his pellet bow. With a shake of his body,
he changed into a sparrow hawk with outstretched wings, ready to attack
its prey. When the Great Sage saw this, he darted up with a flutter of his
wings; changing himself into a cormorant, he headed straight for the open
sky. When Erlang saw this, he qUickly shook his feathers and changed into
a huge ocean crane, which could penetrate the clouds to strike with its
bill. The Great Sage therefore lowered his direction, changed into a small
fish, and dove into a stream with a splash. Erlang rushed to the edge of the
water but could see no trace of him. He thought to himself, "This simian
must have gone into the water and changed himself into a fish, a shrimp,
or the like. I'll change again to catch him." He duly changed into a fish
hawk and skimmed downstream over the waves. After a while, the fish into
which the Great Sage had changed was swimming along with the current.
Suddenly he saw a bird that looked like a green kite though its feathers
were not entirely green, like an egret though it had small feathers, and like
an old crane though its feet were not red. "That must be the transformed
Erlang waiting for me," he thought to himself. He swiftly turned around
and swam away after releasing a few bubbles. When Erlang saw this, he
said, "The fish that released the bubbles looks like a carp though its tail is
not red, like a perch though there are no patterns on its scales, like a snake
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fish though there are no stars on its head, like a bream though its gills have
no bristles. Why does it move away the moment it sees me? It must be the
transformed monkey himself!" He swooped toward the fish and snapped at
it with his beak. The Great Sage shot out of the water and changed at once
into a water snake: he swam toward shore and wriggled into the grass along
the bank. When Erlang saw that he had snapped in vain and that a snake had
darted away in the water with a splash, he knew that the Great Sage had
changed again. Turning around qUickly, he changed into a scarlet-topped
gray crane, which extended its beak like sharp iron pincers to devour the
snake. With a bounce, the snake changed again into a spotted bustard stand
ing by itself rather stupidly amid the water-pepper along the bank. When
Erlang saw that the monkey had changed into such a vulgar creature-for
the spotted bustard is the basest and most promiscuous of birds, mating
indiscriminately with phoenixes, hawks, or crows-he refused to approach
him. Changing back into his true form, he went and stretched his bow to
the fullest. With one pellet he sent the bird hurtling.

The Great Sage took advantage of this opportunity, nonetheless. Roll
ing down the mountain slope, he squatted there to change again-this
time into a little temple for the local spirit. His wide-open mouth became
the entrance, his teeth the doors, his tongue the Bodhisattva, and his eyes the
windows. Only his tail he found to be troublesome, so he stuck it up in
the back and changed it into a flagpole. The Immortal Master chased him
down the slope, but instead of the bustard he had hit he found only a little
temple. He opened his phoenix eye quickly and looked at it carefully. Seeing
the flagpole behind it, he laughed and said, "It's the ape! Now he's trying to
deceive me again! I have seen plenty of temples before but never one with a
flagpole behind it. This must be another of that animal's tricks. Why should
I let him lure me inside where he can bite me once I've entered? First I'll
smash the windows with my fist! Then I'll kick down the doors!"

The Great Sage heard this and said in dismay, "How vicious! The doors
are my teeth and the windows my eyes. What am I going to do with my
eyes smashed and my teeth knocked out?" Leaping up like a tiger, he disap
peared again into the air. The Immortal Master was looking all around for
him when the four grand marshals and the two generals arrived together.
"Elder Brother," they said, "have you caught the Great Sage?" "A moment
ago," said the Immortal Master laughing, "the monkey changed into a
temple to trick me. I was about to smash the windows and kick down the
doors when he vanished out of sight with a leap. It's all very strange! Very
strange!" The Brothers were astonished, but they could find no trace of
him in any direction.
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"Brothers," said the Immortal Master, "keep a lookout down here. Let
me go up there to find him." He swiftly mounted the clouds and rose up
into the sky, where he saw Devaraja Li holding high the imp-reflecting
mirror and standing on top of the clouds with Nata. "Devaraja," said the
Immortal Master, "have you seen the Monkey King?" "He hasn't come up
here," said the Devaraja, "I have been watching him in the mirror."

After telling them about the duel in magic and transformations and the
captivity of the rest of the monkeys, the Immortal Master said, "He finally
changed into a temple. Just as I was about to attack him, he got away."
When Devaraja Li heard these words, he turned the imp-reflecting mir
ror all the way around once more and looked into it. "Immortal Master,"

he said, roaring with laughter. "Go quickly! Q!!ickly! That monkey used
his magic of body concealment to escape from the cordon and he's now
heading for the mouth of your River of Libations."

We now tell you about the Great Sage, who had arrived at the mouth
of the River of Libations. With a shake of his body, he changed into the
form of Holy Father Erlang. Lowering the direction ofhis cloud, he went
straight into the temple, and the demon magistrates could not tell that he
was not the real Erlang. Everyone of them, in fact, kowtowed to receive
him. He sat down in the middle and began to examine the various offerings;
the three kinds of sacrificial meat brought by Li Hu, the votive offering of

Zhang Long, the petition for a son by Zhao Jia, and the request for heal
ing by~n Bing. As he was looking at these, someone made the report,
"Another Holy Father has arrived!" The various demon magistrates went
quickly to look and were terror-stricken, one and all. The Immortal Master
asked, "Did a so-called Great Sage, Equal to Heaven, come here?" "We
haven't seen any Great Sage," said the demon magistrates. "But another
Holy Father is in there examining the offerings." The Immortal Master
crashed through the door; seeing him, the Great Sage revealed his true
form and said, "There's no need for the little boy to strive anymore! Sun
is now the name of this temple!"

The Immortal Master lifted his divine lance of three points and two
blades and struck, but the Monkey King with agile body was quick to
move out of the way. He whipped out that embroidery needle of his, and
with one wave caused it to take on the thickness of a rice bowl. Rushing
forward, he engaged Erlang face to face. Starting at the door of the temple,
the two combatants fought all the way back to the Flower-Fruit Mountain,
treading on clouds and mists and shouting insults at each other. The Four
Devarajas and their followers were so startled by their appearance that they
stood guard with even greater vigilance, while the grand marshals joined
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the Immortal Master to surround the Handsome Monkey King. But we
shall speak of them no more.

We tell you instead about the demon king Mahabali, who, having re
quested the Immortal Master and his Six Brothers to lead their troops to
subdue the monster, returned to the Region Above to make his report.
Conversing with the Bodhisattva Guanyin, the Q!!een Mother, and the
various divine officials in the Hall of Divine Mists, theJade Emperor said,
"If Erlang has already gone into battle, why has no further report come
back today?" Folding her hands, Guanyin said, "Permit this humble cleric
to invite Your Majesty and the Patriarch of Dao to go outside the South
Heaven Gate, so that you may find out personally how things are faring."
"That's a good suggestion," said the Jade Emperor. He at once sent for
his imperial carriage and went with the Patriarch, Guanyin, the Q!!een
Mother, and the various divine officials to the South Heaven Gate, where
the cortege was met by celestial soldiers and guardians. They opened the
gate and peered into the distance; there they saw cosmic nets on every
side manned by celestial soldiers, Devaraja Li and Nata in midair holding
high the imp-reflecting mirror, and the Immortal Master and his Brothers
encircling the Great Sage in the middle and fighting fiercely. The Bod
hisattva opened her mouth and addressed Laozi: "What do you think of
Erlang, whom this humble cleric recommended? He is certainly powerful
enough to have the Great Sage surrounded, ifnot yet captured. I shall now
help him to achieve his victory and make certain that the enemy will be
taken prisoner."

"What weapon will the Bodhisattva use," asked Laozi, "and how will

you assist him?" "I shall throw down my immaculate vase which I use for
holding my willow sprig," said the Bodhisattva. "When it hits that mon
key, at least it will knock him over, even if it doesn't kill him. Erlang, the
Little Sage, will then be able to capture him."

"That vase of yours," said Laozi, "is made of porcelain. It's all right if

it hits him on the head. But if it crashed on the iron rod instead, won't it
be shattered? You had better not raise your hands; let me help him win."
The Bodhisattva said, "Do you have any weapon?"

"I do, indeed," said Laozi. He rolled up his sleeve and took down from

his left arm an armlet, saying, "This is a weapon made of red steel, brought
into existence during my preparation of elixir and fully charged with
theurgical forces. It can be made to transform at will; indestructible by
fire or water, it can entrap many things. It's called the diamond cutter or
the diamond snare. The year when I crossed the Hangu Pass, I depended
on it a great deal for the conversion of the barbarians, for it was practi-
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cally my bodyguard night and day. Let me throw it down and hit him."
After saying this, Laozi hurled the snare down from the Heaven Gate; it
went tumbling down into the battlefield at the Flower-Fruit Mountain and
landed smack on the Monkey King's head. The Monkey King was engaged
in a bitter struggle with the Seven Sages and was completely unaware of
this weapon which had dropped from the sky and hit him on the crown of
his head. No longer able to stand on his feet, he toppled over. He managed
to scramble up again and was about to flee, when the Holy Father Erlang's
small hound dashed forward and bit him in the calf. He was pulled down
for the second time and lay on the ground cursing, "Vou brute! Why don't
you go and do your master in, instead of coming to bite old Monkey?"
Rolling over qUickly, he tried to get up, but the Seven Sages all pounced
on him and pinned him down. They bound him with ropes and punctured
his breastbone with a knife, so that he could transform no further.

Laozi retrieved his diamond snare and requested the Jade Emperor to
return to the Hall of Divine Mists with Guanyin, the ~eenMother,
and the rest of the Immortals. Down below the Four Great Deva Kings
and Devaraja Li all retired their troops, broke camp, and went forward to
congratulate Erlang, saying, "This is indeed a magnificent accomplish
ment by the Little Sage!" "This has been the great blessing of the Heav
enly Devas," said the Little Sage, "and the proper exercise of their divine
authority. What have I accomplished?" The Brothers Kang, Zhang, Vao,
and Li said, "Elder Brother need have no further discussion. Let us take

this fellow up to the Jade Emperor to see what will be done with him."
"Worthy Brothers," said the Immortal Master, "you may not have a per
sonal audience with the Jade Emperor because you have not received any
divine appointment. Let the celestial guardians take him into custody. I
shall go with the Devaraja to the Region Above to make our report, while
all of you make a thorough search of the mountain here. After you have
cleaned it out, go back to the River of Libations. When I have our deeds
recorded and received our rewards, I shall return to celebrate with you."
The four grand marshals and the two generals followed his bidding. The
Immortal Master then mounted the clouds with the rest of the deities,
and they began their triumphal journey back to Heaven, singing songs of
victory all the way. In a little while, they reached the outer court of the
Hall of Perfect Light, and the Heavenly preceptor went forward to me
morialize to the Throne, saying, "The Four Great Devarajas have captured
the monstrous monkey, the Great Sage, Equal to Heaven. They await the
command ofVour Majesty." The Jade Emperor then gave the order that
the demon king Mahabali and the celestial guardians take the prisoner to
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the monster execution block, where he was to be cut to small pieces. Alas,

this is what happens to

Fraud and impudence) now punished by the Law;
Heroics grand willfide in the briefest time!

We do not know what will become of the Monkey King; let's listen to the

explanation in the next chapter.
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From the Eight Trigrams Brazier the Great Sage escapes;

Beneath the Five Phases Mountain) Mind Monkey is stilled. 1

Fame andfortune}
Allpredestined;
One must ever shun aguileful heart.
Rectitude and truth}
Thefruits ofvirtue grow both long and deep.
A little presumption brings on Heaven}s wrath:
Though yet unseen} it will surely come in time.
Ask the Lord ofthe East2for why
Such pains andperils now appear:
Because pride has sought to scale the limits}
Ignoring hierarchy toflout the law.

We were telling you about the Great Sage, Equal to Heaven, who was
taken by the celestial guardians to the monster execution block, where he
was bound to the monster-subduing pillar. They then slashed him with a
scimitar, hewed him with an ax, stabbed him with a spear, and hacked him
with a sword, but they could not hurt his body in any way. Next, the Star
Spirit of the South Pole ordered the various deities of the Fire Depart
ment to burn him with fire, but that, too, had little effect. The gods of the
Thunder Department were then ordered to strike him with thunderbolts,
but not a single one of his hairs was destroyed. The demon king Mahabali
and the others therefore went back to report to the Throne, saying, "Your
Majesty, we don't know where this Great Sage has acquired such power to
protect his body. Your subjects slashed him with a scimitar and hewed him
with an ax; we also struck him with thunder and burned him with fire.
Not a single one of his hairs was destroyed. What shall we do?"

I. The phrase "the Monkey of the Mind and the Hose of the Will" (xinyuan yima)
is made up of metaphors commonly used in Buddhist writings.

2. Possibly a reference to the Sun God.
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When theJade Emperor heard these words, he said, "What indeed can we
do to a fellow like that, a creature of that sort?" Laozi then came forward and
said, "That monkey ate the immortal peaches and drank the imperial wine.
Moreover, he stole the divine elixir and ate five gourdfuls ofit, both raw and
cooked. All this was probably refined in his stomach by the Samadhi fire3 to
form a single solid mass. The union with his constitution gave him a diamond
body which cannot be quickly destroyed. It would be better, therefore, if
this Daoist takes him away and places him in the Brazier of Eight Trigrams,
where he will be smelted by high and low heat. When he is finally separated
from my elixir, his body will certainly be reduced to ashes." When theJade
Emperor heard these words, he told the Six Gods of Darkness and the Six
Gods of Light to release the prisoner and hand him over to Laozi, who left
in obedience to the divine decree. Meanwhile, the illustrious Sage Erlang
was rewarded with a hundred gold blossoms, a hundred bottles of imperial
wine, a hundred pellets ofelixir, together with rare treasures, lustrous pearls,
and brocades, which he was told to share with his brothers. After expressing
his gratitude, the Immortal Master returned to the mouth of the River of
Libations, and for the time being we shall speak of him no further.

Arriving at the Tushita Palace, Laozi loosened the ropes on the Great
Sage, pulled out the weapon from his breastbone, and pushed him into
the Brazier of Eight Trigrams. He then ordered the Daoist who watched
over the brazier and the page boy in charge of the fire to blow up a strong
flame for the smelting process. The brazier, you see, was of eight com
partments corresponding to the eight trigrams of Qttn, Kan, Gen, Zhen,
Xun, Li, Kun, and DuL The Great Sage crawled into the space beneath the
compartment which corresponded to the Xun trigram. Now Xun sym
bolizes wind; where there is wind, there is no fire. However, wind could
churn up smoke, which at that moment reddened his eyes, giving them a
permanently inflamed condition. Hence they were sometimes called Fiery
Eyes and Diamond Pupils.

Truly time passed by swiftly, and the forty-ninth day arrived imper
ceptibly.4 The alchemical process of Laozi was perfected, and on that day
he came to open the brazier to take out his elixir. The Great Sage at the
time was covering his eyes with both hands, rubbing his face and shedding

3. Samadhi fire: the fire that is said to consume the body of Buddha when he

enters Nirval?-a. But in the syncretic religious milieu of vernacular fiction, this fire

is possessed by many fighters or warriors who have attained immortality (including

a Daoist deity like Erlang), and it is often used as a weapon.

4. In religious Daoism, seven is regarded as a sacred number; a perfected cycle

often is calculated on the basis of seven times seven.



CHAPTER SEVEN 99

tears. He heard noises on top of the brazier and, opening his eyes, sud
denly saw light. Unable to restrain himself, he leaped out of the brazier
and kicked it over with a loud crash. He began to walk straight out of the
room, while a group of startled fire tenders and guardians tried desperately
to grab hold ofhim. Everyone of them was overthrown; he was as wild as
a white brow tiger in a fit, a one-horn dragon with a fever. Laozi rushed
up to clutch at him, only to be greeted by such a violent shove that he fell
head over heels while the Great Sage escaped. Whipping the compliant
rod out from his ear, he waved it once in the wind and it had the thickness
of a rice bowl. Holding it in his hands, without regard for good or ill, he
once more careened through the Heavenly Palace, fighting so fiercely that
the Nine Luminaries all shut themselves in and the Four Devarajas disap
peared from sight. Dear Monkey Monster! Here is a testimonial poem for
him. The poem says:

This cosmic beingfullyfused with nature}s gifts
Passes with ease through ten thousand toils and tests.
J1lst and motionless like the One Great Void}
Peifect} quiescent} he}s named the Primal Depth.
Long refined in the brazier} he}s no mercury or lead}
Just the very immortal} living above all things.
Forever transforming} he changes still;
The three refuges andfive commandments he all rejects.

Here is another poem:
As light supernalfills the boundless space}
So} too} that rod behaves accordingly.
It lengthens or shortens as a man would wish;
Upright or prostrate} it grows or shrinks at will.

And another:
A monkey}s changed body weds the human mind.
Mind is a monkey-this} the sense profound.
The Great Sage} Equal to Heaven} is noftlse thought.
How could the post ofBimajustly show his gifts?
Horse works with Monkey would mean both Mind and Will
Mustfirmly be harnessed and not be ruled without.
All things back to Nirva'tJafollow this one truth-
In league with Tathagata to live beneath twin trees. 5

This time our Monkey King had no respect for persons great or small; he
lashed out this way and that with his iron rod, and not a Single deity could

5. The twin Sal trees in the grove in which Sakyamuni entered Nirval?-a.
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withstand him. He fought all the way into the Hall ofPerfect Light and was
approaching the Hall of Divine Mists, where fortunately Wang Lingguan,
aide to the Immortal Master ofAdjuvant Holiness, was on duty. He saw the
Great Sage advancing recklessly and went forward to bar his way, holding
high his golden whip. "Wanton monkey," he cried, "where are you going?
I am here, so don't you dare be insolent!" The Great Sage did not wait for
further utterance; he raised his rod and struck at once, while Lingguan met
him also with brandished whip. The two of them charged into each other
in front of the Hall of Divine Mists. What a fight that was between

A red-bloodedpatriot # enormousftme)
And a rebel in Heaven with notorious name!
The saint and the sinnergladly do thisfight)
To test the skills # two warriors brave.
Though the rod is brutal
And the whip isfleet)
How can the hero) upright andjust)ftrbear?
This one is a supreme god # vengeance with thunderous voice;
The other) the Great Sage) Equal to Heaven) a monstrous ape.
The golden whip and the iron rod used by the two
Are both weapons divinefrom the House # God.
At the Treasure Hall #Divine Mists this day they show their might)
Displaying each his prowess most admirably.
This one brashly seeks to take the Big Dipper Palace.
The other with all his strength defends the sacred realm.
In bitter strife relentless they show their power;
Moving back andftrth) whip or rod has yet to score.
The two of them fought for some time, and neither victory nor defeat

could yet be determined. The Immortal Master of Adjuvant Holiness,
however, had already sent word to the Thunder Department, and thirty
six thunder deities were summoned to the scene. They surrounded the
Great Sage and plunged into a fierce battle. The Great Sage was not in the
least intimidated; wielding his compliant rod, he parried left and right
and met his attackers to the front and to the rear. In a moment he saw that
the scimitars, lances, swords, halberds, whips, maces, hammers, axes, gilt
bludgeons, sickles, and spades of the thunder deities were coming thick
and fast. So with one shake of his body he changed into a creature with six
arms and three heads. One wave of the compliant rod and it turned into
three; his six arms wielded the three rods like a spinning wheel, whirling
and dancing in their midst. The various thunder deities could not approach
him at all. Truly his form was
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Tumbling round and round}
Bright and luminous;
Aftrm everlasting} how imitated by men?
He cannot be burned byfire.
Can he ever be drowned in water?
A lustrous pearl ofmatJi6 he is indeed}
Immune to all the spears and the swords.
He could be good;
He could be bad;
Present good and evil he could do at will.
He}d be an immortal} a Buddha} ifhe}s good;
Wickedness would coat him with hair and horn.
Endlessly changing he runs amok in Heaven}
Not to be seized byfighting lords or thundergods.

At the time the various deities had the Great Sage surrounded, but they
could not close in on him. All the hustle and bustle soon disturbed theJade
Emperor, who at once sent the Wandering Minister of Inspection and the
Immortal Master ofBlessed Wings to go to the Western Region and invite
the aged Buddha to come and subdue the monster.

The two sages received the decree and went straight to the Spirit Moun
tain. After they had greeted the Four Vajra-Buddhas and the Eight Bodhi
sattvas in front of the Treasure Temple of Thunderclap, they asked them
to announce their arrival. The deities therefore went before the Treasure
Lotus Platform and made their report. Tathagata at once invited them to
appear before him, and the two sages made obeisance to the Buddha three
times before standing in attendance beneath the platform. Tathagata asked,
"What causes the Jade Emperor to trouble the two sages to come here?"

The two sages explained as follows: "Some time ago there was born
on the Flower-Fruit Mountain a monkey who exercised his magic pow
ers and gathered to himself a troop of monkeys to disturb the world.
The Jade Emperor threw down a decree of pacification and appointed
him a Bimawen, but he despised the lowliness of that position and left in
rebellion. Devaraja Li and Prince Nata were sent to capture him, but they
were unsuccessful, and another proclamation of amnesty was given to
him. He was then made the Great Sage, Equal to Heaven, a rank without
compensation. After a while he was given the temporary job of looking
after the Garden of Immortal Peaches, where almost immediately he stole
the peaches. He also went to the Jasper Pool and made off with the food

6. Known for its luster, this pearl is said to give sight to the blind.
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and wine, devastating the Grand Festival. Half-drunk, he went secretly
into the Tushita Palace, stole the elixir ofLaozi, and then left the Celestial
Palace in revolt. Again theJade Emperor sent a hundred thousand Heavenly
soldiers, but he was not to be subdued. Thereafter Guanyin sent for the
Immortal Master Erlang and his sworn brothers, who fought and pursued
him. Even then he knew many tricks of transformation, and only after he
was hit by Laozi's diamond snare could Erlang finally capture him. Taken
before the Throne, he was condemned to be executed; but, though slashed
by a scimitar and hewn by an ax, burned by fire and struck by thunder,
he was not hurt at all. After Laozi had received royal permission to take
him away, he was refined by fire, and the brazier was not opened until
the forty-ninth day. Immediately he jumped out of the Brazier of Eight
Trigrams and beat back the celestial guardians. He penetrated into the
Hall of Perfect Light and was approaching the Hall of Divine Mists when
Wang Lingguan, aide to the Immortal Master of Adjuvant Holiness, met
and fought with him bitterly. Thirty-six thunder generals were ordered to
encircle him completely, but they could never get near him. The situation
is desperate, and for this reason, theJade Emperor sent a special request for
you to defend the Throne."

When Tathagata heard this, he said to the various bodhisattvas, "All of
you remain steadfast here in the chief temple, and let no one relax his medi
tative posture. I have to go exorcise a demon and defend the Throne."

Tathagata then called Ananda and Kasyapa , his two venerable disciples,
to follow him. They left the Thunderclap Temple and arrived at the gate
of the Hall of Divine Mists, where they were met by deafening shouts
and yells. There the Great Sage was being beset by the thirty-six thunder
deities. The Buddhist Patriarch gave the dharma-order: "Let the thunder
deities lower their arms and break up their encirclement. Ask the Great
Sage to come out here and let me ask him what sort of divine power he
has." The various warriors retreated immediately, and the Great Sage also
threw off his magical appearance. Changing back into his true form, he
approached angrily and shouted with ill humor, "What region are you
from, monk, that you dare stop the battle and question me?" Tathagata
laughed and said, "I am Sakyamuni, the Venerable One from the Western
Region ofUltimate Bliss. I have heardjust now about your audacity, your
wildness, and your repeated acts of rebellion against Heaven. Where were
you born, and in which year did you succeed in acquiring the Way? Why
are you so violent and unruly?" The Great Sage said, "I was

Born ofEarth and Heaven} immortal divinelyfused}
An old monkey hailingfrom the Flower-Fruit Mount.
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I made my home in the Water-Curtain Cave;
Seekingfriend and teacher} I learned the Great Mystery.
Peifected in the many arts ofageless life}
I learned to change in ways boundless and vast.
Too narrow the space I found on that mortal earth:
I set my mind to live in the GreenJade Sky.
In Divine Mists Hall none should long reside}
For king mayfollow king in the reign ofman.
Ifmight is honor} let them yield to me.
Only he is hero who dares tofight and win!}}

When the Buddhist Patriarch heard these words, he laughed aloud in scorn.
"A fellow like you," he said, "is only a monkey who happens to become a
spirit. How dare you be so presumptuous as to want to seize the honored

throne of the Exalted Jade Emperor? He began practicing religion when
he was very young, and he has gone through the bitter experience of one
thousand seven hundred and fifty kalpas, with each kalpa lasting a hundred
and twenty-nine thousand six hundred years. Figure out yourself how
many years it took him to rise to the enjoyment of his great and limitless
position! You are merely a beast who hasjust attained human form in this
incarnation. How dare you make such a boast? Blasphemy! This is sheer
blasphemy, and it will surely shorten your allotted age. Repent while
there's still time and cease your idle talk! Be wary that you don't encounter
such peril that you will be cut down in an instant, and all your original
gifts will be wasted."

"Even if theJade Emperor has practiced religion from childhood," said
the Great Sage, "he should not be allowed to remain here forever. The
proverb says, 'Many are the turns of kingship, and next year the turn will
be mine!' Tell him to move out at once and hand over the Celestial Palace
to me. That'll be the end of the matter. If not, I shall continue to cause
disturbances and there'll never be peace!" "Besides your immortality and

your transformations," said the Buddhist Patriarch, "what other powers
do you have that you dare to usurp this hallowed region of Heaven?" "I've
plenty of them!" said the Great Sage. "Indeed, I know seventy-two trans
formations and a life that does not grow old through ten thousand kalpas.
I know also how to cloud-somersault, and one leap will take me a hundred
and eight thousand miles. Why can't I sit on the Heavenly throne?"

The Buddhist Patriarch said, "Let me make a wager with you. If you
have the ability to somersault clear of this right palm of mine, I shall
consider you the winner. You need not raise your weapon in battle then,
for I shall ask theJade Emperor to go live with me in the West and let you
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have the Celestial Palace. If you cannot somersault out of my hand, you
can go back to the Region Below and be a monster. Work through a few
more kalpas before you return to cause more trouble."

When the Great Sage heard this, he said to himself, snickering, "What a
fool this Tathagata is! A single somersault ofmine can carry old Monkey a
hundred and eight thousand miles, yet his palm is not even one foot across.
How could I possibly not jump clear of it?" He asked quickly, "You're
certain that your decision will stand?" "Certainly it will," said Tathagata.
He stretched out his right hand, which was about the size of a lotus leaf.
Our Great Sage put away his compliant rod and, summoning his power,
leaped up and stood right in the center of the Patriarch's hand. He said
simply, "I'm off!" and he was gone-all but invisible like a streak oflight in
the clouds. Training the eye ofwisdom on him, the Buddhist Patriarch saw
that the Monkey King was hurtling along relentlessly like a whirligig.

As the Great Sage advanced, he suddenly saw five flesh-pink pillars
supporting a mass of green air. "This must be the end of the road," he
said. "When I go back presently, Tathagata will be my witness and I shall
certainly take up residence in the Palace of Divine Mists." But he thought
to himself, "Wait a moment! I'd better leave some kind of memento if I'm

going to negotiate with Tathagata." He plucked a hair and blew a mouth
ful of magic breath onto it, crying, "Change!" It changed into a writing
brush with extra thick hair soaked in heavy ink. On the middle pillar he
then wrote in large letters the following line: "The Great Sage, Equal to
Heaven, has made a tour of this place." When he had finished writing,
he retrieved his hair, and with a total lack of respect he left a bubbling
pool of monkey urine at the base of the first pillar. He reversed his cloud
somersault and went back to where he had started. Standing on Tathagata's
palm, he said, "I left, and now I'm back. Tell the Jade Emperor to give me
the Celestial Palace."

"You pisshead ape!" scolded Tathagata. "Since when did you ever leave
the palm ofmy hand?" The Great Sage said, "You arejust ignorant! I went
to the edge of Heaven, and I found five flesh-pink pillars supporting a
mass of green air. I left a memento there. Do you dare go with me to have
a look at the place?" "No need to go there," said Tathagata. "Just lower
your head and take a look." When the Great Sage stared down with his
fiery eyes and diamond pupils, he found written on the middle finger of
the Buddhist Patriarch's right hand the sentence, "The Great Sage, Equal to
Heaven, has made a tour of this place." A pungent whiff of monkey urine
came from the fork between the thumb and the first finger. Astonished,
the Great Sage said, "Could this really happen? Could this really happen?
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I wrote those words on the pillars supporting the sky. How is it that they
now appear on his finger? Could it be that he is exercising the magic power
of foreknowledge without divination? I won't believe it! I won't believe
it! Let me go there once more!"

Dear Great Sage! Q!!ickly he crouched and was about to jump up again,
when the Buddhist Patriarch flipped his hand over and tossed the Monkey
King out of the West Heaven Gate. The five fingers were transformed
into the Five Phases of metal, wood, water, fire, and earth. They became,
in fact, five connected mountains, named Five-Phases Mountain, which
pinned him down withjust enough pressure to keep him there. The thun
der deities, .A.nanda, and Kasyapa all folded their hands and cried in ac
clamation:

"Praise be to virtue! Praise be to virtue!

He learned to be human} bornfrom an egg that year}
Aiming to cultivate the authentic Wtly}sfruit.
His was afine place by ten thousand kalpas unmoved.
But one day he changed} expending vim and strength.
Craving high place} heflouted Heaven}s reign}
Mocked sages} stole pills} and broke the great relations.
Evil}full to the brim} now meets its retribution.
We know not when he may hope tofind release.}}
After the Buddhist Patriarch Tathagata had vanquished the monstrous

monkey, he at once called .A.nanda and Kasyapa to return with him to the
Western Paradise. At that moment, however, Tianpeng and Tianyou, two
celestial messengers, came running out of the Treasure Hall ofDivine Mists
and said, "We beg Tathagata to wait a moment, please! Our Lord's grand
carriage will arrive momentarily." When the Buddhist Patriarch heard
these words, he turned around and waited with reverence. In a moment
he did indeed see a chariot drawn by eight colorful phoenixes and covered
by a canopy adorned with nine luminous jewels. The entire cortege was
accompanied by the sound of wondrous songs and melodies, chanted by
a vast celestial choir. Scattering precious blossoms and diffusing fragrant
incense, it came up to the Buddha, and theJade Emperor offered his thanks,
saying, "We are truly indebted to your mighty dharma for vanquishing that
monster. We beseech Tathagata to remain for one brief day, so that we may
invite the immortals to join us in giving you a banquet of thanks." Not
daring to refuse, Tathagata folded his hands to thank the Jade Emperor,
saying, "Your old monk came here at your command, Most Honorable
Deva. Ofwhat power may I boast, really? lowe my success entirely to the
excellent fortune of Your Majesty and the various deities. How can I be
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worthy ofyour thanks?" TheJade Emperor then ordered the various deities
from the Thunder Department to send invitations abroad to the Three Pure
Ones, the Four Ministers, the Five Elders, the Six Women Officials, the
Seven Stars, the Eight Poles, the Nine Luminaries, and the Ten Capitals.
Together with a thousand immortals and ten thousand sages, they were to
come to the thanksgiving banquet given for the Buddhist Patriarch. The
Four Great Imperial Preceptors and the Divine Maidens of Nine Heavens
were told to open wide the golden gates of the Jade Capital, the Treasure
Palace of Primal Secret, and the Five Lodges of Penetrating Brightness.
Tathagata was asked to be seated high on the Numinous Terrace of Seven
Treasures, and the rest of the deities were then seated according to rank
and age before a banquet ofdragon livers, phoenix marrow,juices ofjade,
and immortal peaches.

In a little while, the Jade-Pure Honorable Divine of the Origin, the
Exalted-Pure Honorable Divine of Spiritual Treasures, the Primal-Pure
Honorable Divine of Moral Virtue, the Immortal Masters of Five Influ
ences, the Star Spirits ofFive Constellations, the Three Ministers, the Four
Sages, the Nine Luminaries, the Left and Right Assistants, the Devaraja,
and Prince Nata all marched in leading a train of flags and canopies in
pairs. They were all holding rare treasures and lustrous pearls, fruits of
longevity and exotic flowers to be presented to the Buddha. As they bowed
before him, they said, "We are most grateful for the unfathomable power
of Tathagata, who has subdued the monstrous monkey. We are grateful,
too, to the Most Honorable Deva, who is having this banquet and asked
us to come here to offer our thanks. May we beseech Tathagata to give
this banquet a name?"

Responding to the petition of the various deities, Tathagata said, "If a
name is desired, let this be called 'The Great Banquet for Peace in Heaven.'"
"What a magnificent name!" the various Immortals cried in unison. "In
deed, it shall be the Great Banquet for Peace in Heaven." When they fin
ished speaking, they took their seats separately, and there was the pouring
of wine and exchanging of cups, pinning of corsages and playing of zith
ers. It was indeed a magnificent banquet, for which we have a testimonial
poem. The poem says:

That Feast ofPeaches Immortal disturbed by the ape
Is now surpassed by this Banquetfor Peace in Heaven.
Dragonflags andphoenix chariots standglowing in halos brightJ

As standards and blazing banners whirl in hallowed light.
Sweet are the tunes ofimmortal airs and songsJ

Noble the sounds ofpanpipes and doubleflutes ofjade .
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Incense ambrosial surrounds this assembly ofsaints.
The world is tranquil. May the Holy Court be praised!
As all of them were feasting happily, the Lady Q!!een Mother also led

a host of divine maidens and immortal singing-girls to come before the
Buddha, dancing with nimble feet. They bowed to him, and she said, "Our
Festival of Immortal Peaches was ruined by that monstrous monkey. We
are beholden to the mighty power ofTathagata for the enchainment of this
mischievous ape. In the celebration during this Great Banquet for Peace
in Heaven, we have little to offer as a token of our thanks. Please accept,
however, these few immortal peaches plucked from the large trees by our
own hands." They were truly

Halfred} halfgreen} and spouting aroma sweet}
Ofluscious roots immortal} and ten thousand years old.
Pity thosefruits planted at the Wuling SpringF
How do they equal the marvels ofHeaven}s home:
Those tender ones ofpurple veins so rare in the world}
And those ofmatchless sweetness with pale yellow pits?
They lengthen your age} prolong your lift} and change yourframe.
He who has the luck to eat them will never be the same.
After the Buddhist Patriarch had pressed together his hands to thank

the Q!!een Mother, she ordered the immortal singing-girls and the divine
maidens to sing and dance. All the immortals at the banquet applauded
enthusiastically. Truly there were

Whorls ofHeavenly incensefilling the seats}
Andprofuse array ofdivine petals and stems.
Jade capital andgolden arches in what great splendor!
How priceless} too} the strange goods and rare treasures!
Every pair had the same age as Heaven.
Every set increased through ten thousand kalpas.
Mulberryfields or vast oceans} let them shift and change.
He who lives here has neithergriefnorfear.

The Q!!een Mother commanded the immortal maidens to sing and dance,
as wine cups and goblets clinked together steadily. After a little while,
suddenly

A wondrousfragrance came to meet the nose}
Rousing Stars and Planets in that great hall.
The gods and the Buddha put down their cups.

7. Wuling: a prefecture located in the town of Changde in modern Hunan prov

ince. The brook was made famous by literary treatments of the peach forest there.
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Raising his head} each waited with his eyes.
There in the air appeared an aged man}
Holding a most luxuriant long-lift plant.
His gourd had elixir often thousand years.
His book listed names twelve millennia old.
Sky and earth in his cave knew no constraint.
Sun and moon were peifected in his vase.
He roamed the Four Seas in joy serene}
And made the Ten Islets his tranquil home.
Getting drunk often at the Peaches Feast
He woke; the moon shone brightly as ofold.
He had a long head} shortframe} and large ears.
His name: Star ofLong Liftfrom South Pole.
After the Star of Long Life had arrived and had greeted the Jade Em

peror, he also went up to thank Tathagata, saying, "When I first heard
that the baneful monkey was being led by Laozi to the Tushita Palace to
be refined by alchemical fire, I thought peace was surely secured. I never
suspected that he could still escape, and it was fortunate that Tathagata in
his goodness had subdued this monster. When I got word of the thanks
giving banquet, I came at once. I have no other gifts to present to you but
these purple agaric, jasper plant, jade-green lotus root, and golden elixir."

The poem says:
Jade-green lotus andgolden drug are given to Sakya.
Like the sands ofGanges is the age of Tathagata.
The brocade ofthe three wains is calm} eternal bliss. 8

The nine-grade garland is a wholesome} endless lift. 9

The true master ofthe Madhyamika School
Dwells in the Heaven ofbothform and emptiness.
The great earth and cosmos all call him Lord.
His sixteen-foot diamondframe}s great in blessing and age. 10

Tathagata accepted the thanks cheerfully, and the Star ofLong Life went
to his seat. Again there was pouring of wine and exchanging of cups. The
Great Immortal ofNaked Feet also arrived. After prostrating himselfbefore
the Jade Emperor, he too went to thank the Buddhist Patriarch, saying,

8. The three wains are the three vehicles drawn by a goat, a deer, and an ox to

convey the living across the cycles of births and deaths to the shores of Nirval?-a.

9. "Nine-grade" refers to the nine classes or grades of rewards in the Pure

Land.

10. Buddha's transformed (deified) body is said to be sixteen feet, the same height

as his earthly body.
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"I am profoundly grateful for your dharma which subdued the baneful
monkey. I have no other things to convey my respect but two magic pears
and some fire dates, which I now present to you." The poem says:

The Naked-Feet Immortal broughtfragrant pears and dates
To give to Amitabha) whose count ofyears is long.
Firm as a hill is his Lotus Platform ofSeven Treasures;
Brocadelike is his Flower Seat of Thousand Gold adorned.
Nofalse speech is this-his age equals Heaven and Earth;
Nor is this a lie-his luck is great as the sea.
Blessing and long life reach in him theirfullest scope)
Dwelling in that Western Region ofcalm) eternal bliss.

Tathagata again thanked him and asked A.nanda and Kasyapa to put away
the gifts one by one before approaching the Jade Emperor to express his
gratitude for the banquet. By now, everyone was somewhat tipsy. A Spirit
Minister of Inspection then arrived to make the report, "The Great Sage is
sticking out his head!" "No need to worry," said the Buddhist Patriarch. He
took from his sleeve a tag on which were written in gold letters the words
Om matJi padme hum. Handing it over to A.nanda, he told him to stick it
on the top of the mountain. This deva received the tag, took it out of the
Heaven Gate, and stuck it tightly on a square piece of rock at the top of
the Mountain of Five Phases. The mountain immediately struck root and
grew together at the seams, though there was enough space for breathing
and for the prisoner's hands to crawl out and move around a bit. A.nanda
then returned to report, "The tag is tightly attached."

Tathagata then took leave of the Jade Emperor and the deities, and
went with the two devas out of the Heaven Gate. Moved by compassion,
he recited a divine spell and called together a local spirit and the Fearless
Guards of Five Q!!arters to stand watch over the Five-Phases Mountain.
They were told to feed the prisoner with iron pellets when he was hungry
and to give him melted copper to drink when he was thirsty. When the
time of his chastisement was fulfilled, they were told, someone would be
coming to deliver him. So it is that

The brash) baneful monkey in revolt against Heaven
Is brought to submission by Tathagata.
He drinks melted copper to endure the seasons)
Andfeeds on iron pellets to pass the time.
Tried by this bitter misfortune sentfrom the Sky)
He)s glad to be living) though in apiteous lot.
Ifthis hero is allowed to struggle anew)
He)11 serve Buddha infuture andgo to the West.
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Another poem says:
Prideful ofhis power once the time was ripe}
He tamed dragon and tiger} exploiting wily might.
Stealing peaches and wine} he roamed the House ofHeaven.
Hefound trust andfavor in the Capital ofJade.
He}s now imprisoned} for his evirsfull to the brim.
By the good stock11 unfailing his spirit will rise again.
Ifhe}s indeed to escape Tathagata}s hands}
He must await the holy monkfrom the Tang Court.

We do not know in what month or year hereafter the days of his penance

will be fulfilled; let's listen to the explanation in the next chapter.

II. Good stock: the Buddhist idea of the good seeds sown by a virtuous life which
will bring future rewards.
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Our Sovereign Buddha makes scriptures to impart ultimate bliss;

Guanyin receives the decree to go up to Chang}an. 1

Ask the site ofmeditation
Why even numberless exercise
Would lead only to empty old age!
Polishing bricks to make mirrors,
Hoarding snow to use asfoodstuff-
How many youths are thus deceived;
A feather swallows the great ocean?
A mustard seed contains the Sumeru?
The Golden Dhuta is gently smiling. 2

Enlightened, one transcends the ten stages3 and three vehicles. 4

The sluggards mustjoin thefour creatures and six ways. 5

who has heard below the Thoughtless Cliff,
Beneath the Shadowless Tree,
The cuckoo's one callgreeting the dawn ofspring?

I. Capital of the Tang (618-906), renamed Xi'an in modern times, it is located

in Shanxi Province.

2. One of Sakyamuni's principal disciples who was also chiefof the ascetics before

the enlightenment. The reference alludes to a famous tale ofhow only one disciple of

the Buddha understood his esoteric teaching on Chan (Zen) principles by smiling at

Buddha's gift of a single flower. Twenty-eight generations later, the mystery passed

down by this disciple allegedly reached China as Zen Buddhism.

3. Ten stages: part of the different stages taught by different schools ofBuddhism

on the process of how a bodhisattva might develop into a Buddha.

4. Three vehicles: differently explained by various exponents, the three vehicles

usually refer to the three means ofconveyance that carry sentient beings across the cy

cles of birth and death or mortality to reach the shores of Ultimate Bliss or Nirval?-a.

5. The four creatures are those born of the womb or stomach, of eggs, of mois

ture (Le., worms and fishes), and those which evolve or metamorphose in differ

ent forms (Le., insects). The six ways point to the sixfold path of reincarnation or

transmigration.
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Perilous are the roads at Caoxi) 6

Dense are the clouds on Vulture Peak;7
Here the voice ofany oldfriend is mute.
At a ten thousand-foot wateifall
Where afi ve-petallotus unfolds)
An old temple hangs its incense-draped curtains
In that hour)
Once you break through to the origin)
You)ll see the Dragon King)s threejewels. 8

The tune of this lyric is named the "Slow Su Wu." We shall now tell

you about our Sovereign Buddha Tathagata, who took leave of the Jade
Emperor and returned to the Treasure Monastery of Thunderclap. All
the three thousand buddhas, the five hundred arhats, the eight diamond
kings, and the countless bodhisattvas held temple pennants, embroidered
canopies, rare treasures, and immortal flowers, forming an orderly array
before the Spirit Mountain and beneath the two Sala Trees to welcome
him. Tathagata stopped his hallowed cloud and said to them: I have

With incomparable prajfia9

Looked through the three regions.
Thefundamental nature ofall things
Willfinally come to naught.
Equally empty is immateriality)
For nothing ofindependent nature exists.
The extirpation ofthe wily monkey)
This event none can comprehend.
Name) birth) death) and origin-
Such are the characteristics ofall things.

When he had finished speaking, he beamed forth the sari light,lO which
filled the air with forty-two white rainbows, connected end to end from
north to south. Seeing this, the crowd bowed down and worshiped.

In a little while, Tathagata gathered together the holy clouds and blessed
fog, ascended the lotus platform of the highest rank, and sat down sol-

6. A stream in Guangdong Province where, in the Tang, the Sixth Patriarch of
Zen Huineng taught.

7. A place said to be frequented by the Buddha, and where the Lotus sutra was
preached.

8. Three jewels or three treasures: a reference to the Buddha, the dharma, and
the sangha.

9. Wisdom and understanding.
10. Sarf or satrfra is usually associated with the relics of Buddha.
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emnly. Those three thousand buddhas, five hundred arhats, eight diamond
kings, and four bodhisattvas folded their hands and drew near. After bow
ing down, they asked, "The one who caused disturbance in Heaven and
ruined the Peach Festival, who was he?" "That fellow," said Tathagata,

"was a baneful monkey born in the Flower-Fruit Mountain. His wicked
ness was beyond all bounds and defied description. The divine warriors
of the entire Heaven could not bring him to submission. Though Erlang
caught him and Laozi tried to refine him with fire, they could not hurt him
at alL When I arrived, he was just making an exhibition of his might and
prowess in the midst of the thunder deities. When I stopped the fighting
and asked about his antecedents, he said that he had magic powers, know
ing how to transform himself and how to cloud-somersault, which would
carry him a hundred and eight thousand miles at a time. I made a wager
with him to see whether he could leap clear of my hand. I then grabbed
hold of him while my fingers changed into the Mountain of Five Phases,
which had him firmly pinned down. The Jade Emperor opened wide the
golden doors of theJade Palace, invited me to sit at the head table, and gave
a Banquet for Peace in Heaven to thank me. It was only a short while ago
that I took leave of the Throne to come back here." All were delighted by
these words. After they had expressed their highest praise for the Buddha,
they withdrew according to their ranks; they went back to their several
duties and enjoyed the bhutatathatii. 11 Truly it is the scene of

Holy mist encompassing Tianzhu} 12

Rainbow light enclosing the Honored One}
who is called the First in the West}
The King ifthe Formlessness School. 13

Here often black apes are seen presentingfruits.
Tailed-deer holdingflowers in their mouths}
Blue phoenixes dancing}
Colorful birds singing}
The spirit tortoise boasting ifhis age}
And the divine crane picking agaric.
They enjoy in peace the Pure Land}sJetavana} 14

The Dragon Palace} and worlds vast as Ganges} sands.
Every day theflowers bloom;

II. The permanent reality underlying all phenomena.
12. Tianzhu: the traditional Chinese name for India.
13. I.e., the Madhyamika School.
14. A park near Sravastl, said to be a favorite resort of Sakyamuni.
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Every hour thefruits ripen.
They practice silence to return to the Real.
They meditate to reach the rightfruition.
They do not die nor are they born.
No growth is there} nor any decrease.
Mist and smoke wraithlike may come andgo.
No seasons intrude} nor are years remembered.

The poem says:
All the movements are easy andfree;
There is neitherfear nor sorrow here.
Fields of Ultimate Bliss areflat and wide.
This world}s region has no autumn or spring.
As the Buddhist Patriarch lived in the Treasure Monastery of the Thun

derclap in the Spirit Mountain, he called together one day the various
buddhas, arhats, guardians, bodhisattvas, diamond kings, and mendicant
monks and nuns and said to them. "We do not know how much time has
passed here since I subdued the wily monkey and pacified Heaven, but I
suppose at least half a millennium has gone by in the worldly realm. As this
is the fifteenth day of the first month ofautumn, I have prepared a treasure
bowl filled with a hundred varieties of exotic flowers and a thousand kinds
of rare fruit. I would like to share them with all of you in celebration of
the Feast of the Ullambana Bowl.15 How about it?" Everyone of them
folded his hands and paid obeisance to the Buddha three times to receive
the festival. Tathagata then ordered Ananda to take the flowers and fruits
from the treasure bowl, and Kasyapa was asked to distribute them. All were
thankful, and they presented poems to express their gratitude.

[Ed.: Three poems are omitted here.]
After the bodhisattvas had presented their poems, they invited Tathagata

to disclose the origin and elucidate the source. Tathagata gently opened his
benevolent mouth to expound the great dharma and to proclaim the truth.
He lectured on the wondrous doctrines of the three vehicles, the five skand
has,16 and the Surangama. Sutra. As he did so, celestial dragons were seen circling

above and flowers descended like rain in abundance. It was truly thus:
The Chan mind shines bright like a thousand rivers} moon;
True nature}s pure andgreat as an unclouded sky.

When Tathagata had finished his lecture, he said to the congregation, "I
have watched the Four Great Continents, and the morality of their inhabit-

15. The Feast of All Souls, celebrated in China by both Daoists and Buddhists.
16. A reference to the five substances or components of an intelligent being like a

human. They are form, reception, thought, action, and cognition.
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ants varies from place to place. Those living on the East Purvavideha revere
Heaven and Earth, and they are straightforward and peaceful. Those on
the North Uttarakuru, though they love to destroy life, do so out of the
necessity of making a livelihood. Moreover, they are rather dull of mind
and lethargic in spirit, and they are not likely to do much harm. Those of
our West Aparagodanlya are neither covetous nor prone to kill; they con
trol their humor and temper their spirit. There is, to be sure, no illuminate
of the first order, but everyone is certain to attain longevity. Those who
reside in the SouthJambudvlpa, however, are prone to practice lechery and
delight in evildoing, indulging in much slaughter and strife. Indeed, they
are all caught in the treacherous field of tongue and mouth, in the wicked
sea of slander and malice. However, I have three baskets of true scriptures
which can persuade man to do good." Upon hearing these words, the vari
ous bodhisattvas folded their hands and bowed down. "What are the three
baskets of authentic scriptures," they asked, "that Tathagata possesses?"

Tathagata said, "I have one collection ofvinaya, which speaks ofHeaven;
one collection of sastras, which tells of the Earth; and one collection of
sutras, which redeems the damned. Altogether the three collections of
scriptures contain thirty-five divisions written in fifteen thousand one
hundred forty-four scrolls. They are the scriptures for the cultivation of
immortality; they are the gate to ultimate virtue. I myself would like to
send these to the Land of the East; but the creatures in that region are so
stupid and so scornful of the truth that they ignore the weighty elements
of our Law and mock the true sect of Yoga. Somehow we need a person
with power to go to the Land of the East and find a virtuous believer. He
will be asked to experience the bitter travail ofpassing through a thousand
mountains and ten thousand waters to come here in quest of the authentic
scriptures, so that they may be forever implanted in the east to enlighten
the people. This will provide a source ofblessings great as a mountain and
deep as the sea. Which one of you is willing to make such a trip?"

At that moment, the Bodhisattva Guanyin came near the lotus platform
and paid obeisance three times to the Buddha, saying, "Though your dis
ciple is untalented, she is willing to go to the Land of the East to find a
scripture pilgrim." Lifting their heads to look, the various buddhas saw
that the Bodhisattva had

A mindpeifected in thefour virtues} 17

A golden bodyfilled with wisdom}

17. They differ according to different traditions. In Confucianism, they refer to
filial piety, fraternal submission, fidelity, and trustworthiness. In Buddhism, they
sometimes refer to permanence, joy, the reality of the self, and purity.
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Fringes ofdangling pearls andjade,
Scented bracelets set with lustrous treasures,
Dark hairpiled smoothly in a coiled-dragon bun,
And elegant sashes lightlyfluttering as phoenix quills.
Her green jade buttons
And white silk robe
Bathed in holy light;
Her velvet skirt
Andgolden cords
Wrapped by hallowed air.
With brows ofnew moon shape
And eyes like two bright stars,
Herjadelikeface beams naturaljoy,
And her ruddy lips seem aflash ofred.
Her immaculate vase overflows with nectarfrom year to year,
Holding sprigs ofweeping willow greenfrom age to age.
She disperses the eight woes;
She redeems the multitude;
She has great compassion;
Thus she rules on the Tai Mountain
And lives at the South Sea.
She saves the poor, searchingfor their voices,
Ever heedful and solicitous,
Ever wise and efficacious.
Her orchid heart delights in green bamboos;
Her chaste nature loves the wisteria.
She is the merciful ruler ofthe Potalaka Mountain,
The Living Guanyinfrom the Cave of Tidal Sound.
When Tathagata saw her, he was most delighted and said to her, "No

other person is qualified to make this journey. It must be the Honorable
Guanyin of mighty magic powers-she's the one to do it!" "As your dis
Ciple departs for the east," said the Bodhisattva, "do you have any instruc
tions?"

"As you travel," said Tathagata, "you are to examine the way carefully.
Do not journey high in the air, but remain at an altitude halfway between
mist and cloud so that you can see the mountains and waters and remember
the exact distance. You will then be able to give close instructions to the
scripture pilgrim. Since he may still find the journey difficult, I shall also
give you five talismans." Ordering Ananda and Kasyapa to bring out an
embroidered cassock and a nine-ring priestly staff, he said to the Bodhisat-
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tva, "You may give this cassock and this staff to the scripture pilgrim. If
he is firm in his intention to come here, he may put on the cassock and it
will protect him from falling back into the wheel of transmigration. When
he holds the staff, it will keep him from meeting poison or harm." The
Bodhisattva bowed low to receive the gifts. Tathagata then took out also
three fillets and handed them to the Bodhisattva, saying, "These treasures
are called the tightening fillets, and though they are all alike, their uses
are not the same. I have a separate spell for each of them: the Golden, the
Constrictive, and the Prohibitive SpelL If you encounter on the way any
monster who possesses great magic powers, you must persuade him to
learn to be good and to follow the scripture pilgrim as his disciple. If he
is disobedient, this fillet may be put on his head, and it will strike root the
moment it comes into contact with the flesh. Recite the particular spell
which belongs to the fillet and it will cause the head to swell and ache so
painfully that he will think his brains are bursting. That will persuade him
to come within our fold."

After the Bodhisattva had bowed to the Buddha and taken her leave, she
called Disciple Hui'an to follow her. This Hui'an, you see, carried a huge
iron rod which weighed a thousand pounds. He followed the Bodhisattva
closely and served her as a powerful bodyguard. The Bodhisattva made
the embroidered cassock into a bundle and placed it on his back; she hid
the golden fillets, took up the priestly staff, and went down the Spirit
Mountain. Lo, this one journey will result in

A Buddha son returning to keep his primal vow.
The Gold Cicada Elder will clasp the candana. 18

The Bodhisattva went to the bottom of the hill, where she was received at
the door of the Yuzhen Daoist Temple by the Great Immortal of Golden
Head. The Bodhisattva was presented with tea, but she did not dare linger
long, saying, "I have received the dharma-decree of Tathagata to look for
a scripture pilgrim in the Land of the East." The Great Immortal said,
"When do you expect the scripture pilgrim to arrive?" "I'm not sure," said
the Bodhisattva. "Perhaps in two or three years' time he'll be able to get
here." So she took leave of the Great Immortal and traveled at an altitude
halfway between cloud and mist in order that she might remember the way
and the distance. We have a testimonial poem for her that says:

A search through ten thousand miles-no need to say!
To state who will befound is no easy thing.
Has not seeking someone beenjust like this?

18. A kind of sandalwood from southern India.
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What}s been my whole lift} was that a mere chance?
We preach the Dao} our method turnsfoolish
When saying meets no belief; we preach in vain.
Tofind some percipient I}d yield liver andgall.
There}s affinity} I think} lying straight ahead.
As the mentor and her disciple journeyed, they suddenly came upon

a large body of Weak Water, for this was the region of the Flowing Sand
River. 19 "My disciple," said the Bodhisattva, "this place is difficult to cross.
The scripture pilgrim will be of temporal bones and mortal stock. How
will he be able to get across?" "Teacher," said Hui'an, "how wide do you

suppose this river is?" The Bodhisattva stopped her cloud to take a look,
and she saw that

In the east it touches the sandy coast;
In the west it joins the barbaric states;
In the south it reaches even Wuyi;20

In the north it approaches the Tartars.
Its width is eight hundred miles}
And its length must measure many thousand more.
The waterflows as ifEarth is heaving itsframe.
The current rises like a mountain rearing its back.
Outspread and immense;
vast and interminable.
The sound ofits towering billows reaches distant ears.
The raft ofagod cannot come here}
Nor can a leafofthe lotus stay afloat.
Liftless grass in the twilight drifts along the crooked banks.
Yellow clouds conceal the sun to darken the long dikes.
Where can onefind the traffic ofmerchants?
Has there been ever a shelterforfishermen?
On theflat sand no wildgeese descend;
From distant shores comes the crying ofapes.
Only the red smartweedflowers know this scene}
Basking in the white duckweed}sfragile scent.
The Bodhisattva was looking over the river when suddenly a loud splash

was heard, and from the midst of the waves leaped an ugly and ferocious
monster. He appeared to have

19. Weak Water (ruoshui) is a river located in northwestern China (now Kansu

Province), and the entire region has the name of Flowing Sand (liusha).
20. "Wuyi" refers to Wuyishanli, or Arachosia.
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Agreen} though not too green}
And black} though not too black}
Face ofgloomy complexion;
A long} though not too long}
And short} though not too short}
Sinewy body with nakedfeet.
His gleaming eyes
Shone like two lights beneath the stove.
His mouth} forked at the corners}
Was like a butcher}s bloody bowl.
With teeth protruding like swords and knives}
And red hair all disheveled}
He bellowed once and it sounded like thunder}
While his legs sprinted like whirling wind.

Holding in his hands a priestly staff, that fiendish creature ran up the bank
and tried to seize the Bodhisattva. He was opposed, however, by Hui'an,
who wielded his iron rod, crying, "Stop!" but the fiendish creature raised
his staff to meet him. So the two of them engaged in a fierce battle beside
the Flowing Sand River which was truly terrifying.

The iron rod ofMok$a
Displays its power to defend the Law;
The monster-taming staffofthe creature
Labors to show its heroic might.
Two silverpythons dance along the river}s bank.
A pair ofgodlike monks charge each other on the shore.
This one plies his talents as theforceful lord ofFlowing Sand.
That one} to attain great merit} protects Guanyin by strength.
This one churns upfoam and stirs up waves.
That one belchesfog and spits out wind.
The stirred-upfoams and waves darken Heaven and Earth.
The spat-outfog and wind make dim both sun and moon.
The monster-taming staffofthis one
Is like a white tiger emergingfrom the mountain;
The iron rod ofthat one
Is like a yellow dragon lying on the way.
When used by one}
This weapon spreads open the grass andfinds the snake.
When let loose by the other}
That weapon knocks down the kite and splits the pine.
Theyfight until the darkness thickens
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SavefOr the glittering stars)
And theJOg looms up
To obscure both sky and land.
This one) long a dweller in the Weak Water) is uniquelyfierce.
That one) newly leaving the Spirit Mountain) seeks hisfirst win.
Back and forth along the river the two of them fought for twenty or

thirty rounds without either prevailing, when the fiendish creature stilled
the other's iron rod and asked, "What region do you come from, monk, that
you dare oppose me?" "I'm the second son of the Pagoda Bearer Devaraja,"
said Mok~a, "Mok~a, Disciple Hui'an. I am serving as the guardian of my
mentor, who is looking for a scripture pilgrim in the Land of the East. What
kind ofmonster are you that you dare block our way?" "I remember," said
the monster, suddenly recognizing his opponent, "that you used to follow
the Guanyin of the South Sea and practice austerities there in the bamboo
grove. How did you get to this place?" "Don't you realize," said Mok~a,

"that she is my mentor-the one over there on the shore?"
When the monster heard these words, he apologized repeatedly. Put

ting away his staff, he allowed Mok~a to grasp him by the collar and lead
him away. He lowered his head and bowed low to Guanyin, saying, "Bo
dhisattva, please forgive me and let me submit my explanation. I am no
monster; I am rather the Curtain-Raising Marshal who waits upon the
phoenix chariot of the Jade Emperor at the Divine Mists Hall. Because I
carelessly broke a crystal cup at one of the Festivals of Immortal Peaches,
the Jade Emperor gave me eight hundred lashes, banished me to the Re
gion Below, and changed me into my present shape. Every seventh day
he sends a flying sword to stab my breast and side more than a hundred
times before it leaves me. Hence my present wretchedness! Moreover, the
hunger and cold are unbearable, and I am driven every few days to come
out of the waves and find a traveler for food. I certainly did not expect
that my ignorance would today lead me to offend the great, merciful
Bodhisattva."

"Because ofyour sin in Heaven," said the Bodhisattva, "you were ban

ished. Yet the taking of life in your present manner can surely be said to
be adding sin to sin. By the decree of Buddha, I am on my way to the
Land of the East to find a scripture pilgrim. Why don't you come into my
fold, take refuge in good works, and follow the scripture pilgrim as his
disciple when he goes to the Western Heaven to ask Buddha for the scrip
tures? I'll order the flying sword to stop piercing you. At the time when
you achieve merit, your sin will be expiated and you will be restored to
your former position. How do you feel about that?" "I'm willing," said
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the monster, "to seek refuge in right action." He said also, "Bodhisattva,
I have devoured countless human beings at this place. There have even
been a number of scripture pilgrims here, and I ate all of them. The heads
of those I devoured I threw into the Flowing Sand, and they sank to the
bottom, for such is the nature of this water that not even goose down can
float on it. But the skulls of the nine pilgrims floated on the water and
would not sink. Regarding them as something unusual, I chained them
together with a rope and played with them at my leisure. If this becomes
known, I fear that no other scripture pilgrim will want to come this way.
Won't it jeopardize my future?"

"Not come this way? How absurd!" said the Bodhisattva. "You may

take the skulls and hang them round your neck. When the scripture pil
grim arrives, there will be a use for them." "If that's the case," said the
monster, "I'm now willing to receive your instructions." The Bodhisat
tva then touched the top of his head and gave him the commandments.21

The sand was taken to be a sign, and he was given the surname "Sha" and
the religious name "Wujing,"22 and that was how he entered the Gate of
Sand.23 After he had seen the Bodhisattva on her way, he washed his heart
and purified himself; he never took life again but waited attentively for
the arrival of the scripture pilgrim.

So the Bodhisattva parted with him and went with Mok~a toward the
Land of the East. They traveled for a long time and came upon a high
mountain, which was covered by miasma so foul that they could not ascend
it on foot. They werejust about to mount the clouds and pass over it when
a sudden blast ofviolent wind brought into view another monster ofmost
ferocious appearance. Look at his

Lips curled and twisted like dried lotus leaves;
Ears like rush-leaffans and hardJgleaming eyes;
Gaping teeth as sharp as afine steelfileJs;
A long mouth wide open like afire pot.
A gold cap isfastened with bands by the cheek.
Straps on his armor seem like scaleless snakes.
He holds a rake-a dragonJs out-stretched claws;
From his waist hangs a bow ofhalf-moon shape.

21. It was Buddha's custom to lay his hand on top of his disciple's head while
teaching him.

22. Sha means sand, and Wujing means "he who awakes to purity."
23. A pun on his religious name, as the Gate ofSand refers to the sand of the River

Ganges: hence Buddhism.
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His awesome presence and his prideful mien
Defy the deities and daunt the gods.
He rushed up toward the two travelers and, without regard for good or

ill, lifted the rake and brought it down hard on the Bodhisattva. But he was
met by Disciple Hui'an, who cried with a loud voice, "Reckless monster!
Desist from such insolence! Look out for my rod!" "This monk," said the
monster, "doesn't know any better! Look out for my rake!" The two of

them clashed together at the foot of the mountain to discover who was to
be the victor. It was a magnificent battle!

The monster isfierce.
Hu(an is poweiful.
The iron rodjabs at the heart;
The muckrake swipes at theface.
Spraying mud and splattering dust darken Heaven and Earth;
Flying sand and hurling rocks scare demons andgods.
The nine-teeth rake)
All burnished)
Loudlyjingles with double rings;
The single rod)
Black throughout)
Leaps andflies in both hands.
This one is the prince ofa Devaraja;
That one is the spirit ofagrand marshal.
This one defends thefaith at Potalaka;
That one lives in a cave as a monster.
Meeting this time they rush tofight)
Not knowing who shall lose and who shall win.

At the very height of their battle, Guanyin threw down some lotus flowers
from midair, separating the rod from the rake. Alarmed by what he saw,
the fiendish creature asked, "What region are you from, monk, that you
dare to play this 'flower-in-the-eye' trick on me?" "Cursed beast of fleshly
eyes and mortal stock!" said Mok~a. "I am the diSCiple of the Bodhisattva
from South Sea, and these are lotus flowers thrown down by my mentor.
Don't you recognize them?" "The Bodhisattva from South Sea?" asked the

fiend. "Is she Guanyin who sweeps away the three calamities and rescues us
from the eight disasters?" "Who else," said Mok~a, "ifnot she?" The fiend

threw away his muckrake, lowered his head, and bowed, saying, "Vener
able brother! Where is the Bodhisattva? Please be so good as to introduce
me to her." Mok~a raised his head and pointed upward, saying, "Isn't she
up there?" "Bodhisattva!" the fiend kowtowed toward her and cried with
a loud voice, "Pardon my sin! Pardon my sin!"
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Guanyin lowered the direction ofher cloud and came to ask him, "What
region are you from, wild boar who has become a spirit or old sow who
has become a fiend, that you dare bar my way?" "I am neither a wild boar,"
said the fiend, "nor am I an old sow! I was originally the Marshal of the
Heavenly Reeds in the Heavenly River.24 Because I got drunk and dallied
with the Goddess of the Moon, the Jade Emperor had me beaten with a
mallet two thousand times and banished me to the world of dust. My true
spirit was seeking the proper home for my next incarnation when I lost my
way, passed through the womb of an old sow, and ended up with a shape
like this! Having bitten the sow to death and killed the rest of the litter, I
took over this mountain ranch and passed my days eating people. Little did
I expect to run into the Bodhisattva. Save me, I implore you! Save me!"

"What is the name of this mountain?" asked the Bodhisattva.
"It's called the Mountain of the Blessed Mound," said the fiendish crea

ture, "and there is a cave in it by the name of Cloudy Paths. There was a
Second Elder Sister Luan originally in the cave. She saw that I knew some
thing of the martial art and therefore asked me to be the head of the family,
following the so-called practice of 'standing backward in the door.'25 After
less than a year, she died, leaving me to enjoy the possession of her entire
cave. I have spent many days and years at this place, but I know no means

of supporting myself and I pass the time eating people. I implore the Bod
hisattva to pardon my sin." The Bodhisattva said, "There is an old saying:
'If you desire to have a future, act with reverence for the future.' You have
already transgressed in the Region Above, and yet you have not changed
your violent ways but indulge in the taking of life. Don't you know that
both crimes will be punished?" "The future! The future!" said the fiend. "If
I listen to you, I might as well feed on the wind! The proverb says, 'If you
follow the law of the court, you'll be beaten to death; ifyou follow the law
ofBuddha, you'll be starved to death!' Let me go! Let me go! I would much
prefer catching a few travelers and munching on the plump and juicy lady
of the family. Why should I care about two crimes, three crimes, a thousand
crimes, or ten thousand crimes?" "There is a saying," said the Bodhisattva,
"'Heaven helps those who have good intentions.' Ifyou are willing to return
to the fruits of truth, there will be means to sustain your body. There are
five kinds of grain in this world and they all can relieve hunger. Why do
you need to pass the time by feeding on human beings?"

24. Marshal of the Heavenly Reeds (Tianpeng yuanshuai) is one of the Four Sages
in the Daoist pantheon, high-ranking aides to the Jade Emperor.

25. A colloquialism ofthe Huai'an region, referring to a man living in the woman's
house after marriage.
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When the fiend heard these words, he was like one who woke from a
dream, and he said to the Bodhisattva, "I would very much like to follow
the truth. But 'since I have offended Heaven, even my prayers are of little
avaiL' "26 "I have received the decree from Buddha to go to the Land of the

East to find a scripture pilgrim," said the Bodhisattva. "You can follow
him as his disciple and make a trip to the Western Heaven; your merit will
cancel out your sins, and you will surely be delivered from your calami
ties." "I'm willing. I'm willing," promised the fiend with enthusiasm. The

Bodhisattva then touched his head and gave him the instructions. Pointing
to his body as a sign, she gave him the surname "zhu" and the religious
name "Wuneng."27 From that moment on, he accepted the commandment

to return to the reaL He fasted and ate only a vegetable diet, abstaining
from the five forbidden viands and the three undesirable foods28 so as to
wait single-mindedly for the scripture pilgrim.

The Bodhisattva and Mok~a took leave ofWuneng and proceeded again
halfway between cloud and mist. As they were journeying, they saw in
midair a young dragon calling for help. The Bodhisattva drew near and
asked, "What dragon are you, and why are you suffering here?" The dragon
said, "I am the son ofAorun, Dragon King of the Western Ocean. Because
I inadvertently set fire to the palace and burned some of the pearls therein,
my father the king memorialized to the Heavenly Court and charged me

with grave disobedience. The Jade Emperor hung me in the sky and gave
me three hundred lashes, and I shall be executed in a few days. I beg the
Bodhisattva to save me."

When Guanyin heard these words, she rushed with Mok~a up to the
South Heaven Gate. She was received by QLu and Zhang, the two Divine
Preceptors, who asked her, "Where are you going?" "This humble cleric

needs to have an audience with the Jade Emperor," said the Bodhisat
tva. The two Divine Preceptors promptly made the report, and the Jade
Emperor left the hall to receive her. After presenting her greetings, the
Bodhisattva said, "By the decree of Buddha, this humble cleric is jour
neying to the Land of the East to find a scripture pilgrim. On the way
I met a mischievous dragon hanging in the sky. I have come specially to
beg you to spare his life and grant him to me. He can be a good means of

26. The monster here is quoting the words of Confucius in Analects 3.13.

27. zhu means pig or hog, and Wuneng means "he who awakes to power."
28. According to various Buddhist teachings, the five forbidden viands may refer

to spices (leeks, garlic, onion, green onion, and scallion) or to kinds ofmeat (the flesh
of horse, dog, bullock, goose, and pigeon). The three undesirable foods, prohibited
by Daoism, are wild goose, dog, and black fish.
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transportation for the scripture pilgrim." When the Jade Emperor heard
these words, he at once gave the decree of pardon, ordering the Heavenly
sentinels to release the dragon to the Bodhisattva. The Bodhisattva thanked
the Emperor, while the young dragon also kowtowed to the Bodhisattva
to thank her for saving his life and pledged obedience to her command.
The Bodhisattva then sent him to live in a deep mountain stream with
the instruction that when the scripture pilgrim should arrive, he was to
change into a white horse and go to the Western Heaven. The young
dragon obeyed the order and hid himself, and we shall speak no more of
him for the moment.

The Bodhisattva then led Mok~a past the mountain, and they headed
again toward the Land of the East. They had not traveled long before they
suddenly came upon ten thousand shafts of golden light and a thousand
layers of radiant vapor. "Teacher," said Mok~a, "that luminous place must
be the Mountain of Five Phases. I can see the tag of Tathagata imprinted
on it." "So, beneath this place," said the Bodhisattva, "is where the Great
Sage, Equal to Heaven, who disturbed Heaven and the Festival of Immortal
Peaches, is being imprisoned." "Yes, indeed," said Mok~a. The mentor and
her disciple ascended the mountain and looked at the tag, on which was
inscribed the divine words Om ma1Jipadme hum. When the Bodhisattva saw
this, she could not help sighing, and composed the following poem:

I rue the impish ape not heeding the Law}
Who let loose wild heroics in bygone years.
His mindpuffed up} he wrecked the Peach Banquet
And boldly stole in Tushita Palace.
Hefound no worthy match in ten thousand troops;
Through ninefold Heaven he displayed his power.
Imprisoned now by Sovereign Tathagata}
When will he befree to show once more his might?
As mentor and disciple were speaking, they disturbed the Great Sage,

who shouted from the base of the mountain, "Who is up there on the
mountain composing verses to expose my faults?" When the Bodhisattva
heard those words, she came down the mountain to take a look. There
beneath the rocky ledges were the local spirit, the mountain god, and the
Heavenly sentinels guarding the Great Sage. They all came and bowed
to receive the Bodhisattva, leading her before the Great Sage. She looked
and saw that he was pinned down in a kind of stone box: though he could
speak, he could not move his body. "You whose name is Sun," said the
Bodhisattva, "do you recognize me?"

The Great Sage opened wide his fiery eyes and diamond pupils and
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nodded. "How could I not recognize you?" he cried. "You are the Mighty
Deliverer, the Great Compassionate Bodhisattva Guanyin from the Pota
laka Mountain of the South Sea. Thank you, thank you for coming to see
me! At this place every day is like a year, for not a single acquaintance has
ever come to visit me. Where did you come from?"

"I have received the decree from Buddha," said the Bodhisattva, "to

go to the Land of the East to find a scripture pilgrim. Since I was passing
through here, I rested my steps briefly to see you."

"Tathagata deceived me," said the Great Sage, "and imprisoned me
beneath this mountain. For over five hundred years already I have not been
able to move. I implore the Bodhisattva to show a little mercy and rescue
old Monkey!" "Your sinful karma is very deep," said the Bodhisattva. "If
I rescue you, I fear that you will again perpetrate violence, and that will
be bad indeed." "Now I know the meaning of penitence," said the Great
Sage. "So I entreat the Great Compassion to show me the proper path, for
I am willing to practice cultivation." Truly it is that

One wish born in the heart ofman
Is known throughout Heaven and Earth.
Ifvice or virtue lacks reward}
Unjust must be the universe.
When the Bodhisattva heard those words, she was filled with pleasure

and said to the Great Sage, "The scripture says, 'When a good word is
spoken, an answer will come from beyond a thousand miles; but when
an evil word is spoken, there will be opposition from beyond a thousand
miles.' Ifyou have such a purpose, wait until I reach the Great Tang Nation
in the Land of the East and find the scripture pilgrim. He will be told to
come and rescue you, and you can follow him as a disciple. You shall keep
the teachings and hold the rosary to enter our gate of Buddha, so that you
may again cultivate the fruits of righteousness. Will you do that?" "I'm
willing, I'm willing," said the Great Sage repeatedly.

"If you are indeed seeking the fruits of virtue," said the Bodhisattva,
"let me give you a religious name." "I have one already," said the Great
Sage, "and I'm called Sun Wukong." "There were two persons before
you who came into our faith," said the delighted Bodhisattva, "and their
names, too, are built on the word 'Wu.' Your name will agree with theirs
perfectly, and that is splendid indeed. I need not give you any more instruc
tion, for I must be going." So our Great Sage, with manifest nature and
enlightened mind, returned to the Buddhist faith, while our Bodhisattva,
with attention and diligence, sought the divine monk.

She left the place with Mok~a and proceeded straight to the east; in a
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few days they reached Chang'an of the Great Tang Nation. Forsaking the
mist and abandoning the cloud, mentor and disciple changed themselves
into two wandering monks covered with scabby sores29 and went into the
city. It was already dusk. As they walked through one of the main streets,
they saw a temple of the local spirit. They both went straight in, alarming
the spirit and the demon guards, who recognized the Bodhisattva. They
kowtowed to receive her, and the local spirit then ran quickly to report
to the city's guardian deity, the god of the soil, and the spirits of various
temples of Chang'an. When they learned that it was the Bodhisattva, they
all came to pay homage, saying, "Bodhisattva, please pardon us for being
tardy in our reception." "None of you," said the Bodhisattva, "should let

a word of this leak out! I came here by the special decree of Buddha to
look for a scripture pilgrim. I would like to stay just for a few days in one
of your temples, and I shall depart when the true monk is found." The
various deities went back to their own places, but they sent the local spirit
off to the residence of the city's guardian deity so that the teacher and the
disciple could remain incognito in the spirit's temple. We do not know
what sort of scripture pilgrim was found. Let's listen to the explanation
in the next chapter.

29. In vernacular Chinese literature, the mendicant monk with scabby sores or

leprosy is frequently a holy man in disguise.
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Chen Guangrui) going to his post) meets disaster;

Monk River Float) avenging his parents) repays their kindness.

We now tell you about the city of Chang'an in the great nation in Shanxi
Province which was the place that kings and emperors from generation
to generation had made their capital. Since the periods of Zhou, Q!...n, and
Han,

Three counties offlowers bloomed like brocade}
And eight riversflowed encircling the city.

It was truly a land of great scenic beauty. At this time the emperor Taizong
of the Great Tang dynasty was on the throne, and the name of his reign
was Zhenguan. He had been ruling now for thirteen years, and the cycli
cal name of the year was Jisi. The whole land was at peace: people came
bearing tributes from eight directions, and the inhabitants of the whole
world called themselves his subjects.

One day Taizong ascended his throne and assembled his civil and mili
tary officials. After they had paid him homage, the prime minister Wei
Zheng left the ranks and came forward to memorialize to the Throne,
saying, "Since the world now is at peace and tranquility reigns everywhere,
we should follow the ancient custom and establish sites for civil examina
tions, so that we may invite worthy scholars to come here and select those
talents who will best serve the work of administration and government."
"Our worthy subject has voiced a sound principle in his memorial," said
Taizong. He therefore issued a summons to be proclaimed throughout the
empire: in every prefecture, county, and town, those who were learned in
the Confucian classics, who could write with ease and lucidity, and who
had passed the three sessions of examination, regardless of whether they
were soldiers or peasants, would be invited to go to Chang'an to take the
imperial examination.

This summons reached the place Haizhou, where it was seen by a certain
man named Chen E (with the courtesy name of Guangrui), who then went
straight home to talk to his mother, whose maiden name was Zhang. "The
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court," he said, "has sent a yellow summons, declaring in these southern
provinces that there will be examinations for the selection of the worthy
and the talented. Your child wishes to tryout at such an examination,
for if I manage to acquire an appointment, or even half a post, I would
become more of a credit to my parents, magnify our name, give my wife
a title, benefit my son, and bring glory to this house of ours. Such is the
aspiration of your son: I wish to tell my mother plainly before I leave."
"My son," said she of the Zhang family, "an educated person 'learns when
he is young, but leaves when he is grown.' You should indeed follow this
maxim. But as you go to the examination, you must be careful on the way,
and, when you have secured a post, come home qUickly." So Kuangjui gave
instructions for his family page to pack his bags, took leave of his mother,
and began his journey. When he reached Chang'an, the examination site
had just been opened, and he went straight in. He took the preliminary
tests, passed them, and went to the court examination, where in three
sessions on administrative policy he took first place, receiving the title
"zhuangyuan," the certificate of which was signed by the Tang emperor's
own hand. As was the custom, he was led through the streets on horseback
for three days.

The procession at one point passed by the house of the chief minister,
Yin Kaishan, who had a daughter named Wenjiao, nicknamed Mantangjiao
(A Hall of Loveliness). She was not yet married, and at this time she was
just about to throw down an embroidered ball from high up on a festooned
tower in order to select her spouse. It happened that Chen Guangrui was
passing by the tower down below. When the young maiden saw Guangrui's
outstanding appearance and knew that he was the recent zhuangyuan of
the examinations, she was very pleased. She threw down the embroidered
ball, whichjust happened to hit the black gauze hat of Guangrui. Immedi
ately, lively music of pipes and flutes could be heard throughout the area
as scores of maids and serving-girls ran down from the tower, took hold
of the bridle of Guangrui's horse, and led him into the residence of the
chief minister for the wedding. The chief minister and his wife at once
came out of their chambers, called together the guests and the master of
ceremonies, and gave the girl to Guangrui as his bride. Together, they
bowed to Heaven and Earth; then husband and wife bowed to each other,
before bowing to the father- and mother-in-law.

The chiefminister then gave a big banquet and everyone feasted merrily
for a whole evening, after which the two of them walked hand in hand into
the bridal chamber. At the fifth watch early next morning, Taizong took
his seat in the Treasure Hall of Golden Chimes as civil and military officials
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attended the court. Taizong asked, "What appointment should the new
zhuangyuan receive?" The prime minister Wei Zheng said, "Your subject
has discovered that within our territory there is a vacancy at Jiangzhou. I
beg my Lord to grant him this post." Taizong at once made him governor
ofJiangzhou and ordered him to leave without delay. After thanking the
emperor and leaving the court, Guangrui went back to the house of the
chief minister to inform his wife. He took leave of his father- and mother
in-law and proceeded with his wife to the new post at Jiangzhou.

As they left Chang'an and went on their journey, the season was late

spring:
A soft wind blew to green the willows;
A fine rain spotted to redden theflowers.

As his home was on the way, Guangrui returned to his house where hus
band and wife bowed together to his mother, Lady Zhang. "Congratula
tions, my son," said she of the Zhang family, "you even came back with a
wife!" "Your child," said Guangrui, "relied on the power ofyour blessing
and was able to attain the undeserved honor of zhuangyuan. By imperial
command I was making a tour of the streets when, as I passed by the man
sion of Chief Minister Yin, I was hit by an embroidered ball. The chief
minister kindly gave his daughter to your child to be his wife, and His
Majesty appointed him governor ofJiangzhou. I have returned to take you
with me to the post." She of the Zhang family was delighted and packed
at once for the journey.

They had been on the road for a few days when they came to stay at
the Inn ofTen Thousand Flowers, kept by a certain Liu Xiaoer. She of the
Zhang family suddenly became ill and said to Guangrui, "I don't feel well
at all. Let's rest here for a day or two before we journey again." Guangrui
obeyed. Next morning there was a man outside the inn holding a golden
carp for sale, which Guangrui bought for a string of coins. He was about
to have it cooked for his mother when he saw that the carp was blinking its
eyes vigorously. In astonishment, Guangrui said, "I have heard that when a
fish or a snake blinks its eyes in this manner, that's the sure sign that it's not
an ordinary creature!" He therefore asked the fisherman, "Where did you
catch this fish?" "I caught it," said the fisherman, "from the river Hong,

some fifteen miles from this district." Accordingly, Guangrui sent the fish
live back to the river and returned to the inn to tell his mother about it.
"It is a good deed to release living creatures from captivity," said she of
the Zhang family. "I am very pleased." "We have stayed in this inn now
for three days," said Guangrui. "The imperial command is an urgent one.
Your child intends to leave tomorrow, but he would like to know whether
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mother has fully recovered." She of the Zhang family said, "I'm still not
well, and the heat on the journey at this time of year, I fear, will only add
to my illness. Why don't you rent a house for me to stay here temporarily
and leave me an allowance? The two ofyou can proceed to your new post.
By autumn, when it's cool, you can come fetch me." Guangrui discussed
the matter with his wife; they duly rented a house for her and left some
cash with her, after which they took leave and left.

They felt the fatigue of traveling, journeying by day and resting by
night, and they soon came to the crossing of the Hong River, where two
boatmen, Liu Hong and Li Biao, took them into their boat. It happened that
Guangrui was destined in his previous incarnation to meet this calamity,
and so he had to come upon these fated enemies of his. After ordering the
houseboy to put the luggage on the boat, Guangrui and his wife were just
about to get aboard when Liu Hong noticed the beauty of Lady Yin, who
had a face like a full moon, eyes like autumnal water, a small, cherrylike
mouth, and a tiny, willowlike waist. Her features were striking enough to
sink fishes and drop wild geese, and her complexion would cause the moon
to hide and put the flowers to shame. Stirred at once to cruelty, he plotted
with Li Biao; together they punted the boat to an isolated area and waited
until the middle of the night. They killed the houseboy first, and then they
beat Guangrui to death, pushing both bodies into the water. When the
lady saw that they had killed her husband, she made a dive for the water,
but Liu Hong threw his arms around her and caught her. "If you consent
to my demand," he said, "everything will be all right. If you do not, this
knife will cut you in two!" Unable to think of any better plan, the lady
had to give her consent for the time being and yielded herself to Liu Hong.
The thief took the boat to the south bank, where he turned the boat over
to the care of Li Biao. He himself put on Guangrui's cap and robe, took
his credentials, and proceeded with the lady to the post at Jiangzhou.

We should now tell you that the body of the houseboy killed by Liu
Hong drifted away with the current. The body of Chen Guangrui, how
ever, sank to the bottom of the water and stayed there. A yak~a on patrol
at the mouth of the Hong River saw it and rushed into the Dragon Palace.
The Dragon King wasjust holding court when the yak~aentered to report,
saying, "A scholar has been beaten to death at the mouth of the Hong River
by some unknown person, and his body is now lying at the bottom of the
water." The Dragon King had the corpse brought in and laid before him.
He took a careful look at it and said, "But this man was my benefactor!
How could he have been murdered? As the common saying goes, 'Kindness
should be paid by kindness.' I must save his life today so that I may repay
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the kindness of yesterday." He at once issued an official dispatch, sending
a yak~a to deliver it to the municipal deity and local spirit of Hongzhou,
and asked for the soul of the scholar so that his life might be saved. The
municipal deity and the local spirit in turn ordered the little demons to
hand over the soul of Chen Guangrui to the yak~a, who led the soul back
to the Water Crystal Palace for an audience with the Dragon King.

"Scholar," asked the Dragon King, "what is your name? Where did you
come from? Why did you come here, and for what reason were you beaten
to death?" Guangrui saluted him and said, "This minor student is named

Chen E, and my courtesy name is Guangrui. I am from the Hongnong
district of Haizhou. As the unworthy zhuangyuan of the recent session of

examination, I was appointed by the court to be governor ofJiangzhou,
and I was going to my post with my wife. When I took a boat at the river,
I did not expect the boatman, Liu Hong, to covet my wife and plot against
me. He beat me to death and tossed out my body. I beg the Great King
to save me." Hearing these words, the Dragon King said, "So, that's it!
Good sir, the golden carp that you released earlier was myself. You are my
benefactor. You may be in dire difficulty at the moment, but is there any
reason why I should not come to your assistance?" He therefore laid the
body of Guangrui to one side, and put a preservative pearl in his mouth
so that his body would not deteriorate but be reunited with his soul to
avenge himself in the future. He also said, "Your true soul may remain
temporarily in my Water Bureau as an officer." Guangrui kowtowed to
thank him, and the Dragon King prepared a banquet to entertain him, but
we shall say no more about that.

We now tell you that Lady Yin hated the bandit Liu so bitterly that she
wished she could devour his flesh and sleep on his skin! But because she was
with child and did not know whether it would be a boy or a girl, she had
no alternative but to yield reluctantly to her captor. In a little while they
arrived at Zhiangzhou; the clerks and the lictors all came to meet them,
and all the subordinate officials gave a banquet for them at the governor's
mansion. Liu Hong said, "Having come here, a student like me is ut
terly dependent on the support and assistance of you gentlemen." "Your
Honor," replied the officials, "is first in the examinations and a major tal
ent. You will, of course, regard your people as your children; your public
declarations will be as simple as your settlement of litigation is fair. We
subordinates are all dependent on your leadership, so why should you be
unduly modest?" When the official banquet ended, the people all left.

Time passed by swiftly. One day, Liu Hong went far away on official
business, while Lady Yin at the mansion was thinking of her mother-in-
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law and her husband and sighing in the garden pavilion. Suddenly she was
seized by tremendous fatigue and sharp pains in her belly. Falling uncon
scious to the ground, she gave birth to a son. Presently she heard someone
whispering in her ear: "Mantangjiao, listen carefully to what I have to say.
I am the Star Spirit of South Pole, who sends you this son by the express
command of the Bodhisattva Guanyin. One day his name will be known far
and wide, for he is not to be compared with an ordinary mortal. But when
the bandit Liu returns, he will surely try to harm the child, and you must
take care to protect him. Your husband has been rescued by the Dragon
King; in the future both of you will meet again even as son and mother
will be reunited. A day will come when wrongs will be redressed and
crimes punished. Remember my words! Wake up! Wake up!" The voice
ceased and departed. The lady woke up and remembered every word; she
clasped her son tightly to her but could devise no plan to protect him. Liu
Hong then returned and wanted to have the child killed by drowning the
moment he saw him. The lady said, "Today it's late already. Allow him to
live till tomorrow and then have him thrown into the river."

It was fortunate that Liu Hong was called away by urgent business the
next morning. The lady thought to herself: "If this child is here when that
bandit returns, his life is finished! I might as well abandon him now to the
river, and let life or death take its own course. Perhaps Heaven, taking pity
on him, will send someone to his rescue and to have him cared for. Then
we may have a chance to meet again." She was afraid, however, that future
recognition would be difficult; so she bit her finger and wrote a letter with
her blood, stating in detail the names of the parents, the family history, and
the reason for the child's abandonment. She also bit off a little toe from the
child's left foot to establish a mark of his identity. Taking one of her own
inner garments she wrapped the child and took him out of the mansion
when no one was watching. Fortunately the mansion was not far from the
river. Reaching the bank, the lady burst into tears and wailed long and
loud. She was about to toss the child into the river when she caught sight
of a plank floating by the river bank. At once she prayed to Heaven, after
which she placed the child on the plank and tied him securely to it with
some rope. She fastened the letter written in blood to his chest, pushed the
plank out into the water, and let it drift away. With tears in her eyes, the
lady went back to the mansion, but we shall say no more of that.

Now we shall tell you about the boy on the plank, which floated with
the current until it came to a standstill just beneath the Temple of Gold
Mountain. The abbot of this temple was called Monk Faming. In the culti
vation and comprehension of truth, he had attained already the wondrous
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secret of birthlessness. He was sitting in meditation when all at once he
heard a baby crying. Moved by this, he went qUickly down to the river to
have a look, and discovered the baby lying there on a plank at the edge of
the water. Hurriedly the abbot lifted him out of the water. When he read
the letter in blood fastened to his chest, he learned of the child's origin.
He then gave him the baby name River Float and arranged for someone
to nurse and care for him, while he himself kept the letter written in
blood safely hidden. Time passed by like an arrow, and the seasons like a
weaver's shuttle; River Float soon reached his eighteenth year. The abbot
had his hair shaved and asked him to join in the practice of austerities,
giving him the religious name Xuanzang. Having had his head touched
and having received the prohibitions, Xuanzang pursued the Way with
great determination.

One day in late spring, the various monks gathered in the shade of
pine trees were discussing the canons of Zen and debating the fine points
of the mysteries. One feckless monk, who happened to have been com
pletely outwitted by Xuanzang's questions, shouted angrily, "You dam
nable beast! You don't even know your own name, and you are ignorant
ofyour own parents! Why are you still hanging around here playing tricks
on people?" When Xuanzang heard such language of rebuke, he went into
the temple and knelt before the master, saying with tears flowing from
his eyes, "Though a human being born into this world receives his natural
endowments from the forces ofyin and yang and from the Five Phases, he
is always nurtured by his parents. How can there be a person in this world
who has no father or mother?" Repeatedly and piteously he begged for
the names of his parents. The abbot said, "If you truly wish to seek your
parents, you may follow me to my cell." Xuanzang duly followed him to
his cell, where, from the top of a heavy crossbeam, the abbot took down
a small box. Opening the box, he took out a letter written in blood and
an inner garment and gave them to Xuanzang. Only after he had unfolded
the letter and read it did Xuanzang learn the names of his parents and
understand in detail the wrongs that had been done them.

When Xuanzang had finished reading, he fell weeping to the floor,
saying, "How can anyone be worthy to bear the name of man if he can
not avenge the wrongs done to his parents? For eighteen years, I have
been ignorant of my true parents, and only this day have I learned that I
have a mother! And yet, would I have even reached this day if my master
had not saved me and cared for me? Permit your disciple to go seek my
mother. Thereafter, I will rebuild this temple with an incense bowl on
my head, and repay the profound kindness of my teacher." "If you desire
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to seek your mother," said the master, "you may take this letter in blood
and the inner garment with you. Go as a mendicant monk to the private
quarters at the governor's mansion ofJiangzhou. You will then be able to
meet your mother."

Xuanzang followed the words of his master and went to Jiangzhou as
a mendicant monk. It happened that Liu Hong was out on business, for
Heaven had planned that mother and child should meet. Xuanzang went
straight to the door of the private quarters of the governor's mansion to beg
for alms. Lady Yin, you see, had had a dream the night before in which she
saw a waning moon become full again. She thought to herself, "I have no
news from my mother-in-law; my husband was murdered by this bandit;
my son was thrown into the river. If by chance someone rescued him and
had him cared for, he must be eighteen by now. Perhaps Heaven wished
us to be reunited today. Who can tell?"

As she was pondering the matter in her heart, she suddenly heard some
one reciting the scriptures outside her residence and crying repeatedly,
"Alms! Alms!" At a convenient moment, the lady slipped out and asked
him, "Where did you come from?" "Your poor monk," said Xuanzang,
"is the disciple of Faming, abbot of the Temple of Gold Mountain." "So

you are the disciple of the abbot of that temple?" She asked him into the
mansion and served him some vegetables and rice. Watching him closely,
she noticed that in speech and manner he bore a remarkable resemblance
to her husband. The lady sent her maid away and then asked, "Young
master! Did you leave your family as a child or when you grew up? What
are your given name and your surname? Do you have any parents?" "I did
not leave my family when I was young," replied Xuanzang, "nor did I do
so when I grew up. To tell you the truth, I have a wrong to avenge great
as the sky, an enmity deep as the sea. My father was a murder victim, and
my mother was taken by force. My master the abbot Faming told me to
seek my mother in the governor's mansion ofJiangzhou." "What is your
mother's surname?" asked the lady. "My mother's surname is Yin," said
Xuanzang, "and her given name is Wenjiao. My father's surname is Chen
and his given name is Guangrui. My nickname is River Float, but my
religious name is Xuanzang."

"I am Wenjiao," said the lady, "but what proof have you of your iden
tity?" When Xuanzang heard that she was his mother, he fell to his knees
and wept most grievously. "If my own mother doesn't believe me," he
said, "you may see the proof in this letter written in blood and this inner
garment." Wenjiao took them in her hands, and one look told her that they
were the real things. Mother and child embraced each other and wept.
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Lady Yin then cried, "My son, leave at once!" "For eighteen years I have
not known my true parents," said Xuanzang, "and I've seen my mother
for the first time only this morning. How could your son bear so swift a
separation?" "My son," said the lady, "leave at once, as ifyou were on fire!

If that bandit Liu returns, he will surely take your life. I shall pretend to
be ill tomorrow and say that I must go to your temple and fulfill a vow I
made in a previous year to donate a hundred pairs of monk shoes. At that
time I shall have more to say to you." Xuanzang followed her bidding and
bowed to take leave of her.

We were speaking of Lady Yin, who, having seen her son, was filled
with both anxiety and joy. The next day, under the pretext of being sick,
she lay on her bed and would take neither tea nor rice. Liu Hong returned
to the mansion and questioned her. "When I was young," said Lady Yin, "I
vowed to donate a hundred pairs of monk shoes. Five days ago, I dreamed
that a monk demanded those shoes of me, holding a knife in his hand.
From then on, I did not feel welL" "Such a small matter!" said Liu Hong.
"Why didn't you tell me earlier?" He at once went up to the governor's

hall and gave the order to his stewards Wang and Li that a hundred families
of the city were each to bring in a pair of monk shoes within five days.
The families obeyed and completed their presentations. "Now that we
have the shoes," said Lady Yin to Liu Hong, "what kind of temple do
we have nearby that I can go to fulfill my vow?" Liu Hong said, "There
is a Temple of Gold Mountain here in Jiangzhou as well as a Temple of
Burned Mountain. You may go to whichever one you choose." "I have
long heard," said the lady, "that the Temple of Gold Mountain is a very
good one. I shall go there." Liu Hong at once gave the order to his stewards
Wang and Li to prepare a boat. Lady Yin took a trusted companion with
her and boarded the boat. The boatmen poled it away from the shore and
headed for the Temple of Gold Mountain.

We now tell you about Xuanzang, who returned to the temple and told
the abbot Faming what had happened. The next day, a young housemaid
arrived to announce that her mistress was coming to the temple to fulfill
a vow she had made. All the monks came out of the temple to receive
her. The lady went straight inside to worship the Bodhisattva and to give
a great vegetarian banquet. She ordered the housemaid to put the monk
shoes and stockings in trays and have them brought into the main ceremo
nial halL After the lady had again worshiped with extreme devoutness,
she asked the abbot Faming to distribute the gifts to the various monks
before they dispersed. When Xuanzang saw that all the monks had left and
that there was no one else in the hall, he drew near and knelt down. The
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lady asked him to remove his shoes and stockings, and she saw that there
was, indeed, a small toe missing from his left foot. Once again, the two of
them embraced and wept. They also thanked the abbot for his kindness
in fostering the youth.

Faming said, "I fear that the present meeting of mother and child may
become known to that wily bandit. You must leave speedily so that you
may avoid any harm." "My son," the lady said, "let me give you an incense
ring. Go to Hongzhou, about fifteen hundred miles northwest of here,
where you will find the Ten Thousand Flowers Inn. Earlier we left an aged
woman there whose maiden name is Zhang and who is the true mother
of your father. I have also written a letter for you to take to the capital of
the Tang emperor. To the left of the Golden Palace is the house of Chief
Minister Yin, who is the true father of your mother. Give my letter to
your maternal grandfather, and ask him to request the Tang emperor to
dispatch men and horses to have this bandit arrested and executed, so that
your father may be avenged. Only then will you be able to rescue your
old mother. I dare not linger now, for I fear that that knave may be of
fended by my returning late." She went out of the temple, boarded the
boat, and left.

Xuanzang returned weeping to the temple. He told his master ev
erything and bowed to take leave of him immediately. Going straight to
Hongzhou, he came to the Ten Thousand Flowers Inn and addressed the
innkeeper, Liu Xiaoer, saying, "In a previous year there was an honored
guest here by the name of Chen whose mother remained at your inn.
How is she now?" "Originally," said Liu Xiaoer, "she stayed in my inn.

Afterwards she went blind, and for three or four years did not pay me any
rent. She now lives in a dilapidated potter's kiln near the Southern Gate,

and every day she goes begging on the streets. Once that honored guest
had left, he was gone for a long time, and even now there is no news of
him whatever. I can't understand it."

When Xuanzang had heard this, he went at once to the dilapidated
potter's kiln at the Southern Gate and found his grandmother. The grand
mother said, "Your voice sounds very much like that of my son Chen
Guangrui." "I'm not Chen Guangrui," said Xuanzang, "but only his

son! Lady Wenjiao is my mother." "Why didn't your father and mother
come back?" asked the grandmother. "My father was beaten to death by
bandits," said Xuanzang, "and one of them forced my mother to be his
wife." "How did you know where to find me?" asked the grandmother.

"It was my mother," answered Xuanzang, "who told me to seek my grand
mother. There's a letter from mother here and there's also an incense ring. "
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The grandmother took the letter and the incense ring and wept without
restraint. "For merit and reputation," she said, "my son came to this! I

thought that he had turned his back on righteousness and had forgotten
parental kindness. How should I know that he was murdered! Fortunately,
Heaven remembered me at least in pity, and this day a grandson has come
to seek me out."

"Grandmother," asked Xuanzang, "how did you go blind?" "Because I
thought so often about your father," said the grandmother. "I waited for
him daily, but he did not return. I wept until I was blind in both eyes."
Xuanzang knelt down and prayed to Heaven, saying, "Have regard of
Xuanzang who, at the age of eighteen, has not yet avenged the wrong
done to his parents. By the command of my mother, I came this day to
find my grandmother. If Heaven would take pity on my sincerity, grant
that the eyes of my grandmother regain their sight." When he finished
his petition, he licked the eyes of his grandmother with the tip of his
tongue. In a moment, both eyes were licked open and they were as of
old. When the grandmother saw the youthful monk, she said, "You're

indeed my grandson! Why, you are just like my son Guangrui!" She felt
both happy and sad. Xuanzang led his grandmother out of the kiln and
went back to Liu Xiaoer's inn, where he rented a room for her to stay.
He also gave her some money, saying, "In a little more than a month's
time, I'll be back."

Taking leave of his grandmother, he went straight to the capital and
found his way to the house of the chief minister Yin on the eastern street
of the imperial city. He said to the porter, "This little monk is a kinsman
who has come to visit the chief minister." The porter made the report to
the chief minister, who replied, "I'm not related to any monk!" But his
wife said, "I dreamed last night that my daughter Mantangjiao came home.
Could it be that our son-in-law has sent us a letter?" The chief minister
therefore had the little monk shown to the living room. When he saw the
chief minister and his wife, he fell weeping to the floor. Taking a letter
from within the folds of his robe, he handed it over to the chief minister.
The chief minister opened it, read it from beginning to end, and wept
without restraint. "Your Excellency, what is the matter?" asked his wife.
"This monk," said the chief minister, "is our grandson. Our son-in-law,
Chen Guangrui, was murdered by bandits, and Mantangjiao was made the
wife of the murderer by force." When the wife heard this, she too wept
inconsolably.

"Let our lady restrain her grief," said the chief minister. "Tomorrow
morning I shall present a memorial to our Lord. I shall lead the troops
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myself to avenge our son-in-law." Next day, the chief minister went into
court to present his memorial to the Tang emperor, which read:

The son-in-law of your subject, the zhuangyuan Chen Guangrui, was
proceeding to his post at Jiangzhou with members of his family. He was
beaten to death by the boatman Liu Hong, who then took our daughter
by force to be his wife. He pretended to be the son-in-law of your subject
and usurped his post for many years. This is indeed a shocking and tragic
incident. I beg Your Majesty to dispatch horses and men at once to exter
minate the bandits.

The Tang emperor saw the memorial and became exceedingly angry. He
immediately called up sixty thousand imperial soldiers and ordered the
chief minister Yin to lead them forth. The chief minister took the decree
and left the court to make the roll call for the troops at the barracks. They
proceeded immediately towardJiangzhou, journeying by day and resting
by night, and they soon reached the place. Horses and men pitched camps
on the north shore, and that very night, the chiefminister summoned with

golden tablets the Subprefect and CountyJudge ofJiangzhou to his camp.
He explained to the two of them the reason for the expedition and asked
for their military assistance. They then crossed the river and, before the
sky was light, had the mansion of Liu Hong completely surrounded. Liu
Hong was still in his dreams when at the shot of a single cannon and the
unisonous roll of drums, the soldiers broke into the private quarters of
the mansion. Liu Hong was seized before he could offer any resistance. The
chief minister had him and the rest of the prisoners bound and taken to
the field of execution, while the rest of the soldiers pitched camp outside

the city.
Taking a seat in the great hall of the mansion, the chief minister in

vited the lady to come out to meet him. She was about to do so but was
overcome by shame at seeing her father again, and wanted to hang herself
right there. Xuanzang learned of this and rushed inside to save his mother.
Falling to his knees, he said to her, "Your son and his grandfather led the
troops here to avenge father. The bandit has already been captured. Why
does mother want to die now? If mother were dead, how could your
son possibly remain alive?" The chief minister also went inside to offer
his consolation. "I have heard," said the lady, "that a woman follows her
spouse to the grave. My husband was murdered by this bandit, causing me
dreadful grief. How could I yield so shamefully to the thief? The child I
was carrying-that was my sole lease on life which helped me bear my
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humiliation! Now that my son is grown and myoid father has led troops
to avenge our wrong, I who am the daughter have little face left for my
reunion. I can only die to repay my husband!"

"My child," said the chief minister, "you did not alter your virtue ac

cording to prosperity or adversity. You had no choice! How can this be
regarded as shame!" Father and daughter embraced, weeping; Xuanzang,
too, could not contain his emotion. Wiping away his tears, the chief min
ister said, "The two of you must sorrow no more. I have already captured
the culprit, and I must now dispose of him." He got up and went to the
execution site, and it happened that the Subprefect ofJiangzhou had also
apprehended the pirate, Li Biao, who was brought by sentinels to the same
place. Highly pleased, the chief minister ordered Liu Hong and Li Biao to
be flogged a hundred times with large canes. Each signed an affidavit, giving
a thorough account of the murder of Chen Guangrui. First Li Biao was
nailed to a wooden ass, and after it had been pushed to the market place,
he was cut to pieces and his head exposed on a pole for all to see. Liu Hong
was then taken to the crossing at the Hong River, to the exact spot where
he had beaten Chen Guangrui to death. The chief minister, the lady, and
Xuanzang all went to the bank of the river, and as libations they offered
the heart and liver of Liu Hong, which had been gouged out from him
live. Finally, an essay eulogizing the deceased was burned.

Facing the river the three persons wept without restraint, and their
sobs were heard down below in the water region. A yak~a patrolling the
waters brought the essay in its spirit form to the Dragon King, who read
it and at once sent a turtle marshal to fetch Guangrui. "Sir," said the king,
"Congratulations! Congratulations! At this moment, your wife, your son,
and your father-in-law are offering sacrifices to you at the bank of the river.
I am now letting your soul go so that you may return to life. We are also
presenting you with a pearl ofwish fulfillment, two rolling-pan pearls, ten
bales ofmermaid silk, and ajade belt with lustrous pearls. 1 Today you will
enjoy the reunion of husband and wife, mother and son." After Guangrui
had given thanks repeatedly, the Dragon King ordered a yak~a to escort
his body to the mouth of the river and there to return his souL The yak~a

followed the order and left.

I. The various pearls named in this sentence are all taken from Chinese lore
and legend on the object, while mermaid silk is said to be raw silk spun and sold
by mermaids. Pearls in literary writings, especially in classical poetry, are a familiar
symbol for tears. The pearls and silk as aquatic symbols here are thus used delib
erately because Chen Guangrui is revived from a watery grave. A bale is eighteen
Chinese feet in length.
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We tell you now about Lady Yin, who, having wept for some time for
her husband, would have killed herself again by plunging into the water if

Xuanzang had not desperately held on to her. They were struggling piti
fully when they saw a dead body floating toward the river bank. The lady
hurriedly went forward to look at it. Recognizing it as her husband's body,
she burst into even louder wailing. As the other people gathered around to
look, they suddenly saw Guangrui unclasping his fists and stretching his
legs. The entire body began to stir, and in a moment he clambered up to
the bank and sat down, to the infinite amazement of everyone. Guangrui
opened his eyes and saw Lady Yin, the chiefminister Yin, his father-in-law,
and a youthful monk, all weeping around him. "Why are you all here?"
said Guangrui.

"It all began," said Lady Yin, "when you were beaten to death by ban
dits. Afterwards your unworthy wife gave birth to this son, who is fortu
nate enough to have been brought up by the abbot of the Gold Mountain
Temple. The abbot sent him to meet me, and I told him to go seek his
maternal grandfather. When father heard this, he made it known to the
court and led troops here to arrest the bandits. Just now we took out the
culprit's liver and heart live to offer to you as libations, but I would like to
know how my husband's soul is able to return to give him life." Guangrui
said, "That's all on account of our buying the golden carp, when you and
I were staying at the Inn of Ten Thousand Flowers. I released that carp,
not knowing that it was none other than the Dragon King of this place.
When the bandits pushed me into the river thereafter, he was the one who
came to my rescue. Just now he was also the one who gave me back my
soul as well as many precious gifts, which I have here with me. I never
even knew that you had given birth to this boy, and I am grateful that my
father-in-law has avenged me. Indeed, bitterness has passed and sweetness
has come! What unsurpassablejoy!"

When the various officials heard about this, they all came to tender their
congratulations. The chief minister then ordered a great banquet to thank
his subordinates, after which the troops and horses on the very same day
began their march homeward. When they came to the Inn ofTen Thousand
Flowers, the chief minister gave order to pitch camp. Guangrui went with
Xuanzang to the Inn of Liu to seek the grandmother, who happened to
have dreamed the night before that a withered tree had blossomed. Mag
pies behind her house were chattering incessantly as welL She thought to
herself, "Could it be that my grandson is coming?" Before she had finished
talking to herself, father and son arrived together. The youthful monk
pointed to her and said, "Isn't this my grandmother?" When Guangrui
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saw his aged mother, he bowed in haste; mother and son embraced and
wept without restraint for a while. After recounting to each other what
had happened, they paid the innkeeper his bill and set out again for the
capital. When they reached the chief minister's residence, Guangrui, his
wife, and his mother all went to greet the chief minister's wife, who was
overjoyed. She ordered her servants to prepare a huge banquet to celebrate
the occasion. The chief minister said, "This banquet today may be named
the Festival of Reunion, for truly our whole family is rejoicing."

Early next morning, the Tang emperor held court, during which time
the chief minister Yin left the ranks to give a careful report on what had
taken place. He also recommended that a talent like Guangrui's be used
in some important capacity. The Tang emperor approved the memorial,
and ordered that Chen E be promoted to Subchancellor of the Grand
Secretariat so that he could accompany the court and carry out its poli
cies. Xuanzang, determined to follow the way of Zen, was sent to practice
austerities at the Temple of Infinite Blessing. Some time after this, Lady
Yin calmly committed suicide after all, and Xuanzang went back to the
Gold Mountain Temple to repay the kindness of abbot Faming. We do
not know how things went thereafter; let's listen to the explanation in
the next chapter.



TEN

The Old Dragon King} infoolish schemes} transgresses Heaven}s decrees;

Prime Minister wei sends a letter to an official ofthe dead.

For the time being, we shall make no mention of Guangrui serving in his
post and Xuanzang practicing austerities. We tell you now about two wor
thies who lived on the banks of the riverJing outside the city of Chang'an:
a fisherman by the name of Zhang Shao and a woodman by the name of
Li Ding. The two of them were scholars who had passed no official ex
amination, mountain folks who knew how to read. One day in the city
of Chang'an, after they had sold the wood on the one's back and the carp
in the other's basket, they went into a small inn and drank until they were
slightly tipsy. Each carrying a bottle, they followed the bank of the Jing
River and walked slowly back. "Brother Li," said Zhang Shao, "in my

opinion those who strive for fame will lose their lives on account of fame;
those who live in quest of fortune will perish because of riches; those who
have titles sleep embracing a tiger; and those who receive official favors
walk with snakes in their sleeves. When you think of it, their lives cannot
compare with our carefree existence, close to the blue mountains and fair
waters. We cherish poverty and pass our days without having to quarrel
with fate."

"Brother Zhang," said Li Ding, "there's a great deal of truth in what

you say. But your fair waters cannot match my blue mountains." "On the
contrary," said Zhang Shao, "your blue mountains cannot match my fair
waters, in testimony of which I offer a lyric to the tune of 'Butterflies
Enamored of Flowers' that says:

On ten thousand miles ofmisty waters in a tiny boat
I lean to the silent} solitary sail}
Surrounded by the sound ofthe mermaid-fish.
My mind cleansed} my care purged} for here}s little wealth orfame;
In leisure I pick the stems ofbulrushes and reeds.
To count the seagulls: that}s pleasure to be told!
At willowed banks and reeded bays



144 CHAPTER TEN

My wife and childrenjoin myjoyous laugh.
I sleep most soundly as wind and wave recede;
No shame} no glory} nor any misery. }}

Li Ding said, "Your fair waters are not as good as my blue mountains. I
also have as testimony a lyric poem to the tune of 'Butterflies Enamored
of Flowers' that says:

At a denseforest}s pine-seeded corner
I hear} wordless} the oriole-
Its deft tongue}s a tuneful pipe.
Pale reds and bright greens announce the warmth ofspring;
Summer comes abruptly; so passes time.
Then autumn arrives (for it}s an easy change)
Withfragrant goldenflowers
Most worthy ofourjoy;
And cold winter enters} swift as afinger snaps.
Ruled by no one} I}mfree in allfour climes.}}
[Ed.: The lengthy exchange ofpoems in the narrative by thefisherman and wood

man} in different tunes and styles} is omitted here. ]
The two of them thus recited poems and songs and composed linking

verses. Arriving at the place where their ways parted, they bowed to take
leave of each other. "Elder Brother Li," said Zhang Shao, "take care as you

go on your way. When you climb the mountains, be wary of the tiger. If
you were harmed, I would find, as the saying goes, 'one friend missing on
the street tomorrow.'" When Li Ding heard these words, he grew very
angry saying, "What a scoundrel you are! Good friends would even die
for each other! But you, why do you say such unlucky things to me? If
I'm to be harmed by a tiger, your boat will surely capsize in the river."
"I'll never capsize my boat in the river," said Zhang Shao. "As there are
unexpected storms in the sky,'" said Li Ding,"'so there is sudden weal or
woe on earth.' What makes you so sure that you won't have an accident?"
"Elder Brother Li," said Zhang Shao, "you say this because you have no
idea what may befall you in your business, whereas I can predict what'll
happen in my kind of business. And I assure you that I won't have any
accident." "The kind of living you pick up on the waters," said Li Ding,
"is an exceedingly treacherous business. You have to take chances all the
time. How can you be so certain about your future?"

"Here's something you don't know about," said Zhang Shao. "In this
city of Chang'an, there's a fortune teller who plies his trade on the West
Gate Street. Every day I give him a golden carp as a present, and he consults
the sticks in his sleeve for me. I follow his instructions when I lower my
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nets, and I've never missed in a hundred times. Today I went again to buy
his prediction; he told me to set my nets at the east bend of theJing River
and to cast my line from the west bank. I know I'll come back with a fine
catch of fishes and shrimps. When I go up to the city tomorrow, I'll sell
my catch and buy some wine, and then I'll get together with you again,
old brother." The two men then parted.

There is, however, a proverb: "What is said on the road is heard in the

grass." For you see, it happened that a yak~a on patrol in the Jing River
overheard the part of the conversation about not having missed a hundred
times. He dashed back to the Water Crystal Palace and hastily reported to
the Dragon King, shouting, "Disaster! Disaster!" "What sort of disaster?"

asked the Dragon King.
"Your subject," said the yak~a, "was patrolling the river and overheard

a conversation between a woodman and a fisherman. Before they parted,
they said something terrible. According to the fisherman, there is a fortune
teller on West Gate Street in the city of Chang'an who is most accurate
in his calculations. Everyday the fisherman gives him a carp, and he then
consults the sticks in his sleeve, with the result that the fisherman has not
missed once in a hundred times when he casts his line! If such accurate
calculations continue, will not all our water kin be exterminated? Where
will you find any more inhabitants for the watery region who will toss and
leap in the waves to enhance the majesty of the Great King?"

The Dragon King became so angry that he wanted to take the sword
and go at once up to Chang'an to slay the fortune teller. But his dragon
sons and grandsons, the shrimp and crab ministers, the samli counselor, the
perch Subdirector of the Minor Court, and the carp President of the Board
of Civil Office all came from the side and said to him, "Let the Great King
restrain his anger. The proverb says, 'Don't believe everything you hear.' If
the Great King goes forth like this, the clouds will accompany you and the
rains will follow you. We fear that the people of Chang'an will be terrified
and Heaven will be offended. Since the Great King has the power to appear
or disappear suddenly and to transform into many shapes and sizes, let him
change into a scholar. Then go to the city of Chang'an and investigate the
matter. If there is indeed such a person, you can slay him without delay; but
if there is no such person, there is no need then to harm innocent people."
The Dragon King accepted their suggestion; he abandoned his sword and
dismissed the clouds and the rains. Reaching the river bank, he shook his
body and changed into a white-robed scholar, truly with

Features most virile}
A stature towering;
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A stride most stately
So orderly andfirm.
His speech exalts Kong and Meng;
His manner embodies zhou and Wen. 1

He wears a silk robe ofthe color ofjade;
His casual head-wrap's shaped like the letter one. 2

Coming out of the water, he strode to the West Gate Street in the city
of Chang'an. There he found a noisy crowd surrounding someone who
was saying in a lofty and self-assured manner, "Those born under the
Dragon will follow their fate; those under the Tiger will collide with their
physiognomies. The branches Yin, Chen, Si, and Hai may be said to fit
into the grand scheme, but I fear your birthday may clash with the Planet
Jupiter." When the Dragon King heard this, he knew that he had come
upon the fortune teller's place. Walking up to it and pushing the people
apart, he peered inside to see

Four walls ofexquisite writings;
A roomfull ofbrocadedpaintings;
Smoke unendingfrom the treasure duck;3
And such pure water in aporcelain vase.
On both sides are mounted Wang Wei's paintings;
High above his seat hangs the Guiguftrm. 4

The ink slabfrom Duanxi, 5

The golden smoke ink,
Both match the great brush offrostiest hair;
The crystal balls,
Guo Pu's numbers, 6

Neatlyface new classics ofsoothsaying.

I. The four proper names mentioned in these two lines refer to Confucius (Kong
QLu), Mencius (Meng Ke), the Duke of zhou (Zhou Gong), and King Wen (King
Wen, putative founder of the zhou dynasty).

2. Unlike the Arabic numeral one, the Chinese graph for one is a single hori
zontal stroke. Thus the headwrap is quite flat as used in the traditional attire of a
student or scholar.

3. An incense burner.
4. Guigu or Guiguzi (Master of the Ghostly Valley) was a legendary strategist

and expert diviner of antiquity.
5. Duanxi, a stream in Guangdong Province famous for its stones that can be

turned into fine ink slabs.
6. Famous poet of the Jin (265-419 CE) who was also known to be a master

occultist.
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He knows the hexagrams well;
He}s mastered the eight trigrams;
He perceives the laws ofHeaven and Earth;
He discerns the ways ofdemons andgods.
One tray before himfixes the cosmic hours;
His mind clearly orders all planets and stars.
Truly those things to come
And those things past
He beholds as in a mirror;
Which house will rise
And which willfall
HefOresees like agod.
He knows evil and decrees the good;
He prescribes death andpredicts life.
His pronouncements quicken the wind and rain;
His brush alarms both spirits andgods.
His shop sign has letters to declare his name;
This divine diviner} Yuan Shoucheng.
Who was this man? He was actually the uncle ofYuan Tiankang, presi

dent of the Imperial Board of Astronomy in the present dynasty. The
gentleman was truly a man of extraordinary appearance and elegant fea
tures; his name was known throughout the great country and his art was
considered the highest in Chang'an. The Dragon King went inside the door
and met the Master; after exchanging greetings, he was invited to take the
seat of honor while a boy served him tea. The Master asked, "What would
you like to know?" The Dragon King said, "Please forecast the weather."

The Master consulted his sticks and made hisjudgment:
Clouds hide the hilltop
AndfOg shrouds the tree.
The rain you}d divine
Tomorrow you}ll see.
"At what hour will it rain tomorrow, and how much rain will there

be?" said the Dragon King. "At the hour of the Dragon the clouds will
gather," said the Master, "and thunder will be heard at the hour of the

Serpent. Rain will come at the hour of the Horse and reach its limit at the
hour of the Sheep.7 There will be altogether three feet, three inches, and
forty-eight drops of rain." "You had better not be joking now," said the

7. The hours of Dragon, Serpent, Horse, and Sheep are 7-9 a.m., 9-11 a.m., II
a.m.-I p.m., and 1-3 p.m.
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Dragon King, laughing. "If it rains tomorrow and if it is in accordance
with the time and the amount you prophesied, I shall present you with
fifty taels of gold as my thanks. But if it does not rain, or if the amount
and the hours are incorrect, I tell you truly that I shall come and break
your front door to pieces and tear down your shop sign. You will be chased
out of Chang'an at once so that you may no longer seduce the multitude."
"You may certainly do that," said the Master amiably. "Good-bye for now.
Please come again tomorrow after the rain."

The Dragon King took leave and returned to his water residence. He
was received by various aquatic deities, who asked, "How was the Great
King's visit to the soothsayer?" "Yes, yes, yes," said the Dragon King,
"there is indeed such a person, but he's a garrulous fortune teller. I asked
him when it would rain, and he said tomorrow; I asked him again about
the time and the amount, and he told me that clouds would gather at the
hour of the Dragon, thunder would be heard at the hour of the Serpent,
rain would come at the hour of the Horse and would reach its limit at the
hour of the Sheep. Altogether there would be three feet, three inches, and
forty-eight drops of water. I made a wager with him: if it is as he said,
I'll reward him with fifty taels of gold. If there is the slightest error, I'll
break down his shop and chase him away, so that he will not be permitted
to seduce the multitude at Chang'an." "The Great King is the supreme
commander of the eight rivers," said the water kin laughing, "the great
Dragon Deity in charge of rain. Whether there is going to be rain or not,
only the Great King knows that. How dare he speak so foolishly? That
soothsayer is sure to lose!"

While the dragon sons and grandsons were laughing at the matter with
the fish and crab officials, a voice was heard suddenly in midair announcing,
"Dragon King of the Jing River, receive the imperial command." They
raised their heads to look and saw a golden-robed guardian holding the
decree of the Jade Emperor and heading straight for the water residence.
The Dragon King hastily straightened out his attire and burned incense to
receive the decree. After he had made his delivery, the guardian rose into
the air and left. The Dragon King opened the decree, which said:

We bid the Eight-Rivers Prince
To call up thunder and rain;
Pour out tomorrow yourgrace
To benefit ChangJanJs race.

The instructions regarding the hours and the amount of rain written on
the decree did not even differ in the slightest from the soothsayer's predic
tion. So overwhelmed was the Dragon King that his spirit left him and his
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soul fled, and only after a while did he regain consciousness. He said to
his water kinsmen, "There is indeed an intelligent creature in the world
of dust! How well he comprehends the laws of Heaven and Earth! I'm
bound to lose to him!"

"Let the Great King calm himself," said the samli counselor. "Is it so
difficult to get the better of the fortune teller? Your subject here has a little
plan which will silence that fellow for good." When the Dragon King
asked what the plan was, the counselor said, "If the rain tomorrow misses
the timing and the amount specified by a mere fraction, it will mean that
his prediction is not accurate. Won't you have won? What's there to stop
you then from tearing up his shop sign and putting him on the road?" The
Dragon King took his counsel and stopped worrying.

The next day he ordered the Duke of Wind, the Lord of Thunder, the
Boy of Clouds, and the Mother of Lightning to go with him to the sky
above Chang'an. He waited until the hour of the Serpent before spread
ing the clouds, the hour of the Horse before letting loose the thunder, the
hour of the Sheep before releasing the rain, and only by the hour of the
Monkey did the rain stop.8 There were only three feet and forty drops of
water, since the times were altered by an hour and the amount was changed
by three inches and eight drops.

After the rain, the Dragon King dismissed his followers and came down
from the clouds, transformed once again into a scholar dressed in white.
He went to the West Gate Street and crashed into Yuan Shoucheng's shop.
Without a word of explanation, he began to smash the shop sign, the
brushes, and the ink slab to pieces. The Master, however, sat on his chair
and remained unmoved; so the Dragon King unhinged the door and threat
ened to hit him with it, crying, "You're nothing but a bogus prophet of
good and evil, an imposter who deludes the minds of the people! Your
predictions are incorrect; your words are patently false! What you told me
about the time and quantity of today's rain was utterly inaccurate, and yet
you dare sit so smugly and so high on your seat? Leave here at once before
you are executed!" Still Yuan Shoucheng was not at all intimidated. He
lifted up his head and laughed scornfully. "I'm not afraid!" he said. "Not

in the least! I'm not guilty of death, but I fear that you have committed a
mortal crime. You can fool other people, but you can't fool me! I recognize
you all right: you are not a white-robed scholar but the Dragon King of
the Jing River. By altering the times and holding back the quantity of
rain, you have disobeyed the decree of the Jade Emperor and transgressed

8. The hour of the Monkey is 3-5 p.m.
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the law of Heaven. On the dragon execution block you won't escape the
knife! And here you are, railing at me!"

When the Dragon King heard these words, his heart trembled and his
hair stood on end. He dropped the door qUickly, tidied his clothes, and
knelt before the Master saying, "I beg the Master not to take offense.
My previous words were spoken injest; little did I realize that my prank
would turn out to be such a serious crime. Now I have indeed transgressed
the law of Heaven. What am I to do? I beseech the Master to save me. If
you won't, I'll never let you go!" "I can't save you," said Shoucheng, "I

can only point out to you what may be a way of life." "I'm willing to be
instructed," said the Dragon.

The Master said, "You are to be executed tomorrow by the human
judge, Wei Zheng, at the third quarter past the hour of noon. If you want
to preserve your life, you must go quickly to plead your case before the
present emperor Tang Taizong, for Wei Zheng is the prime minister before
his throne. If you can win the emperor's favor, you'll be spared." Hearing
this, the Dragon took leave with tears in his eyes. Soon the red sun sank
down and the moon arose. You see

Smoke thickens on purple mountains as homing crows tire;
Travelers on distant journeys headfor inns;
Young wildgeese atfords rest onfield and sand.
The silver stream appears
To hasten the timefloats.
Lightsflare in a lone villagefrom dyingflames:
Wind sweeps the burner to clear Daoist yard ofsmoke
As manfades away in the butterfly dream.
The moon movesfloral shadows up the garden}s rails.
The stars are rift
As water clocks strike;
So swiftly the gloom deepens that it}s midnight.
Our Dragon King of the Jing River did not even return to his water

home; he waited in the air until it was about the hour of the Rat,9 when
he descended from the clouds and mists and came to the gate of the palace.
At this time the Tang emperor wasjust having a dream about taking a walk
outside the palace in the moonlight, beneath the shades of flowers. The
Dragon suddenly assumed the form of a human being and went up to him.
Kneeling, he cried out, "Your Majesty, save me, save me!" "Who are you?"
asked Taizong. "We would be glad to save you." "Your Majesty is the true
dragon," said the Dragon King, "but I am an accursed one. Because I have

9. The hour of the Rat is II p.m.-I a.m.



CHAPTER TEN 151

disobeyed the decree of Heaven, I am to be executed by a worthy subject
ofYour Majesty, the humanjudge Wei Zheng. I have therefore come here
to plead with you to save me." "If Wei Zheng is to be the executioner,"
said Taizong, "we can certainly save you. You may leave and not worry."
The Dragon King was delighted and left after expressing his gratitude.

We tell you now about Taizong, who, having awakened, was still turn
ing over in his mind what he had dreamed. Soon it was three-fifths past
the hour of the fifth watch, and Taizong held court for his ministers, both
civil and martiaL You see

Smoke shrouding the phoenix arches;
Incense clouding the dragon domes;
Light shimmering as the silk screens move;
Clouds brushing thefeather-trimmedflags;
Rulers and lords harmonious as Yao and Shun;
Rituals and music solemn as Han}s and zhou}s.
The attendant lamps}
The court-maidenjans
Show their colors in pairs;
From peacock screens
And unicorn halls
Light radiates everywhere.
Three cheersfOr long life!
A wishfOr reign everlasting!
When a whip cracks three times}
The caps and robes will bow to the Crown.
Brilliant the palatial blooms} endued by Heaven}s scent;
Pliant the bank willows} sung andpraised by court music.
The screens ofpearl}
The screens ofjade}
Are drawn high by golden hooks:
The dragon-phoenixjan}
The mountain-riverjan}
Rest on top ofthe royal carriage.
The civil lords are noble and refined;
The martial lords}strong and valiant.
The imperialpath divides the ranks:
The vermilion court aligns the grades.
The golden seal andpurple sashes bearing the three signs10

will lastfOr millions ofyears as Heaven and Earth.

10. The three signs: the sun, the moon, and the stars.
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After the ministers had paid their homage, they all went back to stand
ing in rows according to their rank. The Tang emperor opened his dragon
eyes to look at them one by one: among the civil officials were Fang Xu
anling, Du Ruhui, Xu Shizhi, XuJingzong, and Wang Guei; and among
the military officials were Ma Sanbao, Duan Zhixian, Yin Kaishan, Cheng
Yaojin, Liu Hongzhi, Hu Jingde, and QLn Shubao. Each one of them was
standing there in a most solemn manner, but the prime minister Wei Zheng
was not to be seen anywhere. The Tang emperor asked Xu Shizhi to come
forward and said to him, "We had a strange dream last night: there was a

man who paid homage to us, calling himself the Dragon King of theJing
River. He said that he had disobeyed the command of Heaven and was
supposed to be executed by the humanjudge Wei Zheng. He implored us
to save him, and we gave our consent. Today only Wei Zheng is absent from
the ranks. Why is that?" "This dream may indeed come true," answered
Shizhi, "and Wei Zheng must be summoned to court immediately. Once
he arrives, let Your Majesty keep him here for a whole day and not permit
him to leave. After this day, the dragon in the dream will be saved." The
Tang emperor was most delighted: he gave the order at once to have Wei
Zheng summoned to court.

We speak now of prime minister Wei Zheng, who studied the move
ment of the stars and burned incense at his home that evening. He heard
the cries of cranes in the air and saw there a Heavenly messenger holding
the golden decree of theJade Emperor, which ordered him to execute in his

dream the old dragon of the Jing River at precisely the third quarter past
the noon hour. Having thanked the Heavenly grace, our prime minister
prepared himself in his residence by bathing himself and abstaining from
food; he was also sharpening his magic sword and exercising his spirit, and
therefore he did not attend court. He was terribly flustered when he saw
the royal officer on duty arriving with the summons. Not daring, however,
to disobey the emperor's command, he had to dress qUickly and follow the
summons into court, kowtowing and asking for pardon before the throne.
The Tang emperor said, "We pardoned indeed our worthy subject."

At that time the various ministers had not yet retired from the court,
and only after Wei Zheng's arrival was the curtain drawn up for the court's
dismissal. Wei Zheng alone was asked to remain; he rode the golden car
riage with the emperor to enter the chamber for relaxation, where he
discussed with the emperor tactics for making the empire secure and other
affairs of state. When it was just about midway between the hour of the
Serpent and the hour of the Horse, the emperor asked the royal attendants
to bring out a large chess set, saying, "We shall have a game with our wor-
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thy subject." The various concubines took out the chessboard and set it

on the imperial table. After expressing his gratitude, Wei Zheng set out to

play chess with the Tang emperor, both of them moving the pieces step by
step into positions. It was completely in accordance with the instruction

of the Chess Classic:

The way of chess exalts discipline and caution; the most powerful pieces

should remain in the center, the weakest ones at the flanks, and the less

powerful ones at the corners. This is a familiar law of the chess player. The

law says: "You should rather lose a piece than an advantage. When you

strike on the left, you must guard your right; when you attack in the rear,

you must watch your front. Only when you have a secure front will you

also have a rear, and only if you have a secure rear will you maintain your

front. The two ends cannot be separated, and yet both must remain flex

ible and not be encumbered. A broad formation should not be too loose,

while a tight position should not be constricted. Rather than clinging

on to save a single piece, it is better to sacrifice it in order to win; rather

than moving without purpose, it is better to remain stationary in order

to be self-supportive. When your adversary outnumbers you, your first

concern is to survive; when you outnumber your adversary, you must

strive to exploit your force. He who knows how to win will not prolong

his fight; he who is a master of positions will not engage in direct combat;

he who knows how to fight will not suffer defeat; and he who knows how

to lose will not panic. For chess begins with proper engagement but ends

in unexpected victory. If your enemy, even without being threatened, is

bringing up his reinforcement, it is a sign of his intention to attack; if he

deserts a small piece without trying to save it, he may be stalking a big

ger piece. If he moves in a casual manner, he is a man without thoughts;

response without thought is the way to defeat. The Classic ofPoetry says:

Approach with extreme caution as if facing a deep canyon. Such is the

meaning thereof."

The poem says:
The chessboard}s the earth; the pieces are the sky;
The colors are light and dark as the whole universe.
When playing reaches that skillful} subtle stage}
Boast and laugh with the old Immortal ofChess.
The two of them, emperor and subject, played chess until three quarters

past the noon hour, but the game was not yet finished. Suddenly Wei Zheng

put his head on the table and fell fast asleep. Taizong laughed and said, "Our



154 CHAPTER TEN

worthy subject truly has worn himself out for the state and exhausted his
strength on behalf of the empire. He has therefore fallen asleep in spite of
himself." Taizong allowed him to sleep on and did not arouse him. In a
little while, Wei Zheng awoke and prostrated himself on the ground say
ing, "Your subject deserves ten thousand deaths! Your subject deserves ten
thousand deaths! Just now I lost consciousness for no reason at all. I beg
Your Majesty's pardon for such insult against the emperor."

"What insult is there?" said Taizong. "Arise! Let us forget the old game
and start a new one instead." Wei Zheng expressed his gratitude. As he put
his hand on a piece, a loud clamor was heard outside the gate. It was oc
casioned by the ministers Qi..n Shubao and Xu Mougong, who arrived with
a dragon head dripping with blood. Throwing it in front of the emperor,
they said, "Your Majesty, we have seen seas turn shallow and rivers run
dry, but a thing as strange as this we have never even heard of." Taizong
arose with Wei Zheng and said, "Where did this thing come from?" "South

of the Thousand-Step Corridor," replied Shubao and Mougong, "at the
crossroads, this dragon head fell from the clouds. Your lowly subjects dare
not withhold it from you."

In alarm, the Tang emperor asked Wei Zheng, "What's the meaning
of this?" Turning to kowtow to him, Wei Zheng said, "This dragon was
executedjust now by your subject in his dream." When the Tang emperor
heard this, he was seized with fear and said, "When our worthy minister
was sleeping, I did not see any movement of body or limb, nor did I per
ceive any scimitar or sword. How could you have executed this dragon?"
Wei Zheng replied, "My lord, although

My body was before my master,
I left Your Majesty in my dream;
My body before my masterfaced the unfinishedgame,
With dim eyesfully closed;
I left Your Majesty in my dream to ride the blessed cloud,
With spirit most eager and alert.
That dragon on the dragon execution block
Was bound up there by celestial hosts.
Your subject said,
{Por breaking Heaven's law,
You are worthy ofdeath.
Now by Heaven's command,
I end your wretched life.'
The dragon listened in grief;
Your subject bestirred his spirit;
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The dragon listened in grief;
Retrieving claws and scales to await his death;
Your subject bestirred his spiritJ

Lifting robe and taking step to hold high his blade.
With one loud crack the knift descended;
And thus the head ofthe dragonfell from the sky. JJ

When Taizong heard these words, he was filled with both sadness and
delight. The delight was caused by his pride in having a minister as good as
Wei Zheng. If he had worthies of this kind in his court, he thought, need
he worry about the security of his empire? He was saddened, however,
by the fact that he had promised in his dream to save the dragon, and he
had not anticipated that the creature would be killed in this manner. He
had to force himself to give the order to Shubao that the dragon head be
hung on display at the market, so that the populace of Chang'an might be
informed. Meanwhile, he rewarded Wei Zheng, after which the various
ministers dispersed.

That night he returned to his palace in deep depression, for he kept re
membering the dragon in the dream crying and begging for his life. Little
did he expect that the turn of events would be such that the dragon still
could not escape calamity. Having thought about the matter for a long
time, he became physically and mentally drained. At about the hour of
the second watch, the sound ofweeping was heard outside the door of the
palace, and Taizong became even more fearful. He was sleeping fitfully

when he saw our Dragon King of the Jing River holding his head drip
ping with blood in his hand, and crying in a loud voice: "Tang Taizong!
Give me back my life! Give me back my life! Last night you were full of
promises to save me. Why did you order a human judge in the daytime
to have me executed? Come out, come out! I am going to argue this case
with you before the King of the Underworld." He seized Taizong and
would neither let go nor desist from his protestation. Taizong could not
say a word; he could only struggle until perspiration covered his entire
body. Just at the moment when it seemed that nothing could separate
them, fragrant clouds and colorful mists appeared from the south. A Daoist
priestess came forward and waved a willow twig. That headless dragon,
still mourning and weeping, left at once toward the northwest. For you
see, this was none other than the Bodhisattva Guanyin, who by the decree
of Buddha was seeking a scripture pilgrim in the Land of the East. She
was staying in the temple of the local spirit at the city of Chang'an when
she heard in the night the weeping of demons and the crying of spirits.
So she came specially to drive the accursed dragon away and to rescue the
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emperor. That dragon went directly to the court of the Underworld to
file suit, of which we shall say no more.

We now tell you about Taizong, who, when he awoke, could only yell
aloud, "Ghost! Ghost!" He so terrified the queens of three palaces, the
concubines of six chambers, and the attending eunuchs that they remained
sleepless for the entire night. Soon it was the fifth watch, and all the officials
of the court, both civil and military, were waiting for an audience outside
the gate. They waited until dawn, but the emperor did not appear, and
every one of them became apprehensive and restless. Only after the sun was
high in the sky did a proclamation come out saying, "We are not feeling
too well. The ministers are excused from court." Five or six days went by
swiftly, and the various officials became so anxious that they were about
to enter the court without summons and inquire after the Throne. Just
then the queen mother gave the order to have the physician brought into
the palace, and so the multitude waited at the gate of the court for some
news. In a little while, the physician came out and he was questioned by
them about the emperor's illness. "The pulse of His Majesty is irregular,"
said the physician, "for it is weak as well as rapid. He blabbers about see
ing ghosts. I also perceive that there were ten movements and one rest,
but there is no breath left in his viscera. I am afraid that he will pass away
within seven days." When the various ministers heard this statement, they

paled with fright.
In this state of alarm, they again heard that Taizong had summoned

Xu Mougong, Huguo Gong, and Yuchi Gong to appear before him. The
three ministers hurried into the auxiliary palace, where they prostrated
themselves. Speaking somberly and with great effort, Taizong said, "My
worthy subjects, since the age of nineteen I have been leading my army
in expeditions to the four corners of the Earth. I have experienced much
hardship throughout the years, but I have never encountered any kind of
strange or weird thing. This day, however, I have seen ghosts!"

"When you established your empire," said Yuchi Gong, "you had to kill
countless people. Why should you fear ghosts?" "You may not believe it,"
said Taizong, "but outside this bedroom of mine at night, there are bricks
thrown and spirits screaming to a degree that is truly unmanageable. In the
daytime it's not too bad, but it's intolerable at night!" "Let Your Majesty
be relieved," said Shubao, "for this evening your subject andJingde11 will
stand guard at the palace gate. We shall see what sort of ghostly business

II. Jingde: frequently the name ofYuchi Gong in vernacular Chinese fiction. He
was a famous general originally from Central Asia serving at the Tang court.
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there is." Taizong agreed to the proposal, and Mougong and the other
ministers retired after expressing their gratitude.

That evening the two ministers, in full battle dress and holding golden
bludgeon and battle-ax, stood guard outside the palace gate. Dear generals!
Look how they are attired:

They wore on their heads brightglimmering golden helmets}
And on their bodies cuirasses ofdragon scales.
Their jeweled breastplatesglow like hallowed clouds:
With lion knots tightly drawn}
And silk sashes newly spun.
This one hadphoenix eyes staring into the sky tofrighten the stars:
The other had brown eyes glowering like lightning and shining like the moon.
They were once warriors ofgreatest merit;
But now they becamefOr all time the guardians ofthe gates}
In all ages the protectors ofthe home.

The two generals stood beside the door for the entire night and did not
see the slightest disturbance. That night Taizong rested peacefully in the
palace; when morning came he summoned the two generals before him
and thanked them profusely, saying, "Since falling ill, I haven't been able
to sleep for days, and only last night did I manage to get some rest because
ofyour presence. Let our worthy ministers retire now for some rest so that
we may count on your protection once again at night." The two generals
left after expressing their gratitude, and for the following two or three
nights their standing guard brought continued peace. However, the royal
appetite diminished and the illness became more severe. Taizong, more
over, could not bear to see the two generals overworked. So once again he
called Shubao, Jingde, the ministers Du and Fang into the palace, saying
to them, "Though I got some rest these past two days, I have imposed on
the two generals the hardship of staying up all night. I wish to have por
traits made of both of them by a skilled painter and have these pasted on
the door, so that the two generals will be spared any further labor. How
about it?" The various ministers obeyed; they selected two portrait paint
ers, who made pictures of the two generals in their proper battle attire.
The portraits were then mounted near the gate, and no incident occurred

during the night.
So it was for two or three days, until the loud rattling of bricks and

tiles was again heard at the rear gate of the palace. At dawn the emperor
called together the various ministers, saying to them, "For the past few
days there have been, happily, no incidents at the front of the palace, but
last night the noises at the back door were such that they nearly frightened
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me to death." Mougong stepped forward and said, "The disturbances at
the front door were driven off by Jingde and Shubao. If there is distur
bance at the rear gate, then Wei Zheng ought to stand guard." Taizong
approved the suggestion and ordered Wei Zheng to guard the rear door
that night. Accepting the charge, Wei donned his full court regalia that
evening; holding the sword with which he had slain the dragon, he stood
at attention before the rear gate of the palace. What splendid heroic stature!
Look how he is attired:

A turban ofgreen satin swathed his brow:
On his brocaded robe ajade belt hungfrom his waist;
Windblown} the sleeves ofhis crane-skinnedgownfluttered like drifting snow.
He surpassed even the divinefigures ofLu and Shu.
Hisfeet were shod in black boots supple and smooth.
In his hands was a sharp blade} fierce and keen.
With glaring eyes he looked all around.
What goblin or demon would dare approach?
A whole night went by and no ghost appeared. But though there were

no incidents at either the front or the rear gate, the emperor's condition
worsened. One day the queen mother sent for all the ministers to discuss
funeral arrangements. Taizong himself also summoned Xu Mougong to
his bedside to entrust to him the affairs of state, committing the crown
prince to the minister's care as Liu Bei did to Zhuge Liang. When he had
finished speaking, he bathed and changed his garments, waiting for his time
to come. Wei Zheng then stepped out from the side and tugged the royal
garment with his hand, saying, "Let Your Majesty be relieved. Your subject
knows something which will guarantee long life for Your Majesty."

"My illness," said Taizong, "has reached the irremediable stage; my life
is in danger. How can you preserve it?" "Your subject has a letter here,"
said Wei, "which I submit to Your Majesty to take with you to Hell and
give to the Judge of the Underworld, Jue."

"Who is CUiJue?" asked Taizong.
"CuiJue," said Wei, "was the subject of the deceased emperor, your

father: at first he was the district magistrate of Cizhou, and subsequently he
was promoted to vice-president of the Board ofRites. When he was alive,
he was an intimate friend and sworn brother ofyour subject. Now that he
is dead, he has become a judge in the capital of the Underworld, having
in his charge the chronicles of life and death in the region of darkness. He
meets with me frequently, however, in my dreams. If you go there pres
ently and hand this letter to him, he will certainly remember his obligation
toward your lowly subject and allow Your Majesty to return here. Surely
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your soul will return to the human world, and your royal countenance
will once more grace the capital." When Taizong heard these words, he
took the letter in his hands and put it in his sleeve; with that, he closed his
eyes and died. Those queens and concubines from three palaces and six
chambers, the crown prince and the two rows of civil and military officials,
all put on their mourning garb to mourn him, as the imperial coffin lay in
state at the Hall of the White Tiger, but we shall say no more about that.
We do not know how the soul of Taizong came back; let's listen to the
explanation in the next chapter.
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Having toured the Underworld) Taizong returns to life;

Having presented melons andfruits) Liu Q:!an marries again.

The poem says:
A hundred years pass by likeflowing streams;
Likefroth andfoam a lifetime}s work now seems.
Yesterdayfaces had apeach}s glow;
Today the templesfloat upflakes ifsnow.
Termites disband-illusion then you}lllearn!
Cuckoos callgravelyfor your early return.
Secret good works will always life prolong.
Virtue}s not needyfor Heav}n}s care is strong.

We now tell you about Taizong, whose soul drifted out of the Tower of
Five Phoenixes. Everything was blurred and indistinct. It seemed to him
that a company of imperial guardsmen was inviting him to a hunting
party, to which Taizong gladly gave his consent and went off with them.
They hadjourneyed for a long time when suddenly all the men and horses
vanished from sight. He was left alone, walking the deserted fields and
desolate plains. As he was anxiously trying to find his way back, he heard
someone from beyond calling in a loud voice: "Great Tang Emperor, come
over here! Come over here!" Taizong heard this and looked up. He saw
that the man had

A black gauze cap on his head;
Rhinoceros horns around his waist.
Soft bands dangledfrom the black gauze hat on his head:
Golden buckles enhanced the rhinoceros horns around his waist.
He held an ivory tablet shrouded by blessed mist;
He wore a silk robe encircled by holy light.
On hisfeet was apair ifwhite-soled boots
To walk the clouds and climb thefog;
He carried near his heart a book iflife and death}
Which determined one}sfate.
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His hair} loose and luxuriant} haloed his head:
His beardfloated and danced around hisjaws.
He was once a Tang prime minister:
Now he handled cases to serve the King ifHades.
Taizong walked toward him, and the man, kneeling at the side of the

road, said to him, "Your Majesty, please pardon your subject for neglecting
to meet you at a greater distance." "Who are you," asked Taizong, "and
for what reason did you come to meet me?" The man said, "Half a month

ago, your lowly subject met in the Halls of Darkness the Dragon Ghost of

the Jing River, who was filing suit against Your Majesty for having him
executed after promising to save him. So the great king Qi..nguang of the
first chamber immediately sent demon messengers to arrest you and bring
you to trial before the Three Tribunes. Your subject learned of this and

therefore came here to receive you. I did not expect to come late today,
and I beg you to forgive me."

"What is your name," said Taizong, "and what is your rank?" "When

your lowly subject was alive," said that man, "he served on Earth before

the previous emperor as the district magistrate of Cizhou. Afterwards I
was appointed vice-president of the Board of Rites. My surname is Cui

and my given name is Jue. In the Region of Darkness I hold a judgeship
in the Capital of Death." Taizong was very glad; he went forward and

held out his royal hands to raise the man up, saying, "I am sorry to have
inconvenienced you. Wei Zheng who serves before my throne, has a letter

for you. I'm glad that we have a chance to meet here." Thejudge expressed
his gratitude and asked where the letter was. Taizong took it out of his

sleeve and handed it over to Cui Jue, who received it, bowing, and then

opened it and read:

Your unworthily beloved brother Wei Zheng sends with bowed head this
letter to the GreatJudge, my sworn brother the Honorable Mr. Cui. I recall

our former goodly society, and both your voice and your countenance seem
to be present with me. Several years have hastened by since I last heard

your lofty discourse. I could only prepare a few vegetables and fruits to
offer to you as sacrifices during the festive times of the year, though I do

not know whether you have enjoyed them or not. I am grateful, however,
that you have not forgotten me, and that you have revealed to me in my

dreams that you, my elder brother, have ascended to an even higher office.
Unfortunately, the worlds of Light and Darkness are separated by a gulf

wide as the Heavens, so that we cannot meet face to face. The reason that I

am writing you now is the sudden demise ofmy emperor, the accomplished
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Taizong, whose case, I suppose, will be reviewed by the Three Tribunes,
so that he will certainly be given the opportunity to meet you. I earnestly
beseech you to remember our friendship while you were living and grant
me the small favor of allowing His Majesty to return to life. This will be
a very great favor to me, for which I thank you once more.

After reading the letter, the judge said with great delight, "The execution
of the old dragon the other day by the humanjudge Wei is already known
to your subject, who greatly admires him for this deed. I am, moreover,
indebted to him for looking after my children. Since he has written such
a letter now, Your Majesty need have no further concern. Your lowly
subject will make certain that you will be returned to life, to ascend once
more your throne ofjade." Taizong thanked him.

As the two of them were speaking, they saw in the distance two young
boys in blue robes holding banners and flags and calling out, "The King of
the Underworld has an invitation for you." Taizong went forward with
Judge Cui and the two boys. He suddenly saw a huge city, and on a large
plaque above the city gate was the inscription in gold letters, "The Region
of Darkness, The Gate of Spirits." Waving the banners, the blue robes led
Taizong into the city. As they walked along, they saw at the side of the
street the emperor's predecessor Li Yuan, his elder brotherJiancheng, and
his deceased brother Yuanji, who came toward them, shouting, "Here
comes Shimin! Here comes Shimin!" The brothers clutched at Taizong
and began beating him and threatening vengeance. Having no place to
dodge, the emperor fell into their clutch; and only whenJudge Cui called
a blue-faced, hook-tusked demon to drive them away could he escape and
continue his journey.

They had traveled no more than a few miles when they arrived at a tower-
ing edifice with green tiles. This bUilding was truly magnificent. You see

Lightly ten thousandfolds ofcolored mists pile high;
Dimly a thousand strands ofcrimson brume appear.
Heads ofwild beasts rear upfrom the eaves aglow.
Lambent rooftiles in pairs rise in tiers offive.
Rows ofred-gold nails bore deeply into doors;
CrosswiseJ whitejade slabsform the sills.
Windows near the lights release luminous smoke.
The screensJ the curtainsJ flash likefiery bolts.
High-rising towers reach to the azure sky.
Criss-crossing hallwaysjoin the treasure rooms.
Fragrant cloudsfrom ornate tripods line the royal robes;
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Fires ofscarlet silk lanterns brighten the portals' leaves.
On the left, hordes offierce Bull-heads stand;
On the right, gangs ofgruesome Horse-faces hover.
To greet the dead, to guide the ghosts, the goldplacards turn;
To lead the souls, to call the spirits, the white silk descends.
It bears this name: The Central Gate ofHell,
The Hall ofDarkness ofthe Princes ofHades ·
As Taizong was looking at the place, there came from within the tin

kling of girdle jade, the mysterious fragrance of divine incense, and two
pairs of torch candles followed by the Ten Kings of the Underworld com
ing down the steps. The Ten Kings were: King Q!...nguang, King of the
Beginning River, King of the Song Emperor, King ofAvenging Ministers,
King Yarna, King ofEqual Ranks, King of the Tai Mountain, King of City
Markets, King of Complete Change, and King of the Turning Wheel.
Coming out of the Treasure Hall of Darkness, they bowed to receive
Taizong, who, feigning modesty, declined to lead the way. The Ten Kings
said, "Your Majesty is the emperor of men in the World ofLight, whereas
we are but the kings of spirits in the World of Darkness. Such are indeed
our appointed stations, so why should you defer to us?" "I'm afraid that
I have offended all of you," said Taizong, "so how can I dare to speak of
observing the etiquette of ghosts and men, of Light and Darkness?" Only
after much protestation did Taizong proceed into the Hall of Darkness.
After he had greeted the Ten Kings properly, they sat down according to
the places assigned to hosts and guests.

After a little while, King Q!...nguang folded his hands in front of him
and came forward, saying, "The Dragon Spirit of the Jing River accuses
Your Majesty of having him slain after promising to save him. Why?" "I
did promise him that nothing would happen," said Taizong, "when the old
dragon appealed to me in my dream at night. He was gUilty, you know, and
was condemned to be executed by the humanjudge Wei Zheng. It was to
save him that I invited Wei Zheng to play chess with me, not anticipating
that Wei Zheng could have performed the execution in his dream! That
was indeed a miraculous stratagem devised by the humanjudge, and, after
all, the dragon was also gUilty of a mortal offense. I fail to see how I am
to blame." When the Ten Kings heard these words, they replied, bowing,
"Even before that dragon was born, it was already written on the Book of
Death held by the Star of South Pole that he should be slain by a human
judge. We have known this all along, but the dragon lodged his complaint
here and insisted that Your Majesty be brought down so that his case might
be reviewed by the Three Tribunes. We have already sent him on his way
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to his next incarnation through the Wheel of Transmigration. We regret,
however, that we have caused Your Majesty the inconvenience of this
journey, and we beg your pardon for pressing you to come here."

When they had finished speaking, they ordered the judge in charge of
the Books of Life and Death to bring out the records quickly so that they
could ascertain what the allotted time of the emperor was to be. Judge
Cui went at once to his chamber and examined, one by one, the ages pre
ordained for all the kings in the world that were inscribed in the books.
Startled when he saw that the Great Tang Emperor Taizong of the South
Jambudvlpa Continent was destined to die in the thirteenth year of the
period Zhenguan, he qUickly dipped his big brush in thick ink and added
two strokes before presenting the book. The Ten Kings took one look
and saw that "thirty-three years" was written beneath the name Taizong.
They asked in alarm: "How long has it been since Your Majesty was en
throned?" "It has been thirteen years," said Taizong. "Your Majesty need

have no worry," said King Yama, "for you still have twenty years of life.
Now that your case has been clearly reviewed, we can send you back to
the World of Light." When Taizong heard this, he bowed to express his
gratitude as the Ten Kings ordered Judge Cui and Grand Marshal Chu to
accompany him back to life.

Taizong walked out of the Hall ofDarkness and asked, saluting the Ten
Kings once again, "What's going to happen to those living in my palace?"
"Everyone will be safe," said the Ten Kings, "except your younger sister.
It appears that she will not live long." "When I return to the World of
Light," said Taizong, bowing again to thank them, "I have very little that
I can present you as a token of my gratitude. Perhaps I can send you some
melons or other kinds of fruit?" Delighted, the Ten Kings said, "We have
eastern and western melons here, but we lack southern melons."l "The
moment I get back," said Taizong, "I shall send you some." They bowed
to each other with hands folded, and parted.

The marshal took the lead, holding a flag for guiding souls, whileJudge
Cui followed behind to protect Taizong. They walked out of the Region
of Darkness, and Taizong saw that it was not the same road. He asked the
judge, "Are we going on the wrong way?" "No," said the judge, "for this
is how it is in the Region of Darkness: there is a way for you to come, but
there is no way out. Now we must send Your Majesty off from the region

I. Eastern melon is actually winter melon, or white gourd, the name here being

a pun since east and winter (dong) are homonyms. Western and southern melons are

watermelons and pumpkins respectively.
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of the Wheel of Transmigration, so that you can make a tour of Hell as
well as be sent on your way to reincarnation." Taizong had little alterna
tive but to follow their lead.

They had gone only a few miles when they came upon a tall mountain.
Dark clouds touched the ground around it, and black mists shrouded the
sky. "Mr. Cui," said Taizong, "what mountain is this?" Thejudge said, "It's

the Mountain of Perpetual Shade in the Region of Darkness." "How can
we go there?" asked Taizong fearfully. "Your Majesty need not worry,"
said the judge, "for your subjects are here to guide you." Shaking and
quaking, Taizong followed the two of them and ascended the slope. He
raised his head to look around and saw that

Its shape was both craggy and curvate}
And itsform was even more tortuous.
Rugged like the Shu peaks;
Tall like the Lu summits;
It was not aftmed mountain in the World ofLight}
But a treacherous place in the Region ofDarkness.
Thickets ofthorns sheltered monsters;
Tiers ofstone ridges harbored demons.
No sound offowl or beast came to one}s ears;
Only ghosts orgriffins walked before one}s eyes.
The howling cold wind;
The endless black mist-
The howling cold wind was the huffing ofinftrnal hosts;
The endless black mist was the puffing ofdemonic troops.
There was no scenic splendor though one looked high and low;
All was desolation when one stared left and right.
At that place there were mountains
Andpeaks}
And summits}
And caves}
And streams;
Only no grass grew on the mountains;
No peaks punctured the sky;
No travelers scaled the summits;
No clouds ever entered the caves;
No waterflowed in the streams.
They were all specters on the shores}
And bogies beneath the cliffs .
The phantoms huddled in the caves}
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And lost souls hid on thefloors ofstreams.
All around the mountain}
Bull-heads and Horse-faces wildly clamored;
Halfhidden and halfin sight}
Hungry ghosts and needy soulsfrequently wept.
The judge in quest ofsouls}
In haste andfury delivered his summons;
The guard who chased the spirits}
Snorted and shouted to present his papers.
The Swift ofFoot:
A boiling cyclone!
The Soul Snatcher:
A spreading dark mist!

Had he not trusted in the judge's protection, Taizong would have never
made it across this Mountain of Perpetual Shade.

As they proceeded, they came to a place where there were many halls
and chambers; everywhere they turned, melancholy cries blasted their ears
and grotesque sights struck terror in their hearts. "What is this place?" asked
Taizong again. "The Eighteenfold Hell behind the Mountain ofPerpetual
Shade," said the judge. "What is that?" said Taizong. The judge replied,
"Listen to what I have to say:

The Hell ofthe Rack}
The Hell ofGloomy Guilt}
The Hell ofthe Fiery Pit:
All such sorrow}
All such desolation}
Are caused by a thousand sins committed in the life before;
They all come to suffer after they die.
The Hell ofHades}
The Hell of Tongue-Pulling}
The Hell ofSkin-Shredding:
All those weeping and wailing}
All those pining and mourning}
Await the traitors} the rebels} and the Heaven baiters;
He ofBuddha-mouth and serpent-heart will end up here.
The Hell ofGrinding}
The Hell ofPounding}
The Hell ofCrushing;
Withfrayed skin and tornflesh}
Gaping mouths andgrinding teeth}
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These are they who cheat and lie to work injustice}
Whofawn andflatter to deceive.
The Hell ofIce}
The Hell ofMutilation}
The Hell ofEvisceration:
With grimyface and matted hair}
Knitted brow and doleful look}
These are they whofleece the simple with weights unjust}
And so bring ruin upon themselves.
The Hell ofBoiling Oil}
The Hell ofGrim Darkness}
The Hell ofthe Sword Mountain:
They shake and quake;
They sorrow andpine:
For oppressing the righteous by violence andfraud
They now must cower in their lonely pain.
The Hell ofthe Pool ofBlood}
The Hell ofAvici. 2

The Hell ofScales and Weights:
All the skins peeled and bones exposed}
The limbs cut and the tendons severed}
Are caused by murder stemmingfrom greed}
The taking oflift ofboth humans and beasts.
Theirfall has no reversal in a thousand years
Eternalperdition without release.
Each isfirmly bound and tightly tied}
Shackled by both ropes and cords.
The slightest move brings on the Red-hair demons}
The Black-face demons}
With long spears and sharp swords;
The Bull-head demons}
The Horse-face demons}
With iron spikes and bronze gavels}
They strike tillfaces contort and bloodflows down}
But cries to Earth and Heavenfind no response.
So it is that man ought not his own conscience betray}
For gods have knowledge} who couldget away?

2. The lowest and deepest of the eight hot hells in Buddhism.
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Thus vice and virtue will at last be paid:
It differs only in coming soon or late. }}

When Taizong heard these words, he was terror-stricken.
They went on for a little while and came upon a group of demon sol

diers, each holding banners and flags and kneeling beside the road. "The
Guards of the Bridges have come to receive you," they said. The judge
ordered them to make way and proceeded to lead Taizong across a golden
bridge. Looking to one side, Taizong saw another silver bridge, on which
there were several travelers who seemed to be persons of principle and
rectitude, justice and honesty. They too were led by banners and flags.
On the other side was another bridge, with icy wind churning around it
and bloody waves seething below. The continuous sound of weeping and
wailing could be heard. "What is the name of that bridge?" asked Taizong.
"Your Majesty," said the judge, "it is the Bridge with No Alternative.
When you reach the World of Light, you must have this recorded for
posterity. For below the bridge there is nothing but

A vast body ofsurging water;
A strait and treacherous path;
Like bales ofraw silkflowing down the Long River}
Or the Pit ofFirefloating up to Earth}
This cold air} oppressive} this bone-piercing chill;
ThisfOul stench both irksome and nauseous.
The waves roll and swirl;
No boat comes orgoes toftrry men across;
With nakedftet and tangled hair
Those moving here and there are all damned spirits.
The bridge is aftw miles long
But only three spans wide.
Its height measures a hundredftet;
Below} a thousandfathoms deep.
On top are no railwaysfOr hands to hold;
Beneath you have man-seizing savagefiends
Who} bound by cangues and locks}
willfight toflee the perilous stream.
Look at thoseftrocious guardians beside the bridge
And those damned souls in the river-how truly wretched!
On branches and twigs
Clothes ofgreen} red} yellow} andpurple silk hang;
Below the precipice
Strumpets crouchfOr having abused their own in-laws.
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Iron dogs and brass serpents will strive tofted on them.
TheirfallJs eternal-there is no way out. JJ

The poem says:
Ghosts are heard wailing; demons often cry
As waves ofblood rise ten thousandftet high.
Horse-faces and Bull-heads by countless scores
This Naihe Bridge most grimlyfOrtify.
While Taizong and his gUides were speaking, the several Guardians of

the Bridge went back to their station. Terrified by his vision, Taizong could
only nod his head in silent horror. He followed the judge and the Grand
Marshal across the River of No Alternative and the bitter Realm of the
Bloody BowL Soon they arrived at the City of the Dead, where clamoring
voices were heard proclaiming distinctly, "Li Shimin has come! Li Shimin
has come!" When Taizong heard all this shouting, his heart shook and his
gall qUivered. Then he saw a throng of spirits, some with backs broken by
the rack, some with severed limbs, and some headless, who barred his way
and shouted together, "Give us back our lives! Give us back our lives!" In

terror Taizong tried desperately to flee and hide, at the same time crying,
"Mr. Cui, save me! Mr. Cui, save me!"

"Your Majesty," said thejudge, "these are the spirits ofvarious princes
and their underlings, ofbrigands and robbers from sundry places. Through
works of injustice, both theirs and others', they perished and are now cut
off from salvation because there is none to receive them or care for them.
Since they have no money or belongings, they are ghosts abandoned to
hunger and cold. Only if Your Majesty can give them some money will
I be able to offer you deliverance." "I came here," said Taizong, "with

empty hands. Where can I get money?"
"Your Majesty," said the judge, "there is in the World of the Living

a man who has deposited great sums of gold and silver in our Region of
Darkness. You can use your name for a loan, and your lowly judge will
serve as your voucher; we shall borrow a roomful of money from him
and distribute it among the hungry ghosts. You will then be able to get
past them." "Who is this man?" asked Taizong. "He's a man from the
Kaifeng District in Henan Province," said the judge. "His given name is
Liang and his surname is Xiang. He has thirteen rooms of gold and silver
down here. If Your Majesty borrows from him, you can repay him when
you return to the World of Light." Highly pleased and more than willing
to use his name for the loan, Taizong at once signed a note for the judge.
He borrowed a roomful of gold and silver, and the grand marshal was
asked to distribute the money among the ghosts. Thejudge also instructed
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them, saying, "You may divide up these pieces of silver and gold among
yourselves and use them accordingly. Let the Great Tang Father pass, for
he still has a long time to live. By the solemn word of the Ten Kings I am
accompanying him to return to life. When he reaches the world of the
living, he has been instructed to hold a Grand Mass of Land and Water for
your salvation.3 So don't start any more trouble." When the ghosts heard
these words and received the silver and gold, they obeyed and turned back.
The judge ordered the grand marshal to wave the flag for gUiding souls,
and led Taizong out of the City of the Dead. They set out again on a broad
and level path, leaving qUickly with light, airy steps.

They traveled for a long time and arrived at the junction of the Six
fold Path of Transmigration. They saw some people who rode the clouds
wearing embroidered capes, and some with Daoist amulets of gold fish
dangling from their waists; there were in fact monks, nuns, Daoists, and
secular persons, and all varieties of beasts and fowls, ghosts and spirits. In
an unending stream they all ran beneath the Wheel of Transmigration to
enter each into a predestined path. "What is the meaning of this?" asked
the Tang emperor. "Your Majesty," said the judge, "as your mind is en
lightened to perceive the pervasive immanence of the Buddha-nature in all
things, you must remember this and proclaim it in the World of the Living.
This is called the Sixfold Path ofTransmigration. Those who perform good
works will ascend to the way of the immortals; those who remain patriotic
to the end will advance to the way of nobility; those who practice filial
piety will be born again into the way of blessing; those who are just and
honest will enter once more into the way of humans; those who cherish
virtue will proceed to the way of riches; those who are vicious and violent
will fall back into the way of demons." When the Tang emperor heard
this, he nodded his head and sighed, saying,

(~h) how truly good is goodness!
To do good will never bring illness!
In agood heart always abide.
On agood way your doorfling wide.
Let no evil thoughts arise}
And all mischiefyou must despise.
Don}t say there}s no retribution}
For gods have their disposition.}}
Thejudge accompanied the Tang emperor up to the very entrance to the

way ofnobility before he prostrated himself and called out, "Your Majesty,

3. The Mass, which offered food for both water and land spirits, was a Buddhist
ritual said to have been inaugurated by Emperor Wu of the Liang (r. 502-549).
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this is where you must proceed, and here your humblejudge will take leave
ofyou. I am asking Grand Marshal zhu to accompany you a little further."
The Tang emperor thanked him, saying, "I'm sorry, sir, that you have had
to travel such great distance on my account." "When Your Majesty returns
to the World of Light," said the judge, "be very certain that you celebrate
the Grand Mass ofLand and Water so that those wretched, homeless souls
may be delivered. Please do not forget! Only if there is no murmuring
for vengeance in the Region of Darkness will there be the prosperity of
peace in your World of Light. If there are any wicked ways in your life,
you must change them one by one, and you must teach your subjects far
and wide to do good. You may be assured then that your empire will be
firmly established, and that your fame will go down to posterity." The
Tang emperor promised to grant each one of the judge's requests.

Having parted from Judge Cui, he followed Grand Marshal zhu and
entered the gate. The grand marshal saw inside a black-maned bay horse
complete with rein and saddle. Lending the emperor assistance from left
and right, he qUickly helped him mount it. The horse shot forward like an
arrow, and soon they reached the bank of the Wei River, where a pair of
golden carps could be seen frolicking on top of the waves. Pleased by what
he saw, the Tang emperor reined in his horse and stopped to watch. "Your
Majesty," said the grand marshal, "let's hurry and get you back into your
city while there is still time." But the emperor persisted in his indulgence
and refused to go forward. The grand marshal grabbed one of his legs and
shouted, "You still won't move? What are you waiting for?" With a loud
splash, he was pushed off his horse into the Wei River, and thus he left the
Region of Darkness and returned to the World of Light.

We shall now tell you about those who served before the Throne in the
Tang dynasty. Xu Mougong, Qi.n Shubao, HuJingde, Duan Zhixian, Ma
Sanbao, Cheng Yaojin, Gao Shilian, Li Shiji, Fang Xuanling, Du Ruhui,
Xiao Yu, Fu Yi, Zhang Daoyuan, Zhang Shiheng, and Wang Guei consti
tuted the two groups of civil and military officials. They gathered with the
crown prince of the Eastern Palace, the queen, the ladies of the court, and
the chief steward in the Hall of the White Tiger for the imperial mourning.
At the same time, they were talking about issuing the obituary proclama
tion for the whole empire and crowning the prince as emperor. From one
side of the hall, Wei Zheng stepped forward and said, "All of you, please
refrain from doing anything hasty. If you alarm the various districts and
cities, you may bring about something undesirable and unexpected. Let's
wait here for another day, for our lord will surely come back to life."

"What nonsense you are talking, Prime Minister Wei," said Xu Jing
zong, coming from below, "for the ancient proverb says, 'Just as spilled
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water cannot be retrieved, so a dead man can never return!' Why do you
mouth such empty words to vex our minds? What reason do you have
for this?" "To tell you the truth, Mr. Xu," said Wei Zheng, "I have been
instructed since my youth in the arts of immortality. My calculations are
most accurate, and I promise you that His Majesty will not die."

As they were talking, they suddenly heard a loud voice crying in the
coffin, "You've drowned me! You've drowned me!" It so startled the civil

and military officials, and so terrified the queen and the ladies, that every
one of them had

Aface brown as autumnal mulberry leaves}
A body limp as the willow ofearly spring.
The legs ofthe crown prince buckled}
He could not hold the mourning stafftofinish his rites.
The soul ofthe steward left him}
He could not wear the mourning cap to show his grief.
The matrons collapsed;
The ladies pitched sideways;
The matrons collapsed
Like weak hibiscus blasted by savage wind.
The ladies pitched sideways
Like lilies overwhelmed by sudden rain.
The petrified lords-
Their bones and tendonsfeeble
Trembled and shook}
All dumb and awe-struck.
The whole White- Tiger Hall was like a bridge with broken beams;
Thefuneral stage resembled a temple wrecked.
Every person attending the court ran away, and no one dared approach

the coffin. Only the upright Xu Mougong, the rational Prime Minister
Wei, the courageous Q!..n Q!..ong, and the impulsive Jingde came forward
and took hold of the coffin. "Your Majesty," they cried, "if there's some
thing bothering you, tell us about it. Don't play ghost and terrify your
relatives!"

Then, however, Wei Zheng said, "He's not playing ghost. His Majesty
is coming back to life! Get some tools, quick!" They opened the top of
the coffin and saw indeed that Taizong was sitting up inside, still shout
ing, "You've drowned me! Who bailed me out?" Mougong and the rest of
them went forward to lift him up, saying, "Don't be afraid, Your Majesty,
and wake up. Your subjects are here to protect you." Only then did the
Tang emperor open his eyes and say, "How I suffered just now! I barely
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escaped attack by spiteful demons from the Region of Darkness, only to
encounter death by drowning!" "Have no fear, Your Majesty," said the
ministers. "What kind of calamity occurred in the water?" "I was riding a
horse," the Tang emperor said, "when we came near the Wei River where
two fishes were playing. That deceitful Grand Marshal zhu pushed me off
my horse into the river, and 1 was almost drowned."

"His Majesty is still not entirely free from the influences of the dead,"
said Wei Zheng. He quickly ordered from the imperial dispensary me
dicinal broth designed to calm his spirit and fortify his soul. They also
prepared some rice gruel, and only after taking such nourishments once
or twice did he become his old self again, fully regaining his living senses.
A quick calculation revealed that the Tang emperor had been dead for
three days and nights and then returned to life to rule again. We have thus
a testimonial poem:

From ancient times how oft the world has changed!
History isfull ofkingdoms that rise andfall.
Countless were the wonders ofZhou} Han} andJin.
Which could match King Tang}sfrom death to life recall?
By then it was dusk; the various ministers withdrew after they had

seen the emperor retire. Next day, they took off their mourning garb and
changed into their court attire: everyone had on his red robe and black
cap, his purple sash and gold medal, waiting outside the gate to be sum
moned to court. We now tell you about Taizong, who, having received
the medicine prescribed for calming his spirit and fortifying his soul, and
having taken the rice broth several times, was carried into his bedchamber
by his attendants. He slept soundly that whole night, and when he arose at
dawn, his spirit was fully revived. Look how he was attired:

He donned a tall} royal cap;
He wore a dark ocher robe;
He put on a belt ofgreen jadefrom Blue Mountain;
He trod apair ofempire-building carefree boots.
His stunning looks
Surpassed anyone in court:
With power to spare
He resumed his reign.
What agreat Tang emperor ofjustice and truth}
The Majestic Li who rose againfrom the dead!

The Tang emperor went up to the Treasure Hall of the Golden Carriage
and gathered together the two groups of civil and military officials, who,
after shouting "Long live the emperor" three times, stood in attention
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according to rank and file. Then they heard this loud announcement: "If
there is any business, come forth and make your memorial; if there is no
business, you are dismissed from court."

From the east came [the row of civil officials] and from the west [came
the row of military officials] ; they all went forward and prostrated them
selves before the steps of white jade. "Your Majesty," they said, "may we
inquire how you awoke from your slumber which lasted so long?"

"On that day, after we had received the letter from Wei Zheng," said
Taizong, "we felt that our soul had departed from these halls, having been
invited by the imperial guardsmen to join a hunting party. As we were
traveling, the men and horses both disappeared, whereupon my father, the
former emperor, and my deceased brothers came to hassle us. We would not
have been able to escape them had it not been for the arrival of someone

in black cap and robe; this man happened to be the judge Cui Jue, who
managed to send my deceased brothers away. We handed Wei Zheng's let
ter over to him, and as he was reading it, some boys in blue came to lead
us with flags and banners to the Hall of Darkness, where we were met by
the Ten Kings of the Underworld. They told us of theJing River Dragon,
who accused us of having him slain after promising to save him. We in
turn explained to them what happened, and they assured us that our case
had been jOintly reviewed by the Three Tribunes. Then they asked for
the Chronicles of Life and Death to examine what was to be our allotted
age. Judge Cui presented his books, and King Yama, after checking them,
said that Heaven had assigned us a portion of thirty-three years. Since we
had ruled for only thirteen years, we were entitled to twenty more years
of living. So Grand Marshal zhu and Judge Cui were ordered to send us
back here. We took leave of the Ten Kings and promised to thank them
with gifts ofmelons and other fruits. After our departure from the Hall of
Darkness, we encountered in the Underworld all those who were treason
ous to the state and disloyal to their parents, those who practiced neither
virtue nor righteousness, those who squandered the five grains, those who
cheated openly or in secret, those who indulged in unjust weights and
measurements-in sum, the rapists, the thieves, the liars, the hypocrites, the
wantons, the deviates, the connivers, and the lawbreakers. They were all
suffering from various tortures by grinding, burning, pounding, sawing,
frying, bOiling, hanging, and skinning. There were tens of thousands of
them, and we could not make an end of this ghastly sight. Thereafter we
passed by the City of the Dead, filled with the souls ofbrigands and bandits
from allover the Earth, who came to block our path. Fortunately, Judge
Cui was willing to vouch for us, and we could then borrow a roomful of
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gold and silver from Old Man Xiang of Henan to buy off the spirits be
fore we could proceed once more. We finally parted after Judge Cui had
repeatedly instructed us that when we returned to the World of Light we
were to celebrate a Grand Mass of Land and Water for the salvation of
those orphaned spirits. After leaving the Sixfold Path of Transmigration,
Grand Marshal zhu asked us to mount a horse so swift it seemed to be
flying, and brought me to the bank of the Wei River. As we were enjoy
ing the sight of two fishes playing in the water, he grabbed our legs and
pushed us into the river. Only then did we come back to life." When the
various ministers heard these words, they all praised and congratulated
the emperor. A notice was also sent out to every town and district in the
empire, and all the officials presented gratulatory memorials, which we
shall mention no further.

We shall now tell you about Taizong, who proclaimed a general amnesty
for the prisoners in the empire. Moreover, he asked for an inventory of
those convicted of capital crimes, and the judge from the Board ofJustice
submitted some four hundred names of those awaiting death by behead
ing or hanging. Taizong granted them one year's leave to return to their
families, so that they could settle their affairs and put their property in
order before going to the marketplace to receive their just deserts. The
prisoners all thanked him for such grace before departing. After issuing
another edict for the care and welfare of orphans, Taizong also released
some three thousand court maidens and concubines from the palace and
married them off to worthy military officers. From that time on, his reign
was truly a virtuous one, to which we have a testimonial poem:

Great is the virtue ofthe Great Tang Ruler!
Surpassing Sage Kings} he makes his people prosper.
Five hundred convicts may now leave the prison;
Three thousand maidensfind releasefrom the palace.
The empire}s officials all wish him long lift.
The ministers at court allgive him high praise.
Such good heart} once stirred} the Heavens should bless}
Andpass such weal to seventeen generations.
After releasing the court maidens and convicts, Taizong also issued

another proclamation to be posted throughout the empire. The procla
mation read:

The cosmos} though vast}
Is brightly surveyed by the sun and the moon;
The world} though immense}
Approves not villains in Heaven or on Earth.
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Ifyour intent is trickery)
Even this lift will bring retribution;
Ifyourgiving exceeds receiving)
There)s blessing not only in the lift hereafter.
A thousand clever designs
Are not as living according to one)s duties;
Ten thousand men ofviolence
Cannot compare with onejugal and content.
Ifyou)re bent on good works and mercy)
Need you read the sutras with diligence?
Ifyou intend to harm others)
Even the learning ofBuddha is vain!

From that time on, there was not a single person in the empire who did
not practice virtue.

Meanwhile, another notice was posted asking for a volunteer to take
the melons and other fruits to the Region of Darkness. At the same time,
a roomful of gold and silver from the treasury was sent with the Imperial
Duke of Khotan, Hu Jingde, to the Kaifeng District of Henan so that the
debt to Xiang Liang could be repaid. After the notice had been posted for
some days, a worthy came forth to volunteer his life for the mission. He
was originally from Zunzhou; his surname was Liu and his given name
Q!!an, and he belonged to a family of great wealth. The reason he came
forward was that his wife, Li Cuilian, happened to have given a gold hairpin
from her head, by way of alms, to a monk in front of their house. When
Liu Q!!an chided her for her indiscretion in flaunting herself outside their
home, Li became so upset that she promptly hanged herself, leaving be
hind her a pair of young children, who wept piteously day and night. Liu
Q!!an was so filled with remorse by the sight of them that he was willing
to leave life and property to take the melons to hell. He therefore took
down the royal notice and came to see the Tang emperor. The emperor
ordered him to go to the Lodge of the Golden Pavilion, where a pair of
southern melons were put on his head, some money in his sleeve, and some
medicine in his mouth.

So Liu Q!!an died by taking poison. His soul, still bearing the fruits on
his head, arrived at the Gate of Spirits. The demon guardian at the door
shouted, "Who are you, that you dare to come here?" "By the imperial
command of the Great Tang Emperor Taizong." said Liu Q!!an, "I came
here especially to present melons and other fruits for the enjoyment of
the Ten Kings of the Underworld." The demon guardian received him
amiably and led him to the Treasure Hall of Darkness. When he saw King
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Yama, he presented the melons saying, "By order of the Tang emperor,
I came from afar to present these melons as a token of thanks for the
gracious hospitality of the Ten Kings." Highly pleased, King Yama said,
"That Emperor Taizong is certainly a man of his word!" He accepted the
melons and proceeded to ask the messenger about his name and his home.
"Your humble servant," said Liu Q!!an, "resided originally in Junzhou;
my surname is Liu and my given name is Q!!an. Because my wife hanged
herself, leaving no one to care for our children, I decided to leave home
and children and sacrifice my life for the country by helping my emperor
to take these melons here as a thank-offering."

When the Ten Kings heard these words, they asked at once for Li, the
wife of Liu Q!!an; she was brought in by the demon guardian, and wife
and husband had a reunion before the Hall of Darkness. They conversed
about what had happened and also thanked the Ten Kings for this meet
ing. King Yama, moreover, examined the Books of Life and Death and
found that both husband and wife were supposed to live to a ripe old age.
He qUickly ordered the demon guardian to take them back to life, but the
guardian said, "Since Li Cuilian has been back in the World of Darkness
for many days, her body no longer exists. To whom should her soul at
tach herself?"

"The emperor's sister, Li Yuying," said King Yama, "is destined to die

very soon. Borrow her body right away so that this woman can return to
life." The demon guardian obeyed the order and led Liu Q!!an and his
wife out of the Region of Darkness to return to life. We do not know
how the two of them returned to life; let's listen to the explanation in the
next chapter.
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The Tang emperor) firm in sincerity) convenes the Grand Mass;

Guanyin) revealing herself, converts Gold Cicada.

We were telling you about the demon guardian who was leading Liu Q!!an
and his wife out of the Region of Darkness. Accompanied by a swirling
dark wind, they went directly back to Chang'an of the great nation. The
demon pushed the soul ofLiu Q!!an into the Golden Court Pavilion Lodge,
but the soul of Cuilian was brought into the inner court of the royal palace.
Just then the Princess Yuying was walking beneath the shadows of flow
ers along a path covered with green moss. The demon guardian crashed
right into her and pushed her to the ground; her living soul was snatched
away and the soul of Cuilian was pushed into Yuying's body instead. The
demon guardian then returned to the Region of Darkness, and we shall
say no more about that.

We now tell you that the maidservants of the palace, both young and
old, when they saw that Yuying had fallen and died, ran qUickly to the Hall
of the Golden Chimes and reported the incident to the queen, saying, "The
princess has fallen and died!" Horrified, the queen reported it to Taizong.
When Taizong heard the news, he nodded, sighing, and said, "So this has
come to pass indeed! We did ask the King ofDarkness whether the old and
young ofour family would be safe or not. He said, 'They will all be safe, but
I fear that your royal sister will not live long.' Now his word is fulfilled." All
the inhabitants of the palace came to mourn her, but when they reached the
spot where she had fallen, they saw that the princess was breathing. "Stop
weeping! Stop weeping!" said the Tang emperor. "Don't startle her!" He
went forward and lifted her head with the royal hand, crying out, "Wake up,
royal sister!" Our princess suddenly turned over and cried, "Husband, walk
slowly! Wait for me!" "Sister," said Taizong, "we are all here." Lifting her
head and opening her eyes to look around, the princess said, "Who are you
that you dare touch me?" "This is your royal brother," said Taizong, "and
your sister in-law." "Where do I have any royal brother and sister-in-law?"
asked the princess. "My family is Li, and my maiden name is Li Cuilian.
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My husband's surname is Liu and his given name is Q!!an; both of us are
fromJunzhou. Because 1pulled a golden hairpin to give to a monk outside
our home as alms three months ago, my husband rebuked me for walking
indiscreetly out of our doors and thus violating the etiquette appropriate
to a woman. He scolded me, and 1became so enraged that 1hanged myself
with a white silk cord, leaving behind a pair of children who wept night
and day. On account of my husband, who was sent by the Tang emperor
to the Region of Darkness to present melons, King Yama took pity on us
and allowed us both to return to life. He was walking ahead; 1 could not
keep up with him, tripped, and felL How rude you all are! Not knowing
my name, how dare you touch me!" When Taizong heard these words, he
said to his attendants, "I suppose my sister was knocked senseless by the
falL She's babbling!" He ordered that Yuying be helped into the palace and
medicine be brought in from the court dispensary.

As the Tang emperor went back to the court, one of his assistants came
forward to report, saying, "Your Majesty, the man Liu Q!!an, who went to
present the melons, has returned to life. He is now outside the gate, await
ing your order." Greatly startled, the Tang emperor at once gave the order
for Liu Q!!an to be brought in, who then prostrated himself before the
red-lacquered courtyard. Taizong asked him, "How did the presentation
ofmelons come off?" "Your subject," said Liu Q!!an, "bore the melons on

his head and went straight to the Gate of Spirits. 1was led to the Hall of
Darkness, where 1met the Ten Kings of the Underworld. 1presented the
melons and spoke at length about the sincere gratitude of my lord. King
Yama was most delighted, and he complimented Your Majesty profusely,
saying, 'That Taizong emperor is indeed a man of virtue and a man of his
word!'" "What did you happen to see in the Region of Darkness?" asked
the Tang emperor. "Your subject did not travel far," said Liu Q!!an, "and
1 did not see much. 1 only heard King Yama questioning me on my na
tive village and my name. Your subject therefore gave him a full account
of how 1abandoned home and children because of my wife's suicide and
volunteered for the mission. He qUickly sent for a demon guardian, who
brought in my wife, and we were reunited at the Hall of Darkness. Mean
while, they also examined the Books of Life and Death and told us that
we both should live to a ripe old age. The demon guardian was dispatched
to see us back to life. Your subject walked ahead, but my wife fell behind.
1 am grateful that 1 am now returned to life, but 1 do not know where
my wife has gone." Alarmed, the Tang emperor asked, "Did King Yama
say anything about your wife?" "He didn't say much," said Liu Q!!an. "I
only heard the demon guardian's exclamation that Li Cuilian had been
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dead for so long that her body no longer existed. King Yama said, 'The
royal sister, Li Yuying, should die shortly. Let Cuilian borrow the body
ofYuying so that she may return to life.' Your subject has no knowledge
of who that royal sister is and where she resides, nor has he made any at
tempt to locate her."

When the Tang emperor heard this report, he was filled with delight
and said to the many officials around him, "When we took leave of King
Yama, we questioned him with regard to the inhabitants of the palace. He
said that the old and the young would all be safe, though he feared that our
sister would not live long. Just now our sister Yuying fell dying beneath the
flowers. When we went to her assistance, she regained her consciousness
momentarily, crying, 'Husband, walk slowly! Wait for me!' We thought
that her fall had knocked her senseless, as she was babbling like that. But
when we questioned her carefully, she said exactly what Liu ~an now
tells us." "If Her Royal Highness passed away momentarily, only to say
these things after she regained consciousness," said Wei Zheng, "this means
that there is a real possibility that Liu ~an's wife has returned to life by
borrowing another person's body. Let us invite the princess to come out,
and see what she has to tell us." "Wejust asked the court dispensary to send
in some medicine," said the Tang emperor, "and we don't know what's
happening." Some ladies of the court were sent to fetch the princess, and
they found her inside, screaming, "Why do I need to take any medicine?
How can this be my house? Ours is a clean, cool house of tiles; it's not like
this one, yellow as if it had jaundice, and with such gaudy appointments!
Let me out! Let me out!"

She was still shouting when four or five ladies and two or three eunuchs
took hold of her and led her outside to the court. The Tang emperor said,
"Do you recognize your husband?" "What are you talking about?" said
Yuying. "The two of us were pledged to each other since childhood as
husband and wife. I bore him a boy and a girl. How could I not recognize
him?" The Tang emperor asked one of the palatial officials to help her go
down from the Treasure Hall. The princess went right before the steps of
white jade, and when she saw Liu ~an, she grabbed him, saying, "Hus
band, where have you been? You didn't even wait for me! I tripped and
fell, and then I was surrounded by all these crazy people, talking nonsense!
What do you have to say to this?" Liu ~an heard that she was speaking
like his wife, but the person he saw certainly did not resemble her, and he
dared not acknowledge her to be his own. The Tang emperor said,

{{Indeed}

Men have seen mountains cracking} or the gaping ofearth;
But none has seen the living exchangedfor the dead!}}



CHAPTER TWELVE 181

What a just and kindly ruler! He took his sister's toilet boxes, garments,
and jewelry and bestowed them all on Liu Q!!an; it was as if the man was
provided with a dowry. He was, moreover, exempted forever from having
to engage in any compulsory service to the Crown, and was told to take
the royal sister back to his home. So, husband and wife together expressed
their gratitude before the steps and returned happily to their village. We
have a poem in testimony:

How long} how short-man has his span ofyears;
He lives and dies} eachforeordained byfate.
Liu Q!jan presented melons and returned to lift;
In someone}s body so did Li} his mate.

The two of them took leave of the emperor, went directly back toJunzhou,
and saw that both house and children were in good order. They never
ceased thereafter to proclaim the rewards of virtue, but we shall speak of
them no further.

We now tell you about Yuchi Gong, who took a huge load of gold and
silver and went to see Xiang Liang at the Kaifeng District in Henan. It
turned out that the man made his living by selling water, while his wife,
whose surname was Zhang, sold pottery in front of their home. Whatever

money they made, they kept only enough for their subsistence, giving all
the rest either as alms to the monks or as gifts to the dead by purchasing
paper money and burning it. They thus built up enormous merit; for
though they were poor folks in the World of Light, they were, in fact,
leading citizens for whomjade and gold were laid up in the other world.
When Yuchi Gong came to their door with the gold and silver, Papa Xiang
and Mama Xiang were terror-stricken. And when they also saw the district
officials with their horses and carriages assembling outside their thatched
hut, the aged couple were dumbfounded. They knelt on the floor and
kowtowed without ceasing. "Old folks, please arise," said Yuchi Gong.
"Though I am an imperial official, I came here with this gold and silver
to repay you by order of my king." Shaking and quaking, the man said,
"Your lowly servant has never lent money to others. How dare we accept
such inexplicable wealth?"

"I have found out," said Yuchi Gong, "that you are indeed a poor fellow.

But you have also given alms to feed the monks. Whatever exceeds your
necessities you have used to purchase paper money, which you burned in
dedication to the Region of Darkness. You have thus accumulated a vast
fortune down below. Our emperor, Taizong, returned to life after being
dead for three days; he borrowed a roomful of gold and silver from you
while he was in the Region of Darkness, and we are returning the exact
sum to you. Please count your money accordingly so that we may make
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our report back to the emperor." Xiang Liang and his wife, however,
remained adamant. They raised their hands to Heaven and cried, "Ifyour
lowly servants accepted this gold and silver, we should die quickly. We
might have been given credit for burning paper cash, but this is a secret
unknown to us. Moreover, what evidence do we have that our Father, His
Majesty, borrowed our money in some other world? We simply dare not
accept this." "His Majesty told us," said Yuchi Gong, "that he received

the loan from you becauseJudge Cui vouched for him, and he could bear
testimony. So please accept this." "Even if I were to die," said Xiang Liang,
"I could not accept the gift."

Seeing that they persisted in their refusal, Yuchi Gong had no alternative
but to send someone back to report to the Throne. When Taizong saw the
report and learned that Xiang Liang had refused to accept the gold and
silver, he said, "They are truly virtuous elders!" He issued a decree at once
that Hu Jingde should use the money to erect a temple, to build a shrine,
and to support the religious services that would be performed in them. The
old couple, in other words, would be repaid in this manner. The decree

went out toJingde, who, having expressed his gratitude, facing the capital,
proclaimed its content for all to know. He used the money to purchase a
lot of about fifty acres not needed either by the military authorities or the
people. A temple was erected on this piece of land and named the Royal
Xiangguo Temple. To the left ofit there was also a shrine dedicated to Papa
and Mama Xiang, with a stone inscription stating that the bUildings were
erected under the supervision ofYuchi Gong. This is the Great Xiangguo
Temple still standing today.

The work was finished and reported; Taizong was exceedingly pleased.
He then gathered many officials together in order that a public notice be
issued to invite monks for the celebration of the Grand Mass of Land and
Water, so that those orphaned souls in the Region of Darkness might find
salvation. The notice went throughout the empire, and officials of all re
gions were asked to recommend monks illustrious for their holiness to go to
Chang'an for the Mass. In less than a month's time, the various monks from

the empire had arrived. The Tang emperor ordered the court historian, Fu
Vi, to select an illustrious priest to take charge of the ceremonies. When
Fu Yi received the order, however, he presented a memorial to the Throne
which attempted to dispute the worth of Buddha. The memorial said:

The teachings of the Western Territory deny the relations of ruler and
subject, of father and son. With the doctrines of the Three Ways and the
Sixfold Path, they beguile and seduce the foolish and the simpleminded.
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They emphasize the sins of the past in order to ensure the felicities of the
future. By chanting in Sanskrit, they seek a way of escape. We submit,

however, that birth, death, and the length of one's life are ordered by
nature; but the conditions of public disgrace or honor are determined by

human volition. These phenomena are not, as some philistines would now
maintain, ordained by Buddha. The teachings of Buddha did not exist in

the time of the Three Kings and the Five Emperors, and yet those rulers
were wise, their subjects loyal, and their reigns long-lasting. It was not

until the period of Emperor Ming in the Han dynasty that the worship
of foreign gods was established, but this meant only that priests of the

Western Territory were permitted to propagate their faith. The event, in
fact, represented a foreign intrusion in China, and the teachings are hardly

worthy to be believed.

When Taizong saw the memorial, he had it distributed among the vari
ous officials for discussion. At that time the prime minister Xiao Yu came

forward and prostrated himself to address the Throne, saying, "The teach
ings ofBuddha, which have flourished in several previous dynasties, seek to

exalt the good and to restrain what is evil. In this way they are covertly an
aid to the nation, and there is no reason why they should be rejected. For

Buddha after all is also a sage, and he who spurns a sage is himself lawless.

I urge that the dissenter be severely punished."
Taking up the debate with Xiao Yu, Fu Yi contended that propriety

had its foundation in service to one's parents and ruler. Yet Buddha forsook
his parents and left his family; indeed, he defied the Son of Heaven all by

himself,just as he used an inherited body to rebel against his parents. Xiao
Yu, Fu Yi went on to say, was not born in the wilds, but by his adherence

to this doctrine ofparental denial, he confirmed the saying that an unfilial
son had in fact no parents. Xiao Yu, however, folded his hands in front of

him and declared, "Hell was established precisely for people of this kind."
Taizong thereupon called on the Lord High Chamberlain, Zhang Daoyuan,

and the President of the Grand Secretariat, Zhang Shiheng, and asked how
efficacious the Buddhist exercises were in the procurement of blessings.

The two officials replied, "The emphasis of Buddha is on purity, benevo
lence, compassion, the proper fruits, and the unreality of things. It was

Emperor Wu of the Northern zhou dynasty who set the Three Religions
in order. The Chan Master, Da HUi, also had extolled those concepts of

the dark and the distant. Generations of people revered such saints as the
Fifth Patriarch, who became man, or the Bodhidharma, who appeared in

his sacred form; none of them proved to be inconspicuous in grace and
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power. Moreover, it has been held since antiquity that the Three Reli
gions are most honorable, not to be destroyed or abolished. We beseech,
therefore, Your Majesty to exercise your clear and sagacious judgment."
Highly pleased, Taizong said, "The words of our worthy subjects are not
unreasonable. Anyone who disputes them further will be punished." He
thereupon ordered Wei Zheng, Xiao Yu, and Zhang Daoyuan to invite
the various Buddhist priests to prepare the site for the Grand Mass and
to select from among them someone of great merit and virtue to preside
over the ceremonies. All the officials then bowed their heads to the ground
to thank the emperor before withdrawing. From that time also came the
law that any person who denounces a monk or Buddhism will have his
arms broken.

Next day the three court officials began the process of selection at the
Mountain-River Platform, and from among the priests gathered there they
chose an illustrious monk of great merit. "Who is this person?" you ask.

Gold Cicada was hisformer divine name.
As heedless he was ofthe Buddha}s talk}
He had to suffer in this world ofdust}
Tofall in the net by being born a man.
He met misfortune as he came to Earth}
And evildoers even before his birth.
Hisfather: Chen} a zhuangyuanfrom Haizhou.
His mother}s sire: chiefofthis dynasty}s court.
Fated by his natal star tofall in the stream}
Hefollowed tide and current} chased by mighty waves.
At Gold Mountain} the island} he hadgreatfortune;
For the abbot} Qian}an} raised him up.
He met his true mother at age eighteen}
And called on herfather at the capital.
A great army was sent by ChiefKaishan
To stamp out the vicious crew at Hongzhou.
The zhuangyuan Guangrui escaped his doom:
Son united with sire-how worthy ofpraise!
They saw the king to receive hisfavor;
Their names resounded in Lingyan Tower.
Declining office} he wished to be a monk}
To seek at Hongfu Temple the Way of Truth}
A former child ofBuddha} nicknamed River Float}
Had a religious name ofChen Xuanzang.
So that very day the multitude selected the priest Xuanzang, a man who

had been a monk since childhood, who maintained a vegetarian diet, and
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who had received the commandments the moment he left his mother's
womb. His maternal grandfather was Yin Kaishan, one of the chief army
commanders of the present dynasty. His father, Chen Guangrui, had taken
the prize of zhuangyuan and was appointed Grand Secretary of the We
nyuan Chamber. Xuanzang, however, had no love for glory or wealth,
being dedicated wholly to the pursuit of NirvaI).a. Their investigations
revealed that he had an excellent family background and the highest moral
character. Not one of the thousands of classics and sutras had he failed to
master; none of the Buddhist chants and hymns was unknown to him.
The three officials led Xuanzang before the Throne. After going through
elaborate court ritual, they bowed to report, "Your subjects, in obedience
to your holy decree, have selected an illustrious monk by the name of Chen
Xuanzang." Hearing the name, Taizong thought silently for a long time
and said, "Can Xuanzang be the son of Grand Secretary Chen Guangrui?"
Child River Float kowtowed and replied, "That is indeed your subject."
"This is a most appropriate choice," said Taizong, delighted. "You are truly
a monk of great virtue and devotion. We therefore appoint you the Grand
Expositor of the Faith, Supreme Vicar of Priests." Xuanzang touched his
forehead to the ground to express his gratitude and to receive his appoint
ment. He was given, furthermore, a cassock ofknitted gold and five colors,
a Vairocana hat, and the instruction diligently to seek out all worthy monks
and to rank all these acaryas1 in order. They were to follow the imperial
decree and proceed to the Temple of Transformation,2 where they would
begin the ceremony after selecting a propitious day and hour.

Xuanzang bowed again to receive the decree and left. He went to the
Temple of Transformation and gathered many monks together; they made
ready the beds, built the platforms, and rehearsed the music. A total ofone
thousand two hundred worthy monks, young and old, were chosen, who
were further separated into three divisions, occupying the rear, middle,
and front portions of the hall. All the preparations were completed and
everything was put in order before the Buddhas. The third day of the ninth
month of that same year was selected as the lucky day, when a Grand Mass
ofLand and Water lasting forty-nine days (in accordance with the number
seven times seven) would begin. A memorial was presented to Taizong,
who went with all his relatives and officials, both civil and military, to the
Mass on that day to burn incense and listen to the lecture. We have a poem
as testimony. The poem says:

I. A spiritual master or preceptor, used frequently in Chinese writings as a syn
onym for a Buddhist priest.

2. Anpapiidaka, meaning direct metamorphosis or birth by transformation.
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When the year-star ofZhenguan reached thirteen}
The king called his people to hear the Sacred Books.
The boundless Law was peifOrmed at aplot oftruth;
Cloud}ftg} and lightfilled the Great Promise Hall.
By grace and the king}s edict they met at this grand temple;
Gold Cicada cast his shell} changed by the bounteous West.
He spread wide the good works to save the damned}
And heldfast hisfaith to preach the Three Modes ofLift. 3

In the thirteenth year of the Zhenguan period, when the year stood
at jisi and the ninth month at jiaxu, on the third day and at the auspicious
hour of gueimao, Chen Xuanzang, the Great Expositor-Priest, gathered
together one thousand two hundred illustrious monks. They met at the
Temple of Transformation in the city of Chang'an to expound the vari
ous holy slltras. After holding court early that morning, the emperor led
many officials both military and civil and left the Treasure Hall of Golden
Chimes by phoenix carriages and dragon chariots. They came to the temple
to listen to the lectures and raise incense. How does the imperial cortege
appear? Truly it comes with

A skyfull ofblessed air
And ten thousand shafts ofhallowed light.
Thefavorable wind blows gently;
The omnific sun shines brightly.
A thousand lords with girdle-jade walk infront and rear.
The manyflags ofguardsmen stand both left and right.
Those holdinggilt bludgeons}
And halberds and axes}
March in pairs andpairs;
The red silk lanterns}
The royal incense urn}
Move in solemnity.
The dragonsfly and the phoenixes dance;
Thefalcons soar and the eagles take wing.
Most holy is the king and upright;
Most principled are the lords and true.
They increase our bliss by a thousand years} surpassing Yu and Shun;
They secure peace often thousand ages} rivaling Yao and Tang.
We also see the curve-handled umbrella}
And robes with rolling dragons-

3. I.e., the past, the present, and the future lives.
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Their glare lighting up each other;
The jadejoined-rings}
The phoenixfans}
Waving through holy mist.
Those caps ofpearls and belts ofjade;
The purple sashes and medals ofgold.
A thousand rows ofsoldiers protect the Throne;
Two lines ofmarshals uphold the carriage.
This emperor} cleansed and sincere} bows to the Buddha}
Glad to raise incense and seek virtue}sfruit.
The grand cortege of the Tang emperor soon arrived in front of the

temple. The emperor ordered a halt to the music, left the carriages, and
led many officials in the worship of Buddha by taking up burning incense
sticks in their hands. After bowing three times holding the incense, they
raised their heads and looked around them. This was indeed a splendid
religious halL You see

Dancingflags and banners;
Bright} gleaming sunshades.
Dancingflags and banners
Fill the air with strands offlashing colored mists.
Bright} gleaming sunshades
Glow in the sun asfiery bolts.
Imposing} the gold image ofLokajye$/ha;4
Most awesome} thejadefeatures ofthe arhats.
Divineflowers fill the vases.
Sandal wood incense burn in the urns.
The divineflowers filling the vases
Adorn the temple with a brilliantforest ofbrocade.
The sandalwood incense burning in the urns
Covers the clear sky with waves offragrant clouds.
Piled high on red trays arefruits in season.
On colored counters} mounds ofcakes and sweets rest.
Rows ofnoble priests chant the holy sutras
To savefrom their affiictions those orphaned souls.
Taizong and his officials each lifted the incense; they also worshiped the

golden body of the Buddha and paid homage to the arhats. Thereafter, the
Master of the Law, Chen Xuanzang, the Grand Expositor of the Faith, led
the various monks to greet the Tang emperor. After the ceremony, they

4. The most honorable one of the world.



188 CHAPTER TWELVE

went back to their seats according to their rank and station. The priest

then presented Taizong with the proclamation for the deliverance of the

orphaned souls. It read:

The supreme virtue is vast and endless, for Buddhism is founded upon

Nirval).a. The spirit of the pure and the clean circulates freely and flows

everywhere in the Three Regions. There are a thousand changes and ten

thousand transformations, all regulated by the forces of yin and yang.

Boundless and vast indeed are the substance, the function, the true nature,

and the permanence of such phenomena. But look at those orphaned souls,

how worthy they are of our pity and commiseration! Now by the holy

command ofTaizong, we have selected and assembled various priests, who

will engage in meditation and in the proclamation of the Law. Flinging

wide the gates of salvation and setting in motion many vessels of mercy,

we would deliver you, the multitudes, from the Sea of Woe and save you

from perdition and from the Sixfold Path. You will be led to return to the

way of truth and to enjoy the bliss of Heaven. Whether it be by motion,

rest, or nonactivity, you will be united with, and become, pure essences.

Therefore make use of this noble occasion, for you are invited to the plea

sures of the celestial city. Take advantage of our Grand Mass so that you

may find release from Hell's confinement, ascend qUickly and freely to

ultimate bliss, and travel without restraint in the Region of the West.

The poem says:

An urn ofimmortal incense.
Some scrolls ofsalvificpower.
As we proclaim this boundless Law}
Receive now Heaven}s endless grace.
All yourguilt and crime abolished}
You lost souls may leave your prison.
May our nation befirmly blessed
With peace long and all-embracing.
Highly pleased by what he read, Taizong said to the monks, "Be firm,

all of you, in your devotion, and do not slack in your service to Buddha.

After the achievement of merit and after each has received his blessing, we

shall reward you handsomely. Be assured that you will not have labored
in vain." The twelve hundred monks all touched their foreheads to the

ground to express their gratitude. After the three vegetarian meals of the

day, the Tang emperor returned to the palace to wait for the formal cele

bration of the mass seven days hence, when he would again be invited to
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raise incense. As dusk was about to fall, the various officials all retired.
What sort of evening was this? Look at

The long stretch ofclear sky as twilight dims)
As specks ofjackdaw drop to theirperch late.
People grow quiet) the cityfull oflights:
Now)s the timefor Chan monks to meditate.

We have told you about the scenery of the night. The next morning the
Master of the Law again ascended his seat and gathered the monks to recite
their sutras, but we shall say no more about that.

We shall now tell you about the Bodhisattva Guanyin of the Pota
laka Mountain in the South Sea, who, since receiving the command of
Tathagata, was searching in the city of Chang'an for a worthy person to
be the seeker of scriptures. For a long time, however, she did not encoun
ter anyone truly virtuous. Then she learned that Taizong was extolling
merit and virtue and selecting illustrious monks to hold the Grand Mass.
When she discovered, moreover, that the chiefpriest and celebrant was the
monk Child River Float, who was a child of Buddha born from paradise
and who happened also to be the very elder whom she had sent to this
incarnation, the Bodhisattva was exceedingly pleased. She immediately
took the treasures bestowed by Buddha and carried them out with Mok~a
to sell them on the main streets of the city. "What were these treasures?"

you ask. There were the embroidered cassock with rare jewels and the
nine-ring priestly staff. But she kept hidden the Golden, the Constrictive,
and the Prohibitive Fillets for use in a later time, putting up for sale only
the cassock and the priestly staff.

Now in the city of Chang'an there was one of those foolish monks
who had not been selected to participate in the Grand Mass but who hap
pened to possess a few strands of pelf. Seeing the Bodhisattva, who had
changed herself into a monk covered with scabs and sores, bare-footed
and bare-headed, dressed in rags, and holding up for sale the glowing
cassock, he approached and asked, "You filthy monk, how much do you
want for your cassock?" "The price of the cassock," said the Bodhisattva,
"is five thousand taels of silver; for the staff, two thousand." The foolish
monk laughed and said, "This filthy monk is mad! A lunatic! You want
seven thousand taels of silver for two such common articles? They are not
worth that much even ifwearing them would make you immortal or turn
you into a buddha. Take them away! You'll never be able to sell them!"
The Bodhisattva did not bother to argue with him; she walked away and

proceeded on her journey with Mok~a.

After a long while, they came to the Eastern Flower Gate and ran right
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into the chief minister Xiao Yu, who was just returning from court. His
outriders were shouting to clear the streets, but the Bodhisattva boldly
refused to step aside. She stood on the street holding the cassock and met
the chief minister head on. The chief minister pulled in his reins to look at
this bright, luminous cassock, and asked his subordinates to inquire about
the price of the garment. "I want five thousand taels for the cassock," said
the Bodhisattva, "and two thousand for the staff." "What is so good about
them," said Xiao Yu, "that they should be so expensive?" "This cassock,"
said the Bodhisattva, "has something good about it, and something bad,
too. For some people it may be very expensive, but for others it may cost
nothing at alL"

"What's good about it," asked Xiao Yu, "and what's bad about it?"
"He who wears my cassock," said the Bodhisattva, "will not fall into

perdition, will not suffer in Hell, will not encounter violence, and will not
meet tigers and wolves. That's how good it is! But if the person happens
to be a foolish monk who relishes pleasures and rejoices in iniquities, or
a priest who obeys neither the dietary laws nor the commandments, or
a worldly fellow who attacks the sfitras and slanders the Buddha, he will
never even get to see my cassock. That's what's bad about it!" The chief
minister asked again, "What do you mean, it will be expensive for some
and not expensive for others?" "He who does not follow the Law of Bud

dha," said the Bodhisattva, "or revere the ThreeJewels will be required to
pay seven thousand taels if he insists on buying my cassock and my staff.
That's how expensive it'll be! But if he honors the ThreeJewels, rejoices in
dOing good deeds, and obeys our Buddha, he is a person worthy of these
things. I shall willingly give him the cassock and the staff to establish an
affinity of goodness with him. That's what I meant when I said that for
some it would cost nothing."

When Xiao Yu heard these words, his face could not hide his pleasure,
for he knew that this was a good person. He dismounted at once and
greeted the Bodhisattva ceremoniously, saying, "Your Holy Eminence,
please pardon whatever offense Xiao Yu might have caused. Our Great
Tang Emperor is a most religious person, and all the officials of his court
are like-minded. In fact, we have just begun a Grand Mass of Land and
Water, and this cassock will be most appropriate for the use of Chen
Xuanzang, the Grand Expositor of the Faith. Let me go with you to have
an audience with the Throne."

The Bodhisattva was happy to comply with the suggestion. They turned
around and went into the Eastern Flower Gate. The Custodian of the Yel
low Door went inside to make the report, and they were summoned to the
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Treasure Hall, where Xiao Yu and the two monks covered with scabs and
sores stood below the steps. "What does Xiao Yu want to report to us?"
asked the Tang emperor. Prostrating himself before the steps, Xiao Yu
said, "Your subject going out of the Eastern Flower Gate met by chance
these two monks, selling a cassock and a priestly staff. I thought of the
priest, Xuanzang, who might wear this garment. For this reason, we asked
to have an audience with Your Majesty."

Highly pleased, Taizong asked for the price of the cassock. The Bod
hisattva and Mok~a stood at the foot of the steps but did not bow at alL
When asked the price of the cassock, the Bodhisattva replied, "Five thou
sand taels for the cassock and two thousand for the priestly staff." "What's
so good about the cassock," said Taizong, "that it should cost so much?"
The Bodhisattva said:

({Ofthis cassock)
A dragon which wears but one shred
will miss the woe ofbeing devoured by the great roc;
Or a crane on which one thread is hung
will transcend this world and reach the place ofthe gods.
Sit in it:
Ten thousandgods will salute you!
Move with it:
Seven Buddhas willfollow you!
This cassock was made ofsilk drawnfrom ice silkworm
And threads spun by skilled craftsmen.
Immortal girls did the weaving;
Divine maidens helped at the loom.
Bit by bit) the parts were sewn and embroidered.
Stitch by stitch) it arose-a brocadefrom the heddle)
Its pellucid weavefiner than ornate blooms.
Its colors) brilliant) emit precious light.
Wear it) and crimson mist will surround yourframe.
Doffit) and see the colored clouds takeflight.
Outside the Three Heavens) door its primal light was seen;
Before the Five Mountains its magic aura grew.
Inlaid are layers oflotusfrom the West)
And hanging pearls shine like planets and stars.
Onfour corners are pearls which glow at night;
On top staysfastened an emerald.
Though lacking the all-seeingprimalform)
It)s held by Eight Treasures all aglow.
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This cassock
You keepfolded at leisure;
You wear it to meet sages.
When it's keptfolded at leisure,
Its rainbowlike hues cut through a thousand wrappings.
When you wear it to meet sages,
All Heaven takesfright-both demons andgods!
On top are the rddhi pearl,
The miitJi pearl,
The dust-clearing pearl,
The wind-stoppingpearl.
There are also the red cornelian,
The purple coral,
The luminescent pearl,
The Siiriputra.
They rob the moon ofits whiteness;
They match the sun in its redness.
In waves its divine aura imbues the sky;
Inflashes its brightness lifts up its petftction.
In waves its divine aura imbues the sky,
Flooding the Gate ofHeaven.
Inflashes its brightness lifts up its petftction,
Lighting up the whole world.
Shining upon the mountains and the streams,
It wakens tigers and leopards;
Lighting up the isles and the seas,
It moves dragons andfishes.
Along its edges hang two chains ofmeltedgold,
Andjoins the collars a ring ofsnow-whitejade.
The poem says:
The august ThreeJewels, this venerable Truth
It judges all Four Creatures on the Sixfold Path.
The mind enlightened knows and holds God's Law and man's;
The soul illumined can transmit the lamp ofwisdom.
The solemn guard ofone's body is Vajradhiitu;5
Like ice in ajade pitcher is the purified mind.
Since Buddha caused this cassock to be made,
Which often thousand kalpas can harm a monk?))

5. The golden or diamond element in the universe, signifying the indestructible
and active wisdom of Vairocana.
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When the Tang emperor, who was up in the Treasure Hall, heard these
words, he was highly pleased. "Tell me, priest," he asked again, "What's
so good about the nine-ring priestly staff?" "My staff," said the Bodhisat
tva, "has on it

Nine joined-rings made ofiron and set in bronze}
And ninejoints ofvine immortal ever young.
When held} it scorns the sight ofaging bones;
It leaves the mount to return withfleecy clouds.
It roamed through Heaven with the Fifth Patriarch;
It broke HeIrs gate where Lo Bo sought his Mom. 6

Not soiled by thefilth ofthis red-dust world}
It gladly trails the god-monk up MountJade. }}7

When the Tang emperor heard these words, he gave the order to have
the cassock spread open so that he might examine it carefully from top to
bottom. It was indeed a marvelous thing! "Venerable Elder of the Great
Law," he said, "we shall not deceive you. At this very moment we have
exalted the Religion ofMercy and planted abundantly in the fields ofbless
ing. You may see many priests assembled in the Temple ofTransformation
to perform the Law and the sfitras. In their midst is a man ofgreat merit and
virtue, whose religious name is Xuanzang. We wish, therefore, to purchase
these two treasure objects from you to give them to him. How much do
you really want for these things?" Hearing these words, the Bodhisattva
and Mok~a folded their hands and gave praise to the Buddha. "If he is a
man of virtue and merit," she said to the Throne, bowing, "this humble
cleric is willing to give them to him. I shall not accept any money." She
finished speaking and turned at once to leave. The Tang emperor quickly
asked Xiao Yu to hold her back. Standing up in the Hall, he bowed low
before saying, "Previously you claimed that the cassock was worth five
thousand taels of silver, and the staff two thousand. Now that you see we

want to buy them, you refuse to accept payment. Are you implying that
we would bank on our position and take your possession by force? That's
absurd! We shall pay you according to the original sum you asked for;
please do not refuse it."

Raising her hands for a salutation, the Bodhisattva said, "This humble
cleric made a vow before, stating that anyone who reveres the Three Trea
sures, rejoices in virtue, and submits to our Buddha will be given these

6. Lo Bo: the Chinese name for Mahamaudgalyayana, one of the chief disciples
of Sakyamuni, who was famous for his journey to Hell to save his mother from the
marauding hungry ghosts.

7. Another abode of the Lady Q!!een Mother of the West.
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treasures free. Since it is clear that Your Majesty is eager to magnify virtue,
to rest in excellence, and to honor our Buddhist faith by having an illustri
ous monk proclaim the Great Law, it is my duty to present these gifts to
you. I shall take no money for them. They will be left here and this humble
cleric will take leave ofyou." When the Tang emperor saw that she was so
insistent, he was very pleased. He ordered the Court ofBanquets to prepare
a huge vegetarian feast to thank the Bodhisattva, who firmly declined that
also. She left amiably and went back to her hiding place at the Temple of
the Local Spirit, which we shall mention no further.

We tell you now about Taizong, who held a noon court and asked Wei
Zheng to summon Xuanzang to an audience. That Master of the Law
was just leading the monks in chanting sutras and reciting geyas. 8 When
he heard the emperor's decree, he left the platform immediately and fol
lowed Wei Zheng to come before the Throne. "We have greatly troubled
our Master," said Taizong, "to render exemplary good works, for which
we have hardly anything to offer you in thanks. This morning Xiao Yu
came upon two monks who were willing to present us with a brocaded
cassock with rare treasures and a nine-ring priestly staff. We therefore call

specially for you so that you may receive them for your enjoyment and
use." Xuanzang kowtowed to express his thanks.

"If our Master of the Law is willing," said Taizong, "please put the
garment on for us to have a look." The priest accordingly shook open the
cassock and draped it on his body, holding the staff in his hands. As he
stood before the steps, ruler and subjects were all delighted. Here was a
true child of Tathagata! Look at him:

His looks imposing} how elegant andfine!
This robe ofBuddhafits him like aglove!
Its splendor} most lustrous} spills over the world;
Its radiant colors imbue the universe.
Up and down are set rows ofshiningpearls.
Back andfront thread layers ofgolden cords.
Brocade gilds the robe}s edges all around}
With patterns embroidered most varied and rare.
Shaped like Eight Treasures are the thread-madefrogs.
A gold ringjoins the collars with velvet loops.
It shows on top and bottom Heaven}s ranks}
And stars} great and small} are placed left and right.
Great is thefortune ofXuanzang} the priest}

8. A metrical piece, one of the twelve classes of siitras in Hlnayana Buddhism.
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Now most deserving ofthis precious thing.
He seems a living arhatfrom the West}
Or even better than its true elite.
Holding his staff, with all its nine rings clanging}
Benevolent in his Vairocana hat}
He}s a true child ofBuddha} it}s no idle tale!

Nor is itfalse that he the Bodhi matched.
The various officials, both civil and military, stood before the steps and

shouted "Bravo!" Taizong could not have been more pleased, and he told
the Master of the Law to keep his cassock on and the staff in his hands.
Two regiments of honor guards were ordered to accompany him along
with many other officials. They left the gate of the court and proceeded
on the main streets toward the temple, and the whole entourage gave the
impression that a zhuangyuan was making a tour of the city. The proces
sion was a stirring sight indeed! The merchants and tradesmen in the city
of Chang'an, the princes and noblemen, the men of ink and letters, the
grown men and the little girls-they all vied to get a good view. Everyone
exclaimed, "What a priest! He is truly a living arhat descended to Earth, a
live bodhisattva coming to the world!" Xuanzang went right to the temple
where he was met by all the monks leaving their seats. The moment they
saw him wearing that cassock and holding the staff, they all said that King
K~itigarbhahad arrived! Everyone bowed to him and waited on him left
and right. Going up to the main hall, Xuanzang lighted incense to honor
the Buddha, after which he spoke of the emperor's favor to the multitude.
Thereafter, each went back to his assigned seat, and soon the fiery orb sank
westward. So it was

Sunset} and mist hid trees andgrasses}
As the capital'sfirst chimes rang out.
Zheng-zheng they struck thrice} and human traffic ceased;
The streets back andfront soon grew quiet.
Though lights burned bright at First Temple}
The lone hamlet was noiseless and still.
The monk in silence tended the siitras yet
Ready to tame demons} to train his spirit.
Time went by like the snapping offingers, and the formal celebration of

the Grand Mass on the seventh day was to take place. Xuanzang presented
the Tang emperor with a memorial, inviting him to raise the incense. News
of these good works was circulating throughout the empire. Upon receiv
ing the notice, Taizong sent for his carriage and led many of his officials,
both civil and military, as well as his relatives and the ladies of the court,
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to the temple. All the people of the city-young and old, nobles and
commoners-went along also to hear the preaching. At the same time, the
Bodhisattva said to Mok~a, "Today is the formal celebration of the Grand
Mass, the first seventh of seven such occasions. It's about time for you and
me to join the crowd. First, we want to see how the mass is going; second,
we want to find out whether Gold Cicada is worthy of my treasures; and
third, we can discover what division of Buddhism he is preaching about."
The two of them thereupon went to the temple; and so it is that

Affinity will help old comrades meet
As peifection returns to this holy seat.
As they walked inside the temple to look around, they discovered that

such a place in the capital of a great nation indeed surpassed the Sa<;l-var~a,9

or even the Jetavana Garden of the Sravasti. It was truly a lofty temple of
CaturdisgaQ.,lo resounding with divine music and Buddhist chants. Our

Bodhisattva went directly to the side of the platform of many treasures
and beheld a form truly resembling the enlightened Gold Cicada. The

poem says:
All things were pure with not a spot ofdust.
Xuanzang ofthe Great Law sat high on stage.
Lost souls} redeemed} approached the place unseen;
The city}s highborn came to hear the Law.
You give when time}s ripe: this intent}sfizr-reaching.
You die as you please} the Canon door}s open.
As they heard him rehearse the Boundless Law}
Young and old were glad and comfOrted.

Another poem says:
Since she made a tour ofthis holy site}
She met afriend unlike all other men.
They spoke ofthe present and ofcountless things
Ofmerit and trial in this world ofdust.
The cloud ofLaw extends to shroud the hills;
The net of Truth spread wide tofill all space.
Examine your lives and return to God}
For Heaven}s grace is rift asfizlling blooms.
On the platform, that Master of the Law recited for a while the Sutra of

Lift and DeliverancefOr the Dead; he then lectured for a while on the Heavenly
Treasure ChroniclefOr Peace in the Nation, after which he preached for a while

9. The sexennial assembly of Buddha's disciples.
10. Name of a famous Buddhist monastery.
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on the Scroll on Merit and Self-Cultivation. The Bodhisattva drew near and
thumped her hands on the platform, calling out in a loud voice, "Hey,
monk! You only know how to talk about the teachings of the Little Vehi
cle. Don't you know anything about the Great Vehicle?" When Xuanzang
heard this question, he was filled with delight. He turned and leaped down
from the platform, raised his hands and saluted the Bodhisattva, saying,
"Venerable Teacher, please pardon your pupil for much disrespect. I only
know that the priests who came before me all talk about the teachings
of the Little Vehicle. I have no idea what the Great Vehicle teaches." "The
doctrines of your Little Vehicle," said the Bodhisattva, "cannot save the
damned by leading them up to Heaven; they can only mislead and con
fuse mortals. I have in my possession Tripitaka, three collections of the
Great Vehicle Laws of Buddha, which are able to send the lost to Heaven,
to deliver the afflicted from their sufferings, to fashion ageless bodies, and
to break the cycles of coming and going."

As they were speaking, the officer in charge of incense and the inspec
tion of halls went to report to the emperor, saying, "The Master was just
in the process of lecturing on the wondrous Law when he was pulled
down by two scabby mendicants, babbling some kind of nonsense." The
king ordered them to be arrested, and the two monks were taken by many
people and pushed into the hall in the rear. When the monk saw Taizong,
she neither raised her hands nor made a bow; instead, she lifted her face
and said, "What do you want ofme, Your Majesty?" Recognizing her, the
Tang emperor said, "Aren't you the monk who brought us the cassock
the other day?" "I am," said the Bodhisattva. "If you have come to listen

to the lecture," said Taizong, "you may as well take some vegetarian food.
Why indulge in this wanton discussion with our Master and disturb the
lecture hall, delaying our religious service?"

"What that Master of yours was lecturing on," said the Bodhisattva,
"happens to be the teachings of the Little Vehicle, which cannot lead the
lost up to Heaven. In my possession is the Tripitaka, the Great Vehicle
Law of Buddha, which is able to save the damned, deliver the afflicted,
and fashion the indestructible body." Delighted, Taizong asked eagerly,
"Where is your Great Vehicle Law of Buddha?" "At the place of our lord,

Tathagata," said the Bodhisattva, "in the Great Temple of Thunderclap,
located in India of the Great Western Heaven. It can untie the knot of
a hundred enmities; it can dispel unexpected misfortunes." "Can you
remember any of it?" said Taizong. "Certainly," said the Bodhisattva.
Taizong was overjoyed and said, "Let the Master lead this monk to the
platform to begin a lecture at once."
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Our Bodhisattva led Mok~a and flew up onto the high platform. She
then trod on the hallowed clouds to rise up into the air and revealed her
true salvific form, holding the pure vase with the willow branch. At her
left stood the virile figure of Mok~a carrying the rod. The Tang emperor
was so overcome that he bowed to the sky and worshiped, as civil and
military officials all knelt on the ground and burned incense. Throughout
the temple, there was not one of the monks, nuns, Taoists, secular persons,
scholars, craftsmen, and merchants, who did not bow down and exclaim,
"Dear Bodhisattva! Dear Bodhisattva!" We have a song as a testimony.

They saw only
Auspicious mist in diffusion
And dharmakaya11 veiled by holy light.
In the bright air ofninefold Heaven
A lady immortal appeared.
That Bodhisattva
Wore on her head a cap
Fastened by leaves ofgold
And set withflowers ofjade}
With tassels ofdangling pearls}
All aglow with golden light.
On her body she had
A robe offine blue silk}
Lightly colored
And simplyfretted
By circling dragons
And soaringphoenixes.
Down infront was hung
A pair offragrant girdle-jade}
Which glowed with the moon
And danced with the wind}
Overlaid with precious pearls
And with imperialjade.
Around her waist was tied
An embroidered velvet skirt
Ofice-worm silk
Andpiped in gold}
In which she topped the colored clouds

II. The true, spiritual form or "body," the embodiment of essential Buddha

hood.
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And crossed thejasper sea.
Before her she led
A cockatoo with red beak and yellow plumes}
Which had roamed the Eastern Ocean
And throughout the world
Tofoster deeds ofmercy andfilial piety.
She held in her hands
A grace-dispensing and world-sustaining precious vase}
In which was planted
A twig ofpliant willow}
That could moisten the blue sky}
And sweep aside all evil-
All clingingfog and smoke.
Herjade rings joined the embroidered loops}
Andgold lotus grew thick beneath herfeet.
In three days how often she came and went:
This very Guanshiyin12 who savesfrom pain and woe.

So pleased by the vision was Tang Taizong that he forgot about his empire;
so enthralled were the civil and military officials that they completely
ignored court etiquette. Everyone was chanting, "Namo Bodhisattva
Guanshiyin!"

Taizong at once gave the order for a skilled painter to sketch the true
form of the Bodhisattva. No sooner had he spoken than a certain Wu
Daozi was selected, who could portray gods and sages and was a master
of the noble perspective and lofty vision. (This man, in fact, was the one
who would later paint the portraits of meritorious officials in the Ling
yan Tower.) Immediately he opened up his magnificent brush to record
the true form. The hallowed clouds of the Bodhisattva gradually drifted
away, and in a little while the golden light disappeared. From midair came
floating down a slip of paper on which were plainly written several lines
in the style of the gatha:

We greet the great Ruler of Tang
With scripts most sublime ofthe West.
The way: a hundred and eight thousand miles.
Seek earnestly this Mahayana.
These Books} when they reach yourfair state}
Can redeem damned spiritsfrom Hell.

12. The full name of Guanyin, meaning in popular understanding, "she who
hearkens to the voices of the world."
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Ifsomeone is willing to goJ

HeJll become a Buddha ofgold.
When Taizong saw the giithii, he said to the various monks : "Let's stop

the Mass. Wait until I have sent someone to bring back the scriptures of
the Great Vehicle. We shall then renew our sincere effort to cultivate the
fruits of virtue." Not one of the officials disagreed with the emperor,
who then asked in the temple, "Who is willing to accept our commis
sion to seek scriptures from Buddha in the Western Heaven?" Hardly had
he finished speaking when the Master of the Law stepped from the side
and saluted him, saying, "Though your poor monk has no talents, he is
ready to perform the service of a dog and a horse. I shall seek these true
scriptures on behalf of Your Majesty, that the empire of our king may be
firm and everlasting." Highly pleased, the Tang emperor went forward to
raise up the monk with his royal hands, saying, "If the Master is willing
to express his loyalty this way, undaunted by the great distance or by the
journey over mountains and streams, we are willing to become bond broth
ers with you." Xuanzang touched his forehead to the ground to express
his gratitude. Being indeed a righteous man, the Tang emperor went at
once before Buddha's image in the temple and bowed to Xuanzang four
times, addressing him as "our brother and holy monk."

Deeply moved, Xuanzang said, "Your Majesty, what ability and what
virtue does your poor monk possess that he should merit such affection
from your Heavenly Grace? I shall not spare myself in this journey, but I
shall proceed with all diligence until I reach the Western Heaven. If I do
not attain my goal, or the true scriptures, I shall not return to our land
even if I have to die. I would rather fall into eternal perdition in Hell."
He thereupon lifted the incense before Buddha and made that his vow.
Highly pleased, the Tang emperor ordered his carriage back to the palace
to wait for the auspicious day and hour, when official documents could be
issued for the journey to begin. And so the Throne withdrew as everyone
dispersed.

Xuanzang also went back to the Temple of Great Blessing. The many
monks of that temple and his several disciples, who had heard about the
quest for the scriptures, all came to see him. They asked, "Is it true that
you have vowed to go to the Western Heaven?" "It is," said Xuanzang.
"0 Master," one ofhis disciples said, "I have heard people say that the way
to the Western Heaven is long, filled with tigers, leopards, and all kinds
of monsters. I fear that there will be departure but no return for you, as it
will be difficult to safeguard your life."

"I have already made a great vow and a profound promise," said Xuan-
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zang, "that if I do not acquire the true scriptures, I shall fall into eternal
perdition in HelL Since I have received such grace and favor from the king,
I have no alternative but to serve my country to the utmost of my loyalty.
It is true, of course, that I have no knowledge of how I shall fare on this
journey or whether good or evil awaits me." He said to them again, "My
disciples, after I leave, wait for two or three years, or six or seven years. If
you see the branches of the pine trees within our gate pointing eastward,
you will know that I am about to return. If not, I shall not be coming
back." The disciples all committed his words firmly to memory.

The next morning Taizong held court and gathered all the officials
together. They wrote up the formal rescript stating the intent to acquire
scriptures and stamped it with the seal of free passage. The President of
the Imperial Board of Astronomy then came with the report, "Today the
positions of the planets are especially favorable for men to make ajourney
of great length." The Tang emperor was most delighted. Thereafter the
Custodian of the Yellow Gate also made a report, saying, "The Master of
the Law awaits your pleasure outside the court." The emperor summoned
him up to the treasure hall and said, "Royal Brother, today is an auspicious
day for thejourney, and your rescript for free passage is ready. We also pre
sent you with a bowl made of purple gold for you to collect alms on your
way. Two attendants have been selected to accompany you, and a horse
will be your means of traveL You may begin your journey at once."

Highly pleased, Xuanzang expressed his gratitude and received his gifts,
not displaying the least desire to linger. The Tang emperor called for his
carriage and led many officials outside the city gate to see him off. The
monks in the Temple of Great Blessing and the disciples were already
waiting there with Xuanzang's winter and summer clothing. When the
emperor saw them, he ordered the bags to be packed on the horses first,
and then asked an officer to bring a pitcher ofwine. Taizong lifted his cup
to toast the pilgrim saying, "What is the byname of our Royal Brother?"
"Your poor monk," said Xuanzang, "is a person who has left the family. He
dares not assume a byname." "The Bodhisattva said earlier," said Taizong,

"that there were three collections of scriptures in the Western Heaven. Our
Brother can take that as a byname and call himself Tripitaka. How about
it?" Thanking him, Xuanzang accepted the wine and said, "Your Majesty,
wine is the first prohibition of priesthood. Your poor monk has practiced
abstinence since birth." "Today's journey," said Taizong, "is not to be
compared with any ordinary event. Please drink one cup of this dietary
wine, and accept our good wishes that go along with the toast." Xuanzang
dared not refuse; he took the wine and was about to drink, when he saw
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Taizong stoop down to scoop up a handful of dirt with his fingers and
sprinkle it in the wine. Tripitaka had no idea what this gesture meant.

"Dear Brother," said Taizong, laughing, "how long will it take you
to come back from this trip to the Western Heaven?" "Probably in three
years time," said Tripitaka, "I'll be returning to our noble nation." "The
years are long and the journey is great," said Taizong. "Drink this, Royal
Brother, and remember: Treasure a handful of dirt from your home, but
love not ten thousand taels of foreign gold." Then Tripitaka understood
the meaning of the handful of dirt sprinkled in his cup; he thanked the
emperor once more and drained the cup. He went out of the gate and
left, as the Tang emperor returned in his carriage. We do not know what
will happen to him on this journey; let's listen to the explanation in the
next chapter.
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In the Den of Tigers) the Gold Star brings deliverance;
At Double-Fork Ridge) Boqin detains the monk.

The rich Tang ruler issued a decree}
Deputing Xuanzang to seek the source ofChan.
He bent his mind tofind the Dragon Den}
Withfirm resolve to climb the Vulture Peak. 1

Through how many states did he roam beyond his own?
Through clouds and hills he passed ten thousand times.
He now leaves the Throne to go to the West;
He}ll keep law andfaith to reach the Great Void.

We shall now tell you about Tripitaka, who, on the third day before the
fifteenth of the ninth month in the thirteenth year of the period Zhenguan,
was sent off by the Tang emperor and many officials from outside the gate
of Chang'an. For a couple of days his horse trotted without ceasing, and
soon they reached the Temple of the Law Gate. The abbot of that temple
led some five hundred monks on both sides to receive him and took him
inside. As they met, tea was served, after which a vegetarian meal was
presented. Soon after the meal, dusk fell, and thus

Shadows moved to the Star River}s nearingpulse;
The moon was bright without a speck ofdust.
The wildgeese calledfrom the distant sky}
And washingflails beatfrom nearby homes.
As birds returned to perch on withered trees}
The Chan monks conversed in their Sanskrit tones.
On rush mats placed upon a single bunk}
They sat until halfway through the night.
Beneath the lamps the various monks discussed Buddhist doctrines and

the purpose of seeking scriptures in the Western Heaven. Some pointed

I. Vulture Peak: Grdhraku!a, a place supposedly frequented by the Buddha and
where the Lotus sutra was preached. The full name of the mountain is Spirit Vulture
Mountain.
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out that the waters were wide and the mountains very high; others men
tioned that the roads were crowded with tigers and leopards; still others
maintained that the precipitous peaks were difficult to scale; and another
group insisted that the vicious monsters were hard to subdue. Tripitaka,
however, kept his mouth shut tightly, but he pointed with his finger to
his own heart and nodded his head several times. Not perceiving what he
meant, the various monks folded their hands and asked, "Why did the
Master of the Law point to his heart and nod his head?" "When the mind
is active," Tripitaka replied, "all kinds of mara come into existence; when
the mind is extinguished, all kinds of mara will be extinguished. This dis
ciple has already made an important vow before Buddha in the Temple of
Transformation, and he has no alternative but to fulfill it with his whole
heart. If I go, I shall not turn aside until I have reached the Western Heaven,
seen Buddha, and acquired the scriptures so that the Wheel of the Law
will be turned to us2 and the kingdom ofour lord will be secured forever."
When the various monks heard this statement, everyone congratulated and
commended him, saying, "A loyal and valiant master!" They praised him
unceasingly as they escorted him to bed.

Soon
The bamboos struck down the setting moon
And the cocks crew to gather the clouds ofdawn

The various monks arose and prepared some tea and the morning meal.
Xuanzang put on his cassock and went to worship Buddha in the main hall.
"Your disciple, Chen Xuanzang," he said, "is on his way to seek scriptures
in the Western Heaven. But my fleshly eyes are dim and unperceptive and
do not recognize the true form of the living Buddha. Now I wish to make
a vow: that throughout this journey I shall burn incense whenever I come
upon a temple, I shall worship Buddha whenever I meet a Buddha, and I shall
sweep a pagoda whenever I reach a pagoda. May our Buddha be merciful and
soon reveal to me his Diamond Body sixteen feet tall. May he grant me the
true scriptures so that they may be preserved in the Land of the East."

He finished his prayer and went back to the hall for the vegetarian meal,
after which his two attendants made ready the saddle and urged him to
begin hisjourney. Going out of the temple's gate, Tripitaka took leave of
the monks, who grieved to see him go. They accompanied him for ten miles
before turning back, tears in their eyes, as Tripitaka proceeded directly
toward the West. It was the time of late autumn. You see

2. The Wheel of the Law is dharmacakra, the truth of Buddha able to vanquish all
evil and all resistance. It rolls on from man to man and from age to age.
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Trees growing bare in hamlets as rush petals break;
From every maple column the red leavesfall.
Few are the trekkers through paths ofmist and rain.
Thefair chrysanthemums}
The sharp mountain rocks}
Cold streams and cracked lilies all make one sad.
Snowfalls from afrosty sky on rushes and reeds.
One duck at dusk descends in the distant void.
Clouds o}er the wilds move through the gatheringgloom.
The swallows depart;
The wildgeese appear-
Their cries} though loud} are halting andforlorn.

After traveling for several days, master and disciples arrived at the city of
Gongzhou. They were met at once by the various municipal officials of that
city, where they spent the night. The next morning they set off again, tak
ing food and drink along the way, resting by night andjourneying by day.
In two or three days, they arrived at the District ofHezhou, which formed
the border of the Great Tang Empire. When the garrison commander of
the border as well as the local monks and priests heard that the Master
of the Law, a bond brother of the emperor, was on his way to the Western
Heaven to see Buddha by royal commission, they received the travelers
with due reverence. Some chief priests then invited them to spend the
night at Fuyuan Temple, where every resident cleric came to pay respect
to the pilgrims. Dinner was served, after which the two attendants were
told to feed the horses well, for the Master wanted to leave before dawn.
At the first crowing of the cock, he called for his attendants and aroused
the monks of that temple. They hastened to prepare tea and breakfast,
after which the pilgrims departed from the border. As he was somewhat
impatient to get going, the Master arose a trifle too early. The fact is that
this was late autumn, when cocks crow rather early-at about the time
of the fourth watch. Facing the clear frost and the bright moon, the three
of them (the horse made up the fourth member of the team) journeyed
for some twenty or thirty miles, when they came upon a mountain range.
It soon became exceedingly difficult for them to find their way. As they
had to poke around in the grass to look for a path, they began to worry
that they might be heading in the wrong direction. In that very anxious
moment, they suddenly tripped; all three of them as well as the horse
tumbled into a deep pit. Tripitaka was terrified; his companions all shook
with fear. They were still trembling when they heard voices shouting,
"Seize them! Seize them!" A violent wind swept by, and a mob of fifty
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or sixty ogres appeared, who seized Tripitaka with his companions and
hauled them out of the pit. Q!!ivering and shivering, the Master of the
Law stole a glance around and saw a ferocious Monster King seated up on
high. Truly he had

A figure most awesomely bold}
A face most distinctlyfierce.
Lightflashedfrom his lightninglike eyes;
All quaked at his thunderous voice.
His sawlike teeth jutted outward}
Likefangs they emergedfrom hisjaws.
Brocade wrapped his body around}
And coiling stripes covered his spine.
They sawflesh through sparse} steely whiskers.
Keen-edged were his claws like sharp swords.
Even Huang Gong ofDonghai wouldfear 3

This white-browed King ofMount South.
Tripitaka was so frightened that his spirit left him, while the bones of

his followers grew weak and their tendons turned numb. The Monster
King shouted for them to be bound, and the various ogres tied up all
three of them with ropes. They were being prepared to be eaten when
a clamor was heard outside the camp. Someone came in to report: "The
Bear Mountain Lord and the Steer Hermit have arrived." Hearing this,
Tripitaka looked up. The first one to come in was a swarthy fellow. "How
did he look?" you ask.

He seemed valiant and courageous}
With body both tough and brawny.
His great strength couldford the waters.
He prowled the woods} flaunting his power.
Ever agood omen in dreams} 4

He showed now hisforcefulfeatures.
He could break or climb the green trees}
Andpredicted when winter was near.
Truly he was most clever.
Hence Mountain Lord was his name.
Following behind him was another husky fellow. "How did he look?"

you ask.

3. Huang Gong, a man of the Han period and a native of Donghai (in modern
Jiangsu Province), was reputedly a tamer of tigers.

4. From antiquity, the dream of a bear had been interpreted by the Chinese as a
sign of the imminent birth of a male child.
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A cap oftwin horns rugged}
And a humpback most majestic.
His green robe showed his calm nature}
He walked with a slumberous gait.
He camefrom afather named Bull;
His mother}s name proper was Cow.
A great boon to people who plowed}
He was thus called the Steer Hermit.

The two creatures swaggered in, and the Monster King hurried out to re
ceive them. The Bear Mountain Lord said, "You are in top form, General
Yin. Congratulations! Congratulations!" "General Yin looks better than
ever," said the Steer Hermit. "It's marvelous! It's marvelous!" "And you
two gentlemen, how have you been these days?" asked the Monster King.
"Just maintaining my idleness," said the Mountain Lord. "Just keeping up
with the times," said the Hermit. After these exchanges, they sat down
to chat some more.

Meanwhile, one of Tripitaka's attendants was bound so tightly that
he began to moan pitifully. "How did these three get here?" asked the
swarthy fellow. "They practically presented themselves at the door!" said
the Monster King. "Can they be used for the guests' dinner?" asked the
Hermit, laughing. "By all means!" said the Monster King. "Let's not finish
them all up," said the Mountain Lord. "We'll dine on two of them and
leave one over." The Monster King agreed. He called his subordinates at
once to have the attendants eviscerated and their carcasses carved up; their
heads, hearts, and livers were to be presented to the guests, the limbs to the
host, and the remaining portions of flesh and bone to the rest of the ogres.
The moment the order was given, the ogres pounced on the attendants like
tigers preying on sheep: munching and crunching, they devoured them in
no time at all. The priest nearly died of fear, for this, you see, was his first
bitter ordeal since his departure from Chang'an.

As he was nursing his horror, light began to grow in the east. The two
monsters did not retire until dawn. Saying, "We're beholden to your gen
erous hospitality today. Permit us to repay in kind in another time," they
left together. Soon the sun rose high in the sky, but Tripitaka was still in a
stupor, unable to discern which way was north, south, east, or west. In that
half-dead condition, he suddenly saw an old man approaching, holding a
staff in his hands. Walking up to Tripitaka, the man waved his hands and
all the ropes snapped. He then blew on Tripitaka, and the monk began to
revive. Falling on the ground, he said, "I thank the aged father for saving
the life of this poor monk!" "Get up," the old man said, returning his

salute, "have you lost anything?"
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"The followers of your poor monk," said Tripitaka, "have been eaten
by the monsters. I have no idea where my horse is or my luggage." "Isn't
that your horse over there with the two bundles?" asked the old man,
pointing with his staff. Tripitaka turned around and discovered that his
belongings had indeed remained untouched. Somewhat relieved, he asked
the old man, "Aged father, what is this place? How do you happen to be
here?" "It is called the Double-Fork Ridge, a place infested with tigers and
wolves. How did you manage to get here?" "At the first crow of the cock,"
said Tripitaka, "your poor monk left the District of Hezhou. Little did I
realize that we had risen too early, and we lost our way tramping through
fog and dew. We came upon this Monster King so exceedingly ferocious
that he captured me and my two followers. There was also a swarthy fel
low called the Bear Mountain Lord and a husky fellow called the Steer
Hermit. They arrived and addressed the Monster King as General Yin.
All three of them devoured my two followers and retired only at dawn. I
have no idea where I accrued the fortune and merit that caused the aged
father to rescue me here."

"That Steer Hermit," said the old man, "is a wild bull spirit; the Moun
tain Lord, a bear spirit; and General Yin, a tiger spirit. The various ogres
are all demons ofmountains and trees, spirits of strange beasts and wolves.
Because of the primal purity ofyour nature, they cannot devour you. Fol
low me now, and I shall lead you on your way." Tripitaka could not be
more thankful. Fastening the bundles on the saddle and leading his horse,
he followed the old man out of the pit and walked toward the main road.
He tied the horse to the bushes beside the path and turned to thank the
aged father. At that moment a gentle breeze swept by, and the old man
rose into the air and left, riding on a white crane with a crimson head. As
the wind subsided, a slip of paper fluttered down, with four lines of verse
written on it:

I am the Planet Venusfrom the West}
who came to save you by special request}
Some pupils divine will come to your aid.
Blame not the scripturesfor hardships ahead.
When Tripitaka read this, he bowed toward the sky saying, "I thank

the Gold Star for seeing me through this ordeal." After that, he led his
horse off again on his lonely and melancholy journey. On this ridge truly

you have
Cold and soughing} the wind ofthe rainforest;
Purling andgurgling} the water ofthe brooklets;
Fragrant and musky} wildflowers in bloom;
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In clutters and clumps} rough rocks piled high;
Chattering and clattering} the apes and the deer;
In rank andfile} the musk and thefallow deer.
Chirping and cooing} birdsfrequently call.
Silent and still} not one man is in sight.
That master
Shivers and quivers to his anxious mind.
This dear horse}
Scared and nervous} can barely raise his legs.
Ready to abandon his body and sacrifice his life, Tripitaka started up

that rugged mountain. Hejourneyed for half a day, but not a single human
being or dwelling was in sight. He was gnawed by hunger and disheartened
by the rough road. In that desperate moment, he saw two fierce tigers
growling in front of him and several huge snakes circling behind him; vi
cious creatures appeared on his left and strange beasts on his right. As he
was all by himself, Tripitaka had little alternative but to submit himself
to the will of Heaven. As if to complete his helplessness, his horse's back
was sagging and its legs were buckling; it went to its knees and soon lay
prostrate on the ground. He could budge it neither by beating nor by
tugging. With hardly an inch of space to stand on, our Master of the Law
was in the depths of despair, thinking that certain death would be his fate.
We can tell you, however, that though he was in danger, help was on its
way. For just as he thought he was about to expire, the vicious creatures
began to scatter and the monstrous beasts fled; the fierce tigers vanished
and the huge snakes disappeared. When Tripitaka looked further ahead,
he saw a man coming over the mountain slope with a steel trident in his
hands and bow and arrows at his waist. He was indeed a valiant figure!
Look at him:

He had on his head a cap
Ofleopard skin} spotted and artemisia-white;
He wore on his body a robe
Oflamb}s wool with dark silk brocade.
Around his waist was tied a lion king belt}
And on hisfeet he wore tall boots ofsuede.
His eyes were staring like those ofa hanged man.
With wild beard} he looked like afierce god!
A bow andpoisoned arrows hung on him.
He held a huge trident ofthefinest steel.
His voice like thunder appalled the mountain cats}
And wildpheasants trembled at his truculence.
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When Tripitaka saw him draw near, he knelt at the side of the path and
called out, his hands clasped in front of him, "Great king, save me! Great
king, save me!" The fellow came up to Tripitaka and put down his trident.
Raising up the monk with his hands, he said, "Don't be afraid, Elder, for
I'm not a wicked man. I'm a hunter living in this mountain; my surname
is Liu and my given name is Boqin. I also go by the nickname of Senior
Guardian of the Mountain. I came here to find some animals to eat, not
expecting to run into you. I hope I didn't scare you."

"Your poor monk," said Tripitaka, "is a cleric who has been sent by his

Majesty, the Tang emperor, to seek scriptures from Buddha in the West
ern Heaven. When I arrived here a few moments ago, I was surrounded
by tigers, wolves, and snakes, so that I could not proceed. But when the
creatures saw you coming they all scattered, and you have thus saved my
life. Many thanks! Many thanks!" "Since I live here and my livelihood
depends on killing a few tigers and wolves," said Boqin, "or catching a
few snakes and reptiles, I usually frighten the wild beasts away. Ifyou have
come from the Tang empire, you are actually a native here, for this is still
Tang territory and I am a Tang subject. You and I both live off the land
belonging to the king, so that we are in truth citizens of the same nation.
Don't be afraid. Follow me. You may rest your horse at my place, and I
shall see you off in the morning." Tripitaka was filled with delight when
he heard these words, and he led his horse to follow the hunter.

They passed the slope and again heard the howling of the wind. "Sit
here, Elder," said Boqin, "and don't move. The sound of that wind tells
me that a mountain cat is approaching. I'll take him home so that I can
make you a meal of him." When Tripitaka heard this, his heart hammered
and his gall qUivered and he became rooted to the ground. Grasping his
trident, that Guardian strode forward and came face to face with a great
striped tiger. Seeing Boqin, he turned and fled. Like a crack of thunder, the
Guardian bellowed, "Cursed beast! Where will you flee?" When the tiger

saw him pressing near, he turned with flailing claws to spring at him, only
to be met by the Guardian with uplifted trident. Tripitaka was so terrified
that he lay paralyzed on the grass. Since leaving his mother's belly, when
had he ever witnessed such violent and dangerous goings-on? The Guard
ian went after that tiger to the foot of the slope, and it was a magnificent
battle between man and beast. You see

Raging resentment}
And churning whirlwind.
In raging resentment
The mighty Guardian}s hairpushed up his cap;
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Like churning whirlwind
The stripedprince belched dust} displaying his strength.
This one bared its teeth and wielded its paws;
That one stepped sideways} yet turning tofight.
The trident reached skyward} reflecting the sun.
The striped tail stirred up bothfog and cloud.
This one stabbed madly at the breast ofhisfoe;
That one}facing him would swallow him whole.
Stay away and you may live out your years.
Join thefray and you}ll meet Yama} the king!
You hear the roar ofthe stripedprince
And the harsh cries ofthe Guardian.
The roar ofthe stripedprince
Shook mountains and streams to terrify birds and beasts;
The harsh cries ofthe Guardian
Unlocked the Heavens to make the stars appear.
The gold eyeballs ofthis one protruded}
And wrath burstfrom the bold heart ofthat one.
Lovable was Liu the Mountain Guardian;
Praiseworthy was this king ofthe wild beasts.
So tiger and manfought} each craving life-
A little slower} and onefotftits his soul!
The two of them fought for about an hour, and as the paws of the tiger

began to slow and his torso to slacken, he was downed by the Guardian's
trident stabbing him through the chest. A pitiful sight it was! The points
of the trident pierced the heart, and at once the ground was covered with
blood. The Guardian then dragged the beast by the ear up the road. What
a man! He hardly panted, nor did his face change color. He said to Tripi
taka, "We're lucky! We're lucky! This mountain cat should be sufficient
for a day's food for the elder." Applauding him unceasingly, Tripitaka said,
"The Guardian is truly a mountain god!" "What ability do I have," said
Boqin, "that I merit such acclaim? This is really the good fortune of the
father. Let's go. I'd like to skin him quickly so that I can cook some of his
meat to entertain you." He held the trident in one hand and dragged the
tiger with the other, leading the way while Tripitaka followed him with
his horse. They walked together past the slope and all at once came upon
a mountain village, in front of which

Old trees soared skyward}
And roads werefilled with wild creepers.
In countless canyons the wind was cool;
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On many ridges were strange sounds and sights.
One path's wild blooms, whose scent clung to one's body;
A fiw poles ofbamboo and what memorable green!
The portal ofgrass,
The wattle-ftnced yard
A picture to paint or sketch.
The stone-slab bridge,
The white-earth walls-
How charming indeed, and rare!
Now in the wistfulface ofautumn,
The air was cool and brisk,
By the wayside yellow leavesfill;
Over the peaks the white clouds drifted.
In thinly-grown woods the wildJOwls twittered,
And young dogs yelped outside the village gate.
When Boqin reached the door of his house, he threw down the dead

tiger and called, "Little ones, where are you?" Out came three or four
houseboys, all rather unattractive and mean-looking, who hauled the tiger
inside. Boqin told them to skin it qUickly and prepare it for the guest. He
then turned around to welcome Tripitaka into his dwelling, and as they
greeted each other, Tripitaka thanked him again for the great favor of sav
ing his life. "We are fellow countrymen," said Boqin, "and there's little
need for you to thank me." After they had sat down and drunk tea, an
old woman with someone who appeared to be her daughter-in-law came
out to greet Tripitaka. "This is my mother, and this my wife," said Boqin.
"Pray ask your parent to take the honored seat," said Tripitaka, "and let
your poor monk pay his respects." "Father is a guest coming from great
distance," said the old woman. "Please relax and don't stand on ceremony."
"Mother," said Boqin, "he has been sent by the Tang emperor to seek
scriptures from Buddha in the Western Heaven. He met your sonjust now
at the ridge. Since we are fellow countrymen, I invited him to the house
to rest his horse. Tomorrow I shall see him on his way." When she heard
these words, the old woman was very pleased. "Good! Good! Good!" she
said. "The timing couldn't be better, even ifwe had planned to invite him.
For tomorrow happens to be the anniversary ofyour late father's death. Let
us invite the elder to perform some good deeds and recite an appropriate
passage ofscripture. We shall see him offday after tomorrow." Although he
was a tiger slayer, a so-called "Guardian of the Mountain," our Liu Boqin
had a good deal of filial feeling for his mother. When he heard what she
said, he immediately wanted to prepare the incense and the paper money,
so that Tripitaka might be asked to stay.
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As they talked, the sky began to darken. The servants brought chairs
and a table and set out several dishes of well-cooked tiger meat, steaming
hot. Boqin invited Tripitaka to begin, telling him that rice would follow.
"0 dear!" said Tripitaka, his hands folded. "To tell you the truth, I have

been a monk since leaving my mother's womb, and I have never eaten
any meat." Hearing this, Boqin reflected a while. He then said, "Elder,
for generations this humble family has never kept a vegetarian diet. We
could, I suppose, find some bamboo shoots and wood ears and prepare
some dried vegetables and bean cakes, but they would all be cooked with
the fat of deer or tigers. Even our pots and pans are grease-soaked! What
am I to do? I must ask the elder's pardon." "Don't fret," said Tripitaka.

"Enjoy the food yourself. Even if I were not to eat for three or four days,
I could bear the hunger. But I dare not break the dietary commandment."
"Suppose you starve to death," said Boqin, "what then?" "I am indebted
to the Heavenly kindness of the Guardian," said Tripitaka, "for saving
me from the packs of tigers and wolves. Starving to death is better than
being food for a tiger."

When Boqin's mother heard this, she cried, "Son, stop such idle talk
with the elder. Let me prepare a vegetarian dish to serve him." "Where
would you get such a dish?" said Boqin. "Never mind. I'll fix it," said
his mother. She asked her daughter-in-law to take down a small cooking
pan and heat it until much of the grease had burned off. They washed
and scrubbed the pan again and again and then put it back on the stove
and boiled some water in it. Taking some elm leaves from the mountain,
they made soup with it, after which they cooked some rice with yellow
millet mixed with Indian corn. They also prepared two bowls of dried
vegetables and brought it all out to the table. "Elder," the aged mother
said to Tripitaka, "please have some. This is the cleanest and purest food
that my daughter-in-law and I have ever prepared." Tripitaka left his seat
to thank her before sitting down again. Boqin removed himself to another
place; dishes and bowls full of unsauced and unsalted tiger meat, musk
deer meat, serpent meat, fox flesh, rabbit, and strips of cured venison were
set before him. To keep Tripitaka company, he sat down and was about
to pick up his chopsticks when he saw Tripitaka fold his hands and begin
to recite something. Startled, Boqin dared not touch his chopsticks; he
jumped up instead and stood to one side. Having uttered no more than
a few phrases, Tripitaka said to him, "Please eat." "You are a priest who
likes to recite short scriptures," said Boqin. "That was not scripture," said

Tripitaka, "only a prayer to be said before meals." "You people who leave
your families," said Boqin, "are particular about everything! Even for a
meal you have to mumble something!"
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They ate their dinner and the dishes and bowls were taken away. Eve
ning was setting in when Boqin led Tripitaka out of the main hall to go
for a walk at the back of the dwelling. They passed through a corridor and
arrived at a straw shed. Pushing open the door, they walked inside, where
they found several heavy bows and some quivers of arrows hanging on the
walls. Two pieces of tiger skin, stinking and blood-stained, were draped
across the cross beams, and a number of spears, knives, tridents, and rods
were stuck into the ground at one corner. There were two seats in the
middle of the shed, and Boqin invited Tripitaka to sit for a moment. See
ing that the place was so gruesome and putrid, Tripitaka dared not linger.
They soon left the shed and walked further back to a huge garden, where
there seemed to be no end of thick clumps of chrysanthemum piling their
gold and stands of maple hoisting their crimson. With a loud rustle, more
than a dozen fat deer and a large herd of musk deer jumped out. Calm
and mild-mannered, they were not at all frightened at the sight of human
beings. Tripitaka said, "You must have tamed these animals." "Like the
people in your city of Chang'an," said Boqin, "where the affluent store up
wealth and treasures and the landlords gather rice and grain, so we hunters
must keep some of these wild beasts to prepare against dark days. That's
all!" As they walked and conversed, it grew dark, and they returned to
the house to rest.

As soon as the members of the family, young and old, arose next morn
ing, they went to prepare vegetarian food to serve to the priest, who was
then asked to begin his recitations. Having first washed his hands, the priest
went to the ancestral hall with the Guardian to burn incense. Only after he
had bowed to the house shrine did Tripitaka beat on his wooden fish and
recite first the true sentences for the purification of the mouth, and then
the divine formula for the purification of mind and body. He went on to
the Sutra fOr the Salvation ofthe Dead, after which Boqin requested him to
compose in writing a specific prayer for the deliverance of the deceased.
He then took up the Diamond Sutra and the Guanyin Sutra, each of which
was given a loud and clear recitation. After lunch, he recited several sec
tions from the Lotus Sutra and the Amitiiyus Sutra, before finishing with
the Peacock Sutra and a brief recounting of the story of Buddha healing
a bhik~u. 5 Soon it was evening again. All kinds of incense were burned
together with the various paper horses, images of the deities, and the
prayer for the deliverance of the deceased. The Buddhist service was thus
completed, and each person retired.

5. A mendicant monk.
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We shall now tell you about the soul of Boqin's father, verily a ghost
redeemed from perdition, who came to his own house and appeared to
all the members of his family in a dream. "It was difficult," he said, "for
me to escape my bitter ordeals in the Region of Darkness, and for a long
time I could not attain salvation. Fortunately, the holy monk's recitations
have now expiated my sins. King Yama has ordered someone to send me to
the rich land of China, where I may ssume my next incarnation in a noble
family. All ofyou, therefore, must take care to thank the elder, and see that
you are not negligent in any way. Now I leave you." So it is that

There is} in all things} a solemn purpose:
To save the deadfrom perdition andpain.

When the whole family awoke from the dream, the sun was already rising
in the east. The wife of Boqin said, "Guardian, I dreamed last night that
father came to the house. He said that it was difficult for him to escape
his bitter ordeals in the Region of Darkness, and that for a long time he
could not attain salvation. Fortunately, the holy monk's recitations have
now expiated his sins, and King Yama has ordered someone to send him
to the rich land of China where he may assume his next incarnation in a
noble family. He told us to take care to thank the elder and not be negli
gent in any way. After he had finished speaking, he drifted away, despite
my plea for him to stay. I woke up and it was all a dream!" "I had a dream
also," said Boqin, "one exactly like yours! Let's get up and talk to mother
about this." The two of them were about to do so when they heard the
old mother calling, "Boqin, come here. I want to talk to you." They went
in and found the mother sitting up in bed. "Son," she said, "I had a happy
dream last night. I dreamed that your father came to the house saying that,
thanks to the redemptive work of the elder, his sins had been expiated.
He is on his way to the rich land of China, where he will assume his next
incarnation in a noble family." Husband and wife laughed uproariously.
Boqin said, "Your daughter-in-law and I both had this dream, and we were
just coming to tell you. Little did we expect that mother's call also had
to do with this dream." They therefore called on every member of the
family to express their gratitude and prepare the monk's horse for travel.
They came bowing before the priest and said, "We thank the elder for
providing life and deliverance for our deceased father, for which we can
never repay you sufficiently." "What has this poor monk accomplished,"
said Tripitaka, "that merits such gratitude?"

Boqin gave a thorough account of the dream that the three of them
had had, and Tripitaka was also very pleased. A vegetarian meal was again
served, and a tael of silver was presented as a token of their gratitude.
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Tripitaka refused to accept so much as a penny, though the whole family
begged him earnestly. He only said, "If, in compassion, you can escort me
on the first part ofmy way, I shall ever be grateful for such kindness." Boqin
and his mother and wife had little alternative but hastily to prepare some
biscuits from unrefined flour, which Tripitaka was glad to accept. Boqin
was told to escort him as far as possible. Obeying his mother's bidding,
the Guardian also ordered several houseboys to join them, each bringing
hunting equipment and weapons. They walked to the main road, and there
seemed to be no end to the scenic splendor of the mountains and peaks.

When they had traveled for half a day, they came upon a huge mountain
so tall and rugged that it truly seemed to touch the blue sky. In a little while
the whole company reached the foot of the mountain, and the Guardian
began to ascend it as if he were walking on level ground. Halfway up,
Boqin turned around and stood still at the side of the road, saying, "Elder,
please go on yourself. I must now take leave ofyou and turn back." When
Tripitaka heard these words, he rolled down from his saddle and said, "I
beg you to escort me a little further." "You do not realize, Elder," said

Boqin, "that this mountain is called the Mountain of Two Frontiers; the
eastern half belongs to our Great Tang domain, but the western half is
the territory of the Tartars. The tigers and wolves over there are not my
subjects, nor should I cross the border. You must proceed by yourself."
Tripitaka became fearful; he stretched out his hands and clutched at the
sleeves of the hunter, tears pouring from his eyes. It was at this tender mo
ment of farewell that there came from beneath the mountain a thunderous
voice crying, "My master has come! My master has come!" Tripitaka was
dumbfounded, and Boqin trembled. We do not know who was crying;
let's listen to the explanation in the next chapter.
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Mind Monkey returns to the Right;
The Six Robbers vanishfrom sight. 1

Mind is the Buddha and the Buddha is Mind;
Both Mind and Buddha are important things.
Ifyou perceive there's neither Mind nor Thing,
Yours is the dharmakaya of True Mind.
The dharmakaya
Has no shape orform:
One pearl-like radiance holding myriad things.
The bodiless body is the body true;
And realform is thatform which has noform.
There's noform, no void, no no-emptiness;
No coming, no leaving, no paritJamana;2
No contrast, no sameness, no being or nonbeing:
No giving, no taking, no hopeful craving.
Light efficacious is in and out the same.
Buddha's whole realm is in agrain ofsand.
A grain ofsand the chiliocosm holds;
One mind or body's like ten thousand things.
To know this you must grasp the No-mind Spell;
Unclogged and taintless is the karma pure.
Do not the many acts ofgood or ill:
This is true submission to Sakyamuni.

We were telling you about Tripitaka and Boqin, who, in fear and alarm,
again heard the cry: "My Master has come!" The various houseboys said,
"It must be the old ape in that stone box beneath the mountain who is

I. The six robbers or cauras refer to the six senses of the body, which impede

enlightenment: hence they appear in this chapter's allegory as bandits.

2. The term literally means to turn toward. It also refers to the bestowal ofmerit

by one being on another.
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shouting." "It's he! It's he!" said the Guardian. Tripitaka asked, "Who is
this old ape?" "The ancient name of this mountain," said the Guardian,

"was the Mountain of Five Phases. It was changed to the Mountain of
the Two Frontiers as a result of our Great Tang ruler's western campaigns
to secure his empire. A few years ago, I heard from my elders that during
the time when Wang Mang usurped the throne of the Ham emperor, this
mountain fell from Heaven with a divine monkey clamped beneath it. He
feared neither heat nor cold, and he took neither food nor drink. He had
been watched and guarded by the spirits of the Earth, who fed him iron
balls when he was hungry and juices of bronze when he was thirsty. He
has lasted from that time until now, surviving both cold and hunger. He
must be the one who is making all this noise. Don't be afraid, Elder. Let's
go down the mountain to take a look."

Tripitaka had to agree and led his horse down the mountain. They
had traveled only a few miles when they came upon a stone box in which
there was indeed a monkey who, with his head sticking out, was waving
his hands wildly and crying, "Master, why have you taken so long to get
here? Welcome! Welcome! Get me out, and I'll protect you on your way
to the Western Heaven!" The priest went forward to look more closely at
him. "How does he look?" you ask.

A pointed mouth and hollow cheeks;
Two diamond pupils andfiery eyes.
Lichens hadpiled on his head;
Wisteria grew in his ears.
At his temples there was moregreen grass than hair;
Beneath his chin) moss instead ofa beard.
With mud on his brow)
And earth in his nose)
He looked most desperate!
Hisfingers coarse
And callousedpalms
Were caked infilth and dirt!
Luckily) his eyes could still roll about)
And the apish tongue) articulate.
Though in speech he hadgreat ease)
His body he could not move.
He was the Great Sage Sun offive hundred years ago.
Today his ordeal ends) he leaves the net ofHeaven.
Undeniably a courageous person, that Guardian Liu went up to the

creature and pulled away some of the grass at his temples and some of the
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moss beneath his chin. He asked, "What do you have to say?" "Nothing
to you," said the monkey, "but ask that master to come up here. I have
a question for him." "What's your question?" asked Tripitaka. "Are you
someone sent by the great king of the Land of the East to go seek scriptures
in the Western Heaven?" asked the monkey. "I am," said Tripitaka. "Why
do you ask?" "I am the Great Sage, Equal to Heaven," said the monkey,
"who greatly disturbed the Heavenly Palace five hundred years ago. Be
cause of my sin of rebellion and disobedience, I was imprisoned here by
the Buddha. Some time ago, a certain Bodhisattva Guanyin had received
the decree of Buddha to go to the Land of the East in quest of a scripture
pilgrim. I asked her to give me some help, and she persuaded me not to
engage again in violence. I was told to believe in the Law of Buddha and
faithfully to protect the scripture pilgrim on his way to worship Buddha
in the West, for there would be a goodly reward reserved for me when
such merit is achieved. I have therefore been maintaining my vigilance
night and day, waiting for the Master to come to rescue me. I'm willing
to protect you in your quest of scriptures and become your disciple."

When Tripitaka heard these words, he was filled with delight and said,
"Though you have this good intention, because of the Bodhisattva's in
struction, of entering our Buddhist fold, I have neither ax nor drill. How
can I free you?" "No need for ax or drill," said the monkey. "If you are
willing to rescue me, I'll be able to get out." Tripitaka said, "I'm willing,
but how can you get out?" "On top of this mountain," said the monkey,
"there is a tag stamped with the golden letters of our Buddha Tathagata.
Go up there and lift up the tag. Then I'll come out." Tripitaka agreed,
and turned to Boqin, imploring him, "Guardian, come with me up the
mountain." "Do you think he's speaking the truth?" asked Boqin. "It's the
truth!" the monkey shouted. "I dare not lie!"

Boqin had no choice but to call his houseboys to lead the horses. He
himself supported Tripitaka with his hands, and they again started up the
tall mountain. Tugging at creepers and vines, they finally arrived at the
highest peak, where they beheld ten thousand shafts of golden light and a
thousand folds of hallowed air. There was a huge square slab of stone, on
which was taped a seal with the golden letters, Om matJipadme hum. Tripi
taka approached the stone and knelt down; he looked at the golden letters
and kowtowed several times to the stone. Then, facing the West, he prayed:
"Your disciple, Chen Xuanzang, was specifically commanded to seek scrip
tures from you. If it is so ordained that he should be my disciple, let me
lift up those golden letters so that the divine monkey may find release and
join me at the Spirit Mountain. If he is not predestined to be my disciple,
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if he is only a cruel monster trying to deceive me and to bring misfortune
to our enterprise, let me not lift up this tape." He kowtowed again after
he had prayed. Going forward, with the greatest of ease he took down the
golden letters. A fragrant wind swept by immediately and blew the tag
out of his hands into the air as a voice called out, "I am the prison guard
of the Great Sage. Today his ordeal is completed, and my colleagues and I
are returning this seal to Tathagata." Tripitaka, Boqin, and their followers
were so terrified that they fell on the ground and bowed toward the sky.
They then descended from the tall mountain and came back to the stone
box, saying to the monkey, "The tag has been lifted. You may come out."
Delighted, the monkey said, "Master, you had better walk away from here
so that I can come out. I don't want to frighten you."

When Boqin heard this, he led Tripitaka and the rest of the company
to walk back eastward for five or six miles. Again they heard the monkey
yelling, "Further still! Further still!" So Tripitaka and the others went still
further until they had left the mountain. All at once came a crash so loud
that it was as if the mountain was cracking and the earth splitting wide
open; everyone was awe-struck. The next moment the monkey was already
in front of Tripitaka's horse; completely naked, he knelt down and cried,
"Master, I'm out!" He bowed four times toward Tripitaka, and then,jump
ing up, he said to Boqin respectfully, "I thank Elder Brother for taking the
trouble of escorting my master. I'm grateful also for your shaving the grass
from my face." Having thanked him, he went at once to put the luggage
in order so that it could be tied onto the horse's back. When the horse saw
him, its torso slackened and its legs stiffened. In fear and trembling, it could
hardly stand up. For you see, that monkey had been a Bimawen, who used
to look after dragon horses in the celestial stables. His authority was such
that horses of Earth inevitably would fear him when they saw him.

When Tripitaka saw that the monkey was truly a person of good in
tentions, someone who truly resembled those who had embraced the Bud
dhist faith, he called to him, "Disciple, what is your surname?" "My surname
is Sun," said the Monkey King. "Let me give you a religious name," said
Tripitaka, "so that it will be convenient to address you." "This noble
thought of the master is deeply appreciated," said the Monkey King, "but
I already have a religious name. I'm called Sun Wukong." "It exactly fits
the emphasis of our denomination," said Tripitaka, delighted. "But look
at you, you look rather like a little dhuta. 3 Let me give you a nickname and

3. Literally, the word means shaken, shaken off, or cleansed. It points to the

practice of asceticism as an antidote to worldly attachments. Hence it is also used

in the Chinese vernacular as a name for any mendicant.



CHAPTER FOURTEEN 221

call you Pilgrim Sun.4 How's that?" "Good! Good!" said Wukong. So from
then on, he was also called Pilgrim Sun.

When Boqin saw that Pilgrim Sun was definitely preparing to leave, he
turned to speak respectfully to Tripitaka, saying, "Elder, you are fortu
nate to have made an excellent disciple here. Congratulations! This person
should be most fit to accompany you. I must take leave of you now."
Bowing to thank him, Tripitaka said, "I cannot thank you enough for all
your kindness. Please be certain to thank your dear mother and wife when
you return to your house. I have caused you all great inconvenience, and
I shall thank you again on my way back." Boqin returned his salutation,
and they parted.

We shall now tell you about Pilgrim Sun, who asked Tripitaka to mount
his horse. He himself, stark naked, carried the luggage on his back and
led the way. In a little while, as they were passing the Mountain of Two
Frontiers, they saw a fierce tiger approaching, growling and waving its
taiL Tripitaka, sitting on his horse, became alarmed, but Pilgrim, walking
at the side of the road, was delighted. "Don't be afraid, Master," he said,

"for he's here to present me with some clothes." He put down the luggage
and took a tiny needle out of his ears. One wave of it facing the wind,
and it became an iron rod with the thickness of a rice bowL He held it in
his hands and laughed, saying, "I haven't used this treasure for over five
hundred years! Today I'm taking it out to bag a little garment for myself."
Look at him! He strode right up to the tiger, crying, "Cursed beast! Where
do you think you're going?" Crouching low, the tiger lay prone on the
dust and dared not move. Pilgrim Sun aimed the rod at its head, and one
stroke caused its brain to burst out like ten thousand red petals of peach
blossoms, and the teeth to fly out like so many pieces of white jade. So
terrified was our Chen Xuanzang that he fell off his horse. "0 God! 0
God!" he cried, biting his fingers. "When Guardian Liu overcame that
striped tiger the other day, he had to do battle with him for almost half a
day. But without even fighting today, Sun Wukong reduces the tiger to
pulp with one blow of his rod. How true is the saying, 'For the strong,
there's always someone stronger'!"

"Master," said Pilgrim as he returned dragging the tiger, "sit down for
a while, and wait till I have stripped him of his clothes. When I put them
on, we'll start off again." "Where does he have any clothes?" said Tripi
taka. "Don't mind me, Master," said Pilgrim, "I have my own plan." Dear
Monkey King! He pulled off one strand of hair and blew a mouthful of

4. Literally, the Chinese term xingzhe means a novice who practices austerities

or asceticism, and also a mendicant.
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magic breath onto it, crying, "Change!" It changed into a sharp, curved
knife, with which he ripped open the tiger's chest. Slitting the skin straight

down, he then ripped it off in one piece. He chopped away the paws and
the head, cutting the skin into one square piece. He picked it up and tried
it for size, and then said, "It's a bit too large; one piece can be made into
two." He took the knife and cut it again into two pieces; he put one of
these away and wrapped the other around his waist. Ripping off a strand
of rattan from the side of the road, he firmly tied on this covering for the
lower part ofhis body. "Master," he said, "let's go! Let's go! When we reach
someone's house, we will have sufficient time to borrow some threads and
a needle to sew this up." He gave his iron rod a squeeze and it changed
back into a tiny needle, which he stored in his ear. Throwing the luggage
on his back, he asked his Master to mount the horse.

As they set off, the monk asked him, "Wukong, how is it that the iron
rod you used to slay the tiger has disappeared?" "Master," said Pilgrim
laughing, "you have no idea what that rod of mine really is. It was ac
qUired originally from the Dragon Palace in the Eastern Ocean. It's called
the Precious Divine Iron for Guarding the Heavenly River, and another
name of it is the Compliant Golden-Hooped Rod. At the time when I
revolted against Heaven, I depended on it a great deal; for it could change
into any shape or form, great or small, according to my wish. Just now I
had it changed into a tiny embroidery needle, and it's stored that way in
my ear. When I need it, I'll take it out." Secretly pleased by what he heard,
Tripitaka asked again: "Why did that tiger become completely motionless
when it saw you? How do you explain the fact that it simply let you hit
it?" "To tell you the truth," said Wukong, "even a dragon, let alone this

tiger, would behave itself if it saw me! I, old Monkey, possess the ability to
subdue dragons and tame tigers, and the power to overturn rivers and stir
up oceans. I can look at a person's countenance and discern his character;
I can listen merely to sounds and discover the truth. If I want to be big,
I can fill the universe; if I want to be small, I can be smaller than a piece
of hair. In sum, I have boundless ways of transformation and incalculable
means of becoming visible or invisible. What's so strange, then, about my
skinning a tiger? Wait till we come to some real difficulties-you'll see my
talents then!" When Tripitaka heard these words, he was more relieved than
ever and urged his horse forward. So master and disciple, the two of them,
chatted as they journeyed, and soon the sun sank in the west. You see

Sift glow ofthejading twilight}
And distant clouds slowly returning.
On every hill swells the chorus ofbirds;
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Inflocks they seek shelter in the woods.
Wild beasts in couples andpairs}
In packs andgroups they trek homeward.
The new moon} hooklike} breaks the spreadinggloom
With ten thousand stars luminous.
Pilgrim said, "Master, let's move along, for it's getting late. There are

dense clumps of trees over there, and I suppose there must be a house or
village too. Let's hurry over there and ask for lodging." Urging his horse
forward, Tripitaka went straight up to a house and dismounted. Pilgrim
threw down the bag and went to the door, crying, "Open up! Open up!"
An old man came to the door, leaning on a cane. When he pulled open the
creaking door, he was panic-stricken by the hideous appearance ofPilgrim,
who had the tiger skin around his waist and looked like a thunder god. He
began to shout, "A ghost! A ghost!" and other such foolish words. Tripitaka
drew near and took hold of him, saying, "Old Patron, don't be afraid. He
is my disciple, not a ghost." Only when he looked up and saw the hand
some features of Tripitaka did the old man stand still. "Which temple are
you from," he asked, "and why are you bringing such a nasty character to
my door?" "I am a poor monk from the Tang court," said Tripitaka, "on
my way to seek scriptures from Buddha in the Western Heaven. We were
passing through here and it was getting late; that is why we made so bold
as to approach your great mansion and beg you for a night's lodging. We
plan to leave tomorrow before it's light, and we beseech you not to deny
our request."

"Though you may be a Tang man," the old man said, "that nasty char
acter is certainly no Tang man!" "Old fellow!" cried Wukong in a loud
voice, "you really can't see, can you? The Tang man is my master, and I am
his disciple. Of course, I'm no sugar mans or honey man! I am the Great
Sage, Equal to Heaven! The members ofyour family should recognize me.
Moreover, I have seen you before."

"Where have you seen me before?" "When you were young," said
Wukong, "didn't you gather firewood before my eyes? Didn't you haul
vegetables before my face?" The old man said, "That's nonsense! Where
did you live? And where was I, that I should have gathered firewood and
hauled vegetables before your eyes?" "Only my son would talk nonsense!"
said Wukong. "You really don't recognize me! Take a closer look! I am the
Great Sage in the stone box of this Mountain of Two Frontiers." "You do
look somewhat like him," said the old man, half recognizing the figure be-

5. A pun: sugar in Chinese is also expressed by the phoneme tang.
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fore him, "but how did you get out?" Wukong thereupon gave a thorough
account ofhow the Bodhisattva had converted him and how she had asked
him to wait for the Tang monk to lift the tag for his deliverance.

After that, the old man bowed deeply and invited Tripitaka in, calling
for his aged wife and his children to come out and meet the guests. When
he told them what had happened, everyone was delighted. Tea was then
served, after which the old man asked Wukong, "How old are you, Great
Sage?" "And how old are you?" said Wukong. "I have lived foolishly for
a hundred and thirty years!" said the old man. "You are still my great
great-great-great-grandson!" said Pilgrim. "I can't remember when I was
born, but I have spent over five hundred years underneath this mountain."
"Yes, yes," said the old man. "I remember my great-grandfather saying that
when this mountain dropped from the sky, it had a divine ape clamped
underneath it. To think that you should have waited until now for your
freedom! When I saw you in my childhood, you had grass on your head
and mud on your face, but I wasn't afraid of you then. Now without mud
on your face and grass on your head, you seem a bit thinner. And with that
huge piece of tiger skin draped around your waist, what great difference
is there between you and a demon?"

When the members of his family heard this remark, they all roared
with laughter. Being a rather decent fellow, that old man at once ordered
a vegetarian meal to be prepared. Afterwards Wukong said, "What is your
family name?" "Our humble family," said the old man, "goes by the name

of Chen." When Tripitaka heard this, he left his seat to salute him, saying,
"Old Patron, you and I share the same illustrious ancestors." "Master," said

Pilgrim, "your surname is Tang. How can it be that you and he share the
same illustrious ancestors?" Tripitaka said, "The surname of my secular

family is also Chen, and I come from theJuxian Village, in the Hongnong
District ofHaizhou in the Tang domain. My religious name is Chen Xuan
zang. Because our Great Tang Emperor Taizong made me his brother by
decree, I took the name Tripitaka and used Tang as my surname. Hence
I'm called the Tang monk." The old man was very pleased to hear that
they had the same surname.

"Old Chen," said Pilgrim, "I must trouble your family some more, for

I haven't taken a bath for five hundred years! Please go and boil some water
so that my master and I, his disciple, can wash ourselves. We shall thank
you all the more when we leave." The old man at once gave the order for
water to be boiled and basins to be brought in with several lamps. As master
and disciple sat before the lamps after their baths, Pilgrim said, "Old Chen,
I still have one more favor to ask of you. Can you lend me a needle and
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some thread?" "Of course, of course," said the old man. One of the amahs
was told to fetch the needle and thread, which were then handed over to
Pilgrim. Pilgrim, you see, had the keenest sight; he noticed that Tripitaka
had taken off a shirt made of white cloth and had not put it on again after
his bath. Pilgrim grabbed it and put it on himself. Taking off his tiger
skin, he sewed the hems together using a "horse-face fold"6 and fastened

it round his waist again with the strand of rattan. He paraded in front of
his master saying, "How does old Monkey look today compared with the
way he looked yesterday?" "Very good," said Tripitaka, "very good! Now
you do look like a pilgrim! If you don't think that the shirt is too worn or
old, you may keep it." "Thanks for the gift!" said Wukong respectfully.
He then went out to find some hay to feed the horse, after which master
and disciple both retired with the old man and his household.

Next morning Wukong arose and woke up his master to get ready for
the journey. Tripitaka dressed himself while Wukong put their luggage
in order. They were about to leave when the old man brought in washing
water and some vegetarian food, and so they did not set out until after
the meal. Tripitaka rode his horse with Pilgrim leading the way; they
journeyed by day and rested by night, taking food and drink according to
their needs. Soon it was early winter. You see

Frost-blighted maples and the wizened trees;
Few verdant pine and cypress still on the ridge.
Buddingplum blossoms spread theirgentle scent.
The brief warm day-
A Little Spring gifiP
But dying lilies yield to the lush wild tea.
A cold bridge struggles against an old tree}s bough}
Andgurgling waterflows in the winding brook.
Gray clouds} snow-Iaden}float throughout the sky.
The strong} cold wind
Tears at the sleeve!
How does one bear this chilly might ifnight?
Master and disciple had traveled for some time when suddenly six men

jumped out from the side of the road with much clamor, all holding long
spears and short swords, sharp blades and strong bows. "Stop, monk!"
they cried. "Leave your horse and drop your bag at once, and we'll let

6. A colloquialism in the southern dialects which refers to the making of a folded
lining. The term is still used in Cantonese.

7. The tenth month of the lunar year is often referred to as Little Spring.
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you pass on alive!" Tripitaka was so terrified that his soul left him and his
spirit fled; he fell from his horse, unable to utter a word. But Pilgrim lifted
him up, saying, "Don't be alarmed, Master. It's nothing really, just some
people coming to give us clothes and a travel allowance!" "Wukong," said
Tripitaka, "you must be a little hard of hearing! They told us to leave our
bag and our horse, and you want to ask them for clothes and a travel allow
ance?" "You just stay here and watch our belongings," said Pilgrim, "and
let old Monkey confront them. We'll see what happens." Tripitaka said,
"Even a good punch is no match for a pair of fists, and two fists can't cope
with four hands! There are six big fellows over there, and you are such a
tiny person. How can you have the nerve to confront them?"

As he always had been audacious, Pilgrim did not wait for further discus
sion. He walked forward with arms folded and saluted the six men, saying,
"Sirs, for what reason are you blocking the path of this poor monk?" "We
are kings of the highway," said the men, "philanthropic mountain lords.
Our fame has long been known, though you seem to be ignorant of it.
Leave your belongings at once, and you will be allowed to pass. If you
but utter half a no, you'll be chopped to pieces!" "I have been also a great
hereditary king and a mountain lord for centuries," said Pilgrim, "but I
have yet to learn of your illustrious names." "So you really don't know!"
one of them said. "Let's tell you then: one ofus is named Eye That Sees and
Delights; another, Ear That Hears and Rages; another Nose That Smells
and Loves; another, Tongue That Tastes and Desires; another, Mind That
Perceives and Covets; and another, Body That Bears and Suffers." "You are
nothing but six hairy brigands," said Wukong laughing, "who have failed
to recognize in me a person who has left the family, your proper master.
How dare you bar my way? Bring out the treasures you have stolen so that
you and I can divide them into seven portions. I'll spare you then!" Hearing
this, the robbers all reacted with rage and amusement, covetousness and
fear, desire and anxiety. They rushed forward crying, "You reckless monk!
You haven't a thing to offer us, and yet you want us to share our loot with
you!" Wielding spears and swords, they surrounded Pilgrim and hacked
away at his head seventy or eighty times. Pilgrim stood in their midst and
behaved as if nothing were happening.

"What a monk!" said one of the robbers. "He really does have a hard
head!" "Passably so!" said Pilgrim laughing. "But your hands must be

getting tired from all that exercise; it's about time for old Monkey to
take out his needle for a little entertainment." "This monk must be an
acupuncture man in disguise," said the robber. "We're not sick! What's all
this about using a needle?" Pilgrim reached into his ear and took out a tiny
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embroidery needle; one wave of it in the wind and it became an iron rod
with the thickness of a rice bowL He held it in his hands, saying, "Don't
run! Let old Monkey try his hand on you with this rod!" The six robbers
fled in all directions, but with great strides he caught up with them and
rounded all of them up. He beat everyone of them to death, stripped
them of their clothes, and seized their valuables. Then Pilgrim came back
smiling broadly and said, "You may proceed now, Master. Those robbers
have been exterminated by old Monkey."

"That's a terrible thing you have done!" said Tripitaka. "They may have
been strong men on the highway, but they would not have been sentenced
to death even if they had been caught and tried. If you have such abilities,
you should have chased them away. Why did you slay them all? How can
you be a monk when you take life without cause? We who have left the
family should

Keep ants out ofharm)s way when we sweep thefloor)
Andput shades on lampsfor the love ofmoths.

How can you kill themjust like that, without regard for black or white?
You showed no mercy at all! It's a good thing that we are here in the
mountains, where any further investigation will be unlikely. But suppose
someone offends you when we reach a city and you act with violence again,
hitting people indiscriminately with that rod of yours, would I be able to
remain innocent and get away scot-free?"

"Master," said Wukong, "if I hadn't killed them, they would have killed

you!" Tripitaka said, "As a priest, I would rather die than practice violence.
If I were killed, there would be only one of me, but you slaughtered six
persons. How can you justify that? If this matter were brought before a
judge, and even if your old man were the judge, you certainly would not
be able to justify your action." "To tell you the truth, Master," said Pil
grim, "when I, old Monkey, was king on the Flower-Fruit Mountain five
hundred years ago, I killed I don't know how many people. I would not
have been a Great Sage, Equal to Heaven, if I had lived by what you are
saying." "It's precisely because you had neither scruples nor self-control,"
said Tripitaka, "unleashing your waywardness on Earth and perpetrating
outrage in Heaven, that you had to undergo this ordeal of five hundred
years. Now that you have entered the fold of Buddhism, if you still insist
on practicing violence and indulge in the taking of life as before, you are
not worthy to be a monk, nor can you go to the Western Heaven. You're
wicked! You're just too wicked!"

Now this monkey had never in all his life been able to tolerate scolding.
When he heard Tripitaka's persistent reprimand, he could not suppress the
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flames leaping up in his heart. "If that's what you think," he said, "if you
think I'm not worthy to be a monk, nor can I go to the Western Heaven,
you needn't bother me further with your nagging! I'll leave and go back!"
Before Tripitaka had time to reply, Pilgrim was already so enraged that he
leaped into the air, crying only, "Old Monkey's off!" Tripitaka quickly
raised his head to look, but the monkey had already disappeared, trailed
only by a swishing sound fast-fading toward the East. Left by himself, the
priest could only shake his head and sigh, "That fellow! He's so unwilling
to be taught! I only said a few words to him. How could he vanish without
a trace and go back just like that? Well! Well! Well! It must be also that
I am destined not to have a disciple or any other companion, for now I
couldn't even call him or locate him if I wanted to. I might as well go on
by myself!" So, he was prepared to

Lay down his life andgo toward the West}
To be his own master and on none rely.
The priest had little alternative but to pack up his bag and put it on the

horse, which he did not even bother to mount. Holding his staff in one
hand and the reins in the other, he set off sadly toward the West. He had
not traveled far when he saw an old woman before him on the mountain
road, holding a silk garment and a cap with a floral design. When Tripi
taka saw her approach, he hastened to pull his horse aside for her to pass.
"Elder, where do you come from," asked the old woman, "and why are
you walking here all by yourself?" Tripitaka said, "Your child was sent
by the Great King of the Land of the East to seek true scriptures from the
living Buddha in the Western Heaven." "The Buddha of the West," said

the old woman, "lives in the Great Temple ofThunderclap in the territory
of India, and thejourney there is a hundred and eight thousand miles long.
You are all by yourself, with neither a companion nor a disciple. How can
you possibly think of going there?" "A few days ago," said Tripitaka, "I
did pick up a disciple, a rather unruly and headstrong character. I scolded
him a little, but he refused to be taught, and disappeared." The old woman
said, "I have here a silk shirt and a flower cap inlaid with gold, which
used to belong to my son. He had been a monk for only three days when
unfortunately he died. I have just finished mourning him at the temple,
where I was given these things by his master to be kept in his memory.
Father, since you have a disciple, I'll give the shirt and the cap to you."
"I'm most grateful for your lavish gifts," said Tripitaka, "but my disciple
has left. I dare not take them." "Where did he go?" said the old woman.

Tripitaka said, "I heard a swishing sound heading toward the East." "My
home is not too far away in the east," said the old woman, "and he may
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be going there. I have a spell which is called the True Words for Control
ling the Mind, or the Tight-Fillet SpelL You must memorize it secretly;
commit it firmly to your memory, and don't let anyone learn of it. I'll
try to catch up with him and persuade him to come back and follow you.
When he returns, give him the shirt and the cap to wear; and if he again
refuses to obey you, recite the spell silently. He will not dare do violence
or leave you again."

On hearing these words, Tripitaka bowed his head to thank her. The old
woman changed herself into a shaft of golden light and vanished toward
the east. Then Tripitaka realized that it was the Bodhisattva Guanyin who
had taught him the True Words; he hurriedly picked up a few pinches of
earth with his fingers and scattered them like incense, bowing reverently
toward the East. He then took the shirt and the cap and hid them in his bag.
Sitting beside the road, he began to recite the True Words for Controlling
the Mind. After a few times, he knew it thoroughly by heart, but we shall
speak no more of him for the time being.

We now tell you about Wukong, who, having left his master, headed
straight toward the Eastern Ocean with a single cloud-somersault. He
stopped his cloud, opened up a path in the water, and went directly to the
Water Crystal Palace. Learning of his arrival, the Dragon King came out
to welcome him. After they had exchanged greetings and sat down, the
Dragon King said, "I heard recently that the ordeal of the Great Sage had
been completed, and I apologize for not having congratulated you yet. I

suppose you have again taken occupancy in your immortal mountain
and returned to the ancient cave." "I was so inclined," said Wukong, "but
I became a monk instead." "What sort of a monk?" said the Dragon King.
"I was indebted to the Bodhisattva of South Sea," said Pilgrim, "who per
suaded me to do good and seek the truth. I was to follow the Tang monk
from the Land of the East to go worship Buddha in the West. Since enter
ing the fold of Buddhism, I was given also the name 'Pilgrim.'" "That is

indeed praiseworthy!" said the Dragon King. "You have, as we say, left the
wrong and followed the right; you have been created anew by setting your
mind on goodness. But if that's the case, why are you not going toward
the West, but are returning eastward instead?"

Pilgrim laughed and said, "That Tang monk knows nothing of human
nature! There were a few ruffians who wanted to rob us, and I slew them
alL But that Tang monk couldn't stop nagging me, telling me over and over
how wrong I was. Can you imagine old Monkey putting up with that sort
of tedium? I just left him! I was on my way back to my mountain when I
decided to come visit you and ask for a cup of tea." "Thanks for coming!
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Thanks for coming!" said the Dragon King. At that moment, the Dragon
sons and grandsons presented them with aromatic tea.

When they had finished the tea, Pilgrim happened to turn around and
saw hanging behind him on the wall a painting on the "Presentation of
Shoes at Yi Bridge." "What's this all about?" asked Pilgrim. The Dragon
King said, "The incident depicted in the painting took place some time
after you were born, and you may not recognize what it was, the threefold
presentation of shoes at Yi Bridge." "What do you mean by the threefold
presentation of shoes?" asked Pilgrim.

"The immortal in the painting," said the Dragon King, "was named
Huang Shigong, and the young man kneeling in front of him was called
Zhang Liang.8 Shigong was sitting on the Yi Bridge when suddenly one
of his shoes fell off and dropped under the bridge. He asked Zhang Liang
to fetch it, and the young man qUickly did so, putting it back on for him
as he knelt there. This happened three times. Since Zhang Liang did not
display the slightest sign of pride or impatience, he won the affection of
Shigong, who imparted to him that night a celestial manual and told him to
support the house ofHan. Afterwards, Zhang Liang 'made his plans sitting
in a military tent to achieve victories a thousand miles away.'9 When the
Han dynasty was established, he left his post and went into the mountains,
where he followed the Daoist Red Pine Seed and became enlightened in
the way of immortality. Great Sage, if you do not accompany the Tang
monk, if you are unwilling to exercise diligence or to accept instruction,
you will remain a bogus immortal after all. Don't think that you'll ever
acquire the Fruits of Truth."

Wukong listened to these words and fell silent for some time. The
Dragon King said, "Great Sage, you must make the decision yourself. It's
unwise to allow momentary comfort to jeopardize your future." "Not
another word!" said Wukong. "Old Monkey will go back to accompany
him, that's all!" Delighted, the Dragon King said, "If that's your wish, I
dare not detain you. Instead, I ask the Great Sage to show his mercy at
once and not permit his master to wait any longer." When Pilgrim heard
this exhortation to leave, he bounded right out of the oceanic region;
mounting the clouds, he left the Dragon King.

8. One of the three master tacticians who assisted Liu Bang in establishing the
Han.

9. A quotation from the Records ofHistory by the Han historian, Sima Qgln. The
sentence was part of a compliment to Zhang Liang by Liu Bang himself, and the
saying has been used in posterity as a hyperbolic description of the talents of a good
strategist.
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On his way he ran right into the Bodhisattva of South Sea. "Sun Wu
kong," said the Bodhisattva, "why did you not listen to me and accompany
the Tang monk? What are you doing here?" Pilgrim was so taken aback
that he saluted her on top of the clouds. "I'm most grateful for the kind
words of the Bodhisattva," he said. "A monk from the Tang court did ap
pear, lifted the seal, and saved my life. I became his disciple, but he blamed
me for being too violent. I walked out on him for a little while, but I'm
going back right now to accompany him." "Go qUickly then," said the
Bodhisattva, "before you change your mind again." They finished speak
ing and each went on his way. In a moment, our Pilgrim saw the Tang
monk sitting dejectedly at the side of the road. He approached him and
said, "Master, why are you not on the road? What are you doing here?"
"Where have you been?" said Tripitaka, looking up. "Your absence has
forced me to sit here and wait for you, not daring to walk or move." Pil
grim said, "I just went to the home of the old Dragon King at the Eastern
Ocean to ask for some tea."

"Disciple," said Tripitaka, "those who have left the family should not

lie. It was less than an hour since you left me, and you claim to have had tea
at the home of the Dragon King?" "To tell you the truth," said Pilgrim,
laughing, "I know how to cloud-somersault, and a single somersault will
carry me a hundred and eight thousand miles. That's why I can go and
return in no time at alL" Tripitaka said, "Because I spoke to you a little
sharply, you were offended and left me in a rage. With your ability, you
could go and ask for some tea, but a person like me has no other prospect
but to sit here and endure hunger. Do you feel comfortable about that?"
"Master," said Pilgrim, "ifyou're hungry, I'll go beg some food for you."
"There's no need to beg," said Tripitaka, "for I still have in my bag some
dried goods given to me by the mother of Guardian Liu. Fetch me some
water in that bowL I'll eat some food and we can start out again."

Pilgrim went to untie the bag and found some biscuits made of unre
fined flour, which he took out and handed over to the master. He then saw
light glowing from a silk shirt and a flower cap inlaid with gold. "Did you
bring this garment and cap from the Land of the East?" he asked. "I wore
these in my childhood," said Tripitaka nonchalantly. "Ifyou wear the hat,
you'll know how to recite scriptures without having to learn them; ifyou
put on the garment, you'll know how to perform rituals without having
to practice them." "Dear Master," said Pilgrim, "let me put them on."
"They may not fit you," said Tripitaka, "but if they do, you may wear
them." Pilgrim thereupon took off his old shirt made of white cloth and
put on the silk shirt, which seemed to have been made especially for him.
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Then he put on the cap as well. When Tripitaka saw that he had put on
the cap, he stopped eating the dried goods and began to recite the Tight
Fillet Spell silently.

"Oh, my head!" cried Pilgrim. "It hurts! It hurts!" The master went

through the recitation several times without ceasing, and the pain was so
intense that Pilgrim was rolling on the ground, his hands gripping the
flower cap inlaid with gold. Fearing that he might break the gold fillet,
Tripitaka stopped reciting and the pain ceased. Pilgrim touched his head
with his hand and felt that it was tightly bound by a thin metal band; it
could be neither pulled off nor ripped apart, for it had, as it were, taken
root on his head. Taking the needle out of his ear, he rammed it inside the
fillet and started prying madly. Afraid that he might break the fillet with his
prying, Tripitaka started his recitation again, and Pilgrim's head began to
hurt once more. It was so painful that he did cartwheels and somersaults:
his face and even his ears turned red; his eyes bulged; and his body grew
weak. When the master saw his appearance, he was moved to break off his
recitation, and the pain stopped as before. "My head," said Pilgrim, "the
master has put a spell on it." "I was just saying the Tight-Fillet Sfitra," said
Tripitaka. "Since when did I put a spell on you?" "Recite it some more and
see what happens," said Pilgrim. Tripitaka accordingly began to recite, and
the Pilgrim immediately started to hurt. "Stop! Stop!" he cried. "I hurt
the moment you begin to recite. How do you explain that?" "Will you
listen now to my instructions?" said Tripitaka. "Yes, I will," said Pilgrim.
"And never be unruly again?" "I dare not," said Pilgrim.

Although he said that with his mouth, Pilgrim's mind was still devising
evil. One wave of the needle and it had the thickness of a rice bowl; he
aimed it at the Tang monk and was about to slam it down on him. The
priest was so startled that he went through the recitation two or three more
times. Falling to the ground, the monkey threw away the iron rod and
could not even raise his hands. "Master," he said, "I've learned my lesson!
Stop! Please stop!" "How dare you be so reckless," said Tripitaka, "that
you should want to strike me?" "I wouldn't dare strike you," said Pilgrim,

"but let me ask you something. Who taught you this magic?" "It was an
old woman," said Tripitaka, "who imparted it to me a few moments ago."
Growing very angry, Pilgrim said, "You needn't say anything more! The
old woman had to be that Guanshiyin! Why did she want me to suffer like
this? I'm going to South Sea to beat her up!"

"If she had taught me this magic," said Tripitaka, "she had to know it
even before I did. If you go looking for her, and she starts her recitation,
won't you be dead?" Pilgrim saw the logic of this and dared not remove
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himself. Indeed, he had no alternative but to kneel in contrition and plead
with Tripitaka, saying, "Master, this is her method of controlling me,
allowing me no alternative but to follow you to the West. I'll not go to
bother her, but you must not regard this spell as a plaything for frequent
recitation either! I'm willing to accompany you without ever entertaining
the thought of leaving again." "If that's so," said Tripitaka, "help me onto
the horse and let's get going." At that point, Pilgrim gave up all thoughts
of disobedience or rebellion. Eagerly he tugged at his silk shirt and went
to gather the luggage together, and they headed again toward the West.
We do not know what is to be told after their departure; let's listen to the
explanation in the next chapter.
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At Serpent Coil Mountain) the gods give secret protection;

At Eagle GriefStream) the Horse ofthe will is reined.

We were telling you about Pilgrim, who ministered to the Tang monk
faithfully as theyjourneyed westward. They traveled for several days under
the frigid sky ofmidwinter; a cold wind was blowing fiercely, and slippery
icicles hung everywhere. What they traversed were

A tortuous path ifhanginggorges and cliffi}
A parlous range tiered with summits andpeaks.

As Tripitaka was riding along on his horse, his ears caught the distant
sound of a torrent. He turned to ask: "Wukong, where is that sound com
ing from?" Pilgrim said, "The name of this place, I recall, is Serpent Coil
Mountain, and there is an Eagle Grief Stream in it. I suppose that's where
it's coming from." Before they had finished their conversation, they ar
rived at the bank of the stream. Tripitaka reined in his horse and looked
around. He saw

A bubbling cold stream piercing through the clouds}
Its limpid current reddened by the sun.
Its splatter in night rain stirs quiet vales;
Its colors glow at dawn tofill the air.
Wave after wave seems likeflying chips ifjade}
Their deep roar resonant as the clear wind.
Itflows to join one vast stretch ifsmoke and tide}
Where gulls are lost with egrets but nofishers bide.

Master and disciple were looking at the stream, when there was a loud
splash in midstream and a dragon emerged. Churning the waters, it darted
toward the bank and headed straight for the priest. Pilgrim was so startled
that he threw away the luggage, hauled the master off his horse, and turned
to flee with him at once. The dragon could not catch up with them, but
it swallowed the white horse, harness and all, with one gulp before losing
itself again in the water. Pilgrim carried his master to high ground and
left the priest seated there; then he returned to fetch the horse and the
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luggage. The load of bags was still there, but the horse was nowhere to be
seen. Placing the luggage in front of his master, he said, "Master, there's
not a trace of that cursed dragon, which has frightened away our horse."
"Disciple," said Tripitaka, "how can we find the horse again?" "Relax!
Relax!" said Pilgrim. "Let me go and have a look!"

He whistled once and leaped up into the air. Shading his fiery eyes and
diamond pupils with his hand, he peered in all four directions, but there
was not the slightest trace of the horse. Dropping down from the clouds,
he made his report, saying, "Master, our horse must have been eaten by
that dragon. It's nowhere to be seen!" "Disciple," said Tripitaka, "how big
a mouth does that creature have that he can swallow a horse, harness and
all? It must have been frightened away instead, probably still running loose
somewhere in the valley. Please take another look." Pilgrim said, "You re
ally have no conception ofmy ability. This pair of eyes ofmine in daylight
can discern good and evil within a thousand miles; at that distance, I can
even see a dragonfly when it spreads its wings. How can I possibly miss
something as big as a horse?" "If it has been eaten," said Tripitaka, "how

am I to proceed? Pity me! How can I walk through those thousand hills
and ten thousand waters?" As he spoke, tears began to fall like rain. When
Pilgrim saw him crying, he was infuriated and began to shout: "Master,
stop behaving like a namby-pamby! Sit here! Just sit here! Let old Monkey
find that creature and ask him to give us back our horse. That'll be the
end of the matter." Clutching at him, Tripitaka said, "Disciple, where do
you have to go to find him? Wouldn't I be hurt if he should appear from
somewhere after you are gone? How would it be then if both man and
horse should perish?" At these words, Pilgrim became even more enraged.
"You're a weakling! Truly a weakling!" he thundered. "You want a horse
to ride on, and yet you won't let me go. You want to sit here and grow
old, watching our bags?"

As he was yelling angrily like this, he heard someone calling out in mid
air: "Great Sage Sun, don't be annoyed. And stop crying, Royal Brother
of Tang. We are a band of deities sent by the Bodhisattva Guanyin to give
secret protection to the scripture pilgrim." Hearing this, the priest hastily
bowed to the ground. "Which divinities are you?" asked Pilgrim. "Tell me

your names, so that I can check you off the rolL" "We are the Six Gods of
Darkness and the Six Gods of Light," they said, "the Guardians of Five
Points, the Four Sentinels, and the Eighteen Protectors of Monasteries.
Every one ofus waits upon you in rotation." "Which one ofyou will begin
today?" asked Pilgrim. "The Gods of Darkness and Light," they said, "to
be followed by the Sentinels and the Protectors. We Guardians of Five
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Points, with the exception of the Golden-Headed Guardian, will be here
somewhere night and day." "That being the case," said Pilgrim, "those not

on duty may retire, but the first Six Gods of Darkness, the Day Sentinel,
and the Guardians should remain to protect my master. Let old Monkey
go find that cursed dragon in the stream and ask him for our horse." The
various deities obeyed. Only then did Tripitaka feel somewhat relieved as
he sat on the cliff and told Pilgrim to be carefuL "Just don't worry," said
Pilgrim. Dear Monkey King! He tightened the belt around his silk shirt,
hitched up his tiger-skin kilt, and went straight toward the gorge of the
stream holding the golden-hooped iron rod. Standing halfway between
cloud and fog, he cried loudly on top of the water, "Lawless lizard! Give
me back my horse! Give me back my horse!"

We now tell you about the dragon, who, having eaten the white horse
of Tripitaka, was lying on the bottom of the stream, subduing his spirit
and nourishing his nature. When he heard someone demanding the horse
with abusive language, however, he could not restrain the fire leaping up
in his heart and hejumped up qUickly. Churning the waves, he darted out
of the water, saying, "Who dares to insult me here with his big mouth?"
Pilgrim saw him and cried ferociously, "Don't run away! Give me back my
horse!" Wielding his rod, he aimed at the beast's head and struck, while the
dragon attacked with openjaws and dancing claws. The battle between the
two of them before the stream was indeed a fierce one. You see

The dragon extending sharp claws:
The monkey lifting his rod.
The whiskers ofthis one hung like whitejade threads;
The eyes ofthat one shone like red-gold lamps.
The mouth beneath the whiskers ofthat one belched colored mists:
The iron rod in the hands ofthis one moved like afierce wind.
That one was a cursed son who brought his parents grief;
This one was a monster who defied the gods on high.
Both had to suffer because oftheir plight.
They now want to win} so each displays his might.

Back and forth, round and round, they fought for a long time, until the
dragon grew weak and could fight no longer. He turned and darted back
into the water; plunging to the bottom of the stream, he refused to come
out again. The Monkey King heaped insult upon insult, but the dragon
only pretended to be deaf.

Pilgrim had little choice but to return to Tripitaka, saying, "Master, that
monster made his appearance as a result of my tongue-lashing. He fought
with me for a long time before taking fright and running. He's hiding in
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the water now and refuses to come out again." "Do you know for certain
that it was he who ate my horse?" said Tripitaka. "Listen to the way you
talk!" said Pilgrim. "If he hadn't eaten it, would he be willing to face me
and answer me like that?" "The time you killed the tiger," said Tripitaka,
"you claimed that you had the ability to tame dragons and subdue tigers.
Why can't you subdue this one today?" As the monkey had a rather low
tolerance for any kind of provocation, this single taunt of Tripitaka so
aroused him that he said, "Not one word more! Let me go and show him
who is master!"

With great leaps, our Monkey King bounded right to the edge of the
stream. Using his magic of overturning seas and rivers, he transformed
the clear, limpid water of the Eagle Grief Stream into the muddy cur
rents of the Yellow River during high tide. The cursed dragon in the
depth of the stream could neither sit nor lie still for a single moment. He
thought to himself: "Just as 'Blessing never repeats itself, so misfortune
never comes singly!' It has been barely a year since I escaped execution
by Heaven and came to bide my time here, but now I have to run into
this wretched monster who is trying to do me harm." Look at him! The
more he thought about the matter, the more irritated he became. Unable
to bear it any longer, he gritted his teeth and leaped out of the water, cry
ing, "What kind of monster are you, and where do you come from, that
you want to oppress me like this?" "Never mind where I come from," said
Pilgrim. "Just return the horse, and I'll spare your life." "I've swallowed

your horse into my stomach," said the dragon, "so how am I to throw it
up? What are you going to do if I can't return it to you?" Pilgrim said, "If
you don't give back the horse, just watch for this rod. Only when your
life is made a payment for my horse will there be an end to this matter!"
The two of them again waged a bitter struggle below the mountain ridge.
After a few rounds, however, the little dragonjust could not hold out any
longer; shaking his body, he changed himself into a tiny water snake and
wriggled into the marshes.

The Monkey King came rushing up with his rod and parted the grass
to look for the snake, but there was not a trace of it. He was so exasper
ated that the spirits of the Three Worms in his body exploded1 and smoke

I. According to religious Daoism, the Three Worms are spirits resident in differ

ent parts of the human body: the head, the chest, and the abdomen (in certain texts,

the feet are mentioned as a variant location). These spirits are regarded as variously

connected to human appetites and desires and thus must be subdued through ritual

and the practice of austerities.
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began to appear from his seven apertures. He recited a spell beginning with
the letter 0trl and summoned the local spirit and the mountain god of that
region. The two of them knelt before him, saying, "The local spirit and
the mountain god have come to see you." "Stick out your shanks," said

Pilgrim, "and I'll greet each of you with five strokes of my rod just to
relieve my feelings." "Great Sage," they pleaded, "please be more lenient
and allow your humble subjects to tell you something." "What have you
got to say?" said Pilgrim. "The Great Sage has been in captivity for a long
time," said the two deities, "and we had no knowledge of when you were

released. That's why we have not been here to receive you, and we beg
you to pardon us." "All right," said Pilgrim, "I won't hit you. But let me

ask you something. Where did that monstrous dragon in the Eagle Grief
Stream come from, and why did he devour my master's white horse?" "We

have never known the Great Sage to have a master," the two deities said,
"for you have always been a first-rank primordial immortal who submits
neither to Heaven nor to Earth. What do you mean by your master's
horse?" Pilgrim said, "Of course you didn't know about this. Because of

my contemptuous behavior toward Heaven, I had to suffer for this five
hundred years. I was converted by the kindly persuasion of Bodhisattva
Guanyin, who had the true monk from the Tang court rescue me. As his
disciple, I was to follow him to the Western Heaven to seek scriptures
from Buddha. We passed through this place, and my master's white horse
was lost."

"So, that's how it is!" said the two deities. "There has never been any
thing evil about this stream, except that it is both broad and deep, and its
water is so clear that you can see right to the bottom. Large fowls such
as crows or eagles are hesitant to fly over it; for when they see their own
reflections in the clear water, they are prone to mistake them for other
birds of their own flock and throw themselves into the stream. Whence
the name, the Steep Eagle Grief Stream. Some years ago, on her way to
look for a scripture pilgrim, Bodhisattva Guanyin rescued a dragon and
sent him here. He was told to wait for the scripture pilgrim and was forbid
den to do any evil or violence. Only when he is hungry is he permitted to
come up to the banks to feed on birds or antelopes. How could he be so
ignorant as to offend the Great Sage!" Pilgrim said, "At first, he wanted
to have a contest of strength with me and managed only a few bouts. Af
terwards he would not come out even when I abused him. Only when I
used the magic of overturning seas and rivers and stirred up the water did
he appear again, and then he still wanted to fight. He really had no idea
how heavy my rod was! When finally he couldn't hold out any longer, he
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changed himself into a water snake and wriggled into the grass. I rushed
up there to look for him, but there was no trace of him." "You may not
know, Great Sage," said the local spirit, "that there are countless holes and
crevices along these banks, through which the stream is connected with its
many tributaries. The dragon could have crawled into anyone of these.
But there's no need for the Great Sage to get angry trying to look for him.
If you want to capture this creature, all you need do is to ask Guanshiyin
to come here; then he'll certainly surrender."

When Pilgrim heard this, he called the mountain god and the local spirit
to go with him to see Tripitaka to give an account of what had happened.
"Ifyou need to send for the Bodhisattva," said Tripitaka, "when will you

be able to return? How can this poor monk endure the cold and hunger?"
He had hardly finished speaking when the Golden-Headed Guardian called
out from midair, "Great Sage, you needn't leave. Your humble subject will
go fetch the Bodhisattva." Pilgrim was very pleased, shouting, "Thanks for
taking all that trouble! Go quickly!" The Guardian mounted the clouds
swiftly and headed straight for South Sea; Pilgrim asked the mountain god
and the local spirit to protect his master and the Day Sentinel to find some
vegetarian food, while he himself went back to patrol the stream, and we
shall say no more of that.

We now tell you about the Golden-Headed Guardian, who mounted
the clouds and soon arrived at South Sea. Descending from the auspi
cious light, he went straight to the purple bamboo grove of the Potalaka
Mountain, where he asked the various deities in golden armor and Mok~a
to announce his arrivaL The Bodhisattva said, "What have you come for?"

"The Tang monk lost his horse at the Eagle Grief Stream of the Serpent
Coil Mountain," said the Guardian, "and the Great Sage Sun was placed
in a terrible dilemma. He questioned the local deities, who claimed that
a dragon sent by the Bodhisattva to that stream had eaten it. The Great
Sage, therefore, sent me to request the Bodhisattva to go and subdue that
cursed dragon, so that he might get back his horse." Hearing this, the
Bodhisattva said, "That creature was originally the son of Aorun of the
Western Ocean. Because in his carelessness he set fire to the palace and
destroyed the luminous pearls hanging there, his father accused him of
subversion, and he was condemned to die by the Heavenly TribunaL It
was I who personally sought pardon from the Jade Emperor for him, so
that he might serve as a means of transportation for the Tang monk. I can't
understand how he could swallow the monk's horse instead. But if that's

what happened. I'll have to get over there myself." The Bodhisattva left
her lotus platform and went out of the divine cave. Mounting the auspi-
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cious luminosity with the Guardian, she crossed the South Sea. We have
a testimonial poem which says:

Buddha proclaimed the Tripitaka Supreme
Which the Goddess declared throughout Chang}an:
Those great} wondrous truths could reach Heaven and Earth;
Those wise} true words could save the spirits damned.
They caused Gold Cicada to cast again his shell.
They moved Xuanzang to mend his ways anew.
By blocking his path at Eagle GriefStream}
The dragon son came home2 in a horse}sfOrm.
The Bodhisattva and the Guardian soon arrived at the Serpent Coil

Mountain. They stopped the hallowed clouds in midair and saw Pilgrim
Sun down below, shouting abuses at the bank of the stream. The Bodhisat
tva asked the Guardian to fetch him. Lowering his clouds, the Guardian
went past Tripitaka and headed straight for the edge of the stream, saying
to Pilgrim, "The Bodhisattva has arrived." When Pilgrim heard this, he
jumped quickly into the air and yelled at her: "You, so-called Teacher of
the Seven Buddhas and the Founder of the Faith of Mercy! Why did you
have to use your tricks to harm me?" "You impudent stableman, igno
rant red-buttocks!" said the Bodhisattva. "I went to considerable effort
to find a scripture pilgrim, whom I carefully instructed to save your life.
Instead of thanking me, you are finding fault with me!" "You saved me
all right!" said Pilgrim. "If you truly wanted to deliver me, you should
have allowed me to have a little fun with no strings attached. When you
met me the other day above the ocean, you could have chastened me with
a few words, telling me to serve the Tang monk with diligence, and that
would have been enough. Why did you have to give him a flower cap,
and have him deceive me into wearing it so that I would suffer? Now the
fillet has taken root on old Monkey's head. And you even taught him this
so-called 'Tight-Fillet Spell' which he recites again and again, causing end
less pain in my head! You haven't harmed me, indeed!" The Bodhisattva
laughed and said, "0, Monkey! You are neither attentive to admonition
nor willing to seek the fruit of truth. If you are not restrained like this,
you'll probably mock the authority of Heaven again without regard for
good or ill. If you create troubles as you did before, who will be able to
control you? It's only through this bit of adversity that you will be willing
to enter our gate of Yoga."

"All right," said Pilgrim, "I'll consider the matter my hard luck. But

2. Came home: literally, returned to the Real.
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why did you take that condemned dragon and send him here so that he
could become a spirit and swallow my master's horse? It's your fault, you
know, if you allow an evildoer to perpetrate his villainies some more!"
"I went personally to plead with the Jade Emperor," said the Bodhisat
tva, "to have the dragon stationed here so that he could serve as a means
of transportation for the scripture pilgrim. Those mortal horses from the
Land of the East, do you think that they could walk through ten thousand
waters and a thousand hills? How could they possibly hope to reach the
Spirit Mountain, the land of Buddha? Only a dragon-horse could make
that journey!" "But right now he's so terribly afraid of me," said Pilgrim,
"that he refuses to come out of his hiding place. What can we do?" The
Bodhisattva said to the Guardian, "Go to the edge of the stream and say,
'Come out, Third Prince Jade Dragon of the Dragon-king Aorun. The
Bodhisattva from South Sea is here.' He'll come out then."

The Guardian went at once to the edge of the stream and called out
twice. Churning the waters and leaping across the waves, the little dragon
appeared and changed at once into the form of a man. He stepped on the
clouds and rose up into the air; saluting the Bodhisattva, he said, "I thank
the Bodhisattva again for saving my life. I've waited here a long time, but
I've heard no news of the scripture pilgrim." Pointing to Pilgrim, the
Bodhisattva said, "Isn't he the eldest disciple of the scripture pilgrim?"
When he saw him, the little dragon said, "Bodhisattva, he's my adversary.
I was hungry yesterday and ate his horse. We fought over that, but he took
advantage of his superior strength and defeated me; in fact, he so abused
me that I dared not show myself again. But he has never mentioned a
word about scripture seeking." "You didn't bother to ask my name," said

Pilgrim. "How did you expect me to tell you anything?" The little dragon
said, "Didn't I ask you, 'What kind of a monster are you and where do you
come from?' But all you did was shout, 'Never mind where I come from;
just return my horse!' Since when did you utter even half the word 'Tang'?"

"That monkey," said the Bodhisattva, "is always relying on his own abili
ties! When has he ever given any credit to other people? When you set off
this time, remember that there are others who willjoin you. So when they
ask you, by all means mention first the matter of scripture seeking; they
will submit to you without causing you further trouble."

Pilgrim received this word of counsel amiably. The Bodhisattva went
up to the little dragon and plucked off the shining pearls hanging around
his neck. She then dipped her willow branch into the sweet dew in her vase
and sprinkled it allover his body; blowing a mouthful of magic breath on
him, she cried, "Change!" The dragon at once changed into a horse with
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hair of exactly the same color and quality as that of the horse he had swal
lowed. The Bodhisattva then told him, "You must overcome with utmost

diligence all the cursed barriers. When your merit is achieved, you will no
longer be an ordinary dragon; you will acquire the true fruit of a golden
body." Holding the bit in his mouth, the little dragon humbly accepted
the instruction. The Bodhisattva told Wukong to lead him to Tripitaka,
saying, "I'm returning across the ocean." Pilgrim took hold of her and
refused to let go, saying, "I'm not going on! I'm not going on! The road
to the West is so treacherous! If I have to accompany this mortal monk,
when will I ever get there? If I have to endure all these miseries, I may
well lose my life. What sort of merit do you think I'll achieve? I'm not

going! I'm not going!"
"In years past, before you reached the way of humanity," said the Bo

dhisattva, "you were most eager to seek enlightenment. Now that you
have been delivered from the chastisement of Heaven, how could you
become slothful again? The truth of Nirval}.a in our teaching can never
be realized without faith and perseverance. If on yourjourney you should
come across any danger that threatens your life, I give you permission to
calIon Heaven, and Heaven will respond; to call on Earth, and Earth will
prove efficacious. In the event of extreme difficulty, I myself will come to
rescue you. Come closer, and I shall endow you with one more power."
Plucking three leaves from her willow branch, the Bodhisattva placed them
at the back of Pilgrim's head, crying, "Change!" They changed at once
into three hairs with lifesaving power. She said to him: "When you find
yourself in a helpless and hopeless situation, you may use these according
to your needs, and they will deliver you from your particular affliction."
After Pilgrim had heard all these kind words, he thanked the Bodhisattva
of Great Mercy and Compassion. With scented wind and colored mists
swirling around her, the Bodhisattva returned to Potalaka.

Lowering the direction of his cloud, Pilgrim tugged at the mane of
the horse and led him to Tripitaka, saying, "Master, we have a horse!"
Highly pleased by what he saw, Tripitaka said, "Disciple, how is it that
the horse has grown a little fatter and stronger than before? Where did
you find him?" "Master, you are still dreaming!" said Pilgrim. "Just now
the Golden-Headed Guardian managed to bring the Bodhisattva here, and
she transformed the dragon of the stream into our white horse. Except for
the missing harness, the color and hair are all the same, and old Monkey
has pulled him here." "Where is the Bodhisattva?" said Tripitaka, greatly
surprised. "Let me go and thank her." "By this time," said Pilgrim, "the
Bodhisattva has probably arrived at South Sea; there's no need to bother
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about that." Picking up a few pinches of earth with his fingers and scat
tering them like incense, Tripitaka bowed reverently toward the South.

He then got up and prepared to leave again with Pilgrim.
Having dismissed the mountain god and the local spirit and given in

structions to the Guardians and the Sentinels, Pilgrim asked his master to
mount. Tripitaka said, "How can I ride a horse without harness? Let's find a
boat to cross this stream, and then we can decide what to do." "This master
ofmine is truly impractical!" said Pilgrim. "In the wilds of this mountain,
where will you find a boat? Since the horse has lived here for a long time,
he must know the water's condition. Just ride him like a boat and we'll cross
over." Tripitaka had no choice but to follow his suggestion and climbed
onto the barebacked horse; Pilgrim took up the luggage and they arrived
at the edge of the stream. Then they saw an old fisherman punting down
stream toward them in an old wooden raft. When Pilgrim caught sight of
him, he waved his hands and called out: "Old fisherman, come here! Come

here! We come from the Land of the East to seek scriptures. It's difficult
for my master to cross, so please take us over." When the fisherman heard
these words, he quickly punted the raft up to the bank. Asking his master
to dismount, Pilgrim helped Tripitaka onto the raft before he embarked
the horse and the luggage. That old fisher punted the raft away, and like an
arrow in the wind, they crossed the steep Eagle Grief Stream swiftly and
landed on the western shore. Tripitaka told Pilgrim to untie a bag and take
out a few Tang pennies to give to the old fisherman. With a shove of his
pole, the old fisherman pulled away, saying, "I don't want any money." He
drifted downstream and soon disappeared from sight. Feeling very much
obliged, Tripitaka kept folding his hands to express his gratitude. "Master,"
said Pilgrim, "you needn't be so solicitous. Don't you recognize him? He
is the Water God of this stream. Since he didn't come to pay his respects
to old Monkey, he was about to get a beating. It's enough that he is now
spared from that. Would he dare take any money!" The Master was only
half-believing him when he climbed onto the barebacked horse once again;
following Pilgrim, he went up to the main road and set off again toward
the West. It would be like this that they

Through the vast Thusness reach the other shore}
And climb with hearts unftigned the Spirit Mount.
Master and disciplejourneyed on, and soon the fiery sun sank westward

as the sky gradually darkened. You see
Clouds hazy and aimless}
A mountain moon dim andgloomy.
The sky} allfrost-colored} makes you cold;
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The wind} howling around} pierces yourframe.
One bird is lost midst the pale} wide sandbars}
As twilight glows where the distant hills are low.
A thousand trees roar in the sparse woodland;
A lonely ape cries on a barren summit.
No traveler is seen on this long road
When boatsfrom afar returnfor the night.
As Tripitaka, riding his horse, peered into the distance, he suddenly

saw something like a hamlet beside the road. "Wukong," he said, "there's a

house ahead of us. Let's ask for lodging there and travel again tomorrow."
Raising his head to take a look, Pilgrim said, "Master, it's no ordinary
house." "Why not?" said Tripitaka. "If it were an ordinary house," said
Pilgrim, "there would be no flying fishes or reclining beasts decorating
the ridge of its roof. That must be a temple or a monastery." While they
were speaking, master and disciple arrived at the gate of the bUilding.
Dismounting, Tripitaka saw on top of the gate three large characters:
Lishe Shrine. They walked inside, where they were met by an old man
with some beads hanging around his neck. He came forward with hands
folded, saying, "Master, please take a seat." Tripitaka hastily returned his
salutation and then went to the main hall to bow to the holy images. The
old man called a youth to serve tea, after which Tripitaka asked him, "Why
is this shrine named Lishe?"

The old man said, "This region belongs to the Hamil Kingdom of the
western barbarians. There is a village behind the shrine, which was built
from the piety of all its families. The 'Li' refers to the land owned by the
whole village, and the 'She' is the God of the Soil. During the days of
spring sowing, summer plowing, autumn harvesting, and winter storing,
each of the families would bring the three beasts,3 flowers, and fruits to
sacrifice at the shrine, so that they might be blessed with good luck in all
four seasons, a rich harvest of the five grains, and prosperity in raising the
six domestic creatures."4 When Tripitaka heard these words, he nodded
his head to show his approval, saying, "This is truly like the proverb:
'Even three miles from home there are customs entirely distinct.' The
families in our region do not practice such good works." Then the old man
asked, "Where is the honorable home of the master?" "Your poor monk,"
said Tripitaka, "happens to have been sent by the royal decree from the
Great Tang Nation in the East to go to seek scriptures from Buddha in the

3. The cow, the sheep, and the pig.
4. The cow, the sheep, the pig, the dog, the chicken, and the horse.
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Western Heaven. It was getting rather late when I passed your esteemed
edifice. I therefore came to your holy shrine to ask for a night's lodging.
I'll leave as soon as it gets light." The old man was delighted and kept say
ing, "Welcome! Welcome!" He called the youth again to prepare a meal,
which Tripitaka ate with gratitude.

As usual, Pilgrim was extremely observant. Noticing a rope for hanging
laundry tied under the eaves, he walked over to it and pulled at it until it
snapped in two. He then used the piece of rope to tie up the horse. "Where
did you steal this horse?" said the old man laughing. "Old man," said Pil

grim angrily, "watch what you are saying! We are holy monks going to
worship Buddha. How could we steal horses?" "Ifyou didn't steal it," said

the old man laughing, "why is there no saddle or rein, so that you have to
rip up my clothesline?"

"This rascal is always so impulsive," said Tripitaka apologetically. "If
you wanted to tie up the horse, why didn't you ask the old gentleman prop
erly for a rope? Why did you have to rip up his clothesline? Sir, please don't
be angry! Our horse, to tell you the truth, is not a stolen one. When we
approached the Eagle Grief Stream yesterday from the east, I had a white
horse complete with harness. Little did we anticipate that there was a con
demned dragon in the stream who had become a spirit, and who swallowed
my horse in one gulp, harness and all. Fortunately, my disciple has some
talents, and he was able to bring the Bodhisattva Guanyin to the stream to
subdue the dragon. She told him to assume the form of my original white
horse, so that he could carry me to worship Buddha in the Western Heaven.
It has barely been one day since we crossed the stream and arrived at your
holy shrine. We haven't had time to look for a harness."

"Master, you needn't worry," said the old man. "An old man like me
loves to tease, but I had no idea your esteemed disciple was so serious
about everything! When I was young, I had a little money, and I too
loved to ride. But over the years I had my share of misfortunes: deaths in
the family and fires in the household have not left me much. Thus I am
reduced to being a caretaker here in the shrine, looking after the fires and
incense, and dependent on the goodwill of the patrons in the village back
there for a living. I still have in my possession a harness which I have al
ways cherished, and which even in this poverty I couldn't bear to sell. But
since hearing your story, how even the Bodhisattva delivered the divine
dragon and made him change into a horse to carry you, I feel that I must
not withhold from giving either. I shall bring the harness tomorrow and
present it to the master, who, I hope, will be pleased to accept it." When
Tripitaka heard this, he thanked him repeatedly. Before long, the youth
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brought in the evening meal, after which lamps were lit and the beds pre
pared. Everyone then retired.

Next morning, Pilgrim arose and said, "Master, that old caretaker prom
ised last night to give us the harness. Ask him for it. Don't spare him." He
had hardly finished speaking when the old man came in with a saddle,
together with pads, reins, and the like. Not a single item needed for riding
a horse was lacking. He set them down in the corridor, saying, "Master, I
am presenting you with this harness." When Tripitaka saw it, he accepted
it with delight and asked Pilgrim to try the saddle on the horse. Going
forward. Pilgrim took up the accoutrements and examined them piece by
piece. They were indeed some magnificent articles, for which we have a
testimonial poem. The poem says:

The carved saddle shines with studs ofsilver stars.
The precious seat glows with bright threads ofgold.
The pads are stacks offine-spun woolen quilts.
The reins are three bands ofpurple cords ofsilk.
The bridleJs leather straps are shaped likeflowers.
Theflaps havegold-etchedftrms ofdancing beasts.
The rings and bit are made offinest steel.
And waterprooftassels hang on both sides.

Secretly pleased, Pilgrim put the saddle on the back of the horse, and it
seemed to have been made to measure. Tripitaka bowed to thank the old
man, who hastily raised him up, saying, "It's nothing! What do you need to
thank me for?" The old man did not ask them to stay any longer; instead,
he urged Tripitaka to mount. The priest came out of the gate and climbed
into the saddle, while Pilgrim followed, hauling the luggage. The old man
then took a whip out from his sleeve, with a handle of rattan wrapped in
strips of leather, and the strap knitted with cords made of tiger ligaments.
He stood by the side of the road and presented it with hands uplifted,
saying, "Holy Monk, I have a whip here which I may as well give you."
Tripitaka accepted it on his horse, saying, "Thanks for your donation!
Thanks for your donation!"

Even as he was saying this, the old man vanished. The priest turned
around to look at the Lishe Shrine, but it had become just a piece of level
ground. From the sky came a voice saying, "Holy Monk, I'm sorry not to
have given you a better reception! I am the local spirit ofPotalaka Moun
tain, who was sent by the Bodhisattva to present you with the harness. You
two must journey to the West with all diligence. Do not be slothful in any
moment." Tripitaka was so startled that he fell off his horse and bowed
toward the sky, saying, "Your disciple is of fleshly eyes and mortal stock,
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and he does not recognize the holy visage of the deity. Please forgive me.
I beseech you to convey my gratitude to the Bodhisattva." Look at him!
All he could do was to kowtow toward the sky without bothering to count
how many times! By the side of the road the Great Sage Sun reeled with
laughter, the Handsome Monkey King broke up with hilarity. He came up
and tugged at his master, saying, "Master, get up! He is long gone! He can't
hear you, nor can he see your kowtowing. Why keep up this adoration?"
"Disciple," said the priest, "when I kowtowed like that, all you could do
was to stand snickering by the side of the road, with not even a bow. Why?"
"You wouldn't know, would you?" said Pilgrim. "For playing a game of
hide-and-seek like that with us, he really deserves a beating! But for the
sake of the Bodhisattva, I'll spare him, and that's something already! You
think he dares accept a bow from old Monkey? Old Monkey has been a hero
since his youth, and he doesn't know how to bow to people! Even when I
saw the Jade Emperor and Laozi, Ijust gave them my greeting, that's all!"
"Blasphemy!" said Tripitaka. "Stop this idle talk! Let's get going without
further delay." So the priest got up and prepared to set off again toward
the West.... We do not know what took place thereafter; let's listen to
the explanation in the next chapter.



SIXTEEN [18]

At the Guanyin Hall the Tang monk escapes his ordeal;l

At the Gao Village the Great Sage disposes ofthe monster.

[Having recovered the stolen cassock with the help of the Bodhisattva
Guanyin, Tripitaka and his disciple left the Guanyin Hall to set out again
on theirjourney.] As Pilgrim led the way forward, it was the happiest time
of spring. You see

The horse making light tracks on grassy tup;
Gold threads ofwillow swaying withfresh dew.
Peaches and apricotsfill theforest gay.
Creepers grow with vigor along the way.
Pairs ofsun-warmed ducks rest on sandy banks;
The brook}sfragrant flowers tame the buttetjlies.
Thus autumn goes} winterjades} and spring}s halfgone;
When will merit be made and the True Writ found?

Master and disciple traveled for some six or seven days in the wilder
ness. One day, when it was getting late, they saw a village in the distance.
"Wukong," said Tripitaka, "look! There's a village over there. How about
asking for lodging for the night before we travel again tomorrow?" "Let's
wait until I have determined whether it is a good or bad place before we
decide," said Pilgrim. The master pulled in the reins as Pilgrim stared
intently at the village. Truly there were

Dense rows ofbambooftnces;
Thick clusters ofthatched huts.
Skyscraping wild treesjaced the doorways;
The winding brooklet reflected the houses.
Willows by the path unfurled their lovely green;
Fragrant were theflowers blooming in the yard.
At this time oftwilightjastjading}

I. The first line of this couplet summarizes the ending of the previous episode

that has been omitted here.
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The birds chattered everywhere in the woods.
As kitchen smoke arose}
Cattle returned on every lane andpath.
You saw} too} well-ftdpigs and chickens sleeping by the house}s edge}
And the old} sotted neighbor coming with a song.

After surveying the area, Pilgrim said, "Master, you may proceed. It ap
pears to be a village of good families, where it will be appropriate for us
to seek shelter." The priest urged the white horse on, and they arrived at

the beginning of a lane heading into the village, where they saw a young
man wearing a cotton head-wrap and a blue jacket. He had an umbrella in
his hand and a bundle on his back; his trousers were rolled up, and he had
on his feet a pair of straw sandals with three loops. He was striding along
the street in a resolute manner when Pilgrim grabbed him, saying, "Where
are you going? I have a question for you: what is this place?" Struggling
to break free, the man protested: "Isn't there anyone else here in the vil
lage? Why must you pick me for your question?" "Patron," said Pilgrim
genially, "don't get upset. 'Helping others is in truth helping yourself.'
What's so bad about your telling me the name of this place? Perhaps I can
help you with your problems." Unable to break out of Pilgrim's grip, the
man was so infuriated that he jumped about wildly. "I'm licked, licked!"
he cried. "No end to the grievances I have suffered at the hands of my
family elders and I still have to run into this baldheaded fellow and suffer
such indignity from him!" "Ifyou have the ability to pry open my hand,"
said Pilgrim, "I'll let you go." The man twisted left and right without any
success: it was as if he had been clamped tight with a pair of iron tongs.
He became so enraged that he threw away his bundle and his umbrella;
with both hands, he rained blows and scratches on Pilgrim. With one hand
steadying his luggage, Pilgrim held off the man with the other, and no
matter how hard the man tried, he could not scratch or even touch Pilgrim
at alL The more he fought, the firmer was Pilgrim's grip, so that the man
was utterly exasperated.

"Wukong," said Tripitaka, "isn't someone coming over there? You can

ask someone else. Why hang onto him like that? Let the man go." "Master,
you don't understand," said Pilgrim laughing. "If I ask someone else, all
the fun will be gone. I have to ask him if, as the saying goes, 'there's going
to be any business'!" Seeing that it was fruitless to struggle any more, the
man said finally, "This place is called the Mr. Gao Village in the territory
of the Kingdom of Tibet. Most of the families here in the village are sur
named Gao, and that's why the village is so called. Now, please let me go."
"You are hardly dressed for a stroll in the neighborhood," said Pilgrim, "so
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tell me the truth. Where are you going, and what are you doing anyway?
Then I'll let you go."

The man had little alternative but to speak the truth. "I'm a member
of the family of old Mr. Gao, and my name is Gao CaL Old Mr. Gao
has a daughter, his youngest, in fact, who is twenty years old and not
yet betrothed. Three years ago, however, a monster-spirit seized her and
kept her as his wife. Having a monster as his son-in-law bothered old Mr.
Gao terribly; he said, 'My daughter having a monster as her spouse can
hardly be a lasting arrangement. First, my family's reputation is ruined,
and second, I don't even have any in-laws with whom we can be friends.'
All that time he wanted to have this marriage annulled, but the monster
absolutely refused; he locked the daughter up instead in the rear bUilding
and would not permit her to see her family for nearly half a year. The old
man, therefore, gave me several taels of silver and told me to find an exorcist
to capture the monster. Since then, I have hardly rested my feet; I managed
to turn up three or four persons, all worthless monks and impotent Daoists.
None of them could subdue the monster. A short while ago I received a
severe scolding for my incompetence, and with only half an ounce more
of silver as a travel allowance, I was told to find a capable exorcist this time.
I didn't expect to run into you, my unlucky star, and now my journey is
delayed. That's what I meant by the grievances I had suffered in and out
of the family, and that's why I was protestingjust now. I didn't know you
had this trick of holding people, which I couldn't overcome. Now I have
told you the truth, please let me go."

"It's really your luck," said Pilgrim, "coupled with my vocation: they
fit like the numbers four and six when you throw the dice! You needn't
travel far, nor need you waste your money. We are not worthless monks
or impotent Daoists, for we really do have some abilities; we are most
experienced, in fact, in capturing monsters. As the saying goes, 'You have
now not only a caring physician, but now you have cured your eyes as
well!' Please take the trouble of returning to the head of your family and
tell him that we are holy monks sent by the Throne in the Land of the East
to go worship Buddha in the Western Heaven and acquire scriptures. We
are most capable of seizing monsters and binding fiends." "Don't mislead
me," said Gao Cai, "for I've had it up to here! Ifyou are deceiving me and
really don't have the ability to take the monster, you will only cause me
more grievances." Pilgrim said, "I guarantee that you won't be harmed in
any way. Lead me to the door of your house." The man could not think
of a better alternative; he picked up his bundle and umbrella and turned
to lead master and disciple to the door of his house. "You two elders," he
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said, "please rest yourselves for a moment against the hitching posts here.
I'll go in to report to my master." Only then did Pilgrim release him.
Putting down the luggage and dismounting from the horse, master and
disciple stood and waited outside the door.

Gao Cai walked through the main gate and went straight to the main
hall in the center, but it just happened that he ran right into old Mr. Gao.
"You thick-skinned beast!" railed Mr. Gao. "Why aren't you out look
ing for an exorcist? What are you dOing back here?" Putting down his
bundle and umbrella, Gao Cai said, "Let me humbly inform my lord. Your
servant just reached the end of the street and ran into two monks: one
riding a horse and the other hauling a load. They caught hold of me and
refused to let go, asking where I was going. At first I absolutely refused
to tell them, but they were most insistent and I had no means of freeing
myself. It was only then that I gave them a detailed account of my lord's
affairs. The one who was holding me was delighted, saying that he would
arrest the monster for us." "Where did they come from?" said old Mr.
Gao. "He claimed to be a holy monk, the brother of the emperor," said
Gao Cai, "who was sent from the Land of the East to go worship Bud
dha in the Western Heaven and acquire scriptures." "If they are monks
who have come from such a great distance," said old Mr. Gao, "they may
indeed have some abilities. Where are they now?" "Waiting outside the
front door," said Gao CaL

Hurriedly that old Mr. Gao changed his clothes and came out with
Gao Cai to extend his welcome, crying, "Your Grace!" When Tripitaka
heard this, he turned qUickly, and his host was already standing in front
of him. That old man had on his head a dark silk wrap; he wore a robe of
Sichuan silk brocade in spring-onion white with a dark green sash, and a
pair ofboots made of rough steer hide. Smiling affably, he addressed them
saying, "Honored Priests, please accept my bow!" Tripitaka returned his
greeting, but Pilgrim stood there unmoved. When the old man saw how
hideous he looked, he did not bow to him. "Why don't you say hello to
me?" demanded Pilgrim. Somewhat alarmed, the old man said to Gao Cai:
"Young man! You have really done me in, haven't you? There is already
an ugly monster in the house that we can't drive away. Now you have to
fetch this thunder-spirit to cause me more troubles!"

"Old Gao," said Pilgrim, "it's in vain that you have reached such old

age, for you have hardly any discernment! If you want to judge people by
appearances, you are utterly wrong! I, old Monkey, may be ugly, but I have
some abilities. I'll capture the monster for your family, exorcise the fiend,
apprehend that son-in-law ofyours, and get your daughter back. Will that
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be good enough? Why all these mutterings about appearances!" When the
old man heard this, he trembled with fear, but he managed to pull himself
together sufficiently to say, "Please come in!" At this invitation, Pilgrim
led the white horse and asked Gao Cai to pick up their luggage so that
Tripitaka could go in with them. With no regard for manners, he tethered
the horse on one of the pillars and drew up a weather-beaten lacquered
chair for his master to be seated. He pulled over another chair and sat down
himself on one side. "This little priest," said old Mr. Gao, "really knows
how to make himself at home!" "If you are willing to keep me here for
half a year," said Pilgrim, "then I'll truly feel at home!"

After they were seated, old Mr. Gao asked: "Just now my little one said
that you two honored priests came from the Land of the East?" "Yes,"
said Tripitaka. "Your poor monk was commissioned by the court to go to
the Western Heaven to seek scriptures for Buddha. Since we have reached
your village, we would like to ask for lodging for the night. We plan to
leave early tomorrow morning." "So the two of you wanted lodging?"
said old Mr. Gao. "Then why did you say you could catch monsters?"
"Since we are asking for a place to stay," said Pilgrim, "we thought we
might as well catch a few monsters, just for fun! May we ask how many
monsters there are in your house?" "My God!" exclaimed old Mr. Gao,
"How many monsters could we feed? There's only this one son-in-law,

and we have suffered enough from him!" "Tell me everything about the
monster," said Pilgrim, "how he came to this place, what sort ofpower he
has, and so forth. Start from the beginning and don't leave out any details.
Then I can catch him for you."

"From ancient times," said old Mr. Gao, "this village of ours has never

had any troubles with ghosts, goblins, or fiends; in fact, my sole misfor
tune consists of not having a son. I had three daughters born to me: the
eldest is named Fragrant Orchid; the second one, Jade Orchid; and the
third, Green Orchid. The first two since their youth had been promised
to people belonging to this same village, but I had hoped that the young
est would take a husband who would stay with our family and consent
to have his children bear our name. Since I have no son, he would in fact
become my heir and look after me in myoId age. Little did I expect that
about three years ago a fellow would turn up who was passably good
looking. He said that he came from the Fuling Mountain and that his
surname was zhu (Hog). Since he had neither parents nor brothers, he
was willing to be taken in as a son-in-law, and I accepted him, thinking
that someone with no other family attachment was exactly the right sort
of person. When he first came into our family, he was, I must confess,
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fairly industrious and well-behaved. He worked hard to loosen the earth
and plow the fields without even using a buffalo; and when he harvested
the grains, he did the reaping without sickle or staff. He came home late
in the evening and started early again in the morning, and to tell you the
truth, we were quite happy with him. The only trouble was that his ap
pearance began to change."

"In what way?" asked Pilgrim. "Well," said old Mr. Gao, "when he

first came, he was a stout, swarthy fellow, but afterwards he turned into
an idiot with huge ears and a long snout, with a great tuft of bristles be
hind his head. His body became horribly coarse and hulking. In short, his
whole appearance was that of a hog! And what an enormous appetite! For
a single meal, he has to have three to five bushels of rice: a little snack in
the morning means over a hundred biscuits or rolls. It's a good thing he
keeps a vegetarian diet; if he liked meat and wine, the property and estate
of this old man would be consumed in half a year!" "Perhaps it's because
he's a good worker," said Tripitaka, "that he has such a good appetite."
"Even that appetite is a small problem!" said old Mr. Gao. "What is most
disturbing is that he likes to come riding the wind and disappears again
astride the fog; he kicks up stones and dirt so frequently that my household
and my neighbors have not had a moment's peace. Then he locked up my
little girl, Green Orchid, in the back bUilding, and we haven't seen her for
half a year and don't know whether she's dead or alive. We are certain now
that he is a monster, and that's why we want to get an exorcist to drive him
away." "There's nothing difficult about that," said Pilgrim. "Relax, old
man! Tonight, I'll catch him for you, and I'll demand that he sign a docu
ment of annulment and return your daughter. How's that?" Immensely
pleased, old Mr. Gao said, "My taking him in was a small thing, when
you consider how he has ruined my good reputation and how many rela
tives of ours he had alienated! Just catch him for me. Why bother about a
document; Please,just get rid of him for me." Pilgrim said, "It's simple!
When night falls, you'll see the result!"

The old man was delighted; he asked at once for tables to be set and a
vegetarian feast to be prepared. When they had finished the meal, evening
was setting in. The old man asked: "What sort ofweapons and how many
people do you need? We'd better prepare soon." "I have my own weapon,"
replied Pilgrim. The old man said, "The only thing the two of you have
is that priestly staff, hardly something you can use to battle the monster,"
whereupon Pilgrim took an embroidery needle out of his ear, held it in his
hands, and waving it once in the wind, changed it into a golden-hooped
rod with the thickness of a rice bowL "Look at this rod," he said to old
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Mr. Gao, "how does it compare with your weapons? Think it'll do for the
monster?" "Since you have a weapon," said old Mr. Gao again, "do you
need some attendants?" "No need for any attendants," said Pilgrim. "All
I ask for is some decent elderly persons to keep my master company and
talk with him, so that I may feel free to leave him for a while. I'll catch
the monster for you and make him promise publicly to leave, so that you
will be rid of him for good." The old man at once asked his houseboy to
send for several intimate friends and relatives, who soon arrived. After they
were introduced, Pilgrim said, "Master, you may feel quite safe sitting
here. Old Monkey is off!"

Look at him! Lifting high his iron rod, he dragged old Mr. Gao along
saying, "Lead me to the back bUilding where the monster is staying so that
I may have a look." The old man indeed took him to the door of the build
ing in the rear. "Get a key quickly!" said Pilgrim. "Take a look yourself,"
said old Mr. Gao. "If I could use a key on this lock. I wouldn't need you."

Pilgrim laughed and said, "Dear old man! Though you are quite old, you
can't even recognize a joke! I was just teasing you a little, and you took
my words literally." He went forward and touched the lock: it was solidly
welded with liquid copper. Annoyed, Pilgrim smashed open the door with
one terrific blow ofhis rod and found it was pitch black inside. "Old Gao,"
said Pilgrim, "go give your daughter a call and see if she is there inside."
Summoning up his courage, the old man cried, "Miss Three!" Recogniz
ing her father's voice, the girl replied faintly, "Papa! I'm over here!" His

golden pupils ablaze, Pilgrim peered into the dark shadows. "How does
she look?" you ask. You see that

Her cloudlike hair is unkempt and unbrushed;
Herjadelikeface is grimy and unwashed.
Though her nature refined is unchanged)
Her lovely image is weary and wan.
Her cherry lips seem completely bloodless)
And her body is both crooked and bent.
Knitted in sorrow
The moth-brows are pallid;
Weakened by weight loss)
The speaking voice isfaint.

She came forward, and when she saw that it was old Mr. Gao, she clutched
at him and began to wail.

"Stop crying! Stop crying!" said Pilgrim. "Let me ask you: where is the
monster?" "I don't know where he has gone," said the girl. "Nowadays he
leaves in the morning and comes back only after nightfall. Surrounded by



CHAPTER SIXTEEN 255

cloud and fog, he comes and goes without ever letting me know where
he is. Since he has learned that father is trying to drive him away, he takes
frequent precautions; that's why he comes only at night and leaves in the
morning." "No need to talk anymore," Pilgrim said. "Old Man! Take your

beloved daughter to the building in front, and then you can spend all the
time you want with her. Old Monkey will be here waiting for him; if the
monster doesn't show up, don't blame me. But if he comes at all, I'll pull

out the weeds ofyour troubles by the roots!" With great joy, old Mr. Gao
led his daughter to the front building. Exercising his magic might, Pilgrim
shook his body and changed at once into the form of that girl, sitting all
by herself to wait for the monster. In a little while, a gust of wind swept
by, kicking up dust and stones. What a wind!

Atfirst it was a breeze gentle and light.
Thereafter it became gusty and strong.
A light, gentle breeze that couldfill the world!
A strong, gusty wind that nothing else could stop!
Flowers and willow snapped like shaken hemp;
Trees andplants werefelled like uprooted crops.
It stirred up streams and seas, cowingghosts andgods.
Itfractured rocks and mountains, awing Heaven and Earth.
Flower-nibbling deer lost their homeward trail.
Fruit-picking monkeys all were gone astray.
The seven-tieredpagoda crashed on Buddha's head.
Flags on eight sides damaged the temple's top.
Gold beams andjade pillars were rooted up.
Likeflocks ofswallowflew the roofing tiles.
The boatman lifted his oars to make a vow,
Eager to have his livestock sacrificed.
The local spirit abandoned his shrine.
Dragon kingsfromfour seas made humble bows.
At sea the ship ofyak$a ran aground,
While halfofGreat Wall's rampart was blown down.
When the violent gust of wind had gone by, there appeared in midair

a monster who was ugly indeed. With his black face covered with short,
stubby hair, his long snout and huge ears, he wore a cotton shirt that was
neither quite green nor quite blue. A sort of spotted cotton handkerchief
was tied round his head. Said Pilgrim, smiling to himself, "So, I have to
do business with a thing like this!" Dear Pilgrim! He neither greeted the
monster, nor did he speak to him; he lay on the bed instead and pretended
to be sick, moaning all the time. Unable to tell the true from the false,
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the monster walked into the room and, grabbing his "spouse," he at once
demanded a kiss. "He really wants to sport with old Monkey!" said Pil
grim, smiling to himself. Using a holding trick, he caught the long snout
of that monster and gave it a sudden, violent twist, sending him crashing
to the floor with a loud thud. Picking himself up, the monster supported
himself on the side of the bed and said, "Sister, how is it that you seem
somewhat annoyed with me today? Because I'm late, perhaps?" "I'm not
annoyed!" said Pilgrim. "Ifnot," said that monster, "why did you give me
such a fall?" "How can you be so boorish," said Pilgrim, "grabbing me like

that and wanting to kiss me? I don't feel very well today; under normal
conditions I would have been up waiting for you and would have opened
the door myself. You may take off your clothes and go to sleep."

The fiend did not suspect anything and took off his clothes. Pilgrim
jumped up and sat on the chamber pot, while the fiend climbed into bed.
Groping around, he could not feel anyone and called out: "Sister, where
have you gone? Please take off your clothes and go to sleep." "You go to
sleep first," said Pilgrim, "for I have to wait until I've dropped my load."

The fiend indeed loosened his clothes and stayed in bed. Suddenly Pilgrim
gave out a sigh, saying, "My luck's pretty low!" "What's bothering you?"
said the monster. "What do you mean, your luck's pretty low? It's true that
I have consumed quite a bit of food and drink since I entered your family,
but I certainly did not take them as free meals. Look at the things I did for
your family: sweeping the grounds and draining the ditches, hauling bricks
and carrying tiles, building walls and pounding mortar, plowing the fields
and raking the earth, planting seedlings of rice and wheat-in short, I took
care ofyour entire estate. Now what you have on your body happens to be
brocade, and what you wear as ornaments happens to be gold. You enjoy
the flowers and fruits of four seasons, and you have fresh vegetables for
the table in all eight periods. Whatever makes you so dissatisfied that you
have to sigh and lament, saying your luck's pretty low?"

"It isn't quite as you say," said Pilgrim. "Today my parents gave me a
severe scolding over the partition wall, throwing bricks and tiles into this
place." "What were they scolding you for?" asked the monster. Pilgrim
said, "They said that since we have become husband and wife, you are
in fact a son-in-law in their family but one who is completely without
manners. A person as ugly as you is unpresentable: you can't meet your
brothers-in-law, nor can you greet the other relatives. Since you come
with the clouds and leave with the fog, we really don't know what family
you belong to and what your true name is. In fact, you have ruined our
family's reputation and defiled our heritage. That was what they rebuked
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me for, and that's why I'm upset." "Though I am somewhat homely,"
said the monster, "it's no great problem if they insist on my being more
handsome. We discussed these matters before when I came here, and I en
tered your family fully with your father's consent. Why did they bring it

up again today? My family is located in the Cloudy Paths Cave of Fuling
Mountain; my surname is based on my appearance. Hence I am called zhu

(Hog), and my official name is Ganglie (Stiff Bristles). If they ever ask you
again, tell them what I have told you."

"This monster is quite honest," said Pilgrim to himself, secretly pleased.
"Without torture, he has already made a plain confession; with his name
and location clearly known, he will certainly be caught, regardless ofwhat
may happen." Pilgrim then said to him: "My parents are trying to get an
exorcist here to arrest you." "Go to sleep! Go to sleep!" said the monster,

laughing. "Don't mind them at all! I know as many transformations as
the number of stars in the Heavenly Ladle, and I own a nine-pronged
muckrake. Why should I fear any exorcist, monk, or Daoist priest? Even
ifyour old man were pious enough to be able to get the Monster-Routing
Patriarch to come down from the Ninefold Heaven, I could still claim to
have been an old acquaintance of his. And he wouldn't dare do anything
to me." "But they were saying that they hoped to invite someone by the
name of Sun," said Pilgrim, "the so-called Great Sage, Equal to Heaven,
who caused havoc in the Celestial Palace five hundred years ago. They were
going to ask him to come catch you." When the monster heard this name,
he became rather alarmed. "If that's true," he said, "I'm leaving. We can't
live as a couple anymore!" "Why do you have to leave so suddenly?" asked
Pilgrim. "You may not know," said the monster, "that that Bimawen who
caused such turmoil in Heaven has some real abilities. I fear that I am no
match for him, and losing my reputation is not my form!"

When he had finished speaking, he slipped on his clothes, opened the
door, and walked right out. Pilgrim grabbed him, and with one wipe of
his own face he assumed his original form, shouting: "Monster, where
do you think you're going? Take a good look and see who I am!" The
monster turned around and saw the protruding teeth, the gaping mouth,
the fiery eyes, the golden pupils, the pointed head, and the hairy face of
Pilgrim-virtually a living thunder god! He was so horrified that his hands
became numb and his feet grew weak. With a loud ripping sound, he tore
open his shirt and broke free ofPilgrim's clutch by changing into a violent
wind. Pilgrim rushed forward and struck mightily at the wind with his
iron rod; the monster at once transformed himself into myriad shafts of
flaming light and fled toward his own mountain. Mounting the clouds,
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Pilgrim pursued him, crying, "Where are you running to? If you ascend
to Heaven, I'll chase you to the Palace of the Polestar, and ifyou go down
into the Earth, I'll follow you into the heart of Hell!" Good Heavens! We
do not know where the chase took them to or what was the outcome of
the fight. Let's listen to the explanation in the next chapter.
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At Cloudy Paths Cave) Wukong takes in Bajie;

At Pagoda Mountain) Tripitaka receives the Heart Satra.

We were telling you about the flaming light of the monster, which was
fleeing, while the Great Sage riding the rosy clouds followed right behind.
As they were thus proceeding, they came upon a tall mountain, where
the monster gathered together the fiery shafts of light and resumed his
original form. Racing into a cave, he took out a nine-pronged muckrake
to fight. "Lawless monster!" shouted Pilgrim. "What region are you from,
fiend, and how do you know old Monkey's names? What abilities do you
have? Make a full confession quickly and your life may be spared!" "So
you don't know my powers!" said that monster. "Come up here and brace
yourself! I'll tell you!

My mind was dim since the time ofyouth;
Always I loved my indolence and sloth.
Neither nursing nature nor seeking long life} 1

I passed my days deluded and confused.
I met a true immortal suddenly
Who sat and spoke to me ofheat and cold. 2

(Repent}) he said} (and cease your worldly way:

From taking life accrues a boundless curse.
One day when the Great Limit ends your lot)
For eight woes and three ways3 you}llgrieve too late!}

I. Seeking long life: literally, cultivating authenticity or realized immortality

(xiuzhen).
2. Heat and cold: though the phrase hanwen may refer to weather and thus it may

point to the exchange of conventional greetings in this conversation, the terms can

also be references to alchemical processes inside or outside the body.

3. The eight woes (banan) refer to eight conditions or states of being (the state
of hells, the state of animals, the state of hungry ghosts, the states of being deaf,

blind, and dumb, the state of no affiiction, and the state of the intermediate period

between a Buddha and his successor) that make it difficult for one to see Buddha or
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I listened and turned my will to mend my ways:
I heard, repented, and sought the wondrous rune.
Byfate my teacher he became at once,
Pointing out passes key to Heav'n and Earth.
To get the Great Pill ofNine Cyclic Turns,
My work incessant went on night and day. 4

It reached the Mud-Pill Palace ofmy crown
And theJetting-Spring Points beneath myfeet.
With kidney-brineflooding the Floral Pool,
My Cinnabar Field was thus warmly nursed.
Baby and virgin mated as yin and yang;
Lead and mercury mixed as sun and moon.
In concord Li-dragon and Kan-tiger used,
The spirit turtle sucked dry the gold crow's blood.
Threeflowers joined on top, the root reclaimed;
Five breathsfaced their source and allfreely flowed.
My merit done, I ascended on high,
Met by pairs ofimmortalsfrom the sky.
Radiant pink clouds arose beneath myfeet;
With light, soundframe I faced the Golden Arch.
TheJade Emperorgave a banquetfor gods
who sat in rows according to their ranks.
Made a marshal ofthe Celestial Stream,
I took command ofboth sailors and ships.
Because Q:!een Mother gave the Peaches Feast
When she met herguests at theJasper Pool
My mind turned hazyfor I got dead drunk,
A shameless rowdy reeling left and right.
Boldly I barged through the vast Cold Palaces
Where the charmingfairy beckoned me in.
When I saw herface that would snare one's soul,
My carnal itch ofold could not be stopped!
Without regardfor manners orfor rank,

hear his law. The three ways are that of fire, where one is burned in hell; of blood,

which is the realm of predatory animals; and of the sword, with which hungry

ghosts are tortured.

4. What follows in the next eight lines are allusions to the various processes of

internal or physiological alchemy.

5. A poetic name for the mythic palace on the moon.
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Igrabbed Miss ChangJe6 asking her to bed.
For three orfour times she rejected me:
Hiding east and westJshe was sore annoyed.
My passion sky-high I roared like thunderJ
Almost toppling the arch ofHeavenJs gate.
Inspector General told the EmperorJade;
I was destined that day to meet myftte.
The vast Cold completely enclosed airtight
Left me no way to run or to escape.
Then I was caught by the various godsJ
Undaunted stillJfor wine was in my heart.
Bound and taken to see the EmperorJadeJ
By law I should have been condemned to death.
It was Venus the Gold StarJMr. LiJ
Who left the ranks and knelt to begfor me.
My punishment changed to two thousand blowsJ
Myflesh was torn; my bones did almost crack.
Alive! I was banishedfrom HeavenJs gate
To make my home beneath the Fuling Mount.
An errant wombJs my sinful destination:
Stiff-Bristle HogJs my worldly appellation!}}
When Pilgrim heard this, he said, "So you are actually the Water God

of the Heavenly Reeds, who came to earth. Small wonder you knew old
Monkey's name." "Curses!" cried the monster. "You Heaven-defying
Bimawen! When you caused such turmoil that year in Heaven, you had no
idea how many of us had to suffer because of you. And here you are again
to make life miserable for others! Don't give me any lip! Have a taste of
my rake!" Pilgrim, of course, was unwilling to be tolerant; lifting high his
rod, he struck at the monster's head. The two of them thus began a battle
in the middle of the mountain, in the middle of the night. What a fight!

PilgrimJs goldpupils blazed like lightning;
The monsterJs round eyesflashed like silver blooms.
This one spat out coloredfog:
That one spouted crimson mist.
The spouted crimson mist lit up the dark;
The coloredfog spat out made bright the night.
The golden-hooped rod;
The nine-pronged muckrake.

6. Chang'e: the immortal goddess who resides in the moon.
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Two true heroes most worthy ofacclaim:
One was the Great Sage descended to earth;
One was a Marshal who camefrom Heaven.
That one,for indecorum, became a monster;
This one, toflee his ordeal, bowed to a monk.
The rake lunged like a dragon wielding his claws:
The rod came like aphoenix darting throughflowers.
That one said: ((Your breaking up a marriage is like patricide! JJ

This one said: ((You should be arrestedfor raping a younggirl! JJ

Such idle words!
Such wild clamor!
Back andforth the rod blocked the rake.
Theyfought till dawn was about to break,
When the monster's two armsfelt sore and numb.

From the time of the second watch, the two of them fought until it was
growing light in the east. That monster could hold out no longer and fled
in defeat. He changed once more into a violent gust of wind and went
straight back to his cave, shutting the doors tightly and refusing to come
out. Outside the cave, Pilgrim saw a large stone tablet, which had on it
the inscription "Cloudy Paths Cave." By now, it was completely light.
Realizing that the monster was not going to come out, Pilgrim thought
to himself: "I fear that Master may be anxiously waiting for me. I may
as well go back and see him before returning here to catch the monster."
Mounting the clouds, he soon arrived at Old Gao village.

We shall now tell you about Tripitaka, who chatted about past and pres
ent with the other elders and did not sleep all night. He wasjust wondering
why Pilgrim had not shown up, when suddenly the latter dropped down
into the courtyard. Straightening out his clothes and putting away his rod.
Pilgrim went up to the hall, crying, "Master! I've returned!" The various
elders hurriedly bowed low, saying, "Thank you for all the trouble you
have been to!" "Wukong, you were gone all night," said Tripitaka. "Ifyou
captured the monster, where is he now?" "Master," said Pilgrim, "that

monster is no fiend of this world, nor is he a strange beast of the mountains.
He is actually the incarnation of the Marshal of the Heavenly Reeds. Be
cause he took the wrong path of rebirth, his appearance assumed the form
of a wild hog: but actually his spiritual nature has not been extinguished.
He said that he derived his surname from his appearance, and he went by
the name of zhu Ganglie. When I attacked him with my rod in the rear
building, he tried to escape by changing into a violent gust ofwind; I then
struck at the wind, and he changed into shafts offlaming light and retreated
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to his mountain cave. There he took out a nine-pronged muckrake to do
battle with old Monkey for a whole night. Just now when it grew light,
he could fight no longer and fled into the cave, shutting the doors tightly
and not coming out any more. I wanted to break down the door to finish
him off, but I was afraid that you might be waiting here anxiously. That's
why I came back first to give you some news."

When he had finished speaking, old Mr. Gao came forward and knelt
down, saying, "Honored Priest, I have no alternative but to say this.
Though you have chased him away, he might come back here after you
leave. What should we do then? I may as well ask you to do us the favor
of apprehending him, so that we shall not have any further worries. This
old man, I assure you, will not be ungrateful or unkind; there will be a
generous reward for you. I shall ask my relatives and friends to witness the
drawing up of a document, whereby I shall divide my possessions and my
property equally with you. All I want is to pluck up the trouble by the
root, so that the pure virtue of our Gao family will not be tainted."

"Aren't you being rather demanding, old man?" said Pilgrim, laughing.
"That monster did tell me that, although he has an enormous appetite and
has consumed a good deal of food and drink from your family, he has also
done a lot of good work for you. Much of what you were able to accu
mulate these last few years you owe to his strength, so that he really hasn't
taken any free meals from you. Why ever do you want to have him driven
away? According to him, he is a god who has come down to earth and who
has helped your family earn a living. Moreover, he has not harmed your
daughter in any way. Such a son-in-law, I should think, would be a good
match for your daughter and your family. So, what's all this about ruining
your family's reputation and damaging your standing in the community?
Why not really accept him as he is?"

"Honored Priest," said old Mr. Gao, "though this matter may not of
fend public morals, it does leave us with a bad name. Like it or not, people
will say, 'The Gao family has taken in a monster as a son-in-law!' How
can one stand remarks of that kind?" "Wukong," said Tripitaka, "if you

have worked for him all this while, you might as well see him through to
a satisfactory conclusion." Pilgrim said, "I was testing him a little, just
for fun. This time when I go, I'll apprehend the monster for certain and
bring him back for you all to see. Don't worry, old Gao! Take good care
of my master. I'm off!"

He said he was off, and the next instant he was completely out of sight.
Bounding up that mountain, he arrived at the cave's entrance; a few strokes
of the iron rod reduced the doors to dust. "You overstuffed coolie!" he
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shouted, "Come out quickly and fight with old Monkey!" Huffing and
puffing, the monster was lying in the cave and trying to catch his breath.
When he heard his doors being struck down and heard himself called "an
overstuffed coolie," he could not control his wrath. Dragging his rake, he
pulled himself together and ran out. "A Bimawen like you," he yelled,
"is an absolute pest! What have I done to you that you have to break my
doors to pieces? Go and take a look at the law: a man who breaks someone's
door and enters without permission may be gUilty of trespassing, a crime
punishable by death!" "Idiot!" said Pilgrim laughing. "I may have broken
down the door, but my case is still a defensible one. But you, you took
a girl from her family by force-without using the proper matchmakers
and witnesses, without presenting the proper gifts of money and wine. If
you ask me, you are the one gUilty of a capital crime!" "Enough of this
idle talk," said the monster, "and watch out for old Hog's rake!" Parrying
the rake with his rod, Pilgrim said, "Isn't that rake ofyours just something
you use as a regular farm hand to plow the fields or plant vegetables for
the Gao family? Why on earth should I fear you?"

"You have made a mistake!" said the monster. "Is this rake a thing of

this world? Just listen to my recital:
This is divine ice steelgreatly refined}
Polished so highly that it glows and shines.
Laozi wielded the large hammer and tong;
Mars added himselfcharcoals piece by piece.
Five Kings ofFive Q!!arters applied their schemes;
Twelve Gods ofTime expended all their skills.
They made nine prongs like dangling teeth ofjade}
And brass rings were cast with dropping gold leaves.
Decked withfive stars and six brightnesses}
Itsframe confOrmed to eight spans andfOur climes.
Its whole length set to match the cosmic scheme
Accorded with yinyang} with the sun and moon.
Six-Diagram GodsfOllowed Heaven}s rules;7
Eight- Trigram Stars stood in ranks andfiles;
They named this the High Treasure Golden Rake}
A giftfOrJade Emperor to guard his court.
Since I learned to be agreat immortal}
Becoming someone with longevity}
I was made Marshal ofthe Heavenly Reeds

7. Deities deriving from the Classic ofChange.



CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 265

Andgiven this rake} a sign ofroyal grace.
When it}s held high} there}ll be brightflames and light;
When it}s brought low} strong wind blows down white snow.
The warriors ofHeaven allfiar it;
The Ten Kings ofHell all shrinkfrom it.
Are there such weapons among mankind?
In this wide world there}s no suchfine steel.
It changes itsform after my own wish}
Rising andfalling after my command.
I}ve kept it with mefor several years}
A daily comrade I neverpartedfrom.
I}ve stayed with it right through the day}s three meals}
Nor left it when I went to sleep at night.
I brought it along to the Peaches Feast}
And with it I attended Heaven}s court.
Since I wrought evil relying on wine}
Since trusting my strength I displayed myfraud}
Heaven sent me down to this world ofdust}
Where in my next lift I would sin some more.
With wicked mind I ate men in my cave}
Pleased to be married at the Gao Village.
This rake can overturn sea dragons} and turtles} lairs
And rake up mountain dens oftigers and wolves.
All other weapons there}s no need to name}
Only my rake is the mostfitting one
To win in battle}for it}s no hard thing!
And making merit? It need not be said!
You may have a bronze head} an iron brain} and afull steelframe.
I}ll rake till your soul melts and your spirit leaks!}}
When Pilgrim heard these words, he put away his iron rod and said,

"Don't brag too much, Idiot! Old Monkey will stretch out his head right
here, and you can give him a blow. See ifhis soul melts and his spirit leaks!"
The monster did indeed raise his rake high and bring it down with all his
might; with a loud bang, the rake made sparks as it bounced back up. But
the blow did not make so much as a scratch on Pilgrim's head. The monster
was so astounded that his hands turned numb and his feet grew weak. He
mumbled, "What a head! What a head!" "You didn't know about this, did
you?" said Pilgrim. "When I caused such turmoil in Heaven by stealing the
magic pills, the immortal peaches, and the imperial wine, I was captured
by the Little Sage Erlang and taken to the Polestar Palace. The various
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celestial beings chopped me with an ax, pounded me with a bludgeon,
cut me with a scimitar, jabbed me with a sword, burned me with fire, and
struck me with thunder-all this could not hurt me one whit. Then I
was taken by Laozi and placed in his eight-trigram brazier, in which I was
refined by divine fire until I had fiery eyes and diamond pupils, a bronze
head and iron arms. If you don't believe me, give me some more blows
and see whether it hurts me at alL"

"Monkey," said the monster, "I remember that at the time you were caus
ing trouble in Heaven, you lived in the Water-Curtain Cave of the Flower
Fruit Mountain, in the Aolai Country of the East Purvavideha Continent.
Your name hasn't been heard offor a long time. How is it that you suddenly
turn up at this place to oppress me? Could my father-in-law have gone all
that way to ask you to come here?" "Your father-in-law did not go to fetch
me," said Pilgrim. "It's old Monkey who turned from wrong to right, who
left the Daoist to follow the Buddhist. I am now accompanying the royal
brother of the Great Tang Emperor in the Land of the East, whose name is
Tripitaka, Master of the Law. He is on his way to the Western Heaven to
seek scriptures from Buddha. We passed through the Gao Village and asked
for lodging; old man Gao then brought up the subject of his daughter and
asked me to rescue her and to apprehend you, you overstuffed coolie!"

Hearing this, the monster threw away his muckrake and said with great
affability, "Where is the scripture pilgrim? Please take the trouble of in
troducing me to him." "Why do you want to see him?" asked Pilgrim.
The monster said, "I was a convert of the Bodhisattva Guanshiyin, who
commanded me to keep a vegetarian diet here and to wait for the scripture
pilgrim. I was to follow him to the Western Heaven to seek scriptures from
the Buddha, so that I might atone for my sins with my merit and regain the
fruits ofTruth. I have been waiting for a number ofyears without receiving
any further news. Since you have been made his disciple, why didn't you
mention the search for scriptures in the first place? Why did you have to
unleash your violence and attack me right at my own door?"

"Don't try to soften me with deception," said Pilgrim, "thinking that

you can escape that way. If you are truly sincere about accompanying
the Tang monk, you must face Heaven and swear that you are telling the
truth. Then I'll take you to see my master." At once the monster knelt
down and kowtowed as rapidly as if he were pounding rice with his head.
"Amitabha," he cried, "Namo Buddha! If I am not speaking the truth in
all sincerity, let me be punished as one who has offended Heaven-let me
be hewn to pieces!"

Hearing him swear such an oath, Pilgrim said, "All right! You light a fire
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and burn up this place of yours; then I'll take you with me." The monster
accordingly dragged in bunches of rushweed and thorns and lighted the
fire; the Cloudy Paths Cave soon looked like a derelict potter's kiln. "I have
no other attachment," he said to Pilgrim. "You can take me away." "Give
me your muckrake and let me hold it," said Pilgrim, and our monster at
once handed it over. Yanking out a piece of hair, Pilgrim blew onto it and
cried "Change!" It changed into a three-ply hemp rope with which he pre
pared to tie up the monster's hands. Putting his arms behind his back, the
monster did nothing to stop himself from being bound. Then Pilgrim took
hold of his ear and dragged him along, crying, "Hurry! Hurry!" "Gently,
please!" pleaded the monster. "You are holding me so roughly, and my
ear is hurting!" "I can't be any gentler," said Pilgrim, "for I can't worry
about you now. As the saying goes, 'A good pig is held roughly!' After
you have seen my master and proved your worth, I'll let you go." Rising
up to a distance halfway between cloud and fog, they headed straight for
the Gao Family Village. We have a poem as a testimony:8

Strong is metafs nature to vanquish wood:
Mind Monkey has the Wood Dragon subdued.
With metal and wood both obedient as one}
All their love and virtue willgrow and show.
One guest and one host9 there}s nothing between;
Three matings} three unions-there}s great mystery po
Nature andfeelings gladlyfused as Last and First:11

Both will surely be enlightened in the West.
In a moment they had arrived at the village. Grasping the rake and pulling

at the monster's ear, Pilgrim said, "Look at the one sitting in a most dignified

8. This poem is the first of the novel's many passages in which the relations

of the pilgrims one to another are depicted allegorically by the terms of the Five

Phases (wuxing).
9. In alchemical lore, lead is sometimes regarded as host (zhu) and mercury as the

guest (ke or bin), and vice versa.

10. According to yinyang theorists, three matings (sanjiao) refer to the intercourse

of pneumatics (qi) of the yin (darkness, female), the yang (light, male), and tian
(Heaven, sky); nothing can be created if one is lacking. Later, the idea is expanded

to the correlation of the Five Phases with the cycles of the year, the month, and the

day, which is also thus called three unions (sanhe).
II. Last and First: literally, zhen (to determine, divine) and yuan (the primary, the

initial), two of the four"attributes" assigned to the first hexagram (qian orjian) that

opens the text of the Classic ofChange. Thus the combination in this line may point

again to the conjoining of opposites, an idea fundamental to alchemical theories.
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manner up there in the main hall: that's my master." When old Mr. Gao
and his relatives suddenly saw Pilgrim dragging by the ear a monster who
had his hands bound behind his back, they all gladly left their seats to meet
them in the courtyard. The old man cried, "Honored Priest! There's that
son-in-law ofmine." Our monster went forward and fell on his knees, kow
towing to Tripitaka and saying, "Master, your disciple apologizes for not
coming to meet you. If I had known earlier that my master was staying in
my father-in-Iaw's house, I would have come at once to pay my respects, and
none of these troubles would have befallen me." "Wukong," said Tripitaka,

"how did you manage to get him here to see me?" Only then did Pilgrim
release his hold. Using the handle of the rake to give the monster a whack,
he shouted, "Idiot! Say something!" The monster gave a full account of
how the Bodhisattva had converted him. Greatly pleased, Tripitaka said at
once, "Mr. Gao, may I borrow your incense table?" Old Mr. Gao took it
out immediately, and Tripitaka lighted the incense after purifying his hands.
He bowed toward the south, saying, "I thank the Bodhisattva for her holy
grace!" The other elders alljoined in the worship by adding incense, after
which Tripitaka resumed his seat in the main hall and asked Wukong to
untie the monster. Pilgrim shook his body to retrieve his hair, and the rope
fell off by itself. Once more the monster bowed to Tripitaka, declaring his
intention to follow him to the West, and then bowed also to Pilgrim, ad
dressing him as "elder brother" since he was the senior disciple.

"Since you have entered my fold," said Tripitaka, "and have decided to

become my disciple, let me give you a religious name so that I may address
you properly." "Master," said the monster, "the Bodhisattva already laid
hands on my head and gave me the commandments and a religious name,
which is zhu Wuneng." "Good! Good!" said Tripitaka, laughing. "Your
elder brother is named Wukong and you are called Wuneng; your names
are well in accord with the emphasis of our denomination." "Master,"
said Wuneng, "since I received the commandments from the Bodhisat
tva, I was completely cut off from the five forbidden viands and the three
undesirable foods. I maintained a strict vegetarian diet in my father-in
law's house, never touching any forbidden food. Now that I have met
my master today, let me be released from my vegetarian vow." "No, no!"
said Tripitaka. "Since you have not eaten the five forbidden viands and the
three undesirable foods, let me give you another name. Let me call you
Bajie."12 Delighted, Idiot said, "I shall obey my master." For this reason,
he was also called zhu Bajie.

12. Bajie: Le., eight proscriptions. These are the first eight of the ten command
ments in Buddhism forbidding killing, stealing, sexual immorality, lying, the use
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When old Mr. Gao saw the happy ending of this whole affair, he was
more delighted than ever. He ordered his houseboys immediately to prepare
a feast to thank the Tang monk. Bajie went forward and tugged at him,
saying, "Papa, please ask my humble wife to come out and greet the grand
dads and uncles. How about it?" "Worthy brother!" said Pilgrim laughing.
"Since you have embraced Buddhism and become a monk, please don't ever

mention 'your humble wife' again. There may be a married Daoist in this
world, but there's no such monk, is there? Let's sit down, rather, and have
a nice vegetarian meal. We'll have to start off soon for the West."

Old Mr. Gao set the tables in order and invited Tripitaka to take the
honored seat in the middle: Pilgrim and Bajie sat on both sides while the
relatives took the remaining seats below. Mr. Gao opened a bottle ofdietary
wine and filled a glass: he sprinkled a little of the wine on the ground to
thank Heaven and Earth before presenting the glass to Tripitaka. "To tell
you the truth, aged sir," said Tripitaka, "this poor monk has been a veg
etarian from birth. I have not touched any kind of forbidden food since
childhood." "I know the reverend teacher is chaste and pure," said old

Mr. Gao, "and I did not dare bring forth any forbidden foodstuff. This
wine is made for those who maintain a vegetarian diet: there's no harm in
your taking a glass." "I just don't dare use wine," said Tripitaka. "for the
prohibition of strong drink is a monk's first commandment." Alarmed,

Wuneng said, "Master, though I kept a vegetarian diet, I didn't cut out
wine." "Though my capacity is not great," said Wukong, "and I'm not
able to handle more than a crock or so, I haven't discontinued the use of
wine either." "In that case," said Tripitaka, "you two brothers may take

some of this pure wine. But you are not permitted to get drunk and cause
trouble." So the two of them took the first round before taking their seats
again to enjoy the feast. We cannot tell you in full what a richly laden table
that was, and what varieties of delicacies were presented.

After master and disciples had been feted, old Mr. Gao took out a red
lacquered tray bearing some two hundred taels of gold and silver in small
pieces, which were to be presented to the three priests for travel expenses.
There were, moreover, three outer garments made of fine silk. Tripitaka
said, "We are mendicants who beg for food and drink from village to vil
lage. How could we accept gold, silver, and precious clothing?" Coming
forward and stretching out his hand, Pilgrim took a handful of the money,
saying, "Gao Cai, yesterday you took the trouble to bring my master here,

of cosmetics and other personal comforts (e.g., a fine bed), strong drink, the use
of dancing and music, and eating out of regulation hours. The last two deal with
specific forbidden foods and the rule for fasting.
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with the result that we made a disciple today. We have nothing to thank
you with. Take this as remuneration for being a gUide; perhaps you can
use it to buy a few pairs of straw sandals. If there are any more monsters,
turn them over to me and I'll truly be grateful to you." Gao Cai took the
money and kowtowed to thank Pilgrim for his reward. Old Mr. Gao then
said, "If the masters do not want the silver and gold, please accept at least
these three simple garments, which are but small tokens of our goodwill."
"If those of us who have left the family," said Tripitaka again, "accept the
bribe of a single strand of silk, we may fall into ten thousand kalpas from
which we may never recover. It is quite sufficient that we take along the
leftovers from the table as provisions on our way." Bajie spoke up from
the side: "Master, Elder Brother, you may not want these things. But I
was a son-in-law in this household for several years, and the payment for
my services should be worth more than three stones of rice! Father, my
shirt was torn by Elder Brother last night; please give me a cassock of
blue silk. My shoes are worn also, so please give me a good pair of new
shoes." When old Mr. Gao heard that, he dared not refuse; a new pair of
shoes and a cassock were purchased at once so that Bajie could dispose of
the old attire.

Swaggering around, our Bajie spoke amiably to old Mr. Gao, saying,
"Please convey my humble sentiments to my mother-in-law, my great
aunt, my second aunt, and my uncle-in-law, and all my other relatives.
Today I am going away as a monk, and please do not blame me if I cannot
take leave of them in person. Father, do take care of my better half. If we
fail in our quest for scriptures, I'll return to secular life and live with you
again as your son-in-law." "Coolie!" shouted Pilgrim. "Stop babbling
nonsense!" "It's no nonsense," said Bajie. "Sometimes I fear that things
may go wrong, and then I could end up unable either to be a monk or to
take a wife, losing out on both counts." "Less of this idle conversation!"
said Tripitaka. "We must hurry up and leave." They therefore packed their
luggage, and Bajie was told to carry the load with a pole. Tripitaka rode
on the white horse, while Pilgrim led the way with the iron rod across his
shoulders. The three of them took leave of old Mr. Gao and his relatives
and headed toward the West. We have a poem as testimony:

The earth}s mist-shrouded} the trees appear tall.
The Buddha-son of Tang Court ever toils.
He eats in need rice beggedfrom many homes;
He wears when cold a robe patched a thousandfold.
Holdftst at the breast the Horse ofthe Will!
The Mind-Monkey is sly-let him not wail!
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Nature one withftelings} causes alljoined
The moon}sfull ofgold light is the hair shorn. 13

The three of them proceeded toward the West, and for about a month
it was an uneventful journey. When they crossed the boundary of Tibet,
they looked up and saw a tall mountain. Tripitaka reined in his horse and
said, "Wukong, Wuneng, there's a tall mountain ahead. We must approach
it with care." "It's nothing!" said Bajie. "This mountain is called the Pagoda
Mountain and a Crow's Nest Chan Master lives there, practicing austeri
ties. Old Hog has met him before." "What's his business?" said Tripitaka.
"He's fairly accomplished in the Way," said Bajie, "and he once asked me
to practice austerities with him. But I didn't go, and that was the end of
the matter." As master and disciple conversed, they soon arrived at the
mountain. What a splendid mountain! You see

South ofit} blue pines} jade-greenjunipers;
North ofit} green willows} redpeach trees.
A clamorous din:
The mountainfowls are conversing.
A fluttering dance:
Immortal cranesfly in unison.
A densefragrance:
Theflowers in a thousand colors.
A manifoldgreen:
Diverse plants informs exotic.
In the stream there}s water bubbling andgreen;
Before the clift petals ofblessed cloud afloat.
Truly aplace ofrare beauty} a well-secluded spot;
Silence is all} not a man to be seen.

As the master sat on his horse, peering into the distance, he saw on top of
the fragrant juniper tree a nest made of dried wood and grass. To the left,
muskdeer carried flowers in their mouths; to the right, mountain monkeys
were presenting fruits. At the top of the tree, blue and pink phoenixes sang
together, soon to bejoined by a congregation ofblack cranes and brightly
colored pheasants. "Isn't that the Crow's Nest Chan Master?" asked Bajie,
pointing. Tripitaka urged on his horse and rode up to the tree.

We now tell you about that Chan Master, who, seeing the three of

13. Hair shorn: the phrase refers to a story in which one Old Man Wang (Wang
Weng) attained physical longevity in stages. At the last, when since his time ofbirth
he went through five times during which his hair was shorn or fell off and apparently
grew back again, he realized immortality.
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them approach, left his nest and jumped down from the tree. Tripitaka
dismounted and prostrated himself. Raising him up with his hand, the
Chan Master said, "Holy Monk, please arise! Pardon me for not coming
to meet you." "Old Chan Master," said Bajie, "please receive my bow!"
"Aren't you the zhu Ganglie of the Fuling Mountain?" asked the Chan
Master, startled. "How did you have the good fortune to journey with the
holy monk?" "A few years back," said Bajie, "I was beholden to the Bod
hisattva Guanyin for persuading me to follow him as a disciple." "Good!
Good! Good!" said the Chan Master, greatly pleased. Then he pointed to
Pilgrim and asked: "Who is this person?" "How is it that the old Chan
recognizes him," said Pilgrim, laughing, "and not me?" "Because I haven't

had the pleasure of meeting you," said the Chan Master. Tripitaka said,
"He is my eldest disciple, Sun Wukong." Smiling amiably, the Chan Master
said, "How impolite of me!"

Tripitaka bowed again and asked about the distance to the Great Thun
derclap Temple of the Western Heaven. "It's very far away! Very far away!"
said the Chan Master. "What's more, the road is a difficult one, filled with
tigers and leopards." With great earnestness. Tripitaka asked again, "Just
how far is it?" "Though it may be very far," answered the Chan Master,

"you will arrive there one day. But all those mara hindrances along the
way are hard to dispel. I have a Heart Sfitra here in this scroll; it has fifty
four sentences containing two hundred and seventy characters. When you
meet these mara hindrances, recite the sfitra and you will not suffer any
injury or harm." Tripitaka prostrated himself on the ground and begged
to receive it, whereupon the Chan Master imparted the sfitra by reciting
it orally. The sfitra said:

Heart Sutra ofthe Great Petftction of Wisdom

When the Bodhisattva Guanzizai14 was moving in the deep course of the
Perfection ofWisdom, she saw that the five heaps15 were but emptiness, and

she transcended all sufferings. Sariputra, form is no different from empti
ness, emptiness no different from form; form is emptiness, and emptiness
is form. Of sensations, perceptions, volition, and consciousness, the same
is also true. Sariputra, it is thus that all dharmas are but empty appear
ances, neither produced nor destroyed, neither defiled nor pure, neither

14. Guanzizai: Guanyin, the Onlooking Lord.

15. The five aggregates or elements constitutive of the human person: physical
phenomena related to the senses, sensation or reception from stimuli, discernment

or perception, decision or volition, and cognition and consciousness.
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increasing nor decreasing. This is why in emptiness there are no forms and

no sensations, perceptions, volition, or consciousness; no eye, ear, nose,

tongue, body, or mind; no form, sound, smell, taste, touch, or object of

mind. There is no realm of sight [and so forth], until we reach the realm

of no mind-consciousness; there is no ignorance, nor is there extinction

of ignorance [and so forth], until we reach the stage where there is no old

age and death, nor is there the extinction of old age and death; there is

no suffering, annihilation, or way; there is no cognition or attainment.

Because there is nothing to be attained, the mind of the Bodhisattva, by

virtue of reliance upon the Perfection of Wisdom, has no hindrances: no

hindrances, and therefore, no terror or fear; he is far removed from error

and delusion, and finally reaches NirvaJ?a. All the Buddhas of the three

worlds16 rely on the Perfection ofWisdom, and that is why they attain the

ultimate and complete enlightenment. Know, therefore, that the Perfec

tion of Wisdom is a great divine spell, a spell of great illumination, a spell

without superior, and a spell without equal. It can do away with all suf

ferings-such is the unvarnished truth. Therefore, when the Spell of the

Perfection ofWisdom is to be spoken, say this spell: "Gate! Gate! Paragate!
Parasarp.gate! Bodhisvaha!"17

Now because that master of the law from the Tang Court was spiritually

prepared, he could remember the Heart Sfitra after hearing it only once.

Through him, it has come down to us this day. It is the comprehensive classic

for the cultivation of Truth, the very gateway to becoming a Buddha.

After the transmission of the sfitra, the Chan Master trod on the cloudy

luminosity and was about to return to his crow's nest. Tripitaka, however,

held him back and earnestly questioned him again about the condition of

the road to the West. The Chan Master laughed and said:
{{The way is not too hard to walk;
Try listening to what I say.
A thousand hills and waters deep;
Placesfull ofgoblins and snags;
When you reach those sky-touching cliffs}
Fear not andput your mind at rest.
Crossing the Rub Ear Precipice}
You must walk with steps placed sideways.

16. Three worlds: the past, present, and future ones.
17. The quotation says: "Gone, gone, gone beyond, completely gone beyond!

o what an awakening! All hail!"
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Take care in the Black Pine Forest;
Fox-spirits will likely bar your way.
Griffins willfill the capitals;
Monsters all mountains populate;
Old tigers sit as magistrates;
Graying wolves act as registrars.
Lions, elephants-all called kings!
Leopards, tigers are coachmen all!
A wildpig totes a haulingpole;
You'll meet ahead a water sprite.
An old stone ape ofmany years
Now nurses over there his spite!
Just ask that acquaintance ofyours:
Well he knows the way to the West. JJ

Hearing this, Pilgrim laughed with scorn and said, "Let's go. Don't ask
him, ask me! That's enough!" Tripitaka did not perceive what he meant.
The Chan Master, changing into a beam ofgolden light, went straight up to
his crow's nest, while the priest bowed toward him to express his gratitude.
Enraged, Pilgrim lifted his iron rod and thrust it upward violently, but
garlands of blooming lotus flowers were seen together with a thousand
layered shield of blessed clouds. Though Pilgrim might have the strength
to overturn rivers and seas, he could not catch hold of even one strand of
the crow's nest. When Tripitaka saw this, he pulled Pilgrim back, saying,
"Wukong, why are youjabbing at the nest of a bodhisattva like him?" "For
leaving like that after abusing both my brother and me," said Pilgrim. "He
was speaking of the way to the Western Heaven," said Tripitaka. "Since
when did he abuse you?" "Didn't you get it?" asked Pilgrim. "He said,
'A wild pig totes a hauling pole,' and insulted Bajie: 'An old stone ape of
many years' ridiculed old Monkey. How else would you explain that?"
"Elder Brother," said Bajie, "don't be angry. This Chan Master does know
the events of past and future. Let's see if his statement, 'You'll meet ahead
a water sprite,' will be fulfilled or not. Let's spare him and leave." Pilgrim
saw the lotus flowers and auspicious fog near the nest, and he had little
alternative than to ask his master to mount so that they could descend from
the mountain and proceed toward the West. Lo, their journey

Thus shows that in man's worldpure leisure is rare,
But evils and ogres are rife in the hills!

We really do not know what took place in the journey ahead; let's listen
to the explanation in the next chapter.
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Bajiefights fiercely at the Flowing-Sand River;
Moksa by order receives Wujing}s submission.

Now we tell you about the Tang monk and his disciples, the three trav
ellers, who proceeded toward the West through a vast level plain. Time
went by swiftly, and summer yielded to the arrival of autumn. All they
saw were some

Cold cicadas sing on dying willows
As the Great Fire roll toward the West.

As they proceeded, they came upon a huge and turbulent river, its waves
surging and splashing. "Disciples," exclaimed Tripitaka, "look at that vast
expanse of water in front of us. Why are there no boats in sight? How can
we get across?" Taking a close look, Bajie said, "It's very turbulent, too
rough for any boat!" Pilgrim leaped into the air and peered into the dis
tance, shading his eyes with his hand. Even he became somewhat frightened
and said, "Master, it's very difficult! Very difficult! If old Monkey wishes
to cross this river, he need only make one twist of his body and he will
reach the other shore. But for you, Master, it's impossible to get across."
"I can't even see the other shore from here," said Tripitaka. "Really, how
wide is it?" "It'sjust about eight hundred miles wide," said Pilgrim. "Elder
Brother," said Bajie, "how could you determine its widthjust like that?"

"To tell you the truth, Worthy Brother," said Pilgrim, "these eyes ofmine
can determine good or evil up to a thousand miles away in daylight. Just
now when I was up in the air, I could not tell how long the river was, but
I could make out its width to be at least eight hundred miles." Sighing
anxiously, the elder pulled back his horse and suddenly discovered on the
shore a slab of stone. When the three of them drew closer to have a look,
they saw three words written in seal-script, "Flowing-Sand River," below
which there were also four lines written in regular style. It read:

These Flowing-Sand metes) eight hundred wide;
These Weak Waters) three thousand deep.
A gooseftather cannot stay afloat;
A rush petal will sink to the bottom.



276 CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

As master and disciples were reading the inscription, the waves in the river
suddenly rose like tall mountains, and with a loud splash from the midst
of the waters a monster sprang out. Looking most savage and hideous,
he had

A headfull ofwild andfiamelike hair;
A pair ofbright} round eyes which shone like lamps;
A bluishftce which seemed neither black norgreen;
An old dragon}s voice like thunderclap or drum.
He wore a cape oflight yellow goose down.
Two strands ofwhite reeds tied around his waist.
Beneath his chin nine skulls were strung and hung;
His hands held an awesome priestly staff.
Like a cyclone, the fiend rushed up to the shore and went straight for

the Tang monk. Pilgrim was so taken aback that he grabbed his master
and dashed for high ground to make the escape. Putting down the pole,
Bajie whipped out his rake and brought it down hard on the monster.
The fiend used his staff to parry the blow, and so the two of them began
to unleash their power on the bank of the Flowing-Sand River. This was
some battle!

The nine-pronged rake;
Thefiend-routing staff;
These two met in battle on the river shore.
This one was the Marshal ofHeavenly Reeds:
That one was the Curtain-Raising Captain by the Throne.
In years past they met in Divine Mists Hall;
Today theyfought and waged a test ofmight.
From this one the rake went out like a dragon stretching its claws;
From that one the staffblocked the way like a sharp-tusked elephant.
They stood with their limbs outstretched;
Each struck at the other}s rib cage.
This one raked madly} heedless ofhead orftce;
That one struck wildly without pause or rest.
This one was a man-eating spirit} long a lord ofFlowing-Sand;
That one was a Way-seekingfighter upholding Law and Faith.

Closing in again and again, the two of them fought for twenty rounds,
but neither emerged the victor.

The Great Sage meanwhile was standing there to protect the Tang
monk. As he held the horse and guarded the luggage, he became so aroused

by the sight ofBajie engaging that fiend that he ground his teeth and rubbed
his hands vehemently. Finally he could not restrain himself: whipping out
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the rod, he said, "Master, sit here and don't be afraid. Let old Monkey go
play with him a little." The master begged in vain for him to stay, and with
a loud whoop he leaped forward. The monster, you see, was just having a
grand time fighting with Bajie, the two of them so tightly locked in com
bat that nothing seemed able to part them. Pilgrim, however, rushed up
to the monster and delivered a terrific blow at his head with his iron rod.
The monster was so shaken that he jumped aside: turning around he dove
straight into the Flowing-Sand River and disappeared. Bajie was so upset
that he leaped about wildly, crying, "Elder Brother! Who asked you to
come? The monster was gradually weakening and was finding it difficult
to parry my rake. Another four or five rounds and I would have captured
him. But when he saw how fierce you were, he fled in defeat. Now, what
shall we do?" "Brother," said Pilgrim laughing, "to tell you the truth, since

defeating the Yellow Wind Fiend a month ago, I have not played with my
rod all this time after leaving the mountain. When I saw how delicious
your fight with him was, I couldn't stand the itch beneath my feet! That's
why Ijumped up here to playa little with him. That monster doesn't know
how to play, and I suppose that's the reason for his departure."

Holding hands and teasing each other, the two of them returned to
the Tang monk. "Did you catch the monster?" asked the Tang monk.
"He didn't last out the fight," said Pilgrim, "and he scrambled back to the
water in defeat." "Disciple," said Tripitaka, "since this monster has prob
ably lived here a long time, he ought to know the deep and the shallow
parts of the river. After all, such a boundless body of weak water, and not
a boat in sight-we need someone who is familiar with the region to lead
us across." "Exactly!" said Pilgrim. "As the proverb says, 'He who's near
cinnabar becomes red, and he who's near ink turns black.' The monster
living here must have a good knowledge of the water. When we catch
him, we should not slay him, but just make him take Master across the
river before we dispose of him." "Elder Brother," said Bajie, "no need

for further delay. You go ahead and catch him, while old Hog guards our
master."

"Worthy Brother," said Pilgrim with a laugh, "In this case I've really
nothing to brag about, for I'mjust not comfortable dOing business in water.
If all I do is walk around down there, I still have to make the magic sign
and recite the water-repelling spell before I can move anywhere. Or else
I have to change into a water creature like a fish, shrimp, crab, or turtle
before going in. If it were a matter ofmatching wits in the high mountains
or up in the clouds, I know enough to deal with the strangest and most
difficult situation. But dOing business in water somewhat cramps my style!"
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"When I was Marshal of the Heavenly River in former years," said Bajie,
"I commanded a naval force of eighty thousand men, and I acquired some
knowledge of that element. But I fear that that monster may have some
relatives down there in his den, and I won't be able to withstand him if

his seventh and eighth cousins all come out. What will happen to me then
if they grab me?" "If you go into the water to fight him," said Pilgrim,
"don't tarry. Make sure, in fact, that you feign defeat and entice him out
here. Then old Monkey will help you." "Right you are," said Bajie, "I'm
off!" He took off his blue silk shirt and his shoes; holding the rake with
both hands, he divided the waters to make a path for himself. Using the
ability he had developed in bygone years, he leaped through billows and
waves and headed for the bottom of the river.

We now tell you about that monster, who went back to his home in
defeat. He had barely caught his breath when he heard someone pushing
water, and as he rose to take a look, he saw Bajie pushing his way through
with his rake. That monster lifted his staff and met him face to face, crying,
"Monk, watch where you are going or you'll receive a blow from this!"
Using the rake to block the blow, Bajie said, "What sort of a monster are
you that you dare to bar our way?" "So you don't recognize me," said the
monster. "I'm no demon or fiend, nor do I lack a name or surname." "If
you are no demon or fiend," said Bajie, "why do you stay here and take
human lives? Tell me your name and surname, and I'll spare your life."
The monster said:

{{My spirit was strong since the time ofbirth.
I had made a tour ofthe whole wide world}
Where myfame as a hero became well known
A gallant type emulated by all.
Through countless nations I went as I pleased;
Over lakes and seas I freely roamed.
To learn the Way I crossed the edge ofHeaven;
Tofind a teacher I stumped this great earth.
For years my clothes and alms bowl went with me:
Not one day was I ever lax in spirit.
For scores oftimes I cruised cloudlike the earth
And walked everywhere a hundred times.
Only then a true immortal I did meet}
who showed me the Great Path ofGolden Light.
I seized the baby and thefair girlfirst1

I. As in Bajie's previous verse autobiography, the monster here is referring to his
experience of self-cultivation by means of physiological alchemy.
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Then released wood mother and the squire ofgold.
Bright HaIrs kidney-brineflooded the Floral Pool;
The Tower}s liver-fire plunged to the heart.
Three thousand merits done} I saw Heaven}sftce
And reverently bowed to the Hall ofLight.
Then theJade Emperor exalted me;
The Curtain-Raising Captain he made me.
An honored one in South Heaven Gate}
I was much esteemed at Divine Mists Hall.
I hung at my waist the Tiger-Headed Shield:
I held in my hands the Fiend-Routing Staff.
Just like the sunlight my gold helmet shone;
My body}s armorflashed like radiant mists.
I was chiefofthe guardians ofthe Throne:
I wasfirst among attendants ofthe court.
When Qjeen Mother gave the Festival ofPeach
She served herguests atJasper Pool afeast-
I dropped and broke a crystalglass ofjade}
And soulsfrom all the hosts ofHeavenfled.
Jade Emperorgrew mightily enraged;
Hands clasped} heftced his counsel on the left.
Stripped ofmy hat} my armor} and my rank}
I was taken bodily to the block.
Only the Great Immortal ofNaked Feet
Camefrom the ranks and begged to have mefreed.
Pardonedfrom death and with my sentence stayed}
I was banished to the shores ofFlowing-Sand.
Sated} I lie wearily in the stream;
Famished} I churn the waves tofind myfeed.
The woodsman sees me and his life is gone;
Thefishers ftce me and they soon perish.
Fromfirst to last I}ve eaten many men;
I}ve sinned} repeatedly} taking human lives.
Since you dare to work violence at my door}
My stomach this day has itsfondest hopes!
Don}t say you}re too coarse to be eaten now.
I}ll catch you} and look} that}s my minced meat sauce!}}

Terribly angered by what he heard, Bajie shouted: "You brazen thing!
You haven't the slightest perception! Old Hog is tempting enough to make
people's mouths water, and you dare say that I'm coarse, that I'm to be
chopped up for a chopped meat sauce! Come to think of it, you would like
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to consider me a piece of tough old bacon! Watch your manners and swal
low this rake of your ancestor!" When the monster saw the rake coming,
he used the style of "the phoenix nodding its head" to dodge the blow.
The two of them thus fought to the surface of the water, each one tread
ing the waters and waves. This conflict was somewhat different from the
one before. Look at

The Curtain-Raising Captain,
The Marshal ofHeavenly Reeds:
Each showing most admirably his magic might.
This one waved above his head thefiend-routing staff:
That one moved the rake as swiftly as his hand.
The vaulting waves rocked hills and streams;
The surging tide the cosmos dimmed.
Savage likeJupiter wielding banners andflags!
Fierce like Hell's envoy upsetting sacred tops!
This one guarded the Tang monk devotedly;
That one, a waterfiend, perpetrated his crimes.
The rake's one stroke would leave nine red marks:
The staff's one blow would dissolve man's soul.
They strove to win thefight;
They struggled to prevail.
All in allfOr the scripture pilgrim's sake,
They vented theirfury without restraint.
They brawled till carps andperches lost their newborn scales,
And youthful shells ofturtles, big and small, were hurt.
Red shrimps andpurple crabs all lost their lives;
The sundry gods ofwater all bowed to Heaven!
You heard only the waves rolled and crashed like thunderclaps.
The world was astounded: sun and moon were dark!

The two of them fought for two hours, and neither prevailed. It was like
A brass pan meeting an iron broom,
A jadegongfacing agolden bell.
We now tell you about the Great Sage, who was standing guard beside

the Tang monk. With bulging eyes he watched them fighting on the water,
but he dared not lift his hands. Finally, Bajie made a half-hearted blow with
his rake and, feigning defeat, turned to flee toward the eastern shore. The
monster gave chase and was about to reach the river bank when our Pil
grim could no longer restrain himself. He abandoned his master, whipped
out the iron rod, leaped to the river side and struck at the monster's head.
Fearing to face him, the monster swiftly dove back into the river. "You
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Bimawen!" shouted Bajie. "You impulsive ape! Can't you be a bit more
patient? You could have waited until I led him up to high ground and then
blocked his path to the river. We would have caught him then. Now he
has gone back in, and when do you think he'll come out again?" "Idiot,"

said Pilgrim laughing, "stop shouting! Let's go talk to Master first."
Bajie went with Pilgrim back to high ground to Tripitaka. "Disciple,"

said Tripitaka, bowing, "you must be tired!" "I won't complain about my
fatigue," said Bajie. "Let's subdue the monster and take you across the
river; only then would our plan be completely realized." Tripitaka said,
"How did the battle go with the monster just now?" "He was just about
my equal," said Bajie, "and we fought to a draw. But then I feigned defeat
and he chased me up to the bank. When he saw Elder Brother lifting his
rod, however, he fled." "So what are we going to do?" asked Tripitaka.
"Master, relax!" said Pilgrim. "Let's not worry now, for it's getting late.
You sit here on the cliff and let old Monkey go beg some vegetarian food.
Take some rest after you eat, and we'll find a solution tomorrow." "You
are right," said Bajie. "Go, and come back qUickly."

Pilgrim swiftly mounted the clouds and went north to beg a bowl of
vegetarian food from some family to present to his master. When the mas
ter saw him return so soon, he said, "Wukong, let us go to that household
which gave us the food and ask them how we may cross this river. Isn't
this better than fighting the monster?" With a laugh, Pilgrim said, "That
household is quite far from here, about six or seven thousand miles, no
less! How could the people there know about the water? What's the use of
asking them?" "You are fibbing again, Elder Brother!" said Bajie. "Six or

seven thousand miles, how could you cover that distance so quickly?" "You
have no idea," said Pilgrim, "about the capacity of my cloud-somersault,
which with one leap can cover a hundred and eight thousand miles. For the
six or seven thousand here, all I have to do is to nod my head and stretch
my waist, and that's a round trip already! What's so hard about that?"
"Elder Brother," said Bajie, "if it's so easy, all you need to do is to carry
Master on your back: nod your head, stretch your waist, and jump across.
Why continue to fight this monster?" "Don't you know how to ride the
clouds?" asked Pilgrim. "Can't you carry him across the river?"

"The mortal nature and worldly bones of Master are as heavy as the
Tai Mountain," Bajie said. "How could my cloud-soaring bear him up? It
has to be your cloud-somersault." "My cloud-somersault is essentially like
cloud-soaring," said Pilgrim, "the only difference being that I can cover
greater distances more rapidly. If you can't carry him, what makes you
think I can? There's an old proverb which says:
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Move Mount Tai: it}s light as mustard seeds.
Lift a man and you won}t leave the red dust!

Take this monster here: he can use spells and call upon the wind, pushing
and pulling a little, but he can't carry a human into the air. And if it's this
kind of magic, old Monkey knows every trick well, including becoming
invisible and making distances shorter. But it is required of Master to go
through all these strange territories before he finds deliverance from the
sea of sorrows; hence even one step turns out to be difficult. You and I are
only his protective companions, guarding his body and life, but we can
not exempt him from these woes, nor can we obtain the scriptures all by
ourselves. Even if we had the ability to go and see Buddha first, he would
not bestow the scriptures on you and me. Remember the adage:

What}s easily gotten
Is soonftrgotten. }}

When Idiot heard these words, he accepted them amiably as instruction.
Master and disciples ate some of the simply prepared vegetarian food before
resting on the eastern shore of the Flowing-Sand River.

Next morning, Tripitaka said, "Wukong, what are we going to do
today?" "Not much," said Pilgrim, "except that Bajie must go into the
water again." "Elder Brother," said Bajie, "you only want to stay clean, but
you have no hesitation making me go into the water." "Worthy Brother,"
said Pilgrim, "this time I'll try not to be impulsive. I'll let you trick him
into coming up here, and then I'll block his retreat along the river bank.
We must capture him." Dear Bajie! Wiping his face, he pulled himself to
gether. Holding the rake in both hands, he walked to the edge of the river,
opened up a path in the water, and went to the monster's home as before.
The monster hadjust wakened from his sleep when he heard the sound of
water. Turning qUickly to look, he saw Bajie approaching with the rake.
He leaped out at once and barred the way, shouting, "Slow down! Watch
out for my staff!" Bajie lifted his rake to parry the blow, saying, "What
sort of mourning staff do you have there that you dare ask your ancestor
to watch out for it?" "A fellow like you," said the monster, "wouldn't

recognize this!
For years my staffhas enjoyedgreatfame}
Atfirst an evergreen in the moon.
Wu Cant cut downfrom it one huge limb:

2. Wu Gang: supposedly an immortal of the Han period, who took up residence

in the moon. There he tried frequently to cut down a cassia tree, only to have it

grow again once it was felled.
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Lu Ban3 then made it, using all his skills.
Within the hub's one solidpiece ofgold:
Outside it's wrapped by countless pearly threads.
It's called the treasure stafffor crushingfiends,
Ever placed in Divine Mists to rout the ogres.
Since I was appointed a captain great,
TheJade Emperorgave it to me to use.
It lengthens or shortens after my desire;
It grows thick or thin with my command.
It went to guard the Throne at the Peaches Feast:
It served at court in Heaven's world above.
On duty it saw the many sages bowed,
And immortals, too, when the screen was raised.
A divine weapon oftranscendent power,
It's no mere humanfighting piece.
Since I was banishedfrom the gate ofHeaven,
It roamed with me at will beyond the seas.
Perhaps it is not rightfor me to boast,
But swords and spears ofman can't match this staff.
Look at that old, rusted muckrake ofyours:
Fit onlyfor hoeingfields and raking herbs I JJ

"You unchastened brazen thing!" said Bajie laughing. "Never mind
whether it's fit for hoeing fields! One little touch and you won't even know
how to begin putting bandages or ointment on nine bleeding holes! Even if
you are not killed, you will grow old with chronic infection!" The monster
raised his hands and again fought with Bajie from the bottom of the river
up to the surface of the water. This battle was even more different from
the first one. Look at them

Wielding the treasure staff.
Striking with muckrake;
They would not speak as if they were estranged.
Since wood mother constrained the spatula, 4

The two engaged in a combatfierce.
No win or loss;

3. Reputedly a craftsman of marvelous skills in the Spring and Autumn period

who was subsequently venerated by carpenters and builders as their patron deity.

4. Spatula: daoguei, the spatula or knifelike instrument which the alchemists use

to separate or measure their chemicals or herbs. In the narrative, it is used as a meta

phor for Sha Wujing.
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With determined minds
They churned up waves and billows tofight a war.
How could this one control his bitter rage;
That onefound unbearable his pain.
Rake and staffwent back andforth to show their might;
The water rolled like poison in Flowing-Sand.
They huffed andpuffed!
They worked and worked!
All because Tripitaka mustface the West.
The muckrake soferocious!
The staffused with such ease!
This one made agrab to pull him up the shore;
That one sought to seize and drown him in the stream.
They roared like thunder) stirring dragon andfish.
Gods andghosts cowered as the Heavens grew dim.
This time they fought back and forth for thirty rounds, and neither one

proved to be the stronger. Again Bajie pretended to be defeated and fled,
dragging his rake. Kicking up the waves, the monster gave chase and they
reached the edge of the river. "Wretch!" cried Bajie. "Come up here! We

can fight better on solid ground up here." "You are just trying to trick
me into going up there," shouted the monster, "so that you can bring out
your assistant. You come down here, and we can fight in the water." The
monster, you see, had become wise; he refused to go up to the bank and
remained near the edge of the water to argue with Bajie. When Pilgrim
saw that the monster refused to leave the water, he was highly irritated,
and all he could think ofwas to catch him at once. "Master," he said, "you
sit here. Let me give him a taste of the 'ravenous eagle seizing his prey.'"
He somersaulted into the air and then swooped down onto the monster,
who was still bickering with Bajie. When he heard the sound of the wind,
he turned qUickly and discovered Pilgrim hurtling down from the clouds.
Putting away his staff, he dove into the water and disappeared. Pilgrim
stood on the shore and said to Bajie: "Brother, that monster is catching
on! He refuses to come up now. What shall we do?" "It's hard, terribly
hard!" said Bajie. "I just can't beat him-even when I summoned up the

strength of my milk-drinking days! We are evenly matched!" "Let's go
talk to Master," said Pilgrim.

The two of them went up again to high ground and told the Tang monk
everything. "If it's so difficult," said the Elder, tears welling up in his eyes,
"how can we ever get across?" "Master, please don't worry," said Pilgrim.
"It is hard for us to cross with this monster hiding deep in the river. So,
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don't fight with him any more, Bajie; just stay here and protect Master.
I'm going to make a trip up to South Sea." "Elder Brother," said Bajie,
"what do you want to do at South Sea?" Pilgrim said, "This business of
seeking scriptures originated from the Bodhisattva Guanyin; the one who
delivered us from our ordeals was also the Bodhisattva Guanyin. Today our
path is blocked at this Flowing-Sand River and we can't proceed. Without
her, how can we ever solve our problem? Let me go ask her to help us:
it's much better than dOing battle with this monster." "You have a point
there, Elder Brother," said Bajie. "When you get there, please convey my
gratitude to her for her kindly instructions in the past." "Wukong," said
Tripitaka, "if you want to go see the Bodhisattva, you needn't delay. Go,
and hurry back."

Pilgrim catapulted into the air with his cloud-somersault and headed
for the South Sea. Ah! It did not even take him half an hour before he saw
the scenery of the Potalaka Mountain. In a moment, he dropped down
from his somersault and arrived at the edge of the purple bamboo grove,
where he was met by the Spirits of the Twenty-Four Ways. They said to
him, "Great Sage, what brings you here?" "My master faces an ordeal," said
Pilgrim, "which brings me here specially to see the Bodhisattva." "Please
take a seat," said the spirits, "and allow us to make the announcement."
One of the spirits who was on duty went to the entrance of the Tidal
Sound Cave, announcing, "Sun Wukong wishes to have an audience with
you." The Bodhisattva was leaning on the rails by the Treasure Lotus Pool,
looking at the flowers with the Pearl-Bearing Dragon Princess. When she
heard the announcement, she went back to the cave, opened the door, and
asked that he be shown in. With great solemnity, the Great Sage prostrated
himself before her.

"Why are you not accompanying the Tang monk?" asked the Bodhi
sattva. "For what reason did you want to see me again?" "Bodhisattva,"
said Pilgrim, looking up at her, "my master took another diSCiple at the
Gao Village, to whom you had given the religious name ofWuneng. After
crossing the Yellow Wind Ridge, we have now arrived at the Flowing-Sand
River eight hundred miles wide, a body of weak water, which is difficult
for Master to get across. There is, moreover, a monster in the river who is
quite accomplished in the martial arts. We are grateful to Wuneng, who
fought in the water with him three times but could not beat him. The
monster is, in fact, blocking our path and we cannot get across. That is
why I have come to see you, hoping you will take pity and grant us de
liverance." "Monkey," said the Bodhisattva, "are you still acting so smug
and self-sufficient that you refuse to disclose the fact that you are in the
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service of the Tang monk?" "All we had intended to do," said Pilgrim,
"was to catch the monster and make him take Master across the river. I am
not too good at doing business in the water; so, Wuneng went down alone
to his lair to look for him, and they had some conversation. I presume the
matter of scripture seeking was not mentioned."

"That monster in the Flowing-Sand River," said the Bodhisattva, "hap

pens to be the incarnation of the Curtain-Raising Captain, who was also
brought into the faith by my persuasion when I told him to accompany
those on their way to acquire scriptures. Had you been willing to mention
that you were a scripture pilgrim from the Land of the East, he would not
have fought you; he would have yielded instead." Pilgrim said: "That
monster is afraid to fight now; he refuses to come up to the shore and is
hiding deep in the water. How can we bring him to submission? How can
my master get across this body of weak water?"

The Bodhisattva immediately called for Hui'an. Taking a little red gourd
from her sleeves, she handed it over to him, saying, "Take this gourd and
go with Sun Wukong to the Flowing-Sand River. Call 'Wujing,' and he'll
come out at once. You must first take him to submit to the Tang monk.
Next, string together those nine skulls of his and arrange them according
to the position of the Nine Palaces. Put this gourd in the center, and you
will have a dharma vessel ready to ferry the Tang monk across the bound
ary formed by the Flowing-Sand River." Obeying the instructions of his
master, Hui'an left the Tidal-Sound Cave with the Great Sage carrying the
gourd. As they departed the purple bamboo grove in compliance with the
holy command, we have a testimonial poem:

The Five Phases well balanced as Heaven}s Truth}
He can recognize hisformer master.
The self}s refined} the base}s setfor wondrous use;
Discerninggood and evil he can see the cause.
Metal returns to nature-ofthe same kind are both.
Wood asksfor mercyfor they}re all related.
The two-earths5 completes the merit to reach the great void.
As water andfire are blended without a speck ofdust.
In a little while the two of them lowered their clouds and arrived at

the Flowing-Sand River. Recognizing the disciple Mok~a, zhu Bajie led
his master to receive him. After bowing to Tripitaka, Mok~a then greeted
Bajie, who said, "I was grateful to be instructed by Your Reverence so
that I could meet the Bodhisattva. I have indeed obeyed the Law, and I am

5. Two-earths: an anagrammatic pun on one of the graphs making up the char
acter for spatula.
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happy recently to have entered the gate of Buddhism. Since we have been
constantly on the road, I have yet to thank you. Please forgive me." "Let's
forget about these fancy conversations," said Pilgrim. "We must go and
call that fellow." "Call whom?" said Tripitaka. Pilgrim said, "Old Monkey

saw the Bodhisattva and gave her an account ofwhat happened. The Bod
hisattva told me that this monster in the Flowing-Sand River happened to
be the incarnation of the Curtain-Raising Captain. Because he had sinned
in Heaven, he was banished to this river and became a monster. But he
was converted by the Bodhisattva, who had told him to accompany you
to the Western Heaven. Since we did not mention the matter of seeking
scriptures, he fought us bitterly. Now the Bodhisattva has sent Mok~awith
this gourd, which that fellow will turn into a dharma vessel to take you
across the river." When Tripitaka heard these words, he bowed repeatedly
to Mok~a, saying, "I beseech Your Reverence to act quickly." Holding the
gourd and treading half on cloud and half on fog, Mok~amoved directly
above the surface of the Flowing-Sand River. He cried with a loud voice,
"Wujing! Wujing! The scripture pilgrim has been here for a long time.
Why have you not submitted?"

We now tell you about that monster who, fearful of the Monkey King,
had gone back to the bottom of the river to rest in his den. When he heard
someone call him by his religious name, he knew that it had to be the
Bodhisattva Guanyin. And when he heard, moreover, that the scripture
pilgrim had arrived, he no longer feared the ax or the halberd. SWiftly he
leaped out of the waves and saw that it was the disciple Mok~a. Look at
him! All smiles, he went forward and bowed, saying, "Your Reverence,
forgive me for not coming to meet you. Where is the Bodhisattva?" "My
teacher did not come," said Mok~a, "but she sent me to tell you to become
the disciple of the Tang monk without delay. You are to take the skulls
around your neck and this gourd, and to fashion with them a dharma ves
sel according to the position of the Nine Palaces so that he may be taken
across this body of weak water." "Where is the scripture pilgrim?" asked
Wujing. Pointing with his finger, Mok~a said, "Isn't he the one sitting on
the eastern shore?"

Wujing caught sight of Bajie and said, "I don't know where that lawless
creature came from! He fought with me for two whole days, never once
saying a word about seeking scriptures." When he saw Pilgrim, he said
again. "That customer is his assistant, and a formidable one too! I'm not
going over there!" "That is zhu Bajie," said Mok~a, "and that other one is
Pilgrim Sun, both disciples of the Tang monk and both converted by the
Bodhisattva. Why fear them? I'll escort you to the Tang monk." Only then
did Wujing put away his precious staff and straighten his yellow silk shirt.
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Hejumped ashore and knelt before Tripitaka, saying, "Master, your disciple
has eyes but no pupils, and he failed to recognize your noble features. I have
greatly offended you, and I beg you to pardon me." "You bum!" said Bajie.
"Why did you not submit in the first place? Why did you only want to fight
with me? What do you have to say for yourself?" "Brother," said Pilgrim
laughing, "don't berate him. It's really our fault for not mentioning that we
were seeking scriptures, and we didn't tell him our names." "Are you truly
willing to embrace our faith?" said the elder. "Your disciple was converted
by the Bodhisattva," said Wujing. "Deriving my surname from the river,
she gave me the religious name Sha Wujing. How could I be unwilling to
take you as my master?" "In that case," said Tripitaka, "Wukong may bring
over the sacred razor and shave off his hair." The Great Sage indeed took
the razor and shaved WUjing's head, after which he came again to do hom
age to Tripitaka, Pilgrim, and Bajie, thus becoming the youngest disciple
of the Tang monk. When Tripitaka saw that he comported himself very
much like a monk, he gave him the nickname of Sha Monk. "Since you
have embraced the faith," said Mok~a, "there's no need for further delay.
You must build the dharma vessel at once."

Not daring to delay, Wujing took off the skulls around his neck and
strung them up with a rope after the design of the Nine Palaces, placing
the gourd in the middle. He then asked his master to leave the shore, and
our elder thus embarked on the dharma vessel. As he sat in the center, he
found it to be as sturdy as a little boat. He was, moreover, supported by
Bajie on his left and Wujing on his right, while Pilgrim Sun, leading the
dragon-horse, followed in the rear, treading half on cloud and half on
fog. Above their heads Mok~a also took up his post to give them added
protection. In this way our master of the Law was safely ferried across the
boundary of the Flowing-Sand River: with the wind calm and waves quiet
he crossed the weak water. It was truly as fast as flying or riding an arrow,
for in a little while he reached the other shore, having been delivered from
the mighty waves. He did not drag up mud or water, and happily both
his hands and feet remained dry. In sum, he was pure and clean without
engaging in any activity. When master and disciples reached solid ground
again, Mok~a descended from the auspicious clouds. As he took back his
gourd, the nine skulls changed into nine curls of dark wind and vanished.
Tripitaka bowed to thank Mok~aand also gave thanks to the Bodhisattva.
So it was that Mok~awent straight back to the South Sea, while Tripitaka
mounted his horse to go to the West. We do not know how long it took
them to achieve the right fruit of scripture acquisition; let's listen to the
explanation in the next chapter.
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Tripitaka does notforget his origin;
The Four Sages test the priestly mind.

A longjourney westward is his decree}
Asfrosted bloomsfall in autumn}s mild breeze.
Tie up the sly ape} don}t loosen the ropes!
Hold back the mean horse} and don}t use the whip!
Wood mother} metal squire-they mix themselves.
Yellow hag and red son are all the same. 1

Bite open the iron ball-there}s mystery true:
Peifection and wisdom will come to you.

The principal aim of this chapter is to make clear that the quest for scrip
tures is essentially the same as the need to attend to the fundamentals in
one's life. We now tell you about master and disciples, the four of them,
who, having awakened to the suchness of all things, broke the lock ofdust
asunder. Leaping clear from the flowing sand of the sea of nature, they
were completely rid ofany hindrance and proceeded westward on the main
road. They passed through countless green hills and blue waters: they saw
wild grass and untended flowers in endless arrays. Time was swift indeed
and soon it was autumn again. You see

Maple leaves red all over the mountain;
Golden blooms prevail over the night-wind.
The old cicada}s song turns languid;
The sad cricket ever voices his plaint.
Cracked lotus leaves like green silkfans;

I. Yellow hag: the secretion of the spleen in internal alchemy is so called (huangpo),
and it is considered vital to the nourishment of the other viscera. In the narrative,

the term is frequently used to designate Sha Monk. Red child or red boy (chizi) in

literary Chinese refers usually to the newborn infant because of its color. In inter

nal alchemy, however, the formation of the baby can refer to the state of achieved

physical immortality, and it is in this sense that the term is occasionally used in the

narrative to identify Tripitaka.
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Oranges tangy like balls ofgold.
Lovely} those rows ofwildgeese}
Spreading dots in the distant sky.
As theyjourneyed, it was getting late again. "Disciples," said Tripitaka,

"it's getting late. Where shall we go to spend the night?" "Master," said
Pilgrim, "what you said is not quite right. Those who have left home dine
on the winds and rest beside the waters; they sleep beneath the moon and
lie on the frost; in short, any place can be their home. Why ask where we
should spend the night?" "Elder Brother," said zhu Bajie, "all you seem

to care about is making progress on the journey, and you've no concern
for the burdens of others. Since crossing the Flowing-Sand River, we have
been doing nothing but scale mountains and peaks, and hauling this heavy
load is beCOming rather hard on me. Wouldn't it be much more reason
able to look for a house where we can ask for some tea and rice, and try
to regain our strength?"

"Idiot," said Pilgrim, "your words sound as ifyou begrudge this whole
enterprise. If you think that you are still back in the Gao Village, where
you can enjoy the comfort which comes to you without your exerting
yourself, then you won't make it! If you have truly embraced the faith of
Buddhism, you must be willing to endure pain and suffering; only then
will you be a true disciple." "Elder Brother," said Bajie, "how heavy do

you think this load of luggage is?" Pilgrim said, "Brother, since you and
Sha Monkjoined us, I haven't had a chance to pole it. How would I know
its weight?" "Ah! Elder Brother," said Bajie, ''just count the things here:

Four yellow rattan mats;
Long and short} eight ropes in all.
To guard agains dampness and rain}
There are blankets-three}four layers!
Theflat pole}s too slippery} perhaps?
You add nails on nails at both ends!
Cast in iron and copper} the nine-ringedpriestly staff.
Made ofbamboo and rattan} the long} large cloak.

With all this luggage, you should pity old Hog, who has to walk all day
carrying it! You only are the disciple of our master: I've been made into
a long-term laborer!"

"Idiot!" said Pilgrim with a laugh, "to whom are you complaining?"
"To you. Elder Brother," said Bajie. "Ifyou're making complaints to me,"
said Pilgrim, "you've made a mistake! Old Monkey is solely concerned with
Master's safety, whereas you and Sha Monk have the special responsibility
of looking after the luggage and the horse. If you ever slack off, you'll get
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a good whipping in the shanks from this huge rod!" "Elder Brother," said
Bajie, "don't mention whipping, for that only means taking advantage of
others by brute force. I realize that you have a proud and haughty nature,
and you are not about to pole the luggage. But look how fat and strong the
horse is that Master is riding : he's only carrying one old monk. Make him
take a few pieces of luggage, for the sake of fraternal sentiment!" "So you
think he's a horse!" said Pilgrim. "He's no earthly horse, for he is originally
the son of Aorun, the Dragon King of the Western Ocean. Because he set
fire to the palace and destroyed some of its pearls, his father charged him
with disobedience and he was condemned by Heaven. He was fortunate
to have the Bodhisattva Guanyin save his life, and he was placed in the
Eagle Grief Stream to await Master's arrival. At the appropriate time,
the Bodhisattva also appeared personally to take off his scales and horns
and to remove the pearls around his neck. It was then that he changed into
this horse to carry Master to worship Buddha in the Western Heaven. This
is a matter of achieving merit for each one of us individually, and you
shouldn't bother him."

When Sha Monk heard these words, he said, "Elder Brother, is he really
a dragon?" "Yes," said Pilgrim. Bajie said, "Elder Brother, I have heard an

ancient saying that a dragon can breathe out clouds and mists, kick up dust
and dirt, and he even has the ability to leap over mountains and peaks, the
divine power to stir up rivers and seas. How is it that he is walking so slowly
at the moment?" "You want him to move swiftly?" said Pilgrim. "I'll make

him do that. Look!" Dear Great Sage! He shook his golden-hooped rod
once, and there were ten thousand shafts ofcolorful lights! When that horse
saw the rod, he was so afraid that he might be struck by it that he moved his
four legs like lightning and darted away. As his hands were weak, the master
could not restrain the horse from this display of its mean nature. The horse
ran all the way up a mountain cliffbefore slowing down to a trot. The master
finally caught his breath, and that was when he discovered in the distance
several stately bUildings beneath some pine trees. He saw

Doors draped by hanging cedars:
Houses beside agreen hill;
Pine treesfresh and straight.
And some poles ofmottled bamboo.
By thefence wild chrysanthemums glow with thefrost:
By the bridge} reflections oforchids redden the stream.
Walls ofwhite plaster;
Andfences brick-laid.
A great hall} how noble and august:
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A tall house} so peaceful and clean.
No oxen or sheep are seen} nor hens or dogs.
After autumn}s harvest thefarm chores must be light.
As the master held on to the saddle and slowly surveyed the scenery,

Wukong and his brothers arrived. "Master," said Wukong, "you didn't fall
off the horse?" "You brazen ape!" scolded the elder. "You were the one

who frightened the horse! It's a good thing I managed to stay on him!" At
tempting to placate him with a smile, Pilgrim said, "Master, please don't
scold me. It all began when zhu Bajie said that the horse was moving too
slowly: so I made him hurry a little." Because he tried to catch up with
the horse, Idiot ran till he was all out ofbreath, mumbling to himself, "I'm

done, done! Look at this belly ofmine, and the slack torso! Already the pole
is so heavy that I can hardly carry it. Now I'm given the additional bustle
and toil of running after this horse!" "Disciples," said the elder, "look over
there: there's a small village where we may perhaps ask for lodging." When
Pilgrim heard these words, he looked up and saw that it was covered by
auspicious clouds and hallowed mists. He knew then that this place had to
be a creation ofbuddhas or immortals, but he dared not reveal the Heavenly
secret. He only said replied: "Fine! Fine! Let's go ask for shelter."

Q!!ickly dismounting, the elder discovered that the towered entrance
gate was decorated with carved lotus designs and looped slits in the wood
work; its pillars were carved and its beams gilded. Sha Monk put down
the luggage, while Bajie led the horse, saying, "This must be a family of
considerable wealth!" Pilgrim would have gone in at once, but Tripitaka
said, "No, you and I are priests, and we should behave with circumspec
tion. Don't ever enter a house without permission. Let's wait until someone
comes out, and then we may request lodging politely." Bajie tied up the
horse and sat down, leaning against the wall. Tripitaka sat on one of the
stone drums while Pilgrim and Sha Monk seated themselves at the foot
of the gate. They waited for a long time, but no one came out. Impatient
by nature, Pilgrim leaped up after a while and ran inside the gate to have
a look. There were, in fact, three large halls facing south, each with its
curtains highly drawn up. Above the door screen hung a horizontal scroll
painting with motifs of long life and rich blessings. And pasted on the
gold lacquered pillars on either side was this new year couplet written on
bright red paper:

Frail willowsfloat like gossamer} the low bridge at dusk:
Snow dots thefragrant plums} a small yard in the spring.

In the center hall, there was a small black lacquered table, its luster half
gone, bearing an old bronze urn in the shape of a beast. There were six
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straight-backed chairs in the main hall, while hanging screens were mounted
on the walls east and west just below the roof.

As Pilgrim was glancing at all this furtively, the sound of footsteps sud
denly came from behind the door to the rear, and out walked a middle-aged
woman who asked in a seductive voice, "Who are you, that you dare enter
a widow's home without permission?" The Great Sage was so taken aback
that he could only murmur his reply: "This humble monk came from the
Great Tang in the Land of the East, having received the royal decree to seek
scriptures from Buddha in the West. There are four ofus altogether. As we
reached your noble region, it became late, and we therefore approached the
sacred abode of the old Bodhisattva to seek shelter for the night." Smiling
amiably, the woman said, "Elder, where are your other three companions?
Please invite them to come in." "Master," shouted Pilgrim in a loud voice,

"you are invited to come in." Only then did Tripitaka enter with Bajie and
Sha Monk, who was leading the horse and carrying the luggage as welL
The woman walked out of the hall to greet them, where she was met by
the furtive, wanton glances of Bajie. "How did she look?" you ask.

She wore agown ofmandarin green and silk brocade)
Topped by a light pink vest)
To which wasfastened a light yellow embroidered skirt;
Her high-heeled) patterned shoes glinted beneath.
A black lace covered her stylish coiffure)
Nicely matching the twin-colored braids like dragons coiled.
Her ivory palace-comb) gleaming red and halcyon-blue)
Supported two gold hair-pins set aslant.
Her half-grey tresses swept up like phoenix wings;
Her dangling earrings had rows ofprecious pearls.
Still lovely even without powder or rouge)
She had charm and beauty like onefair youth.
When the woman saw the three of them, she became even more amiable

and invited them with great politeness into the main halL After they had
exchanged greetings one after the other, the pilgrims were told to be seated
for tea to be served. From behind the screen a young maid with two tufts
of flowing locks appeared, holding a golden tray with several white-jade
cups. There were

Fragrant tea wafting warm air)
Strangefruits spreadingfine aroma.

That lady rolled up her colorful sleeves and revealed long, delicate fingers
like the stalks of spring onions; holding high the jade cups, she passed the
tea to each one of them, bowing as she made the presentation. After the
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tea, she gave instructions for vegetarian food to be prepared. "Old Bodhi
sattva," said Tripitaka bowing, "what is your noble surname? And what
is the name of your esteemed region?" The woman said, "This belongs to
the West Aparagodaniya Continent. My maiden surname is Jia (Unreal),
and the surname of my husband's family is Mo (Nonexisting). Unfortu
nately, my in-laws died prematurely, and my husband and I inherited our
ancestral fortune, which amounted to more than ten thousand taels of
silver and over fifteen thousand acres ofprime land. It was fated, however,
that we should have no son, having given birth only to three daughters.
The year before last, it was my great misfortune to lose my husband also,
and I was left a widow. This year my mourning period is completed, but
we have no other relatives beside mother and daughters to inherit our vast
property and land. I would have liked to marry again, but I find it difficult
to give up such wealth. We are delighted, therefore, that the four of you
have arrived, for we four, mother and daughters, would like very much
to ask you to become our spouses. I do not know what you will think of
this proposaL"

When Tripitaka heard these words, he turned deaf and dumb; shutting
his eyes to quiet his mind, he fell silent and gave no reply. The woman said,
"We own over three hundred acres ofpaddies, over four hundred and sixty
acres of dried fields, and over four hundred and sixty acres of orchards and
forests. We have over a thousand head of yellow water buffalo, herds of
mules and horses, countless pigs and sheep. In all four quarters, there are
over seventy barns and haystacks. In this household there is grain enough
to feed you for more than eight or nine years, silk that you could not wear
out in a decade, gold and silver that you might spend for a lifetime. What
could be more delightful than our silk sheets and curtains, which can render
spring eternal? Not to mention those who wear golden hairpins standing
in rows! If all of you, master and disciples, are willing to change your
minds and enter the family of your wives, you will be most comfortable,
having all these riches to enjoy. Will that not be better than the toil of the
journey to the West?" Like a dumb and stupid person, Tripitaka refused
to utter a word.

The woman said, "I was born in the hour of the Cock, on the third

day of the third month, in the year Dinghai. As my deceased husband was
three years my senior, I am now forty-five years old. My eldest daughter,
named Zhenzhen, is twenty; my second daughter, Aiai, is eighteen; and my
youngest daughter, Lianlian, is sixteen. None of them has been betrothed to
anyone. Though I am rather homely, my daughters fortunately are rather
good-looking. Moreover, each of them is well trained in needlework and



CHAPTER NINETEEN 295

the feminine arts. And because we had no son, my late husband brought
them up as if they were boys, teaching them some of the Confucian classics
when they were young as well as the art ofwriting verse and couplets. So,
although they reside in a mountain home, they are not vulgar or uncouth
persons; they would make suitable matches, I dare say, for all of you. If
you elders can put away your inhibitions and let your hair grow again,
you can at once become masters of this household. Are not the silk and
brocade that you will wear infinitely better than the porcelain almsbowl
and black robes, the straw sandals and grass hats?"

Sitting aloft in the seat of honor, Tripitaka was like a child struck by
lightning, a frog smitten by rain. With eyes bulging and rolling upward, he
could barely keep himself from keeling over in his chair. But Bajie, hearing
of such wealth and such beauty, could hardly quell the unbearable itch in
his heart! Sitting on his chair, he kept turning and twisting as if a needle
were pricking him in the ass. Finally he could restrain himself no longer.
Walking forward, he tugged at his master, saying, "Master! How can you
completely ignore what the lady has been saying to you? You must try to
pay some attention." Jerking back his head, the priest gave such a hostile
shout that Bajie backed away hurriedly. "You cursed beast!" he bellowed.
"We are people who have left home. How can we possibly allow ourselves
anymore to be moved by riches and tempted by beauty?" With a laugh
the woman said, "Oh dear, dear! Tell me, what's so good about those who
leave home?" "Lady Bodhisattva," said Tripitaka, "tell me what is so good
about those of you who remain at home?" "Please take a seat, elder," said
the woman, "and let me tell you the benefits in the life of those of us
who remain at home. If you ask what they are, this poem will make them
abundantly clear.

When springfashions appear I wear new silk;
Pleased to watch summer lilies I change to lace.
Autumn bringsfragrant rice-wine newly brewed.
In winter}s heated rooms myface glows with wine.
I may enjoy thefruits ofallfour climes
And every dainty ofeight seasons} too.
The silk sheets and quilts ofthe bridal eve
Best the mendicant}s lift ofBuddhist chants. }}
Tripitaka said, "Lady Bodhisattva, you who remain in the home can

enjoy riches and glory; you have things to eat, clothes to wear, and chil
dren by your side. That is undeniably a good life, but you do not know
that there are some benefits in the life of those of us who have left home.
If you ask what they are, this poem will make them abundantly clear.
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The will to leave home is no common thing:
You must tear down the old stronghold oflove!
No cares without, tongue and mouth are at peace;
Your body within has good yin and yang.
When merit's done, youface the Golden Arch
Andgo back, mind enlightened, to your Home.
It beats the life oflustfor household meat:
You rot with age, one stinking bag offlesh!"
When the woman heard these words, she grew terribly angry, saying,

"How dare you to be so insolent, you brazen monk! If I had had no regard
for the fact that you have come from the Land of the East. I would have sent
you away at once. Here I was trying to ask you, with all sincerity, to enter
our family and share our wealth, and you insult me instead. Even though
you have received the commandments and made the vow never to return
to secular life, at least one of your followers could become a member of
our family. Why are you being so legalistic?"

Seeing how angry she had become, Tripitaka was intimidated and said,
"Wukong, why don't you stay here." Pilgrim said, "I've been completely
ignorant in such matters since the time I was young. Let Bajie stay." "Elder
Brother," said Bajie, "don't play tricks on people. Let's all have some further
discussion." "If neither of you is willing," said Tripitaka, "I'll ask Wujing
to stay." "Listen to the way Master is speaking!" said Sha Monk. "Since I
was converted by the Bodhisattva and received the commandments from
her, I've been waiting for you. It has been scarcely two months since you
took me as your disciple and gave me your teachings, and I have yet to
acquire even half an inch ofmerit. You think I would dare seek such riches!
I will journey to the Western Heaven even if it means my death! I'll never
engage in such perfidious activities!" When the woman saw them refusing
to remain, she qUickly walked behind the screen and slammed the door
to the rear. Master and disciples were left outside, and no one came out
again to present tea or rice. Exasperated, Bajie began to find fault with the
Tang monk, saying, "Master, you really don't know how to handle these
matters! In fact, you have ruined all our chances by the way you spoke!
You could have been more flexible and given her a vague reply so that
she would at least have given us a meaL We would at least have enjoyed a
pleasant evening, and whether we would be willing to stay tomorrow or
not would have been for us to decide. Now the door is shut and no one
is going to come out. How are we going to last through the night in the
midst of these empty ashes and cold stoves?"

"Second Brother," said Wujing, "why don't you stay here and become
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her son-in-law." Bajie said, "Brother, don't play tricks on people. Let's
discuss the matter further." "What's there to discuss?" said Pilgrim. "If

you are willing, Master and that woman will become in-laws, and you
will be the son-in-law who lives in the girl's home. With such riches and
such treasures in this family, you will no doubt be given a huge dowry
and a nice banquet to greet the kinsfolk, which all of us can also enjoy.
Your return to secular life here will in fact benefit both parties concerned."
"You can say that all right," said Bajie, "but for me it's a matter of fleeing
the secular life only to return to secular life, of leaving my wife only to
take another wife."

"So, Second Brother already has a wife?" said Sha Monk. "You didn't

realize," Pilgrim said, "that originally he was the son-in-law ofMr. Gao of
the Old Gao Village, in the Kingdom of Tibet. Since I defeated him, and
since he had earlier received the commandments from the Bodhisattva, he
had little choice but to follow the priestly vocation. That's the reason he
abandoned his former wife to follow Master and to go worship Buddha in
the Western Heaven. I suppose he has felt the separation keenly and has been
brooding on it for some time. Just now, when marriage was mentioned, he
must have been sorely tempted. Idiot, why don't you become the son-in
law of this household? Just make sure that you make a few extra bows to
old Monkey, and you won't be reprimanded!" "Nonsense! Nonsense!" said

Idiot. "Each one of us is tempted, but you only want old Hog to be embar
rassed. The proverb says, 'A monk is the preta of sensuality,' and which one
ofus can truly say that he doesn't want this? But you have to put on a show,
and your histrionics have ruined a good thing. Now we can't even get a
drop of tea or water, and no one is tending the lamps or fires. We may last
through the night, but I doubt that the horse can: he has to carry someone
tomorrow and walk again, you know. If he goes hungry for a night, he
might be reduced to a skeleton. You people sit here, while old Hog goes to
graze the horse." Hastily, Idiot untied the reins and pulled the horse outside.
"Sha Monk," said Pilgrim, "you stay here and keep Master company. I'll
follow him and see where he is going to graze the horse." "Wukong," said
Tripitaka, "you may go and see where he's going, but don't ridicule him."
"I won't," said Pilgrim. The Great Sage walked out of the main hall, and

with one shake of his body he changed into a red dragonfly. He flew out
of the front gate and caught up with Bajie.

Idiot pulled the horse out to where there was grass, but he did not graze
him there. Shouting and whooping, he chased the horse instead to the rear
of the house, where he found the woman standing outside the door with
three girls, enjoying the sight of some chrysanthemums. When mother
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and daughters saw Bajie approaching, the three girls slipped inside the
house at once, but the woman stood still beside the door and said, "little
elder, where are you going?" Our Idiot threw away the reins and went
up to greet her with a most friendly "Hello!" Then he said, "Mama, I
came to graze the horse." "Your master is much too squeamish," said the
woman. "If he took a wife in our family, he would be much better off,
wouldn't he, than being a mendicant trudging to the West?" "Well, they
all have received the command of the Tang emperor," said Bajie with a
laugh, "and they haven't the courage to disobey the ruler's decree. That's

why they are unwilling to do this thing. Just now they were all trying
to play tricks on me in the front hall, and I was somewhat embarrassed
because I was afraid that Mama would find my long snout and large ears
too offensive." "I don't, really." said the woman, "and since we have no

master of the house, it's better to take one than none at alL But I do fear
that my daughters may find you somewhat unattractive." "Mama," said
Bajie, "please instruct your noble daughters not to choose their men that
way. Others may be more handsome, but they usually turn out to be quite
useless. Though I may be ugly, I do live by certain principles." "And what
are they?" said the woman. Bajie saidJ

{{Though I may be somewhat uglYJ
I can work quite diligently.
A thousand acres oflandJyou say?
No needfor oxen to plow it.
IJll go over it once with my rakeJ
And the seeds willgrow in season.
When thereJs no rain I can make rain.
When thereJs no wind IJll callfor wind.
If the house is not tall enough.
IJll build you afew stories more.
If the grounds are not swept IJll give them a sweep.
If the gutterJs not drained IJll draw itfor you.
All things both great and small around the house
I am able to do most readily. JJ

"Ifyou can work around the house," said the woman, "you should dis

cuss the matter again with your master. If there's no great inconvenience,
we'll take you." "No need for further discussion," said Bajie, "for he's no

genuine parent of mine. Whether I want to do this or not is for me to de
cide." "All right, all right," said the woman. "Let me talk to my girls first."

She slipped back inside immediately and slammed the rear door shut. Bajie
did not graze the horse there either, but led it back to the front. Little did
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he realize, however, that Great Sage Sun had heard everything. With wings
outstretched, the Great Sage flew back to see the Tang monk, changing
back into his original form. "Master," he said, "Wuneng is leading the
horse back here." "Ofcourse he's leading the horse," said the Tang monk,
"for if he doesn't, it may run away in a fit of mischief." Pilgrim started to
laugh and gave a thorough account ofwhat the woman and Bajie had said,
but Tripitaka did not know whether to believe him or not.

In a little while Idiot arrived and tied up the horse. "Have you grazed
him?" asked the elder. "There's not much good grass around here," said

Bajie, "so it's really no place to graze a horse." "It may not be a place to
graze the horse," said Pilgrim, "but is it a place to lead a horse?"2 When
Idiot heard this question, he knew that his secret was known. He lowered
his head and turned it to one side; with pouting lips and wrinkled brows,
he remained silent for a long time. Just then, they heard the side door open
with a creak, and out came a pair of red lanterns and a pair of portable
incense burners. There were swirling clouds of fragrance and the sounds
of tinkling girdle-jade, when the woman walked out leading her three
daughters. Zhenzhen, Aiai, and Lianlian were told to bow to the scripture
pilgrims, and as they did so, standing in a row at the main hall, they ap
peared to be most beautiful indeed. Look at them!

Each mothlike eyebrow painted halcyon-blue:
Each prettyface aglow with springlike hues.
What beguiling} empire-shaking beauty!
What ravishing} heart-jolting charm!
Theirfiligreed headgears enhance theirgrace;
Silk sashes afloat} they seem wholly divine.
Like ripe cherries their lips part} half-smiling}
As they walk slowly and spread their orchid-scent.
Their headsfull ofpearls andjade
Atop countless hairpins slightly trembling.
Their bodiesfull ofdelicate aroma}
Shrouded by exquisite robes offine golden thread.
Why speak oflovely ladies ofthe South}
Or the good looks ofXizi?3
They look like thefairy ladies descendingfrom the NinefOld Heaven}
Or the Princess Chang}e leaving her Lunar Palace.

2. "To lead a horse": a Chinese metaphor for a marriage go-between.
3. Xizi: the legendary beauty and concubine ofKing Fucha of the ancient king

domofWu.
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When he saw them, Tripitaka lowered his head and folded his hands
in front of him, while the Great Sage became dumb and mute and Sha
Monk turned away completely. But look at that zhu Bajie! With eyes
unblinking, a mind filled with lust, and passion fast rising, he murmured
huskily: "What an honor it is to have the presence ofyou immortal ladies!
Mama, please ask your dear sisters to leave." The three girls went behind
the screen, leaving the pair of lanterns behind. The woman said, "Have
you four elders made up your mind which one of you shall be betrothed
to my daughters?" "We have discussed the matter," said Wujing, "and we

have decided that the one whose surname is zhu shall enter your family."
"Brother," said Bajie, "please don't play any tricks on me. Let's discuss the
matter further." "What's there to discuss?" said Pilgrim. "You have already
made all the arrangements with her at the back door, and even call her
'Mama.' What's there to discuss any more? Master can be the in-law for
the groom while this woman here will give away the bride; old Monkey
will be the witness, and Sha monk the go-between. There's no need even
to consult the almanac, for today happens to be the most auspicious and
lucky day. You come here and bow to Master, and then you can go inside
and become her son-in-law." "Nothing dOing! Nothing doing!" said Bajie.
"How can I engage in this kind of business?"

"Idiot!" said Pilgrim. "Stop this fakery! You have addressed her as

'Mama' for countless times already! What do you mean by 'nothing doing'?
Agree to this at once, so that we may have the pleasure of enjoying some
wine at the wedding." He caught hold of Bajie with one hand and pulled
at the woman with the other, saying, "Mother-in-law, take your son-in
law inside." Somewhat hesitantly, Idiot started to shuffie inside, while the
woman gave instructions to a houseboy, saying, "Take out some tables
and chairs and wipe them clean. Prepare a vegetarian dinner to serve these
three relatives of ours. I'm leading our new master inside." She further
gave instructions for the cook to begin preparation for a wedding banquet
to be held next morning. The houseboys then left to tell the cook. After
the three pilgrims had eaten their meal, they retired to the guest rooms,
and we shall say no more of them for the moment.

We now tell you about Bajie, who followed his mother-in-law and
walked inside. There were row upon row of doorways and chambers with
tall thresholds, causing him constantly to stumble and fall. "Mama," said
Idiot, "please walk more slowly. I'm not familiar with the way here, so
you must gUide me a little." The woman said, "These are all the store
rooms, the treasuries, the rooms where the flour is ground. We have yet
to reach the kitchen." "What a huge house!" said Bajie. Stumbling along
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a winding course, he walked for a long time before finally reaching the
inner chamber of the house. "Son-in-law," said the woman, "since your

brother said that today is a most auspicious and lucky day, I have taken
you in. In all this hurry, we have not had the chance of consulting an
astrologer, nor have we been prepared for the proper wedding ceremony
ofworshiping Heaven and Earth and of spreading grains and fruits on the
bridal bed. Right now, why don't you kowtow eight times toward the
sky?" "You are right, Mama," said Bajie. "You take the upper seat also,
and let me bow to you a few times. We'll consider that my worship of
Heaven and Earth as well as my gesture of gratitude to you. Doing these
two things at once will save me some trouble." "All right, all right," said

his mother-in-law, laughing, "you are indeed a son-in-law who knows
how to fulfill your household duties with the least effort. I'll sit down,
and you can make your bows."

The candles on silver candlesticks were shining brightly throughout
the hall as Idiot made his bows. Afterwards he said, "Mama, which one of
the dear sisters do you plan to give me?" "That's my dilemma," said his
mother-in-law. "I was going to give you my eldest daughter, but I was
afraid ofoffending my second daughter. I was going to give you my second
daughter, but I was afraid then of offending my third daughter. And if I
were to give you my third daughter, I fear that my eldest daughter may be
offended. That's why I cannot make up my mind." "Mama," said Bajie, "if
you want to prevent strife, why not give them all to me? That way, you
will spare yourself a lot of bickering that can destroy the harmony of the
family." "Nonsense!" said his mother-in-law. "You mean you alone want

to take all three ofmy daughters?" "Listen to what you're saying, Mama!"
said Bajie. "Who doesn't have three or four concubines nowadays? Even
if you have a few more daughters, I'll gladly take them all. When I was
young, I learned how to be long-lasting in the arts of love. You can be as
sured that I'll render satisfactory service to everyone of them." "That's no
good! That's no good!" said the woman. "I have a large handkerchief here,
with which you can cover your head, blindfold yourself, and determine
your fated marriage that way. I'm going to ask my daughters to walk past
you, and the one you can catch with your hands will be betrothed to you."
Idiot accepted her suggestion and covered his head with his handkerchief.
We have a testimonial poem which says:

ThefOol knows not the true causes ofthings
Beauty)s sword can in secret the selfdestroy.

Proper rites have long beenfixed by the Duke ofZhou)
But a bridegroom today still covers his head!
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After Idiot had tied himself up properly, he said, "Mama, ask the dear
sisters to come out." "Zhen, Aiai, Lianlian," cried his mother-in-law, "you

all come out and determine your fated marriage, so that one of you may
be given to this man." With the sounds of girdle-jade and the fragrance
of orchids, it seemed that some fairy ladies had suddenly appeared. Idiot
indeed stretched forth his hands to try to catch hold of one of the girls,
but though he darted about madly this way and that, he could not lay
hands on anyone on either side of him. It seemed to him, to be sure, that
the girls were making all kinds of movement around him, but he could
not grab a single one of them. He lunged toward the east and wrapped his
arms around a pillar; he made a dive toward the west and slammed into a
wooden partition. Growing faint from rushing about like that, he began
to stumble and fall allover the place-tripping on the threshold in front
of him, smashing into the brick wall behind him! Fumbling and tumbling
around, he ended up sitting on the floor with a bruised head and a swollen
mouth. "Mama," he cried, panting heavily, "you have a bunch of slippery
daughters! I can't catch a single one of them! What am I to do? What am
I to do?" Taking off his blindfold, the woman said, "Son-in-law, it's not

that my daughters are slippery; it's just that they are all very modest. Each
defers to the other so that she may take you." "If they are unwilling to take
me, Mama," said Bajie, "why don't you take me instead?" "Dear son-in

law," said the woman, "you really have no regard for age or youth, when
you even want your mother-in-law! My three daughters are really quite
talented, for each one of them has woven a silk undershirt studded with
pearls. Try them on, and the one whose shirt fits you will take you in."
"Fine! Fine! Fine!" said Bajie. "Bring out all three undershirts and let me
try them on. If all fit me, they can all have me." The woman went inside
and took out one undershirt, which she handed over to Bajie. Taking off
his blue silk shirt, Idiot took up the undergarment and draped it over his
body at once. Before he had managed to tie the strings, however, he sud
denly fell to the floor. The undershirt, you see, had changed into several
pieces of rope which had him tightly bound. As he lay there in great pain,
the women vanished.

We now tell you about Tripitaka, Pilgrim, and Sha Monk, who woke

up when it began to grow light in the East. As they opened their eyes, they
discovered that all the noble halls and bUildings had vanished. There were
neither carved beams nor gilded pillars, for the truth of the matter is that
they had all been sleeping in a forest of pines and cedars. In a panic, the
elder began to shout for Pilgrim, and Sha Monk also cried: "Elder Brother,
we are finished! We have met some ghosts!" The Great Sage Sun, however,
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realized fully what had happened. Smiling gently, he said, "What are you
talking about?" "Look where we've been sleeping!" cried the elder. "It's

pleasant enough in this pine forest," said Pilgrim, "but I wonder where that
Idiot is going through his ordeal." "Who is going through an ordeal?" asked
the elder. Pilgrim answered with a laugh. "The women of that household
happened to be some bodhisattvas from somewhere, who had waited for
us to teach us a lesson. They must have left during the night, but unfor
tunately zhu Bajie has to suffer." When Tripitaka heard this, he qUickly
folded his hands to make a bow. Then they saw a slip of paper hanging on
an old cedar tree, fluttering in the wind. Sha Monk qUickly took it down
for his master to read. On it was written the following eight-line poem:

Though the old Dame ofLi Shan had no desire,
Guanyin invited her to leave the mount.
Manjusri and Visvabhadra, too, were guests
who took in the woods theform ofmaidensfair.
The holy monk's virtuous and truly chaste,
But Bajie's profane, loving things mundane.
Henceforth he must repent with quiet heart,
For ijhe's slothful, the way will be hard.
As the elder, Pilgrim and Sha Monk recited this poem aloud, they heard

a loud call from deep in the woods: "Master, the ropes are killing me!
Save me, please! I'll never dare do this again!" "Wukong," said Tripitaka,
"is it Wuneng who is calling us?" "Yes," said Sha Monk. "Brother," said
Pilgrim, "don't bother about him. Let us leave now." "Though Idiot is
stupid and mischievous," said Tripitaka, "he is at least fairly honest, and he

has arms strong enough to carry the luggage. Let's have some regard for the
Bodhisattva's earlier intention, let's rescue him so that he may continue to
follow us. I doubt that he'll ever dare do this again." Sha Monk thereupon
rolled up the bedding and put the luggage in order, after which Great Sage
Sun untied the horse to lead the Tang monk into the woods to see what
had happened. Ah! So it is that

You must take care in the pursuit oftruth
To purge desires, and you'll enter the Real.
Entering the forest, they found Idiot tied to a tree.4 He was screaming

continuously because of the unbearable pain. Pilgrim approached him and
said to him, laughing, "Dear son-in-law! It's getting rather late, and you
still haven't got around to performing the proper ceremony of thanking

4. The rest of the chapter is taken from the beginning of chapter 24 in the full
length edition.
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your parents or announcing your marriage to Master. You are still having
a grand old time playing games here! Hey! Where's your mama? Where's
your wife? What a dear son-in-law, all bound and beaten!" When Idiot
heard such ridicule, he was so mortified that he clenched his teeth to try
to endure the pain without making any more noise. Sha Monk, however,
could not bear to look at him; he put down the luggage and went forward
to untie the ropes. After he was freed, Idiot could only drop to his knees
and kowtow toward the sky, for he was filled with shame. For him we
have as a testimony this lyric to the tune of "Moon Over West River":

Eros is a sword injurious:
Live by it and you will be slain.
The lady sofair and lovely at sixteen
Is more vicious than a yak$a.
You have but one principal sum;
You can)t addprofit to yourpurse.
Guard and keep well your precious capital
Which you must not squander and waste.
Scooping up some dirt and scattering it like incense, Bajie bowed to the

sky. "Did you recognize those bodhisattvas at all?" said Pilgrim. "I was
in a stupor, about to faint," said Bajie. "How could I recognize anyone?"
Pilgrim then handed him the slip of paper. When Bajie saw the gatha, he
was more embarrassed than ever. "Second Brother does have all the luck,"
said Sha Monk with a laugh, "for you have attracted these four bodhisattvas
here to become your wives!" "Brother," said Bajie, "let's not ever mention
that again! It's blasphemy! From now on, I'll never dare do such foolish
things again. Even if it breaks my bones, I'll carry the pole and luggage
to follow Master to the West." "You are speaking sensibly at last," said

Tripitaka.
Pilgrim then led his master and the two brothers up the main road. We

do not know what sort of good or evil was in store for them; let's listen
to the explanation in the next chapter.



TWENTY [44]

The dharma-body in primary cycle meets theforce ofthe cart;
The mind} righting monstrous deviates} crosses the spine-ridge pass.

The poem says:
To seek scriptures andfreedom they go to the West}
An endless toil through countless mounts offame.
The daysfly by like darting hares and crows;
As petalsfall and birds sing the seasons go.
A little dust-the eye reveals three thousand worlds;
The priestly staff-its head has seenfour hundred isles.
Theyfted on wind and rest on dew to seek theirgoal}
Not knowing which day they may all return.

We were telling you about Tripitaka Tang and his disciples, who found
the main road to the West. Truly they had to face the wind and brave the
snow, to be capped by the moon and cloaked by the stars. Theyjourneyed
for a long time and soon it was the time of early spring. You see

The cycled return oftriple yang;1

The radiance ofall things.
The cycled return oftriple yang
Makes all Heavens beguiling like apainted scroll;
The radiance ofall things
Meansflowers spread brocade through all the earth.
The plumsfade to aftw specks ofsnow;
The grains swell with the valley clouds.
Ice breaks gradually and mountain streamsflow;
Seedlings sprout completely and unparched.
Truly it is that
The God ofthe Year ridesforth;

I. Triple yang: a metaphor for the first month of the lunar calendar, it is so named
because of its correlation with the qian trigram of three unbroken lines. As every
unbroken line symbolizes the yang, the entire symbol is thus named triple yang.
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The God ofthe Woods takes a drive.
Warm breezes waftfloralfragrance;
Light clouds renew the light ofthe sun.
Willows by the wayside spread their curvategreen;
The rains give life; all things bear the looks ofspring.

As master and disciples traveled slowly along the road, enjoying the scenery
as they proceeded, they suddenly heard a loud cry that seemed the roar
of ten thousand voices. Tripitaka Tang was so startled that he immedi
ately pulled in his reins and refused to go forward. Turning back, he said,
"Wukong, where did that terrible din come from?" "Yes, it sounded as
if the earth were splitting apart and the mountains were toppling," said
Bajie. "More like the crack of thunder I'd say," said Sha Monk. Tripitaka
said, "I still think it's men shouting or horses neighing." With a chuckle,
Pilgrim Sun said, "None of you has guessed correctly. Stop here and let
old Monkey go take a look."

Dear Pilgrim! He leaped up at once and rose into midair, treading
on the cloudy luminosity. He peered into the distance and discovered a
moated city; when he looked more carefully, he saw that it was veiled
by auspicious luminosity after all and not by any baleful vapor. This is
a nice place, Pilgrim thought to himself. Why should there be such an
ear-splitting roar? There are no banners or spears in sight in the city, and
what we heard couldn't possibly be the roar of cannons. Why is it then
that we hear this hubbub of men and horses? As he was thus thinking to
himself, a large group of monks came into his sight: on a sandy beach
outside the city gate they were trying to pull a cart up a steep ridge. As
they strained and tugged, they cried out in unison to calion the name
of the Bodhisattva King Powerful for help, and this was the noise that
startled the Tang monk. Pilgrim lowered his cloud gradually to take a
closer look. Aha! The cart was loaded with bricks, tiles, timber, earth
clods, and the like. The ridge was exceedingly tall, and leading up to it
was a small narrow path flanked by two perpendicular passes, with walls
like two giant cliffs. How could the cart possibly be dragged up there?
Though it was such a fine warm day that one would expect people to dress
lightly, what the monks had on were virtually rags. They looked desti
tute indeed! Pilgrim thought to himself: "I suppose they must be trying
to build or repair a monastery, and since a region like this undoubtedly
yields a bountiful harvest, it must be difficult for them to find part-time
laborers. That's why these monks themselves have to work so hard." As
he was thus speculating, he saw two young Daoists swagger out of the
city gate. "How were they dressed?" you ask.
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Star caps crowned their heads;
Brocades draped their bodies;
Luminous star caps crowned their heads;
Colorful brocades draped their bodies.
Cloud-headed boots2 held up theirfeet;
Fine silk sashes tied up their waists.
Likefull moons theirfaces were handsome and bright;
They had thefairftrms ofjade-Heaven gods.
When the monks saw the two Daoists, they were terrified; everyone

of them redoubled his effort to pull desperately at the cart. "So, that's it!"
said Pilgrim, comprehending the situation all at once. "These monks must
be awfully afraid of the Daoists, for if not, why should they be tugging so
hard at the carts? I have heard someone say that there is a place on the road
to the West where Daoism is revered and Buddhism is set for destruction.
This must be the place. I would like to go back and report this to Master,
but I still don't know the whole truth and he might blame me for bringing
him surmises, saying that even a smart person like me can't be counted on
for a reliable report. Let me go down there and question them thoroughly
before I give Master an answer."

"Whom would he question?" you ask. Dear Great Sage! He lowered
his cloud and with a shake of his torso, he changed at the foot of the city
into a wandering Daoist of the Completed Authenticity sect, with an
exorcist hamper hung on his left arm. Striking a hollow wooden fish with
his hands and chanting lyrics of Daoist themes, he walked up to the two
Daoists near the city gate. "Masters," he said, bowing, "this humble Daoist
raises his hand." Returning his salute, one of the Daoists said, "Sir, where
did you come from?" "This disCiple," said Pilgrim, "has wandered to the

corners of the sea and to the edges of Heaven. I arrived here this morning
with the sole purpose of collecting subscriptions for good works. May I
ask the two masters which street in this city is favorable towards the Dao,
and which alley is inclined towards piety? This humble Daoist would like
to go there and beg for some vegetarian food." Smiling, the Daoist said,
"0 Sir! Why do you speak in such a disgraceful manner?" "What do you
mean by disgraceful?" said Pilgrim. "If you want to beg for vegetarian
food," said the Daoist, "isn't that disgraceful?" Pilgrim said, "Those who
have left the family live by begging. If I didn't beg, where would I have
money to buy food?"

2. Cloud-headed boots: a reference to the patterned embroidery on their boots,

the tops of which are made of silk.
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Chuckling, the Daoist said, "You've come from afar, and you don't
know anything about our city. In this city of ours, not only the civil
and military officials are fond of the Dao, the rich merchants and men of
prominence devoted to piety, but even the ordinary citizens, young and
old, will bow to present us food once they see us. It is, in fact, a trivial
matter, hardly worth mentioning. What's most important about our city is
that His Majesty, the king, is also fond of the Dao and devoted to piety."
"This humble cleric is first of all quite young," said Pilgrim, "and second,
he is indeed from afar. In truth I'm ignorant of the situation here. May
I trouble the two masters to tell me the name of this place and give me a
thorough account of how the king has come to be so devoted to the cause
ofDao-for the sake of fraternal feelings among us Daoists?" The Daoist
said, "This city has the name of the Cart Slow Kingdom, and the ruler on
the precious throne is a relative of ours."

When Pilgrim heard these words, he broke into loud guffaws, saying,
"I suppose that a Daoist has become king." "No," said the Daoist. "What

happened was that twenty years ago, this region had a drought, so severe
that not a single drop of rain fell from the sky and all grains and plants
perished. The king and his subjects, the rich as well as the poor-every

person was burning incense and praying to Heaven for relief. Just when
it seemed that nothing else could preserve their lives, three immortals
suddenly descended from the sky and saved us alL" "Who were these im
mortals?" asked Pilgrim. "Our masters," said the Daoist. "What are their

names?" said Pilgrim. The Daoist replied, "The eldest master is called the
Tiger-Strength Great Immortal; the second master, the Deer-Strength
Great Immortal; and the third master, Goat-Strength Great ImmortaL"
"What kinds of magic power do your esteemed teachers possess?" asked
Pilgrim. The Daoist said, "Summoning the wind and the rain for my mas
ters would be as easy as flipping over one's palms; they point at water and
it will change into oil; they touch stones and change them into gold, as
qUickly as one turns over in bed. With this kind of magic power, they
are thus able to rob the creative genius of Heaven and Earth, to alter the
mysteries of the stars and constellations. The king and his subjects have
such profound respect for them that all of us Daoists are claimed as royal
kin." Pilgrim said, "This ruler is lucky, all right. After all, the proverb says,
'Magic moves ministers!' He certainly can't lose to claim kinship with your
old masters, if they possess such powers. Alas! I wonder if I had even that
tiniest spark of affinity, such that I could have an audience with the old
masters?" Chuckling, the Daoist replied, "If you want to see our masters,
it's not difficult at alL The two of us are their bosom disciples. Moreover,
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our masters are so devoted to the Way and so deferential to the pious that
the mere mention of the word 'Dao' would bring them out of the door,

full ofwelcome. Ifwe two were to introduce you, we would need to exert
ourselves no more vigorously than to blow away some ashes."

Bowing deeply, Pilgrim said, "I am indebted to you for your introduc
tion. Let us go into the city then." "Let's wait a moment," said one of the
Daoists. "You sit here while we two finish our official business first. Then
we'll go with you." Pilgrim said, "Those of us who have left the family
are without cares or ties; we are completely free. What do you mean by
official business?" The Daoist pointed with his finger at the monks on the
beach and said, "Their work happens to be the means of livelihood for
us. Lest they become indolent, we have come to check them off the roll
before we go with you." Smiling, Pilgrim said, "You must be mistaken,
Masters. Buddhists and Daoists are all people who have left the family.
For what reason are they working for our support? Why are they willing
to submit to our roll call?"

The Daoist said, "You have no idea that in the year when we were all
praying for rain, the monks bowed to Buddha on one side while the Daoists
petitioned the Pole Star on the other, all for the sake of finding some food
for the country. The monks, however, were useless, their empty chants
of sfitras wholly without efficacy. As soon as our masters arrived on the
scene, they summoned the wind and the rain and the bitter affiiction was
removed from the multitudes. It was then that the Court became terribly
vexed at the monks, saying that they were completely ineffective and that
they deserved to have their monasteries wrecked and their Buddha images
destroyed. Their travel rescripts were revoked and they were not permit
ted to return to their native regions. His Majesty gave them to us instead
and they were to serve as bondsmen: they are the ones who tend the fires
in our temple, who sweep the grounds, and who guard the gates. Since
we have some bUildings in the rear which are not completely finished, we
have ordered these monks here to haul bricks, tiles, and timber for the
construction. But for fear of their mischief, indolence, and unwillingness
to pull the cart, we have come to investigate and make the roll calL"

When Pilgrim heard that, he tugged at the Daoist as tears rolled from his
eyes. "I said that I might not have the good affinity to see your old masters,"
he said, "and true enough I don't." "Why not?" asked the Daoist. "This
humble Daoist is making a wide tour of the world," said Pilgrim, "both
for the sake of eking out a living and for finding a relative." "What sort of
relative do you have?" said the Daoist. Pilgrim said, "I have an uncle, who
since his youth had left the family and shorn his hair to become a monk.
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Because of famine some years ago he had to go abroad to beg for alms
and hadn't returned since. As I remembered our ancestral benevolence, I

decided that I would make a special effort to find him along the way. It's
very likely, I suppose, that he is detained here and cannot go home. I must
find him somehow and get to see him before I can go inside the city with
you." "That's easy," said the Daoist. "The two ofus can sit here while you

go down to the beach to make the roll call for us. There should be five
hundred of them on the roll. Take a look and see if your uncle is among
them. If he is, we'll let him go for the sake of the fact that you, too, are a
fellow Daoist. Then we'll go inside the city with you. How about that?"

Pilgrim thanked them profusely, and with a deep bow he took leave of
the Daoists. Striking up his wooden fish, he headed down to the beach,
passing the double passes as he walked down the narrow path from the
steep ridge. All those monks knelt down at once and kowtowed, saying in
unison, "Father, we have not been indolent. Not even half a person from
the five hundred is missing-we are all here pulling the cart." Snickering
to himself, Pilgrim thought: "These monks must have been awfully abused
by the Daoist. They are terrified even when they see a fake Daoist like me.
If a real Daoist goes near them, they will probably die of fear." Waving his
hand, Pilgrim said, "Get up, and don't be afraid! I'm not here to inspect
your work, I'm here to find a relative." When those monks heard that he

was looking for a relative, they surrounded him on all sides, everyone of
them sticking out his head and coughing, hoping that he would be claimed
as kin. "Which of us is his relative?" they said. After he had looked at them
for a while, Pilgrim burst into laughter. "Father," said the monks, "you

don't seem to have found your relative. Why are you laughing instead?"
Pilgrim said, "You want to know why I'm laughing? I'm laughing at how
immature you monks are! It was because of your having been born under
an unlucky star that your parents, for fear of your bringing misfortune
upon them or for not bringing with you additional brothers and sisters,
turned you out of the family and made you priests. How could you then
not follow the ThreeJewels and not revere the law ofBuddha? Why aren't
you reading the sfttras and chanting the litanies? Why do you serve the
Daoists and allow them to exploit you as bondsmen and slaves?" "Vener
able Father," said the monks, "are you here to ridicule us? You must have
come from abroad, and you have no idea of our plight." "Indeed I'm from

abroad," said Pilgrim, "and I truly have no idea of what sort ofplight you
have."

As they began to weep, the monks said, "The ruler of our country is
wicked and partial. All he cares for are those persons like you, Venerable
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Father, and those whom he hates are us Buddhists." "Why is that?" asked
Pilgrim. "Because the need for wind and rain," said one of the monks,

"caused three immortal elders to come here. They deceived our ruler
and persuaded him to tear down our monasteries and revoke our travel
rescripts, forbidding us to return to our native regions. He would not,
moreover, permit us to serve even in any secular capacity except as slaves
in the household of those immortal elders. Our agony is unbearable! If
any Daoist mendicant shows up in this region, they would immediately
request the king to grant him an audience and a handsome reward; but if
a monk appears, regardless of whether he is from nearby or afar, he will
be seized and sent to be a servant in the house of the immortals." Pilgrim
said, "Could it be that those Daoists are truly in possession of some mighty
magic, potent enough to seduce the king? If it's only a matter of summon
ing the wind and the rain, then it is merely a trivial trick of heterodoxy.
How could it sway a ruler's heart?" The monks said, "They know how

to manipulate cinnabar and refine lead, to sit in meditation in order to
nourish their spirits. They point to water and it changes into oil; they
touch stones and transform them into pieces of gold. Now they are in the
process ofbUilding a huge temple for the Three Pure Ones, in which they
can perform rites to Heaven and Earth and read scriptures night and day,
to the end that the king will remain youthful for ten thousand years. Such
enterprise undoubtedly pleases the king."

"So that's how it is!" said Pilgrim. "Why don't you all run away and be
done with it?" "Father, we can't!" said the monks. "Those immortal elders
have obtained permission from the king to have our portraits painted and
hung up in all four quarters of the kingdom. Although the territory of this
Cart Slow Kingdom is quite large, there is a picture of monks displayed
in the marketplace of every village, town, county, and province. It bears
on top the royal inscription that any official who catches a monk will be
elevated three grades, and any private citizen who does so will receive a
reward of fifty taels of white silver. That's why we can never escape. Let's
not say monks-but even those who have cut their hair short or are getting
bald will find it difficult to get past the officials. They are everywhere, the
detectives and the runners! No matter what you do, you simply can't flee.
We have no alternative but to remain here and suffer."

"In that case," said Pilgrim, "you might as well give up and die." "Vener

able Father," said the monks, "many ofus have died. There were altogether
some two thousand monks caught and brought here: some six or seven
hundred of them have perished because they could not bear the suffering
and the persecution, or because they could not endure the cold or adjust
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to the climate. Another seven or eight hundred committed suicide. Only
we five hundred failed to die." "What do you mean by that?" said Pilgrim.

The monks said, "When we tried to hang ourselves, the ropes snapped;
when we tried to cut ourselves, the blades were blunt; when we hurled our
selves into the river, we floated back up instead; and when we took poison,
nothing happened to us." Pilgrim said, "You are very lucky! Heaven must
be desirous of prolonging your lives!" "The last word is not quite right,
Venerable Father," said the monks, "for surely you mean prolonging our
torments! Our daily meals are thin gruel made of the coarsest grains, and
at night, we have nowhere to rest but this exposed piece of sandy beach.
When we close our eyes, however, there will be deities here to protect
us." "You mean the hard work during the day," said Pilgrim, "causes you
to see ghosts at night." "Not ghosts," said the monks, "but the Six Gods

of Darkness and the Six Gods of Light, together with the Guardians of
Monasteries. When night falls, they will appear to protect us and, in fact,
prevent those who want to die from dying."

Pilgrim said, "These gods are rather unreasonable. They should rather
let you die early so that you could reach Heaven at once. Why are they
guarding you like that?" The monks said, "They try to comfort us in our
dreams, telling us not to seek death but to endure our suffering for a while
until the arrival of the holy monk from the Great Tang in the Land of
the East, the arhat who is journeying to the Western Heaven to acquire
scriptures. Under him, we are told, there is a disciple who is the Great
Sage, Equal to Heaven, and who has vast magic powers. He is, moreover, a
person of rectitude and kindness, one who will avenge the injustices of the
world, assist those who are needy and oppressed, and comfort the orphans
and the widows. We are told to wait for his arrival, for he will reveal his
power and destroy the Daoists, so that the teaching of Chan and complete
poverty will be honored once more." When Pilgrim heard these words,
he said silently to himself, smiling,

{{Don}t say old Monkey has no abilities}
For gods proclaim in advance hisfame. }}

Turning quickly and striking up again the wooden fish, he left the monks
to return to the city gate to meet the Daoists. "Sir," said the Daoists as
they greeted him, "which of them is your relative?" "All five hundred of
them are relatives of mine," said Pilgrim. Laughing, the two Daoists said,
"How could you have that many relatives?" "One hundred are neighbors
to my left," said Pilgrim, "and one hundred are neighbors to my right;
one hundred belong to my father's side, and one hundred belong to my
mother's side. Finally, one hundred happen to be my bond-brothers. If
you are willing to let these five hundred persons go, I'll be willing to enter
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the city with you. If you are not, I won't go with you." The Daoists said,
"You must be a little crazy, for all at once you are babbling! These monks
happen to be gifts from the king. If we want to release even one or two
of them, we will have to go first before our masters to report that they
are ill. Then, we have to submit a death certificate before we can consider
the matter closed. How could you ask us to release them all? Nonsense!
Nonsense! Why, not to speak of the fact that we would be left without
servants in our household, but even the court might be offended. The king
might send some officials to look into the work here or he himself might
come to investigate. How could we dare let them go?" "You won't release
them?" said Pilgrim. "No, we won't!" said the Daoists. Pilgrim asked them

three times and his anger flared up. Whipping out his iron rod from his
ear, he squeezed it once in the wind and it had the thickness of a rice bowl.
He tested it with his hand before slamming it down on the Daoists' heads.
How pitiful! This one blow made

Their heads crack) their bloodflow) their bodiesfall;
Their skin split) their necks snap) their brainsflow out!
Those monks on the beach, when they saw in the distance that he had

slain the Daoists, all abandoned the cart and ran towards him, crying,
"What disaster! You've just killed royal kin." "What royal kin?" said Pil
grim. The monks had him completely surrounded, crying, "Their masters
would not bow when they walk into court, and when they walk out, they
would not take leave of the king. His Majesty addresses them constantly
as Royal Preceptors, Elder Brothers, and Masters. How could you cause
such a terrible disaster? Their disciples came out here to supervise our
work and they did not offend you. How could you beat them to death? If
those immortal elders claimed that you were here only to supervise our
labor and that we were the ones who took their lives, what would hap
pen to us? We must go into the city with you and have you confess your
gUilt first." "Stop hollering, all of you," said Pilgrim, laughing. "I am no
mendicant Daoist of the Completed Authenticity sect. I'm here to save
you." "You have murdered two men," said the monks, "and we are likely

to be blamed for it. Look what you have added to our burdens! How could
you be our savior?"

Pilgrim said, "I am Pilgrim Sun Wukong, the disciple of the holy monk
of the Great Tang. I have come especially to save your lives." "No! No!"
cried the monks. "You can't be, for we can recognize that venerable father."
"You haven't even met him," said Pilgrim, "so how could you recognize
him?" The monks said, "We have met in our dreams an old man who iden
tified himself as the Gold Star Venus. He told us over and over again how
Pilgrim Sun was supposed to look so that we wouldn't make a mistake in
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identifying him." "What did he tell you?" said Pilgrim. The monks said,
"He said that the Great Sage has

A bumpy brow} andgolden eyesflashing;
A round head and a hairyface jowl-less;
Gaping teeth} pointed mouth} a character most sly;
He looks more weird than a thundergod.
An expert with agolden-hooped iron rod}
He once broke open Heaven}s gates.
He nowfollows Truth andprotects a monk}
Ever a saviorfrom mankind}s distress. }}
When Pilgrim heard these words, he was both pleased and annoyed;

pleased, because the gods had spread wide his fame, but also annoyed,
because those old rogues, he thought, had revealed to mortals his primal
form. He blurted out all at once: "Indeed all of you can see that I am not
Pilgrim Sun, but I am a disciple of his, just learning how to cause some
trouble for fun! Look over there! Isn't that Pilgrim Sun who is approach
ing?" He pointed to the East with his finger and tricked the monks into
turning their heads. As they did so, he revealed his true form, which the
monks recognized immediately. Everyone of them went to his knees,
saying, "Father, we are of fleshly eyes and mortal stock, and we failed to
know that you appeared to us in transformation. We beg Father to avenge
our wrongs and dispel our woes by entering the city quickly and exter
minating the demonic ones." "Follow me," said Pilgrim, and the monks

all followed him closely.
The Great Sage walked to the beach and exerted his power: he picked

up the cart and sent it hurtling through the two passes and up the steep
ridge before crashing into pieces. He then tossed all those bricks, tiles, and
timber down a ravine. "Go away!" he bellowed to the monks. "Don't crowd

around me. Let me see the king tomorrow and destroy those Daoists." "0
Father!" said those monks. "We dare not go very far away, for we fear that
we might be caught by the officials. Then we would be brought back for
beatings and for ransom, and there would be no end to our woes." "In that
case," said Pilgrim, "let me give you some means of protection."

Dear Great Sage! He plucked a handful of hairs which he chewed into
small pieces. To each of the monks he gave a piece with the instruction:
"Stick it into the nail of your fourth finger and then make a fist. You
can walk as far as you want. Don't do anything if no one comes to seize
you, but if there should be someone trying to arrest you, hold your fist
up tightly and cry, 'Great Sage, Equal to Heaven.' I will come at once to
protect you." "Father," said the monks, "ifwe walk too far away and you
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can't see or hear us, what good will it do?" "Relax," said Pilgrim, "for
even if you are ten thousand miles away, I guarantee you that nothing
will happen to you."

One of the monks who was somewhat courageous indeed held up his
fist and whispered: "Great Sage, Equal to Heaven." At once a thunder
spirit stood in front of him, holding an iron rod. He looked so formidable
that not even a thousand cavalry would dare charge near him. Several
scores of the monks made the call also, and several scores of Great Sages
at once appeared. The monks kowtowed, crying, "Father, truly an effica
cious manifestation!" "When you want it to disappear," said Pilgrim, "all
you have to say is the word, 'Cease.'" They cried, "Cease!" and the hairs

appeared again in their nails. The monks were overjoyed and began to
disperse. "Don't go too far away," said Pilgrim, "but listen for news of me

in the city. If a proclamation requesting for monks to return to the city is
published, you may then enter the city and give me back my hairs." Those
five hundred monks then scattered in all directions, and we shall speak no
more of them for the moment.

We tell you now instead about the Tang monk by the wayside. When he
waited in vain for Pilgrim to come back with a report, he told zhu Bajie to
lead the horse forward toward the West. As they proceeded, they met some
monks hurrying by, and when they drew near the city, they saw Pilgrim
standing there with a dozen or so monks who had not dispersed. Reining
in his horse, Tripitaka said, "Wukong, you were sent here to find out about
the strange noise. Why did it take you so long and still you didn't return?"
Leading those monks to bow before the Tang monk's horse, Pilgrim gave
a thorough account of what had happened. Horrified, Tripitaka said, "If
this is the situation, what shall we do?" "Please have no fear, Venerable
Father," said those monks. "Father Great Sage Sun is an incarnation of a

Heavenly god, and his vast magic powers will no doubt prevent you from
coming to any harm. We are priests of the Wisdom Depth Monastery of
this city, an edifice built by imperial command of the late king, the father
of the present ruler. Since the image of the late king is still inside the
monastery, it has not been torn down along with all the other monasteries,
big and small, of the city. Let us invite the venerable father to go into the
city and rest in our humble dwelling. We are certain that the Great Sage
Sun will know what to do by the time of the morning court tomorrow."
"What you say is quite right," said Pilgrim. "All right! We might as well
enter the city first."

The elder dismounted and went up to the city gate. The sun was setting as
they walked across the drawbridge and inside the triple gates. When people



316 CHAPTER TWENTY

on the streets saw that priests from the Wisdom Depth Monastery were
toting luggage and leading a horse, they all drew back and avoided them.
Before long they reached the entrance of the monastery, where they saw
hanging high above the gate a huge plaque on which was written in gold
letters: "The Wisdom Depth Monastery, Built by Imperial Command."
Pushing open the gates, the monks led them through the Vairocana HalL
They then opened the door to the main hall; the Tang monk draped the
cassock over his body and prostrated himselfbefore the golden image. Only
after he had paid homage to Buddha in this manner did he walk inside the
main halL "Hey, you who are looking after the house!" cried the monks,
and an old priest emerged. When he saw Pilgrim, he fell on his knees at
once and cried, "Father, have you arrived?" "Who am I?" said Pilgrim.
"Why should you address me and honor me in this manner?" "I recog

nize you to be the Great Sage, Equal to Heaven, the Father Sun," said the
priest. "Every night we dream of you, for the Gold Star Venus frequently
appears to us in our dreams, telling us that we can preserve our lives only
when you come to us. Today, I can tell immediately that you are the one
whom we saw in our dreams. 0 Father, I'm so glad that you have arrived
in time. After one or two more days, we may all become ghosts!" "Please
rise! Please rise!" said Pilgrim with laughter. "Tomorrow you will see some
results!" The monks all went to prepare for them a vegetarian meal, after
which they swept clean the abbot's residence for the pilgrims to rest.

Pilgrim, however, was so preoccupied that he could not sleep even
by the time of the second watch. From somewhere nearby also came the
sound of pipes and gongs, and he became so aroused that he rose qUietly
and slipped on his clothes. He leaped into midair to have a better look and
at once discovered that there was the bright glare of lamps and torches
due south of him. Lowering his cloud, he peered intently and found that
the Daoists of the Three Pure Ones Temple were making supplications
to the stars. He saw

The spiritual realm ofa tall chamber;
The blessedplace ofa magic hall.
The spiritual realm ofa tall chamber}
August like thefeatures ofMount Penglai;
The blessedplace ofa magic hall}
Immaculate like the Palace of TransftrmedJoy.
Daoists on both sides played their strings andpipes;
Masters at the center held up their tablets ofjade .
They expounded the Woe-Dispelling Litany;
They lectured on the Classic of the Way and Virtue.
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To raise dust3 aftw times they wrote out their charms;
To make the supplication they prostrated themselves.
With spell and water they sent a dispatch
Asflames oftorches shot up to the Region Above.
They sought and questioned the stars
Asfragrant incense rose through the azure sky.
Before the stands werefresh offerings;
On top oftables were victuals sumptuous.

On both sides of the hall's entrance was hung a pair ofyellow silk scrolls on
which the following parallel couplet in large characters was embroidered:

For wind and rain in due season}
We invoke the Honorable Divines} boundless power.
As the empire}s peaceful andprosperous}
May our lord}s reign exceed ten thousand years.
There were three old Daoists resplendent in their ritual robes, and Pil

grim thought they had to be the Tiger-Strength, Deer-Strength, and Goat
Strength Immortals. Below them there was a motley crew of some seven
or eight hundred Daoists; lined up on opposite sides, they were beating
drums and gongs, offering incense, and saying prayers. Secretly pleased,
Pilgrim said to himself, "I would like to go down there and fool with them
a bit, but as the proverb says,

A silkfiber is no thread;
A single hand cannot clap.

Let me go back and alert Bajie and Sha Monk. Then we can return and
have some fun."

He dropped down from the auspicious cloud and went straight back to
the abbot's hall, where he found Bajie and Sha Monk asleep head to foot in
one bed. Pilgrim tried to wake Wujing first, and as he stirred, Sha Monk
said, "Elder Brother, you aren't asleep yet?" "Get up now," said Pilgrim,
"for you and I are going to enjoy ourselves." "In the dead of night," said
Sha Monk, "how could we enjoy ourselves when our mouths are dried
and our eyes won't stay open?" Pilgrim said, "There is indeed in this city
a Temple of the Three Pure Ones. Right now the Daoists in the temple
are conducting a mass, and their main hall is filled with all kinds of offer
ings. The buns are big as barrels, and their cakes must weigh fifty or sixty
pounds each. There are also countless rice condiments and fresh fruits.
Come with me and we'll go enjoy ourselves!" When zhu Bajie heard in

3. Raise dust: a reference to the ability of immortals of (literally) "kicking up

dust" in the midst of a body of water-i.e., transforming water into land.
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his sleep that there were good things to eat, he immediately woke up, say
ing, "Elder Brother, aren't you going to take care of me too?" "Brother,"

said Pilgrim, "if you want to eat, don't make all these noises and wake up
Master. Just follow me."

The two of them slipped on their clothes and walked quietly out the
door. They trod on the cloud with Pilgrim and rose into the air. When Idiot
saw the flare of lights, he wanted immediately to go down there had not
Pilgrim pulled him back. "Don't be so impatient," said Pilgrim, "wait till
they disperse. Then we can go down there." Bajie said, "But obviously they
are having such a good time praying. Why would they want to disperse?"
"Let me use a little magic," said Pilgrim, "and they will."

Dear Great Sage! He made the magic sign with his fingers and recited a
spell before he drew in his breath facing the ground toward the southwest.
Then he blew it out and at once a violent whirlwind assailed the Three
Pure Ones Hall, smashing flower vases and candle stands and tearing up
all the ex-votos hanging on the four walls. As lights and torches were all
blown out, the Daoists became terrified. Tiger-Strength Immortal said,
"Disciples, let's disperse. Since this divine wind has extinguished all our
lamps, torches, and incense, each of us should retire. We can rise earlier
tomorrow morning to recite a few more scrolls of scriptures and make up
for what we miss tonight." The various Daoists indeed retreated.

Our Pilgrim leading Bajie and Sha Monk lowered the clouds and dashed
up to the Three Pure Ones Hall. Without bothering to find out whether
it was raw or cooked, Idiot grabbed one of the cakes and gave it a fierce
bite. Pilgrim whipped out the iron rod and tried to give his hand a whack.
Hastily withdrawing his hand to dodge the blow, Bajie said, "I haven't
even found out the taste yet, and you're trying to hit me already?" "Don't
be so rude," said Pilgrim. "Let's sit down with proper manners and then
we may treat ourselves." "Aren't you embarrassed?" said Bajie. "You are
stealing food, you know, and you still want proper manners! If you were
invited here, what would you do then?" Pilgrim said, "Who are these
bodhisattvas sitting up there?" "What do you mean by who are these bo
dhisattvas?" chuckled Bajie. "Can't you recognize the Three Pure Ones?"
"Which Three Pure Ones?" said Pilgrim. "The one in the middle," said

Bajie, "is the Honorable Divine of the Origin; the one on the left is the
Enlightened Lord of Spiritual Treasures; and the one on the right is Laozi."
Pilgrim said, "We have to take on their appearances. Only then can we eat
safely and comfortably." When he caught hold of the delicious fragrance
coming from the offerings, Idiot could wait no longer. Climbing up onto
the tall platform, he gave the figure of Laozi a shove with his snout and
pushed it to the floor, saying, "Old fellow, you have sat here long enough!
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Now let old Hog take your place for a while!" So Bajie changed himself
into Laozi, while Pilgrim took on the appearance of the Honorable Divine
of the Origin and Sha Monk became the Enlightened Lord of Spiritual
Treasures. All the original images were pushed down to the floor. The
moment they sat down, Bajie began to gorge himself with the huge buns.
"Could you wait one moment?" said Pilgrim. "Elder Brother," said Bajie,

"we have changed into their forms. Why wait any longer?"
"Brother," said Pilgrim, "it's a small thing to eat, but giving ourselves

away is no small matter! These holy images we pushed on the floor could
be found by those Daoists who had to rise early to strike the bell or sweep
the grounds. If they stumbled over them, wouldn't our secret be revealed?
Why don't you see if you can hide them somewhere?" Bajie said, "This
is an unfamiliar place, and I don't even know where to begin to look for
a hiding spot." "Just now when we entered the hall," Pilgrim said, "I
chanced to notice a little door on our right. Judging from the foul stench
coming through it, I think it must be a Bureau of Five-Grain Transmigra
tion. Send them in there."

Idiot, in truth, was rather good at crude labor! He leaped down, threw
the three images over his shoulder, and carried them out of the halL When
he kicked open the door, he found a huge privy inside. Chuckling to him
self he said, "This Bimawen truly has a way with words! He even bestows
on a privy a sacred title! The Bureau of Five-Grain Transmigration, what
a name!" Still hauling the images on his shoulders, Idiot began to mumble

this prayer to them:
((0 Pure Ones ThreeJ
IJll confide in thee:

From afar we cameJ
Staunchfoes ofbogies.
WeJd like a treatJ
But nowhereJs cozy.
We borrow your seats
For a while only.
You Jve sat too 10ngJ
Now go to the privy.
In times past youJve enjoyed countless good things
By beingpure and clean Daoists.
Today you canJt avoidfacing something dirty
When you become Honorable Divines Most Smelly I JJ

After he had made his supplication, he threw them inside with a splash
and half of his robe was soiled by the muck. As he walked back into the
hall, Pilgrim said, "Did you hide them well?" "Well enough," said Bajie,
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"but some of the filth stained my robe. It still stinks. I hope it won't make
you retch." "Never mind," said Pilgrim, laughing, "you just come and
enjoy yourself. I wonder ifwe could all make a clean getaway!" After Idiot
changed back into the form of Laozi, the three of them took their seats
and abandoned themselves to enjoyment. They ate the huge buns fist; then
they gobbled down the side dishes, the rice condiments, the dumplings,
the baked goods, the cakes, the deep-fried dishes, and the steamed pas
tries-regardless ofwhether these were hot or cold. Pilgrim Sun, however,
was not too fond ofanything cooked; all he had were a few pieces of fruit,
just to keep the other two company. Meanwhile Bajie and Sha Monk went
after the offerings like comets chasing the moon, like wind mopping up
the clouds! In no time at all, they were completely devoured. When there
was nothing left for them to eat, they, instead of leaving, remained seated
there to chat and wait for the food to digest.

Alas! This was what had to happen! There was, you see, in the east
corridor a young Daoist, who,just when he had lain down, scrambled up
again all at once when he thought to himself: "I left my handbell in the
halL If I lost it, the masters would rebuke me tomorrow." He said to his
companion, "You sleep first. I've got to go find something." Without even
putting on his undergarments, he threw a shirt on himself and went to the
main hall to search for his belL Groping this way and that in the darkness,
he finally found it. As he was turning to leave, he suddenly heard sounds
ofbreathing. Terribly frightened, the Daoist began to rush out of the hall,
and as he did so, he stepped on a lychee seed, which sent him crashing to
the floor and the bell was smashed to pieces. Unable to restrain himself,
zhu Bajie burst into roars of laughter, frightening the little Daoist out of
his wits. He scrambled up only to fall down once more; stumbling all over,
he managed to reach the master residence. "Grand-Masters," he screamed
as he pounded on the door, "It's terrible! Disaster!" The three old Daoists
had not yet fallen asleep. They opened the door to ask: "What disaster?"
Trembling all over, the young Daoist said, "Your disciple left behind his
handbell, and he went to the main hall to search for it. I heard someone
roaring with laughter, and it almost frightened me to death." When the
old Daoists heard these words, they cried, "Bring some light. Let's see what
kind of perverse creature is around." The Daoists sleeping along the two
corridors, old and young, were all aroused, and they at once scrambled up
to the main hall with lamps and torches. We do not know what was the
result; let's listen to the explanation in the next chapter.
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At the Three Pure Ones Temple the Great Sage leaves his name;

At the Cart Slow Kingdom the Monkey King reveals his power.

We now tell you about the Great Sage Sun, who used his left hand to give
Sha Monk a pinch, and his right to give zhu Bajie a pinch. Immediately
understanding what he meant, the two of them fell silent and sat with
lowered faces on their high seats. They allowed those Daoists to examine
them back and front with uplifted lamps and torches, but the three of them
seemed no more than idols made ofclay and adorned with gold. "There are
no thieves around," said the Tiger-Strength Immortal, "but then, why are
all the offerings eaten?" "It definitely looks as if humans have eaten them,"
said the Deer-Strength Immortal. "Look how the fruits are skinned and their
stones spat out. Why is it that we don't see any human form?" "Don't be too
suspicious, Elder Brothers," said the Goat-Strength Immortal. "I think that
our piety and sincerity and the fact that we are reciting scriptures and saying
prayers here night and day, all in the name of the Court, must have aroused
the Honorable Divines. The Venerable Fathers of the Three Pure Ones, I
suppose, must have descended to earth and consumed these offerings. Why
don't we take advantage of the fact that their holy train and crane carriages
are still here and make supplication to the Honorable Divines? We should
beg for some golden elixir and holy water with which we may present His
Majesty. Wouldn't his long life and perpetual youth be in fact our merit?"
"You are right," said the Tiger-Strength Immortal. "DisCiples, start the
music and recite the scriptures. Bring us our ritual robes. Let me tread the
stars to make our supplication." Those little Daoists all obeyed and lined
themselves up on both sides. At the sound of the gong, they all recited in
unison the scroll of True Scriptures ofthe Yellow Court. After having put on
his ritual robe, the Tiger-Strength Immortal held high his jade tablet and
began to kick up the dust with dancing. Intermittently he would fall to the
ground and prostrate himself. Then he intoned this petition:

((In fear and dread)

We bow most humbly.
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To stir up ourfaith
We seek Purity.
Vile priests we quell
To honor the Way.
This hall we build
The king to obey.
Dragonflags we raise}
And oJfrings display;
Torches by night}
Incense by day.
One thought sincere
Doth Heaven sway.
Chariots divine
Now come to stay.
Grant unto us some elixir and holy water}
Which we may give to His Majesty
That he may gain longevity. }}
When Bajie heard these words, he was filled with apprehension. "This

is our fault! We've eaten the goods and should be on our way. Now, how
shall we answer such supplication?" Pilgrim gave him another pinch before
suddenly opening his mouth and speaking out loud: "You immortals of
a younger generation, please stop your recitation. We have just returned
from the Festival of Immortal Peaches, and we have not brought along any
golden elixir or holy water. In another day we shall come to bestow them
on you." When those Daoists, old and young, heard that the image had
actually spoken, everyone of them trembled violently. "0 Fathers!" they
cried, "the living Honorable Divines have descended to earth. We must not
let them go. We must insist on their giving us some sort of magic formula
for eternal youth." Then the Deer-Strength Immortal went forward also
to prostrate himself and intone this supplication:

{{Our heads to the dust}
We pray earnestly.
Your subjects submit
To the Pure Ones Three.
Since we came here}
The Way was setfree.
The king is pleased
To seek longevity.
This Heavenly Mass
Chants scriptures nightly.
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We thank the Honorable Divines
For revealing their presence holy.
o hear ourprayers I
We seek yourglory I
Do leave some holy water behind}
That your disciples long life mayfindl}}
Sha Monk gave Pilgrim a pinch and whispered fiercely, "Elder Brother!

They are at it again! Just listen to the prayer!" "All right," said Pilgrim, "let's
give them something." "Where could we find it?" muttered Bajie. "Just
watch me," said Pilgrim, "and when you see that I have it, you'll have it
too!" After those Daoists had finished their music and their prayers, Pilgrim
again spoke out loud: "You immortals of a younger generation, there's no
need for your bowing and praying any longer. I am rather reluctant to leave
you some holy water, but I fear then that our posterity will die out. If I
gave you some, however, it would seem to be too easy a boon." When those
Daoists heard these words, they all prostrated themselves and kow-towed.
"We beseech the Honorable Divines to have regard for the reverence of
your disciples," they cried, "and we beg you to leave us some. We shall
proclaim far and near the Way and Virtue. We shall memorialize to the king
to give added honors to the Gate ofMystery." "In that case," said Pilgrim,
"bring us some vessels." The Daoists all touched their heads to the ground
to give thanks. Being the greediest, the Tiger-Strength Immortal hauled
in a huge cistern and placed it in the hall. The Deer-Strength Immortal
fetched an earthen-ware garden vase and put it on top of the offering table.
The Goat-Strength Immortal pulled out the flowers from a flowerpot and
placed it in the middle of the other two vessels. Then Pilgrim said to them,
"Now leave the hall and close the shutters so that the Heavenly mysteries
will not be seen by profane eyes. We shall leave you some holy water." The
Daoists retreated from the hall and closed the doors, after which they all
prostrated themselves before the vermilion steps.

Pilgrim stood up at once and, lifting up his tiger-skin kilt, filled the
flowerpot with his stinking urine. Delighted by what he saw, zhu Bajie
said, "Elder Brother, you and I have been brothers these few years but
we have never had fun like this before. Since I gorged myselfjust now, I
have been feeling the urge to do this." Lifting up his clothes, our Idiot let
loose such a torrent that it sounded as if the Liiliang Cascade had crashed
onto some wooden boards! He pissed till he filled the whole garden vase.
Sha Monk, too, left behind half a cistern. They then straightened their
clothes and resumed their seats solemnly before they called out: "Little
ones, receive your holy water."
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Pushing open the shutters, those Daoists kowtowed repeatedly to give
thanks. They carried the cistern out first, and then they poured the contents
of the vase and the pot into the bigger vessel, mixing the liquids together.
"Disciples," said the Tiger-Strength Immortal, "bring me a cup so that
I can have a taste." A young Daoist immediately fetched a tea cup and
handed it to the old Daoist. After bailing out a cup of it and gulping down
a huge mouthful, the old Daoist kept wiping his mouth and puckering
his lips. "Elder Brother," said the Deer-Strength Immortal, "is it good?"
"Not very good," said the old Daoist, his lips still pouted, "the flavor is
quite potent!" "Let me try it also," said the Goat-Strength Immortal, and
he, too, downed a mouthfuL Immediately he said, "It smells somewhat
like hog urine!" Sitting high above them and hearing this remark, Pilgrim
knew that he could no longer fool them. He thought to himself: "I might
as well display my abilities and leave them our names too." He cried out
in a loud voice:

{{0 Daoists, Daoists,
You are so silly!
Which Three Pure Ones
Would be so worldly?
Let our true names
Be told most clearly.
Monks ofthe Great Tang
Go West by decree.
We come to yourplace
Thisfine night carefree.
Your offerings eaten,
We sit andplay.
Your bows andgreetings
How could we repay?
That was no holy water you drank.
'Twas only the urine we pissed that stank!"
The moment the Daoists heard this, they barred the door. Picking up

pitchforks, rakes, brooms, tiles, rocks, and whatever else they could put
their hands on, they sent these hurtling inside the main hall to attack the
impostors. Dear Pilgrim! Using his left hand to catch hold of Sha Monk
and his right to take hold ofBajie, he crashed out of the door and mounted
the cloudy luminosity to go straight back to the Wisdom Depth Monastery.
When they arrived at the abbot's residence, they dared not disturb their
master; each went to bed quietly and slept until the third quarter of the
fifth watch. At that time, of course, the king began to hold his morning
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court, where two rows of civil and military officials-some four hundred
of them-stood in attention. You see

Bright lamps and torches midst purple gauze;
Fragrant clouds risingfrom treasure tripods.

As soon as Tripitaka Tang woke up, he said, "Disciples, help me to go and
have our travel rescript certified." Rising qUickly, Pilgrim, Sha Monk, and
Bajie slipped on their clothes and stood to one side to wait on their master.
They said, "Let it be known to our master that this king truly believes only
the Daoists and is eager to exalt the Way and to exterminate the Buddhists.
We fear that any ill-spoken word may cause him to refuse to certify our
rescript. Let us therefore accompany Master to enter the court."

Highly pleased, the Tang monk draped the brocaded cassock on himself
while Pilgrim took out the travel rescript; Wujing was told to hold the alms
bowl and Wuneng to take up the priestly staff. The luggage and the horse
were placed in the care of the monks of the Wisdom Depth Monastery.
They went before the Five-Phoenix Tower and saluted the Custodian of
the Yellow Gate. Having identified themselves, they declared that they
were scripture pilgrims from the Great Tang in the Land of the East, who
wished to have their travel rescript certified and would therefore like the
custodian to announce their arrivaL The official of the gate went at once
into court and prostrated himself before the golden steps to memorialize
to the king, saying, "There are four Buddhist monks outside who claim
that they are scripture pilgrims from the Great Tang in the Land of the
East. They wish to have their travel rescript certified, and they now await
Your Majesty's decree before the Five-Phoenix Tower." When the king
heard this, he said, "These monks have nowhere to court death and, of all

places, they have to do it here! Why didn't our constables arrest them at
once and bring them here?" A Grand Preceptor before the throne stepped
forward and said, "The Great Tang in the Land of the East is located in
the SouthJambudvipa Continent; it's the great nation of China, some ten
thousand miles from here. As the way is infested with monsters and fiends,
these monks must have considerable magic powers or they would not dare
undertake this westward journey. I implore Your Majesty to invite them
in and certify their rescript so that they may proceed, for the sake of the
fact that they are the distant monks from China and for the sake of not
destroying any goodly affinity."

The king gave his consent and summoned the Tang monk and his fol
lowers before the Hall of Golden Chimes. After master and disciples ar
rived before the steps, they presented the rescript to the king. The king
opened the document and was about to read it, when the Custodian of
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the Yellow Gate appeared to announce: "The three National Preceptors
have arrived." The king was so flustered that he put away the rescript hur
riedly and left the dragon seat. After having ordered his attendants to set
out some embroidered cushions, he bent his body to receive his visitors.
When Tripitaka and his followers turned around to look, they saw those
three great immortals swagger in, followed by a young acolyte with two
tousled pigtails. Not daring even to lift their eyes, the two rows of offi
cials all bowed deeply as they walked by. After they ascended the Hall of
Golden Chimes, they did not even bother to salute the king. "National
Preceptors," said the king, "we have not invited you. How is it that you
are pleased to visit us today?" "We have something to tell you," said one
of the old Daoists, "and that's why we're here. Those four monks down
there, where do they come from?" The king said, "They were sent by the
Great Tang in the Land of the East to fetch scriptures, and they presented
themselves here to have their travel rescript certified."

Clapping their hands together, the three Daoists burst out laughing
and said, "We thought they had fled. So they are still here!" Somewhat
startled, the king said, "What do you mean, Preceptors? When we first
heard of their arrival, we wanted to arrest them and send them to serve
you, had not our Grand Preceptor on duty intervened and presented a
most reasonable memorial. Since we had regard for the fact that they had
traveled a great distance, and since we did not wish to destroy our goodly
affinity with China, we summoned them in here to verify their rescript.
We did not expect you to raise any question about them. Could it be that
they have offended you in some way?"

"Your Majesty wouldn't know about this," said one of the Daoists,

chuckling. "Hardly had they arrived yesterday when they slew two of our
disciples outside the eastern gate. The five hundred Buddhist prisoners were
all released and the cart was smashed to pieces. As if that weren't enough,
they sneaked into our temple last night, vandalized the holy images of the
Three Pure Ones, and devoured all the imperial offerings. We were fooled
by them at first, thinking that the Honorable Divines had descended to
Earth. We therefore even asked them to give us some golden elixir and
holy water with which we might present Your Majesty, so that you would
be blessed with eternal youth. We hardly expected that they would trick
us by leaving us their urine. We found out all right, after each of us had
tasted a mouthful! Just when we were about to seize them, they managed
to escape. We didn't think that they would dare remain here today. As the
proverb says, 'The road for fated enemies is narrow indeed'!"

When the king heard this, he became so irate that he would have had
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the four priests executed at once. Pressing his palms together, the Great
Sage Sun cried out in a loud voice, saying, "Your Majesty, let your thun
derlike wrath subside for the moment and permit this monk to present his
memorial." "You offended the National Preceptors!" said the king. "Do

you dare imply that their words might be erroneous?"
Pilgrim said, "He claimed that we slaughtered yesterday two of his

disciples outside the city. But who could be a witness? Even if we were to
confess to this crime, and that would be a gross injustice, only two of us
need be asked to pay with our lives, and two of us should be released so
that we might proceed to acquire the scriptures. He claimed further that
we wrecked their cart and released their Buddhist prisoners. Again, there
is no witness, and moreover, this is hardly a mortal offense and only one of
us should be punished for this if it were true. Finally, he charged us with
vandalizing the images of the Three Pure Ones and caused disturbance in
their temple. This is clearly a trap they set for us." "How could you say
that it's a trap?" said the king.

"We monks are from the Land of the East," said Pilgrim, "and we've

just arrived in this region. We can't even tell one street from another. How
could we know about the affairs of their temple, and at night no less? Ifwe
could leave them our urine, they should have been able to arrest us right
then and there. Why did they wait until this morning to accuse us? In this
whole wide world, there are countless people who use false identities. How
could they know for certain that we are gUilty? I beg Your Majesty to
withhold your anger and make a thorough investigation." The king, after
all, had always been rather muddle-headed. When he heard this lengthy
speech by Pilgrim, he became more confused than ever.

Just then, the Custodian of the Yellow Gate again came to make this
announcement: "Your Majesty, there are outside the gate many village
elders who await your summons." "For what reason?" asked the king. He
ordered them brought in, and thirty or forty village elders came before
the hall. "Your Majesty," they said as they kowtowed, "there has been no
rain this year for the entire spring, and we fear that there will be a famine
if it remains dry like this through summer. We have come especially to
request that one of the Holy Fathers, the National Preceptors, to pray for
sweet rain that will succor the entire population." The king said, "Let the
village elders withdraw. Rain will be forthcoming." The village elders
gave thanks and left.

Then the king said, "You, priests of the Tang court, why do you think
that we honor the Dao and seek to destroy Buddhism? It was because in
years past, the monks of this dynasty attempted to pray for rain, and they
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could not produce even a single drop. It was our good fortune that these
National Preceptors descended from Heaven and saved us from our bitter
affiiction. Now all ofyou have offended the National Preceptors no sooner
than you arrived from a great distance, and you should be condemned. We
shall pardon you for the moment, however, and ask whether you dare to
have a rainmaking competition with our Preceptors. If your prayers could
bring us the rain to assuage the needs of the people, we would pardon you,
certify your rescript, and permit you to journey to the West. If you fail in
your competition and no rain comes, all of you will be taken to the block
and beheaded publicly." With a laugh, Pilgrim said, "This little priest has
some knowledge of prayers, too!"

When the king heard this, he at once asked for an altar to be built.
Meanwhile, he also gave the command that his carriage be brought out.
"We want personally to ascend the Five-Phoenix Tower to watch," he
said. Many officials followed the carriage up the tower and the king took
his seat. Tripitaka Tang, followed by Pilgrim, Sha Monk, and Bajie, stood
at attention down below, while the three Daoists also accompanied the
king and took their seats on the tower. In a little while, an official came
riding with the report: "The altar is ready. Let one of the Father National
Preceptors ascend it."

Bowing with his hands folded before him, the Tiger-Strength Immortal
took leave of the king and walked down the tower. "Sir," said Pilgrim,
barring his way, "where are you going?" "To ascend the altar and pray for
rain," said the Great Immortal. "You do have a sense of self-importance,"
said Pilgrim, "absolutely unwilling to defer to us monks who have come
from a great distance. All right! As the proverb says, 'Even a strong dragon
is no match for a local worm!' But if the master insists on proceeding first,
then he must make a statement first before the king." "What statement?"

said the Great Immortal. Pilgrim said, "Both you and I are supposed to
ascend the altar to pray for rain. When it comes, how could anyone tell
whether it's your rain or mine? Who could tell whose merit it is?" When
the king above them heard this, he was secretly pleased and said, "The
words of this little priest are quite gutsy!" When Sha Monk heard this, he
said to himself, smiling, "You don't know that his stomach's full of gutsi
ness! He hasn't shown much of it yet!"

The Great Immortal said, "There's no need for me to make any state

ment. His Majesty is quite familiar with what I am about to do." "He may
know it," said Pilgrim, "but I am a monk who came from a distant region.
I have never met you and I'm not familiar with what you are about to do.
I don't want us to end up accusing each other later, for that wouldn't be
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good business. We must settle this first before we act." "All right," said
the Great Immortal, "when I ascend the altar, I shall use my ritual tablet
as a sign. When I bang it loudly on the table once, wind will come; the
second time, clouds will gather; the third time, there will be lightning and
thunder; the fourth time, rain will come; and finally the fifth time, rain
will stop and clouds will disperse." "Marvelous!" said Pilgrim, laughing.
"I have never seen this before! Please go! Please go!"

With great strides, the Great Immortal walked forward, followed by
Tripitaka and the rest. As they approached the altar, they saw that it was
a platform about thirty feet talL On all sides were flown banners with the
names of the Twenty-Eight Constellations written on them. There was a
table on top of the altar, and on the table was set an urn filled with burn
ing incense. On both sides of the urn were two candle stands with huge,
brightly lit candles. Leaning against the urn was a tablet made of gold,
carved with the names of the thunder deities. Beneath the table were five
huge cisterns full of clear water and afloat with willow branches. To the
branches was attached a thin sheet of iron inscribed with the charms used
to summon the agents of the Thunder Bureau. Five huge pillars were also
set up around the table, and written on these pillars were the names of the
barbarian thunder lords of Five Q!!arters. There were two Daoists stand
ing on both sides of each pillar; each of the Daoists held an iron bludgeon
used for pounding on the pillar. There were also many Daoists drawing
up documents behind the altar. Before them there were set up a brazier
for burning papers and several statues, all representing the messengers of
charms, the local spirits, and patron deities.

The Great Immortal, without affecting the slightest degree ofmodesty,
walked straight up to the altar and stood stilL A young Daoist presented
him with several charms written on yellow papers and a treasure sword.
Holding the sword, the Great Immortal recited a spell and then burnt a
charm on the flame of a candle. Down below several Daoists picked up
a document and a statue holding a charm and had these burned also. With a
bang the old Daoist high above brought down his ritual tablet on the table
and at once a breeze could be felt in the air. "0 dear! 0 dear!" muttered
Bajie. "This Daoist is certainly quite capable! He bangs his tablet once
and indeed the wind's rising." "Be quiet, Brother," said Pilgrim. "Don't

speak to me anymore. Just stand guard over Master here and let me do
my business."

Dear Great Sage! He pulled off a piece ofhair and blew on it his immor
tal breath, saying, "Change!" It changed at once into a spurious Pilgrim,
standing next to the Tang monk. His true body rose with his primal spirit
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into midair, where he shouted, "Who is in charge of the wind here?" He
so startled the Old Woman of the Wind that she hugged her bag while the
Second Boy of the Wind pulled tight the rope at the mouth of the bag.
They stepped forward to salute Pilgrim, who said, "I am accompanying the
holy monk of the Tang Court to go to acquire scriptures in the Western
Heaven. We happen to pass through the Cart Slow Kingdom and are now
waging a rainmaking contest with that deviant Daoist. How could you
not help old Monkey and assist that Daoist instead? I'll pardon you this
time, but you'd better call in the wind. If there's just the tiniest breeze to
make the whiskers of the Daoist flutter, each of you will receive twenty
strokes of the iron rod!" "We dare not! We dare not!" said the Old Woman

of the Wind, and so, there was no sign of any wind. Unable to contain
himself, Bajie began to holler: "You Sir, please step down! You've banged
aloud the tablet. How is it that there's no wind? You come down, and let
us go up there."

Holding high his tablet, the Daoist burned another charm before bring
ing down his tablet once more. Immediately, clouds and fog began to form
in midair, but the Great Sage Sun shouted again, "Who is spreading the
clouds?" He so startled the Cloud-Pushing Boy and the Fog-Spreading
Lad that they hurriedly came forward to salute him. After Pilgrim had
given his explanation as before, the Cloud Boy and the Mist Lad removed
the clouds, so that

The sun came out and shone most brilliantly;
The sky was cloudlessfor ten thousand miles.

Laughing, Bajie said, "This master may deceive the king and befool his
subjects. But he hasn't any real abilities! Why, the tablet has sounded twice!
Why is it that we don't see any clouds forming?"

Becoming rather agitated, the Daoist loosened his hair, picked up his
sword, and recited another spell as he burned a charm. Once more he
brought down his tablet with a bang, and immediately the Heavenly Lord
Deng arrived from the South Heaven Gate, trailed by the Squire ofThun
der and the Mother of Lightning. When they saw Pilgrim in midair, they
saluted him, and he gave his explanation as before. "What powerful sum
mons," he said "brought you all here so quickly?" The Heavenly Lord
said, "The magic of five thunder exercised by that Daoist was not faked.
He issued the summons and burned the document, which alerted theJade
Emperor. The Jade Emperor sent his decree to the residence of the Pri
mordial Honorable Divine ofAll-Pervading Thunderclap in the Ninefold
Heaven. We in turn received his command to come here and assist with
the rainmaking by providing thunder and lightning." "In that case," said
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Pilgrim, ''just wait a moment. You can help old Monkey instead." There
was, therefore, neither the sound of thunder nor the flash of lightning.

In sheer desperation now, that Daoist added more incense, burned his
charms, recited more spells, and struck his tablet more loudly than ever.
In midair, the Dragon Kings of Four Oceans arrived all together, only to
be met by Pilgrim, who shouted, "Aoguang, where do you think you're
going?" Aoguang, Aoshun, Aoqin, and Aorun all went forward to salute
him, and Pilgrim gave his explanation as before. He thanked the Dragon
Kings moreover, saying, "I needed your help in times past, but we have
not yet reached our goal. Today, I must rely on your assistance once more
to help me achieve this merit right now. That Daoist has struck his tablet
four times, and it's now old Monkey's turn to do business. But I don't
know how to burn charms, issue summons, or strike any tablet. So all of
you must play along with me."

The Heavenly Lord Deng said, "If the Great Sage gives us the order,
who would dare disobey? You must, however, give us a sign, so that we
may follow your instructions in an orderly manner. Otherwise, thunder
and rain may be all mixed up, and that will not be to the credit of the Great
Sage." Pilgrim said, "I'll use my rod as the sign." "0 Dear Father!" cried
the Squire ofThunder, horrified. "How could we take the rod?" "I'm not
going to strike you," said Pilgrim, "all I want from you is to watch the
rod. If I point it upwards once, you'll make the wind blow." "We'll make
the wind blow!" snapped the Old Woman of the Wind and the Second
Boy of the Wind in unison.

"When the rod points upward a second time, you'll spread the clouds."
"We'll spread the clouds! We'll spread the clouds!" cried the Cloud-Pushing

Boy and the Mist-Spreading Lad.
"When I point the rod upwards for the third time, I want thunder and

lightning." "We'll provide the service! We'll provide the service!" said the
Squire of Thunder and the Mother of Lightning.

"When I point the rod upwards the fourth time, I want rain." "We
obey! We obey!" said the Dragon Kings.

"And when I point the rod upwards the fifth time, I want sunshine and
fair weather. Don't make any mistake!"

After he had given all these instructions, Pilgrim dropped down from
the clouds and retrieved his hair back to his body. Being of fleshly eyes and
mortal stock, how could those people know the difference? Pilgrim then
cried out with a loud voice, "Sir, please stop! You have struck aloud the
tablet four times, but there's not the slightest sign ofwind, cloud, thunder,
or rain. You should let me take over." The Daoist had no choice but to leave
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his place and come down the altar for Pilgrim to take his turn. Pouting,
he went back to the tower to see the throne. "Let me follow him," said

Pilgrim, "and see what he has to say." He arrived and heard the king ask
ing the Daoist, "We have been listening here most eagerly for the sounds
of your tablet. Four times it struck and there was neither wind nor rain.
Why is that?" The Daoist said, "Today the dragon deities are not home."
Pilgrim shouted with a loud voice, "Your Majesty, the dragon deities are
home all right, but the magic ofyour National Preceptor is not efficacious
enough to bring them here. Allow us priests to summon them here for
you to see." "Ascend the altar at once," said the king, "and we shall wait
for the rain here."

Having received this decree, Pilgrim dashed back to the altar and tugged
at the Tang monk, saying, "Master, please go up to the altar." "Disciple,"
said the Tang monk, "I don't know how to pray for rain." "He's trying
to set you up," said Bajie, laughing. "If there's no rain, they'll put you on
the pyre and finish you off with a fire." Pilgrim said, "Though you may
not know how to pray for rain, you know how to recite scriptures. Let
me help you." The elder indeed ascended the altar and solemnly took a
seat on top. With complete concentration, he recited silently the Heart
Sfitra. Suddenly an official came galloping on a horse with the question,
"Why are you monks not striking the tablet and burning charms?" Pil
grim answered in a loud voice, "No need for that! Ours is the quiet work
of fervent prayers." The official left to give this reply to the king, and we
shall mention him no further.

When Pilgrim heard that his old master had finished reciting the sfitra,
he took out his rod from his ear and one wave of it in the wind gave it a
length of twelve feet and the thickness of a rice bowl. He pointed it up
wards in the air; when the Old Woman of the Wind saw it, she immedi
ately shook loose her bag as the Second Boy of the Wind untied the rope
around its mouth. The roar of the wind could be heard instantly, as tiles
and bricks flew up allover the city and stones and dust hurtled through
the air. Just look at it! It was truly marvelous wind, not at all similar to
any ordinary breeze. You saw

Snapped willows and crackedflowers;
Fallen trees and toppled woods;
Nine-layered halls with chipped and broken walls;
A Five-phoenix Tower ofshaken pillars and beams;
The red sun losing its brightness in Heav)n;
The yellow sand taking wings on Earth;
Alarmed warriors before the martial hall;



CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE 333

Frightened ministers in the letters bower;
Girls ofthree palaces withfrowzy locks;
Beauties ofsix chambers with tousled hair.
Tassels droppedfrom gold caps ofmarquis and earls;
The prime minister}s black gauze did spread its wings.
Attendants had words but they dared not speak;
The Yellow Gate heldpapers which could not be sent.
Goldfishes andjade belts stood not in rows;
Ivory tablets and silk gowns had broken ranks.
Colored rooms and turquoise screens were all damaged;
Green windows and scarlet doors were all destroyed.
Tiles ofGolden Chimes Hallflew offwith bricks;
Carved doors ofBrocade-Cloud Hall allfell apart.
This violent wind was violent indeed!
It blew till king and subjects} fathers and sons} could not meet}
Till all streets and markets were emptied ofmen}
And doors often thousand homes were tightly shut.
As this violent gust of wind arose, Pilgrim Sun further revealed his

magic power. Giving his golden-hooped rod a twirl, he pointed it upwards
a second time. You saw

The Cloud-Pushing Boy}
The Fog-Spreading Lad-
The Cloud-Pushing Boy showed his godly power
And a murky mass dropped downfrom Heaven;
The Fog-Spreading Lad displayed his magic might
And dense} soaring mists covered the Earth.
The three markets allgrew dim;
The six avenues all turned dark.
With wind clouds left the seas
And Kunlun} trailing the rain.
Soon theyfilled Heav}n and Earth
And blackened this world ofdust.
}Twas opaque like chaos ofyore;
None could see Phoenix Tower}s door.
As thick fog and dense clouds rolled in, Pilgrim Sun gave his golden-

hooped rod another twirl and pointed it upwards a third time. You saw

The Squire of Thunder raging}
The Mother ofLightning irate-
The Squire of Thunder} raging}
Rode afiery beast backward as he camefrom Heaven}s pass;
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The Mother ofLightning} irate}
Wielded gold snakes madly as she left the Dipper Hall.
Hu-Ia-Ia cracked the thunder}
Shattering the Iron Fork Mountain;
xi-Ii-Iiflashed the scarlet sheets}
Flying out ofthe Eastern Ocean.
Loud rumbles ofchariots came on and off;
Likefires andflames the grains and rice shot up.
Myriad things sprouted} their spirits revived.
Countless insects werefrom dormancy aroused. 1

King and subjects both were terrified;
Traders and merchants were awed by the sound.
Ping-ping, Pang-pang, the thunder roared so ferociously that it seemed

as if mountains were toppling and the earth was splitting apart. So ter
rified were the city's inhabitants that every house lighted incense, that
every home burned paper money. "Old Deng," shouted Pilgrim. "Take
care to look out for those greedy and corrupt officials, those churlish and
disobedient sons. Strike down many of them for me to warn the publiC!"
The peal of thunder grew louder than ever. Finally, Pilgrim pointed the
iron rod once more and you saw

The dragons gave order}
And rainfilled the world}
Strong as Heaven}s river spilling o}er the dikes}
Qjick as the clouds rushing through a channel.
It pattered on top oftowers;
It splashed outside the windows.
The Silver Stream ran downfrom Heaven}
And whitecaps surged through the streets.
It spurted like vases upturned;
It gushedforth like basins poured out.
With houses almost drowned in hamlets}
The water rose to rural bridges} height.
Truly mulberryfields became vast oceans}
And billows all too soon raced through the land.
Dragon gods came to lend a helping hand
By lifting up the Yangzi and throwing it down!

I. The last four lines of the poem allude to the phenomenon of spring storm;
hence the thunder is associated with "arousing the torpid Uingche)," the third of
the twenty-four solar terms (approx. March 5-20), when insects come out of their
dormancy or winter quarters as the spring equinox approaches.
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The torrential rain began in the morning and did not stop even after
the noon hour. So great was the downpour that all the streets and gulleys
of the Cart Slow Kingdom were completely flooded. The king therefore
issued this decree: "The rain's enough! If we had any more, it might dam
age the crops and that would have made things worse." An official mes
senger below the Five-Phoenix Tower at once galloped through the rain
to make this announcement: "Holy monk, we have enough rain." When

Pilgrim heard this, he pointed the golden-hooped rod upwards once more
and, instantly, the thunder stopped and the wind subsided, the rain ended
and the clouds dispersed. The king was filled with delight, and not one of
the various civil and military officials could refrain from marveling, say
ing, "Marvelous priest! This is truly that 'for the strong, there's someone
stronger still!' Even when our National Preceptors were capable of mak
ing the rain, a fine drizzle would go on for virtually half a day before it
stopped completely. How is it that the weather can turn fair the moment
the priest wants it to be fair? Look, the sun comes out instantly and there
is not a speck of cloud anywhere!"

The king gave the command for the carriage to be returned to the palace,
for he wanted to certify the travel rescript and permit the Tang monk to
pass through. Just as he was about to use his treasure seal, the three Daoists
all went forward and stopped him, saying, "Your Majesty, this downpour
of rain cannot be regarded as the monk's merit, for it still owes its origin to
the strength ofDaoism." The king said, "Youjust claimed that the Dragon
Kings were not home and that was why it didn't rain. He walked up there,
exercised his quiet work of fervent prayers, and rain came down at once.
How could you strive with him for credit?"

The Tiger-Strength Immortal said, "I issued my summons, burned my
charms, and struck my tablets several times after I ascended the altar. Which
Dragon King would have the courage to absent himself? It had to be that
someone else somewhere was also requesting their service, and that was
the reason that the Dragon Kings along with the officers of the other four
bureaus-of wind, cloud, thunder, and lightning-did not show up at
first. Once they heard my summons, however, they were in a hurry to
get here, and by that time it happened that I was leaving the altar already.
The priest, of course, made use of the opportunity and it rained. But if
you thought about the matter from the beginning, the dragons were those
which I summoned here and the rain was that which we called for. How
could you regard this, therefore, as their meritorious fruit?" When that
dim-witted king heard these words, he became again all confused.

Pilgrim walked one step forward, and pressing his palms together, he
said, "Your Majesty, this trivial magic of heterodoxy is hardly to be con-
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sidered anything of consequence. Let's not worry about whether it's his
merit or ours. Let me tell you instead that there are in midair right now
the Dragon Kings of the Four Oceans; because I have not dismissed them,
they dare not withdraw. If that National Preceptor could order the Dragon
Kings to reveal themselves, I would concede that this was his merit." Very
pleased, the king said, "We have been on the throne for twenty-three years,
but we have never laid eyes on a living dragon. Both of you can exercise
your magic power, regard-less whether you are a monk or a Daoist. If
you could ask them to reveal themselves, it would be your merit; if you
couldn't, it would be your fault."

Those Daoists, of course, had no such power or authority. Even if
they were to give the order, the Dragon Kings would never dare show
themselves on account of the presence of the Great Sage. So, the Daoists
said, "We can't do this. Why don't you try?"

Lifting his face toward the air, the Great Sage cried out in a loud voice:
"Aoguang, where are you? All of you brothers, show your true selves!"
When those Dragon Kings heard this call, they at once revealed their origi
nal forms-four dragons dancing through clouds and mists toward the
Hall of Golden Chimes. You see them

Soaring and transforming}
Encircling clouds and mists.
Like white hooks thejade claws hang;
Like bright mirrors the silver scales shine.
Whiskersfloat like white silk} each strand}s distinct;
Horns rise ruggedly} each prong is clear.
Those craggyforeheads;
Those brilliant round eyes.
They} hidden or seen} can}t befathomed;
They}flying or soaring} can}t be described.
Prayfor rain} and rain comes instantly;
Askforfair sky} and it}s here at once.
Only these are the true dragonforms} most potent and holy}
Their good aura surrounds the court profusely.
The king lighted incense in the hall, and the various officials bowed

down before the steps. "It was most kind of you to show us your pre
cious forms," said the king. "Please go back, and we shall say a special
mass another day to thank you." "All of you deities may now retire," said
Pilgrim, "for the king has promised to thank you with a special mass on
another day." The Dragon Kings returned to the oceans, while the other
deities all went back to Heaven. Thus this is
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The true magicpower) so boundless and vast;
The side door)s cut down by nature most enlightened. 2

We don't know how the deviant is finally exorcised; let's listen to the

explanation in the next chapter.

2. Side door: a metaphor for heterodoxy.
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Heresyflaunts its strength to mock orthodoxy;

Mind Monkey shows his saintliness to slay the deviates.

We were telling you that when the king saw Pilgrim Sun's ability to sum
mon dragons and command sages, he immediately applied his treasure seal
to the travel rescript. He was about to hand it back to the Tang monk and
permit him to take up thejourney once more, when the three Daoists went
forward and prostrated themselves before the steps of the Hall of Golden
Chimes. The king left his dragon throne hurriedly and tried to raise them
with his hands. "National Preceptors," he said, "why do you three go
through such a great ceremony with us today?" "Your Majesty," said the
Daoists, "we have been upholding your reign and providing security for
your people here for these twenty years. Today this priest has made use
of some paltry tricks of magic and robbed us of all our credit and ruined
our reputation. Just because of one rainstorm, Your Majesty has pardoned
even their crime of murder. Are we not being treated lightly? Let Your
Majesty withhold their rescript for the moment and allow us brothers to
wage another contest with them. We shall see what happens then."

That king was in truth a confused man: he would side with the east
when they mentioned east, and with the west when they mentioned west.
Indeed, putting away the travel rescript, he said, "National Preceptors,
what sort of contest do you wish to wage with them?" "A contest of
meditation," said the Tiger-Strength Great Immortal. "That's no good,"
said the king, "for the monk is reared in the religion of meditation. He
must be well trained in such mysteries before he dares receive the decree
to acquire scriptures. Why do you want to wage such a contest with him?"
"This contest," said the Great Immortal, "is not an ordinary one, for it has
the name of the Manifestation of Saintliness by the Cloud Pillar." "What
do you mean by that?" said the king. The Great Immortal said, "We need
one hundred tables, fifty of which will be made, by piling one on top of
the other, into an altar of meditation. Each contestant must ascend to the
top without using his hands or a ladder, but only with the help of a cloud.
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We shall also agree on how many hours we shall remain immobile while
sitting on the top of the altar."

When he learned that it was to be such a difficult contest, the king put
the question to the pilgrims, saying, "Hey, monks! Our National Preceptor
would like to wage with you a contest ofmeditation, called the Manifesta
tion of Saintliness by the Cloud Pillar. Can anyone of you do it?" When
Pilgrim heard this, he fell silent and gave no reply. "Elder Brother," said
Bajie, "why aren't you saying anything?" "Brother, to tell you the truth,"
said Pilgrim, "I'm quite capable ofperforming such difficult feats as kicking
down the sky or overturning wells, stirring up oceans or upending rivers,
carrying mountains or chasing the moon, and altering the course of stars
and planets. I'm not afraid, in fact, of even having my head split open
or cut off, ofhaving my stomach ripped open and my heart gouged out, or
of any such strange manipulations. But if you ask me to sit and meditate,
I'll lose the contest even before I begin! Where could I, tell me, acquire the
nature to sit still? Even if you were to chain me to an iron pillar, I would
still try to climb up and down. I can never manage to sit still."

"But I know how to sit and meditate," the Tang monk blurted out sud
denly. "Marvelous! Just marvelous!" said Pilgrim, highly pleased. "How
long can you do this?" "I met some lofty Chan masters when I was young,"
said Tripitaka, "who expounded to me the absolutely crucial foundation of
quiescence and concentration in order to preserve my spirit. Shut up alone
in the so-called Life-and-Death Meditative Confinement, I had managed
to sit still for two or three years at least." "If you do that, Master," said
Pilgrim, "we won't need to go acquire scriptures! At most, I don't think
it will be necessary for you to sit for more than three hours here before
you will be able to come down." "But Disciple," said Tripitaka, "I can't
get up there." "You step forward and accept the challenge," said Pilgrim.
"I'll send you up there." Indeed the elder pressed his palms together before
his chest and said, "This humble priest knows how to sit in meditation."

The king at once gave the order for the altars to be built. Truly, a nation
has the strength to topple mountains! In less than half an hour, two altars
were built on the left and right of the Hall of Golden Chimes.

Coming down from the hall, the Tiger-Strength Great Immortal went
to the middle of the courtyard. He leaped into the air and at once a mat
of clouds formed under his feet and took him up to the altar to the west,
where he sat down. Pilgrim meanwhile pulled off one strand of his hair
and caused it to change into a spurious form of himself, standing down
below to accompany Bajie and Sha Monk. He himself changed into an
auspicious cloud of five colors to carry the Tang monk into the air and
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lift him to sit on the altar to the east. He then changed himself into a tiny
mole-cricket and flew to alight on Bajie's ear to whisper to him, "Brother,
look up and watch Master with care. Don't speak to the substitute of old
Monkey!" Laughing, Idiot said, "I know! I know!"

We tell you now about the Deer-Strength Great Immortal sitting on the
embroidered cushion in the hall, where he watched the two contestants for
a long time and found them quite equally matched. This Daoist decided to
give his elder brother some help: pulling a stubby piece of hair from the
back of his head, he rolled it with his fingers into a tiny ball and filliped it
on to the head of the Tang monk. The piece of hair changed into a huge
bedbug and began to bite the elder. At first, the elder felt an itch, after
which it changed to pain. Now, one of the rules in meditation is that one
cannot move one's hands; when one does, it is an immediate admission

of defeat. As the elder found the itch and pain to be quite unbearable, he
sought to find relief by wriggling his head against the collar of his robe.
"0 dear!" said Bajie. "Master is going to have a fit!" "No," said Sha Monk,
"he might be having a headache." Hearing this, Pilgrim said, "My master
is an honest gentleman. If he said he knew how to practice meditation,
he would be able to do it. A gentleman does not lie! Stop speculating, the
two of you, and let me go up to take a look."

Dear Pilgrim! He buzzed up there and alighted on the head of the Tang
monk, where he discovered a bedbug about the size of a bean biting the
elder. Hurriedly, he removed it with his hand, and then he gave his mas
ter a few gentle scratches. His itch and pain relieved, the elder once more
sat motionless on the altar. "The bald head of a priest," thought Pilgrim
to himself, "can't even hold a louse! How could a bedbug get into it? It
must be, I suppose, a stunt of that Daoist, trying to harm my master. Ha!
Ha! Since they haven't quite reached a decision yet in this contest, let old
Monkey give him a taste of his own tricks!" Flying up into the air until
he reached a height beyond the roof of the palace, he shook his body and
changed at once into a centipede at least seven inches in length. It dropped
down from the sky and landed on the Daoist's upper lip before his nostrils,
where it gave him a terrific bite. Unable to sit still any longer, the Daoist
fell backwards from the altar head over heels and almost lost his life. He
was fortunate enough to have all the officials rush forward to pull him up.
The horrified king at once asked the Grand Preceptor before the Throne
to help him go to the Pavilion of Cultural Florescence to be washed and
combed. Pilgrim, meanwhile, changed himself again into the auspicious
cloud to carry his master down to the courtyard before the steps, where
he was declared the winner.
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The king wanted to let them go, but the Deer-Strength Great Immor
tal again said to him, "Your Majesty, my elder brother has been suffering
from a suppressed chill; when he goes up to a high place, the cold wind
he's exposed to will bring on his old sickness. That was why the monk
was able to gain the upper hand. Let me now wage with them a contest of
guessing what's behind the boards." "What do you mean by that?" asked
the king. Deer-Strength said, "This humble Daoist has the ability to gain
knowledge of things even if they were placed behind boards. Let's see if
those monks are able to do the same. If they could outguess me, let them
go; but if not, then let them be punished according to Your Majesty's
wishes so that our fraternal distress may be avenged and that our services
to the kingdom for these twenty years may remain untainted."

Truly that king is exceedingly confused! Swayed by such fraudulent
words, he at once gave the order for a red lacquered chest to be brought to
the inner palace. The queen was asked to place a treasure in the chest before
it was carried out again and set before the white-jade steps. The king said
to the monks and the Daoists, "Let both sides wage your contest now and
see who can guess the treasure inside the chest." "Disciple," said Tripitaka,
"how could we know what's in the chest?" Pilgrim changed again into a
mole-cricket and flew up to the head of the Tang monk. "Relax, Master,"
he said, "let me go take a look." Dear Great Sage! Unnoticed by anyone, he
flew up to the chest and found a crack at the base, through which he crept
inside. On a red lacquered tray he found a set of palace robes: they were
the empire blouse and cosmic skirt. Q!!ickly he picked them up and shook
them loose; then he bit open the tip of his tongue and spat a mouthful
of blood onto the garments, crying, "Change!" They changed instantly
into a torn and worn-out cassock; before he left, however, he soaked it
with his bubbly and stinking urine. After crawling out again through the
crack, he flew back to alight on the Tang monk's ear and said, "Master,
you may guess that it is a torn and worn-out cassock." "He said that it
was some kind of treasure," said Tripitaka. "How could such a thing be a
treasure?" "Never mind," said Pilgrim, "for what's important is that you

guess correctly."
As the Tang monk took a step forward to announce what he guessed

was in the chest, the Deer-Strength Great Immortal said, "I'll guess first.
The chest contains an empire blouse and a cosmic skirt." "No! No!" cried
the Tang monk. "There's only a torn and worn-out cassock in the chest."
"How dare he?" said the king. "This priest thinks that there is no treasure

in our kingdom. What's this worn-out cassock that he speaks of? Seize
him!" The two rows of palace guards immediately wanted to raise their
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hands, and the Tang monk became so terrified that he pressed his palms
together and shouted, "Your Majesty, please pardon this humble priest
for the moment. Open the chest; if it were indeed a treasure, this humble
priest would accept his punishment. But if it were not, wouldn't you have
wrongly accused me?" The king had the chest opened, and when the at
tendant to the throne lifted out the lacquered tray, sitting on it was indeed
one torn and worn-out cassock! "Who put this thing here?" cried the king,
highly incensed, and from behind the dragon seat the queen of the three
palaces came forward. "My lord," she said, "it was I who personally placed
the empire blouse and the cosmic skirt inside the chest. How could they
change into something like this?" "Let my royal wife retire," said the king,
"for we are well aware of the fact that all the things used in the palace are
made of the finest silk and embroidered materials. How could there be
such an object?" He then said to his attendants: "Bring us the chest. We
ourselves will hide something in it and try again."

The king went to his imperial garden in the rear and picked from his
orchard a huge peach, about the size of a rice bowl, which he placed in the
chest. The chest was brought out and the two parties were told to guess
once more. "Disciples," said the Tang monk, "he wants us to guess again."
"Relax," said Pilgrim, "let me go and take another look." With a buzz, he
flew away and crawled inside the chest as before. Nothing could have been
more agreeable to him than what he found: a peach. Changing back into
his original form, he sat in the chest and ate the fruit so heartily that every
morsel on both sides of the groove was picked clean. Leaving the stone
behind, he changed back into the mole-cricket and flew back onto the Tang
monk's ear, saying, "Master, say that it's a peach's pit." "Disciple," said the
elder, "don't make a fool of me! If I weren't so qUick with my mouthjust
now, I would have been seized and punished. This time we must say it's
some kind of treasure. How could a peach's pit be a treasure?" "Have no
fear," said Pilgrim. "You'll win, and that's all that matters!"

Tripitaka was just about to speak when the Goat-Strength Great Im
mortal said, "This humble Daoist will guess first: it is a peach." "Not a
peach," said Tripitaka, "but a fleshless peach's pit." "It's a peach we put in
ourselves," bellowed the king. "How could it be a pit? Our third National
Preceptor has guessed correctly." "Your Majesty," said Tripitaka, "please
open the chest and see for yourself." The attendant before the throne
went to open the chest and lifted up the tray: it was in truth a pit, entirely
without any peel or flesh. When the king saw this, he became quite fright
ened and said, "0 National Preceptors, don't wage any more contests with
them. Let them go! The peach was picked by our own hands, and now it
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turns out to be a pit. Who could have eaten it? The spirits and gods must
be giving them secret assistance." When Bajie heard the words, he smiled
sardonically to Sha Monk, saying, "Little does he realize how many years
of peach eating are behind this!"

Just then, the Tiger-Strength Great Immortal walked out from the
Pavilion of Cultural Florescence after he had been washed and combed.
"Your Majesty," he said as he walked up the hall, "this monk knows the

magic of object removal. Give me the chest, and I'll destroy his magic.
Then we can have another contest with him." "What do you want to do?"

said the king. Tiger-Strength said, "His magic can remove only lifeless
objects but not a human body. Put this Daoist youth in the chest, and he'll
never be able to remove him." The youth indeed was hidden in the chest,
which was then brought down again from the hall to be placed before the
steps. "You, monk," said the king, "guess again what sort of treasure we
have inside." Tripitaka said, "Here it comes again!" "Let me go and have

another look." said Pilgrim. With a buzz, he flew off and crawled inside,
where he found a Daoist lad. Marvelous Great Sage! What readiness of
mind! Truly

Such agility is rare in the world!
Such cleverness is uncommon indeed!

Shaking his body once, he changed himself into the form of one of those
old Daoists, whispering as he entered the chest, "Disciple."

"Master," said the lad, "how did you come in here?" "With the magic of

invisibility," said Pilgrim. The lad said, "Do you have some instructions for
me?" "The priest saw you enter the chest," said Pilgrim, "and if he made

his guess a Daoist lad, wouldn't we lose to him again? That's why I came
here to discuss the matter with you. Let's shave your head, and we'll then
make the guess that you are a monk." The Daoist lad said, "Do whatever
you want, Master, just so that we win. For if we lose to them again, not
only our reputation will be ruined, but the court also may no longer revere
us." "Exactly," said Pilgrim. "Come over here, my child. When we defeat
them, I'll reward you handsomely." He changed his golden-hooped rod
into a sharp razor, and hugging the lad, he said, "Darling, try to endure the
pain for a moment. Don't make any noise! I'll shave your head." In a little

while, the lad's hair was completely shorn, rolled into a ball, and stuffed
into one of the corners of the chest. He put away the razor, and rubbing the
lad's bald head, he said, "My child, your head looks like a monk's all right,
but your clothes don't fit. Take them off and let me change them for you."
What the Daoist lad had on was a crane's-down robe of spring-onion white
silk, embroidered with the cloud pattern and trimmed with brocade. When
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he took it off, Pilgrim blew on it his immortal breath, crying, "Change!" It
changed instantly into a monk shirt ofbrown color, which Pilgrim helped
him put on. He then pulled off two pieces of hair which he changed into a
wooden fish and a tap. "Disciple," said Pilgrim, as he handed over the fish
and the tap to the lad, "you must listen carefully. If you hear someone call
for the Daoist youth, don't ever leave this chest. If someone calls 'Monk,'

then you may push open the chest door, strike up the wooden fish, and
walk out chanting a Buddhist sfitra. Then it'll be complete success for us."
"I only know," said the lad, "how to recite the Three Officials Scripture, the

Northern Dipper Scripture, or the Woe-Dispelling Scripture. I don't know how
to recite any Buddhist sfitra." Pilgrim said, "Can you chant the name of
Buddha?" "You mean Amitabha," said the lad. "Who doesn't know that?"

"Good enough! Good enough!" said Pilgrim. "You may chant the name of
Buddha. It'll spare me from having to teach you anything new. Remember
what I've told you. I'm leaving." He changed back into a mole-cricket and

crawled out, after which, he flew back to the ear of the Tang monk and
said, "Master, just guess it's a monk." Tripitaka said, "This time I know
I'll win." "How could you be so sure?" said Pilgrim, and Tripitaka replied,
"The sfitras said, 'The Buddha, the Dharma, and the Sangha are the Three

Jewels.' A monk therefore is a treasure."
As they were thus talking among themselves, the Tiger-Strength Great

Immortal said, "Your Majesty, this third time it is a Daoist youth." He
made the declaration several times, but nothing happened nor did anyone
make an appearance. Pressing his palms together, Tripitaka said, "It's a
monk." With all his might, Bajie screamed: "It's a monk in the chest!"

All at once the youth kicked open the chest and walked out, striking the
wooden fish and chanting the name ofBuddha. So delighted were the two
rows of civil and military officials that they shouted bravos repeatedly;
so astonished were the three Daoists that they could not utter a sound.
"These priests must have the assistance from spirits and gods," said the
king. "How could a Daoist enter the chest and come out a monk? Even
if he had an attendant with him, he might have been able to have his head
shaved. How could he know how to take up the chanting of Buddha's
name? 0 Preceptors! Please let them go!"

"Your Majesty," said the Tiger-Strength Great Immortal, "as the prov
erb says, 'The warrior has found his equal, the chess player his match.' We
might as well make use of what we learned in our youth at Zhongnan
Mountain and challenge them to a greater competition." "What did you
learn?" said the king. Tiger-Strength said, "We three brothers all have ac
qUired some magic abilities: cut off our heads, and we can put them back
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on our necks; open our chests and gouge out our hearts, and they will grow
back again; inside a cauldron of bOiling oil, we can take baths." Highly
startled, the king said, "These three things are all roads leading to certain
death!" "Only because we have such magic power," said Tiger-Strength,
"do we dare make so bold a claim. We won't quit until we have waged
this contest with them." The king said in a loud voice, "You priests from
the Land of the East, our National Preceptors are unwilling to let you go.
They wish to wage one more contest with you in head cutting, stomach
ripping, and going into a cauldron of boiling oil to take a bath."

Pilgrim was still assuming the form of the mole-cricket, flying back
and forth to make his secret report. When he heard this, he retrieved his
hair which had been changed into his substitute, and he himself changed
at once back into his true form. "Lucky! Lucky!" he cried with loud guf
faws. "Business has come to my door!" "These three things," said Bajie,
"will certainly make you lose your life. How could you say that business
has come to your door?" "You still have no idea of my abilities!" said Pil
grim. "Elder Brother," said Bajie, "you are quite clever, quite capable in
those transformations. Aren't those skills something already? What more
abilities do you have?" Pilgrim said,

{{Cut offmy head and I still can speak.
Sever my arms} I still can beat you up!
My legs amputated} I still can walk.
My belly} ripped open} will heal again}
Smooth and snug as a wonton people make:
A tiny pinch and it}s completelyformed.
To bathe in boiling oil is easier still;
It}s like warm liquid cleansing me ifdirt. }}
When Bajie and Sha Monk heard these words, they roared with laugh

ter. Pilgrim went forward and said, "Your Majesty, this young priest knows
how to have his head cut off." "How did you acquire such an ability?"

asked the king. "When I was practicing austerities in a monastery some
years ago," said Pilgrim, "I met a mendicant Chan master, who taught
me the magic of head cutting. I don't know whether it works or not, and
that's why I want to try it out right now." "This priest is so young and
ignorant!" said the king, chuckling. "Is head cutting something to tryout?
The head is, after all, the very fountain of the six kinds of yang energies
in one's body. If you cut it off, you'll die." "That's what we want," said
Tiger-Strength. "Only then can our feelings be relieved!" Besotted by
the Daoist's words, the foolish ruler immediately gave the decree for an
execution site to be prepared.
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Once the command was given, three thousand imperial guards took up
their positions outside the gate of the court. The king said, "Monk, go and
cut off your head first." "I'll go first! I'll go first!" said Pilgrim merrily.
He folded his hands before his chest and shouted, "National Preceptors,
pardon my presumption for taking my turn first!" He turned swiftly and
was about to dash out. The Tang monk grabbed him, saying, "0 Disciple!
Be careful! Where you are going isn't a playground!" "No fear!" said Pil
grim. "Take off your hands! Let me go!"

The Great Sage went straight to the execution site, where he was caught
hold ofby the executioner and bound with ropes. He was then led to a tall
mound and pinned down on top of it. At the cry "Kill," his head came off
with a swishing sound. Then the executioner gave the head a kick, and it
rolled off like a watermelon to a distance of some forty paces away. No
blood, however, spurted from the neck of Pilgrim. Instead, a voice came
from inside his stomach, crying, "Come, head!" So alarmed was the Deer

Strength Great Immortal by the sight of such ability that he at once recited
a spell and gave this charge to the local spirit and patron deity: "Hold down
that head. When I have defeated the monk, I'll persuade the king to turn
your little shrines into huge temples, your idols of clay into true bodies
of gold." The local spirit and the god, you see, had to serve him since he
knew the magic of the five thunders. Secretly, they indeed held Pilgrim's
head down. Once more Pilgrim cried, "Come, head!" But the head stayed
on the ground as if it had taken root; it would not move at all. Somewhat
anxious, Pilgrim rolled his hands into fists and wrenched his body violently.
The ropes all snapped and fell off; at the cry "Grow," a head sprang up
instantly from his neck. Everyone of the executioners and every member
of the imperial guards became terrified, while the officer in charge of the
execution dashed inside the court to make this report: "Your Majesty, that
young priest had his head cut off, but another head has grown up." "Sha
Monk," said Bajie, giggling, "we truly had no idea that Elder Brother has
this kind of talent!" "If he knows seventy-two ways of transformation,"
said Sha Monk, "he may have altogether seventy-two heads!"

Hardly had he finished speaking when Pilgrim came walking back,
saying, "Master." Exceedingly pleased, Tripitaka said, "Disciple, did it
hurt?" "Hardly," said Pilgrim, "it's sort of fun!" "Elder Brother," said
Bajie, "do you need ointment for the scar?" "Touch me," said Pilgrim,
"and see if there's any scar." Idiot touched him and he was dumbfounded.
"Marvelous! Marvelous!" he giggled. "It healed perfectly. You can't feel

even the slightest scar!"
As the brothers were chatting happily among themselves, they heard
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the king say, "Receive your rescript. We give you a complete pardon. Go
away!" Pilgrim said, "We'll take the rescript all right, but we want the
National Preceptor to go there and cut his head off too! He should try
something new!" "Great National Preceptor," said the king, "the priest is

not willing to pass you up. If you want to compete with him, please try
not to frighten us." Tiger-Strength had no choice but to go up to the site,
where he was bound and pinned to the ground by several executioners.
One of them lifted the sword and cut off his head, which was then kicked
some thirty paces away. Blood did not spurt from his trunk either, and
he, too, gave a cry, "Come, head!" Hurriedly pulling off a piece of hair,
Pilgrim blew on it his immortal breath, crying, "Change!" It changed
into a yellow hound, which dashed into the execution site, picked up the
Daoist's head with its mouth, and ran to drop it into the imperial moat.
The Daoist, meanwhile, called for his head three times without success. He
did not, you see, have the ability of Pilgrim, and there was no possibility
that he could produce another head. All at once, bright crimson gushed
out from his trunk. Alas!

Though he could sendfOr wind and callfOr rain}
How could he match an immortal ofthe rightfruit?

In a moment, he fell to the dust, and those gathered about him discovered
that he was actually a headless tiger with yellow fur.

The officer in charge of the execution went again to memorialize. "Your
Majesty," he said, "the Great National Preceptor's head was cut off, but it
could not grow back again. He perished in the dust and then he became a
headless tiger with yellow fur." On hearing this, the king paled with fright
and stared at the remaining two Daoists with unblinking eyes. Rising from
his cushion, Deer-Strength said, "My Elder Brother must have been fated
to die at this particular moment. But how could he be a yellow tiger? This
has to be that monk's roguery. He is using some kind of deceptive magic
to change my elder brother into a beast. I won't spare him now. I insist on
having a competition of stomach ripping and heart gouging."

When the king heard this, he calmed down and said, "Little priest, our
Second National Preceptor wants to wage another contest with you." "This
little priest," said Pilgrim, "has not eaten much prepared food for a long
time. The other day when we were journeying to the West, a kind patron
kept asking us to eat and I stuffed myself with more pieces of steamed
bread than I should have taken. I have been having a stomachache since,
and I fear that I may have worms. This contest, therefore, can't be more
timely, since I want very much to borrow Your Majesty's knife to rip open
my stomach, so that I may take out my viscera and clean out my stomach
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and spleen before I dare proceed to see Buddha in the Western Heaven."
When the king heard this, he gave the order: "Take him to the execution
site." A throng of captains and guards came forward to pull and tug at
Pilgrim, who pushed them back, saying, "I don't need people to hold me.
I'm going to walk there myself. There's one thing, however. I don't want
my hands tied, for I want to wash and clean out my viscera." The king at
once gave the order: "Don't tie his hands."

With a swagger, Pilgrim walked down to the execution site. Leaning
himself on a huge pillar, he untied his robe and revealed his stomach. The
executioner used a rope and tied his neck to the pillar; down below, another
rope strapped his two legs also to the pillar. Then he wielded a sharp dagger
and ripped Pilgrim's chest downward, all the way to his lower abdomen.
Pilgrim used both his hands to push open his belly, and then he took out
his intestines which he examined one by one. After a long pause, he put
them back inside, coil for coil exactly as before. Grasping the skins of his
belly and bringing them together with his hands, he blew his magic breath
on his abdomen, crying, "Grow!" At once his belly closed up completely.
So astonished was the king that he presented with both his hands the re
script to Pilgrim, saying, "Holy monk, please do not delay your westward
journey any further. Take your rescript and leave." "The rescript is a small
matter," said Pilgrim, chuckling. "How about asking Second National
Preceptor to go through with the cutting and ripping?" "Don't put the
blame on us," said the king to Deer-Strength. "It's you who wanted to be
his opponent. Please go! Please go!" "Relax!" said Deer-Strength. "I don't
think I'll ever lose to him!"

Look at him! He even imitated the swagger ofPilgrim Sun as he headed
for the execution site. There he was bound with ropes, and then his stom
ach was also ripped open by the dagger of the executioner. He, too, took
out his guts and manipulated them with his hands. Pilgrim at once pulled
off a piece of his hair, on which he blew a mouthful of his divine breath,
crying, "Change." It changed into a hungry hawk; spreading its wings and
claws, it flew up to the Daoist and snatched him clean of his guts. Then
it flew off to somewhere to enjoy its catch leisurely, while the Daoist was
reduced to

A drippy ghost oftorn belly and empty trunk)
An aimless soul with less innards and no guts!

Kicking down the pillar, the executioner dragged the corpse over to have
a closer look. Ah! It was actually a white-coated deer with horns.

The officer in charge of the execution again ran hurriedly to make the
report: "Second National Preceptor is most unlucky! After his stomach was
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ripped open, his viscera were snatched away by a hungry hawk. After he
perished, his corpse changed into a white-coated deer with horns." More
and more alarmed, the king said, "How could he turn into a deer with
horns?" The Goat-Strength Great Immortal said, "Yes, how could my elder
brother die and turn into the form of a beast? It has to be the magic of that
monk, used by him to plot against us. Let me avenge the deaths ofmy elder
brothers." "With what magic can you triumph over him?" said the king,
and Goat-Strength replied, "I'm going to wage with him the contest of
bathing in a cauldron ofhot oiL" The king indeed sent for a huge cauldron
filled with fragrant oil and told them to begin the contest. "I thank you
for your kindness," said Pilgrim, "for this young priest has not had a bath
for a long time. My skin, in fact, has been rather dried and itchy these past
two days, and I must have it scalded to take away the irritation."

The attendant before the throne indeed lighted a great fire on a huge
pile of wood, and the oil in the cauldron was heated to bOiling. When he
was asked to step into it, Pilgrim pressed his palms together in front ofhim
and asked: "Will it be a civil or a military bath?" "What's the difference?"

asked the king. Pilgrim said, "A civil bath means that I shall not remove
my clothing. With my hands on my hips, I'll jump in and jump out again
after one little roll, so swiftly in fact that the clothes are not permitted to be
soiled. If there's the tiniest speck of oil on the garments, I lose. A military
bath, however, will require a clothes rack and a toweL I'll undress before I
dive in, and I shall be permitted to play in there as I wish, including dOing
somersaults and cartwheels." The king said to Goat-Strength, "How do
you want to compete with him? A civil or a military bath?" "If we take
the civil bath," said Goat-Strength, "I fear that his robes may have been
treated so that oil will slide off him. Let's have the military bath." Stepping
forward instantly, Pilgrim said, "Pardon me again for the presumption of
taking my turn first." Look at him! He took off his shirt and untied his
tiger-skin kilt. With a bound, he leaped straight into the cauldron, splashing
and frolicking in the boiling oil as if he were swimming in it.

When Bajie saw this, he bit his finger and said to Sha Monk, "We truly
have misjudged this ape! During those sarcastic exchanges and the banter
between us all this time, I thought he was simply joking! Little did I real
ize that he really had such ability!" They could hardly refrain from their
marveling, but when Pilgrim saw them whispering back and forth to each
other, he became highly suspicious and thought to himself: "That Idiot
must be laughing at me! This is what the proverb means: 'Intelligence has
its work and incompetence its leisure.' Old Monkey has to go through all
this, and he's quite comfortable over there! Let me put some ropes on him
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and see whether he'll be more cautious!" As he bathed himself, he suddenly
dove towards the bottom of the cauldron with a splash. There he changed
himself into a small tack and all but disappeared.

The officer in charge of the proceedings went forward again to make
the report: "Your Majesty, the young priest has been fried to death by
the bOiling oil." Delighted, the king gave the order for the bones to be
fished out for him to see, and the executioner went forward to rake the oil
with an iron strainer. The holes in the strainer, however, were quite large,
whereas the tack into which Pilgrim had changed himself was very tiny,
and repeatedly, it fell through the holes after it had been scooped up. The
officer had no choice but to come back with this word:"The priest's body
is tender and his bones are frail. He seems to have melted completely!"

The king at once shouted: "Seize those three monks!" Seeing how

savage were the looks of Bajie, the palace guards rushed at him first and
threw him to the ground, tying both ofhis hands behind his back. Tripitaka
was so terrified that he cried out in a loud voice: "Your Majesty, please
pardon this humble cleric for the moment. Since that disciple of mine
embraced our faith, he has made merit again and again. Today his affront
to the National Preceptor has led to his death in a cauldron of oil, and this
humble cleric certainly has no desire to cling to my own life. Moreover,
just as the officials are ruling over the people, so are you the ruler above
all, and if you as king ask me, your subject, to die, how could I dare not
die? But the one who died first has already become a spirit, and this is the
reason I beg you for a moment's grace. Grant me half a cup of cold water
or a bowl of thin gruel; give me also three paper horses and permit me to
go before the cauldron to present these offerings and to express my regard
for him as a disciple. Then I will accept whatever punishment you have
for me." On hearing this, the king said, "All right! The Chinese are a very
loyal people indeed!" He asked that the Tang monk be given the rice gruel
and paper money.

The Tang monk requested that Sha Monk go with him below the steps,
while a few of the guards dragged Bajie by the ears up to the cauldron.
Facing it, the Tang monk offered the following invocation:

((My dear disciple) Sun Wukong!

Since taking your precepts at the grove ofChan}
What deep love you showed me on our westward way.
We hoped to reach together the Great Dao.
How could I know you wouldperish this day!
You livedfOrfinding scriptures when alive;
In death you must on Buddhafix your mind.
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Thoughfar away yourgallant soul should wait}
Your ghostfrom darkness willgo to Thunderclap.}}

On hearing this prayer, Bajie said, "Master, that's not the proper invoca
tion. Sha Monk, hold up the rice offering for me. Let me pray!" Bound
and pinned to the ground, Idiot panted out these words:

((You brazen) disaster-courting ape!

You ignorant Bimawen.
You brazen} death-deserving ape!
You deep-fried Bimawen!
The monkey}sfinished!
The mawen}s undone!}}

Pilgrim Sun was, of course, still in the bottom of the cauldron. When he
heard these castigations from Idiot, he could no longer restrain himself
and at once changed back into his original form. Standing up stark naked
in the cauldron, he shouted, "You overstuffed coolie! Whom are you cas
tigating?" "Disciple," said the Tang monk when he saw Pilgrim, "you
almost frightened me to death!" Sha Monk said, "Elder Brother Simply
loves to play dead!" The civil and military officials all rushed up the steps
to report: "Your Majesty, that priest did not die. He has emerged again
from the cauldron." Fearing that he might be found guilty of making a
false report to the throne, the officer in charge of execution said, "He is
dead all right. But today happens to be a rather inauspicious day and the
ghost of that young priest is now manifesting itself."

Maddened by what he heard, Pilgrim leaped out of the cauldron, dried
himself from the oil, and threw on his clothes. Dragging that officer over,
he whipped out his iron rod and one blow on the head reduced him to
a meat patty. "What ghost is this who's manifesting itself?" he huffed.
Those officials were so terrified that they freed Bajie at once and knelt on
the ground, pleading, "Pardon us! Pardon us!" The king, too, wanted to
leave his dragon throne, but he was caught by Pilgrim, who said, "Your
Majesty, don't walk away. Tell your third National Preceptor to go into
the cauldron also." Trembling allover, the king said, "Third National
Preceptor, save our life. Go into the cauldron quickly so that the monk
won't hit us." Goat-Strength went down the steps from the hall and took
off his clothes like Pilgrim. Leaping into the cauldron of boiling oil, he
began to cavort and bathe himself.

Letting go of the king, Pilgrim approached the cauldron and told the
fire tenders to add more wood while he put his hand into the oiL Aha! That
boiling oil felt ice cold. He thought to himself: "It was very hot when I took
the bath, but feel how cold it is now that he's washing in there. I know. It
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has to be some dragon king who is giving him protection here." Leaping
into the air, he recited a spell which began with the letter Om and instantly
summoned the Dragon King of the Northern Ocean to his side. "You
horn-growing earthworm!" said Pilgrim to him. "You scaly lizard! How
dare you assist that Daoist by coiling a cold dragon around the bottom of
the cauldron? You want him to display his power and gain the upper hand
on me?" Terribly intimidated, the Dragon King stammered out his answer:
"Aoshun dares not do that! Perhaps the Great Sage has no knowledge of this:
this cursed beast did go through quite an austere process of self-cultivation,
to the point where he was able to cast off his original shelL He has acquired
the true magic of the five thunders, while the rest of the magic powers he
has are all those developed by heterodoxy, none fit to lead him to the true
way of the immortals. The powers ofboth his associates have already been
destroyed by the Great Sage and they had to reveal their original forms.
The performance of this one right now is also part of the Great Illusion
which he has learned in the Little Mao Mountain, a cold dragon which he
has managed to cultivate by himself. This can deceive the worldly folks,
but it can never deceive the Great Sage. I shall arrest that cold dragon at
once, and you can be certain that he will be deep-fried-bones, skins, and
all!" "Take him away," said Pilgrim, "and you'll be spared a whipping!"
Changing into a violent gust of wind, the Dragon King swooped down to
the cauldron and dragged the cold dragon back to the ocean.

Pilgrim dropped down from the air and stood again before the steps
with Tripitaka, Bajie, and Sha Monk. They saw that the Daoist was bob
bing up and down in the oil, but his desperate efforts to get out were all
to no avaiL Every time he climbed up the wall of the cauldron, he would
slip back down; in no time at all, his flesh dissolved, his skin was charred,
and his bones left his body. "Your Majesty," another officer in charge
of execution went forward to report, "the Third National Preceptor has
passed away!" As tears streamed from his eyes, the king clutched at the
imperial table before him and sobbed uncontrollably, crying:

((The humanfOrm is hard, hard indeed, to get!
Make no elixir when there's no true guide.
You have the charms and water to sendfOr gods,
But not the pill to lengthen, protect your life.
Ifpeifection's undone,
Could Nirviit:za be won?
Your life's precarious, your efforts are vain.
Ifyou knew before such hardships you'd meet,
Why not abstain, stay safely in the mount?)}
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Truly
To touch gold} to refine lead-ofwhat use are they?

To summon wind} to callfOr rain-still all is vain!

The king,l leaning on his dragon table, wept without ceasing until
night fell, his tears gushing forth like a stream. Finally, Pilgrim went up to
him and shouted: "How could you be so dim-witted? Look at the corpses
of those Daoists: one happens to be that of a tiger and the other, a deer.
Goat-Strength was, in fact, an antelope. If you don't believe me, ask them
to fish out his bones for you to see. How could humans have skeletons like
that? They were all mountain beasts which had become spirits, united in
their efforts to come here and plot against you. When they saw that your
ascendancy was still strong, they dared not harm you as yet; but after two
or more years when your ascendancy would be in decline, they would have
taken your life and your entire kingdom would have been theirs. It was
fortunate that we came in time to exterminate these deviates and save your
life. And you are still weeping? What for? Bring us our rescript at once and
send us on our way." Only when he had heard this from Pilgrim did the
king return to his senses. The civil and military officials also went forward
to speak to him, saying, "The dead indeed turn out to be a white deer and
a yellow tiger, while bones in the cauldron do belong to an antelope. It is
unwise not to listen to the words of the sage monk." "In that case," said

the king, "we are grateful to the sage monk. It's late already. Let the Grand
Preceptor escort the sage monks back to Wisdom Depth Monastery to
rest. During early court tomorrow, we shall open up the Eastern Pavilion
and command the Court of Imperial Entertainments to prepare a huge
vegetarian banquet to thank them." The priests were escorted back to the
monastery.

At the time of the fifth watch the following morning, the king held
court for many officials. He at once issued a decree to summon the Buddhist
monks to return to the city, and this decree was to be posted on every road
and on all four gates. After giving the order also for the preparation of a
huge banquet, he sent his imperial chariot to the Wisdom Depth Monastery
to invite Tripitaka and followers back to the Eastern Pavilion for the feast,
and we shall speak no more of that.

We tell you now instead about those monks who succeeded in escaping
with their lives. When they heard of the decree that was promulgated,
everyone of them was delighted and began to return to the city to search

I. The remaining portion of the chapter is taken from the beginning of chapter

47 in the full-length edition.
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for the Great Sage Sun, to thank him, and to return his hairs. Meanwhile,
the elder, after the banquet was over, obtained the rescript from the king,
who led the queen, the concubines, and two rows of civil and military
officials out the gate of the court to see the priests off. As they came out,
they found many monks kneeling on both sides of the road, saying "Father
Great Sage, Equal to Heaven, we are the monks who escaped with our lives
on the beach. When we heard that Father had wiped out the demons and
rescued us, and when we further heard that our king had issued a decree
commanding our return, we came here to present to you the hairs and to
thank you for your Heavenly grace." "How many of you came back?"
asked Pilgrim, chuckling, and they replied, "All five hundred. None's miss
ing." Pilgrim shook his body once and immediately retrieved his hairs.
Then he said to the king and the laypeople, "These monks indeed were
released by old Monkey. The cart was smashed after old Monkey tossed
it through the double passes and up the steep ridge, and it was Monkey
also who beat to death those two perverse Daoists. After such pestilence
has been exterminated this day, you should realize that the true way is the
gate of Chan. Hereafter you should never believe in false doctrines. I hope
you will honor the unity of the Three Religions: revere the monks, revere
also the Daoists, and take care to nurture the talented. Your kingdom, I
assure you, will be secure forever." The king gave his assent and his thanks
repeatedly before he escorted the Tang monk out of the city. And so, this
was the purpose of their journey:

A diligent searchfor the three canons;
A strenuous questfor the primal light .

We do not know what will happen to master and disciples; let's listen to
the explanation in the next chapter.
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The Chan Master} takingfood} is demonically conceived;

Yellow Hag brings water to dissolve the perverse pregnancy.

We were telling you that master and disciples were on their way once
more. Thus it was that

With mindpurged ofcare} they conform to Buddha}s wisdom;
They dine on wind and rest on water to journey west.

After traveling for a long time, it was again early spring and they heard
Purple swallows murmuring
And orioles warbling.
Purple swallows murmur} tiring their scented beaks;
Orioles warble} their artful notes persist.
The groundfull offtllen petals like brocade spread out;
The whole mountain sprouting colors like cushion-piles.
On the peak green plums are budding;
By the cliffold cedars detain the clouds.
Faint} misty lights o}er the meadows;
Sandbars warmed by bright sunshine.
In severalgardensflowers begin to bloom;
The sun comes back to Earth} willow sprouts anew

As they walked along, they came upon a small river of cool, limpid cur
rents. The elder Tang reined in his horse to look around and saw in the
distance several thatched huts beneath willows hangingjadelike. Pointing in
that direction, Pilgrim said, "There must be someone running a ferryboat
in those houses." "It's likely," said Tripitaka, "but since I haven't seen a

boat, I don't dare open my mouth." Dropping down the luggage, Bajie
screamed: "Hey, ferryman! Punt your boat over here." He yelled several
times and indeed, from beneath the shade of willows a boat emerged,
creaking as it was punted. In a little while, it approached the shore while
master and disciples stared at it. Truly,

As apaddle parts thefoam}
A light boatfloats on the waves}
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With olive cabins brightly painted
And a deck made offiat, level boards.
On the bow, iron cords encircle;
At the stern, a shining rudder stem.
Though it may be a reed ofa boat,
It will sail the lakes and the seas;
Though withoutfancy cables and tall masts,
It has, infact, oars ofcedar andpine.
It's unlike the divine ship ofgreat distance,
But it can traverse a river's width.
It comes andgoes only between two banks;
It moves only in and out ofancientftrds.
In a moment, the boat touched the bank, and the person punting called

out: "If you want to cross the river, come over here." Tripitaka urged his
horse forward to take a look at the boatman and saw that the person had

On the head a woolen wrap
And on thefeet, two black silk shoes.
The body wore cotton coat andpants patched a hundred times;
A thousand-stitched, dirty cloth-skirt hugged the waist.
Though the wrists had coarse skin and the tendons, strength,
The eyes were dim, the brows knitted, and thefeatures aged.
The voice was soft and coy like an oriole's,
But a closer look disclosed an old woman.

Walking to the side of the boat, Pilgrim said, "You are the one ferrying
the boat?" "Yes," said the woman. "Why is the ferryman not here?" asked

Pilgrim. "Why is the ferrywoman punting the boat?" The woman smiled
and did not reply; she pulled out the gangplank instead and set it up.
Sha Monk then poled the luggage into the boat, followed by the master
holding onto Pilgrim. Then they moved the boat sideways so that Bajie
could lead the horse to step into it. After the gangplank was put away,
the woman punted the boat away from shore and, in a moment, rowed it
across the river.

After they reached the western shore, the elder asked Sha Monk to un
tie one of the wraps and take out a few pennies for the woman. Without
disputing the price, the woman tied the boat to a wooden pillar by the
water and walked into one of the village huts nearby, giggling loudly all
the time. When Tripitaka saw how clear the water was, he felt thirsty and
told Bajie: "Get the almsbowl and fetch some water for me to drink." "I

was just about to drink some myself," said Idiot, who took out the alms
bowl and bailed out a full bowl of water to hand over to the master. The
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master drank less than half of the water, and when Idiot took the bowl
back, he drank the rest of it in one gulp before he helped his master to
mount the horse once more.

After master and disciples resumed their journey to the West, they had
hardly traveled half an hour when the elder began to groan as he rode.
"Stomachache!" he said, and Bajie behind him also said, "I have a stom
achache, too." Sha Monk said, "It must be the cold water you drank." But
before he even finished speaking, the elder cried out: "The pain's awful!"
Bajie also screamed: "The pain's awful!" As the two of them struggled
with this unbearable pain, their bellies began to swell in size steadily. In
side their abdomens, there seemed to be a clot ofblood or a lump of flesh,
which could be felt clearly by the hand, kicking andjumping wildly about.
Tripitaka was in great discomfort when they came upon a small village
by the road; two bundles of hay were tied to some branches on a tall tree
nearby. "Master, that's good!" said Pilgrim. "The house over there must

be an inn. Let me go over there to beg some hot liquid for you. I'll ask
them also whether there is an apothecary around, so that I can get some
ointment for your stomachache."

Delighted by what he heard, Tripitaka whipped his white horse and
soon arrived at the village. As he dismounted, he saw an old woman sitting
on a grass mound outside the village gate and knitting hemp. Pilgrim went
forward and bowed to her with palms pressed together saying, "POpO, l this
poor monk has come from the Great Tang in the Land of the East. My
master is the royal brother of the Tang court. Because he drank some water
from the river back there after we crossed it, he is having a stomachache."
Breaking into loud guffaws, the woman said, "You people drank some
water from the river?" "Yes," replied Pilgrim, "we drank some of the clean
river water east of here." Giggling loudly, the old woman said, "What a
joke! What a joke! Come in, all of you. I'll explain to you."

Pilgrim went to take hold ofTang monk while Sha Monk held up Bajie;
moaning with every step the two sick men walked into the thatched hut to
take a seat, their stomachs protruding and their faces turning yellow from
the pain. "Popo," Pilgrim kept saying, "please make some hot liquid for my
master. We'll thank you." Instead ofboiling water, however, the old woman
dashed inside, laughing and yelling, "Come and look, all of you!"

With loud clip-clops, several middle-aged women ran out from within

I. The word po in Chinese can mean an old woman in general or the maternal
grandmother. Since neither "old lady" or "old woman" has quite the same flavor,
I have kept the original.
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to stare at the Tang monk, grinning stupidly all the time. Enraged, Pilgrim
gave a yell and ground his teeth together, so frightening the whole crowd
of them that they turned to flee, stumbling all over. Pilgrim darted forward
and caught hold of the old woman, crying, "Boil some water qUick and I'll
spare you!" "0 Father!" said the old woman, shaking violently, "boiling
water is useless, because it won't cure their stomachaches. Let me go, and I'll

tell you." Pilgrim released her, and she said, "This is the Nation ofWomen
of Western Liang.2 There are only women in our country, and not even a
single male can be found here. That's why we were amused when we saw
you. That water your master drank is not the best, for the river is called
Child-and-Mother River. Outside our capital we also have a Male Recep
tion Post-house, by the side of which there is also a Pregnancy Reflection
Stream. Only after reaching her twentieth year would someone from this
region dare go and drink that river's water, for she would feel the pain of
conception soon after she took a drink. After three days, she would go to
the Male Reception Post-house and look at her reflection in the stream.
If a double reflection appears, it means that she will give birth to a child.
Since your master drank some water from the Child-and-Mother River,
he too has become pregnant and will give birth to a child. How could hot
water cure him?"

When Tripitaka heard this, he paled with fright. "0 disciple," he cried,
"what shall we do?" "0 father!" groaned Bajie as he twisted to spread his
legs further apart, "we are men, and we have to give birth to babies? Where
can we find a birth canal? How could the fetus come out?" With a chuckle
Pilgrim said, "According to the ancients, 'A ripe melon will fall by itself.'

When the time comes, you may have a gaping hole at your armpit and the
baby will crawl out."

When Bajie heard this, he shook with fright, and that made the pain all
the more unbearable. "Finished! Finished!" he cried. "I'm dead! I'm dead!"

"Second Elder Brother," said Sha Monk, laughing, "stop writhing! Stop
writhing! You may hurt the umbilical cord and end up with some sort of
prenatal sickness." Our Idiot became more alarmed than ever. Tears well
ing up in his eyes, he tugged at Pilgrim and said, "Elder Brother, please ask
the Popo to see if they have some midwives here who are not too heavy
handed. Let's find a few right away. The movement inside is becoming
more frequent now. It must be labor pain. It's coming! It's coming!" Again

2. Nation of Women: in the Record of the Western Territories of the Great Tang
(Da Tang xiyuji) authored by the historical Xuanzang, chapter II has a reference

to a Kingdom of Western Women.
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Sha Monk said chuckling, "Second Elder Brother, if it's labor pain, you'd
better sit still. I fear you may puncture the water bag."

"0 Popo," said Tripitaka with a moan, "do you have a physician here?
I'll ask my disciple to go there and ask for a prescription. We'll take the
drug and have an abortion." "Even drugs are useless," said the old woman,
"but due south of here there is a Male-Undoing Mountain. In it there is a
Child Destruction Cave, and inside the cave there is an Abortion Stream.
You must drink a mouthful ofwater from the stream before the pregnancy
can be terminated. But nowadays, it's not easy to get that water. Last year,
a Daoist by the name of True Immortal Compliant came on the scene
and he changed the name of the Child Destruction Cave to the Shrine of
Immortal Assembly. Claiming the water from the Abortion Stream as his
possession, he refused to give it out freely. Anyone who wants the water
must present monetary offerings together with meats, wines, and fruit
baskets. After bowing to him in complete reverence, you will receive a
tiny bowl of the water. But all of you are mendicants. Where could you
find the kind of money you need to spend for something like this? You
might as well suffer here and wait for the births." When Pilgrim heard
this, he was filled with delight. "Popo," he said, "how far is it from here
to the Male-Undoing Mountain?" "About three thousand miles," replied
the old woman. "Excellent! Excellent!" said Pilgrim. "Relax, Master! Let

old Monkey go and fetch some of that water for you to drink."
Dear Great Sage! He gave this instruction to Sha Monk: "Take good care

of Master. If this family ill behaves and tries to hurt him, bring out your
old thuggery and scare them a little. Let me go fetch the water." Sha Monk
obeyed. The old woman then took out a large porcelain bowl to hand over
to Pilgrim, saying, "Take this bowl and try to get as much water as possible.
We can save some for an emergency." Indeed Pilgrim took over the bowl,
left that thatched hut, and mounted the cloud to leave. Only then did the
old woman fall to her knees, bowing to the air, and cry, "0 father! This
monk knows how to ride the clouds!" She went inside and told the other
women to come out to kowtow to the Tang monk, all addressing him as
arhat or bodhisattva. Then they began to boil water and prepare rice to
present to the pilgrims, and we shall leave them for the moment.

We tell you now about the Great Sage Sun on his cloud-somersault; in
a little while, he saw the peak of a mountain blocking his path. Dropping
down from his cloudy luminosity, he opened wide his eyes to look around.
Marvelous mountain! He saw

Rareflowers spreading brocade;
Wild grass unrolling blue;
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Plunging streams-one after another;
Brooks and clouds} both leisurely.
Canyons} packed together} rank with creepers and vines;
Ranges} stretching afar} dense withforests and trees.
Birds call} and wildgeese glide by;
Deer drink} and monkeys clamber.
A mountain green like ajade screen;
A ridge blue like locks ofhair.
Difficult indeed to reachfrom this world ofdust!
Rocks and water splashing} a sight that never tires!
One often sees immortal lads leave} picking herbs.
One often meets woodsmen come} bearing loads.
Truly it}s almost the scenery of Tiantai}
Surpassing perhaps the three peaks ofMount Hua.
As the Great Sage stared at the scenery, he discovered also a bUilding

with its back on the dark side of the mountain and from where the sound
of a dog barking could be heard. Going down the mountain, the Great
Sage went toward the building, which was a rather nice place, too. Look
at the

Stream piercing a small bridge;
Thatched huts nestling agreen hill.
A dog barks near the lonelyfence;
The recluse comes andgoes at will.

In a moment he came up to the gate, where he found an old Daoist sitting
cross-legged on the green lawn. When the Great Sage put down his por
celain bowl to bow to him, the Daoist rose slightly to return his greeting,
saying, "Where did you come from? For what purpose have you come
to this humble shrine?" Pilgrim replied, "This poor monk is a scripture
pilgrim sent by imperial commission of the Great Tang in the Land of
the East. Because my master mistakenly drank water from the Child-and
Mother River, he is suffering from a swollen belly and unbearable pain.
We asked the natives there and learned that the pregnancy thus formed
has no cure. We are told, however, that there is an Abortion Stream in the
Child Destruction Cave of the Male-UndOing Mountain, and its water
can eliminate the conception. This is why I have come especially to see the
True Immortal Compliant, in order to beg from him some water to save
my master. May I trouble the old Daoist to lead me to him?" "This used to
be the Child Destruction Cave," said the Daoist, chuckling, "but it's now

changed to the Shrine of Immortal Assembly. I am none other than the
eldest diSCiple of the venerable father, True Immortal Compliant. What's
your name? Tell me so I can announce you." "I am the eldest disciple of
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Tripitaka Tang, master of the Law," said Pilgrim, "and my vulgar name is
Sun Wukong." "Where are your monetary gifts," asked the Daoist, "your
offerings of wine?" Pilgrim said, "We are mendicants on a journey, and
we haven't prepared them."

"You are quite mad!" said the Daoist, chuckling again. "Myoid master
is now the protector of this mountain stream, and he has never given its
water free to anyone. You go back and bring some gifts, and I'll announce
you. Otherwise, please leave. Don't think about the water!" Pilgrim said,
"Goodwill can be more powerful than an imperial edict. If you go and
announce the name of old Monkey, I am sure that he will express his good
will. Perhaps he will turn over the entire well of water to me."

This statement of Pilgrim gave the Daoist little alternative but to go
inside to make the announcement. As the True Immortal was just playing
the lute, the Daoist had to wait until he finished playing before saying,
"Master, there is a Buddhist monk outside, who claims to be Sun Wu

kong, the eldest disciple of Tripitaka Tang. He wants some water from
the Abortion Stream to save his master." It would have been better if the
True Immortal had not heard the name, for the moment he came upon
those words, "Wukong,"

Angerflared in his heart}
Wrath sproutedfrom his gall.

Jumping down quickly from his lute couch, he took off his casual garment
and put on his Daoist robe. He picked up a compliant hook and leaped out
of the door of the shrine. "Where is Sun Wukong?" he shouted. Pilgrim
turned his head to see how that True Immortal was dressed.

A star cap ofbright colors crowned his head;
He wore a red magic robe with golden threads.
His cloud shoes were topped by patterned brocade;
An elegant treasure belt wrapped around his waist.
A pair ofstockings ofembroidered silk;
Halfvisible} apatterned woolen kilt.
His hands held a compliant golden hook:
The blade} sharp; the handle} long and dragonlike.
Phoenix eyes glowed with brows going straight up;
Sharp} steely teeth within a blood-red mouth.
A beard soared like brightflames beneath his chin;
Like rushesflared his temple}s scarlet hair.
Hisform seemed as violent as Marshal Wen}s} 3

Although their clothing was not the same.

3. One of the four grand marshals of the Daoist Heaven.
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When Pilgrim saw him, he pressed his palms together before him and
bowed, saying, "This poor monk is Sun Wukong." "Are you the real Sun
Wukong," said the master with a laugh, "or are you merely assuming his
name and surname?" "Look at the way the master speaks!" said Pilgrim.
"As the proverb says, 'A gentleman changes neither his name when he
stands, nor his surname when he sits.' What would be the reason for me
to assume someone else's name?" The master asked, "Do you recognize
me?" "Since I made repentance in the Buddhist gate and embraced with
all sincerity the teaching of the monks," said Pilgrim, "I have only been
climbing mountains and fording waters. I have lost contact with all the
friends of my youth. Because I have never been able to visit you, I have
never beheld your honorable countenance before. When we asked for our
way in a village household west of the Child-and-Mother River, they told
me that the master is called the True Immortal Compliant. That's how I
know your name." The master said, "You are walking on your way, and
I'm cultivating my realized immortality. Why did you come to visit me?"
"Because my master drank by mistake the water of the Child-and-Mother
River," replied Pilgrim, "and his stomachache turned into a pregnancy. I
came especially to your immortal mansion to beg you for a bowl of water
from the Abortion Stream, in order that my master might be freed from
this ordeaL"

"Is your master Tripitaka Tang?" asked the master, his eyes glowering.
"Yes, indeed!" answered Pilgrim. Grinding his teeth together, the master
said spitefully, "Have you run into a Great King Holy Child?"4 "That's the
nickname of the fiend, Red Boy," said Pilgrim, "who lived in the Fiery
Cloud Cave by the Dried Pine Stream, in the Roaring Mountain. Why
does the True Immortal ask after him?" "He happens to be my nephew,"
replied the master, "and the Bull Demon King is my brother. Some time
ago my elder brother told me in a letter that Sun Wukong, the eldest
disciple of Tripitaka Tang, was such a rascal that he brought his son great
harm. I didn't know where to find you for vengeance, but you came instead
to seek me out. And you're asking me for water?" Trying to placate him
with a smile, Pilgrim said, "You are wrong, Sir. Your elder brother used
to be my friend, for both of us belonged to a league of seven bond broth
ers when we were young. Ijust didn't know about you, and so I did not
come to pay my respect in your mansion. Your nephew is very well off,
for he is now the attendant of the Bodhisattva Guanyin. He has become

4. The dialogue here refers to chapters 40-42 of the hundred-chapter novel,
which are not included in this edition.
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the Boy of Goodly Wealth, with whom even we cannot compare. Why
do you blame me instead?"

"You brazen monkey!" shouted the master. "Still waxing your tongue!
Is my nephew better off being a king by himself, or being a slave to some
one? Stop this insolence and have a taste of my hook!" Using the iron rod
to parry the blow, the Great Sage said, "Please don't use the language of
war, Sir. Give me some water and I'll leave." "Brazen monkey!" scolded
the master. "You don't know any better! Ifyou can withstand me for three
rounds, I'll give you the water. If not, I'll chop you up as meat sauce to
avenge my nephew." "You damned fool!" scolded Pilgrim. "You don't
know what's good for you! Ifyou want to fight, get up here and watch my
rod!" The master at once countered with his compliant hook, and the two
of them had quite a fight before the Shrine of Immortal Assembly.

The sage monk drinksfrom this procreant stream)
And Pilgrim must th)Immortal Compliant seek.
who knows the True Immortal is afiend)
who safeguards byforce the Abortion Stream?
When these two meet) they speak as enemies
Feuding) and resolved not to give one whit.
The words thus traded engender distress;
Rancor and malice so bent on revenge.
This one) whose master)s life is threatened) comes seeking water;
That onefor losing his nephew refuses to yield.
Fierce as a scorpion)s the compliant hook;
Wild like a dragon)s the golden-hooped rod.
Madly it stabs the chest) what savagery!
Aslant) it hooks the legs) what subtlety!
The rod aiming down thereS inflicts grave wounds;
The hook) passing shoulders) will whip the head.
The rod slaps the waist- ))a hawk holds a bird.))
The hook swipes the head- ))a mantis hits its prey. ))
They move here and there) both striving to win;
They turn and close in again and again.
The hook hooks) the rod strikes) without letup
On either side victory cannot be seen.

The master fought the Great Sage for over ten rounds and then he began
to weaken. The Great Sage, however, grew fiercer, the blows of his rod
descended on his opponent's head like a meteor shower. His strength all

5. Down there: Le., the genitals.
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gone, the master fled toward the mountain with his compliant hook trail
ing behind him.

Instead ofchasing after him, the Great Sage wanted to go into the shrine
to look for the water, but the Daoist had long had the door tightly shut.
Holding the porcelain bowl, the Great Sage dashed up to the door and
kicked it down with all his might. He rushed inside and saw the Daoist
leaning on the well, covering its mouth with his body. The Great Sage lifted
high his rod and shouted that he was about to strike, causing the Daoist to
flee to the rear. Then he found a bucket, and just as he tried to bail some
water, the master dashed out from the rear and caught hold of one of his
legs with the compliant hook. One hard tug sent the Great Sage tumbling
beak-first to the ground. Clambering up, the Great Sage at once attacked
with his iron rod, but the master only retreated to one side. With hook in
hand, he cried, "See if you could take away my water!"

"Come up here! Come up here!" yelled the Great Sage. "I'll beat you to

death!" But the master refused to go forward to fight; he just stood there
and refused to permit the Great Sage to bailout the water. When the Great
Sage saw that his enemy was motionless, he wielded his iron rod with his
left hand while his right hand tried to let the rope down the well. Before
the pulley had made several turns, however, the master again struck with
his hook. As the Great Sage could hardly protect himself with only one
hand, the hook once more caught hold of one of his legs, causing him to
stumble and the rope to fall into the well, bucket and all. "This fellow is
quite rude!" said the Great Sage, who clambered up and, holding the iron
rod now with both hands, showered his opponent's body and head with
blows. Not daring to face him and fight, the master fled away as before.
Again the Great Sage wanted to get the water, but this time he had no
bucket, and moreover, he was afraid that the master would return to attack
him. He thought to himself: "I must go and find a helper."

Dear Great Sage! He mounted the clouds and went straight back to
the village hut, crying, "Sha Monk." Inside Tripitaka was moaning to
endure the pain, while the groans of Bajie were continuous. Delighted by
the call, they said, "Sha Monk, Wukong's back." Sha Monk hurried out
the door to ask, "Big Brother, have you brought water?" The Great Sage
entered and gave a thorough account to the Tang monk. Shedding tears,
Tripitaka said, "0 disciple! How is this going to end?" "I came back," said

the Great Sage, "to ask Brother Sha to go with me. When we reach the
shrine, old Monkey will fight with that fellow and Sha Monk can use the
opportunity to get that water to save you." Tripitaka said, "Both of you
who are healthy will be gone, leaving behind the two of us who are sick.
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Who will look after us?" The old woman waiting on them said, "Relax,
old arhat. You don't need your disciples. We will serve you and take care
ofyou. When you first arrived, we were already fond ofyou. Then we saw
how this bodhisattva traveled by cloud and fog, and we knew that you had
to be an arhat or bodhisattva. We'll never dare to harm you again."

"You are all women here," snapped Pilgrim. "Whom do you dare to
harm?" "0 dear father!" said the old woman, giggling. "You're lucky to

have come to my house. If you had gone to another one, none of you
would have remained whole." "What do you mean," said Bajie, still groan
ing, "by not remaining whole?" The old woman replied: "The four or
five of us in this family are all getting on in years. We have given up the
activities of love. Ifyou go to another family, there may be more youthful
members than old ones. You think the young ones will let you go? They
will want to have intercourse with you, and if you refuse, they will take
your lives. Then they will cut you up to use your flesh to make fragrant
bags." "In that case," said Bajie, "I won't be hurt. They all smell nice, and
they'll be good for fragrant bags. I'm a stinking hog, and even when I'm
cut up, I still stink. That's why I can't be hurt." "Don't be so talkative!"
said Pilgrim, chuckling. "Save your strength, so you can give birth." The
old woman said, "No need for delay. Go quickly to get the water." "Do
you have a bucket in your house?" asked Pilgrim. "Please lend us one."

The old woman went to the back to take out a bucket and rope to hand
over to Sha Monk, who said, "Let's bring two ropes. We may need them
if the well is deep."

After Sha Monk received the bucket and the ropes, he followed the
Great Sage out of the village hut and they left together, mounting the
clouds. In less than half an hour, they arrived at the Male-Undoing Moun
tain. As they lowered their clouds to go before the shrine, the Great Sage
gave Sha Monk this instruction: "Take the bucket with the ropes and hide
yourself. Old Monkey will go and provoke battle. When we are in the
thick of fighting, you can use the opportunity to go inside, get the water,
and leave." Sha Monk obeyed.

Wielding his iron rod, the Great Sage Sun approached the door and
shouted: "Open the door! Open the door!" The Daoist who stood guard
at the door hurried inside to report: "Master, that Sun Wukong is here
again." Greatly angered, the master said, "This brazen ape is insolent in
deed! I have always heard that he has considerable abilities, and today I
know it's true. That rod of his is quite difficult to withstand." "Master,"

said the Daoist, "his abilities may be great, but yours are not inferior. You
are, in fact, exactly his match." "But twice before," said the master, "I lost
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to him." "Only in a contest of sheer violence," said the Daoist. "Later,
when he tried to bail water, your hook made him fall twice. Haven't you
equalized the situation? He had little alternative but to leave at first, and
now he's back. It must be that Tripitaka's pregnancy is so advanced and
his body so heavy that his complaints have driven this monkey to return,
against his betterjudgment. He must feel rather contemptuous toward his
master, and I'm sure that you will win." When the True Immortal heard
these words, he became

Delighted andfilled with elation;
Full ofsmiles and brimming with power.

Holding straight his compliant hook, he walked out of the door and
shouted, "Brazen simian! Why are you here again?" "Only to fetch wa
ter," answered the Great Sage.

"That water," said the True Immortal, "happens to be in my welL Even
if you are a king or a prime minister, you must come begging with offer
ings of meat and wines, and then I will only give you a little. You are my
enemy no less, and you dare to ask for it with empty hands?" "You really
refuse to give it to me?" asked the Great Sage, and the True Immortal
replied, "Yes! Yes!" "You damned fool!" scolded the Great Sage. "If you

don't give me the water, watch my rod!" He opened up at once and rushed
at the True Immortal, bringing down the rod hard on his head. Stepping
aside quickly to dodge the blow, the True Immortal met him with the
hook and fought back. This time, it was even more ferocious a battle than
last time. What a fight!

Golden-hooped rod}
Compliant hook}
Two angry men sofull ofenmity.
The cosmos darkens as sand and rocksfly up;
Sun and moon sadden as dirt and dust soar high.
The Great Sage seeks water to save his master}
Denied by thefiendfor his nephew}s sake.
The two exert their strength
To wage a contest there.
Teeth are ground together
To strivefor a victory.
More and more alert}
They arouse themselves.
They belch cloud andfog to sadden ghosts andgods.
Bing-bing and bang-bang clash both hook and rod}
Their cries} their shouts shake up the mountain range.



CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE 367

Thefierce wind) howling) ravages the woods;
The violent airs surge past the dipper stars.
The Great Sage grows happier as he strives;
The True Immortars gladder as hefights.
They do this battle with their whole hearts and minds;
They will not give up until someone dies.
The two of them began their fighting outside the shrine, and as they

struggled and danced together, they gradually moved to the mountain
slope below. We shall leave this bitter contest for a moment.

We tell you instead about our Sha Monk, who crashed inside the door,
holding the bucket. He was met by the Daoist, who barred the way at the
well and said, "Who are you that you dare come to get our water?" Drop
ping the bucket, Sha Monk took out his fiend-routing treasure staff and,
without a word, brought it down on the Daoist's head. The Daoist was
unable to dodge fast enough, and his left arm and shoulder were broken
by this one blow. Falling to the ground, he lay there struggling for his life.
"I wanted to slaughter you, cursed beast," scolded Sha Monk, "but you

are, after all, a human being. I still have some pity for you, and I'll spare
you. Let me bailout the water." Crying for Heaven and Earth to help
him, the Daoist crawled slowly to the rear, while Sha Monk lowered the
bucket into the well and filled it to the brim. He then walked out of the
shrine and mounted the cloud and fog before he shouted to Pilgrim, "Big
Brother, I have gotten the water and I'm leaving. Spare him! Spare him!"
When the Great Sage heard this, he stopped the hook with his iron rod
and said, "I was about to exterminate you, but you have not committed
a crime. Moreover, I still have regard for the feelings of your brother, the
Bull Demon King. When I first came here, I was hooked by you twice and
I didn't get my water. When I returned, I came with the trick of enticing
the tiger to leave the mountain and deceived you into fighting me, so that
my brother could go inside to get the water. If old Monkey is willing to
use his real abilities to fight with you, don't say there is only one of you
so-called True Immortal Compliant; even if there were several of you, I
would beat you all to death. But to kill is not as good as to let live, and so
I'm going to spare you and permit you to have a few more years. From
now on if anyone wishes to obtain the water, you must not blackmail the
person."

Not knowing anything better, that bogus immortal brandished his hook
and once more attempted to catch Pilgrim's legs. The Great Sage evaded the
blade ofhis hook and then rushed forward, crying, "Don't run!" The bogus
immortal was caught unprepared and he was pushed head over heels to the
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ground, unable to get up. Grabbing the compliant hook the Great Sage
snapped it in two; then he bundled the pieces together and, with another
bend, broke them into four segments. Throwing them on the ground, he
said, "Brazen, cursed beast! Still dare to be unruly?" Trembling all over,
the bogus immortal took the insult and dared not utter a word. Our Great
Sage, in peals of laughter, mounted the cloud to rise into the air, and we
have a testimonial poem. The poem says:

You need true water to smelt true lead;
With dried mercury true water mixes well.
True mercury and lead have no maternal breath;
Elixir is divine drug and cinnabar.
In vain the child conceived attains aform;
Earth Mother has achieved merit with ease.
Heresy pushed down) rightfaith)s affirmed;
The lord ofthe mind) all smiles) now goes back.
Mounting the auspicious luminosity, the Great Sage caught up with

Sha Monk. Having acquired the true water, they were filled with delight
as they returned to where they belonged. After they lowered the clouds
and went up to the village hut, they found zhu Bajie leaning on the door

post and groaning, his belly huge and protruding. Walking quietly up to
him, Pilgrim said, "Idiot, when did you enter the delivery room?" Hor
rified, Idiot said, "Elder Brother, don't make fun of me. Did you bring
the water?" Pilgrim was about to tease him some more when Sha Monk
followed him in, laughing as he said, "Water's coming! Water's coming!"
Enduring the pain, Tripitaka rose slightly and said, "0 disciples, I've caused
you a lot of trouble." That old woman, too, was most delighted, and all
of her relatives came out to kowtow, crying, "0 bodhisattva! This is our
luck! This is our luck!" She took a goblet of flowered porcelain, filled it
half full, and handed it to Tripitaka, saying, "Old master, drink it slowly.
All you need is a mouthful and the pregnancy will dissolve." "I don't need
any goblet," said Bajie, "I'lljust finish the bucket." "0 Venerable Father,
don't scare people to death!" said the old woman. "Ifyou drink this bucket

of water, your stomach and your intestines will all be dissolved."
Idiot was so taken aback that he dared not misbehave; he drank only

half a goblet. In less than the time of a meal, the two of them experienced
sharp pain and cramps in their bellies, and then their intestines growled
four or five times. After that, Idiot could no longer contain himself: both
waste and urine poured out of him. The Tang monk, too, felt the urge to
relieve himself and wanted to go to a quiet place. "Master," said Pilgrim,
"you mustn't go out to a place where there is a draft. If you are exposed to
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the wind, I fear that you may catch some postnatal illness." At once the old
woman brought to them two night pots so that the two of them could find
relief. After several bowel movements, the pain stopped and the swelling
of their bellies gradually subsided as the lump ofblood and flesh dissolved.
The relatives of the old woman also boiled some white rice congee and
presented it to them to strengthen their postnatal weakness.

"Popo," said Bajie, "I have a healthy constitution, and I have no need

to strengthen any postnatal weakness. You go and boil me some water, so
that I can take a bath before I eat the congee." "Second Elder Brother,"

said Sha Monk, "you can't take a bath. Ifwater gets inside someone within
a month after birth, the person will be sick." Bajie said, "But I have not
given proper birth to anything; at most, I only have had a miscarriage.
What's there to be afraid of? I must wash and clean up." Indeed, the old
woman prepared some hot water for them to clean their hands and feet.
The Tang monk then ate about two bowls of congee, but Bajie consumed
over fifteen bowls and he still wanted more. "Coolie," chuckled Pilgrim,
"don't eat so much. If you get a sandbag belly, you'll look quite awful."
"Don't worry, don't worry," replied Bajie. "I'm no female hog. So, what's
there to be afraid of?" The family members indeed went to prepare some
more rice.

The old woman then said to the Tang monk, "Old master, please bestow
this water on me." Pilgrim said, "Idiot, you are not drinking the water
anymore?" "My stomachache is gone," said Bajie, "and the pregnancy, I
suppose, must be dissolved. I'm quite fine now. Why should I drink any
more water?" "Since the two of them have recovered," said Pilgrim, "we'll

give this water to your family." After thanking Pilgrim, the old woman
poured what was left of the water into a porcelainjar, which she buried in
the rear garden. She said to the rest of the family, "This jar of water will
take care of my funeral expenses." Everyone in that family, young and
old, was delighted. A vegetarian meal was prepared and tables were set
out to serve to the Tang monk. He and his disciples had a leisurely dinner
and then rested.

At dawn the next day, they thanked the old woman and her family
before leaving the village. Tripitaka Tang mounted up, Sha Monk toted
the luggage, zhu Bajie held the reins, and the Great Sage Sun led the way
in front. So, this is how it should be:

The mouth washed ofits sins} the selfis clean;
Worldly conception dissolved} the body}sfit.
We don't know what sort ofaffairs they must attend to when they reach

the capital; let's listen to the explanation in the next chapter.
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Dharma-nature) going west) reaches the Women Nation;

Mind Monkey devises aplan toflee thefair sex.

We tell you now about Tripitaka and his disciples, who left the household
at the village and followed the road westward. In less than forty miles,
they came upon the boundary of Western Liang. Pointing ahead as he
rode along, the Tang monk said, "Wukong, we are approaching a city, and
from the noise and hubbub coming from the markets, I suppose it must
be the Nation of Women. All of you must take care to behave properly.
Keep your desires under control and don't let them violate the teachings
of our gate of Law." When the three disciples heard this, they obeyed the
strict admonition. Soon they reached the head of the street that opened
to the eastern gate. The people there, with long skirts and short blouses,
powdered faces and oily heads, were all women regardless ofwhether they
were young or old. Many of them were dOing business on the streets, and
when they saw the four of them walking by, they all clapped their hands
in acclaim and laughed aloud, crying happily, "Human seeds are coming!
Human seeds are coming!" Tripitaka was so startled that he reined in his
horse; all at once the street was blocked, completely filled with women,
and all you could hear were laughter and chatter. Bajie began to holler
wildly: "I'm a pig for sale! I'm a pig for sale!" "Idiot," said Pilgrim, "stop

this nonsense. Bring out your old features, that's all!" Indeed, Bajie shook
his head a couple of times and stuck up his two rush-leaf fan ears; then he

wriggled his lips like two hanging lotus roots and gave a yell, so frighten
ing those women that they all fell and stumbled. We have a testimonial

poem, and the poem says:
The sage monk} seeking Buddha} reached Western Liang}
A landfull offemales but without one male.
Farmers} scholars} workers} and those in trade}
Thefishers andplowers were women all.
Maidens lined the streets} crying ((Human seeds!)}
Young girlsfilled the roads to greet the comely men.
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If Wuneng did not show his uglyface}
The siege by thefair sex would be pain indeed.
In this way, the people became frightened and none dared go forward;

everyone was rubbing her hands and squatting down. They shook their
heads, bit their fingers, and crowded both sides of the street, trembling
allover but still eager to stare at the Tang monk. The Great Sage Sun had
to display his hideous face in order to open up the road, while Sha Monk,
too, played monster to keep order. Leading the horse, Bajie stuck out his
snout and waved his ears. As the whole entourage proceeded, the pilgrims
discovered that the houses in the city were built in orderly rows while the
shops had lavish displays. There were merchants selling rice and salt; there
were wine and tea houses.

There were bell and drum towers with goods piled high;
Banneredpavilions with screens hung low.

As master and disciples followed the street through its several turns, they
came upon a woman official standing in the street and crying, "Visitors
from afar should not enter the city gate without permission. Please go to
the post-house and enter your names on the register. Allow this humble
official to announce you to the Throne. After your rescript is certified, you
will be permitted to pass through." Hearing this, Tripitaka dismounted;
then he saw a horizontal plaque hung over the gate of an official man
sion nearby, and on the plaque were the three words, Male Recep
tion Post-house. "Wukong," said the elder; "what that family in the vil

lage said is true. There is indeed a Male Reception Post-house." "Second
Elder Brother," said Sha Monk, laughing, "go and show yourself at the
Pregnancy Reflection Stream and see if there's a double reflection." Bajie
replied, "Don't play with me! Since I drank that cup of water from the
Abortion Stream, the pregnancy has been dissolved. Why should I show
myself?" Turning around, Tripitaka said to him, "Wuneng, be careful with
your words." He then went forward to greet the woman official, who led
them inside the post-house.

After they took their seats in the main hall, the official asked for tea to be
served. All the servants working here combed their hair into three braids,
and their garments were worn in two sections. Look at them! Even those
serving tea were giggling. In a moment, they finished tea, and the official
rose and asked, "Where did the visitors come from?" Pilgrim replied, "We

are people from the Land of the East, sent by imperial commission of the
Great Tang Emperor to worship Buddha in the Western Heaven and to
seek scriptures. My master, the royal brother of the Tang emperor, bears
the title of Tripitaka Tang. I'm Sun Wukong, his eldest disciple, and these



372 CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR

two-zhu Wuneng and Sha Wujing-are my brothers. There are five of
us altogether, including the horse. We have with us a travel rescript, and
we beg you to certify it so that we may pass through." After the woman
official wrote this in the register with a brush, she came forward to kowtow,
saying, "Venerable Fathers, please pardon me. This humble official is the
clerk at the Male Reception Post-house. I did not know that such dignitar
ies from a noble nation were on their way, and therefore I did not go to a
distance to meet you." After she kowtowed, she rose and immediately gave
an order to the housekeeper to prepare food and drink. "Let the venerable
fathers sit here for a while," she said, "and this humble official will enter the
capital to present a memorial to our ruler. We will certify your rescript and
use our seals, so that you can be sent on your way to the West." Delighted,
Tripitaka sat down and we shall leave him for the moment.

We tell you now about that clerk of the post-house, who, after she
had put on the proper attire, went to the Five Phoenix Tower inside the
capital and said to the Custodian of the Yellow Gate: "I'm the clerk of
the Male Reception Post-house, and I must have an audience with the
Throne." The Yellow Gate at once presented the memorial, and the clerk
was summoned up to the main palace hall. The queen asked: "Why does
the Clerk of the post-house wish to see us?" "Your humble subject," said
the clerk, "has just received in the post-house Tripitaka Tang, the royal
brother of the Great Tang Emperor in the Land of the East. He has three
disciples by the names of Sun Wukong, zhu Wuneng, and Sha Wujing;
there are altogether five of them, including a horse. They are on their way
to seek scriptures from the Buddha in the Western Heaven. I have come

especially to report this to my queen and to ask whether they may have
their travel rescript certified and the permission to pass through." When
the queen heard this report, she was filled with delight. "Last night," she
said to the civil and military officials, "we dreamed that

Luminous hues grewfrom the screens ofgold}
Refulgent rays spreadfrom the mirrors ofjade.

That had to be a good omen for today." "Mistress," said the women officials

in unison as they prostrated themselves before the vermilion steps, "how
could you tell that it was a good omen?" The queen said, "This man from
the Land of the East is a royal brother of the Tang court. In our country,
the rulers of various generations since the time when chaos divided had
never seen a man come here. Now the royal brother of the Tang emperor
has arrived, and he must be a gift from Heaven. We will use the wealth of
an entire nation to ask this royal brother to be king; we are willing to be
his queen. Such a sexual union will produce children and grandchildren,
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and the perpetuity of our kingdom will be assured. When you consider
this, is not our dream a good omen?" The women officials all kowtowed
to express their delight and acclaim.

Then the clerk of the post-house said, "What our mistress has proposed
is good for extending the familial line to ten thousand generations. But
those three disciples of the royal brother are savage men; their appear
ances are most unsightly." "According to what you have seen, worthy
subject, how does that royal brother look?" asked the queen. "And how
do his disciples look?" "The royal brother," said the clerk, "has features

most dignified and handsome, truly befitting a man who belongs to the
Heavenly court of a noble nation, the China of South Jambudvlpa. His
three disciples, however, have such savage looks that they appear to be
spirits." "In that case," said the queen, "let us provide his disciples with

some supplies and certify the travel rescript for them. We shall send them
off to the Western Heaven, and only the royal brother will remain here.
Anything wrong with that?" Again the officials bowed to say, "The words
ofour mistress are most appropriate, and your subjects obey your instruc
tion. The affair of marriage, however, requires a matchmaker, for as the
ancients have declared,

The marriage contract depends on red leaves;1

A couple}sjoined by the moon-man}s scarlet threads. }}2

"We shall follow the counsel of our subjects," replied the queen. "Let the

present Grand Preceptor serve as our marriage go-between, and the clerk
of the Male Reception Post-house as the one who officiates the ceremony.
Let them go first to the post-house to propose to the royal brother. If he
consents, we shall take our carriage out of the capital to receive him." The
Grand Preceptor and the clerk accepted this decree and left the court.

We now tell you about Tripitaka and his disciples, who werejust enjoy
ing their vegetarian meal at the hall of the post-house when someone came
in to report: "The Grand Preceptor and our own governess have arrived."
Tripitaka said, "Why does the Grand Preceptor come here?" "Perhaps the

I. Red leaves: a reference to a story of the Tang in which a palace woman wrote

a poem on a red leaf that floated out of the palace in the current of the moat. Picked

up by a scholar, another poem on a red leaf was sent back to the palace when it was

dropped in the moat's upper reach. The two of them eventually married when the

emperor released thousands of palace concubines, for the red leaves they kept in

secret were discovered and acknowledged as pledges.

2. Red threads: the Old Man in the Moon, the marriage broker par excellence in

Chinese mythology, is supposed to tie the feet of fated lovers with scarlet threads

to indicate a lasting relationship.
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queen wants to give us an invitation," said Bajie. "If not that," said Pil
grim, "then to offer a proposal of marriage." "Wukong," said Tripitaka,
"if they hold us and want to force us to marry them, what shall we do?"
"Master," replied Pilgrim, ''just say Yes to them. Old Monkey will take
care of the matter."

They had hardly finished speaking when the two women officials ar
rived and bowed deeply to the elder, who returned their salutations one
by one, saying, "This humble cleric is someone who has left the family.
What virtue or talent do I have that I dare let you bow to me?" When the
Grand Preceptor saw how impressive the elder looked, she was delighted
and thought to herself: "Our nation is truly quite lucky! Such a man is
most worthy to be the husband ofour ruler." After the officials made their
greetings, they stood on either side of the Tang monk and said, "Father
royal brother, we wish you ten thousand happinesses!" "I'm someone who
has left the family," replied Tripitaka. "Where do those happinesses come
from?" Again bending low, the Grand Preceptor said, "This is the Nation
of Women in the Western Liang, and since time immemorial, there is not
a single male in our country. We are lucky at this time to have the arrival
of father royal brother. Your subject, by the decree of my ruler, has come
especially to offer a proposal ofmarriage." "My goodness! My goodness!"
said Tripitaka. "This poor monk has arrived at your esteemed region all by
himself, without the attendance of either son or daughter. I have with me
only three mischievous disciples, and I wonder to which of us is offered
this marriage proposaL" The post-house clerk said, "Your lowly officialjust
now went into court to present my report, and my ruler, in great delight,
told us of an auspicious dream she had last night. She dreamed that

Luminous hues grewfrom the screens ofgold]
Refulgent rays spreadfrom the mirrors ofjade.

When she learned that the royal brother is a man from the noble nation of
China, she was willing to use the wealth of her entire nation to ask you to
be her live-in husband. You would take the royal seat facing south to be
called the man set apart from others,3 and our ruler would be the queen.
That was why she gave the decree for the Grand Preceptor to serve as the
marriage go-between and this lowly official to officiate at the wedding.
We came especially to offer you this proposal." When Tripitaka heard
these words, he bowed his head and fell into complete silence. "When a
man finds the time propitious," said the Grand Preceptor, "he should not

3. The man set apart from others or the lone man is another euphemistic title

for the emperor.
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pass up such an opportunity. Though there is, to be sure, such a thing in
the world as asking a husband to live in the wife's family, the dowry of
a nation's wealth is rare indeed. May we ask the royal brother to give his
qUick consent, so that we may report to our ruler." The elder, however,
became more dumb and deaf than ever.

Sticking out his pestlelike snout, Bajie shouted, "Grand Preceptor, go
back and tell your ruler that my master happens to be an arhat who has
attained the Way after a long process of cultivation. He will never fall in
love with the dowry of a nation's wealth, nor will he be enamored with
even beauty that can topple an empire. You may as well certify the travel
rescript qUickly and send them off to the West. Let me stay here to be the
live-in husband. How's that?" When the Grand Preceptor heard this, her
heart qUivered and her gall shook, unable to answer at all. The clerk of
the post-house said, "Though you may be a male, your looks are hideous.
Our ruler will not find you attractive." "You are much too inflexible,"

said Bajie, laughing. "As the proverb says,
The thick willow's a basket, the thin, a barrel
who in the world will take a man as an uglyfellow?JJ

Pilgrim said, "Idiot, stop this foolish talk. Let Master make up his mind: if
he wants to leave, let him leave, and if he wants to stay, let him stay. Let's
not waste the time of the marriage go-between."

"Wukong," said Tripitaka, "What do you think I ought to do?" "In old
Monkey's opinion," replied Pilgrim, "perhaps it's good that you stay here.
As the ancients said, 'One thread can tie up a distant marriage.' Where will
you ever find such a marvelous opportunity?" Tripitaka said, "Disciple,
if we remain here to dote on riches and glory, who will go to acquire
scriptures in the Western Heaven? Won't the waiting kill my emperor of
the Great Tang?" The Grand Preceptor said, "In the presence of the royal
brother, your humble official dares not hide the truth. The wish of our
ruler is only to offer you the proposal of marriage. After your disciples
have attended the wedding banquet, provisions will be given them and the
travel rescript will be certified, so that they may proceed to the Western
Heaven to acquire the scriptures." "What the Grand Preceptor said is most
reasonable," said Pilgrim, "and we need not be difficult about this. We

are willing to let our master remain here to become the husband of your
mistress. Certify our rescript qUickly and send us off to the West. When
we have acquired the scriptures, we will return here to visit father and
mother and ask for travel expenses so that we may go back to the Great
Tang." Both the Grand Preceptor and the clerk of the post-house bowed
to Pilgrim as they said, "We thank this teacher for his kind assistance in
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concluding this marriage." Bajie said, "Grand Preceptor, don't use only
your mouth to set the table! Since we have given our consent, tell your
mistress to prepare us a banquet first. Let us have an engagement drink.
How about it?" "Of course! Of course!" said the Grand Preceptor. "We'll

send you a feast at once." In great delight, the Grand Preceptor left with
the clerk of the post-house.

We tell you now about our elder Tang, who caught hold ofPilgrim im
mediately and berated him, crying, "Monkey head! Your tricks are killing
me! How could you say such things and ask me to get married here while
you people go to the Western Heaven to see Buddha? Even if I were to die,
I would not dare do this." "Relax, Master," said Pilgrim, "old Monkey's

not ignorant ofhow you feel. But since we have reached this place and met
this kind of people, we have no alternative but to meet plot with plot."
"What do you mean by that?" asked Tripitaka.

Pilgrim said, "If you persist in refusing them, they will not certify
our travel rescript nor will they permit us to pass through. If they grow
vicious and order many people to cut you up and use your flesh to make
those so-called fragrant bags, do you think that we will treat them with
kindness? We will, of course, bring out our abilities which are meant to
subdue demons and dispel fiends. Our hands and feet are quite heavy, you
know, and our weapons ferocious. Once we lift our hands, the people of
this entire nation will be wiped out. But you must think of this, however.
Although they are now blocking our path, they are no fiendish creatures
or monster-spirits; all of them in this country are humans. And you have
always been a man committed to kindness and compassion, refusing to hurt
even one sentient being on our way. Ifwe slaughter all these common folk
here, can you bear it? That would be true wickedness."

When Tripitaka heard this, he said, "Wukong, what you havejust said is
most virtuous. But I fear that if the queen asks me to enter the palace, she
will want me to perform the conjugal rite with her. How could I consent to
lose my original yang and destroy the virtue of Buddhism, to leak my true
sperm and fall from the humanity of our faith?" "Once we have agreed to
the marriage," said Pilgrim, "she will no doubt follow royal etiquette and
send her carriage out of the capital to receive you. Don't refuse her. Take
a ride in her phoenix carriage and dragon chariot to go up to the treasure
hall, and then sit down on the throne facing south. Ask the queen to take
out her imperial seal and summon us brothers to go into court. After you
have stamped the seal on the rescript, tell the queen to sign the document
also and give it back to us. Meanwhile, you can also tell them to prepare
a huge banquet; call it a wedding feast as well as a farewell party for us.
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After the banquet, ask for the chariot once more on the excuse that you
want to see us off outside the capital before you return to consummate
the marriage with the queen. In this way, both ruler and subjects will be
duped into false happiness; they will no longer try to block our way, nor
will they have any cause to become vicious. Once we reach the outskirts
of the capital, you will come down from the dragon chariot and Sha Monk
will help you to mount the white horse immediately. Old Monkey will
then use his magic of immobility to make all of them, ruler and subjects,
unable to move. We can then follow the main road to the West. After one
day and one night, I will recite a spell to recall the magic and release all of
them, so that they can wake up and return to the city. For one thing, their
lives will be preserved, and for another, your primal soul will not be hurt.
This is a plot called Fleeing the Net by a False Marriage. Isn't it a doubly
advantageous act?" When Tripitaka heard these words, he seemed as if he
were snapping out of a stupor or waking up from a dream. So delighted
was he that he forgot all his worries and thanked Pilgrim profusely, saying,
"I'm deeply grateful for my worthy disciple's lofty intelligence." And so,
the four of them were united in their decision, and we shall leave them
for the moment.

We tell you now about that Grand Preceptor and the clerk of the post
house, who dashed inside the gate of the court without even waiting for
summons and went before the white-jade steps. "The auspicious dream
of our mistress is most accurate," they cried, "and nuptial bliss will soon
be yours." When the queen heard this report, she had the pearly screen
rolled up; descending from the dragon couch, she opened her cherry lips
to reveal her silvery teeth and asked, full of smiles and in a most seductive
voice, "What did the royal brother say after our worthy subjects saw him?"
"After your subjects reached the post-house," said the Grand Preceptor,
"and bowed to the royal brother, we immediately presented to him our
proposal ofmarriage. The royal brother still expressed some reluctance, but
it was fortunate that his eldest disciple gave his consent for them without
hesitation. He was willing to let his master become the husband of our
ruler and call himself king, facing south. All he wanted was to have their
travel rescript certified so that the three of them could leave for the West.
On their way back after acquiring the scriptures, they will come here to
bow to father and mother and ask for travel expenses to go back to the
Great Tang." "Did the royal brother say anything more?" asked the queen,
smiling. The Grand Preceptor said, "The royal brother did not say any
thing more, but he seemed to be willing to marry our mistress. His second
disciple, however, wanted to drink to their consent first."
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When the queen heard this, she at once ordered the Court of Imperial
Entertainments to prepare a banquet. She also requested that her imperial
cortege be readied so that she might go out of the capital to receive her
husband. The various women officials, in obedience to the queen's com
mand, began to sweep and clean the palaces and to prepare the banquet
with the utmost haste. Look at them! Though this Nation of Western
Liang is a nation of women, the carriage and chariot are not less opulent
than those of China. You see

Six dragons belching colors
Two phoenixes bringing luck-
Six dragons) belching colors) support the chariot;
Two phoenixes) bringing luck) lift up the carriage.
Strangefragrance in endless waves;
Auspicious airs continuously rise.
Fish-pendants ofgold orjade worn by many ministers;
Rows and rows oflovely locks and bejeweled hair.
A royal carriage shielded by mandarin-duckfans;
Through pearly screens glisten the phoenix hairpins.
Melodic pipes)
Harmonious strings.
What great sense ofjoy reaching to the sky!
What boundless bliss leaving the Estrade Numina. 4

Three-layered canopies wave above the royal house;
Five-colored banners light up the imperial steps.
This land has ne)er seen the nuptial cup exchanged;
Today the queen marries agifted man.
In a moment, the imperial cortege left the capital and arrived at the

Male Reception Post-house. Someone went inside to announce to Tripi
taka and his disciples: "The imperial cortege has arrived." On hearing
this, Tripitaka straightened out his clothes and left the main hall with the
three disciples to meet the carriage. As the queen rolled up the screen to
descend from the carriage, she asked, "Which is the royal brother of the
Tang court?" Pointing with her finger, the Grand Preceptor said, "The
one in a clerical robe standing behind the incense table outside the post
house gate." Lifting her moth-brows and opening wide her phoenix-eyes,
the queen stared at him and found that this was an uncommon figure
indeed. Look at him!

4. Estrade Numina or lingtai, the name for an astronomical observatory established

supposedly in the ancient zhou period.
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What handsomeftatures!
What dignified looks!
Teeth white like silver bricks}
Ruddy lips and a square mouth.
His head}sflat-topped} hisforehead} wide andfull;
Lovely eyes} neat eyebrows} and a chin that}s long.
Two well-rounded ears betoken someone brave.
He is all elegance} agifted man.
What ayouthful and comely son oflove}
So worthy to wed the pretty girl of Western Liang!

Utterly ravished by what she saw, the queen was swept away by amorous
passion. Opening her tiny, cherrylike mouth, she cried out: "Royal brother
of the Great Tang, aren't you coming to take and ride the phoenix?" When
Tripitaka heard these words, his ears turned red and his face, scarlet; filled
with embarrassment, he dared not lift his head at all.

On one side, however, zhu Bajie stuck up his snout and stared with
glassy eyes at the queen, who was quite beguiling herself. Truly she had

Brows like kingfisher hair}
Andflesh like muttonjade.
Peach petals bedeck herface;
Her bun piles gold-phoenix hair.
Her eyes} cool} liquidgaze-such seductive charm.
Her hands} young} tender shoots-such daintyform.
Colorsflutterfrom a red sash hung aslant;
Bright gleamsflash forth from jade andpearlpinned high.
Don}t speak ofthe beauty ofZhaojun}
She indeed surpasses even Xi Shi. 5

The willow waist bends slightly to gold-pendant sounds;
The light} lotus steps move thejadelike limbs.
The lunar goddess cannot come up to her}
Nor can the maids ofHeaven compare with her.
Thisfair} palatial style}s no common kind;
She}s like Q!jeen Mother who comesfrom Jasper Pool.

As our Idiot gazed at this pleasing figure, he could not restrain the saliva
from drooling out of his mouth and the deer pounding at his heart. All at
once, he grew weak and numb and simply melted away like a snow lion
faced with fire!

The queen went forward and caught hold of Tripitaka. In a most se-

5. Zhaojun and Xi Shi were legendary beauties of antiquity.
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ductive voice, she said, "Royal brother darling, please ascend the dragon
chariot so that we may go to the Treasure Hall of Golden Chimes and
become husband and wife." Shaking so hard that he could barely stand up,
our elder behaved as if he were drunk or mesmerized. Pilgrim on one side
whispered to him, "Master, don't be too modest. Please get in the carriage
with our mistress. Go and have our rescript certified qUickly so that we may
proceed to fetch the scriptures." The elder did not dare reply; he tugged
at Pilgrim a couple of times and he could no longer stop the tears from
falling down. "Master, you must not be distressed," said Pilgrim. "Look

at all these riches! If you don't enjoy them now, when are you going to do
it?" Tripitaka had little alternative but to acquiesce. Wiping away his tears,

he forced himself to appear happy and joined the queen, as they,
Holding hands together}
Rode the dragon carriage.
In great delight the queen wanted to get married;
In greatfiar the elder wished only to worship Buddha.
One desired amorous play in the bridal chamber;
One sought to see the World-Honored One at Mount Spirit.
The queen was sincere;
The monk pretended}
The queen was sincere}
Hoping to reach old age in harmony.
The monk pretended}
Guarding hisfielings to nurse his primal spirit.
One was so glad to see a man
That she would couple with him in broad daylight.
One dreaded to meet a woman
And thought only toflee andgo to Thunderclap.
The two mounted together the chariot.
who knew the Tang monk had something else in mind!

When those civil and military officials saw that their ruler and the Tang
monk had ascended the phoenix carriage and sat side by side together,
everyone of them beamed with pleasure. The entire entourage turned
around and went back into the capital.

Meanwhile, the Great Sage Sun told Sha Monk to pole the luggage and
lead the white horse to follow the imperial cortege. zhu Bajie, however,
scurried ahead and ran madly up to the Tower of Five Phoenixes first,
shouting all the while, "What comfort! What an opportunity! But this
can't be done until we have drunk the wedding wine and presented our
selves to the kinfolk first." Those officials who were attending the cortege
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were so terrified that they went to the chariot and said, "My Lady, that
monk who has a long snout and huge ears is shouting in front of the Five
Phoenix Towers for wedding wine to drink." When the queen heard this,
she leaned her fragrant shoulder over to the elder and put her peachlike
cheeks up to his face. Opening her scented mouth, she said softly, "Royal
brother darling, which disciple of yours is that one with a long snout
and huge ears?" "He's my second disciple," said Tripitaka, "and he has a

huge appetite. In fact, he loves to indulge his mouth throughout his life.
He must be given some food and drink first before we can proceed with
our business." The queen asked hurriedly, "Has the Court of Imperial
Entertainments finished preparing the banquet?" "It has," reported one of
the officials, "There are both meat and vegetarian dishes set up in the East
HalL" "Why both?" asked the queen again. "We fear that the royal brother
of the Tang court," said the official, "and his disciples are accustomed to
keeping a vegetarian diet. That is why we have both meat and vegetarian
dishes." Full of smiles, the queen again snuggled close to the elder and said,
"Royal brother darling, do you eat meat, or are you keeping a vegetarian
diet?" Tripitaka said, "This humble priest observes a vegetarian diet, but
my disciples have not abstained from wine. My second disciple would like
very much to have a few cups of dietary wine."

They had not finished speaking when the Grand Preceptor approached
them and said, "Please go to the East Hall to attend the banquet. Today is
an auspicious day, and Your Majesty can marry the venerable royal brother.
Tomorrow Heaven will reveal the Yellow Road,6 and we shall invite the
venerable royal brother to ascend the treasure hall and face south. He
can then designate the name of his reign and assume the throne." Highly
pleased, the queen held hands with the elder to descend from the dragon
chariot and enter the main palace gate. They were met by

Music divine} wind-waftedfrom the towers}
As thejade throne moved through the palace gates.
Phoenix doorsflung wide to brightflares oflight;
The palace now opened with rows ofbrocade.
The unicorn hall was draped o}er by incense smoke;
Bright corridors wound around the peacock screens.
Towers rose rugged like the noble state}s}
With jade halls andgold horses more wondrous still.
When they reached the East Hall}

6. The Yellow Road is the ecliptic. The term is a traditional metaphor for a lucky

or auspicious day.
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They heard a choir ofmelodious strings andpipes;
They saw two rows ofwinsome} graceful maids.

Two kinds of sumptuous repast were set up in the central hall: on the
head table to the left was the vegetarian spread, whereas meat dishes were
placed on the right. Two rows of single tables were also set up toward
the front of the hall. Rolling up her sleeves to reveal her dainty, pointed

fingers, the queen immediately picked up a jade cup to toast her guests.
Pilgrim went forward to say: "We are all keeping a vegetarian diet. Let
our master be seated at the head table on the left. Then we three brothers
may take the Single tables on both sides ofhim." "Yes! Yes!" said the Grand
Preceptor in delight. "Master and disCiples are just like father and sons.
They should not sit side by side." The various officials hurriedly set up
the tables in proper order, after which the queen toasted each of them as
he took his seat. Thereafter, Pilgrim gave the Tang monk a look, indicat
ing to his master to return the salutation. Tripitaka, therefore, left his seat
and, holding the jade goblet, also toasted the queen. The other civil and
military officials all knelt to thank the imperial favor before they took the
other seats on both sides according to their ranks. The music stopped and
they began to drink and eat.

As Bajie was bent on satisfying his stomach, he had little regard for conse
quence. It did not matter that the food before him was corn, steamed breads,
sweet pastries, button mushrooms, black mushrooms, tender bamboo shoots,
wood-ears, Chinese cabbage, seaweed, laver, green turnips, taros, white tur
nips, yams, or yellow sperms-in big gulps, he finished them all, washing
down the food with seven or eight cups of wine. "Bring us more food!"
he hollered. "Bring some big steins! After we drink a few more steins, each
of us will attend to our business." "Such a fine feast and you don't want to
enjoy some more?" asked Sha Monk. "What sort of business do you want
to attend to?" With a laugh, our Idiot said, "As the ancients said,

Let the bow-maker make his bow}
The arrow-maker his arrow.

At this time, those ofus who want to take a wife may take a wife, and those
of us who want to marry a husband may marry a husband. Those who
want to acquire scriptures need to be on their way to acquire scriptures. We
can't let the coveted cup delay our affairs. Let's have our rescript certified
qUickly. As the saying goes,

If the general does not dismount}
Every man willgo his own way. }}

When the queen heard this, she asked for big cups, and the attendants
qUickly took out several parrot cups, cormorant-shaped ladles, gold bea-
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kers, silver chalices, glass goblets, crystal basins, Penglai bowls, and amber
steins. They filled these with the mellowest ofwines and all of the disciples
drank a round.

Tripitaka then rose from the table and bowed to the queen with hands
folded, saying, "Your Majesty, thank you for this lavish feast. We have
drunk quite enough. Please ascend the treasure hall and certify our rescript.
While there is still light, let us send the three of them on their way." The
queen agreed. After the banquet had been dismissed, she led the elder by
the hand up to the Hall of Golden Chimes and immediately wanted the
elder to take the throne. "No! No!" said Tripitaka. "Just now the Grand
Preceptor said that tomorrow would be the proper auspicious day, and only
then would this poor monk dare assume the throne and call myself the
man set apart. Today you should use your seal on the rescript so that they
may be sent away." Again the queen agreed and sat down on the dragon
couch. A golden high-backed chair was placed on the left of the couch
for the Tang monk to sit on. Then the disciples were asked to bring forth
the travel rescript. After Sha Monk untied the wrap and took it out, the
Great Sage presented the rescript with both hands to the queen. When she
examined it, she found on the document the marks of nine treasure seals
of the Great Tang Emperor, together with the seals of the Precious Image
Kingdom, the Black Rooster Kingdom, and the Cart Slow Kingdom. After
the queen had looked at the document, she said again, smiling seductively,
"So royal brother darling also bears the name of Chen?" "That is the

surname of my secular family," said Tripitaka, "and my religious name is
Xuanzang. Because the Tang emperor in his imperial kindness took me as
his brother, he bestowed on me the name of Tang." "Why is it," asked the
queen, "that the rescript does not contain the names of your disciples?"
"My three mischievous disciples," replied Tripitaka, "are not people from
the Tang court." "If they are not," asked the queen once more, "how is it
that they are willing to follow you on your journey?"

"My eldest disciple," answered Tripitaka, "comes from the Aolai Country
in the East Purvavideha Continent; the second disciple, from a village in
Tibet in the West Aparagodaniya Continent; and the third, from the River
ofFlowing Sand. All three of them had transgressed the decrees of Heaven.
The Bodhisattva Guanshiyin, however, liberated them from their suffer
ings, as a result of which they were willing to make submission and hold
fast the good. So that their merits might atone for their sins, they resolved
to accompany me and protect me on myjourney to the Western Heaven to
acquire scriptures. Since they became my disciples when I was already on my
way, their names therefore had not been recorded on the rescript." "Let me
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add them on for you, all right?" asked the queen, and Tripitaka said, "Your
Majesty may do as you please." The queen asked at once for brush and ink;
after the ink had been rubbed out and the brush nicely soaked in it, she wrote
at the end of the rescript declaration the names of Sun Wukong, zhu Wu
neng, and Sha Wujing. Then she took out her imperial seal with which she
neatly stamped the rescript before she signed her own name. The document
was passed down again to the Great Sage Sun, who gave it to Sha Monk to
put into the wrap. Picking up a tray of small pieces of gold and silver, the
queen left the dragon couch to hand it to Pilgrim, saying, "Take this, the
three of you, as travel money, and may you reach the Western Heaven at
an early date. When you return after you have acquired the scriptures, we
shall have greater rewards for you." Pilgrim said, "We are those who have
left the family, and we cannot accept gold or silver. There will be places on
our way where we may beg for our living." When the queen saw that he
refused, she took out ten bales of silk brocade and said to Pilgrim, "Since
you are rushing away, there's no time for measurement or sewing. Take
this and have some clothes made on the way to protect you from the cold."
"Those who have left the family," said Pilgrim, "are not permitted to wear
silk brocade. We have cloth garments to cover our bodies." When the queen
saw that he refused again, she gave this order: "Take three pints of imperial
rice, and you can use it for a meal on the road." When Bajie heard the word
"meal," he at once accepted it and put the rice in the wrap. "Brother," said
Pilgrim, "the luggage is getting heavier. You have the strength to pole it?"
"You wouldn't know," chuckled Bajie, "but what's good about rice is that
it's a product for daily consumption. One meal will finish it off." They all
pressed their palms together to thank the queen.

Tripitaka said, "Let Your Majesty take the trouble to accompany this
poor monk, who will send them off outside the capital. Let me give them
a few instructions so that they may leave for the West. I will return and
then I can enjoy forever with Your Majesty riches and glory. Only with
out such burdens or cares can we enter into conjugal bliss." The queen,
of course, did not know that this was a trick, and she asked at once for the
imperial cortege. Leaning her fragrant shoulder on Tripitaka, she ascended
the phoenix carriage with him and proceeded to the west of the capital.
At that time, all the people in the capital lined the streets with containers
filled with clean water and urns with the finest incense. Wishing to see
the cortege of the queen and the male form of the royal brother were all
powdered faces and cloudlike hair; old and young, they crowded into the
streets. In a moment, the imperial cortege went out of the capital and
stopped before the western gate.
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After putting everything in order, Pilgrim, Bajie, and Sha Monk faced
the imperial carriage and cried out in unison, "The queen need not go any
further. We shall take our leave now." Descending slowly from the dragon
chariot, the elder raised his hands toward the queen and said, "Please go
back, Your Majesty, and let this poor monk go to acquire scriptures." When
the queen heard this, she paled with fright and tugged at the Tang monk.
"Royal brother darling," she cried, "I'm willing to use the wealth of my

entire nation to ask you to be my husband. Tomorrow you shall ascend
the tall treasure throne to call yourself king, and I am to be your queen.
You have even eaten the wedding feast. Why are you changing your mind
now?" When Bajie heard what she said, he became slightly mad. Pouting
his snout and flapping his ears wildly, he charged up to the carriage, shout
ing, "How could we monks marry a powdered skeleton like you? Let my
master go on hisjourney!" When the queen saw that hideous face and ugly
behavior, she was scared out ofher wits and fell back into the carriage. Sha
Monk pulled Tripitaka out of the crowd and wasjust helping him to mount
the horse when another girl dashed out from somewhere and shouted,
"Royal brother Tang, where are you going? Let's you and I make some
love!" "You stupid hussy!" cried Sha Monk and, whipping out his treasure
staff, brought it down hard on the head of the girl. Suddenly calling up
a cyclone, the girl carried away the Tang monk with a loud whoosh and
both of them vanished without a trace. Alas! Thus it was that

Havingjust left thefair sex net}
Then the demon oflove he met.
We do not know whether that girl is a human or a fiend, or whether

the old master will die or live; let's listen to the explanation in the next
chapter.
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Deviantform makes lustfulplayfor Tripitaka Tang;
Upright nature safeguards the uncorrupted self.

We were just telling you of the Great Sage Sun and zhu Bajie, who were
about to use magic to render those women immobile when they heard the
shouts of Sha Monk and the howl of the wind. They turned qUickly to
look, only to discover that the Tang monk had vanished. "Who is it that
has abducted Master?" asked Pilgrim, and Sha Monk said, "It's a girl. She
called up a cyclone and whizzed Master away." When Pilgrim heard this,
he leaped straight up to the edge of the clouds; using his hand to shade
his eyes, he peered all around and found a roiling mass of wind and dust
hurtling toward the northwest. "Brothers," he shouted to them down
below, "mount the clouds qUickly to pursue Master with me." Bajie and
Sha Monk tied the luggage to the horse, and with a whoosh they all shot
up to midair and left.

Those women of the State of Western Liang, ruler and subjects, were
so terrified that they knelt on the ground, all crying, "So these are arhats
who can ascend to Heaven in broad daylight!" Then the officials said to
the queen, "Let not our ruler be frightened or vexed any more. The royal
brother of Tang has to be a Buddhist monk who has attained the Way.
Since none of us possesses true discernment, we could not recognize these
Chinese men for what they are and all our schemings have been wasted. Let
our mistress ascend the carriage to go back to court." The queen herself
became quite embarrassed, and as she went back to the capital with all her
officials, we shall leave them for the moment.

We tell you instead about the Great Sage Sun with his two brothers,
who trod on air and fog to give chase to that cyclone. In a little while, they
came upon a tall mountain, where they saw the dust had died down and
the wind subsided. Not knowing where the fiend had gone to, the three
brothers lowered their clouds and began to search for the way. It was then
that they saw on the side of the mountain a huge slab of stone, all shiny and
green, that looked like a screen. The three of them led the horse to the back
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of the screen and discovered two stone doors, on which there was in large
letters the following inscription: Toxic Foe Mountain, Cave of the Lute. As
he had always been rather stupid, Bajie immediately wanted to break down
the doors with his rake, but he was qUickly stopped by Pilgrim. "Don't be
so hasty, Brother," he said. "After we followed the cyclone here, we had to
search for a while before we found these doors. We don't even know the

long and short of the matter. Suppose this is the wrong door. Won't your
action offend the owner? I think the two ofyou should look after the horse
and wait in front of that stone screen. Let old Monkey go inside to do some
detection before we start anything." Greatly pleased by what he heard, Sha
Monk said, "Very good! This is what I call caution in recklessness, compo
sure in urgency." So, the two of them led the horse away.

The Great Sage Sun, meanwhile, displayed his divine power: making
the magic sign with his fingers, he recited a spell and with one shake of his
body changed into a bee-truly agile and light. Look at him!

His thin wings go soft with wind;
His waist in sunlight is trim.
A mouth once sweetened byflowers;
A tail that stripe-toads has tamed.
What merit in honey-making!
How modest his home-returning!
A smart plan he now conceives
To soar past both doors and eaves.

Crawling inside through a crack in the door, Pilgrim flew past the second
level door and came upon a flower arbor in the middle ofwhich sat a female
fiend. Attending her on both sides were several young girls dressed in col
ored silk and with parted bangs on their foreheads. All of them appeared to
be in a most pleasant mood, talking with great animation about something.
Ever so lightly our Pilgrim flew up there and alighted on the trellis of the
arbor. As he cocked his ear to listen, he saw two other girls with dishev
eled hair walking up to the arbor, each holding a plate of steaming hot
pastries. "Madam," they said, "on this plate are buns stuffed with human
flesh, and on the other buns stuffed with red bean paste." "Little ones," said
the female fiend with a giggle, "help the royal brother of Tang to come
out." The girls dressed in colored silk went to one of the rear chambers
and led the Tang monk out by his hands. The master's face, however, had
turned yellow and his lips, white; his eyes were red and brimming with
tears. "Master has been poisoned!" sighed Pilgrim to himself.

The fiend walked out of the arbor and extended her dainty, spring
onion-like fingers to catch hold of the elder, saying, "Relax, royal brother!
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Though our place here is not like the palace of the Nation of Women of
Western Liang and cannot compare with their wealth and luxury, it is actu
ally less hectic and more comfortable. You will find it perfect for chanting
the name of Buddha and reading scriptures. I'll be your companion on the
Way, and we'll enjoy a harmonious union until old age." Tripitaka would
not utter a word. "Stop worrying," said the fiend again. "I know that you
didn't eat much when you attended the banquet in the Nation of Women.
Here are two kinds of flour goods, meat and vegetarian, and you may take
whatever you want,just to calm your fear."

Tripitaka thought to himself: "I can remain silent and refuse to eat any
thing, but this fiend is not like the queen. The queen, after all, is a human
being whose action is governed by propriety. This fiend is a monster-spirit
most capable ofhurting me. What shall I do? I wonder ifmy three disciples
know that I am held in custody here. If she does harm me because of my
stubborness, wouldn't I have thrown away my life?" As he questioned his
mind with mind like that, he had no alternative but to force himself to
open his mouth. "What's the meat made of and what's the vegetarian made
of?" he asked. The fiend said, "The meat bun has human flesh stuffing,
while the vegetarian has red bean paste stuffing." "This poor monk," said
Tripitaka, "keeps a vegetarian diet." "Girls," said the female fiend, gig
gling, "bring us some hot tea so that the elder of your household can eat
the vegetarian buns."

One of the girls indeed brought out a cup of fragrant tea and placed
it in front of the elder. Picking up a vegetarian bun, the fiend broke it in
half and handed the pieces to Tripitaka, who in turn took a meat bun and
presented it whole to the fiend. "Royal brother," asked the fiend, laugh
ing, "why didn't you break it first before you handed it to me?" Tripitaka
pressed his palms together before he replied: "As someone who has left the
family, I dare not break open food made with meat." "If you as someone
who has left the family dare not break open food made with meat," said
the fiend, "how is it that you were willing to eat water pudding1 the other
day at the Child-and-Mother Stream? Having done that, do you still insist
on eating red bean paste stuffing today?" Tripitaka replied:

(~t high tide a boat leaves quickly;
In sand traps a horse trots slowly. JJ

I. The fiend is punning on the sounds of water pudding and high tide, both
using the phonemes of shuigao but different graphs. The Tang monk's subsequent
reply also makes use of a pun between bean-paste stuffing (dousha xian) and sand
traps (shaxian).
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Pilgrim on the trellis heard everything; fearing that such banter might
confound the real nature ofhis master, he could no longer contain himself.
He revealed his true form at once and whipped out his iron rod. "Cursed
beast!" he shouted. "You're so unruly!" When the female fiend saw him,
she blew out immediately from her mouth a ray of misty light to cover up
the entire arbor. "Little ones," she cried, "take away the royal brother!"
Picking up a steel trident, she leaped out of the arbor and yelled, "Lawless
simian rascal! How dare you sneak into my house and play Peeping Tom?
Don't run away! Have a taste of your mamma's trident!" Using the iron
rod to parry her blows, the Great Sage fought back as he retreated.

The two of them fought their way out of the cave. Bajie and Sha Monk
were waiting in front of the stone screen; when they saw the combatants
emerging, Bajie hurriedly pulled the white horse out of the way, saying,
"Sha Monk, you guard the horse and the luggage. Let old Hog go and help
with the fight." Dear Idiot! Lifting high the rake with both his hands, he
rushed forward and shouted, "Elder Brother, stay back! Let me beat up this
bitch!" When the fiend saw Bajie approaching, she summoned up some
more of her abilities. With one snort fire spurted out from her nostrils as
smoke licked out from her mouth. She shook her body once and there
were now three tridents dancing and thrusting in the air, wielded by who
knows how many hands. As she charged like a cyclone into the fray, she
was met by Pilgrim and Bajie on both sides.

"Sun Wukong," cried the fiend, "you really have no judgment! I rec
ognize you, but you can't recognize me. But even your Buddha Tathagata
at the Thunderclap Monastery is afraid of me. Two clumsy oafs like you,
you think you'll get anywhere! Come on up, both of you, and I'll give
each of you a beating!" "How was this battle?" you ask.

Thefemale fiend}s power expanded;
The Monkey King}s vigor increased.
The Heavenly Reeds Marshal} strivingfor merit}
Wielded wildly his rake to show his vim.
That one with many hands andfast tridents the misty light encircled;
From these two-impulsive} with strong weapons-foggy air rose up.
Thefiend wished only to seek a mate;
The monk refused to leak his primal sperm.
Yin and yang at odds now clashed together}
Eachflaunting its might in this bitter strife.
Qjiet yin} to nourish being} quickened in lust;
Tranquil yang purged desires to guard its health.
To these two parties thus came discord;
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A contest was waged by trident, rake, and rod.
This one's rod was strong,
The rake, more potent-
But thefiend's trident met them blowfor blow.
Three unyieldingpersons before Mount Toxic Foe;
Two ruthlessfactions outside the Cave ofthe Lute.
That one was pleased to seize the Tang monk as her spouse;
These two with the elder resolved to seek true scriptures.
To do battle they stirred up Heaven and Earth
Andfought till sun and moon darkened andplanets moved.

The three of them fought for a long time and no decision was reached.
Leaping suddenly into the air, the female fiend resorted to the Horse
Felling Poisoned Stake and gave the Great Sage a terrific stab on his head.
"Oh, misery!" cried Pilgrim and at once fled in severe pain. When Bajie
saw that the tide was turning, he too retreated with the rake trailing behind
him. The fiend thus retrieved her tridents and returned in triumph.

Gripping his head, with brows contracted and face woe-laden, Pilgrim
kept crying, "Horror! Horror!" Bajie went up to him and asked: "Elder
Brother, how is it that, when you were just enjoying the fight, you sud
denly ran away, whining up a storm?" Pilgrim gripped his head and could
only say, "It hurts! It hurts!" "It must be your migraine," said Sha Monk.
"No! No!" cried Pilgrim, jumping up and down. "Elder Brother," said
Bajie, "I didn't see that you were wounded. But now your head hurts.
Why?" "Lord, it's terrible!" said Pilgrim with a groan. "I was just fight
ing with her. When she saw that I was breaking through her defense with
the trident, she suddenly leaped into the air. I don't know what kind of
weapon it was that gave my head a stab, but the pain is unbearable. That
was why I ran away."

"You have always bragged about that head of yours when things were
qUiet," said Bajie with a laugh, "saying that it has gone through such a
long process of cultivation. How is it now that it can't even take a stab?"
"Indeed," replied Pilgrim. "Since I achieved the art of realized immor

tality, and since I stole and ate the immortal peaches, celestial wine, and
the golden elixir of Laozi, this head of mine cannot be harmed. When I
caused great disturbance in Heaven, the Jade Emperor sent the Demon
King Powerful and the Twenty-Eight Constellations to take me outside
the Dipper Star Palace and have me executed. What those divine warriors
used on me were swords, axes, scimitars, bludgeons, thunderbolts, and
fire. Thereafter Laozi placed me within his brazier of eight trigrams and
smelted me for forty-nine days. But there wasn't even a scratch on my
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head. I don't know what sort of weapon this woman used today, but she
certainly wounded old Monkey!"

"Take away your hands," said Sha Monk, "and let me see if the skin has
been torn." "No, it hasn't," replied Pilgrim.

"I'll go to the State ofWestern Liang and ask for some ointment to tape
on you," said Bajie. Pilgrim said, "There's no swelling, and it's not an open
wound. Why should you want to tape ointment on it?"

"Brother," said Bajie, chuckling, "I didn't come down with any pre- or
postnatal illness, but you are getting a brain tumor." "Stopjoking, Second
Elder Brother," said Sha Monk. "It's getting late! Big Brother's head has
been hurt and we don't know whether Master is dead or alive. What shall
we do?"

"Master's all right," said Pilgrim with a groan. "I changed into a bee to

fly inside, and I found that woman sitting inside a flower arbor. In a little
while, two maids brought out two plates ofbuns: one had human flesh for
stuffing and the other, red bean paste. Then she asked two other maids to
help Master out to eat,just to calm his fear. She also said something about
her desire to be Master's companion on the Way. At first, Master did not
say anything to the woman, nor did he eat the buns. Later, perhaps it was
because of all her sweet talk or some other odd reason, he began to speak
with her and told her that he kept a vegetarian diet. The woman broke
one of those vegetarian buns into halves to hand to Master, and he pre
sented her with a meat one whole. 'Why didn't you break it?' the woman

asked, and Master said, 'Those who have left the family dare not break
into something made with meat.' 'In that case,' asked the woman, 'how

was it that you were willing to eat water pudding the other day? And you
still insist on eating stuffing made of red bean paste?' Master didn't quite
understand her puns, and he replied:

Lit high tide a boat leaves quickly;
In sand traps a horse trots slowly. J

I heard everything on the trellis, and I was afraid that Master's nature might
be confounded. That was when I revealed my true form and attacked her
with my iron rod. She, too, used her magic power; blowing out some
mist or fog to cover the arbor, she shouted for the girls to take away the
'royal brother' before she picked up her steel trident and fought her way
out of the cave with old Monkey." When Sha Monk heard this, he bit his
finger and said, "We've been picked up and followed by this bitch from
who knows where, but she certainly has knowledge ofwhat has happened
to us recently."

"If you put it that way," said Bajie, "it looks as if we wouldn't be able
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to rest, doesn't it? Let's not worry if it's dusk or midnight. Let's go up to
her door and provoke battle. At least our hubbub will prevent them from
sleeping, so that she can't pull a fast one on our master." "My head hurts,"
said Pilgrim. "I can't go!" Sha Monk said, "No need to provoke battle. In

the first place, Elder Brother has a headache, and in the second, our master
is a true monk. He won't allow either form or emptiness to confound his
nature. Let us sit here for the night beneath the mountain slope where
there's no draft and regain our energy. Then we can decide what to do by
morning." And so, the three brothers, after having tied up the white horse
firmly, rested beneath the mountain slope, guarding the luggage.

We now tell you about that female fiend, who banished violence from
her mind and once again took on a pleasant appearance. "Little ones,"
she said, "shut the front and back doors tightly." Two little fiends were
instructed to stand watch against the intrusion of Pilgrim. If there were
any sound at all at the door, they were told to report at once. Then she
gave this order also: "Maids, fix up the bedroom nicely. After you have
lit the candles and the incense, go and invite royal brother Tang to come
here. I want to make love with him." They therefore brought out the elder
from the rear. Putting on her most seductive charms, she caught hold of
the Tang monk and said, "As the proverb says,

Though gold may have its price,
Our pleasure's more worthwhile.

Let's you and I play husband and wife and have some fun!"
Gritting his teeth, our elder would not permit even a sound to escape

from his mouth. He was about to refuse her invitation, but he was afraid
that she might decide to take his life. He had no alternative but to follow
her into the perfumed room, trembling all the while. Completely in a
stupor, he raised neither his eyes nor his head; he did not see what sort
of coverlets or bedding there was in the room, nor was he eager to find
out what kinds of furniture or dresser were placed therein. As for all the
amorous declaration and sultry speech of the female fiend, he did not hear
a word. Marvelous monk! Truly

His eyes saw no evilform;
His ears heard no lustful sound;
He regarded as dirt and dung this coy, silkenface,
This pearl-like beauty as ashes and dust.
His one love in life was to practice Chan,
Unwilling to step once beyond Buddha-land.
How could he show affection andpity
When all he knew was religion and truth?
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Thatfiend} all vibrant
With boundless passion;
Our elder} most deadpan
Andfilled with Buddhist zeal.
One was like soft jade and warm peifume;
One seemed like cold ashes or dried wood.
That person undid her collar}
Her passion overflowing;
This person tied up his robe}
His resolve unswerving.
That one wanted to mate} breast to breast with thighs entwined;
This one wished toface the wall and seek Bodhidharma in the mount.
Thefiend loosened her clothes
To display herfine} scentedflesh;
The Tang monk bundled up his cloak
To hide his coarse and thickset skin.
Thefiend said} ((My sheets andpillows are ready) why don}t you sleep!}}
The Tang monk said} ((How could my bald head and strange attirejoin you

there!)}

That one said} ((I)m willing to be thefOrmer period}s Liu Cuicui. }}2

This one said} ((This humble monk is not a lovesick priest!)}
Thefiend said} ((I)mpretty as Xi Shi and e}en more lissome.}}
The Tang monk said} ((Like King Vue I have long been mortified!)}
Thefiend said} ((Royal brother) remember
He who dies beneath theflowers;
E}ven his ghost}s a happy lover.}}

The Tang monk said} ((My true yang is treasure most precious.
How could I give it to apowdered cadaver?)}

The two of them prattled on like that deep into the night, but the elder
Tang showed no sign whatever that he had been aroused. Though the
female fiend tugged and pulled at him and refused to let go, our master
doggedly rejected her advances. By midnight, all this hassle made the fiend
mad, and she shouted, "Little ones, bring me a rope!" Alas! The dearly
beloved was at once trussed up until he looked like a shaggy ape! After
telling her subordinates to drag the monk back to the corridor, she blew
out the lamps and all of them retired.

Soon the cock crowed three times, and beneath the mountain slope our

2. Name of a famous courtesan in Hangzhou at the time of the Southern

Song.
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Great Sage Sun rose up, saying, "I had a headache for quite a while, but
now my head feels neither painful nor numb. In fact, I have a little itch."
"If you have an itch," chuckled Bajie, "how about asking her to give you
another stab?" Pilgrim spat at him and said, "Go! Go! Go!" Bajie laughed
again and replied, "Go! Go! Go! But it was Master last night who went
wild! Wild! Wild!" "Stop gabbing, the two of you," said Sha Monk. "It's

light. Go quickly to catch the monster." "Brother," said Pilgrim, "stay here
to guard the horse and don't move. zhu Bajie will go with me."

Arousing himself, our Idiot straightened out his black-silk shirt and
followed Pilgrim; they took their weapons and leaped up to the mountain
ledge to go before the stone screen. "Stand here," said Pilgrim to Bajie,
"for I fear that the fiend might have harmed Master during the night. Let
me go inside to snoop around a bit. IfMaster truly had lost his primal yang
and his virtue because of her deception, then all of us could scatter. If he
has not been confounded and if his Chan mind has remained unmoved,
then we could in all diligence fight to the end, slaughter the monster-spirit,
and rescue Master to go to the West." "You are quite numbskulled!" said

Bajie. "As the proverb says, 'Could dried fish be used for a eat's pillows?'
Like it or not, it would receive a few scratches!" Pilgrim said, "Stop bab
bling! I'll go and see."

Dear Great Sage! He left Bajie in front of the stone screen and shook
his body again to change into a bee. After he flew inside, he found two
maids sleeping, their heads resting on the watch-rattles. He went up to the
flower arbor to look around. The monster-spirit, you see, had struggled
for half the night; she and her attendants were all very tired. Everyone
was still fast asleep, not knowing that it was dawn already. Flying to the
rear, Pilgrim began to hear the faint moans of the Tang monk, and then
he saw that the priest was left, hogtied, in the corridor. Pilgrim gently
alighted on his head and whispered, "Master." Recognizing the voice, the
Tang monk said, "Have you come, Wukong? Save my life, qUick!" "How
were the night's activities?" asked Pilgrim. Tripitaka, clenching his teeth,
replied: "I would rather die than do anything of that sort!" "I thought,"

said Pilgrim, "I saw her showing you a good deal of tenderness yesterday.
How is it that she is putting you through such torment today?"

"She pestered me for half the night," answered Tripitaka, "but I did
not even loosen my clothes or touch her bed. When she saw that I refused
to yield to her, she had me tied up like this. Please rescue me, so that I can
go acquire the scriptures." As master and disciples spoke to each other
like that, they woke up the monster-spirit. Though she was furious at the
Tang monk, she was still very fond of him. When she stirred and heard
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something about going to acquire scriptures, she rolled off the bed at once
and shouted: "You mean to tell me that you don't want to get married and
still want to go and seek scriptures?"

Pilgrim was so startled that he abandoned his master, spread his wings,
and flew out of the cave. "Bajie," he cried, and our Idiot came around the
stone screen, saying, "Has that thing been concluded?" "Not yet! Not
yet!" said Pilgrim, laughing. "She worked on the old master for quite
some time, but he refused. She got mad and had him hogtied. He was just
telling me all this when the fiend woke up, and I became so startled that
I came back out here." Bajie said, "What did Master actually say?" "He
said," replied Pilgrim, "that he did not even loosen his clothes nor did
he touch her bed." "Good! Very good!" chuckled Bajie. "He's still a true
monk! Let's go rescue him!"

As he had always been a roughneck, our Idiot did not wait for further
discussion. Lifting high his muckrake, he brought it down on the stone
doors with all his might, and with a loud crash they broke into many pieces.
The two maids sleeping on the watch-rattles were so terrified that they ran
back to the second-level door and screamed: "Open up! Those two ugly
men of yesterday have come again and smashed our doors!" The female
fiend was just leaving her room. "Little ones," she cried, "bring some hot
water for me to wash my face. Carry the royal brother, all tied up like that,
and hide him in the rear room. I'm going out to fight them."

Dear monster-spirit! She ran out with her trident uplifted and shouted:
"Brazen ape! Wild boar! You don't know when to stop, do you? How dare
you break my doors?" "You filthy bitch!" scolded Bajie. "You have our

master imprisoned, and you still dare to talk with such insolence? Our
master was only your kidnapped husband! Send him out qUickly, and I'll
spare you. If you dare but utter half a no, the blows of old Hog's rake will
level even your mountain."

The monster-spirit, of course, did not permit such words to intimidate
her. With enormous energy and using magic as before, she attacked with
her steel trident while her nose and mouth belched fire and smoke. Bajie
leaped aside to dodge her blow before striking back with his rake, helped
by the Great Sage Sun and his iron rod on the other side. The power of that
fiend was tremendous indeed! All at once she seemed to have acquired who
knows how many hands, waving and parrying left and right. After they
fought for several rounds, she again used some kind of weapon and gave
the lip of Bajie a stab. His rake trailing behind him and his lips pouting,
our Idiot fled in pain for his life. Pilgrim also became somewhat envious
of him; making one false blow with the rod, he, too, fled in defeat. After
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the fiend returned in triumph, she told her little ones to place rock piles
in front of the door.

We now tell you about Sha Monk, who was grazing the horse before the
mountain slope when he heard some hog-grunting. As he raised his head,
he saw Bajie dashing back, lips pouted and grunting as he ran. "What in
the world ... ?" said Sha Monk, and our Idiot blurted out: "It's awful! It's

awful! This pain! This pain!" Hardly had he finished speaking when Pilgrim
also arrived. "Dear Idiot!" he chuckled. "Yesterday you said I had a brain
tumor, but now you are suffering from the plague of the swollen lip!"
"I can't bear it!" cried Bajie. "The pain's acute! It's terrible! It's terrible!"

The three of them were thus in sad straits when they saw an old woman
approaching from the south on the mountain road, her left hand carrying
a little bamboo basket with vegetables in it. "Big Brother," said Sha Monk,
"look at that old lady approaching. Let me find out from her what sort of
a monster-spirit this is and what kind of weapon she has that can inflict
a wound like this." "You stay where you are," said Pilgrim, "and let old
Monkey question her." When Pilgrim stared at the old woman carefully,
he saw that there were auspicious clouds covering her head and fragrant
mists encircling her body. Recognizing all at once who she was, Pilgrim
shouted, "Brothers, kowtow quickly! The lady is Bodhisattva!" Ignoring
his pain, Bajie hurriedly went to his knees while Sha Monk bent low, still
holding the reins of the horse. The Great Sage Sun, too, pressed his palms
together and knelt down, all crying, "We submit to the great and compas
sionate, the efficacious savior, Bodhisattva Guanshiyin."

When the Bodhisattva saw that they recognized her primal light, she
at once trod on the auspicious clouds and rose to midair to reveal her true
form, the one which carried the fish basket. Pilgrim rushed up there also to
say to her, bowing, "Bodhisattva, pardon us for not receiving you properly.
We were desperately trying to rescue our master and we had no idea that
the Bodhisattva was descending to earth. Our present demonic ordeal is
hard to overcome indeed, and we beg the Bodhisattva to help us." "This
monster-spirit," said the Bodhisattva, "is most formidable. Those tridents

of hers happen to be two front claws, and what gave you such a painful
stab is actually a stinger on her tail. It's called the Horse-Felling Poison,
for she herself is a scorpion spirit. Once upon a time she happened to be
listening to a lecture in the Thunderclap Monastery. When Tathagata saw
her, he wanted to push her away with his hand, but she turned around and
gave the left thumb of the Buddha a stab. Even Tathagata found the pain
unbearable! When he ordered the arhats to seize her, she fled here. If you
want to rescue the Tang monk, you must find a special friend of mine,
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for even I cannot go near her." Bowing again, Pilgrim said, "I beg the
Bodhisattva to reveal to whom it is that your disciple should go to ask for
assistance." "Go to the East Heaven Gate," replied the Bodhisattva, "and
ask for help from the Star Lord Orionis3 in the Luminescent Palace. He is
the one to subdue this monster-spirit." When she finished speaking, she
changed into a beam of golden light to return to South Sea.

Dropping down from the clouds, the Great Sage Sun said to Bajie and
Sha Monk, "Relax, Brothers, we've found someone to rescue Master."

"From where?" asked Sha Monk, and Pilgrim replied, "Just now the Bo
dhisattva told me to seek the assistance of the Star Lord Orionis. Old
Monkey will go immediately." With swollen lips, Bajie grunted: "Elder
Brother, please ask the god for some medicine for the pain." "No need for
medicine," said Pilgrim with a laugh. "After one night, the pain will go
away like mine." "Stop talking," said Sha Monk. "Go qUickly!"

Dear Pilgrim! Mounting his cloud-somersault, he arrived instantly at
the East Heaven Gate, where he was met by the Devaraja VirficJhaka. "Great
Sage," said the devaraja, bowing, "where are you going?" "On our way
to acquire scriptures in the West," replied Pilgrim, "the Tang monk ran
into another demonic obstacle. I must go to the Luminescent Palace to
find the Star God of the Rising Sun." As he spoke, Tao, Zhang, Xin, and
Deng, the four Grand Marshals, also approached him to ask where he was
going. "I have to find the Star Lord Orionis," said Pilgrim, "and ask him
to rescue my master from a monster-spirit." One of the grand marshals
said, "By the decree of the Jade Emperor this morning, the god went to
patrol the Star-Gazing Terrace." "Is that true?" asked Pilgrim. "All of us

humble warriors," replied Grand Marshal Xin, "left the Dipper Palace
with him at the same time. Would we dare speak falsehood?" "It has been

a long time," said Grand Marshal Tao, "and he might be back already. The
Great Sage should go to the Luminescent Palace first, and if he's not there,
then you can go to the Star-Gazing Terrace."

Delighted, the Great Sage took leave of them and arrived at the gate of
the Luminescent Palace. Indeed, there was no one in sight, and as he turned
to leave, he saw a troop of soldiers approaching, followed by the god, who
still had on his court regalia made of golden threads. Look at

His cap offive ftlds ablaze with gold;
His court tablet ofmost lustrous jade.
A seven-star sword} cloudpatterned} hungfrom his robe;
An eight-treasure belt} lucent} wrapped around his waist.

3. One of the twenty-eight constellations.
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His pendantjangled as ifstriking atune;
It rang like a bell in a stronggust ofwind.
Kingfisherfans parted and Orionis came
As celestialfragrance the courtyardfilled.

Those soldiers walking in front saw Pilgrim standing outside the Lumi
nescent Palace, and they turned qUickly to report: "My lord, the Great
Sage Sun is here." Stopping his cloud and straightening his court attire,
the god ordered the soldiers to stand on both sides in two rows while he
went forward to salute his visitor, saying, "Why has the Great Sage come
here?"

"I have come here," replied Pilgrim, "especially to ask you to save my
master from an ordeal." "Which ordeal," asked the god, "and where?"
"In the Cave of the Lute at the Toxic Foe Mountain," Pilgrim answered,
"which is located in the State of Western Liang." "What sort of monster
is there in the cave," asked the god again, "that has made it necessary for
you to calIon this humble deity?"

Pilgrim said, "Just now the Bodhisattva Guanyin, in her epiphany, re
vealed to us that it was a scorpion spirit. She told us further that only
you, sir, could overcome it. That is why I have come to calIon you." "I
should first go back and report to the Jade Emperor," said the god, "but
the Great Sage is already here, and you have, moreover, the Bodhisattva's
recommendation. Since I don't want to cause you delay, I dare not ask
you for tea. I shall go with you to subdue the monster-spirit first before I
report to the Throne."

When the Great Sage heard this, he at once went out of the East Heaven
Gate with the god and sped to the State of Western Liang. Seeing the
mountain ahead, Pilgrim pointed at it and said, "This is it." The god low
ered his cloud and walked with Pilgrim up to the stone screen beneath
the mountain slope. When Sha Monk saw them, he said, "Second Elder
Brother, please rise. Big Brother has brought back the star god." His lips
still pouting, Idiot said, "Pardon! Pardon! I'm ill, and I cannot salute you."
"You are a man who practices self-cultivation," said the star god. "What
kind of sickness do you have?" "Earlier in the morning," replied Bajie,
"we fought with the monster-spirit, who gave me a stab on my lip. It still
hurts."

The star god said, "Come up here, and I'll cure it for you." Taking his
hand away from his snout, Idiot said, "I beg you to cure it, and I'll thank
you most heartily." The star god used his hand to give Bajie's lip a stroke
before blowing a mouthful of breath on it. At once, the pain ceased. In
great delight, our Idiot went to his knees, crying, "Marvelous! Marvel-
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ous!" "May I trouble the star god to touch the top of my head also?" said
Pilgrim with a grin. "You weren't poisoned," said the star god. "Why

should I touch you?" Pilgrim replied, "Yesterday, I was poisoned, but after
one night the pain is gone. The spot, however, still feels somewhat numb
and itchy, and I fear that it may act up when the weather changes. Please
cure it for me." The star god indeed touched the top of his head and blew
a mouthful of breath on it. The remaining poison was thus eliminated,
and Pilgrim no longer felt the numbness or the itch. "Elder Brother," said
Bajie, growing ferocious, "let's go and beat up that bitch!" "Exactly!"

said the star god. "You provoke her to come out, the two of you, and I'll
subdue her."

Leaping up the mountain slope, Pilgrim and Bajie again went behind
the stone screen. With his mouth spewing abuses and his hands working
like a pair of fuel-gatherer hooks, our Idiot used his rake to remove the
rocks piled up in front of the cave in no time at all. He then dashed up to
the second-level door, and one blow of his rake reduced it to powder. The
little fiends inside were so terrified that they fled inside to report: "Madam,
those two ugly men have destroyed even our second-level door!" The fiend
wasjust about to untie the Tang monk so that he could be fed some tea and
rice. When she heard that the door had been broken down, she jumped
out of the flower arbor and stabbed Bajie with the trident. Bajie met her
with the rake, while Pilgrim assisted him with his iron rod. Rushing at her
opponents, the fiend wanted to use her poisonous trick again, but Pilgrim
and Bajie perceived her intentions and retreated immediately.

The fiend chased them beyond the stone screen, and Pilgrim shouted:
"Orionis, where are you?" Standing erect on the mountain slope, the star
god revealed his true form. He was, you see, actually a huge, double
combed rooster, about seven feet tall when he held up his head. He faced
the fiend and crowed once: immediately the fiend revealed her true form,
which was that of a scorpion about the size of a lute. The star god crowed
again, and the fiend, whose whole body became paralyzed, died before the
slope. We have a testimonial poem for you, and the poem says:

Like tasseled balls his embroidered neck and comb}
With long} hard claws and angry} bulging eyes}
He peifects the Five VirtuesfOrcefully;
His three crows are done heroically.
No common} cluckingfOwl about the hut}
He}s Heaven}s star showing his holy name.
In vain the scorpion seeks the human ways;
She now her true} originalfOrm displays.
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Bajie went forward and placed one foot on the back of the creature, saying,
"Cursed beast! You can't use your Horse-Felling Poison this time!" Unable

to make even a twitch, the fiend was pounded into a paste by the rake of
the Idiot. Gathering up again his golden beams, the star god mounted the
clouds and left, while Pilgrim led Bajie and Sha Monk to bow to the sky,
saying, "Sorry for all your inconvenience! In another day, we shall go to
your palace to thank you in person."

After the three of them gave thanks, they took the luggage and the
horse into the cave, where they were met by those maids, who knelt on
both sides to receive them. "Fathers," they cried, "we are not fiends. We
are all women from the State of Western Liang who have been kidnapped
by this monster-spirit some time ago. Right now your master is weeping
in a scented room in the rear." On hearing this, Pilgrim stared at them and
saw that there was indeed no demonic aura about them. He therefore went
to the rear, crying, "Master!" When the Tang monk saw them, he was very
pleased. "Worthy disciples," he said, "I have caused you a lot of trouble.
What happened to that woman?" "She was a huge female scorpion," replied
Bajie. "We are fortunate to have received the revelation from the Bodhi
sattva Guanyin, whereupon Big Brother went to Heaven to acquire the
assistance of the Star Lord Orionis. He came here and subdued her, and
she has been reduced to mud by old Hog. Only then did we dare walk in
here to see your face." The Tang monk could not end his thanks to them.
Then they found some rice and noodles with which they prepared a meal,
after which they showed the way home to those girls who had been taken
captive. Lighting up a fire, they burned out the entire cave-dwelling before
they found the main road to the West once more. Thus it was that

They cut worldly ties to leave beauty andform;
They drained the gold sea to know the mind ofChan.

We do not know how many more years they still need in order to perfect
the art of realized immortality; let's listen to the explanation in the next

chapter.
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The true Pilgrim lays bare his woes at Mount Potalaka;

Thefalse Monkey King transcribes documents at Water-Curtain Cave.

[Ed. : The initiating incident of this episode recalls the events ofboth chapters

14 and 27 of the full-length novel, when Sun Wukong, whether by killing
six bandits or attacking the Cadaver Demon encountered on the way, deeply
offended the human Tripitaka. Regarding his disciple's action as needless life
taking, the monk indulged in prolonged recitation of the Tight-Fillet Spell
to punish Sun. Finally, as before, Sun was banished from the pilgrimage.]

We were telling you about a heavy-hearted Great Sage Sun, who rose into
midair. He was about to return to the Water-Curtain Cave of the Flower
Fruit Mountain, but he was afraid that those little fiends might laugh at
him, for how could he be a true hero if he could betray his own word.
He thought of seeking shelter in the celestial palace, but he feared that he
would not be given permission to stay there long. He next thought of the
islands in the sea, but then he was ashamed to face the resident immortals.
Finally, he considered the dragon palace, but he could not stomach the idea
of approaching the dragon kings as a suppliant. Truly, he had absolutely
no place to go, and he thought sadly to himself: "All right! All right! All
right! I'll go to see my master again, for only that is the right fruit."

He dropped down from the clouds and went before the horse of Tripi
taka, saying, "Master, please forgive this disciple one more time! I'll never
dare work violence again. I promise I'll accept all your admonitions, and
I beg you to let me accompany you to the Western Heaven." When the
Tang monk saw him, however, he even refused to reply. As soon as he
reined in the horse, he recited the Tight-Fillet Spell. Over and over again,
he went through it for more than twenty times until the Great Sage fell
prostrate to the ground, the fillet cutting an inch into his flesh. Only then
did the elder stop and say, "Why don't you leave? Why have you come to
bother me again?"

Pilgrim could only reply: "Don't recite anymore! Don't recite anymore!
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I can spend my days somewhere, but without me I fear that you can't
reach the Western Heaven." Growing angry, Tripitaka said, "You are a
murderous ape! Heaven knows how many times you've brought troubles
on me! I absolutely don't want you anymore. Whether I can reach there
or not, it's no concern of yours. Leave quickly! If you don't, I'll start the
magic word again, and this time, I won't stop-not until your brains are
squeezed out!" When the Great Sage saw that his master refused to change
his mind, and as the pain was truly unbearable, he had no alternative but
to mount his cloud-somersault once more and rise into the air. Then he
was struck by the thought: "If this monk is so ungrateful to me, I'll go to
the Bodhisattva Guanyin at Mount Potalaka and tell on him."

Dear Great Sage! He turned his somersault around and in less than
an hour reached the Great Southern Ocean. Lowering his auspicious lu
minosity, he descended on the Potalaka Mountain and sped at once into
the purple bamboo grove. There he was met by the disciple Mok~a, who
greeted him, saying, "Where is the Great Sage going?" "I must see the
Bodhisattva," replied Pilgrim. Mok~a led him to the entrance of the Tidal
Sound Cave, where the Boy of Goodly Wealth also greeted him, saying,
"Why has the Great Sage come here?" "I have something to tell on the

Bodhisattva," Pilgrim said.
When he heard the words "to tell on,"l Goodly Wealth laughed and said,

"What a smart-mouthed ape! You think you can oppress people just like
the time I caught the Tang monk.2 Our Bodhisattva is a holy and righteous
goddess, one who is of great compassion, great promise, and great convey
ance, one who with boundless power saves us from our sufferings. What
has she done that you want to bring an accusation against her?" Pilgrim
was already deeply depressed; what he heard only aroused him to anger
and he gave such a snarl that the Boy of Goodly Wealth backed off at once.
"You wicked, ungrateful little beast!" he shouted. "You are so dim-witted!

You were once a fiend, a spirit, but it was I who asked the Bodhisattva to
take you in. Since you have made your submission to the Right, you have
been enjoying true liberty and long life-an age as everlasting, in fact, as
Heaven's. Instead of thanking me, how dare you be so insulting? I said that

I. The brief exchange between Pilgrim and Guanyin's attendant puns on the

word gao} which can mean to report to, tell on, or to accuse in the legal sense of

filing suit against someone.

2. The Boy of Goodly Wealth, prior to his submission to Guanyin, was a monster

named Red Boy, and he was the son of the Bull Monster King. For the incidents

referred to in his statement here, see chapters 40-42 in The Journey to the West, of
which the present book is an abridgment.
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I was going to tell something on the Bodhisattva. How dare you say that
I'm smart-mouthed?" Trying to placate him with a smile, Goodly Wealth
said, "You're still an impulsive ape! I was just teasing you. Why do you
change color so suddenly?"

As they were thus conversing, a white cockatoo came into view, flying
back and forth before them for a couple of times, and they knew that this
was the summons of the Bodhisattva. Whereupon Mok~a and Goodly
Wealth led the way to the treasure lotus platform. As Pilgrim went to
his knees to bow to the Bodhisattva, he could no longer restrain the tears
from gushing forth and he wailed loudly. Asking Mok~a to lift him up,
the Bodhisattva said, "Wukong, tell me plainly what's causing you such
great sorrow. Stop crying! I'll bring relief to your suffering and dispel
your woe."

Pilgrim, still weeping, bowed again before he said, "In previous years,
when has your disciple ever consented to be snubbed by anyone? When,
however, I was liberated by the Bodhisattva from my Heaven-sent calam
ity, and when I took the vow of complete poverty to accompany the Tang
monk on his way to see Buddha for scriptures in the Western Heaven, I
was willing to risk my very life. To rescue him from his demonic obstacles
was like

Snatching a tender bonefrom the tiger}s mouth}
Scraping offone scale} live}from a dragon}s back.

My only hope was to be able to return to the Real and attain the right fruit,
to cleanse myself of sins and destroy the deviates. How could I know that
this elder could be so ungrateful! He cannot recognize any virtuous cause,
nor can he distinguish between black and white."

"Tell me," said the Bodhisattva, "a little about the black and white."
Whereupon Pilgrim gave a thorough account of how he had beaten to
death the brigands, which provoked the misgivings of the Tang monk;
how without distinguishing black and white, the Tang monk had used the
Tight-Fillet Spell to banish him several times; and how he had to come to
lay bare his woes to the Bodhisattva because there was no place on Earth
or in Heaven where he could find shelter. Then the Bodhisattva said to
him: "When Tripitaka Tang received the imperial decree to journey
to the West, his sole intention was to be a virtuous monk, and therefore
he most certainly would not lightly take away a human life. With your
limitless magic power, why should you beat to death these many bandits?
The bandits are no good, to be sure, but they are, after all, human beings
and they don't deserve such punishment. They are not like those fiendish
fowl or monstrous beasts, those demons or griffins. If you kill or slaugh-
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ter those things, it's your merit, but when you take human lives, then it's
your wickedness. Just frighten them away, and you would still be able to
protect your master. In my opinion, therefore, you have not acted in a
virtuous manner."

Still tearful, Pilgrim kowtowed and said, "Though I may not have acted
in a virtuous manner, I should have been given a chance to use my merit
to atone for my sins. I don't deserve to be banished like this. I beg now the
Bodhisattva to have compassion on me and recite the Loose-Fillet Spell.
Let me be released from the golden fillet and I'll give it back to you. Let
me go back to the Water-Curtain Cave with my life." Smiling at him, the
Bodhisattva replied: "The Tight-Fillet Spell was imparted to me originally
by Tathagata, who sent me in that year to go find a scripture pilgrim in the
Land of the East. He gave me three kinds of treasure: the brocade cassock,
the nine-ringed priestly staff, and three fillets named the golden, the tight,
and the prohibitive. I was also taught in secret three different spells, but
there was no such thing as the Loose-Fillet Spell."

"In that case," said Pilgrim, "let me take leave of the Bodhisattva." The
Bodhisattva asked, "Where are you going?" "To the Western Heaven,"
replied Pilgrim, "where I'll beg Tathagata to recite the Loose-Fillet Spell."
"Wait a moment," said the Bodhisattva, "and let me scan the fortune for
you." "No need for that," said Pilgrim. "This sort of misfortune is all I
can take!" "I'm not scanning yours," said the Bodhisattva, "but the Tang
monk's."

Dear Bodhisattva! As she sat solemnly on the lotus platform, her mind
penetrated the three realms and her eyes of wisdom surveyed from a dis
tance the entire universe. In a moment, she opened her mouth and said,
"Wukong, your master will soon encounter a fatal ordeal. Before long,
he will be looking for you, and I will tell him then to take you back so
that both of you can acquire the scriptures to attain the right fruit." The
Great Sage Sun had no choice but to obey; not daring to misbehave, he
stood at attention beneath the lotus platform where we shall leave him
for the moment.

We tell you now about the elder Tang, who, after he had banished Pil
grim, told Bajie to lead the horse and Sha Monk to pole the luggage. All
four of them headed toward the West. When they had traveled some fifty
miles, Tripitaka stopped the horse and said, "Disciples, we left the village
at the early hour of the fifth watch, and then that Bimawen made me ter
ribly upset. After this half a day, I'm quite hungry and thirsty. Which of
you will go beg me some food?" "Please dismount, Master," said Bajie,
"and let me see if there's a village nearby for me to do so." On hearing this,
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Tripitaka climbed down from the horse, while Idiot rose on the clouds. As
he stared all around, he found mountains everywhere, but there was not a
single house in sight. Dropping down, Bajie said to Tripitaka, "There's no
place to beg food. I couldn't see a village anywhere." "If there's no place

to beg food," said Tripitaka, "let's get some water for my thirst." Bajie
said, "I'll go fetch some water from the brooklet south of the mountain."

Sha Monk therefore handed the almsbowl over to him, and supporting it
with his palm, Bajie left on the clouds and fog. The elder sat by the road
to wait for him, but after a long while, he still did not return. The bitter
thirst, alas, was becoming quite unbearable, for which we have a testimonial
poem. The poem says:

To nourish breath and spirit}s the essential thing:
Feelings and nature arefOrmally the same.
Ailments arisefrom spirit and mind distraught;
The Way}s o}erturned whenfOrm and sperm decline.
When the Three Flowersfail} your labor is vain;
When the Four Greats3 decay} you strivefOr naught.
Earth and wood sterile} metal and water decease.
True body}s sluggish} when will it reach peifection?

When Sha Monk saw how greatly Tripitaka was suffering from his hun
ger and thirst, and Bajie still had not returned with the water, he had no
alternative but to put down the wraps and tie up the white horse. Then
he said, "Master, please sit here for a moment; let me go and see if I can
hurry him back with the water." Tears welling up in his eyes, the elder

could only nod his head to give his reply. Q!!ickly mounting the cloudy
luminosity, Sha Monk also headed for the south of the mountain.

As he sat there all by himself enduring his agonies, the elder suddenly
heard a loud noise near him. He was so startled that he jumped up, and
then he saw that Pilgrim Sun was kneeling on one side of the road, his
two hands holding high a porcelain cup. "Master," he said, "without old
Monkey, you don't even have water. This is a cup of nice, cool water.
Drink it to relieve your thirst, and let me then go beg some food for you."
"I won't drink your water!" replied the elder. "If I die of thirst on the

spot, I'll consider this my martyrdom! I don't want you anymore! Leave
me!" "Without me," said Pilgrim, "you can't go to the Western Heaven."

3. Four Greats: in Buddhism, the term usually refers to the four tanma.tra or
elements of earth, water, fire, and wir (wind) that join to form the human body.
When these elements are improperly balanced (thus the expression sida butiao), all
kinds of sicknesses will arise.
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"Whether I can or not," said Tripitaka, "is no business of yours! Lawless
ape! Why are you bothering me again?" Changing his color all at once,
that Pilgrim became incensed and shouted at the elder, "You cruel bonze!
How you humiliate me!" He threw away the porcelain cup and slammed
the iron rod on the back of the elder, who fainted immediately on the
ground. Picking up the two blue woolen wraps, the monkey mounted his
cloud somersault and went off to some place.

We now tell you about Bajie, who went to the south slope of the moun
tain with his almsbowl. As he passed the fold of the mountain, a thatched
hut, the sight of which had been blocked previously by the mountain,
came into view. He walked up to it and discovered that this was some sort
of human residence. Idiot thought to himself: "I have such an ugly face.
They will no doubt be afraid of me and refuse to give me any food. I must
use transformation . . ."

Dear Idiot! Making the magic sign with his fingers, he recited a spell
and shook his body seven or eight times. At last he changed into a yellow
ish, consumptive monk, still rather stoutish. Moaning and groaning, he
staggered up to the door and called out: "Patron,

Ifyour kitchen has surplus rice}
Let it starved wayfarers suffice.

This humble cleric is from the Land of the East, on his way to seek scrip
tures in the Western Heaven. My master, now sitting by the road, is hungry
and thirsty. If you have any cold rice or burnt crusts, I beg you to give

"us some.
Now, the men of the household, you see, had all gone to plant the fields,

and only two women remained behind. They had just finished cooking
lunch and filled two large bowls with rice to be sent to the fields, while
some rice and crusts were still in the pot. When they saw his Sickly appear
ance, and when they heard all that muttering about going to the Western
Heaven from the Land of the East, they thought that he was babbling be
cause of his illness. Afraid, moreover, that he might fall dead right before
their door, the women hurriedly packed the almsbowl with the leftovers,
crust and all, which Idiot gladly received. After he left on the road from
which he came, he changed back into his original form.

As he proceeded, he heard someone calling, "Bajie!" Raising his head,
he found that it was Sha Monk, standing on a cliff and shouting, "Come
this way! Come this way!" Then he leaped down from the cliff and ap
proached Bajie, saying, "There's lovely, clean water here in the brook. Why
didn't you bail some? Where did you run off to?" "When I reached here,"
said Bajie, chuckling, "I saw a house in the fold of the mountain. I went
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there and succeeded in begging from them this bowl of dried rice." "We
can use that," said Sha Monk, "but Master is terribly thirsty. How can
we bring back some water?" "That's easy," replied Bajie. "Fold up the hem
of your robe, and we'll use that to hold the rice. I'll take the almsbowl to
bail some water."

In great spirits, the two of them went back to the spot by the road, where
they saw Tripitaka lying down with his face hugging the earth. The reins
were loosened, and the white horse was rearing up and neighing repeatedly
by the road. The pole with the luggage, however, was nowhere to be seen.
Bajie was so shaken that he stamped his feet and beat his breast, shouting,
"This has to be it! This has to be it! The cohorts of those bandits whom

Pilgrim Sun beat to death must have returned to kill Master and take the
luggage." "Let's tie up the horse first," said Sha Monk, and then he too
began to shout: "What shall we do? What shall we do? This is truly the
failure that comes in midway!" As he turned to call but once "Master,"

tears streamed down his face and he wept bitterly. "Brother," said Bajie,
"stop crying. When we have reached this stage ofaffairs, let's not talk about
that scripture business. You watch over Master's corpse, and let me ride to
some village store in whatever county or district nearby and see if I can
buy a coffin. Let's bury Master and then we can disperse."

Unwilling, however, to give up on his master, Sha Monk turned the
Tang monk over on his back and put his own face up to the corpse's face.
"My poor master!" he wailed, and presently, the elder's mouth and nose
began to belch hot air as a little warmth could also be felt on his chest.
"Bajie," cried Sha Monk hurriedly, "come over here. Master's not dead!"

Our Idiot approached them and lifted up the elder, who woke up slowly,
groaning all the time. "You lawless ape!" he exclaimed. "You'vejust about
struck me dead!" "Which ape is this?" asked both Sha Monk and Bajie,

and the elder could do nothing more than to sigh. Only after he drank
several gulps of water did he say, "Disciples, soon after both of you left,
that Wukong came to bother me again. Because I adamantly refused to
take him back, he gave me a blow with his rod and took away our blue
woolen wraps."

When Bajie heard this, he clenched his teeth as fire leaped up from
his heart. "This brazen ape!" he said. "How could he be so insolent? Sha
Monk, you look after Master and let me go to his home to demand the
wraps." "Stop being so angry," said Sha Monk. "We should take Master
to that house in the fold of the mountain and beg for some hot liquids to
warm up the rice we managed to get just now. Let's take care of Master
first before you go look for him."
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Bajie agreed; after having helped their master to mount up, they held
the almsbowl and carried the cold rice up to the house's door, where they
found only an old woman inside. Seeing them, she quickly wanted to hide.
Sha Monk pressed his palms together and said, "Old Mama, we are those
from the Land of the East sent by the Tang court to go to the Western
Heaven. Our master is somewhat indisposed, and that is why we have come
here especially to your house to beg some hot tea or water, so that he may
eat some rice." "Just now," said the old woman, "there was a consumptive
monk who claimed to have been sent from the Land of the East. We have
already given him some food. How is it that you are also from the Land
of the East? There's no one in the house. Please go to someplace else." On

hearing this, the elder held onto Bajie and dismounted. Then he bent low
and said, "Old Popo, I had originally three disciples, who were united in
their efforts to accompany me to see Buddha for scriptures at the Great
Thunderclap Monastery in India. My eldest disciple, whose name is Sun
Wukong, has unfortunately practiced violence all his life and refused to
follow the virtuous path. For this reason, I banished him. Little did I expect
him to return in secret and give my back a blow with his rod. He even took
our luggage and our clothing. I must now send a disciple to go find him
and ask for our things, but the open road is no place to sit. Hence we have
come to ask your permission to use your house as a temporary resting place.
As soon as we get back our luggage, we'll leave, for we dare not linger."

"But there was a yellowish, consumptive monkjust now," said the old
woman, "who received our food. He also claimed to be part of a pilgrim
age going to the Western Heaven from the Land of the East. How could
there be so many of you?" Unable to restrain his giggles, Bajie said, "That
was I. Because I have this long snout and huge ears, I was afraid that your
family might be frightened and refuse me food. That was why I changed
into the form of that monk. If you don't believe me, just take a look at
what my brother's carrying in the fold of his robe. Isn't that your rice,
crust and all?"

When the old woman saw that it was indeed the rice that she had given
him, she no longer refused them and asked them to go inside and take a
seat. She then prepared a pot of hot tea, which she gave to Sha Monk for
him to mix with the rice. After the master had eaten several mouthfuls, he
felt more calm and said, "Which of you will go ask for the luggage?" "In
that year when Master sent him back there," said Bajie, "I went to look
for him. So I know the way to his Flower-Fruit Mountain and the Water
Curtain Cave. Let me go! Let me go!" "You can't go!" replied the elder.
"That monkey has never been friendly with you, and you are so rough
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with your words. A tiny slip when you talk to him and he may want to
attack you. Let Wujing go."

"I'll go! I'll go!" said Sha Monk agreeably, whereupon the elder gave
him this further instruction: "You must size up the situation as soon as
you get there. If he's willing to give you our wraps, just pretend to thank
him and take them. If he's unwilling, be sure not to argue or fight with
him. Go directly to the Bodhisattva's place at the South Sea and tell her
everything. Ask the Bodhisattva to demand the luggage from him." After
he had listened most attentively, Sha Monk said to Bajie, "When I'm gone,
you must not be slack in your care ofMaster. And don't cause any mischief
in this family, for I fear that they would not serve you rice then. I'll be back
soon." "I know," said Bajie, nodding. "But you must come back qUickly,
whether you succeed or not in getting our things back. I don't want some
thing like 'Hauling firewood with a pointed pole: you lose at both ends' to
happen!" And so, Sha Monk made the magic sign and mounted the cloudy
luminosity to head for the East Piirvavideha Continent. Truly,

Though body}s present} spirit has left its home;
The brazier}sfireless} howls elixirfOrged?
Yellow Hag leaves her lord to seek Metal Squire;
Wood Mother engages her teacher though he appears ill.
We know not when he}ll return once he leaves}
Nor can we surmise his hour ofreturn.
The Five Phases} mutualgrowth or conquest is not smooth.
Wait till Mind Monkey enters again the pass. 4

Only after he had traveled in the air for three nights and days did Sha
Monk finally reach the Great Eastern Ocean. As the sound ofwaves reached
his ears, he lowered his head and saw that

BlackfOg swelling skyward makes the dark air dense;
The brine holds the sun to chill the light ofdawn.

He was, of course, too preoccupied to enjoy the scenery. Passing the im
mortal island ofYingzhou, he hurried toward the Flower-Fruit Mountain,
riding on the oceanic wind and tide.

After a long while, he saw towering peaks jutting up like rows of hal
berds and sheer cliffs like hanging screens. He dropped down on the highest

4. Daoist teachings sometimes use the metaphor of a frontier gate or a fortified

pass (guan) to refer to certain narrows or passageways of the human body. In the

ancient text Huainanzi, for example, the eyes, the ears, and the mouth are called

the "three passes (san guan) ," which are to be guarded with care against vain sights,

sounds, and words.
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summit and began to search for his way to the Water-Curtain Cave. As he

drew near his destination, he began to hear a noisy din made by countless

monkey spirits living in the mountain. Sha Monk walked closer and found

Pilgrim Sun sitting high on a rock terrace, his two hands holding up a piece

of paper from which he was reading aloud the following statement:

Emperor Li, King of the Great Tang in the Land of the East, now com

mands the sage monk, Chen Xuanzang, royal brother before the Throne

and master of the Law, to go to India in the West, and ask for scriptures in

all sincerity from the Buddhist Patriarch, Tathagata, in the Great Thun

derclap Monastery on the Spirit Mountain.

Because of grave illness invading our body, our soul departed for the

region of Hades. It was our good fortune to have our life span unexpect

edly lengthened, and the Kings of Darkness kindly returned us to life.

Whereupon we convened a vast and goodly assembly to erect a plot of

truth for the redemption of the dead. We were indebted to the salvific

and woe-dispelling Bodhisattva Guanshiyin, who appeared to us in her

golden form and revealed that there were both Buddha and scriptures in

the West, which could deliver and redeem the lost souls of the dead. We

have, therefore, commissioned Xuanzang, master of the Law, to traverse a

thousand mountains in order to acquire such scriptures. When he reaches

the various states of the Western region, we hope that they will not destroy

such goodly affinity and allow him to pass through on the basis of this

rescript.

This is an imperial document promulgated on an auspicious day in the

autumn of the thirteenth year in the Zhenguan reign period of the Great

Tang.
Since leaving mys noble nation, I have passed through several countries,

and in midjourney, I have made three disciples: the eldest being Pilgrim

Sun Wukong, the second being zhu Wuneng Bajie, and the third being

Sha Wujing Monk.

After he read it aloud once, he started again from the beginning. When

Sha Monk realized that it was the travel rescript, he could no longer con

tain himself. Drawing near, he shouted: "Elder Brother, this is Master's

rescript. Why are you reading it like that?" When that Pilgrim heard this,

he raised his head but could not recognize Sha Monk. "Seize him! Seize

5. The change of voice here is intentional, since this section of the rescript has

been added presumably by the queen of the Nation of Women previously.
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him!" he yelled. The other monkeys immediately had Sha Monk sur
rounded; pulling and tugging at him, they hauled him before that Pilgrim,
who bellowed: "Who are you, that you dare approach our immortal cave
without permission?"

When Sha Monk saw how he had changed color and refused to rec
ognize his own, he had little choice but to bow low and say, "Let me
inform you, Elder Brother. Our master previously was rather impetuous
and wrongly put the blame on you. He even cast the spell on you several
times and banished you home. Your brothers did not really try to pacify
Master for one thing, and for another, we soon had to look for water and
beg for food because of Master's hunger and thirst. We didn't expect you
to come back with all your good intentions. When you took offense at
Master's adamant refusal to take you in again, you struck him down, left
him fainted on the ground, and took the luggage. After we rescued him,
I was sent to plead with you. If you no longer hate Master, and if you can
recall his previous kindness in giving you freedom, please give us back
the luggage and return with me to see Master. We can go to the Western
Heaven together and accomplish the right fruit. But if your animosity
is deep and you are unwilling to leave with me, please give me back the
wraps at least. You can enjoy your old age in this mountain, and you will
have done at the same time all of us a very good turn."

When he heard these words, that Pilgrim laughed scornfully and said,
"Worthy Brother, what you said makes little sense to me. I struck the
Tang monk and I took the luggage not because I didn't want to go to the
West, nor because I loved to live in this place. I'm studying the rescript
at the moment precisely because I want to go to the West all by myself
to ask Buddha for the scriptures. When I deliver them to the Land of the
East, it will be my success and no one else's. Those people of the South
Jambudvipa Continent will honor me then as their patriarch and my fame
will last for all posterity."

"You have spoken amiss, Elder Brother," said Sha Monk, smiling,
"Why, we have never heard anyone speaking of 'Pilgrim Sun seeking
scriptures'! When our Buddha Tathagata created the three canons of true
scriptures, he also told the Bodhisattva Guanyin to find a scripture pilgrim
in the Land of the East. Then she wanted us to traverse a thousand hills
and go through many nations as protectors of that pilgrim. The Bodhi
sattva once told us that the scripture pilgrim was originally Tathagata's
disciple, whose religious designation was the Elder Gold Cicada. Because
he failed to listen attentively to the lectures of the Buddhist Patriarch,
he was banished from the Spirit Mountain to be reborn in the Land of
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the East. He was then instructed to bear the right fruit in the West by
cultivating once more the great Way. Since it was preordained that he
should encounter many demonic obstacles in his journey, we three were
liberated so that we might become his guardians. If Elder Brother does
not wish to accompany the Tang monk in his quest, which Buddhist
Patriarch would be willing to impart to you the scriptures? Haven't you
dreamed up all this in vain?"

"Worthy Brother," said that Pilgrim, "you've always been rather block
ish! You know one thing, but you fail to perceive another. You claim that
you have a Tang monk, who needs both ofus to protect him. Do you really
think that I don't have a Tang monk? I have already selected here a truly
enlightened monk, who will go acquire the scriptures and old Monkey
will only help him. Is there anything wrong with that? We have, in fact,
decided that we'll begin the journey tomorrow. If you don't believe me,
let me show you." He then cried: "Little ones, ask the old master to come

out quickly please." The little fiends indeed ran inside and led out a white
horse, followed by a Tripitaka Tang, a Bajie poling the luggage, and a Sha
Monk carrying the priestly staff.

Enraged by the sight, Sha Monk cried, "Old Sand here changes neither
his name when he walks nor his surname when he sits. How could there
be another Sha Monk? Don't be impudent! Have a taste of my staff!"

Dear Sha Monk! Lifting high his fiend-routing staffwith both his hands,
he killed the specious Sha Monk with one blow on the head. He was actu

ally a monkey spirit. That Pilgrim, too, grew angry; wielding his golden
hooped rod, he led the other monkeys and had Sha Monk completely
surrounded. Charging left and right, Sha Monk managed to fight his way
out of the encirclement. As he fled for his life by mounting the cloud
and fog, he said to himself: "This brazen ape is such a rogue! I'm going
to see the Bodhisattva to tell on him!" When that Pilgrim saw that the
Sha Monk had been forced to flee, he did not give chase. He went back to
his cave instead and told his little ones to have the dead monkey skinned.
Then his meat was taken to be fried and served as food along with coconut
and grape wines. After they had their meal, that Pilgrim selected another
monkey monster who knew transformation to change into a Sha Monk.
He again gave them instructions on how to go to the West, and we shall
leave them for the moment.

Once Sha Monk had left the Eastern Ocean by mounting the clouds,
he reached the South Sea after journeying for a day and night. As he sped
forward, he saw the Potalaka Mountain approaching, and he stopped his
cloud to look around. Marvelous place it was! Truly
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This secret spot ofHeaven}
This hidden depth ofEarth}
Where a hundred springsjoin to bathe both sun and stars}
Where the wind blows and the moon beams her rippling light.
When the tide rises} the bigfishes change:
When the waves churn} the huge scorpaenids swim.
Here waterjoins the northwest sea}
Its billows the Eastern Oceanfuse.
Here thefour seas are linked by the same pulse ofEarth}
Though each isle immortal has its ownfairy homes.
Speak not ofPenglai}s everywhere.
Let}s look at Cave Potalaka.
What great scenery!
The peak}s bright colors show prime essence strong.
Auspicious breeze wafts moonlight beneath the ridge.
Through groves ofpurple bamboo the peacocksfly;
On willow-branch a sentient parrot speaks.
Jade grass andflowers are every yearfair:
Gold lotus} jewelled trees grow annually.
White cranesfly up to the peak several times;
To the mount arbor the phoenix often comes.
E}enfishes will seek th}immortal arts:
To listen to scriptures they o}erleap the waves.

Descending slowly from the Potalaka Mountain as he admired the scenery,
he was met by the disciple, Mok~a, who said to him, "Sha Wujing, why
aren't you accompanying the Tang monk to procure scriptures? Why are
you here?"

After Sha Monk returned his bow, he said, "I have a matter that requires
my having an audience with the Bodhisattva. Please take the trouble to
announce me." Mok~a already knew that it had to do with his search for
Pilgrim, but he did not mention it. He went instead inside first and said to
the Bodhisattva, "The youngest disciple of the Tang monk, Sha Wujing,
is outside seeking an audience." When Pilgrim Sun heard that beneath
the platform, he chuckled and said, "This has to be that the Tang monk
has met some kind of ordeal, and Sha Monk is here to seek the assistance
of the Bodhisattva."

The Bodhisattva at once asked Mok~a to call him in, and Sha Monk
went to his knees to kowtow. After his bow, he raised his head and was
about to tell the Bodhisattva what had happened, when all of a sudden he
saw Pilgrim Sun standing on one side. Without even a word, Sha Monk
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whipped out his fiend-routing staff and aimed it at Pilgrim's face. Pilgrim,
however, did not fight back; he only stepped aside to dodge the blow.
"You brazen ape!" screamed Sha Monk. "You rebellious simian guilty
of ten evil deeds! So, you are even here to hoodwink the Bodhisattva!"
"Wujing!" shouted the Bodhisattva. "Don't raise your hands! If you have
a complaint, tell it to me first."

Putting away his treasure staff, Sha Monk knelt down before the plat
form, and, still huffing, said to the Bodhisattva, "This monkey has per
formed countless violent acts along the way. The day before, he beat two
highwaymen to death beneath the mountain slope, and Master already
found fault with him. Little did we expect that that very night we had to
live right in the bandit camp, and he slaughtered a whole band of them. As
if that weren't enough, he took a bloody head back to show to Master, who
was so aghast that he fell down from his horse. It was then that Master gave
him a reprimand and banished him. After we separated, Master found the
hunger and thirst unbearable at one place and told Bajie to go find water.
When he didn't return after a long while, I was told to go find him. When
Pilgrim Sun saw that we both had left, he sneaked back and gave Master
a blow with his iron rod, after which he took away our two blue woolen
wraps. When we finally returned, we managed to revive Master, and then I
had to make a special trip to his Water-Curtain Cave to demand from him
the wraps. How could I know that he would change his face and refuse to
recognize me? Instead, he was reciting back and forth the travel rescript
of Master. When I asked him why, he said that he was no longer willing
to accompany the Tang monk. He wanted to go procure sciptures in the
Western Heaven and take them all by himself to the Land of the East. That,
he said, would be his sole merit, and the people would honor him as their
patriarch while his fame would be everlasting. I told him: 'Without the
Tang monk, who would be willing to give you scriptures?'He said then
that he had already selected a true, enlightened monk, and he brought out
a Tang monk, all right, including a white horse, followed by a Bajie and a
Sha Monk for me to see. 'I'm the Sha Monk,' I said, 'so how could there

be another Sha Monk?' I rushed up to this impostor and gave him a blow
with my treasure staff; it turned out to be a monkey spirit. Then this ape
led his followers to try to capture me, and that was when I fled and decided
to come here to inform the Bodhisattva. He must have used his cloud
somersault and arrived first, and I don't know what sort of balderdash he
has mouthed to dupe the Bodhisattva."

"Wujing," said the Bodhisattva, "don't blame another person wrongly.
Wukong has been here for four days, and I haven't let him go anywhere.
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How could he have gone to find another Tang monk to go fetch scriptures
by themselves?" "But," said Sha Monk, "I saw a Pilgrim Sun in the Water
Curtain Cave. You think I'm lying?" "In that case," said the Bodhisattva,
"don't get upset. I'll tell Wukong to go with you to take a look at the
Flower-Fruit Mountain. Truth is indestructible, but falsehood can easily
be eliminated. When you get there, you'll find out." On hearing this, our
Great Sage and Sha Monk took leave at once of the Bodhisattva and left.
And so, the result of their journey will be that

Before Mount Flower-Fruit black and white will be made distinct;
By the Water-Curtain Cave the true andperverse will be seen.

We don't know, however, how that will be accomplished; let's listen to
the explanation in the next chapter.
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Two Minds cause disturbance in the great cosmos;

It)s hardfor one substance to reach Peifect Rest.

After our Pilgrim and Sha Monk kowtowed to take leave of the Bodhi
sattva, they rose on two beams of auspicious light and departed from the
South Sea. Now, the cloud-somersault ofPilgrim, you see, was much faster
than the mere cloud-soaring of Sha Monk. He therefore wanted to speed
ahead, but Sha Monk pulled him back, saying, "Elder Brother, you need
not try to cover up or hide your tracks by getting there first. Let me travel
right beside you." The Great Sage, of course, was full of good intentions,
whereas Sha Monk at that moment was filled with suspicion.

So, the two of them rode the clouds together and in a little while, they
spotted the Flower-Fruit Mountain. As they lowered their clouds to glance
around, they found indeed outside the cave another Pilgrim, sitting high
on a stone ledge and drinking merrily with a flock of monkeys. His looks
were exactly the same as those of the Great Sage: he, too, had a gold fillet
clamped to his brownish hair, a pair of fiery eyes with diamond pupils, a
silk shirt on his body, a tiger kilt tied around his waist, a golden-hooped
iron rod in one of his hands, and a pair of deerskin boots on his feet. He,
too, had

A hairyface} a thundergod beak}
An emptyjowl unlike Saturn}s;
Twoftrked ears on a big} broad head}
And hugefangs that have outwardgrown.

His ire aroused, our Great Sage abandoned Sha Monk and rushed forward,
wielding his iron rod and crying, "What sort of a fiend are you that you
dare change into my appearance, take my descendants captive, occupy my
immortal cave, and assume such airs?" When that Pilgrim saw him, he did
not utter a word of reply; all he did was meet his opponent with the iron
rod. The two Pilgrims closed in, and you could not distinguish the true
one from the false. What a fight!

Two iron rods}
Two monkey sprites}
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Thisfight oftheirs is truly no light thing!
They both want to guard the royal brother of Tang}
Each seeking merit to acquire greatfame.
The true ape accepts the povertyfaith;
The speciousfiend uttersfalse Buddhist claims.
Their magicgives them transformations vast:
They}re exact equals} that}s the honest truth!
One is the Equal to Heaven Sage ofthe unified breath ofComposite Prime;
One is a long-cultivated sentient spirit} able to shorten the ground.
This one is the compliant golden-hooped rod;
That one is the acquiescent staffofiron.
They block andparry andfight to a draw;
They buck and resist and neither can win.
They join hands atfirst outside the cave;
Soon they rise to do battle in midair.
Treading on the cloudy luminosity, the two of them rose into the sky

to fight. On the side, Sha Monk did not have the courage tojoin the battle,
for he found it truly difficult to distinguish between the two of them. He
wanted very much to lend his assistance, but he feared that he might in
advertently inflict harm on the real Pilgrim. After waiting patiently for a
long while, he leaped down from the mountain cliff and wielded his fiend
routing staff to disperse the various fiends outside the Water-Curtain Cave.
He then overturned the stone benches and smashed to pieces all those eating
and drinking utensils before searching for his two blue woolen wraps. They
were, however, nowhere to be seen. The cave, you see, was located actually
behind a huge waterfall, which had the entrance neatly hidden as if it were
behind a white curtain. That was the reason for the name, Water-Curtain
Cave. Sha Monk, of course, had no idea of its history or its layout, and it
was therefore difficult for him to make his search.

Unable to recover his wraps, Sha Monk again mounted the clouds to
rush up to midair. He held high his treasure staff, but he simply dared not
strike at either of the combatants. "Sha Monk," said the Great Sage, "if

you can't help me, go back to Master and tell him about our situation. Let
old Monkey do battle with this fiend all the way to the Potalaka Mountain
of South Sea so that the Bodhisattva can distinguish the true from the
false." When he finished speaking, the other Pilgrim also said the same
thing. Since both of them had exactly the same appearance and there was
not even the slightest difference even in their voices, Sha Monk could not
distinguish one from the other. He had no choice but to change the direc
tion of his cloud and go back to report to the Tang monk. We shall now
leave him for the moment.
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Look at those two Pilgrims instead! They fought as theyjourneyed; soon
they arrived at the Potalaka Mountain in the South Sea, trading blows and
insults all the time. All the continuous uproar quickly alerted the various
guardian deities, who rushed inside the Tidal Sound Cave to say, "Bodhi
sattva, there are indeed two Sun Wukongs who have arrived, fighting!" The
Bodhisattva immediately descended from her lotus platform to go out of the
cave with her disciples Mok~a, the Boy of Goodly Wealth, and the Dragon
Girl. "Cursed beasts," she cried, "where do you two think you are going?"
Still entangled together, one of them said, "Bodhisattva, this fellow indeed
resembles your disciple. We started our battle from the Water-Curtain Cave,
but we have not yet reached a decision even after such a long bout. The
fleshy eyes of Sha Wujing were too dim and dull to tell us apart, and thus
he couldn't help us even if he had the strength. Your disciple told him to go
back to the road to the West and report to my master. I have fought with this
fellow up to your treasure mountain because I want you to lend us your eyes
of wisdom. Please help your disciple to distinguish the true from the false,
the real from the perverse." When he finished speaking, the other Pilgrim
also repeated the same words. The various deities and the Bodhisattva stared
at the two for a long time, but none could tell them apart. "Stop fighting,"
said the Bodhisattva, "and stand apart. Let me look at both of you once
more." They indeed let go of each other and stood on opposite sides. "I'm
the real one," said one side. "He's a fake!" said the other.

Asking Mok~a and Goodly Wealth to approach her, the Bodhisattva
whispered to them this instruction: "Each of you take hold of one of
them firmly, and let me start reciting in secret the Tight-Fillet Spell. The
one whose head hurts is the real monkey; the one who has no pain is
specious." Indeed, the two disciples took hold of the two Pilgrims as the
Bodhisattva recited in silence the magic words. At once the two of them
gripped their heads and rolled on the ground, both screaming, "Don't
recite! Don't recite!" The Bodhisattva stopped her recital, and the two of
them again became entangled together, fighting and shouting as before.
Unable to think of anything else, the Bodhisattva asked the various dei
ties and Mok~a to go forward to help, but the gods were afraid that they
might hurt the real person and they, therefore, dared not raise their hands.
"Sun Wukong," called the Bodhisattva, and the two of them answered
in unison. "When you were appointed Bimawen," she said, "and when

you brought chaos to Heaven, all those celestial warriors could certainly
recognize you. You go up to the Region Above now and they should be
able to distinguish between the two of you." This Great Sage thanked her
and the other Pilgrim also thanked her.
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Tugging and pulling at each other, screaming and hollering at each
other, the two of them went before the South Heaven Gate. The Devaraja
Virfipak~awas so startled that he led Ma, Zhao, Wen, and Guan, the four
great celestial warriors, and the rest of the divine gate attendants to bar
the way with their weapons. "Where are you two going?" they cried. "Is
this a place for fighting?"

The Great Sage said, "I was accompanying the Tang monk on his way to
acquire scriptures in the Western Heaven. Because I slayed some thieves on
the way, that Tripitaka banished me, and I went to tell my troubles to the
Bodhisattva Guanyin at the Potalaka Mountain. I have no idea when this
monster-spirit assumed my form, struck down my master, and robbed us
of our wraps. Sha Monk went to look for our things at the Flower-Fruit
Mountain and discovered that this monster-spirit had taken over my lair.
Thereafter, he went to seek the assistance of the Bodhisattva, and when
he saw me standing at attention beneath the platform, he falsely accused
me of using my cloud-somersault in order to cover up my faults. The
Bodhisattva, fortunately, was righteous and perceptive; she didn't listen to
Sha Monk and told me to go with him instead to examine the evidence at
the Flower-Fruit Mountain. I discovered there that this monster-spirit in
deed resembled old Monkey. We fought just now from the Water-Curtain
Cave to the place of the Bodhisattva, but even she found it difficult to tell
us apart. That's why we came here. Let all of you deities take the trouble
of using your perception and make distinction between the two of us."
When he finished speaking, that Pilgrim also gave exactly the same ac
count. Though the various gods stared at them for a long time, they could
not tell the difference. "If all of you can't recognize us," the two of them

shouted, "stand aside and let us go see the Jade Emperor!"
Unable to resist them, the various deities had to let them through the

Heaven Gate, and they went straight up to the Treasure Hall of Divine
Mists. Marshal Ma dashed inside with Zhang, Ge, Xu, and Qi..u, the Four
Celestial Masters, to memorialize, saying, "There are two Sun Wukongs
from the Region Below who have fought their way into the Heaven Gate.
They claim they want to see the Emperor." Hardly had they finished speak
ing when the two monkeys brawled their way in. The Jade Emperor was
so taken aback that he stood up and came down the treasure hall to ask,
"For what reason did the two of you enter the celestial palace without
permission? Are you seeking death with your brawling before us?"

"Your Majesty! Your Majesty!" cried our Great Sage. "Your subject
has already made submission and embraced the vow of poverty. I would
never dare be so audacious as to mock your authority again. But because
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this monster-spirit has changed into the form ofyour subject, ..." where
upon he gave a thorough account of what had taken place, ending with
the words, "I beg you to do this for your subject and distinguish between
the two of us." That Pilgrim also gave exactly the same account.

Issuing a decree at once to summon Devaraja Li, the Pagoda-Bearer, the
Jade Emperor commanded: "Let us look at those two fellows through the
imp-reflecting mirror, so that the false may perish and the true endure."
The devaraja took out the mirror immediately and asked theJade Emperor
to watch with the various celestial deities. What appeared in the mirror
were two reflections of Sun Wukong: there was not the slightest difference
between their golden fillets, their clothing, and even their hair. Since the
Jade Emperor found it impossible to distinguish them, he ordered them
chased out of the halL

Our Great Sage was laughing scornfully, while that Pilgrim also guf
fawed jovially as they grabbed each other's head and neck once more
to fight their way out of the Heaven Gate. Dropping down to the road
to the West, they shouted at each other: "I'll go see Master with you! I'll
go see Master with you!"

We now tell you about that Sha Monk, who since leaving them at the
Flower-Fruit Mountain, traveled again for three nights and days before
he arrived at the mountain hut. After he told the Tang monk all that had
taken place, the elder was filled with regret, saying, "I thought at that time
that it was Sun Wukong who gave me a blow with his rod and who robbed
us of our wraps. How could I know that it was a monster-spirit who had
assumed the form ofPilgrim?" "Not only did that fiend do that," said Sha

Monk, "but he had someone change into an elder, and another into Bajie
poling our wraps. In addition to a white horse also, there was still another
fiend who changed into the likeness ofme. I couldn't restrain my anger and
killed him with one blow ofmy staff. He was actually a monkey spirit. I left
in a hurry to go to inform the Bodhisattva, who then asked Elder Brother
to go with me to see for ourselves back at the Water-Curtain Cave. When
we arrived, we discovered that that fiend was indeed an exact copy ofElder
Brother. I couldn't tell them apart and it was difficult, therefore, for me
to lend any assistance. That's why I came back first to report to you." On

hearing this, Tripitaka paled with fright, but Bajie laughed uproariously,
saying, "Fine! Fine! Fine! The Popo ofour patron's house has spoken true!
She said that there had to be several groups of pilgrims going to procure
scriptures. Isn't this another group?"

The members of that family, old and young, all came to ask Sha Monk:
"Where have you been these last few days? Did you go off to seek travel
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money?" "I went to the place of my Big Brother," said Sha Monk with a
laugh, "at the Flower-Fruit Mountain of the East Purvavideha Continent
to look for our luggage. Next I went to have an audience with the Bodhi
sattva Guanyin at the Potalaka Mountain of South Sea. Then I had to go
back to the Flower-Fruit Mountain again before I came back here."

"What was the distance that you had to travel?" asked an old man again.
"Back and forth," replied Sha Monk, "it had to be about two hundred
thousand miles." "Oh, Sire," said the old man, "you mean to tell me that
you have covered all that distance in these few days? You must have soared
on the clouds, or you would never have made it." "If he didn't soar on
the clouds," said Bajie, "how could he cross the sea?" "We haven't covered

any distance," said Sha Monk. "If it were my Big Brother, it would take
only a couple of days for him to get there and return." When those fam
ily members heard what he said, they all claimed that their visitors had to
be immortals. "We are not immortals," said Bajie, "but the immortals are

really our juniors!"
As they were speaking, they suddenly heard a great uproar in the middle

of the sky. They were so startled that they came out to look, and they found
two Pilgrims locked in battle as they drew near. On seeing them, Bajie's
hands began to itch, and he said, "Let me see if I can tell them apart."

Dear Idiot! He leaped into the air and cried, "Elder Brother, don't fret!
Old Hog's here!" The two Pilgrims cried out at the same time, "Brother,
come and beat up this monster-spirit!" The old man was so astonished by
the sight that he said to himself: "So we have in our house several arhats
who can ride the clouds and mount the fog! Even if I had made a vow
to feed the monks, I might not have been able to find this kind of noble
people." Without bothering to think of the cost, he wanted at once to
bring out more tea and rice to present to his visitors. Then he muttered
to himself: "But I fear that no good can come out of these two Pilgrims,
fighting like that. They will overturn Heaven and Earth and cause terrible
calamity who knows where!"

When Tripitaka saw that the old man was openly pleased, though he
was, at the same time, full of secret anxiety, he said to him, "Please do
not worry, old Patron, and don't start any lamentation. When this humble
cleric succeeds in subduing his disciple and in inducing the wicked to re
turn to virtue, he will most certainly thank you." "Please don't mention
it! Please don't mention it!" said the old man repeatedly. "Please don't say
anything more, Patron," said Sha Monk. "Master, you sit here while I go
up there with Second Elder Brother. Each of us will pull before you one
of them, and you can start reciting that little something. We'll be able to
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tell, for whoever has pain will be the real Pilgrim." "You are absolutely
right," said Tripitaka.

Sha Monk indeed rose to midair and said, "Stop fighting, the two of
you, and we'll go with you to Master and let him distinguish the true
from the false." Our Great Sage desisted, and that Pilgrim also dropped
his hands. Sha Monk took hold of one of them and said, "Second Elder

Brother, you take the other one." They dropped down from the clouds
and went before the thatched hut. As soon as he saw them, Tripitaka began
reciting the Tight-Fillet Spell, and the two of them immediately screamed,
"We've been fighting so bitterly already. How could you still cast that
spell on us? Stop it! Stop it!" As his disposition had always been kind,
the elder at once stopped his recitation, but he could not tell them apart
at all. Shrugging off the hold of Sha Monk and Bajie, the two of them
were again locked in battle. "Brothers," said our Great Sage, "take care of
Master, and let me go before King Yama with him to see if there could
be any way of discriminating us." That Pilgrim also spoke to them in the
same manner. Tugging and pulling at each other, the two of them soon
vanished from sight.

"Sha Monk," said Bajie meanwhile, "when you saw the false Bajie poling
the luggage in the Water-Curtain Cave, why didn't you take it away?" Sha
Monk said, "When that monster-spirit saw me slaying his false Sha Monk
with my treasure staff, he and his followers surrounded me and wanted to
seize me. I had to flee for my life, you know. After I told the Bodhisattva
and went back to the entrance of the cave with Pilgrim, the two of them
fought in midair while I went to overturn their stone benches and scattered
the little fiends. All I saw then was a huge cascade flowing into a stream,
but I could not find the cave entrance anywhere nor could I locate the
luggage. That's why I came back to Master empty-handed." "You really
couldn't have known this," said Bajie. "When I went to ask him to return
that year, l I met him first outside the cave. After I succeeded in persuading
him to come, he said he wanted to go inside to change clothes. That was
when I saw him diving right through the water, for the cascade is actually
the cave entrance. That fiend, I suppose, must have hidden our wraps in
there." "If you know where the entrance is," said Tripitaka, "you should

go there now while he is absent and take out our wraps. Then we can go to
the Western Heaven by ourselves. Even if he should want to join us again,
I won't use him." "I'll go," answered Bajie. "Second Elder Brother," said

I. A reference to incidents recounted in chapters 30-31 of the full-length

novel.
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Sha Monk, "there are over a thousand little monkeys in that cave of his.
You may not be able to handle them all by yourself." "No fear, no fear,"

said Bajie, laughing. He dashed out of the door, mounted the cloud and
fog, and headed straight for the Flower-Fruit Mountain to search for the

luggage.
We tell you now instead about those two Pilgrims, who brawled all the

way to the rear of the Mountain ofPerpetual Shade. All those spirits on the
mountain were so terrified that they, shaking and quaking, tried desperately
to hide themselves. A few managed to escape first and they rushed inside
the fortified pass of the nether region and reported in the Treasure Hall of
Darkness: "Great Kings, there are two Great Sages, Equal to Heaven, who
are fighting their way down from the Mountain ofPerpetual Shade." King
Qi..nguang of the First Chamber was so terrified that he at once passed the
word to King of the Beginning River in the Second Chamber, King of the
Song Emperor in the Third Chamber, King of Complete Change in the
Fourth Chamber, King Yama in the Fifth Chamber, King of Equal Ranks
in the Sixth Chamber, King of Tai Mountain in the Seventh Chamber,
King of City Markets in the Eighth Chamber, King of Avenging Minis
ters in the Ninth Chamber, and King of the Turning Wheel in the Tenth
Chamber. Soon after the word had passed through each chamber, the ten
kings assembled together and they also sent an urgent message to King
K~itigarbhato meet them at the Hall of Darkness. At the same time, they
called up all the soldiers of darkness to prepare to capture both the true
and the false. In a moment, they felt a gush of strong wind and then they
saw dense, dark fog rolling in, in the midst of which were two Pilgrims

tumbling and fighting together.
The Rulers of Darkness went forth to stop them, saying, "For what

purpose are the Great Sages causing trouble in our nether region?" "I had
to pass through the State of Western Liang," replied our Great Sage, "be
cause I was accompanying the Tang monk on his way to procure scriptures
in the Western Heaven. We reached a mountain shortly thereafter, where
brigands attempted to rob my master. Old Monkey slaughtered a few of
them, but my master took offense and banished me. I went instead to the
Bodhisattva at South Sea to make known my difficulties. I have no idea
how this monster-spirit got wind of it, but somehow he changed into my
likeness, struck down my master in midjourney, and robbed him of his

luggage. My younger brother, Sha Monk, went to my native mountain to
demand the wraps, but this fiend falsely claimed that he wished to go
to seek scriptures in the Western Heaven in the name ofMaster. Fleeing to
South Sea, Sha Monk informed the Bodhisattva when I was standing right
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there. The Bodhisattva then told me to go with him to look for myself at
the Flower-Fruit Mountain, and I discovered that indeed myoId lair was
occupied by this fellow. I strove with him until we reached the place of
the Bodhisattva, but in truth his appearance, his speech, and the like are
exactly like mine. Even the Bodhisattva found it hard to distinguish us.
Then we fought our way up to Heaven, and the gods couldn't tell us apart.
We next went to see my master, and when he recited the Tight-Fillet Spell
to test us, this fellow's head hurtjust like mine. That's why we brawl down
to the nether region, in hopes that you Rulers of Darkness will examine
for me the Register of Life and Death and determine what is the origin of
the specious Pilgrim. Snatch away his soul at once, so that there will not
be the confusion of two Minds." After he finished speaking, the fiend also
repeated what he said in exactly the same manner.

On hearing this, the Rulers ofDarkness summoned thejudge in charge
of the register to examine it from the beginning, but there was, of course,
nothing written down that had the name "specious Pilgrim." He then
studied the volume on hairy creatures, but the one hundred and thirty some
entries under the name "monkey," you see, had already been crossed out
by the Great Sage Sun with one stroke of the brush, in that year when he
caused great havoc in the region of darkness after he had attained the Way.
Ever since that time, the name of any species of monkey was not recorded
in the register. After he finished examining the volume, he went back to
the hall to make his report. Picking up their court tablets to show their
solemn intentions, the Rulers of Darkness said to both of the Pilgrims,
"Great Sages, there is nowhere in the nether region for you to look up the
impostor's name. You must seek discrimination in the world of light."

Hardly had they finished speaking when the Bodhisattva K~itigarbha

said, "Wait a moment! Wait a moment! Let me ask Investigative Hearing
to listen for you." That Investigative Hearing, you see, happens to be a
beast which usually lies beneath the desk ofK~itigarbha.When he crouches
on the ground, he can in an instant perceive the true and the false, the
virtuous and the wicked among all short-haired creatures, scaly creatures,
hairy creatures, winged creatures, and crawling creatures, and among all
the celestial immortals, the earthly immortals, the divine immortals, the
human immortals, and the spirit immortals resident in all the cave Heavens
and blessed lands in the various shrines, rivers, and mountains of the Four
Great Continents. In obedience, therefore, to the command ofK~itigarbha,

the beast prostrated himself in the courtyard of the Hall of Darkness, and
in a little while, he raised his head to say to his master, "I have the name
of the fiend, but I cannot announce it in his presence. Nor can we give
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assistance in capturing him." "What would happen," asked K~itigarbha,

"if you were to announce his name?" "I fear then," replied Investigative

Hearing, "that the monster-spirit might unleash his violence to disturb
our treasure hall and ruin the peace of the office of darkness."

"But why," asked his master again, "can't we give assistance in capturing
him?" Investigative Hearing said, "The magic power of that monster-spirit
is no different from the Great Sage Sun's. How much power do the gods
of the nether region possess? That's why we cannot capture him." "How,
then, shall we do away with him?" said K~itigarbha, and Investigative Hear
ing answered: "The power of Buddha is limitless." Waking up all at once,
K~itigarbhasaid to the two Pilgrims, "Your forms are like a single person,
and your powers are exactly the same. Ifyou want clear distinction between
the two of you, you must go to the Thunderclap Monastery, the abode
of Sakyamuni." "You are right! You are right!" shouted both of them in
unison. "We'll go to have this thing settled before the Buddhist Patriarch
in the Western Heaven." The Rulers of Darkness of all Ten Chambers
accompanied them out of the hall before they thanked K~itigarbha,who
returned to theJade Cloud Palace. The ghost attendants were then told to
close up the fortified passes of the nether region, and we shall leave them
for the moment.

Look at those two Pilgrims! Soaring on cloud and darting on fog, they
fought their way up to the Western Heaven, and we have a testimonial
poem. The poem says:

Ifone has two minds} disasters he}ll breed;
He}ll guess and conjecture bothfar and near.
He seeks agood horse or the Three Dukes}2 office}

Or the seat offirst rank there in Golden Chimes.
He}ll war unceasing in the north and south;
He}ll not keep still assailing both east and west.

You must learn ofno mind in the gate ofChan}
And let the holy babe3 beftrmed thus quietly.

Tugging and pulling at each other, the two of them brawled in midair as
they proceeded, and finally, they reached the Thunderclap Treasure Mon
astery on the Spirit Vulture Mountain in the great Western Heaven.

At that time the Four Great Bodhisattvas, the Eight Great Diamond Kings,
the five hundred arhats, the three thousand guardians of the faith, the mendi-

2. The Three Dukes are the three ministers of state.

3. Holy babe: in alchemical lore, realized immortality is often referred to as the

baby (yingJer) or the holy embryo (shengtai).
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cant nuns and the mendicant monks, the upasakas and the upasikas-all this
holy multitude was gathered beneath the lotus seat of sevenjewels to listen
to a lecture by Tathagata. His discourse had just reached the point on

The existent in the nonexistent;
The nonexistent in the non-nonexistent;
Theform in theformlessness;
The emptiness in the nonemptiness.
For the nonexistent is the existent}
And the non-nonexistent is the nonexistent.
Formlessness is verilyform;
Nonemptiness is verily emptiness.
Emptiness is indeed emptiness;
Form is indeedform.
Form has nofixedform;
Thusform is emptiness.
Emptiness has nofixed emptiness;
Thus emptiness isform.
The knowledge ofemptiness is not emptiness;
The knowledge ofform is notform.
When names and action mutually illuminate}
Then one has reached the wondrous sound.

As the multitude bowed their heads in submission and chanted in unison
these words of the Buddha, Tathagata caused celestial flowers to descend
upon them in profusion. Then he said to the congregation: "You are all
of one mind, but take a look at two Minds in competition and strife ar
riving here."

When the congregation looked up, there were indeed two Pilgrims
locked in a clamorous battle as they approached the noble region ofThun
derclap. The Eight Great Diamond Kings were so aghast that they went for
ward to bar the way, crying, "Where do you two think you are going?"

"A monster-spirit," replied our Great Sage, "has assumed my appear
ance. I want to go below the treasure lotus platform and ask Tathagata
to make distinction between us." The Diamond Kings could not restrain
them, and the two monkeys brawled up to the platform. "Your disciple,"
said our Great Sage as he knelt before the Buddhist Patriarch, "was accom
panying the Tang monk to journey to your treasure mountain and to beg
you for true scriptures. I have exerted I don't know how much energy on
our way in order to smelt demons and bind fiends. Some time ago, we ran
into some bandits trying to rob us, and in truth, your disciple on two oc
casions did take a few lives. Master took offense and banished me, refusing
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to allow me to bow with him to the golden form of Tathagata. I had no
choice but to flee to South Sea and tell Guanyin of my woes. Little did I
anticipate that this monster-spirit would falsely assume my voice and my
appearance and then strike down Master, taking away even our luggage.
My younger brother, Wujing, followed him to my native mountain, only
to be told by the crafty words of this fiend that he had another true monk

ready to be the scripture pilgrim. Wujing managed to escape to South Sea
to inform Guanyin of everything. Whereupon the Bodhisattva told your
disciple to return with Wujing to my mountain, as a result of which the
two of us fought our way to South Sea and then to the celestial palace.
We went also to see the Tang monk as well as the Rulers of Darkness, but
no one could tell us apart. For this reason I make bold to come here, and
I beg you in your great compassion to fling wide the great gate of means.
Grant unto your disciple your discernment of the right and the perverse,
so that I may again accompany the Tang monk to bow to your golden form
in person, acquire the scriptures to bring back to the Land of the East, and
forever exalt the great faith."

What the congregation heard was one statement made by two mouths
in exactly the same voice, and none of them could distinguish between the
two Pilgrims. Tathagata, however, was the only one who had the percep
tion; he was about to make his revelation when a pinkish cloud floating up
from the south brought to them Guanyin, who bowed to the Buddha.

Pressing his palms together, our Buddha said, "Guanyin, the Honored
One, can you tell which is the true Pilgrim and which is the false one?"
"They came to your disciple's humble region the other day," replied the
Bodhisattva, "but I truly could not distinguish between them. They then
went to both the Palace of Heaven and the Office of Earth, but even there
they could not be recognized. I have come, therefore, especially to beg
Tathagata to do this on the true Pilgrim's behalf."

Smiling, Tathagata said, "Though all ofyou possess vast dharma power
and are able to observe the events of the whole universe, you cannot know
all the things therein, nor do you have the knowledge of all the species."
When the Bodhisattva asked for further revelation, Tathagata said, "There
are five kinds of immortals in the universe, and they are: the celestial, the
earthly, the divine, the human, and the spirit. There are also five kinds of
creatures, and they are: the short-haired, the scaly, the hairy, the winged,
and the crawling. This fellow belongs to none of these. But there are,
however, four kinds of monkeys which also do not belong to any of these
ten species." "May I inquire," said the Bodhisattva, "which four kinds
they are?"
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"The first," said Tathagata, "is the intelligent stone monkey, who
Knows transformations}
Recognizes the seasons}
Discerns the advantages ofearth}
And is able to alter the course ofplanets and stars.

The second is the red-buttocked baboon, who

Has knowledge ofyin and yang}
Understands human affairs}
Is adept in its daily life
And able to avoid death and lengthen its life.

The third is the bare-armed gibbon, who can
Seize the sun and the moon}
Shorten a thousand mountains}
Distinguish the auspiciousfrom the inauspicious}
And manipulate planets and stars.

The fourth is the six-eared macaque,4 who has
A sensitive ear}
Discernment offundamental principles}
Knowledge ofpast andfuture}
And comprehension ofall things.

These four kinds of monkeys are not classified in the ten species, nor are
they contained in the names between Heaven and Earth. As I see the mat
ter, that specious Wukong must be a six-eared macaque, for even if this
monkey stands in one place, he can possess the knowledge of events a
thousand miles away and whatever a man may say in that distance. That
is why I describe him as a creature who has

A sensitive ear}
Discernment offundamental principles}
Knowledge ofpast andfuture}
And comprehension ofall things.

The one who has the same appearance and the same voice as the true
Wukong is a six-eared macaque."

When the macaque heard how Tathagata had announced his original
form, he shook with fear; leaping up quickly, he tried to flee. Tathagata,
however, at once ordered the Four Bodhisattvas, the Eight Diamond Kings,
the five hundred arhats, the three thousand guardians of the faith, the men-

4. The name of this kind of monkey is puzzling, but it may have been derived
from the common Buddhist saying, "The dharma is not to be transmitted to the
sixth ear [Le., the third pair or person]."
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dicant monks, the mendicant nuns, the upasakas, the upasikas, Guanyin,
and Mok~a to have him completely encircled. The Great Sage Sun also
wanted to rush forward, but Tathagata said, "Wukong, don't move. Let
me capture him for you." The macaque's hair stood on end, for he sup
posed that he would not be able to escape. Shaking his body quickly, he
changed at once into a bee, flying straight up. Tathagata threw up into the
air a golden almsbowl, which caught the bee and brought it down. Not
perceiving that, the congregation thought the macaque had escaped. With
a smile, Tathagata said, "Be silent, all of you. The monster-spirit hasn't
escaped. He's underneath this almsbowl ofmine." The congregation surged
forward and lifted up the almsbowl; a six-eared macaque in his original
form indeed appeared. Unable to contain himself anymore, the Great Sage
Sun raised his iron rod and killed it with one blow on the head. To this
day this species of monkey has remained extinct.

Moved to pity by the sight, Tathagata exclaimed: "My goodness! My
goodness!" "You should not have compassion on him, Tathagata," said our
Great Sage. "He wounded my master and robbed us of our wraps. Even
according to the law, he was guilty ofassault and robbery in broad daylight.
He should have been executed." Tathagata said, "Now you go back qUickly
to accompany the Tang monk here to seek the scriptures."

As he kowtowed to thank the Buddha, the Great Sage said, "Let me
inform Tathagata, that it is certain that my master will not want me back.
If I go to him now and he rejects me, it's simply a waste of effort. I beg
you to recite the Loose-Fillet Spell instead so that I can give back your
golden fillet. Let me return to secular life." "Stop such foolish thought,"

said Tathagata, "and don't be mischievous! If I ask Guanyin to take you
back to your master, you should have no fear that he will reject you. Take
care to protect him on his journey, and in due time

When merit}s done and Nirva.t:ta}s home}
You} too} will sit on a lotus throne. }}

When she heard that, Guanyin pressed together her palms to thank the
sage's grace, after which she led Wukong away by mounting the clouds.
They were followed at once by her disciple, Mok~a, and the white cocka
too. Soon, they arrived at the thatched hut, and when Sha Monk saw
them, he quickly asked his master to bow at the door to receive them.
"Tang monk," said the Bodhisattva, "the one who struck you the other

day was a specious Pilgrim, a six-eared macaque. It was our good fortune
that Tathagata recognized him, and subsequently he was slain by Wukong.
You must now take him back, for the demonic barriers on your journey
are by no means entirely overcome, and only with his protection can you
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reach the Spirit Mountain and see the Buddha for scriptures. Don't be
angry with him anymore." Kowtowing, Tripitaka replied, "I obey your
instruction."

At that moment when he and Sha Monk were thanking the Bodhisattva,
they heard a violent gust of wind blowing in from the east: it was zhu
Bajie, who returned riding the wind with two wraps on his back. When
Idiot saw the Bodhisattva, he fell on his knees to bow to her, saying, "Your
disciple took leave of my master the other day and went to the Water
Curtain Cave of the Flower-Fruit Mountain to look for our luggage. I saw
indeed a specious Tang monk and another specious Bajie, both ofwhom I
struck dead. They were two monkeys. Then I went inside and found the
wraps, and examination revealed that nothing was missing. I mounted the
wind to return here. What, may I ask, has happened to the two Pilgrims?"
The Bodhisattva thereupon gave him a complete account ofhow Tathagata
had revealed the origin of the fiend, and Idiot was thoroughly delighted.
Master and disciples all bowed to give thanks. As the Bodhisattva went
back to South Sea, the pilgrims were again united in their hearts and minds,
their animosity and anger all dissolved. After they also thanked the village
household, they put in order their luggage and the horse to find their way
to the West once more. Thus it is that

Parting in midway disturbs the Five Phases;
Thefiend}s defeatfuses the primal light .
Spirit returns to Mind and Chan can be still.
The six senses subdued} elixir}s made.

We do not know when Tripitaka will be able to face the Buddha and ask
for the scriptures; let's listen to the explanation in the next chapter.
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Priests are hard to destroy-that)s great awakening;

The Dharma-king perftcts the right) his body)s naturalized.

We were telling you about Tripitaka, who obeyed the instruction of the
Bodhisattva and took back Pilgrim. As he followed his disciples to head
for the West, it was soon again the time of summer, when warm breezes
freshly stirred, and rain of the plum season drizzled down in fine strands.
Marvelous scenery, it is:

Lush and dense is the green shade;
In light breeze young swallows parade.
New lilies unfold on the ponds;
Old bamboos spread slowly theirfronds.
The skyjoins the meadows in green;
Mountain blooms o}er the ground are seen.
Swordlike} rushes stand by the brook;
Pomegranates redden this sketchbook.

Master and diciples, the four of them, had to endure the heat, of course.
As they proceeded, they came upon two rows of tall willows flanking

the road; from within the willow shade an old woman suddenly walked
out, leading a young child by the hand. "Priest," she cried aloud to the
Tang monk, "you must stop right now! Turn your horse around and return
to the East quickly! The road to the West leads only to death!"

So startled was Tripitaka that he leaped down from the horse and bowed
to her, saying, "Old Bodhisattva, as the ancients have said,

The ocean is wide sofishes may leap;
The sky is empty so birds mayfly.

How could it be that a road to the West is lacking?"
Pointing westward with her finger, the old woman said, "About five or

six miles from here is the Dharma-Destroying Kingdom. In some previous
incarnation somewhere the king must have contracted evil karma so that in
this life he sins without cause. Two years ago he made a stupendous vow
that he would kill ten thousand Buddhist priests. Until now he has suc-
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ceeded in slughtering nine thousand, nine hundred, and ninety-six name
less monks. All he is waiting for now are four more monks, preferably with
names, and the perfect score of ten thousand will be reached. Ifyou people
arrive at his city, you will all become life-giving king bodhisattvas!"

Terror-stricken by these words, Tripitaka said, trembling allover,
"Old Bodhisattva, I'm profoundly grateful for your kindness, and I can't
thank you enough. May I ask whether there is another road that conve
niently bypasses the city? This poor monk will gladly take such a road and
proceed."

With a giggle, the old woman replied, "You can't bypass the city! You
simply can't! You might do so only if you could fly!"

At once Bajie began to wag his tongue and said, "Mama, don't speak
such scary words! We're all able to fly!" With his fiery eyes and diamond
pupils, however, Pilgrim was the only one who could discern the truth:
the old woman and the child were actually the Bodhisattva Guanyin and
the Boy of Goodly Wealth. So alarmed was he that he went to his knees
immediately and cried, "Bodhisattva, pardon your disciples for failing to
meet you!"

Gently the bodhisattva rose on a petal of pink cloud, so astounding
the elder Tang that he did not quite know where to stand. All he could
do was to fallon his knees to kowtow, and Bajie and Sha Monk too went
hurriedly to their knees to bow to the sky. In a moment, the auspicious
cloud drifted away to return to South Sea. Pilgrim got up and raised his
master, saying "Please rise, the bodhisattva has returned to her treasure
mountain."

As he got up, Tripitaka said, "Wukong, if you had recognized the bo
dhisattva, why didn't you tell us sooner?"

"You couldn't stop asking questions," replied Pilgrim, laughing,
"whereas I immediately went to my knees. Wasn't that soon enough?"
Bajie and Sha Monk then said to Pilgrim, "Thanks to the bodhisattva's
revelation, what lies before us has to be the Dharma-Destroying King
dom. What are we all going to do when there's this determination to kill
monks?"

"Idiot, don't be afraid!" said Pilgrim. "We have met quite a few vi

cious demons and savage fiends, and we have gone through tiger lairs and
dragon lagoons, but we have never been hurt. What we have to face here
is a kingdom of common people. Why should we fear them? Our only
trouble right now is that this is no place to stay. Besides, it's getting late,
and if any villagers returning from business in the city catch sight of us
priests and begin to spread the news, that won't be very convenient. Let's
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lead Master away from the main road and find a more secluded spot. We
can then make further plans."

Tripitaka indeed followed his suggestion; all of them left the main road
and went over to a small ditch, in which they sat down. "Brothers," said

Pilgrim, "the two of you stay here and guard Master. Let old Monkey go
in transformation to look over the city. Perhaps I can find a road that's out
of the way, which will take us through the region this very night." "0
Disciple!" urged the Tang monk. "Don't take this lightly, for you're going
against the law of a king. Do be careful!"

"Relax! Relax!" replied Pilgrim with a smile. "Old Monkey will man
age!" Dear Great Sage! When he finished speaking, he leaped into the air
with a loud whistle. How fantastic!

Neither pulledfrom above by strings,
Nor supported below by cranes,
Like us all, two parents he owns,
But only he has lighter bones.

Standing at the edge of the clouds, he peered below and saw that the city
was flooded by airs of gladness and auspicious luminosity. "What a lovely
place!" Pilgrim said. "Why does it want to destroy the dharma?" As he
stared at the place, it gradually grew dark. He saw that

At letter-ten crossings1 lampsflared brightly;
At nine-tiered halls incense rose and bells tolled.
Seven glowing stars lit up the blue sky;
In eight quarters travelers dropped theirgear.
From the six-corps camps
The painted buglesjustfaintly sounded;
In thefive-watch tower,
Drop by drop the copper pot gan dripping.
Onfour sides nightfog thickened;
At three marts chilly mist spread out.
Spouses, in twos, entered the silken drapes,
When one bright moon ascended the east.

He thought to himself: "I would like to go down to the business districts
to look over the roadways, but with a face like mine, people will undoubt
edly holler that I'm a priest if they see me. I'll transform myself." Making
the magic sign and reciting a spell, he changed with one shake of his body
into a moth:

I. Letter-ten crossings: crossroads in the shape of the Chinese graph ten (shi). I

have translated quite literally to retain the numerical word play of the poem.
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A small shape with light} agile wings}
He dives to snuffcandles and lamps.
By metamorphosis hegains his truefOrm}
Most active midst rottedgrasses.
He strikesflames fOr love ofhot light}
Flying} circling without ceasing.
Purple-robed} fragrant-winged} chasing thefireflies}
He likes most the deep windless night.

You see him soaring and turning as he flew toward those six boulevards
and three marts, passing eaves and rafters. As he proceeded, he suddenly
caught sight ofa row ofhouses at the corner of the street ahead, each house
having a lantern hung above its door.

"These families," he thought to himself, "must be celebrating the an

nual Lantern Feast. Why would they have lighted lanterns by the row?"
Stiffening his wings, he flew near and looked carefully. The house in the
very middle had a square lantern, on which these words were written: Rest
for the Traveling Merchant. Below there were also the words: Steward
Wang's Inn. Pilgrim knew therefore that it was a hoteL

When he stretched out his neck to look further, he saw that there were
some eight or nine people, who had all finished their dinner. Having loos
ened their clothes, taken off their head wraps, and washed their hands and
feet, they had taken to their beds to sleep. Secretly pleased, Pilgrim said,
"Master may pass through, after all!" "How did he know so readily that
his master might pass through?" you ask. He was about to follow a wicked
scheme: waiting until those people were asleep, he would steal their clothes
and wraps so that master and disciples could disguise themselves as secular
folks to enter the city.

Alas! There had to be this disagreeable development! As he was delib
erating by himself, the steward went forward and gave this instruction to
his guests: "Sirs, do be careful, for our place caters to both gentlemen and
rogues. I'd like to ask each ofyou to take care ofyour clothing and luggage."
Think of it! People dOing business abroad, would they not be careful with
everything? When they heard such intruction from the innkeeper, they
became more cautious than ever. Hastening to their feet, they said, "The

proprietor is quite right. Those ofus fatigued by travel may not easily wake
up once we're asleep. Ifwe lose our things, what are we going to do? Please
take our clothes, our head wraps, and our money bags inside. When we get
up in the morning, you may return them to us." Steward Wang accordingly
took all of their clothes and belongings into his own residence.

By nature impulsive, Pilgrim at once spread his wings to fly there also
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and alighted on one of the head-wrap stands. Then he saw Steward Wang
going to the front door to take down the lantern, lower the cloth curtain,
and close the door and windows. Only then did Wang return to his room
to take off his own clothes and lie down. The steward, however, also had
a wife sleeping with two children, and they were still making so much
noise that none of them could go to sleep right away. The wife, too, was
patching some garment and refused to retire.

"If I wait until this woman sleeps," thought Pilgrim to himself, "won't
Master be delayed?" Fearing also that the city gates might be closed later
in the night, he could no longer refrain from flying down there and threw
himself on the taper. Truly

He risked his life to dive intoflames;
He scorched his brow to temp hisfate.

The taper immediately went out. With one shake of his body he changed
again into a rat. After a squeak or two he leaped down, took the garments
and head wraps, and began to drag them out. Panic-stricken, the woman
said, "Old man, things are bad! A rat has turned into a spirit!"

On hearing this, Pilgrim flaunted his abilities some more. Stopping at
the door, he cried out in a loud voice, "Steward Wang, don't listen to the

babblings of your woman. I'm no rodent-spirit. Since a man of light does
not engage in shady dealings, I must tell you that I'm the Great Sage, Equal
to Heaven, who has descended to earth to accompany the Tang monk on
his way to seek scriptures in the Western Heaven. Because your king is
without principles, I've come especially to borrow these caps and gowns
to adorn my master. Once we've passed through the city, I'll return them."
Hearing that, Steward Wang scrambled up at once. It was, of course, pitch
black, and he was in a hurry besides. He grabbed his pants, thinking he
had his shirt; but no matter how hard he tried, slipping them on this way
and that, he could not put them on.

Using his magic of abduction, the Great Sage had already mounted the
clouds to leave the city and return to the ditch by the road. In the bright
light of the stars and moon, Tripitaka was standing there staring when he
saw Pilgrim approaching. "Disciple," he asked, "can we go through the
Dharma-Destroying Kingdom?"

Walking forward and putting down the garments, Pilgrim said, "Master,
if you want to go through the Dharma-Destroying Kingdom, you can't
remain a priest." "Elder Brother," said Bajie, "whom are you trying to
fool? It's easy not to remain a priest: just don't shave your head for half a
year, and you hair will grow." "We can't wait for half a year!" said Pilgrim.
"We must become laymen right now!"
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Horrified, our Idiot said, "The way you talk is most unreasonable, as
always! We are all priests, and you want us to become laymen this instant!
How could we even wear a head wrap? Even if we tighten the edges, we
have nothing on our heads to tie the strings with!"

"Stop the wisecracks!" snapped Tripitaka. "Let's do what's proper! Wu
kong, what is your plan?"

"Master," said Pilgrim, "I have inspected the city here. Though the king
is unprincipled enough to slaughter monks, he is nevertheless a genuine
son of Heaven, for his city is filled with joyful and auspicious air. I can
recognize the streets in the city, and I can converse in the local dialect. A
moment ago I borrowed several garments and head wraps from a hoteL
We must disguise ourselves as laymen and enter the city to ask for lodging.
At the fourth watch we should rise and ask the innkeeper to prepare us
a meal-vegetarian, of course. By about the hour of the fifth watch, we
will walk close to the wall of the city-gate and find the main road to the
West. If we run into anyone who tries to detain us, we can still give the
explanation that we have been commissioned by the court of a superior
state. The Dharma-Destroying King would not dare hinder us. He'll let
us go." Sha Monk said, "Elder Brother's plan is most proper. Let's do as
he tells us."

Indeed, the elder had little choice but to shed his monk's robe and his

clerical cap and to put on the garment and head wrap of a layman. Sha
Monk too changed his clothes. Bajie, however, had such a huge head that
he could not wear the wrap as it was. Pilgrim had to rip open two wraps
and sew them together with needle and thread to make one wrap and
drape it over his head. A larger garment was selected for him to put on,
after which Pilgrim himself also changed into a different set of clothing.
"Once we get moving," he said, "you all must put away the words 'master
and disciples. '"

"Without these terms," said Bajie, "how shall we address ourselves?"

Pilgrim said, "We should do so as if we were in a fraternal order: Mas
ter shall be called Grand Master Tang, you shall be Third Master Zhu,
Sha Monk shall be called Fourth Master Sha, and I shall be called Second
Master Sun. When we reach the hotel, however, none of you should talk;
let me do all the talking. If they ask us what sort of business we're in, I'll
say that we're horse traders, using this white horse of ours as a sample. I'll
tell them that there are altogether ten of us in this fraternal order, but the
four of us have come first to rent a room in the hotel and sell our horse.
The innkeeper will certainly take care of us. If we receive his hospitality,
I'll pick up by the time we leave some bits or pieces of broken titles and
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change them into silver to thank him. Then we'll get on with ourjourney."
The elder had no alternative but to comply reluctantly.

The four of them, leading the horse and toting the luggage, hurried
into the city. It was fortunate that this happened to be a peaceful region,
so that the city gates had not yet been closed even as the time of the night
watch began. When they reached the door of the Steward Wang's Hotel,
they heard noises from inside, crying, "I've lost my head wrap!" Another
person cried, "I've lost my clothes." Feigning ignorance, Pilgrim led them
to another hotel, catercorner from this one. Since that hotel had not yet
even taken down its lantern, Pilgrim walked up to the door and called out:
"Innkeeper, do you have a room for us to stay in?"

Some woman inside replied at once, "Yes! Yes! Yes! Let the masters
go up to the second floor." She had hardly finished speaking when a man
arrived to take the horse, which Pilgrim handed over to him. He himself
led his master behind the lamplight and up to the door of the second floor,
where lounge tables and chairs had been placed. He pushed open the shut
ters, and moonlight streamed in as they took their seats. Someone came up
with lighted lamps, but Pilgrim barred the door and blew out the lamps
with one breath. "We don't need lamps when the moon's so bright," he

said.
After the person with the lamps had been sent away, another maid

brought up four bowls of pure tea, which Pilgrim accepted. From below,
a woman about fifty-seven or fifty-eight years old came straight up to the
second floor. Standing to one side, she asked, "Gentlemen, where have
you come from? What treasure merchandise do you have?"

"We came from the north," replied Pilgrim, "and we have a few ordi
nary horses to sell."

"Well," said the woman, "we haven't seen many guests who sell
horses."

"This one is Grand Master Tang," said Pilgrim, "this one is Third Mas

ter Zhu, and this one is Fourth Master Sha. Your humble student here is
Second Master Sun."

"All different surnames," said the woman with a giggle.
"Indeed, all different surnames but living together," said Pilgrim.

"There are altogether ten of us in our fraternal order; we four have come
first to seek lodging at your hotel, and the six others are resting outside the
city. With a herd of horses, they don't dare enter the city at such an hour.
When we have located the proper place for them to stay, they'll come in
tomorrow morning. Once we have sold the horses, we'll leave."

"How many horses are there in your herd?" asked the woman.
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"Big and small, there are over a hundred," said Pilgrim, "all very much
like the horse we have here. Only their colors vary."

Giggling some more, the woman said, "Second Master Sun is indeed
a merchant in every way! It's a good thing that you've come to our place,
for any other household would not dare receive you. We happen to have
a large courtyard here, complete with stalls and stocked with feed. Even
if you had several hundred horses, we can take care of them. You should
be aware, too, that our hotel has been here for years and has gained quite
a reputation. My late husband, who unfortunately died long ago, had the
surname of Zhao, and that's why this hotel is named widow Zhao's Inn.
We have three classes of accommodation here. If you will kindly allow
impoliteness to precede courtesy, I will discuss the room rates with you,
so I'll know what to charge you."

"What you say is quite right," said Pilgrim. "What three classes of ac
commodation do you have in your hotel? As the saying goes,

High) medium) and low) are three prices ofgoods)
Guests)fizr and near) are not treated the same.

Tell me a little of your three classes of accommodation."
widow Zhao said, "What we have here are the superior, moderate,

and inferior classes of accommodation. For the superior, we will prepare
a banquet of five kinds of fruits and five courses, topped by lion-head pud
dings and peck-candies. There will be two persons per table, and young
hostesses will be invited to drink and rest with you. The charge per person
is five coins of silver, and this includes the room."

"What a bargain!" said Pilgrim, chuckling. "Where I came from, five

coins of silver won't even pay for the young ladies!"
"For the moderate," said the widow again, "all of you will share one

table, and you'll get only fruits and hot wine. You yourselves may establish

your drinking rules and play your finger-guessing games, but no young
hostesses will be present. For this, we charge two coins of silver per
person."

"That's even more of a bargain," said Pilgrim. "What's the inferior
class like?"

"I dare not describe that in front of honored guests," replied the
woman.

"You may tell us," said Pilgrim. "We'll find our bargain and do our
thing."

The woman said, "In the inferior class there's no one to serve you. You

may eat whatever rice there is in the pot, and when you've had your fill, you
can get some straw and make yourself a bed on the ground. Find yourself
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a place to sleep, and in the morning you may give us a few pennies for the
rice. We won't haggle with you."

On hearing this, Bajie said, "Lucky! Lucky! That's old Hog's kind of
bargain! Let me stand in front of the pot and stuff myself with rice. Then
I'll have a nice damn snooze in front of the hearth!" "Brother," said Pil
grim, "what are you saying? You and I, after all, have managed to earn a
few ounces of silver here and there in the world, haven't we? Give us the
superior class!"

Filled with delight, the woman cried, "Bring some fine tea! Tell the
chefs to start their preparations." She dashed downstairs and shouted some
more: "Slaughter some chickens and geese. Have them cooked or cured to
go with the rice. Slaughter a pig and a lamb too; even ifwe can't use them
today, we may use them tomorrow. Get the good wine. Cook white-grain
rice, and take bleached flour to make biscuits."

When he heard her from upstairs, Tripitaka said, "Second Master Sun,
what shall we do? She is planning to slaughter chickens, geese, a pig, and
a lamb. When she brings these things up, which one of us, keepers of a
perpetual vegetarian diet that we are, dare take one bite?"

"I know what to do," replied Pilgrim, and he went to the head of the
stairs and tapped the floor with his foot. "Mama Zhao, please come up
here," he said. The mama came up and said, "What instructions do you have
for me, Second Master?" "Don't slaughter anything today," said Pilgrim,
"for we're keeping a vegetarian diet."

Astonished, the widow said, "Do the masters keep a perpetual diet or
a monthly diet?" "Neither," replied Pilgrim, "for ours is named the geng
shen diet. Since the cyclical combination for today is, in fact, gengshen, we
must keep the diet. Once the hour of the third watch is past, it will be the
day of xinyou, and we'll be able to eat meat. You may do the slaughtering
tomorrow. Please go now and prepare us some vegetarian dishes. We'll
pay you the price of the superior class just the same."

The woman was more delighted than ever. She dashed downstairs to say,
"Don't slaughter anything! Don't slaughter anything! Take some woodears,
Fujian bamboo-shoots, bean curds, wheat glutens, and pull some greens
from our garden to make vermicelli soup. Let the dough rise so that we
can steam some rolls. We can cook the white-grain rice and brew fragrant
tea also." Aha! Those chefs in the kitchen, accustomed to do this every
day, finished their preparations in no time at all. The food was brought
upstairs, along with ready-made lion-puddings and candied fruits, so that
the four could enjoy themselves to their hearts' content.

"Do you take dietary wine?" the woman asked again. Pilgrim said,
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"Only Grand Master Tang doesn't drink, but the rest of us can use a few
cups." The widow then brought up a bottle of hot wine. Hardly had the
three of them finished pouring when they heard loud bangings on the
floor down below.

"Mama," said Pilgrim, "did something fall downstairs?"
"No," replied the widow. "A few hired hands from our humble village

who arrived rather late tonight with their monthly payment of rice were
told to sleep downstairs. Since you masters have come, and we haven't
enough help right now, I've asked them to take the carriages to go fetch
the young hostesses here to keep you company. The poles on the carriages
must have aCCidentally backed into the boards of the staircase."

"It's a good thing that you mention this," said Pilgrim. "Q!:!ickly tell
them not to go. For one thing we're still keeping the diet, and for another
our brothers have not yet arrived. Wait till they come in tomorrow, then
we'll invite some call girls for the whole order to have some fun right here.
After we've sold our horses, we'll leave."

"Good man! Good man!" said the widow. "You've not destroyed the

peace, but you've saved your own energy at the same time!" She called out,
"Bring back the carriages. No need to fetch the girls." After the four had
finished the wine and rice, the utensils were taken away, and the attendants
left.

Tripitaka whispered behind Pilgrim's ear, "Where shall we sleep?" "Up
here," replied Pilgrim. "It's not quite safe," said Tripitaka. "All of us are

rather tired. When we're asleep, if someone from this household chances
to come by to fix things up and notices our bald heads if our caps roll off,
they will see that we're monks. What shall we do if they begin yelling?"

"Indeed!" replied Pilgim. He went again to the head of the stairs to tap
his foot, and the widow came up once more to ask: "What does Master
Sun want?"

"Where shall we sleep?" asked Pilgrim. "Why, up here, of course!" said

the woman. "There are no mosquitoes. You may open wide the windows,
and with a nice southerly breeze, it's perfect for you to sleep."

"No, we can't," said Pilgrim. "Our Third Master zhu here is somewhat
allergiC to dampness, and Fourth Master Sha has arthritic shoulders. Big
Brother Tang can only sleep in the dark, and I, too, am rather sensitive to
light. This is no place to sleep." The mama walked downstairs and, lean
ing on the counter, began to sigh. A daughter of hers, carrying a child,
approached and said, "Mother, as the proverb says,

For ten days you sit on the shore;
In one day you may pass nine beaches.
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Since this is the hot season, we haven't much business, but by the time of
the fall, business may increase so much that we can't even cope with it.

Why are you sighing?"
"Child," replied the woman, "I'm not worrying about lack ofbusiness,

for at dusk today I was ready to close shop. But at the hour when the night
watch began, four horse traders came to rent a room. Since they wanted
the superior-class accommodation, I was hoping to make a few pennies
profit from them. But they keep a vegetarian diet, and that completely
dashes my hopes. That's why I'm sighing."

Her daughter said, "If they have eaten our rice, they can't leave and
go to another household. Tomorrow we can prepare meat and wine for
them. Why can't we make our profit then?" "But they are all sick," said
the woman again, "afraid of draft, sensitive to light; they all want to sleep
in a dark place. Come to think of it, all the buildings in our household
are covered by single-tiered transparent titles. Where are we going to find
a dark enough place for them? I think we'd better consider donating the
meal to them and ask them to go someplace else."

"Mother," said her daughter, "there's a dark place in my building, and
it has no draft. It's perfect!"

"Where is that?" asked the woman. The daughter said, "When father
was alive, he made a huge wardrobe trunk about four feet wide, seven feet
long, and at least three feet deep. Six or seven people can probably sleep
in it. Tell them to go inside the wardrobe and sleep there." "I wonder if

it's acceptable," said the woman. "Let me ask them. Hey, Master Sun, our
humble dwelling is terribly small, and there is no dark place. We have only
a huge wardrobe trunk which neither wind nor light can get through. How
about sleeping in that?"

"Fine! Fine! Fine!" replied Pilgrim. Several of the hired hands were

asked at once to haul out the wardrobe and remove the door before they
were told to go downstairs. With Pilgrim leading his master and Sha Monk

picking up the pole of luggage, they walked behind the lamplight to the
wardrobe. Without regard for good or ill, Bajie immediately crawled in.
After handing him the luggage, Sha Monk helped the Tang monk in before
entering himself.

"Where's our horse?" said Pilgrim. One of the attendants on the side
said, "It's tethered at the rear of the house and feeding."

"Bring it, along with the feed," said Pilgrim, "and tether it tightly beside
the wardrobe." Only then did he himself enter the wardrobe. He cried,
"Mama Zhao, put on the door, stick in the bolt and lock it up. Then take
a look for us and see whether there are any holes anywhere that light may
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get through. Paste them up with paper. Tomorrow, come early and open
the wardrobe." "You're much too careful!" said the widow. Thereafter

everyone left to close the doors and sleep, and we shall leave those people
for the moment.

We tell you now about the four of them inside the wardrobe. How
pitiful! For one thing, it was the first time they had ever worn head wraps;
for another, the weather was hot. Moreover, it was very stuffy because no
breeze could get in. They all took off their wraps and their clothes, but
without fans they could only wave their monk caps a little. Crowding and
leaning on one another, they all began to doze by about the hour of the
second watch.

Pilgrim, however, was determined to be mischievous! As he was the only
one who could not sleep, he stretched out his hand and gave Bajie's leg a
pinch. Pulling back his leg, our Idiot mumbled, "Go to sleep! Look how
miserable we are! And you still find it interesting to pinch people's arms
and legs for fun?" As a lark, Pilgrim began to say, "We originally had five
thousand taels of silver. We sold some horses previously for three thousand
taels, and right now, there are still four thousand taels left in the money
bags. We can also sell our present herd of horses for three thousand taels,
and we'll have both capital and profit. That's enough! That's enough!" Bajie,
of course, was a man intent on sleeping, and he refused to answer him.

Little did they know that the waiters, the water haulers, and the fire
tenders of this hotel had always been part of a band of thieves. When they
heard Pilgrim speaking of so much silver, some of them slipped out at
once and called up some twenty other thieves, who arrived with torches
and staffs to rob the horse traders. As they rushed in, widow Zhao and
her daughter were so terrified that they slammed shut the door of their
own bUilding and let the thieves do what they pleased. Those bandits, you
see, did not want anything from the hotel; all they desired was to find the
guests. When they saw no trace of them upstairs, they searched everywhere
with torches and came upon the huge wardrobe in the courtyard. To one
of the legs a white horse was tethered. The wardrobe was tightly locked,
and they could not pry open the door.

The thieves said, "Worldly people like us have to be observant! If this
wardrobe is so heavy, there must be luggage and riches locked inside. What
if we steal the horse, haul the wardrobe outside the city, break it up, and
divide the contents among ourselves-wouldn't that be nice?" Indeed,
those thieves did find some ropes and poles, with which they proceeded
to haul the wardrobe out of the hotel. As they walked, the load swayed
from side to side.
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Waking up with a start, Bajie said, "0 Elder Brother, please go to sleep!
Why are you shaking us?" "Don't talk!" said Pilgrim. "No one's shaking

you." Tripitaka and Sha Monk also woke up and cried, "Who is carrying
us?" "Don't shout! Don't shout!" said Pilgrim. "Let them carry us. If they

haul us all the way to the Western Heaven, it'll save us some walking!"
When those thieves succeeded in getting away from the hotel, they did

not head for the West; instead, they hauled the chest toward the east of the
city, where they broke out after killing some of the guards at the city gate.
That disturbance, of course, alerted people in the six boulevards and three
marts, the firemen and guards living in various stations. The reports went
qUickly to the Regional Patrol Commander and the East City Warden's
office. Since this was an affair for which they had to assume responsibil
ity, the commander and the warden at once summoned the cavalry and
archers to pursue the thieves out of the city. When the thieves saw how
strong the government troops were, they dared not contend with them.
Putting down the huge wardrobe and abandoning the white horse, they
fled in every direction. The government troops did not manage even to
catch half a thief, but they did take the wardrobe and caught the horse,
and they returned in triumph. As he looked at the horse beneath the lights,
the commander saw that it was a fine creature indeed:

Its mane parts like silver threads;
Its tail dangles as strips ofjade .
Why mention the Eight Noble Dragon Steeds?2
This one surpasses Suxiang}s3 slow trotting.

Its bones wouldfetch a thousandgold}
This wind-chaser through ten thousand miles.
He climbs mountains oft to join the green clouds}
Neighs at the moon} andfuses with white snow.
Truly a dragon that has left the isles}
A jade unicorn that man loves to own!

The commander, instead of riding his own horse, mounted this white
horse to lead his troops back into the city. The wardrobe was hauled into
his official residence, where it was then sealed with an official tape issued
jointly by him and the warden. Soldiers were to guard it until dawn, when
they could memorialize to the king to see about its disposaL As the other
troops retired, we shall leave them for the moment.

We tell you instead about the elder Tang inside the wardrobe, who

2. Famous horses associated with various rulers.

3. Suxiang: the name of one of the Eight Noble Steeds.
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complained to Pilgrim saying, "You ape-head! You've just about put me
to death! Ifwe had stayed outside and been caught and sent before the king
of the Dharma-Destroying Kingdom, we could still argue with him. Now
are locked up in a wardrobe, abducted by thieves, and then recovered by
government troops. When we see the king tomorrow, we'll be ready-made
victims for him to complete his number of ten thousand!"

Pilgrim said, "There are people outside right now! If they open the
wardrobe and take us out, we'll either be bound or hanged! Do try to be
more patient, so that we don't have to face the ropes. When we see that
befuddled king tomorrow, old Monkey has his own way of answering
him. I promise you that you'll not be harmed one whit. Now relax and
sleep."

By about the hour of the third watch, Pilgrim exercised his ability and
eased his rod out. Blowing his immortal breath on it, he cried, "Change!"
and it changed into a three-pointed drilL He drilled along the bottom edge
of the wardrobe two or three times and made a small hole. Retrieving the
drill, he changed with one shake of his body into an ant and crawled out.
Then he changed back into his original form to soar on the clouds into the
royal palace. The king at that moment was sleeping soundly.

Using the Grand Magic of Body-Division in the Assembly of Gods,
Pilgrim ripped off all the hairs on his left arm. He blew his immortal
breath on them, crying, "Change!" They all changed into tiny Pilgrims.
From his right arm he pulled off all the hairs, too, and blew his immortal
breath on them, crying, "Change!" They changed into sleep-inducing
insects. Then he recited another magic spell which began with the letter
Om, to summon the local spirits of the region into his presence. They were
told to lead the small Pilgrims so that they could scatter throughout the
royal palace, the Five Military Commissions, the Six Ministries, and the
residences of officials high and low. Anyone with rank and appointment
would be given a sleep-inducing insect, so that he would sleep soundly
without even turning over.

Pilgrim also took up his golden-hooped rod; with a sqeeze and a wave,
he cried, "Treasure, change!" It changed at once into hundreds and thou
sands of razor blades. He took one of them, and he told the tiny Pilgrims
each to take one, so that they could go into the palace, the commissions,
and the ministries to shave heads. Ah! This is how it was:

Dharma-king would the boundless dharma destroy)
Whichfills the world and reaches the great Way.
All dharma-causes are ofsubstance one;
Trlyana's wondrousforms are all the same.
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Thejade cupboard}s drilled through} the truth is known;
Gold hairs are scattered and blindness is removed.
Dharma-king will surely the rightfruit attain:
Birthless and deathless} he}lllive in the void.

The shaving activities which went on for half the night were completely
successful. Thereafter Pilgrim recited his spell to dismiss the local spirits.
With one shake of his body he retrieved the hairs of both his arms. The
razor blades he squeezed back into their true and original form-one
golden-hooped rod-which he then reduced in size to store in his ear once
more. He next assumed the form of an ant to crawl back into the wardrobe
before changing into his original appearance to accompany the Tang monk
in his confinement. There we shall leave them for the moment.

We tell you now about those palace maidens and harem girls in the inner
chambers of the royal palace, who rose before dawn to wash and do their
hair. Everyone of them had lost her hair. The hair ofall the palace eunuchs,
young and old, had also vanished. They crowded outside the palatial bed
chambers to start the music for waking the royal couple, all fighting hard
to hold back their tears and not daring to report their mishap.

In a little while, the queen of the three palaces awoke, and she too
found that her hair was gone. Hurriedly she moved a lamp to glance at the
dragon bed: there in the midst of the silk coverlets a monk was sleeping!4
Unable to contain herself, the queen began to speak and her words awoke
the king. When the king opened his eyes, all he saw was the bald head of
the queen. Sitting bolt upright, he said, "My queen, why do you look like
this?

"But my lord is also like this!" replied the queen. One touch ofhis own
head sent the king into sheer panic, crying "What has become of us?" In
that moment of desperation, the consorts of six halls, the palace maidens,
and the eunuchs young and old all entered with bald heads. They knelt
down and said, "Our lord, we have all become Buddhist priests!"

When the king saw them, tears fell from his eyes. "It must be the result
of our slaughtering the monks," he said. Whereupon he gave this decree:
"You are forbidden, all of you, to mention your loss of hair, for we fear
that the civil and military officials would criticize the unrighteousness of
the state. Let's prepare to hold court at the main hall."

We tell you now about all those officials, high and low, in the Five

4. This entire comic episode is built on the pun of the words dharma and hair,

both ofwhich in Chinese are vocalized asfa. The dharma-destroying king thus meets

his reversal as the king who has lost his hair overnight.
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Commissions and Six Ministries, who were about to have an audience
with the Throne at dawn. As each one of them, you see, had also lost his

hair during the night, they were all busily preparing memorials to report
the incident. Thus you could hear that

Three times the whip struck as theyfaced the king:
The cause oftheir shorn hair they would make known.

In doing so, the many military officials presented their memorials saying,
"Our lord, please pardon your subjects for being remiss in their man
ners."5

"Our worthy ministers have not departed from their customary good
deportment," replied the king. "What is remiss in your manners?'

"0 Our Lord!" said the various ministers, "we do not know the reason,

but during the night all your subjects lost their hair." Clutching those me
morials that complained of hair loss, the king descended from his dragon
couch to say to his subjects, "Indeed we do not know the reason either,
but we and the other members of the royal palace, high and low, also lost
all our hair." As tears gushed from their eyes, ruler and subjects said to one
another, "From now on, we wouldn't dare slaughter monks!"

Then the king ascended his dragon couch once more as the officials
returned to standing in ranks. The king said, "Let those who have any
business leave their ranks to present their memorials; if there is no further
business, the let the screen be rolled up so that the court may retire." From
the ranks of military officials the city patrol commander stepped out, and
from the ranks of the civil officials the East City Warden walked forward.
Both came up to the steps to kowtow and say, "By your sage decree your
subjects were on patrol last night, and we succeeded in recovering the stolen
goods of one wardrobe and one white horse. Your lowly subjects dare not
dispose of these by our own authority, and we beg you to render a decision."
Highly pleased, the king said, "Bring us both horse and wardrobe."

As soon as the two officials went back to their offices, they immediately
summoned their troops to haul out the wardrobe. Locked inside, Tripitaka
became so terrified that his soul was about to leave his body. "Disciples,"
he said, "what do we say once we appear before the king?"

Laughing, Pilgrim said, "Stop fussing! I have made the proper arrange
ments! When they open the wardrobe, they'll bow to us as their teachers.
Just tell Bajie not to wrangle over seniority!" "To be spared from execu
tion," said Bajie, "is already boundless blessing! You think I dare wrangle!"

5. The remaining portion of this chapter is taken actually from the beginning of

chapter 85 of the full-length novel.
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Hardly had they finished talking when the wardrobe was hauled to the
court; the soldiers carried it inside the Five-Phoenix Tower and placed it
before the vermilion steps.

When the subjects asked the king to inspect the wardrobe, he imme
diately commanded that it be opened. The moment the cover was lifted,
however, zhu Bajie could not refrain from leaping out, so terrifying the
various officials that they were all struck dumb. Then they saw the Tang
monk emerging, supported by Pilgrim Sun, while Sha Monk brought out
the luggage. When Bajie caught sight of the commander holding the horse,
he rushed forward and bellowed: "The horse is ours! Give it to me!" The
commander was so frightened that he fell backward head over heels.

As the four of them stood on the steps, the king noticed that they were
all Buddhist priests. Hurrying down from his dragon couch, the king asked
all his consorts of the three palaces to join his subjects in descending from
the Treasure Hall of Golden Chimes and bowing with him to the clerics.
"Where did the elders come from?" the king asked.

Tripitaka said, "We are those sent by the Throne of the Great Tang in
the Land of the East to go to India's Great Thunderclap Monastery in the
West to seek true scriptures from the living Buddha."

"If the Venerable Master had come from such a great distance," said the
king, "for what reason did you choose to rest in a wardrobe?"

"Your humble cleric," replied Tripitaka, "had learned ofYour Majesty's
vow to slaughter monks. We therefore dared not approach your superior
state openly. Disguising ourselves as laymen, we came by night to an inn
in your treasure region to ask for lodging. As we were afraid that people
might still recognize our true identity, we chose to sleep in the wardrobe,
which unfortunately was stolen by thieves. It was then recovered by the
commander and brought here. Now that I am privileged to behold the
dragon countenance of Your Majesty, I feel as if I had caught sight of
the sun after the clouds had parted. I beg Your Majesty to extend your
grace and favor wide as the sea to pardon and release this humble cleric."

"The Venerable Master is a noble priest from the Heavenly court of a
superior state," replied the king, "and it is we who have been remiss in our
welcome. The reason for our vow to slaughter monks stems from the fact
that we were slandered by certain priests in years past. We therefore vowed
to Heaven to kill ten thousand monks as a figure of perfection. Little did
we anticipate that we would be forced to become monks instead, for all of
us-ruler and subjects, king and consorts-now have had our hair shorn
off. We, in turn, beg the Venerable Master not to be sparing in your great
virtue and accept us as your disciples."
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When Bajie heard these words, he roard with laughter, saying, "Ifyou
want to be our disciples, what sort of presentation gifts do you have for
us?" "If the Master is willing," said the king, "we would be prepared to
offer you the treasures and wealth of the state." "Don't mention treasures

and wealth," said Pilgrim, "for we are the sort of monks who keep to our
principles. Only certify our travel rescript and escort us out of the city.
We promise you that your kingdom will be secure forever, and you will
be endowed with blessings and long life in abundance."

When the king heard that, he at once ordered the Court of Imperial
Entertainments to prepare a huge banquet. Ruler and subjects, meanwhile,
prostrated themselves to return to the One. The travel rescript was certified
immediately, and then the king requested the masters to change the name
ofhis kingdom. "Your Majesty," said Pilgrim, "the name ofDharma King
dom is an excellent one; it's only the word 'Destroying' that's inadequate.
Since we have passed through this region, you may change its name to
Dharma-Honoring Kingdom. We promise that you will

In calm sea and riverprosper a thousand years
With rain and wind in season and in all quarters peace. }}

After thanking Pilgrim, the king asked for the imperial cortege and the
entire court to escort master and disciples out of the city so they could
leave for the West. Then ruler and subjects held fast to virtue to return to
the truth, and we shall speak no more of them.

We tell you now about the elder, who took leave of the king of the
Dharma-Honoring Kingdom. As he rode along, he said in great delight,
"Wukong, you've employed an excellent method this time, and you've
achieved a great merit."

"0 Elder Brother," said Sha Monk, "where did you find so many barbers
to shave off so many heads during the night?" Thereupon Pilgrim gave
a thorough account of how he underwent transformations and exercised
magic powers. Master and disciples laughed so hard they could hardly get
their mouths shut. We do not know what happened thereafter; let's listen
to the explanation in the next chapter.
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Only when ape and horse are tamed will shells be cast;

With merit and work perfected} they see the Real.

We shall now tell you about the Tang monk and his three disciples, who
set out on the main road.

In truth the land of Buddha in the West was quite different from other
regions. What they saw everywhere were gemlike flowers and jasperlike
grasses, aged cypresses and hoary pines. In the regions they passed through,
every family was devoted to good works, and every household would feed
the monks.

They met people in cultivation beneath the hills
And saw travellers reciting sutras in the woods.

Resting at night and journeying at dawn, master and disciples proceeded
for some six or seven days when they suddenly caught sight of a row of
tall bUildings and noble lofts. Truly

They soar skyward a hundredfeet}
Tall and towering in the air.
You look down to see the setting sun
And reach out to pluck the shooting stars.
Spacious windows engulfthe universe;
Lofty pillarsjoin with the cloudy screens.
Yellow cranes bring letters1 as autumn trees age;
Phoenix-sheets come with the cool evening breeze.
These are the treasure arches ofa spirit palace}
The pearly courts andjeweled edifices}
The immortal hall where the Way is preached}
The cosmos where sutras are taught.
Theflowers bloom in the spring;
Pines grow green after the rain.

I. Immortals are thought to send their communications by means of magic birds

like yellow cranes and blue phoenixes.



450 CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE

Purple agaric and divinefruits} fresh every year.
Phoenixes gambol} potent in every manner.

Lifting his whip to point ahead, Tripitaka said, "Wukong, what a lovely
place!"

"Master," said Pilgrim, "you insisted on bowing down even in a spe
cious region, before false images of Buddha. Today you have arrived at a
true region with real images of Buddha, and you still haven't dismounted.
What's your excuse?"

So taken aback was Tripitaka when he heard these words that he leaped
down from the horse. Soon they arrived at the entrance to the bUildings.
A Daoist lad, standing before the gate, called out, "Are you the scripture
seeker from the Land of the East?" Hurriedly tidying his clothes, the elder
raised his head and looked at his interrogator.

He wore a robe ofsilk
And held ajade duster.
He wore a robe ofsilk
Often tofeast at treasure lofts andjasperpools;
He held ajade yak}s-tail
To wave and dust in the purple mansions.
From his arm hangs a sacred register}
And hisfeet are shod in sandals.
Hefioats-a truefeathered-one;2
He}s winsome-indeed uncanny!
Long life attained} he lives in thisfine place;
Immortal} he can leave the world ofdust.
The sage monk knows not our Mount Spirit guest:
The Immortal Golden Head offtrmer years. 3

The Great Sage, however, recognized the person. "Master," he cried, "this

is the Great Immortal of the Golden Head, who resides in the Yuzhen
Daoist Temple at the foot of the Spirit Mountain."

Only then did Tripitaka realize the truth, and he walked forward to
make his bow. With laughter, the great immortal said, "So the sage monk
has finally arrived this year. I have been deceived by the Bodhisattva Guan
yin. When she received the gold decree from Buddha over ten years ago to
find a scripture seeker in the Land of the East, she told me that he would be

2. From antiquity, it has been customary to refer to immortals or transcendents

(and later, most Daoists) as feathered scholars (yushi) or feathered travelers (yuke).
Upon success in cultivation, according to textual accounts, the adept would sprout

feathers all over his body, sometimes even wings like Christian angels, so that they

could ascend to Heaven.

3. Former years: the narrative here refers back to the account in chapter 8.
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here after two or three years. I waited year after year for you, but no news
came at all. Hardly have I anticipated that I would meet you this year!"

Pressing his palms together, Tripitaka said, "I'm greatly indebted to the
great immortal's kindness. Thank you! Thank you!" The four pilgrims,
leading the horse and toting the luggage, all went inside the temple before
each of them greeted the great immortal once more. Tea and a vegetarian
meal were ordered. The immortal also asked the lads to heat some scented
liquid for the sage monk to bathe, so that he could ascend the land of
Buddha. Truly,

It}s good to bathe when merit and work are done}
When nature}s tamed and the natural state is won.
All toils and labors are now at rest;
Law and obedience have renewed their zest.
At mara}s end they reach indeed Buddha-land;
Their woes dispelled} before Srama1Ja they stand.
Unstained} they are washed ofallfilth and dust.
To a diamond body4 return they must.

After master and disciples had bathed, it became late and they rested in
the Yuzhen Temple.

Next morning the Tang monk changed his clothing and put on his bro
cade cassock and his Vairocana hat. Holding the priestly staff, he ascended
the main hall to take leave of the great immortaL "Yesterday you seemed
rather dowdy," said the great immortal, chuckling, "but today everything
is fresh and bright. As I look at you now, you are a true of son ofBuddha!"
After a bow, Tripitaka wanted to set out at once.

"Wait a moment," said the great immortaL "Allow me to escort you."
"There's no need for that," said Pilgrim. "Old Monkey knows the way."

"What you know happens to be the way in the clouds," said the great
immortal, "a means of travel to which the sage monk has not yet been
elevated. You must still stick to the main road."

"What you say is quite right," replied Pilgrim. "Though old Monkey
has been to this place several times, he has always come and gone on the
clouds and he has never stepped on the ground. If we must stick to the
main road, we must trouble you to escort us a distance. My master's most
eager to bow to Buddha. Let's not dally." Smiling broadly, the great im
mortal held the Tang monk's hand

To lead Candana up the gate ofLaw.
The way that they had to go, you see, did not lead back to the front

gate. Instead, they had to go through the central hall of the temple to go

4. Here a reference to the diamond incorruptible body of Buddhahood.
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out the rear door. Immediately behind the temple, in fact, was the Spirit
Mountain, to which the great immortal pointed and said, "Sage Monk,
look at the spot halfway up the sky, shrouded by auspicious luminosity
of five colors and a thousand folds of hallowed mists. That's the tall Spirit
Vulture Peak, the holy region of the Buddhist Patriarch."

The moment the Tang monk saw it, he began to bend low. With a
chuckle, Pilgrim said, "Master, you haven't reached that place where you
should bow down. As the proverb says, 'Even within sight of a mountain
you can ride a horse to death!' You are still quite far from that principality.
Why do you want to bow down now? How many times does your head
need to touch the ground if you kowtow all the way to the summit?"

"Sage Monk," said the great immortal, "you, along with the Great Sage,
Heavenly Reeds, and Curtain-Raising, have arrived at the blessed land
when you can see Mount Spirit. I'm going back." Thereupon Tripitaka
bowed to take leave of him.

The Great Sage led the Tang monk and his disciples slowly up the
mountain. They had not gone for more than five or six miles when they
came upon a torrent of water, eight or nine miles wide. There was no
trace of human activity all around. Alarmed by the sight, Tripitaka said,
"Wukong, this must be the wrong way! Could the great immortal have
made a mistake? Look how wide and swift this river is! Without a boat,
how could we get across?"

"There's no mistake!" said Pilgrim, chuckling. "Look over there! Isn't

that a large bridge? You have to walk across that bridge before you can
perfect the right fruit." The elder walked up to the bridge and saw beside
it a tablet, on which was the inscription "Cloud-Transcending Stream."
The bridge was actually a single log. Truly

Afar off, it)s like ajade beam in the sky;
Near) a dried stump that 0)er the water lies.
To bind up oceans it would easier seem.
How could one walk a single log or beam
Shrouded by rainbows often thousandfeet)
By a thousand layers ofsilk-white sheet?
Too slipp)ry and smallfor all to cross its spread
Except those who on colored mists can tread.

Q!!ivering allover, Tripitaka said, "Wukong, this bridge is not for human
beings to cross. Let's find some other way."

"This is the way! This is the way!" said Pilgrim, laughing.
"If this is the way," said Bajie, horrified, "who dares walk on it? The

water's so wide and rough. There's only a single log here, and it's so narrow
and slippery. How could I move my legs?"
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"Stand still, all of you," said Pilgrim. "Let old Monkey take a walk for
you to see." Dear Great Sage! In big strides he bounded on to the single
log bridge. Swaying from side to side, he ran across it in no time at all. On
the other side he shouted: "Come across! Come across!"

The Tang monk waved his hands, while Bajie and Sha Monk bit their
fingers, all crying, "Hard! Hard! Hard!"

Pilgrim dashed back from the other side and pulled at Bajie, saying,
"Idiot! Follow me! Follow me!" Lying flat on the ground, Bajie said, "It's

much too slippery! Much too slippery! Let me go, please! Let me mount the
wind and fog to get over there." Pushing him down, Pilgrim said, "What
sort of a place do you think this is that you are permitted to mount wind
and fog! Unless you walk across this bridge, you'll never become a Bud
dha." "0 Elder Brother!" said Bajie. "It's okay with me if I don't become

a Buddha. But I'm not going on that bridge!"
Right beside the bridge, the two of them started a tug-of-war. Only

Sha Monk's admonitions managed to separate them. Tripitaka happened
to turn his head, and he suddenly caught sight of someone punting a boat
upstream and crying, "Ahoy! Ahoy!"

Highly pleased, the elder said, "Disciples, stop your frivolity! There's
a boat coming." The three of them leaped up and stood still to stare at
the boat. When it drew near, they found that it was a bottomless one.
With his fiery eyes and diamond pupils, Pilgrim at once recognized that
the ferryman was in fact the Conductor Buddha, also named the Light of
Ratnadhvaja. Without revealing the Buddha's identity, however, Pilgrim
simply said, "Over here! Punt it this way!"

Immediately the boatman punted it up to the shore. "Ahoy! Ahoy!"
he cried. Terrified by what he saw, Tripitaka said, "How could this bot
tomless boat ofyours carry anybody?" The Buddhist Patriarch said, "This
boat of mine

Since creation's dawn has achievedgreatftme;
Punted by me, it has e'er been the same.
Upon the wind and wave it's still secure:
With no end or beginning its joy is sure.
It can return to One, completely clean,
Through ten thousand kalpas a sail serene.
Though bottomless boats may ne'er cross the sea,
Thisfirries all souls through eternity."

Pressing his palms together to thank him, the Great Sage Sun said, "I thank
you for your great kindness in coming to receive and lead my master.
Master, get on the boat. Though it is bottomless, it is safe. Even if there
are wind and waves, it will not capsize."
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The elder still hesistated, but Pilgrim took him by the shoulder and gave
him a shove. With nothing to stand on, that master tumbled straight into
the water, but the boatman swiftly pulled him out. As he stood on the side
of the boat, the master kept shaking out his clothes and stamping his feet
as he grumbled at Pilgrim. Pilgrim, however, helped Sha Monk and Bajie
to lead the horse and tote the luggage into the boat. As they all stood on
the gunwale, the Buddhist Patriarch gently punted the vessel away from
shore. All at once they saw a corpse floating down the upstream, the sight
of which filled the elder with terror.

"Don't be afraid, Master," said Pilgrim, laughing. "It's actually you!"
"It's you! It's you!" said Bajie also.
Clapping his hands, Sha Monk also said, "It's you! It's you!"
Adding his voice to the chorus, the boatman also said, "That's you!

Congratulations! Congratulations!" Then the three disciples repeated this
chanting in unison as the boat was punted across the water. In no time at
all, they crossed the Divine Cloud-Transcending Stream all safe and sound.
Only then did Tripitaka turn and skip lightly onto the other shore. We
have here a testimonial poem, which says:

Deliveredfrom their mortalflesh and bone}
A primal spirit ofmutual love has grown.
Their work done} they become Buddhas this day}
Free oftheirformer six-six senses}5 sway.

Truly this is what is meant by the profound wisdom and the boundless
dharma which enable a person to reach the other shore.

The moment the four pilgrims went ashore and turned around, the
boatman and even the bottomless boat had disappeared. Only then did
Pilgrim point out that it was the Conductor Buddha, and immediately
Tripitaka awoke to the truth. Turning qUickly, he thanked his three dis
ciples instead.

Pilgrim said, "We two parties need not thank each other, for we are
meant to support each other. We are indebted to our master for our libera
tion, through which we have found the gateway to the making of merit,
and fortunately we have achieved the right fruit. Our master also has to
rely on our protection so that he may be firm in keeping both law and faith
to find the happy deliverance from this mortal stock. Master, look at this
surpassing scenery of flowers and grass, pines and bamboos, phoenixes,
cranes, and deer. Compared with those places of illusion manufactured by

5. Six-six senses: the intensive form of the six impure qualities engendered by

the objects and organs of sense: sight, sound, smell, taste, touch, and idea.
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monsters and deviates, which ones do you think are pleasant and which
ones bad? Which ones are good and which evil?" Tripitaka expressed his

thanks repeatedly as everyone of them with lightness and agility walked
up the Spirit Mountain. Soon this was the aged Thunderclap Monastery

which came into view:
Its top touches thefirmament;
Its root joins the Sumeru range.
Wondrous peaks in rows;
Strange boulders rugged.
Beneath the cliffi} jade-grass andjasper-:flowers;
By the path} purple agaric and scented orchid.
Divine apes pluckingfruits in the peach orchard
Seem likefire-burnished gold;
White cranes perching on the tips ofpine branches
Resemble mist-shroudedjade.
Male phoenixes in pairs-
Female phoenixes in twos-
Male phoenixes in pairs
Make one callfacing the sun to bless the world;
Female phoenixes in twos
Whose radiant dance in the wind is rarely seen.
You see too those mandarin duck tiles oflustrous gold}
And luminous} patterned bricks cornelian-gilt.
In the east
And in the west
Stand rows ofscented halls andpearly arches;
To the north
And to the south}
An endless sight oftreasure lofts andprecious towers.
The Devaraja Hall emits lambent mists;
The Dharma-guarding Hall sendsforth purpleflames.
The stupa}s clearform;
The Utpala}sfragrance.
Truly afine place similar to Heaven
With lazy clouds to make the day long.
The causes cease} red dust can}t come at all:
Safefrom all kalpas is this great Dharma Hall.

Footloose and carefree, master and disciples walked to the summit ofMount

Spirit, where under a forest of green pines they saw a group of upasikas
and rows ofworshipers in the midst ofverdant cypresses. Immediately the
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elder bowed to them, so startling the upasakas and upasikas, the monks and
the nuns, that they all pressed their palms together, saying, "Sage Monk,
you should not render us such homage. Wait till you see Sakyamuni, and
then you may come to exchange greetings with us."

"He is always in such a hurry!" said Pilgrim, laughing. "Let's go to bow
to those seated at the top!" His arms and legs dancing with excitement,
the elder followed Pilgrim straight up to the gate of the Thunderclap
Monastery. There they were met by the Four Great Vajra Guardians, who
said, "Has the sage monk arrived?"

Bending low, Tripitaka said, "Yes, your disciple Xuanzang has arrived."
No sooner had he given this reply than he wanted to go inside. "Please
wait a moment, Sage Monk," said the Vajra Guardians. "Allow us to an
nounce your arrival first before you enter." One of the Vajra Guardians
was asked to report to the other Four Great Vajra Guardians stationed at
the second gate, and one of those porters passed the news of the Tang
monk's arrival to the third gate. Those guarding the third gate happened
to be divine monks who served at the great altar. When they heard the
news, they quickly went to the Great Hero Hall to announce to Tathagata,
the Most Honored One, also named Buddha Sakyamuni, "The sage monk
from the Tang court has arrived in this treasure monastery. He has come
to fetch the scriptures."

Highly pleased, Holy Father Buddha at once asked the Eight Bodhi
sattvas, the Four Vajra Guardians, the Five Hundred Arhats, the Three
Thousand Guardians, the Eleven Great Orbs, and the Eighteen Guardians
of Monasteries to form two rows for the reception. Then he issued the
golden decree to summon in the Tang monk. Again the word was passed
from section to section, from gate to gate: "Let the sage monk enter." Me
ticulously observing the rules of ritual propriety, our Tang monk walked
through the monastery gate with Wukong, Wuneng, and Wujing, still
leading the horse and toting the luggage. Thus it was that

Commissioned that year} a resolve he made
To leave with rescript the royal steps ofjade.
The hills held climb tojace the morning dew
Or rest on a boulder when the twilightjades.
He totes hisjaith toford three thousand streams}
His stafftrailing o}er endless palisades.
His every thought}s on seeking the rightfruit.
Homage to Buddha will this day be paid.
The four pilgrims, on reaching the Great Hero Treasure Hall, prostrated

themselves before Tathagata. Thereafter, they bowed to all the attendants
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of Buddha on the left and right. This they repeated three times before
kneeling again before the Buddhist Patriarch to present their traveling
rescript to him. After reading it carefully, Tathagata handed it back to
Tripitaka, who touched his head to the ground once more to say, "By the
decree of the Great Tang Emperor in the Land of the East, your disciple
Xuanzang has come to this treasure monastery to beg you for the true
scriptures for the redemption of the multitude. I implore the Buddhist
Patriarch to vouchsafe his grace and grant me my wish, so that I may soon
return to my country."

To express the compassion of his heart, Tathagata opened his mouth of
mercy and said to Tripitaka, "Your Land of the East belongs to the South
Jambudvipa Continent. Because of your size and your fertile land, your
prosperity and population, there is a great deal of greed and killing, lust
and lying, oppression and deceit. People neither honor the teachings of
Buddha nor cultivate virtuous karma; they neither revere the three lights
nor respect the five grains. They are disloyal and unfilial, unrighteous and
unkind, unscrupulous and self-deceiving. Through all manners of injustice
and taking of lives, they have committed boundless transgressions. The
fullness of their iniquities therefore has brought on them the ordeal of
hell and sent them into eternal darkness and perdition to suffer the pains
of pounding and grinding and of being transformed into beasts. Many
of them will assume the forms of creatures with fur and horns; in this
manner they will repay their debts by having their flesh made for food for
mankind. These are the reasons for their eternal perdition in Avici without
deliverance.

"Though Confucius had promoted his teachings ofbenevolence, righ
teousness, ritual, and wisdom, and though a succession ofkings and emper
ors had established such penalties as transportation, banishment, hanging,
and beheading, these institutions had little effect on the foolish and the
blind, the reckless and the antinomian.

"Now, I have here three baskets of scriptures which can deliver hu
manity from its afflictions and dispel its calamities. There is one basket of
vinaya, which speak of Heaven; a basket of sastras, which tell of the Earth;
and a basket of sutras, which redeem the damned. Altogether these three
baskets of scriptures contain thirty-five titles written in fifteen thousand
one hundred and forty-four scrolls. They are truly the pathway to the
realization of immortality and the gate to ultimate virtue. Every concern
of astronomy, geography, biography, flora and fauna, utensils, and human
affairs within the Four Great Continents of this world is recorded therein.
Since all of you have traveled such a great distance to come here, I would
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have liked to give the entire set to you. Unfortunately, the people ofyour
region are both stupid and headstrong. Mocking the true words, they refuse
to recognize the profound significance of our teachings of Sramal).a."

Then Buddha turned to call out: ".A.nanda and Kasyapa, take the four of
them to the space beneath the precious tower. Give them a vegetarian meal
first. After the maigre, open our treasure loft for them and select a few scrolls
from each of the thirty-five divisions ofour three canons, so that they may
take them back to the Land of the East as a perpetual token of grace."

The two Honored Ones obeyed and took the four pilgrims to the space
beneath the tower, where countless rare dainties and exotic treasures were
laid out in a seemingly endless spread. Those deities in charge of offerings
and sacrifices began to serve a magnificent feast of divine food, tea, and
fruit-viands of a hundred flavors completely different from those of
the mortal world. After master and disciples had bowed to give thanks to
Buddha, they abandoned themselves to enjoyment. In truth

Treasureflames, gold beams on their eyes have shined;
Strangefragrance andfeed even more refined.
Boundlesslyfair the tow'r ofgold appears;
There's immortal music that clears the ears.
Such divinefare andflower humans rarely see;
Long life's attained through strangefood andfragrant tea.
Long have they endured a thousandforms ofpain.
This day in glory the Way they're glad to gain.

This time it was Bajie who was in luck and Sha Monk who had the ad
vantage, for what the Buddhist Patriarch had provided for their complete
enjoyment was nothing less than such viands as could grant them longev
ity and health and enable them to transform their mortal substance into
immortal flesh and bones.

When the four pilgrims had finished their meal, the two Honored Ones
who had kept them company led them up to the treasure loft. The moment
the door was opened, they found the room enveloped in a thousand layers
of auspicious air and magic beams, in ten thousand folds of colored fog
and hallowed clouds. On the sfitra cases andjeweled chests red labels were
attached, on which the titles of the books were written in clerkly script.
After .A.nanda and Kasyapa had shown all the titles to the Tang monk, they
said to him, "Sage Monk, having come all this distance from the Land of
the East, what sort of small gifts have you brought for us? Take them out
quickly! We'll be pleased to hand over the scriptures to you."

On hearing this, Tripitaka said, "Because of the great distance, your
disciple, Xuanzang, has not been able to make such preparation."
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"How nice! How nice!" said the two Honored Ones, snickering. "If
we imparted the scriptures to you gratis, our posterity would starve to
death!"

When Pilgrim saw them fidgeting and fussing, refusing to hand over the
scriptures, he could not refrain from yelling, "Master, let's go tell Tathagata
about this! Let's make him come himself and hand over the scriptures to
old Monkey!"

"Stop shouting!" said Ananda. "Where do you think you are that you
dare indulge in such mischief and waggery? Get over here and receive the
scriptures!" Controlling their annoyance, Bajie and Sha Monk managed
to restrain Pilgrim before they turned to receive the books. Scroll after
scroll were wrapped and laid on the horse. Four additional luggage wraps
were bundled up for Bajie and Sha Monk to tote, after which the pilgrims
went before the jeweled throne again to kowtow and thank Tathagata. As
they walked out the gates of the monastery, they bowed twice whenever
they came upon a Buddhist Patriarch or a Bodhisattva. When they reached
the main gate, they also bowed to take leave of the priests and nuns, the
upasakas and upasikas, before descending the mountain. We shall now
leave them for the moment.

We tell you now that there was up in the treasure loft the aged
Diparhkara, also named the Buddha of the Past, who overheard everything
and understood immediately that Ananda and Kasyapa had handed over
to the pilgrims scrolls of scriptures that were actually wordless. Chuck
ling to himself, he said, "Most of the priests in the Land of the East are so
stupid and blind that they will not recognize the value of these wordless
scriptures. When that happens, won't it have made this long trek of our
sage monk completely worthless?" Then he asked, "Who is here beside
my throne?"

The White Heroic Honored One at once stepped forth, and the aged
Buddha gave him this instruction: "You must exercise your magic powers
and catch up with the Tang monk immediately. Take away those wordless
scriptures from him, so that he will be forced to return for the true scrip
tures with words." Mounting a violent gust of wind, the White Heroic
Honored One swept out of the gate of the Thunderclap Monastery. As
he called up his vast magic powers, the wind was strong indeed! Truly

A stalwart Servant ofBuddha
Is not like any common windgod;
The wrathful cries ofan immortal
Far surpass a younggirfs whistle!
This mighty gust
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Causesfishes and dragons to lose their lairs
And angry waves in the rivers and seas.
Black apesfind it hard to present theirfruits;
Yellow cranes turn around to seek their nests.
The phoenix}s pure cries have lost their songs;
The pheasant}s callings turn most boisterous.
Green pine-branches snap;
Blue lotus-blossoms soar.
Stalk by stalk} verdant bamboosfall;
Petal by petal} gold lotus quakes.
Bell tones drift away to three thousand miles;
The scripture chants o}er countless gorgesfly.
Beneath the cliffrareflowers} colorsfade;
Fresh} jadelikegrasses lie down by the road.
Phoenixes can}t stretch their wings;
White deer hide on the ledge.
vast waves ofstrangefragrance nowfill the world
As cool} clear breezes penetrate the Heavens.

The elder Tang was walking along when he encountered this churning
fragrant wind. Thinking that this was only an auspicious portent sent by the
Buddhist Patriarch, he was completely off guard when, with a loud crack
in midair, a hand descended. The scriptures that were loaded on the horse
were lifted away with no effort at alL The sight left Tripitaka yelling in
terror and beating his breast, while Bajie rolled off in pursuit on the ground
and Sha Monk stood rigid to guard the empty pannier. Pilgrim Sun vaulted
into the air. When that White Heroic Honored One saw him closing in
rapidly, he feared that Pilgrim's rod might strike out blindly without regard
for good or ill to cause him injury. He therefore ripped the scriptures open
and threw them toward the ground. When Pilgrim saw that the scripture
wrappers were torn and their contents scattered all over by the fragrant
wind, he lowered the direction of his cloud to go after the books instead
and stopped his pursuit. The White Heroic Honored One retrieved the
wind and fog and returned to report to the Buddha of the Past.

As Bajie sped along, he saw the holy books dropping down from the
sky. Soon he was joined by Pilgrim, and the two of them gathered up
the scrolls to go back to the Tang monk. His eyes brimming with tears, the
Tang monk said, "0 Disciples! We are bullied by vicious demons even
in this land of ultimate bliss!" When Sha Monk opened up a scroll of
scripture which the other two disciples were clutching, his eyes perceived
only snow-white paper without a trace of so much as half a letter on it.
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Hurriedly he presented it to Tripitaka, saying, "Master, this scroll is word
less!" Pilgrim also opened a scroll and it, too, was wordless. Then Bajie
opened still another scroll, and it was also wordless. "Open all of them!"
cried Tripitaka. Every scroll had only blank paper.

Heaving big sighs, the elder said, "Our people in the Land of the East
simply have no luck! What good is it to take back a wordless, empty vol
ume like this? How could I possibly face the Tang emperor? The crime of
mocking one's ruler is greater than one punishable by execution!"

Already perceiving the truth of the matter, Pilgrim said to the Tang
monk, "Master, there's no need for further talk. This has all come about
because we had no gifts for these fellows, .A.nanda and Kasyapa. That's why
we were given these wordless texts. Let's go back qUickly to Tathagata and
charge them with fraud and solicitation for a bribe."

"Exactly! Exactly!" yelled Bajie. "Let's go and charge them!" The four
pilgrims turned and, with painful steps, once more ascended Thunder

clap.
In a little while they reached the temple gates, where they were met

by the multitude with hands folded in their sleeves. "Has the sage monk
returned to ask for an exchange of scriptures?" they asked, laughing. Tripi
taka nodded his affirmation, and the Vajra Guardians permitted them to
go straight inside. When they arrived before the Great Hero Hall, Pilgrim
shouted, "Tathagata, we master and disciples had to experience ten thou
sand stings and a thousand demons in order to come bowing from the Land
of the East. After you had specifically ordered the scriptures to be given to
us, .A.nanda and Kasyapa sought a bribe from us; when they didn't succeed,
they conspired in fraud and deliberately handed over wordless texts to us.
Even if we took them, what good would they do? Pardon me, Tathagata,
but you must deal with this matter!"

"Stop shouting!" said the Buddhist Patriarch with a chuckle. "I knew
already that the two of them would ask you for a little present. After all,
the holy scriptures are not to be given lightly, nor are they to be received
gratis. Some time ago, in fact, a few of our sage priests went down the
mountain and recited these scriptures in the house of one Elder Zhao
in the Kingdom of Sravastl, so that the living in his family would all be
protected from harm and the deceased redeemed from perdition. For all
that service they managed to charge him only three pecks and three pints
of rice. I told them that they had made far too cheap a sale and that their
posterity would have no money to spend. Since you people came with
empty hands to acquire scriptures, blank texts were handed over to you.
But these blank texts are actually true, wordless scriptures, and they are
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just as good as those with words. However, those creatures in your Land
of the East are so foolish and unenlightened that I have no choice but to
impart to you now the texts with words."

".A.nanda and Kasyapa," he then called out, "quickly select for them a
few scrolls from each of the titles of true scriptures with words, and then
come back to me to report the total number."

The two Honored Ones again led the four pilgrims to the treasure loft,
where they once more demanded a gift from the Tang monk. Since he had
virtually nothing to offer, Tripitaka told Sha Monk to take out the alms
bowl of purple gold. With both hands he presented it to the Honored
Ones, saying, "Your disciple in truth has not brought with him any gift,
owing to the great distance and my own poverty. This alms bowl, however,
was bestowed by the Tang emperor in person, in order that I could use it
to beg for my maigre, throughout the journey. As the humblest token of
my gratitude, I am presenting it to you now, and I beg the Honored Ones
to accept it. When I return to the court and make my report to the Tang
emperor, a generous reward will certainly be forthcoming. Only grant us
the true scriptures with words, so that His Majesty's goodwill will not be
thwarted nor the labor of this lengthy journey be wasted." With a gentle
smile, .A.nanda took the alms bowL All those vira who guarded the precious
towers, the kitchen helpers in charge of sacrifices and incense, and the
Honored Ones who worked in the treasure loft began to clap one another
on the back and tickle one another on the face. Snapping their fingers and
curling their lips, everyone of them said, "How shameless! How shame
less! Asking the scripture seeker for a present!"

After a while, the two Honored Ones became rather embarrassed,
though .A.nanda continued to clutch firmly at the alms bowL Kasyapa,
however, went into the loft to select the scrolls and handed them item by
item to Tripitaka. "Disciples," said Tripitaka, "take a good look at these,
and make sure that they are not like the earlier ones."

The three disciples examined each scroll as they received it, and this time
all the scrolls had words written on them. Altogether they were given five
thousand and forty-eight scrolls, making up the number of a single canon.
After being properly packed, the scriptures were loaded onto the horse. An
additional load was made for Bajie to tote, while their own luggage was
toted by Sha Monk. As Pilgrim led the horse, the Tang monk took up his
priestly staff and gave his Vairocana hat a press and his brocade cassock a
shake. In delight they once more went before our Buddha Tathagata. Thus
it is that

Sweet is the taste ofthe Great Pitaka}
Product most refined of Tathagata.
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Note how Xuanzang has climbed the mount with pain.
Pity Ananda who has but love ofgain.
Their blindness removed by Buddha ofthe Past}
The truth now receivedpeace they have at last
Glad to bring scriptures back to the East}
Where all may partake ofthis graciousfeast .
.A.nanda and Kasyapa led the Tang monk before Tathagata, who ascended

the lofty lotus throne. He ordered Dragon-Tamer and Tiger-Subduer, the
two arhats, to strike up the cloudy stone-chime to assemble all the di
vinities, including the three thousand Buddhas, the three thousand guard
ians, the Eight Vajra Guardians, the five hundred arhats, the eight hundred
nuns and priests, the upasakas and upasikas, the Honored Ones from every
Heaven and cave-dwelling, from every blessed land and spirit mountain.
Those who ought to be seated were asked to ascend their treasure thrones,
while those who should stand were told to make two columns on both
sides. In a moment celestial music filled the air as layers of auspicious lu
minosity and hallowed mist loomed up in the sky. After all the Buddhas
had assembled, they bowed to greet Tathagata.

Then Tathagata asked, ".A.nanda and Kasyapa, how many scrolls of scrip
tures have you passed on to him? Give me an itemized report."

The two Honored Ones said, "We have turned over to the Tang court
the following:

I. The NirvatJa Sutra
2. The Akasagarbha-bodhisattva-dharmi Sutra
3. The Gracious will Sutra} Major Collection
4. The Prajfiaparamita-samkaya gatha Sutra
5. The Homage to Bhutatathata Sutra
6. The Anak~ara-granthaka-rocana-garbha Sutra
7. The Vimalakfrti-nirdesa Sutra
8. The Vajracchedika-prajfiaparamita Sutra
9. The Buddha-carita-kavya Sutra
10. The Bodhisattva-pitaka Sutra
II. The Surangama-samadhi Sutra
12. The Arthaviniscaya-dharmaparyaya Sutra
13. The Avatamsaka Sutra
14. The Mahaprajfia-paramita Sutra
15. The Abuta-dharma Sutra
16. The Other Madhyamika Sutra
17. The Kasyapa-parivarta Sutra
18. The Pafica-naga Sutra

400 scrolls
20 scrolls

40 scrolls
20 scrolls
20 scrolls

50 scrolls
30 scrolls

I scroll
116 scrolls

360 scrolls
30 scrolls
40 scrolls
81 scrolls

600 scrolls

550 scrolls
42 scrolls
20 scrolls
20 scrolls
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19. The Bodhisattva-caryii-nirdesa Satra
20. The Magadha Satra
21. The Miiyii-diilamahiitantra mahiiyiina-gambhfra niiya-

guhya-parasi Satra
22. The Western Heaven Siistra
23. The Buddha-k~etra Satra
24. The Mahiiprajiiiipiiramitii Siistra
25. The Original Loft Satra
26. The Mahiimayarf-vidyiirajiif Satra
27. The Abhidharma-kosa Siistra
28. The Mahiisayttghata Satra
29. The Saddharma-pu1Jqarika Satra
30. The Precious Permanence Satra
31. The Siinghika-vinaya Satra
32. The Mahiiyiina-sraddhotpiida Siistra
33. The Precious Authority Satra
34. The Correct Commandment Satra
35. The Vidyii-miitra-siddhi Siistra

60 scrolls
140 scrolls

30 scrolls

30 scrolls
1,638 scrolls

90 scrolls
56 scrolls
14 scrolls
10 scrolls

30 scrolls
10 scrolls

170 scrolls
110 scrolls

50 scrolls
140 scrolls

10 scrolls
10 scrolls

From the thirty-five titles of scriptures that are in the treasury, we have
selected altogether five thousand and forty-eight scrolls for the sage monk
to take back to the Tang in the Land of the East. Most of these have been
properly packed and loaded on the horse, and a few have also been arranged
in a pannier. The pilgrims now wish to express their thanks to you."

Having tethered the horse and set down the poles, Tripitaka led his
three disciples to bow to Buddha, each pressing his palms together in
front of him. Tathagata said to the Tang monk, "The efficacy of these
scriptures cannot be measured. Not only are they the mirror of our faith,
but they are also the source of the Three Religions. They must not be
lightly handled, especially when you return to your South Jambudvlpa
Continent and display them to the multitude. No one should open a scroll
without fasting and bathing first. Treasure them! Honor them! Therein
will be found the mysteries of gaining immortality and comprehend
ing the Way, the wondrous formulas for the execution of the thousand
transformations." Tripitaka kowtowed to thank him and to express his
faith and obedience. As before, he prostrated himself in homage three
times to the Buddhist Patriarch with all earnestness and sincerity before
he took the scriptures and left. As he went through the three monastery
gates, he again thanked each of the sages, and we shall speak no more of
him for the moment.



CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE 465

After he had sent away the Tang monk, Tathagata dismissed the as
sembly for the transmission of scriptures. From one side stepped forth
the Bodhisattva Guanshiyin, who pressed her palms together to say to
the Buddhist Patriarch, "This disciple received your golden decree that
year to search for someone in the Land of the East to be a scripture seeker.
Today he has succeeded. Altogether, his journey took fourteen years or
five thousand and forty days. Eight more days and the perfect canonical
number will be attained. Would you permit me to surrender in return your
golden decree?"

Highly pleased, Tathagata said, "What you said is most appropriate. You
are certainly permitted to surrender my golden decree." He then gave this
instruction to the Eight Vajra Guardians: "Q!!ickly exercise your magic
powers to lift the sage monk back to the East. As soon as he has imparted
the true scriptures to the people there, bring him back here to the West.
You must accomplish all this within eight days, so as to fulfill the perfect
canonical number of five thousand and forty-eight. Do not delay." The
Vajra Guardians at once caught up with the Tang monk, crying, "Scripture
seekers, follow us!" The Tang monk and his companions, all with healthy
frames and buoyant bodies, followed the Vajra Guardians to rise in the air
astride the clouds. Truly

Their minds enlightened} they bowed to Buddha;
Merit petftcted} they ascended on high.

We do not know how they will pass on the scriptures after they have re
turned to the Land of the East; let's listen to the explanation in the next
chapter.
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Nine times nine ends the count and Mara)s all destroyed;

The work ofthree times three1 done) the Dao reverts to its root.

We shall not speak of the Eight Vajra Guardians escorting the Tang monk

back to his nation. We turn instead to those Guardians of the Five Q!!arters,
the Four Sentinels, the Six Gods ofDarkness and the Six Gods ofLight, and

the Guardians ofMonasteries, who appeared before the triple gates and said
to the Bodhisattva Guanyin, "Your disciples had received the Bodhisattva's

dharma decree to give secret protection to the sage monk. Now that the
work of the sage monk is completed, and the Bodhisattva has returned

the Buddhist Patriarch's golden decree to him, we too request permission
from the Bodhisattva to return your dharma decree to you."

Highly pleased also, the Bodhisattva said, "Yes, yes! You have my per

mission." Then she asked, "What was the disposition of the four pilgrims
during their journey?"

"They showed genuine devotion and determination," replied the vari
ous deities, "which could hardly have escaped the penetrating observation

of the Bodhisattva. The Tang monk, after all, had endured unspeakable
sufferings. Indeed, all the ordeals which he had to undergo throughout

his journey have been recorded by your disciples. Here is the complete
account." The Bodhisattva started to read the registry from its beginning,

and this was the content:
The Guardians in obedience to your decree

Record with care the Tang monk's calamities.
Gold Cicada banished is the first ordeal [see chap. 8];2

Being almost killed after birth is the second ordeal [chap. 9];

I. Double three, or three times three, which equals nine, the number of perfec

tion that is used in both Buddhist and Daoist (especially alchemical lore that utilizes

hexagramatical symbols derived from the Classic ofChange) writings.

2. Chapter numbers throughout this catalog refer to those of the full-length

novel, TheJourney to the west, 4 vols., trans. and ed. Anthony C. Yu (Chicago: Uni

versity of Chicago Press, 1977-83).
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Being thrown in the river hardly a month old is the third ordeal

[chap. 9];
Seeking parents and their vengeance is the fourth ordeal [chap. 9] ;
Meeting a tiger after leaving the city is the fifth ordeal [chap. 13];

Falling into a pit and losing followers is the sixth ordeal [chap. 13];

The Double-Fork Ridge is the seventh ordeal [chap. 13];

The Mountain of Two Frontiers is the eighth ordeal [chap. 13];

Changing horse at a steep brook is the ninth ordeal [chap. 15];

Burning by fire at night is the tenth ordeal [chap. 16 ] ;

Losing the cassock is the eleventh ordeal [chap. 16];

Bringing Bajie to submission is the twelfth ordeal [chaps. 18-19];

Being blocked by the Yellow Wind Fiend is the thirteenth ordeal

[chap. 20];

Seeking aid with Lingji is the fourteenth ordeal [chap. 21 ];

Hard to cross Flowing-Sand is the fifteenth ordeal [chap. 22] ;

Taking in Sha Monk is the sixteenth ordeal [chap. 22] ;

The Four Sages' epiphany is the seventeenth ordeal [chap. 23 ];

The Five Villages Temple is the eighteenth ordeal [chap. 24] ;

The ginseng hard to revive is the nineteenth ordeal [chap. 26] ;

Banishing the Mind Monkey is the twentieth ordeal [chap. 27] ;

Getting lost at Black Pine Forest is the twenty-first ordeal [chap. 28] ;

Sending a letter to Precious Image Kingdom is the twenty-second

ordeal [chap. 29] ;

Changing into a tiger at the Golden Chimes Hall is the twenty-third

ordeal[chap. 30];

Meeting demons at Level-Top Mountain is the twenty-fourth ordeal

[chap. 32];

Being hung high at Lotus-Flower Cave is the twenty-fifth ordeal

[chap. 33];
Saving the ruler of Black Rooster Kingdom is the twenty-sixth

ordeal [chap. 37];
Running into a demon's transformed body is the twenty-seventh

ordeal [chap. 37];
Meeting a fiend in Roaring Mountain is the twenty-eighth ordeal

[chap. 40];
The sage monk abducted by wind is the twenty-ninth ordeal [chap.

40 ];

The Mind Monkey being injured is the thirtieth ordeal [chap. 41 ] ;

Asking the sage to subdue monsters is the thirty-first ordeal [chap.

42 ];
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Sinking in the Black River is the thirty-second ordeal [chap. 43] ;
Hauling at Cart Slow Kingdom is the thirty-third ordeal [chap. 44] ;

A mighty contest is the thirty-fourth ordeal [chaps. 45-46] ;
Expelling Daoists to prosper Buddhists is the thirty-fifth ordeal

[chap. 47];
Meeting a great water on the road is the thirty-sixth ordeal [chap.

47];
Falling into the Heaven-Reaching River is the thirty-seventh ordeal

[chap. 48];
The Fish-Basket revealing her body is the thirty-eighth ordeal [chap.

49];
Meeting a fiend at Golden Helmet Mountain is the thirty-ninth

ordeal [chap. 50];
Heaven's gods find it hard to win is the fortieth ordeal [chaps. 51-52];

Asking the Buddha for the source is the forty-first ordeal [chap. 52];
Being poisoned after drinking water is the forty-second ordeal [chap.

53];
Detained for marriage at Western Liang Kingdom is the forty-third

ordeal [chap. 54];
Suffering at the Cave of the Lute is the forty-fourth ordeal [chap.

55] ;
Banishing again the Mind Monkey is the forty-fifth ordeal [chap. 56];
The macaque hard to distinguish is the forty-sixth ordeal [chaps.

57-58] ;
The road blocked at the Mountain of Flames is the forty-seventh

ordeal [chap. 59];
Seeking the palm-leaf fan is the forty-eighth ordeal [chaps. 59-60];

Binding the demon king is the forty-ninth ordeal [chap. 61 ] ;
Sweeping the pagoda at Sacrifice Kingdom is the fiftieth ordeal [chap.

62];
Recovering the treasure to save the monks is the fifty-first ordeal

[chap. 63];
Chanting poetry at the Brambled Forest is the fifty-second ordeal

[chap. 64];
Meeting disaster at Little Thunderclap is the fifty-third ordeal [chap.

65] ;
The celestial gods being imprisoned is the fifty-fourth ordeal [chap.

66] ;
Being blocked by filth at Pulpy Persimmon Alley is the fifty-fifth

ordeal [chap. 67] ;
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Applying medication at the Scarlet-Purple Kingdom is the fifty-sixth

ordeal [chaps. 68-69];

Healing fatigue and infirmity is the fifty-seventh ordeal [chaps.

68-69] ;
Subduing monster to recover a queen is the fifty-eighth ordeal

[chaps. 69-71] ;

Delusion by the seven passions is the fifty-ninth ordeal [chap. 72];

Being wounded by Many Eyes is the sixtieth ordeal [chap. 73];

The way blocked at the Lion-Camel Kingdom is the sixty-first ordeal

[chaps. 74-75];
The fiends divided into three colors is the sixty-second ordeal [chaps.

74-77] ;
Meeting calamity in the city is the sixty-third ordeal [chaps. 76-77];

Requesting Buddha to subdue the demons is the sixty-fourth ordeal

[chap. 77];
Rescuing the lads at Bhik~u is the sixty-fifth ordeal [chap. 78];

Distinguishing the true from the deviate is the sixty-sixth ordeal

[chap. 79];
Saving a fiend at a pine forest is the sixty-seventh ordeal [chap. 80]:

Falling sick in a priestly chamber is the sixty-eighth ordeal [chap.

81];

Being imprisoned at the Bottomless Cave is the sixty-ninth ordeal

[chaps. 8 1-83];

Difficulty in going through Dharma-Destroying Kingdom is the

seventieth ordeal [chap. 84];

Meeting demons at Mist-Concealing Mountain is the seventy-first

ordeal [chaps. 85-86];

Seeking rain at Phoenix-Immortal Prefecture is the seventy-second

ordeal [chap. 87];

Losing their weapons is the seventy-third ordeal [chap. 88];

The festival of the rake is the seventy-fourth ordeal [chap. 89];

Meeting disaster at Bamboo-Knot Mountain is the seventy-fifth

ordeal [chap. 90] ;
Suffering at Mysterious Flower Cave is the seventy-sixth ordeal

[chap. 91];
Capturing the rhinoceroses is the seventy-seventh ordeal [chap. 92] ;

Being forced to marry at India is the seventy-eighth ordeal [chaps.

93~5];

Jailed at Bronze Terrace Prefecture is the seventy-ninth ordeal [chap.

97] ;
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Delivered of mortal stock at Cloud-Transcending Stream is the

eightieth ordeal [chap. 98];
Thejourney: one hundred and eight thousand miles.

The sage monk's ordeals are clearly on file.

After the Bodhisattva had read through the entire registry of ordeals, she

said hurriedly, "Within our order of Buddhism, nine times nine is the

crucial means by which one returns to immortality. The sage monk has

undergone eighty ordeals. Because one ordeal, therefore, is still lacking,

the sacred number is not yet complete."

At once she gave this order to one of the Guardians: "Catch the Vajra

Guardians and create one more ordeaL" Having received this command,

the Guardian soared toward the east astride the clouds. After a night and

a day he caught the Vajra Guardians and whispered in their ears, "Do this

and this ... ! Don't fail to obey the dharma decree of the Bodhisattva."

On hearing these words, the Eight Vajra Guardians immediately retrieved

the wind that had borne aloft the four pilgrims, dropping them and the

horse bearing the scriptures to the ground. Alas! Truly such is

Nine times nineJhard task ofimmortality!
Firmness ofwill yields the mysterious key.
By bitter toil you must the demons spurn;
Cultivation will the proper way return.
Regard not the scriptures as easy things.
So many are the sage monkJs sufferings!
Learn ofthe oldJwondrous Kinship of the Three:3

Elixir wonJt gel if thereJs slight errancy.
When his feet touched profane ground, Tripitaka became terribly fright

ened. Bajie, however, roared with laughter, saying, "Good! Good! Good!
This is exactly a case of 'More haste, less speed'!"

"Good! Good! Good!" said Sha Monk. "Because we've speeded up too

much, they want us to take a little rest here." "Have no worry," said the

Great Sage. "As the proverb says,

For ten days you sit on the shore;
In one day you may pass nine beaches. JJ
"Stop matching your wits, you three!" said Tripitaka. "Let's see if we

can tell where we are." Looking all around, Sha Monk said, "I know the

place! 1 know the place! Master, listen to the sound of water!"

Pilgrim said, "The sound of water, 1 suppose, reminds you of your

3. Kingship ofthe Three: reputedly the earliest book on alchemical theory, by Wei
Boyang of the second century CEo



CHAPTER THIRTY 471

ancestral home." "Which is the Flowing-Sand River," said Bajie. "No!
No!" said Sha Monk. "This happens to be the Heaven-Reaching River."

Tripitaka said, "0 Disciples! Take a careful look and see which side of the
. , "rIver we re on.

Vaulting into the air, Pilgrim shielded his eyes with his hand and took
a careful survey of the place before dropping down once more. "Master,"
he said, "this is the west bank of the Heaven-Reaching River."

"Now I remember,"4 said Tripitaka. "There was a Chen Village on

the east bank. When we arrived here that year, you rescued their son and
daughter. In their gratitude to us, they wanted to make a boat to take us
across. Eventually we were fortunate enough to get across on the back of
a white turtle. I recall, too, that there was no human habitation whatever
on the west bank. What shall we do this time?"

"I thought that only profane people would practice this sort of fraud,"
said Bajie. "Now I know that even the Vajra Guardians before the face of
Buddha can practice fraud! Buddha commanded them to take us back east.
How could they just abandon us in mid-journey? Now we're in quite a
bind! How are we going to get across?" "Stop grumbling, Second Elder
Brother!" said Sha Monk. "Our master has already attained the Way, for he
had already been delivered from his mortal frame previously at the Cloud
Transcending Stream. This time he can't possibly sink in water. Let's all of
us exercise our magic of Displacement and take Master across."

"You can't take him over! You can't take him over!" said Pilgrim, chuck

ling to himself. Now, why did he say that? If he were willing to exercise his
magic powers and reveal the mystery of flight, master and disciples could
cross even a thousand rivers. He knew, however, that the Tang monk had
not yet perfected the sacred number of nine times nine. That one remain
ing ordeal made it necessary for them to be detained at the spot.

As master and disciples conversed and walked slowly up to the edge
of the water, they suddenly heard someone calling, "Tang Sage Monk!
Tang Sage Monk! Come this way! Come this way!" Startled, the four of
them looked all around but could not see any sign of a human being or a
boat. Then they caught sight of a huge, white, scabby-headed turtle at the
shoreline. "Old Master," he cried with outstretched neck, "I have waited

for you for so many years! Have you returned only at this time?"
"Old Turtle," replied Pilgrim, smiling, "we troubled you in a year

past, and today we meet again." Tripitaka, Bajie, and Sha Monk could not
have been more pleased. "If indeed you want to serve us," said Pilgrim,

4. Tripitaka is recalling incidents of the episode narrated in chapters 47-49.



472 CHAPTER THIR TY

"come up on the shore." The turtle crawled up the bank. Pilgrim told
his companions to gUide the horse onto the turtle's back. As before, Bajie
squatted at the rear of the horse, while the Tang monk and Sha Monk
took up positions to the left and to the right of the horse. With one foot
on the turtle's head and another on his neck, Pilgrim said, "Old Turtle, go
steadily."

His four legs outstretched, the old turtle moved through the water as if
he were on dry level ground, carrying all five of them-master, disciples,
and the horse-straight toward the eastern shore. Thus it is that

In Advaya}sS gate the dharma profound
Reveals Heav}n and Earth and demons confounds.

The original visage now they see;
Causesfind peifection in one body.
Freely they move when Triyana}s won}
And when the elixir}s nine turns are done.
The luggage and the staffthere}s no need to tote}

Glad to return on old turtle afloat.
Carrying the pilgrims on his back, the old turtle trod on the waves and
proceeded for more than half a day. Late in the afternoon they were near
the eastern shore when he suddenly asked this question: "Old Master, in
that year when I took you across, I begged you to question Tathagata, once
you got to see him, when I would find my sought-after refuge and how
much longer would I live. Did you do that?"

Now, that elder, since his arrival at the Western Heaven, had been pre
occupied with bathing in the Yuzhen Temple, being renewed at Cloud
Transcending Stream, and bowing to the various sage monks, Bodhisattvas,
and Buddhas. When he walked up the Spirit Mountain, he fixed his thought
on the worship ofBuddha and on the acquisition of scriptures, completely
banishing from his mind all other concerns. He did not, ofcourse, ask about
the allotted age of the old turtle. Not daring to lie, however, he fell silent
and did not answer the question for a long time. Perceiving that Tripitaka
had not asked the Buddha for him, the old turtle shook his body once and
dove with a splash into the depths. The four pilgrims, the horse, and the
scriptures all fell into the water as welL Ah! It was fortunate that the Tang
monk had cast off his mortal frame and attained the Way. If he were like
the person he had been before, he would have sunk straight to the bottom.
The white horse, moreover, was originally a dragon, while Bajie and Sha

5. Advaya: Chinese, buer, no second or nonduality; the one and undivided reality

of the Buddha-nature.
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Monk both were quite at home in the water. Smiling broadly, Pilgrim made
a great display of his magic powers by hauling the Tang monk right out
of the water and onto the eastern shore. But the scriptures, the clothing,
and the saddle were completely soaked.

Master and disciples had just climbed up the riverbank when suddenly
a violent gale arose; the sky darkened immediately and both thunder and
lightning began as rocks and grit flew everywhere. What they felt was

One gust ofwind
And the whole world teetered;
One clap ofthunder
And both mountains and streams shuddered.
Oneflash oflightning
Shotflames through the clouds;
One sky offog
Enveloped this great Earth.
The windJs mighty howl;
The thunderJs violent roar;
The lightningJs scarlet streaks;
Thefog blanking moon and stars.
The wind hurtled dust and dirt at theirfaces;
The thunder sent tigers and leopards into hiding;
The lightning raised among thefowl a ruckus;
Thefog made the woods and trees disappear.
That wind caused waves in the Heaven-Reaching River to toss and churn;
That lightning lit up the Heaven-Reaching River down to its bottom;
That thunder terrified the Heaven-Reaching RiverJs dragons andfishes;
Thatfog covered the shores ofHeaven-Reaching River with a shroud of

darkness.
Marvelous wind!
Mountains cracked as pines and bamboos toppled.
Marvelous thunder!
Its power stirred insects and injured humans.
Marvelous lightning!
Like agold snake it brightened both land and sky.
Marvelousfog!
It surged through the air to screen the Ninefold Heaven.
So terrified were the pilgrims that Tripitaka held firmly to the scrip

ture wraps and Sha Monk threw himself on the poles. While Bajie clung
to the white horse, Pilgrim wielded his iron rod with both hands to give
protection left and right. That wind, fog, thunder, and lightning, you see,
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had been a storm brought on by invisible demons, who wanted to snatch
away the scriptures the pilgrims had acquired. The commotion lasted all
night, and only by morning did the storm subside. Soaked from top to
bottom and shaking allover, the elder said, "Wukong, how did this storm
come about?"

"Master, you don't seem to understand," said Pilgrim, panting heavily,
"that when we escorted you to acquire these scriptures, we had, in fact,
robbed Heaven and Earth of their creative powers. For our success meant
that we could share the age of the universe; like the light of the sun and
moon, we would enjoy life everlasting for we had put on an incorruptible
body. Our success, however, had also incurred the envy of Heaven and
Earth, the jealousy of both demons and gods, who wanted to snatch away
the scriptures from us. They could not do so only because the scriptures
were thoroughly wet and because they had been shielded by your rectified
dharma-body, which could not be harmed by thunder, lightning, or fog.
Moreover, old Monkey was brandishing his iron rod to exercise the nature
of pure yang and give you protection. Now that it is morning, the forces
of yang are evermore in ascendancy, and the demons cannot prevail."

Only then did Tripitaka, Bajie, and Sha Monk realize what had taken
place, and they all thanked Pilgrim repeatedly. In a little while, the sun was
way up in the sky, and they moved the scriptures to high ground so that the
wraps could be opened and their contents dried. To this day the boulders
have remained on which the scriptures were spread out and sunned. By
the side of the boulders they also spread out their own clothing and shoes.
As they stood, sat, or jumped about, truly this was their situation:

The one pure yang bodyftcing the light
Has put invisible demons all toflight.
Know that true scriptures will o}er waterprevail.
Theyfiar not the thunder-and-lightning assail.
HencefOrth to Sambodhi they}11go in peace}
And toftiry land they}ll return with ease.
Rocksfor sunning scriptures are stillfound here}
Though no demon would ever dare come near.

The four of them were examining the scriptures scroll by scroll to see
if they had completely dried when some fishermen arrived at the shore.
When they saw the pilgrims, one of the fishermen recognized them and
said, "Old Masters, aren't you the ones who crossed this river some years
ago on your way to the Western Heaven to seek scriptures?"

"Indeed, we are!" replied Bajie. "Where are you from? How is it that
you recognize us?"
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"We are from the Chen Village," said the fisherman. "How far is the
village from here?" asked Bajie. The fisherman said, "Due south of this

canal, about twenty miles."
"Master," said Bajie, "let's move the scriptures to the Chen Village

and dry them there. They have a place for us to sit and food for us to eat.
We can even ask their family to starch our clothing. Isn't that better than
staying here?"

"Let's not go there," replied Tripitaka. "As soon as the scriptures are
dried here, we can collect them and be on our way."

The fishermen, however, went back south of the canal and ran right into
Chen Cheng. "Number Two," they cried, "the masters who offered them

selves as sacrifice-substitutes for your children years ago have returned."
"Where did you see them?" asked Chen Cheng. Pointing with their hands,
the fishermen said, "Near the boulders over there, where they're sunning
scrolls of scriptures."

Chen Cheng took some of his farmhands and ran past the canal. When
he caught sight of the pilgrims, he hurriedly went to his knees and said,
"Venerable Fathers, now that you have returned, having accomplished your
work and merit of acquiring scriptures, why did you not come straight
to our home? Why are you loitering here instead? Please, please come to
our home!"

"Wait till we've dried the scriptures in the sun," said Pilgrim, "and we'll
go with you." "How is it," asked Chen Cheng again, "that the clothing
and scriptures of the venerable fathers are soaking wet?"

"In that previous year," replied Tripitaka, "we were indebted to a white
turtle for taking us on his back to the western shore. This time he again
offered to carry us back to the eastern shore. When we were about to reach
the bank, he asked me whether I had remembered to inquire of Buddha
for him about how much longer it would take for him to achieve human
form. I had actually forgotten about the matter, and he dove into the water.
That was how we got wet."

After Tripitaka had thus given a thorough account of what had taken
place, Chen Cheng kowtowed and urged them to go back to the house. At
length Tripitaka gave in, and they began to collect the scriptures together.
They did not expect, however, that several scrolls of the Buddha-carita

kiivya Sutra would be stuck to the rocks, and a part of the sfitra's ending
was torn off. This is why the sfitra today is not a complete text, and the top
of that particular boulder on which the sfitra had dried still retains some
traces of writing. "We've been very careless!" said Tripitaka sorrowfully.
"We should have been more vigilant."
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"Hardly! Hardly!" said Pilgrim, laughing. "After all, even Heaven and
Earth are not perfect. This siitra may have been perfect, but a part of it has
been torn offprecisely because only in that condition will it correspond to
the profound mystery of nonperfection. What happened isn't something
human power could anticipate or change!" After master and disciples had
finished packing up the scriptures, they headed for the village with Chen

Cheng.
The news of the pilgrims' arrival was passed from one person to ten,

from ten to a hundred, and from a hundred to a thousand, till all the people,
old and young, came to receive them. When Chen Q!..ng got the news,
he immediately set up an incense altar in front of his door and called for
drummers and musicians to play. The moment they arrived, Chen led his
entire household to kowtow to the pilgrims so as to thank them once more
for their previous kindness of saving their children. Then he ordered tea
and maigre for them.

Since Tripitaka had partaken of the immortal victuals prepared for him
by the Buddhist Patriarch, and since he had been delivered from his mortal
frame to become a Buddha, he had no desire at all for profane food. The
two old men begged and begged, and only to please them did he pick up
the merest morsel. The Great Sage Sun, who never ate much cooked food
anyway, said almost immediately, "Enough!" Sha Monk did not show
much appetite either. As for Bajie, even he did not resemble his former
self, for he soon put down his bowl.

"Idiot, aren't you eating anymore?" asked Pilgrim.
"I don't know why," said Bajie, "but my stomach seems to have weak

ened all at once!" They therefore put away the food, and the two old men
asked about the enterprise of scripture seeking. Tripitaka gave a thorough
account of how they bathed at the Yuzhen Temple first, how their bodies
turned light and agile at the Cloud-Transcending Stream, how they bowed
to Tathagata at Thunderclap, and how they were feted beneath the pre
cious tower and received scriptures at the treasure loft. He then went on to
tell how the two Honored Ones, failing to obtain a gift at first, gave them
wordless scriptures instead, how the second audience with Tathagata had
resulted in acquiring a canonical sum of scriptures, how the white turtle
dove into the water, and how invisible demons tried to rob them. After
this detailed rehearsal, he immediately wanted to leave.

The entire household of the two old men, of course, absolutely refused
to let them go. "We could never have repaid," they said, "your profound
kindness in saving the lives of our son and daughter except by building
a temple to your memory. We have named it the Life-Saving Monastery
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so that we might offer you the perpetual sacrifice of incense." Then they
called Chen Guanbao and One Load of Gold, the son and daughter for
whom Pilgrim and Bajie originally served as substitutes on that occasion
of child-sacrifice, to come out to kowtow again to their benefactors before
they invited the pilgrims to view the monastery.

Leaving the scripture-wraps in front of their family hall, Tripitaka re
cited a scroll of the Precious Permanence Sutra for their entire household.
When they reached the monastery, food had already been laid out there by
the Chen family. Hardly had they been seated than another banquet was
sent in by another family. Before they could even raise their chopsticks, still
another banquet was brought in. There seemed, in fact, to be an unending
stream ofvisitors and food vying for the pilgrims' attention. Not wishing
to decline such sincere display of the people's hospitality, Tripitaka forced
himself to make some show of tasting what was set before him. That
monastery, by the way, was a handsome bUilding indeed.

The temple}s bright red-painted doors
Reflect the work ofall donors.
From that moment one edifice would rise
With two porticoes adding to its size.
Screens and casements scarlet;
Seven treasures exquisite.
Incense and clouds interlace
As pure lightfloods the airy space.
A ftw young cypresses need water still:
Pines have yet toform clusters on the hill.
A living stream infront
Reaches Heaven with its tossing billows;
A tall ridge behind}
The mountain range through which the earth pulseflows.

After he had looked at the monastery from the outside, Tripitaka then
went up to the tall tower, where he found the four statues of himself and
his disciples.

When Bajie saw these, he gave Pilgrim a tug and said, "Your statue looks
very much like you!" "Second Elder Brother," said Sha Monk, "yours has
great resemblance, too. But Master's seems to look even more handsome."
"It's about right! It's about right!" said Tripitaka, and they descended the
tower. In the front hall and the rear corridor, more vegetarian dishes were
laid out for them.

Pilgrim asked the Chens, "What ever happened to the shrine of that
Great King?"
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"It was pulled down that very year," replied the two old men. "Since
this monastery was built, Venerable Father, we have been enjoying a rich
harvest every year. This has to be the blessing you bestowed on us."

"It's actually the gift of Heaven!" said Pilgrim, chuckling. "We have
nothing to do with it. But after we leave this time, we shall try to give
you all the protection we can, so that the families of your entire village
may enjoy abundant posterity, the peaceful births of the six beasts, and
annually wind and rain in due season." All the people kowtowed again to
express their thanks.

Before and behind the monastery, there seemed to have gathered a
numberless crowd all wanting to offer fruits and maigre to their benefac
tors. With a giggle Bajie said, "It's just my lousy luck! At the time when I
could eat, there wasn't a single household that would give me ten meals.
Today I have no appetite, but one family after another is pressing me
with invitations." Though he felt stuffed, he raised his hands slightly and
once more devoured eight or nine platters of vegetarian food. Though
he claimed his stomach had weakened, he nonetheless put away twenty
or thirty buns. The pilgrims all ate to their fullest capacity, but still there
were other households waiting to invite them. "What contribution have
these disciples made," said Tripitaka, "that we should receive such great
outpouring of your affection? I beg you all to call a halt tonight. Wait till
tomorrow and we shall be glad to be the recipients again."

It was already deep in the night. As he wanted to guard the true scrip
tures, Tripitaka dared not leave. He remained seated below the tower and
meditated, so as to watch his possessions. By about the hour of the third
watch, Tripitaka whispered, "Wukong, the people here have already per
ceived that we have finished our enterprise and attained the Way. As the
ancients put it,

The adept does not show himself;
He who shows himself}s no adept.

If they detain us too long, I fear that we may lose out in our main enter
prise."

"What you say is quite right, Master," replied Pilgrim. "While it is still
deep in the night and people are all sound asleep, let us leave qUietly." Bajie
now had become quite alert, and Sha Monk was most understanding. Even
the white horse seemed to know their thoughts. They all arose, silently
loaded the packs on the saddle, took up the poles, and toted their belong
ings through the corridor. When they reached the monastery gate, they
found it padlocked. Using his magic, Pilgrim opened the locks on both the
second-level gate and the main gate. As they were searching for the way
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toward the East, a voice rang out in midair. "You who are fleeing," cried
the Eight Vajra Guardians, "follow us!"

As the elder smelled a strange fragrance, he rose with the others into
the wind. Truly

Elixir}sformed} he knows the originalface;
His healthyframe} easy andfree} bows to his lord.

We do not know how he finally managed to see the Tang emperor; let's
listen to the explanation in the next chapter.
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They return to the Land ofthe East;

Thefive sages attain immortality.

Let us not say anything more about how the four pilgrims departed by
mounting the wind with the Vajra Guardians. We tell you instead about
the multitude in the Life-Saving Monastery at the Chen Village, who rose
at dawn and went at once to offer fruits and other food to their benefac
tors. When they arrived at the space beneath the tower, however, they
found that the Tang monk had disappeared. Thereupon all of them hunted
everywhere, but without success. They were so upset that they did not
quite know what to do except to wail aloud, "We have allowed a Living
Buddha to walk away!"

After a while, the entire household realized that they had no better al
ternative than to pile all the food and gifts on the altar up in the tower and
offer them as sacrifices along with the burning of paper cash. Thereafter
they made four great sacrifices and twenty-four smaller ones each year.
Moreover, those who wanted to pray for healing, for safety on ajourney,
for the gift of a spouse, for wealth or children, and to make a vow appeared
daily at every hour to present their offerings and incense. Truly,

The gold censer continued a thousand years}fire;
The jade chalice brightened with an eternal lamp .

In that condition we shall leave them.
We tell you now instead about the Eight Vajra Guardians, who em

ployed the second gust of fragrant wind to carry the four pilgrims back
to the Land of the East. In less than a day, the capital, Chang'an, gradually
came into view. That Emperor Taizong, you see, had escorted the Tang
monk out of the city three days before the full moon in the ninth month
of the thirteenth year of the Zhenguan reign period. By the sixteenth
year, he had already asked the Bureau of Labor to erect a Scripture-Watch
Tower outside the Western-Peace Pass to receive the holy books. Each year
Taizong would go personally to that place for a visit. It so happened that
he had gone again to the tower that day when he caught sight of a skyful
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of auspicious mists drifting near from the West, and he noticed at the same
time strong gusts of fragrant wind.

Halting in midair, the Vajra Guardians cried, "Sage Monk, this is the city
Chang'an. It's not convenient for us to go down there, for the people of
this region are quite intelligent, and our true identity may become known
to them. Even the Great Sage Sun and his two companions needn't go; you
yourself can go, hand over the scriptures, and return at once. We'll wait
for you in the air so that we may all go back to report to Buddha."

"What the Honored Ones say may be most appropriate," said the Great
Sage, "but how could my master tote all those scriptures? How could he
lead the horse at the same time? We will have to escort him down there.
May we trouble you to wait a while in the air? We dare not tarry."

"When the Bodhisattva Guanyin spoke to Tathagata the other day,"
said the Vajra Guardians, "she assured him that the whole trip should take
only eight days, so that the canonical number would be fulfilled. It's already
more than four days now. We fear that Bajie might become so enamored
of the riches down below that we will not be able to meet our appointed
schedule."

"When Master attains Buddhahood," said Bajie, chuckling, "I, too, will

attain Buddhahood. How could I become enamored of riches down below?
Stupid old ruffians! Wait for me here, all ofyou! As soon as we have handed
over the scriptures, I'll return with you and be canonized." Idiot took up
the pole, Sha Monk led the horse, and Pilgrim supported the sage monk.
Lowering their cloud, they dropped down beside the Scripture-Watch
Tower.

When Taizong and his officials saw them, they all descended the tower
to receive them. "Has the royal brother returned?" said the emperor. The
Tang monk immediately prostrated himself, but he was raised by the em
peror's own hands. "Who are these three persons?" asked the emperor once
more.

"They are my disciples made during our journey," replied the Tang
monk. Highly pleased, Taizong at once ordered his attendants, "Saddle
one of our chariot horses for our royal brother to ride. We'll go back to
the court together." The Tang monk thanked him and mounted the horse,
closely followed by the Great Sage wielding his golden-hooped rod and
by Bajie and Sha Monk toting the luggage and supporting the other horse.
The entire entourage thus entered together the city of Chang'an. Truly

A banquet ofpeace was held years ago.
When lords} civil and martial} made agrand show.
A priest preached the law in agreat event;
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From Golden Chimes the king his subject sent.
Tripitaka was given a royal rescript}
For Five Phases matched the cause ofholy script.
Through bitter smelting all demons were purged.
Merit done} they now on the court converged.

The Tang monk and his three disciples followed the Throne into the court,
and soon there was not a single person in the city of Chang'an who had
not learned of the scripture seekers' return.

We tell you now about those priests, young and old, of the Temple
of Great Blessing, which was also the old residence of the Tang monk in
Chang'an. That day they suddenly discovered that the branches of a few
pine trees within the temple gate were pointing eastward. Astonished, they
cried, "Strange! Strange! There was no strong wind to speak of last night.
Why are all the tops of these trees twisted in this manner?"

One of the former disciples of Tripitaka said, "Q!!ickly, let's get our
proper clerical garb. The old master who went away to acquire scriptures
must have returned."

"How do you know that?" asked the other priests.
"At the time ofhis departure," the old disciple said, "he made the remark

that he might be away for two or three years, or for six or seven years.
Whenever we noticed that these pine-tree tops were pointing to the east,
it would mean that he has returned. Since my master spoke the holy words
of a true Buddha, I know that the truth has been confirmed this day."

They put on their clothing hurriedly and left; by the time they reached
the street to the west, people were already saying that the scripture seeker
hadjust arrived and been received into the city by His Majesty. When they
heard the news, the various monks dashed forward and ran right into the
imperial chariot. Not daring to approach the emperor, they followed the
entourage instead to the gate of the court. The Tang monk dismounted and
entered the court with the emperor. The dragon horse, the scripture packs,
Pilgrim, Bajie, and ShaMonk were all placed beneath the steps ofjade, while
Taizong commanded the royal brother to ascend the hall and take a seat.

After thanking the emperor and taking his seat, the Tang monk asked
that the scripture scrolls be brought up. Pilgrim and his companions handed
them over to the imperial attendants, who presented them in turn to the
emperor for inspection. "How many scrolls of scriptures are there," asked
Taizong, "and how did you acquire them?"

"When your subject arrived at the Spirit Mountain and bowed to the
Buddhist Patriarch," replied Tripitaka, "he was kind enough to ask .Ananda
and Kasyapa, the two Honored Ones, to lead us to the precious tower first
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for a meaL Then we were brought to the treasure loft, where the scriptures
were bestowed on us. Those Honored Ones asked for a gift, but we were

not prepared and did not give them any. They gave us some scriptures
anyway, and after thanking the Buddhist Patriarch, we headed east, but a
monstrous wind snatched away the scriptures. My humble disciple fortu
nately had a little magic power; he gave chase at once, and the scriptures
were thrown and scattered allover. When we unrolled the scrolls, we saw
that they were all wordless, blank texts. Your subjects in great fear went
again to bow and plead before Buddha. The Buddhist Patriarch said, 'When
these scriptures were created, some Bhik~u sage monks left the monastery
and recited some scrolls for one Elder Zhao in the Sravasti Kingdom. As a
result, the living members of that family were granted safety and protec
tion, while the deceased attained redemption. For such great service they
only managed to ask the elder for three pecks and three pints of rice and a
little gold. I told them that it was too cheap a sale, and that their descendants
would have no money to spend.' Since we learned that even the Buddhist
Patriarch anticipated that the two Honored Ones would demand a gift,
we had little choice but to offer them that alms bowl ofpurple gold which
Your Majesty had bestowed on me. Only then did they willingly turn over
the true scriptures with writing to us. There are thirty-five titles of these
scriptures, and several scrolls were selected from each title. Altogether,
there are now five thousand and forty-eight scrolls, the number of which
makes up one canonical sum."

More delighted than ever, Taizong gave this command: "Let the Court
of Imperial Entertainments prepare a banquet in the East Hall so that we
may thank our royal brother." Then he happened to notice Tripitaka's
three disciples standing beneath the steps, all with extraordinary looks,
and he therefore asked, "Are your noble disciples foreigners?"

Prostrating himself, the elder said, "My eldest disciple has the surname
of Sun, and his religious name is Wukong. Your subject also addresses him
as Pilgrim Sun. He comes from the Water Curtain Cave of the Flower-Fruit
Mountain, located in the Aolai Country in the East Purvavideha Conti
nent. Because he caused great disturbance in the Celestial Palace, he was
imprisoned in a stone box by the Buddhist Patriarch and pressed beneath
the Mountain of Two Frontiers in the region of the Western barbarians.
Thanks to the admonitions of the Bodhisattva Guanyin, he was converted
to Buddhism and became my disciple when I freed him. Throughout my
journey I relied heavily on his protection.

"My second disciple has the surname of Zhu, and his religious name
is Wuneng. Your subject also addresses him as zhu Bajie. He comes from
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the Cloudy Paths Cave of Fuling Mountain. He was playing the fiend at
the Old Gao Village of Tibet when the admonitions of the Bodhisattva
and the power of the Pilgrim caused him to become my disciple. He made
his merit on our journey by toting the luggage and helping us to ford the
waters.

"My third disciple has the surname of Sha, and his religious name is
Wujing. Your subject also addresses him as Sha Monk. Originally he was a
fiend at the Flowing-Sand River. Again the admonitions of the Bodhisat
tva persuaded him to take the vows of Buddhism. By the way, the horse
is not the one my Lord bestowed on me."

Taizong said, "The color and the coat seem all the same. Why isn't it
the same horse?"

"When your subject reached the Eagle Grief Stream in the Serpent Coil
Mountain and tried to cross it," replied Tripitaka, "the original horse was
devoured by this horse. Pilgrim managed to learn from the Bodhisattva
that this horse was originally the prince of the Dragon King of the Western
Ocean. Convicted of a crime, he would have been executed had it not been
for the intervention of the Bodhisattva, who ordered him to be the steed
of your subject. It was then that he changed into a horse with exactly the
same coat as that of my original mount. I am greatly indebted to him for
taking me over mountains and summits and through the most treacher

ous passages. Whether it be carrying me on my way there or bearing the
scriptures upon our return, we are much beholden to his strength."

On hearing these words, Taizong complimented him profusely before
asking again, "This long trek to the Western Region, exactly how far
is it?"

Tripitaka said, "I recall that the Bodhisattva told us that the distance
was a hundred and eight thousand miles. I did not make a careful record
on the way. All I know is that we have experienced fourteen seasons of
heat and cold. We encountered mountains and ridges daily; the forests we
came upon were not small, and the waters we met were wide and swift.
We also went through many kingdoms, whose rulers had affixed their seals
and signatures on our document." Then he called out: "Disciples, bring
up the travel rescript and present it to our Lord."

It was handed over immediately. Taizong took a look and realized that
the document had been issued on the third day before the full moon, in
the ninth month of the thirteenth year during the Zhenguan reign period.
Smiling, Taizong said, "We have caused you the trouble of taking a long
journey. This is now the twenty-seventh year of the Zhenguan period!"
The travel rescript bore the seals of the Precious Image Kingdom, the Black
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Rooster Kingdom, the Cart Slow Kingdom, the Kingdom of Women in
Western Liang, the Sacrifice Kingdom, the Scarlet-Purple Kingdom, the
Bhik~uKingdom, the Dharma-Destroying Kingdom. There were also the
seals of the Phoenix-Immortal Prefecture, the Jade-Flower County, and
the Gold-Level Prefecture. After reading through the document, Taizong
put it away.

Soon the officer in attendance to the Throne arrived to invite them to
the banquet. As the emperor took the hand of Tripitaka and walked down
the steps of the hall, he asked once more, "Are your noble disciples familiar
with the etiquette of the court?"

"My humble disciples," replied Tripitaka, "all began their careers as
monsters deep in the wilds or a mountain village, and they have never been
instructed in the etiquette of China's sage court. I beg my Lord to pardon
them."

Smiling, Taizong said, "We won't blame them! We won't blame them!

Let's all go to the feast set up in the East Hall." Tripitaka thanked him once
more before calling for his three disciples to join them. Upon their arrival
at the hall, they saw that the opulence of the great nation of China was
indeed different from all ordinary kingdoms. You see

The doorway o}erhung with brocade.
Thefloor adorned with red carpets}
The whirls ofexotic incense}
Andfresh victuals most rare.
The amber cups
And crystalgoblets
Aregold-trimmed andjade-set;
The goldplatters
And white-jade bowls
Are patterned and silver-rimmed.
The tubers thoroughly cooked}
The taros sugar-coated;
Sweet} lovely button mushrooms}
Unusual} pure seaweeds.
Bamboo shoots} ginger-spiced} are served afew times;
Malva leafs} honey-drenched} are mixed several ways.
Wheat-glutensfried with xiangchun leaves: 1

Wood-ears cooked with bean-curd skins.
Rockferns andfairy plants;

I. Xiangchun: a kind of fragrant, slightly spicy plant.
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Fernflour and dried wei-leaves.
Radishes cooked with Sichuan peppercorns;
Melon strands stirred with mustardpowder.
Thesefew vegetarian dishes are so-so}
But the many rarefruits quite steal the show!
Walnuts andpersimmons}
Lung-ans and lychees.
The chestnuts ifYizhou and Shandong}s dates;
The South}s ginkofruits and hare-headpears.
Pine-seeds} lotus-seeds} andgiant grapes;
Fei-nuts} melon seeds} and water chestnuts.
{{Chinese olives}}2 and wild apples;

Crabapples and Pyrus-pears;
Tender stalks and young lotus roots;
Crisp plums and {{Chinese strawberries. }}
Not one species is missing;
Not one kind is wanting.
There are} moreover} the steamed mille-feuilles} honeyedpastries} andfine

viands;
And there are also the lovely wines} fragrant teas} and strange dainties.
An endless spread ifa hundredflavors} true noblefare.
Western barbarians with great China can never compare!
Master and three disciples were grouped together with the officials,

both civil and military, on both sides of the emperor Taizong, who took
the seat in the middle. The dancing and the music proceeded in an orderly
and solemn manner, and in this way they enjoyed themselves thoroughly
for one whole day. Truly

The royal banquet rivals the sage kings}:
True scriptures acquired excess blessings bring.
Forever these willprosper and remain
As Buddha}s light shines on the king}s domain.
When it became late, the officials thanked the emperor; while Taizong

withdrew into his palace, the various officials returned to their residences.
The Tang monk and his disciples, however, went to the Temple of Great
Blessing, where they were met by the resident priests kowtowing. As they
entered the temple gate, the priests said, "Master, the top of these trees
were all suddenly pointing eastward this morning. We remembered your

2. Chinese olives: ganlan or Canarium. Oblong and pointed, either green or shriv

eled during drying, these fruits do not quite resemble the Mediterranean variety.
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words and hurried out to the city to meet you. Indeed, you did arrive!"

The elder could not have been more pleased as they were ushered into the

abbot's quarters. By then, Bajie was not clamoring at all for food or tea,

nor did he indulge in any mischief. Both Pilgrim and Sha Monk behaved

most properly, for they had become naturally quiet and reserved since the

Dao in them had come to fruition. They rested that night.

Taizong held court next morning and said to the officials, "We did

not sleep the whole night when we reflected on how great and profound

has been the merit of our brother, such that no compensation is quite

adequate. We finally composed in our head several homely sentences as a

mere token of our gratitude, but they have not yet been written down."

Calling for one of the secretaries from the Central Drafting Office, he

said, "Come, let us recite our composition for you, and you take it down

sentence by sentence." The composition3 was as follows:

We have heard how the Two Primary Forces4 which manifest themselves

in Heaven and Earth in the production of life are represented by images,

whereas the invisible powers of the four seasons bring about transformation

of things through the hidden action of heat and cold. By scanning Heaven

and Earth, even the most ignorant may perceive their rudimentary laws.

Even the thorough understanding of yin and yang, however, has seldom

enabled the worthy and wise to comprehend fully their ultimate principle.

It is easy to recognize that Heaven and Earth do contain yin and yang be

cause there are images. It is difficult to comprehend fully how yin and yang
pervade Heaven and Earth because the forces themselves are invisible. That

images may manifest the minute is a fact that does not perplex even the

foolish, whereas forms hidden in what is invisible are what confuses even

the learned.

How much more difficult it is, therefore, to understand the way of

Buddhism, which exalts the void, uses the dark, and exploits the silent

in order to succor the myriad grades of living things and exercise control

over the entire world. Its spiritual authority is the highest, and its divine

potency has no equal. Its magnitude impregnates the entire cosmos; there

is no space so tiny that it does not permeate it. Birthless and deathless, it

3. The composition refers to the "Preface to the Holy Religion (Shengjiaoxu),"
authored by the emperor historically in 648 CE, in gratitude for the newly completed
translation by the monk Xuanzang of the entire Yogacarya-bhumi Sa.stra.

4. Two Primary Forces: most likely a reference to the forces of darkness and
light (Le., yin and yang), themselves also regarded by the Chinese as symbolic of the
female and male.
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does not age after a thousand kalpas; half-hidden and half-manifest, it

brings a hundred blessings even now. A wondrous way most mysterious,

those who follow it cannot know its limit. A law flowing silent and deep,

those who draw on it cannot fathom its source. How, therefore, could

those benighted ordinary mortals not be perplexed if they tried to plumb

its depths?

Now, this great Religion arose in the Land of the West. It soared to the

court of the Han period in the form of a radiant dream,5 which flowed

with its mercy to enlighten the Eastern territory. In antiquity, during the

time when form and abstraction were clearly distinguished, the words of

the Buddha, even before spreading, had already established their goodly

influence. In a generation when he was both frequently active in and with

drawn from the world, the people beheld his virtue and honored it. But

when he returned to Nirval).a and generations passed by, the golden images

concealed his true form and did not reflect the light of the universe. The

beautiful paintings, though unfolding lovely portraits, vainly held up the

figure of thirty-two marks. 6 Nonetheless his subtle doctrines spread far

and wide to save men and beasts from the three unhappy paths, and his

traditions were widely proclaimed to lead all creatures through the ten

stages toward Buddhahood. Moreover, the Buddha made scriptures, which

could be divided into the Great and the Small Vehicles. He also possessed

the Law, which could be transmitted either in the correct or in the deviant

method.

Our priest Xuanzang, a Master of the Law, is a leader within the Gate

of Law. Devoted and intelligent as a youth, he realized at an early age the

merit of the three forms of immateriality. When grown he comprehended

the principles of the spiritual, including first the practice of the four forms

ofpatience.7 Neither the pine in the wind nor the moon mirrored in water

can compare with his purity and radiance. Even the dew of Heaven and

luminous gems cannot surpass the clarity and refinement of his person.

5. A radiant dream: a reference to the story ofEmperor Ming (r. 58-75 CE), who

dreamed that a golden deity was flying in front of his palace. Asked to explain its

meaning the following morning, one of his ministers deciphered the dream repre

sentation as the flying Buddha from India. The emperor accepted this interpretation

and decided to make further investigation, resulting in his eventual acceptance of

the Buddhist religion.

6. Thirty-two marks: the body of Buddha, a "wheel-king (cakravarti)," is said to

have thirty-two la~afJasor special physical marks or signs.

7. Four forms of patience: Le., the siren or four kinds of ~anti, or the endurance

under shame, hatred, physical hardship, and in pursuit of faith.
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His intelligence encompassed even those elements which seemingly had

no relations, and his spirit could perceive that which had yet to take vis

ible forms. Having transcended the lure of the six senses, he was such an

outstanding figure that in all the past he had no rivaL He concentrated his

mind on the internal verities, mourning all the time the mutilation of the

correct doctrines. Worrying over the mysteries, he lamented that even the

most profound treatises had errors.

He thought of revising the teachings and reviving certain arguments,

so as to disseminate what he had received to a wider audience. He would,

moreover, strike out the erroneous and preserve the true to enlighten the

students. For this reason he longed for the Pure Land and a pilgrimage to

the Western Territories. Risking dangers he set out on a longjourney, with

only his staff for his companion on this solitary expedition. Snow drifts in

the morning would blanket his roadway; sand storms at dusk would blot

out the horizon. Over ten thousand miles of mountains and streams he

proceeded, pushing aside mist and smoke. Through a thousand alternations

of heat and cold he advanced amidst frost and rain. As his zeal was great,

he considered his task a light one, for he was determined to succeed.

He toured throughout the Western World for fourteen years,8 going

to all the foreign nations in quest of the proper doctrines. He led the life

of an ascetic beneath twin sala trees9 and by the eight rivers of India. At

the Deer Park and on the Vulture Peak he beheld the strange and searched

out the different. He received ultimate truths from the senior sages and

was taught the true doctrines by the highest worthies. Penetrating into the

mysteries, he mastered the most profound lessons. The way of the Triyana

and Six Commandments he learned by heart; a hundred cases of scriptures

forming the canon flowed like waves from his lips.

Though the countries he visited were innumerable, the scriptures he

succeeded in acquiring had a definite number. Of those important texts of

the Mahayana he received, there are thirty-five titles in altogether five thou

sand and forty-eight scrolls. When they are translated and spread through

China, they will proclaim the surpassing merit of Buddhism, drawing the

cloud of mercy from the Western extremity to shower the dharma-rain on

the Eastern region. The Holy Religion, once incomplete, is now returned

to perfection. The multitudes, once full of sins, are now brought back to

8. Perhaps a deliberate deviation, on the part of the full-length novel, from the
nearly seventeen years of the pilgrimage given in the historical sources.

9. Trees beneath which Buddha himself was said to have attained enlighten
ment.
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blessing. Like that which quenches the fire in a burning house, Buddhism

works to save humanity lost on its way to perdition. Like a golden beam

shining on darkened waters, it leads the voyagers to climb the other shore

safely.

Thus we know that the wicked will fall because of their iniquities, but

the virtuous will rise because of their affinities. The causes of such rise and

fall are all self-made by man. Consider the cinnamon flourishing high on

the mountain, its flowers nourished by cloud and mist, or the lotus grow

ing atop the green waves, its leaves unsoiled by dust. This is not because

the lotus is by nature clean or because the cinnamon itself is chaste, but

because what the cinnamon depends on for its existence is lofty, and thus it

will not be weighed down by trivia; and because what the lotus relies on is

pure, and thus impurity cannot stain it. Since even the vegetable kingdom,

which is itself without intelligence, knows that excellence comes from an

environment of excellence, how can humans who understand the great

relations not search for well-being by following well-being?

May these scriptures abide forever as the sun and moon and may the

blessings they confer spread throughout the universe!

After the secretary had finished writing this treatise, the sage monk was

summoned. At the time, the elder was already waiting outside the gate of

the court. When he heard the summons, he hurried inside and prostrated

himself to pay homage to the emperor.
Taizong asked him to ascend the hall and handed him the document.

When he had finished reading it, the priest went to his knees again to ex

press his gratitude. "The style and rhetoric of my Lord," said the priest,

"are lofty and classical, while the reasoning in the treatise is both profound

and subtle. I would like to know, however, whether a title has been chosen

for this composition."

"We composed it orally last night,"lO replied Taizong, "as a token of

thanks to our royal brother. Will it be acceptable if I title this 'Preface to

the Holy Religion'?" The elder kowtowed and thanked him profusely.

Once more Taizong said,
((Our talents pale before the imperial tablets)

And our words cannot match the bronze and stone inscriptions.
Asfor the esoteric texts}
Our ignorance thereofis even greater.

10. The emperor's declaration here was actually a note written in reply to a formal

memorial of thanks submitted by the historical Xuanzang.
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Our treatise orally composed
Is actually quite unpolished-
Like mere spilled ink on tablets ofgold.
Or broken tiles in aftrest ofpearls.
Writing it in self-interest,
We have quite ignored even embarrassment.
It is not worth your notice,
And you should not thank us. "

All the officials present, however, congratulated the emperor and made
arrangements immediately to promulgate the royal essay on Holy Religion
inside and outside the capitaL

Taizong said, "We would like to ask the royal brother to recite the true
scriptures for us. How about it?"

"My Lord," said the elder, "ifyou want me to recite the true scriptures,
we must find the proper religiOUS site. The treasure palace is no place for
recitation." Exceedingly pleased, Taizong asked his attendants, "Among
the monasteries of Chang'an, which is the purest one?"

From among the ranks stepped forth the Grand Secretary, Xiao Yu,
who said, "The Wild-Goose Pagoda Temple in the city is purest of alL"
At once Taizong gave this command to the various officials: "Each of you
take several scrolls of these true scriptures and go reverently with us to the
Wild-Goose Pagoda Temple. We want to ask our royal brother to expound
the scriptures to us." Each of the officials indeed took up several scrolls
and followed the emperor's carriage to the temple. A lofty platform with
proper appointments was then erected. As before, the elder told Bajie and
Sha Monk to hold the dragon horse and mind the luggage, while Pilgrim
was to serve him by his side. Then he said to Taizong, "If my Lord would
like to circulate the true scriptures throughout his empire, copies should
be made before they are dispersed. We should treasure the originals
and not handle them lightly."

Smiling, Taizong said, "The words of our royal brother are most ap
propriate! Most appropriate!" He thereupon ordered the officials in the
Hanlin Academy and the Central Drafting Office to make copies of the
true scriptures. For them he also erected another temple east of the capital
and named it the Temple for Imperial Transcription.

The elder had already taken several scrolls of scriptures and mounted the
platform. He was just about to recite them when he felt a gust of fragrant
wind. In midair the Eight Vajra Guardians revealed themselves and cried,
"Recitants, drop your scripture scrolls and follow us back to the West."
From below Pilgrim and his two companions together with the white horse
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immediately rose into the air. The elder, too, abandoned the scriptures and
rose from the platform. They all left soaring through the air. So startled
were Taizong and the many officials that they all bowed down toward the
sky. Thus it was that

Since scriptures were the sage monk}s ardent quest}
He went onfourteen years throughout the West
A bitterjourneyfull oftrials and woes}
With many streams and mountains as hisfoes.
Nine merits more were added to eight times nine;
His three thousand works did on the great world shine.
The wondrous texts brought back to the noble state
Would in the East until now circulate.
After Taizong and many officials had finished their worship, they im

mediately set about the selection of high priests so that a Grand Mass of
Land and Water could be held right in that Wild-Goose Pagoda Temple.
Furthermore, they were to read and recite the true scriptures from the
Great Canon in order that the damned spirits would be delivered from
nether darkness and the celebration of good works be multiplied. The
copies of transcribed scriptures would also be promulgated throughout
the empire, and of this we shall speak no more.

We must tell you now about those Eight Great Vajra Guardians, who
mounted the fragrant wind to lead the elder, his three disciples, and the white
horse back to Spirit Mountain. The round trip was made precisely within a
period of eight days. At that time the various divinities of Spirit Mountain
were all assembled before Buddha to listen to his lecture. Ushering master and
disciples before his presence, the Eight Vajra Guardians said, "Your disciples
by your golden decree have escorted the sage monk and his companions back
to the Tang nation. The scriptures have been handed over. We now return
to surrender your decree." The Tang monk and his disciples were then told
to approach the throne of Buddha to receive their appointments.

"Sage Monk," said Tathagata, "in your previous incarnation you were
originally my second disciple named Master Gold Cicada. Because you
failed to listen to my exposition of the law and slighted my great teaching,
your true spirit was banished to find another incarnation in the Land of the
East. Happily you submitted and, by remaining faithful to our teaching,
succeeded in acquiring the true scriptures. For such magnificent merit, you
will receive a great promotion to become the Buddha of Candana Merit.

"Sun Wukong, when you caused great disturbance at the Celestial Pal
ace, I had to exercise enormous dharma power to have you pressed beneath
the Mountain ofFive Phases. Fortunately your Heaven-sent calamity came
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to an end, and you embraced the Buddhist religion. I am pleased even more
by the fact that you were devoted to the scourging ofevil and the exaltation

of good. Throughout yourjourney you made great merit by smelting the
demons and defeating the fiends. For being faithful in the end as you were

in the beginning, I hereby give you the grand promotion and appoint you
the Buddha Victorious in Strife.

"zhu Wuneng, you were originally an aquatic deity of the Heavenly
River, the Marshal of Heavenly Reeds. For getting drunk during the
Festival of Immortal Peaches and insulting the divine maiden, you were
banished to an incarnation in the Region Below which would give you
the body of a beast. Fortunately you still cherished and loved the human
form, so that even when you sinned at the Cloudy Paths Cave in Fuling
Mountain, you eventually submitted to our great religion and embraced
our vows. Although you protected the sage monk on his way, you were
still quite mischievous, for greed and lust were never wholly extinguished
in you. For the merit of toting the luggage, however, I hereby grant you
promotion and appoint you Janitor of the Altars."

"They have all become Buddhas!" shouted Bajie. "Why am I alone
made Janitor of the Altars?"

"Because you are still talkative and lazy," replied Tathagata, "and you
retain an enormous appetite. Within the four great continents of the world,
there are many people who observe our religion. Whenever there are Bud
dhist services, you will be asked to clear the altars. That's an appointment
which offers you plenty of enjoyment. How could it be bad?

"Sha Wujing, you were originally the Great Curtain-Raising Captain.
Because you broke a crystal chalice during the Festival of Immortal Peaches,
you were banished to the Region Below, where at the River of Flowing
Sand you sinned by devouring humans. Fortunately you submitted to our
religion and remained firm in your faith. As you escorted the sage monk,
you made merit by leading his horse over all those mountains. I hereby
grant you promotion and appoint you the Golden-Bodied Arhat."

Then he said to the white horse, "You were originally the prince of
Dragon King Guangjin of the Western Ocean. Because you disobeyed your
father's command and committed the crime of unfiliality, you were to be
executed. Fortunately you made submission to the Law and accepted our
vows. Because you carried the sage monk daily on your back during his
journey to the West and because you also took the holy scriptures back
to the East, you too have made merit. I hereby grant you promotion and

appoint you one of the dragons belonging to the Eight Classes of Super
natural Beings."
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The elder, his three disciples, and the horse all kowtowed to thank
the Buddha, who ordered some of the guardians to take the horse to the
Dragon-Transforming Pool at the back of the Spirit Mountain. After being
pushed into the pool, the horse stretched himself, and in a little while he
shed his coat, horns began to grow on his head, golden scales appeared all
over his body, and silver whiskers emerged on his cheeks. His whole body
shrouded in auspicious air and his four paws wrapped in hallowed clouds,
he soared out of the pool and circled inside the monastery gate, on top of
one of the Pillars that Support Heaven.

As the various Buddhas gave praise to the great dharma of Tathagata,
Pilgrim Sun said also to the Tang monk, "Master, I've become a Buddha
now,just like you. It can't be that I still must wear a golden fillet! And you
wouldn't want to clamp my head still by reciting that so-called Tight-Fillet
Spell, would you? Recite the Loose-Fillet Spell quickly and get it off my
head. I'm going to smash it to pieces, so that that so-called Bodhisattva
can't use it anymore to play tricks on other people."

"Because you were difficult to control previously," said the Tang monk,
"this method had to be used to keep you in hand. Now that you have
become a Buddha, naturally it will be gone. How could it be still on your
head? Try touching your head and see." Pilgrim raised his hand and felt
along his head, and indeed the fillet had vanished. So at that time, Buddha
Candana, Buddha Victorious in Strife,]anitor of the Altars, and Golden
Bodied Arhat all assumed the position of their own rightful fruition. The
Heavenly dragon-horse too returned to immortality, and we have a testi
monial poem for them. The poem says:

One realityfallen to the dusty plain
Fuses with Four Signs and cultivates selfagain.
In Five Phases termsforms are but silent and void;
The hundredfiends} false names one should all avoid.
The great Bodh(s the right Candanafruition;
Appointments complete their risefrom perdition.
When scriptures spread throughout the world the gracious light}
Henceforthfive sages live within Advaya}s heights.
At the time when these five sages assumed their positions, the various

Buddhist Patriarchs, Bodhisattvas, sage priests, arhats, guardians, bhik~us,
upasakas and upasikas, the immortals of various mountains and caves, the
grand divinities, the Gods ofDarkness and Light, the Sentinels, the Guard
ians ofMonasteries, and all the immortals and preceptors who had attained
the Way all came to listen to the proclamation before retiring to their
proper stations. Look now at
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Colored mists crowding the Spirit Vulture Peak)
And hallowed clouds gathered in the world ofbliss.
Gold dragons saftly sleeping)
Jade tigers resting in peace;
Black hares scamperingfreely)
Snakes and turtles circling at will.
Phoenixes) red and blue) gambol pleasantly;
Black apes and white deer saunter happily.
Strangeflowers ofeight periods)
Divinefruits offour seasons)
Hoary pines and oldjunipers)
Jade cypresses and aged bamboos.
Five-colored plums often blossoming and bearingfruit;
Millennial peachesfrequently ripening andfresh.
A thousandflowers andfruits vyingfor beauty;
A whole skyfull ofauspicious mists.
Pressing their palms together to indicate their devotion, the holy con

gregation all chanted:
I submit to Dipamkara, the Buddha of Antiquity.
I submit to Bhai~ajya-vaidurya-prabha~a,the Physician and Buddha

of Crystal Lights.
I submit to the Buddha Sakyamuni.
I submit to the Buddha of the Past, Present, and Future.
I submit to the Buddha of Pure Joy.
I submit to the Buddha Vairocana.
I submit to the Buddha, King of the Precious Banner.
I submit to the Maitreya, the Honored Buddha.
I submit to the Buddha Amitabha.
I submit to Sukhavativyuha, the Buddha of Infinite Life.
I submit to the Buddha who Receives and Leads to Immorality.
I submit to the Buddha of Diamond Indestructibility.
I submit to Surya, the Buddha of Precious Light.
I submit to Mafijusri, the Buddha of the Race of Honorable Dragon

Kings.
I submit to the Buddha of Zealous Progress and Virtue.
I submit to Candraprabha, the Buddha of Precious Moonlight.
I submit to the Buddha of Presence without Ignorance.
I submit to Varuna, the Buddha of Sky and Water.
I submit to the Buddha NarayaQ.a.
I submit to the Buddha of Radiant Meritorious Works.
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I submit to the Buddha of Talented Meritorious Works.
I submit to Svagata, the Buddha of the Well-Departed.
I submit to the Buddha of Candana Light.
I submit to the Buddha ofJeweled Banner.
I submit to the Buddha of the Light of Wisdom Torch.
I submit to the Buddha of the Light of Sea-Virtue.
I submit to the Buddha of Great Mercy Light.
I submit to the Buddha, King of Compassion-Power.
I submit to the Buddha, Leader of the Sages.
I submit to the Buddha of Vast Solemnity.
I submit to the Buddha of Golden Radiance.
I submit to the Buddha of Luminous Gifts.
I submit to the Buddha Victorious in Wisdom.
I submit to the Buddha, Q!!iescent Light of the World.
I submit to the Buddha, Light of the Sun and Moon.
I submit to the Buddha, Light of the Sun-and-Moon Pearl.
I submit to the Buddha, King of the Victorious Banner.
I submit to the Buddha of Wondrous Tone and Sound.
I submit to the Buddha, Banner of Permanent Light.
I submit to the Buddha, Lamp that Scans the World.
I submit to the Buddha, King of Surpassing Dharma.
I submit to the Buddha of Sumeru Light.
I submit to the Buddha, King of Great Wisdom.
I submit to the Buddha of Golden Sea Light.
I submit to the Buddha of Great Perfect Light.
I submit to the Buddha of the Gift of Light.
I submit to the Buddha of Candana Merit.
I submit to the Buddha Victorious in Strife.
I submit to the Bodhisattva Guanshiyin.
I submit to the Bodhisattva, Great Power-Coming.
I submit to the Bodhisattva MafijusrL
I submit to the Bodhisattva Visvabhadra and other Bodhisattvas.
I submit to the various Bodhisattvas of the Great Pure Ocean.
I submit to the Bodhisattva, the Buddha of Lotus Pool and Ocean

Assembly.
I submit to the various Bodhisattvas in the Western Heaven of

Ultimate Bliss.
I submit to the Great Bodhisattvas, the Three Thousand Guardians.
I submit to the Great Bodhisattvas, the Five Hundred Arhats.
I submit to the Bodhisattva, Bhik~u-ik~I).i.
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I submit to the Bodhisattva of Boundless and Limitless Dharma.
I submit to the Bodhisattva, Diamond Great Scholar-Sage.
I submit to the Bodhisattva, Janitor of the Altars.
I submit to the Bodhisattva, Golden-Bodied Arhat of Eight Jewels.
I submit to the Bodhisattva of Vast Strength, the Heavenly Dragon

of Eight Divisions of Supernatural Beings.
Such are these various Buddhas in all the worlds.

I wish to use these merits
To adorn Buddha}s pure land-.
To repayfouifold grace above
And save those on three paths below.
Ifthere are those who see and hear}
Their minds willfind enlightenment.
Their births with us in paradise
will be this body}s recompense.
All the Buddhas ofpast} present} future in all the world}
The various Honored Bodhisattvas and Mahasattvas}
Maha-prajfia-paramita!
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