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Chinese folktale as told by Diane Wolkstein

It was made

of southern China, there

nes—beauciful white, pink, and and was built

1

house for a go

ld happen

lie scartered on d

ber this story

rine, and the

Wave.

ago, in the time of mysteries, a young farmer was walking

home from the fields in the evening. He walked slowly, for he was

ger to return to his house. He lived alone. His parents had

not ez

years before. He was too poor to marry and too shy to

died tw
speak with any of the young women in his village

As he passed through a small forest, he saw a stone, a beautiful
white sto in the moonlight
The young man, whose name was Kuo Mij

€, gleami

bent over to look

e. It was every color in the rainbow.

at the stor
1 he held it in his hands, he saw it wasn't a stone at all

but a snail, a moon snail. And what was the most wonderful good

fortune—it w

The farm
earth:

gently carried the snail home and placed it in an

jar. Then, before fixing his own dinner, he went out

ered fresh leaves for the snail

he did the next morning was to look in the
em. Kuo Ming

first thi

The snail had eate

leaves and went off to the fields to work.

home that evening, the farmer found his

linner waiting for him on the table—a bowl of cooked rice.
 vegetables, and a cup of hot tea.

oked around the room. No one was there. He

oked ¢
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The next evening, his dinner w

chsetina

this time there was a branch of wild f
cial trip to the villa

table. The farmer made a
strangers had arrived. No one knew of any.

he left leaves for the snail. E:
nd always there was a wildflower in the vase

Every morning, ery evening, his

dinner was waiting,

One morning, Kuo Ming woke up earlier than usual. He took
his rake and started off as if he were going to the fields. Instead he
circled back to his house and stood outside the window, listening.
There was no sound. Then, as the first light of the day touched
the earth, he heard a noise.

He looked in the window and saw a tiny white hand rising
from the jar. It rose higher and higher. Then a second white hand
rose from the jar and out leaped a beautiful girl

She was pure light. Her dress was made of silk, and as she
moved, her dress rippled, changing from silver to white to gold.
Wherever she stepped in the room, the room shone.

He knew, though no one had told him, that she was a moon
ddess. And he knew, though no one had told him, that he must
never try to touch her.

The next morning, before he went to work, he watched her,
and the next morning, and the next.

As the days went by, his loneliness disappeared. He skipped
to the fields in the morning and walked quickly home in the
evening. His dinner was always waiting. The house was shining.
The air was sweet. And his heart was full.

Many days passed. Then, one morning, as he was watching her
sweep the floor, her long black hair fell across her face, and a great
longing came upon him. He wanted to touch her hair. The desire
burst upon him so strongly and quickly that he forgot what he
knew. He opened the door and rushed into the room.

“Do not move,” she said.

“Who are you?" he asked.

“lam White Wave, the moon goddess. But now I must leave
rgotten what you knew.”

you, for you have fo

“No!" he cried.
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t. Let me hear you count. Count

" she said, “if you can hold yourself still

will leave you a gi

“One,” he whispered.

She crossed in front of him and walked toward the open door

“Two,” he said softly.
|

aid more strongly.

“I leave you my she
“Three,” he

“If ever you are in great need, call me by my name, White

Vave, and [ will come to you.”

our,” he cried.

There was a streak of lightning and a great roll of thunder.

Fivel”

A huge wind came and swept the goddess into the air. He ran

utside, but the rain poured down so fast that he could not see

her.

He stood in the pouring rain a long time. Then he went back
into the house. The snail shell was there. He picked it up. No ‘§
living creatur

was inside.
, but he did not think of his work
and how to bring her back

‘ave

le was w m,};rmg over the hills, his foot struck a stone.

bent over to lock at it. At that moment, he decided he would
da

I
build 2 shrine for White Wave—a beautiful stone house where she

might live peacefully. He spent more time choosing the stones—

be:

utiful white, pink, and gray stones—than working in the fields.

n the harvest came, it was very small. He ate the little th

5. He ate the supplies he had stored, and after that he lived on

wild grass

1e evening, the shrine was complete. But that

vening the farmer was so weak with hunger, he could barel

walk. |

ware jar.

ibled into his b d over the e

shell fell out.
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[image: image4.jpg]e tarmer held the shell in front of him. Then he raised it in

and with his last strength he cried: “Whi

, I need

Slowly he turned the shell tor

ming
ascaded out of the shell and onto the floor. He dipped
into it. The rice w:

ard him. A wave of g

solid and firm. It was enough to
until the next harvest.

1 called her name again. With the flowing of the rice,
w strength had come to him. Kuo Ming worked hard in the
fields. The rice grew. The vegetables flourished. He married and
had children. But he did not forget White Wave.

He told his wife about her, and when his children were old
enough, he took them on his knee and told them the story of
e. The children liked to hold the shell in their hands
as they listened to the story.

The shrine stood on the hill above their house. The children
often went there in the carly morning and evening, hoping to see
White Wave. They never did,

When the old man died, the shell was lst. In time the shrine,
100, disap, All that remained was the story.

But that is how it is with all of us: when we die, all that
remains is the story.





