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… They hold out promises of rewards in heaven and threats of punishment in hell to encourage good behavior
and discourage evil.
And they believe the person who spread these teachings far and wide to enlighten and transform the world was
someone called Jesus. Jesus is the Western word for savior.
They say that people have known about Jesus for quite some time. As mankind gradually lost its original purity
and honest simplicity, and sages and saints disappeared from the earth, as the pursuit of pleasure grew stronger
and the adherence to moral standards grew weaker, the Lord of Heaven felt compassion for mankind and
descended to earth personally in order to save this world. He chose a virgin as his mother and, borrowing that
womb, which had never known sexual relations, was born in the land of Judea under the name of Jesus.
After preaching his message for thirty-three years in that Western land, he returned to heaven. His teachings
subsequently spread to the various nations of Europe.
*
There are five continents in this world. Asia sits in the center and Europe is off in the West. China occupies just
one-tenth of Asia. Judea is a country off in the far western corner of Asia.
If the Lord of Heaven truly felt compassion for mankind and descended to this earth in human form, walking
and talking among men like any other man, then, since in the million places on this earth there are an infinite
number of people deserving of his compassion, he should have admonished them all one by one. But how could
the Lord of Heaven, in the form of just one man, do all that?
Those living outside of Europe, those who have never heard of these European teachings, have seen no signs
of his having visited them. What is so special about Europeans that he has so favored them with his visits?
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And what about all these miraculous signs of the Lord's presence that Europe claims? How do we know they
are not simply the tricks of evil spirits?
*
The Europeans have made some drastic changes in their practices and their ideas over the years. Whereas they
once believed that proper behavior generates good fortune, just as improper behavior engenders misfortune, they
gradually lost faith in that notion. The written record of the teachings of the Lord of Heaven was at first no
different from what we can find in the Classic of Odes and the Classic of Documents.
But out of concern that people were drifting away from those teachings, this story of heaven and hell was
created to keep them on the straight and narrow. Subsequently, this talk of heaven and hell gradually evolved into
the elaborate tales of spirits and their miraculous activities the Europeans believe in today, though these miracles
are more like what is called elsewhere tricks of evil spirits.
Generally speaking, the Chinese only accept solid evidence. If there is no solid evidence for some assertion,
then even the most ignorant do not believe it.
But the Europeans embrace the miraculous and the mysterious. The more perplexing the evidence, the more
easily the ignorant are seduced by it. This being the case, they have no right to complain that only evil spirits delude people. The teachings of their Lord of Heaven do at least as much damage to the hearts and minds of people.
Their stories of heaven and hell are no different from the reports of memories of previous lives that appeared in
China after the arrival of Buddhism.
*
There is no subject these Westerners have not exhaustively explored and nothing too profound for them to
understand, so it is really a pity that they have become mixed up with such nonsense. …
2
Factionalism arises from conflict, and conflict arises from clashes of interest. The more pressing the interests
are, the more intense factionalism becomes. The more entrenched the interests are, the more consolidated factionalism becomes. This is due to the force of circumstance.
Let me illustrate this. Imagine ten starving men eating from one bowl. Before they have emptied it, a fight
breaks out. When you demand an explanation, the reply is that someone had made impertinent remarks. This is
because all believe that the fighting originated from words.
On another day they are again eating from one bowl, and again a fight breaks out before they have emptied the
bowl. When you demand an explanation, the blame is placed on someone’s impertinent countenance. This is because all the people believe that the fighting originated from an impertinent countenance.
On yet another day the same thing happens all over again. This time the answer produced is that someone’s
immoderate demeanor had been a hindrance to others. Such comments were initially made by one person, but
toward the end were echoed by all. As a result what started as a trifle began to assume great importance. How
animated the discussion was! And how fierce their anger was, as if their eyeballs were going to burst out of their
sockets!
But when we watch people coming and going on the streets, arms swinging back and forth, we see many
brushing past each other, and some act as if they are going to start a fight. Innumerable indeed are the people
whose remarks are impudent, whose countenance is impertinent, and whose demeanor is immoderate. Why is it
that they do not fight each other like those who ate from the same bowl? Then we realize that the fighting was all
about the meal, rather than about remarks, countenance, or demeanor.
Those who blamed the effects noticed the words or demeanor and concluded that had the remarks been polite
and the countenance respectful, then no fight would have taken place. Unaware that the real reason for those argu ments was that those men were all trying to eat from the same bowl, they keep to their erroneous ways and have
no way of resolving the situation.
Suppose arrangements were made to the effect that those who ate from the same bowl and ended up fighting
today were to have their meals on separate tables and eat their fill tomorrow. Then the removal of the cause of the
struggle would put an end to the mutual name-calling. Calm would be restored, peace would ensue, and no further
aggression would rear its head.
When a wife and concubine squabble at home, one party must have been in the wrong. Yet this did not
necessarily bring about the conflict; its cause is the partiality with which the husband treated them.
When elder brother and younger brother fight each other at home, one party must have been in the wrong. Yet
this by itself did not necessarily lead to the conflict; its cause is the lack of wealth.
*
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Factionalism in the State is no different from this.
It starts with the personal likes and dislikes of just one person, or disagree ment over the importance or
triviality of just one incident. Critical thoughts and slanderous words, how trivial these things are! And yet they
lead to bloody aggression and mutual contempt inside the court and to tumult and aggression outside. Everyone
marches off to battle, without hesitation, though they have seen no waving of flags nor heard any beating of
drums relaying official orders to fight to the death. Why do they do this?
If one were to assemble all officials in the court and let them discuss what was good and evil and freely
express and defend their views, without regard to promotion and higher emolument and without having to worry
about being demoted or becoming prey to intrigue, then right and wrong would appear as right and wrong, and the
court would be united. Then how could factions have appeared that are locked in continual struggle?
How, then, did factions come into being? Generally speaking, as a result of too many people passing the civil
service examinations. A huge number of people were recruited for public office, which resulted in partisan
patronage and irregular promotion and demotion.
Such was the case with the factionalism of the T’ang dynasty of China. The people of the ‘ang exclusively
favored the civil examination system. In this system the State was not looking for promising literati, but instead
the literati sought favors from the State. As a result, there were numerous candidates tilling the land who fulfilled
their aspirations for higher office through the examination system. Without having heard of the sexagenarian
calendrical cycle, they composed five-character verses.
A few who were fortunate enough to be successful became dukes or high officials and invariably considered
that to be their rightful station.
At the same time, none of those who were less fortunate were prepared to accept the status quo.
Other routes to officialdom being diverse and numerous, there were simply too few so-called official positions
and too many qualified candidates to be accommodated. As a result, ranks were altered and promotions offered in
turn. In other cases some were promoted at the expense of others, who were dismissed. When positions were
offered in turns, some were left without, and when there were dismissals, resentment ensued.
This amounts to agreeing to find someone a treasure and then failing to supply it, thus whetting his appetite for
it all the more. Conflict was natural, considering that a limited amount of treasure was being offered to an
unlimited number of people. Factional division was also natural in view of the fringe benefits to be obtained by all
those who closely followed one man as their leader. That is what is meant when one refers to the complexity of
the system of selecting officials.
*
When we look at the historical records with respect to the employment of officials from ancient times onward,
we find that less than one or two percent of rulers retained the services of worthy ministers and got rid of evil
ones. And yet those who employed evil ministers cleaved to their choice and failed to replace them with virtuous
ones. Given the resulting disorder, nothing approaching a faction could exist. This is because there was no cause
for struggle when benefits were the monopoly of one group.
In the case of Korea, since the Middle Ages evil ministers controlled political affairs, and purges of the literati
occurred one after another. First the massacres of muo (the literati purge of 498) and kapcha (the purge of 1504)
took place, and they were followed by the killings of kimyo (the purge of 1519) and ulsa (the purge of 1545). For
a period, the loyal and virtuous all died in the overpowering current, and there was nothing that could be called a
faction.
Starting with the reign of Sönjo.\fn{ 1567-1608} one was divided into two, two into four, and four into eight
factions. These divisions were passed on from generation to generation. Their distant descendants remained
enemies and slaughtered each other. There were those who, serving in the same court and living in the same
village, did not associate with each other to the end of their days.
Therefore, when fortune or misfortune brought members of different factions together in the same room, they
would whisper in secret. When there was a case of intermarriage, they would gang up together and drive the
offenders away. So different are their languages, demeanor, and apparel that one can tell them apart on the street.
They come from different regions and have different customs. The extent of these differences is so remarkable
that they can be traced and identified.
*
In Korea, the selection of officials is entirely based on the civil examination system. In the beginning, only a
small number of officials were recruited, but from the reign of Sönjo on the number gradually increased, resulting
in today’s extreme proportions. Ts’ui Liang\fn{ 460-523} of the Northern Wei dynasty once remarked that even
with ten people sharing one office there would still not be enough posts to go around. This remark applies very
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well to the current situation. Hence, in families boasting of an aristocratic lineage or intellectual tradition, there
are innumerable people, thin as rakes, clutching their credentials and giving vent to their bitter resentment.
How can factional splits be avoided? Given one benefit and two people, two factions are promptly formed.
Given one benefit and four people, four factions are promptly formed. While benefits remain unchanged, it is
natural that the more numerous the candidates are, the greater will be the factional splintering and diversification.
Were all cliques to be totally rejected and efforts concentrated on the development of one faction, given that
this faction was made neither of iron nor of gold, sometime in the future a sharp knife would come from
somewhere to divide it into three or five parts. The reason is that when a faction is successful, it will broadly
convene civil examinations to recruit people in a complex and involved manner to serve its factional interests.
This is what is called consolidating the faction. To install one faction’s people in important or strategic positions
regardless of their abilities is what is called strengthening the party’s power base.
If there were openings for three State councillors, the faction would recruit six men to do the job. If there were
openings for Six ministers, it would arrange for ten people to do the job. As for high official positions entailing
the privileges of having sedan chairs, wearing court dress, and having a lodging in the palace, the number of
recruits would be several times greater than that of the positions available.
If a faction is fortunate enough to escape derision from without, discord will begin surreptitiously to take root
within. From the time when a faction is established, internal strife becomes increasingly prevalent, to the point
where even a person of exceptional ability could not keep track of it. Those who remain neutral and objective are
dismissed as compromisers, whereas those who sacrifice themselves for their faction are hailed as exemplars of
moral integrity. This change from glory to humility or from humility to glory is so sudden and drastic that it is
little wonder people associate themselves with factions and engage in struggle.
What is to be done about all this?
Civil examination procedures must be simplified to prevent unqualified people from being promoted to public
office.
Personnel records should be revealed to weed out mediocre candidates. Then high office would be valued and
not disposed of so indiscriminately.
Promotion should be carefully given and not be treated lightly.
Competence should be vigorously encouraged and emphasis placed on family education.
When the seepage of benefits has been stopped up, the mind of the people will become settled. These are the
only solutions. Otherwise there will be no end to factionalism despite the imposition of death sentences by the
government.
3
Once it was no longer possible to restore the well-field system,\fn{ A system of land-management in which land is
divided into squares containing nine identically-sized plots, with the center plot cultivated in the interests of the landlord by the owners of
the nine surrounding plots, each of whom had exclusive rights to the produce of his individual plot, though not the actual ownership
thereof} the management of land in the end could not be done as it was in ancient times. Chang Tsai\fn{ 1020-1077}
once said that if this system were put into effect, many people would be overjoyed.
But I am afraid that this is not so. A hundred would be overjoyed, but one would not be, and if the power of
that one man would be enough to gag the mouths of the ether hundred, how would one be able to carry it out?
The rich have vast lands that extend beyond the ridges in the fields, but the poor do not have enough land to
stand an awl on; therefore the rich get richer and the poor get poorer. When I see ordinary people going bankrupt,
it is either because they have no steady income or because they have taken on too much debt.
Generally the officials take their lands from them, or the powerful families in the villages do what they please
with them, and in all such cases the bankrupt people are driven to ruin. Nine out of ten peasant families end up on
the path to financial ruin, and only one out of those ten can make a living. Those who did not have to leave their
homes and scatter in any of the four directions have simply been lucky enough to avoid such a fate.
Those who went bankrupt but still retained their land might cling to the hope that they might still save them selves, but bankruptcy will without fail eventually drive them to the point where they have no land left. If you do
not have the sagacity of the millionaire Duke of T’ao Chu, how would you ever know what to do in this situation?
There are reasons for selling one[s land. At the beginning you might do it to buy silk garments to wear or meat
to eat, but when you are at the end of your tether, you will do it to buy gruel just to get by. A master might seize
the lands of his slaves, or the strong might forcibly demand land from the weak until there will be no more land to
seize, and the hardships of the people will become worse by the day.
That is why every man who has founded a dynasty has been concerned about this. It is why King
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Wonjong\fn{1259-1274} of the Koryo dynasty in Korea and our great king T’aejo\fn{1392-1398} established
systems for the distribution of land grants.\fn{ To men at one time of rank, but who found themselves with the passage of time in
naturally reduced circumstances:H } But those who owned the most land of necessity had the largest labor force, so why
would they respectfully stand by and wait for the government to do injury to their property?
So in the end, no benefits were gained by these attempts to ensure more appropriate land distribution.
*
At the end of the Former Han dynasty\fn{ 202BC-9AD} the system of limiting the amount of land people could
own was adopted. Compared to the well-field system, this system was similar yet easier to implement, but its implementation too was held back by the powerful and noble who brought it to an end. Su Hsun\fn{ A Sung scholar,
1009-1066} wanted to prohibit excess occupation of land without penalizing the owners by taking land away from
them. But because the system did not allow land to be taken away from those who had far more land than the
limit, how could you expect to keep wealthy individuals occupying large amounts of land from exceeding the limits just by a prohibition?
I once gave some deep thought to this problem and came up with a method to solve it, and it was nothing more
than leveling out the amount of land owned, but even if you were able to achieve what you wanted, you might
possibly gain some minute result from it only if you could be sure that the system would be maintained for a long
period of time and would never be abandoned.
The state ought to call for a survey of the property of every family and limit the amount of land that one house hold may own to several pu\fn{ 1 pu = 1/100 of a kyol, which was a unit of crop volume used by the Chosen Dynasty to measure
land area, and was rekoned as the amount of grain two acres of the most fertile land or ten acres of the least fertile land would normally
produce in one year} and call it the permanently worked land of the household, as under the tax system of China’s

T’ang dynasty. No land would be taken away from those who own an excess, and no additional land grants would
be made to those who do not own enough. If someone wants to buy land for a price, he will be allowed to do so
even if he wants to buy large amounts of land, and those who have too much land and want to sell it will be allowed to sell, except for their small portion of permanent land. Those who have too much but do not wish to sell
any of it will not be forced to do so. Those who do not have enough but are not willing to purchase more will not
be cajoled into buying more.
It is only when any sales or purchases of permanently worked land are made and the buyer or seller is discovered that the buyer will be punished under the law prohibiting the seizure of another person’s permanently worked
land, and the seller will also be punished for covering up the sale. The purchaser has to return the land without
getting back the price he paid for it. In addition, the rightful owner of the land will be required to submit his own
report to the magistrate to gain exemption from punishment and recover his land from the purchaser.
In general, any sale of land would have to be reported to the magistrate before it could take place. The magis trate will also inspect the land register before issuing a certificate to the seller. He will not agree to hear a suit over
a purchase of land without an official seal on the relevant documents showing that the purchase had been approved. Thus, even though it might not be possible to achieve quick results from my system, you can be sure that
over the long term it can definitely be relied on to produce a permanent change for the better.
*
Why should that be so?
Let me tell you about a situation I saw in a certain village where several households went bankrupt some years
ago, and this year several more went bankrupt.
The bankrupt parties went from originally owning a large amount of land to owning only a small amount of
land, and then from owning a small amount of land to having no land at all. Once your land is gone, how could
you avoid going bankrupt? Even though a system of limiting the property holdings of the people could not take
land away from one family and give it to another, how could it help but be a somewhat better method of improv ing the condition of the poor if you could use some of that surplus land of some families to allow the poor to work
and cultivate it as a permanent guarantee for their livelihoods?
In general, it has to be the poor who will sell their land. At the present time those corrupt officials and promi nent merchants who have obtained huge amounts of wealth gobble up the land of the masses of poor people
overnight and enjoy the pleasures of the rich while the bankrupt ones you see before your eyes are not only numerous but have also suffered grave injury.
If you see to it that the poor people will not sell their land, then there will be few people purchasing land, and
the accumulation of large estates will be reduced. Some of the poor people might well have the intelligence and
labor power needed to enable them to acquire land, if only a few feet or inches of it. Once they have obtained
some land and do not sell it, it will be easy for them to accumulate riches. If some people accumulate too much
land, they will probably divide it up among their sons. The ignorant ones among them will go bankrupt, but in no
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more than a few generations you will be able to level out the grades of land tenure among the people, and if things
continue like this, it will be possible to attain a gradual achievement of an equal-field system.\fn{A system of land
management in which the governkment owns all the land and assigns it to individuals, the amount depending on
one’s ability to supply the labor to work it}
The poor will definitely be overjoyed with my program because they will be able to avoid the fear of the total
loss of their land that looms before them. The rich will also be happy with this reform because, if they have some
time to give it some thought, they will realize that even though they might face bankruptcy and financial ruin
sometime in the future, they will always be able to retain their permanent plot of land. If you carry out a system
like the one I offer, it will be easy to implement, and the results will be guaranteed.
Of course, I am only presenting my plan in grand outline. There might be some who suspect that the losses suffered when a natural disaster or crop failure occurs might force some families to sell their permanent land, and if
they sell all of it, what would they do then? But why aren’t those who raise such an objection thinking about the
fact that in the age when the State granted well-field plots to the people, the people were not able to buy and sell
land at all? This is something you may remind them of, but whether my system will confer advantages or losses
depends on the way it is carried out.
4
In general, production from the earth that benefits the people is called wealth. Of the forms of wealth, nothing
is more important than food and clothing. Next to those come utensils, medicine, and the like. Outside of those
things, there is nothing that is useful. …
Cash is something that is useless in itself but has been assigned value so that it can be useful in the utilization
of wealth. If you trace the arguments made over the generations about cash, all of them clearly say that if you
abolish the use of cash, you have to worry about the difficulties involved in using grain as a medium because its
weight can be increased illegally by wetting it down, or in using silk cloth because its weight or thread count can
be reduced illegally. Or, if you maintain cash in circulation, then it increases the attention people pay to profit and
induces peasants to shift from agriculture to commerce.
Both of these types of media of exchange are to be despised, but you cannot abandon both of them just because
you despise them.
In short, grain and cloth are things that cannot be lacking in the lives of the people, just like water and fire.
They are not things like cash that are abolished because they can be abolished. The only utility that cash has is its
capacity to move things from one place to another, but grain and cloth can also be trans ferred from one place to
another. …
*
It has now been almost forty years since cash began to circulate in Korea, and we can compare the benefits
received after its circulation with the damage suffered before its circulation.
With respect to the wealth produced by the people, I would say that the people have used it all up.
With respect to popular mores, I would say that the people have become crude.
With respect to national savings, I would say that they have been depleted.
It is easy to see what has been gained and what has been lost with the introduction of currency. The only thing
beneficial from it is that cash makes tax collection easier, and for that reason many people say it is beneficial. Yet,
if the people are being harmed by it, can you say that the State has been made more secure?
When an intelligent ruler regulates the wealth the people have produced, he must do so by teaching them
frugality. If they are not frugal, they will spend lavishly, and if lavish spending is not eliminated, there will be no
way for frugality to flourish. The best way to eliminate lavish spending is not for the head of the family to ban it
or for each household to give instructions to family members not to do it, but to establish laws that cause the
people to be frugal.
If one were to desire people to spend lavishly, the best way to achieve that would be to encourage the use of
cash. From that one should know that those who have no cash have no choice but to be frugal. If frugality
becomes a habit, then the granaries will overflow with rice. If it does not, then you will have to hitch your strings
of cash on your belt, take them to the marketplace, and spend until there is nothing left.
Nevertheless, I am barely able to explain all the ways that cash does injury to the farmer. In general, what does
damage to the farmer necessarily increases the profit to the merchant, but it is not only cash that does so.
Before cash circulated, the prices of goods were different in every place; thus profit was to be found in the
ability to transport goods from one place to another. Since it was not possible for one to calculate all the amount
of rice and cloth that was needed, the profit was to be found in the ability to observe market demand accurately.
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At the present time, however, there are fierce struggles conducted in places far and near over small intervals of
time, and women and children constantly talk about capturing even the most minute margins of profit. As a result,
there is no profit that remains hidden, and those of even the greatest knowledge and skill cannot succeed in
earning a living. The merchants suffer the ill effects of this.
Now, a sage is someone who does not want to make a profit, but if he does so by establishing shops it will
make the customs of the people crude. Therefore, if profit is to be found in the mountains and marshes, you would
want to extract all of it, but if it is to be found in the people, you would not want to exploit all the opportunities
for profit you can get from the people by using the tricks of business practice. If you want to extract all the profit
from natural resources, nothing would be better than to devote your efforts to agriculture. If you do not want to
carry out a thorough investigation of the profit to be found in people, then the best thing would be to repress the
secondary calling of commerce.
Cash is what guides people toward the secondary calling of commerce. That is why the benighted children of
the streets and alleys of the cities, while still wet behind the ears, will, as soon as they begin to move their hands
and legs, plot ways to make a profit while the noble and leisured young bachelors ensconced under the eaves of
their mansions are easily taken in because they know nothing about the rise and fall of prices in the marketplace.
For that reason, even the smallest square foot of land and the smallest pinch of space in the market are constantly
filled with the wrangling of those desirous of profit. The mores of the people consequently have been greatly
changed because of this.
Add to this the fact that the people are no longer secure in their traditional occupations, the steady production
of goods has frequently been interrupted, and the robbers and bandits have been prospering by the day while the
tax revenues of the State have been declining by the year. Who would not say that it was cash that has brought
things to such extremes? …,
*
What, then, can be done about it?
The only thing to do is to abolish the use of cash. But how can we do that? How can we stop people from using
cash? Actually, there is a way to do just that. At the present time the treasuries of the ministries and bureaus of the
central government and the magistracies of the local districts have accumulated cash savings piled as high as a
tomb. The rich households and powerful people rely exclusively on their cash savings to live.
In general, if a State has no wealth, it will disappear. If a family has no wealth, it will go bankrupt. If either
state or family is bankrupt, there will be no end to the harm. One cannot help but be concerned about this, so we
must proceed gradually without rushing things so that we will not have any cause for regrets in the future.
The court ought to issue orders to the country to expect that after a decade goes by it will ban the use of cash.
If the government were to ban the use of cash in paying taxes, then the value of cash would definitely drop, and as
it gradually gets cheaper, it would end up being worth the same as raw copper and tin. When the value of cash
drops to the price of raw copper and tin, there would then be no difficulty in banning it from circulation. Those
who have accumulated a large reserve of cash would be able to spend it gradually and thus avoid bankruptcy. The
State would also not have to worry about the depletion of its financial holdings.
If someone should say that you cannot abolish cash completely, I have another alternative to deal with that. At
the present time 50 chón makes one half of a yang. The weight of one half yang is, according to present scales,
approximately 1,000 p’un. We ought to set up a Directorate of Cash to put together the equivalent of 1,000 p’un to
make a one-half yang coin, melting down fifty coins in order to make one larger coin. If we then mint that large
coin with a face value equivalent to 6o small one chon coins, we should be able to capture a profit of ten small
coins in the process, which can be used to pay the salaries of the artisans who mint the coins. We should also
weigh the coins to make sure that there is no surplus left over from the minting process.
The government ministries should only accept these large coins for tax receipts and government disbursements. If the small coins that are in the possession of the common people are gradually converted completely to
the large cash, there will be no losses suffered by either the state or private parties. Then when all the coins used
are only large coins, it will become inconvenient to use them.
If the cash is inconvenient to use, people will stop their unrestrained search for profit. That is because profits
are found mainly in big transactions, not in small ones. If things are done this way, the common people will gain
benefits from it while popular mores are gradually transformed.
*
In the world today, everyone seeks what is profitable and convenient, but what I want is just the opposite—
something that is not worth telling to anyone who does not have a deep understanding of the right way to conduct
affairs.
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5
Yu Hyongwon\fn{1622-1673} said, “There is nothing better for the people to rely on for their livelihoods than
irrigation. Reservoirs like the Pyokkol dikes in Kimje, the Nul dikes in Kobu, and the Hwangdung dikes in the
Iksan-Chonju area were all built in previous generations thanks to the efforts of the entire country, but at the
present time all of them have been destroyed or abandoned. If we were to repair those three dike systems, then we
could eliminate the effects of drought in the area north of Rush Peak.”
I have never seen it myself, but I still know why it is beneficial. It is true that everywhere dikes, whether large
or small, lie abandoned and in disrepair. I cannot contain my despair over the fact that people nowadays are
reluctant to exert a little effort because they are unaware of the great advantages that would accrue.
There are three kinds of irrigation. The first is to dig dikes to create reservoirs to store water. The second is to
dig channels and draw the water in from rivers or streams, and the third is to build waterwheels to lift water out of
rivers and streams.
Yu Hyongwon did discuss the need for reservoirs, but the State knew nothing about things like digging sluices.
From time to time some people made an effort on their own to make crude water gates in the dikes, but 8o or 90
percent of the time they ran out of resources, and their efforts failed. As for waterwheels, they were beyond the
ken of ignorant peasants, so it was a certainty that any drought conditions would result in a natural disaster.
Now using wet fields to cultivate crops is not an old practice. The sluices and ditches of the well-field system
consisted of nothing more than a means to collect water that leaked through the dikes in order to prevent damage
from drought or flood, and rice was planted in dry fields. At the present time, if you have a small piece of land,
you can cultivate it either as a wet or dry field.
In general, if you have a field in which you can plant one mal of rice seed,\fn{1 mal = c.18 liters} you can
instead plant two mal of barley in the spring, one mal of beans in the summer, and buckwheat, perilla plants, and
other types of grain in between the rows. The yield from these plants will definitely be greater than what you will
get from planting rice, and you will only expend half the labor.
Nevertheless, since the value of the rice grown in wet fields is higher than that of the crops grown in dry fields,
it still earns more even though the yield is smaller. For that reason it is inevitable that the people will change their
dry fields to wet fields, since they can double their earnings from the higher prices.
In general, people have to eat twice every day, but they have no use for more than one cup of grain a day. That
is true whether they eat fine grain, such as rice, or coarse grain, such as barley. The destitute people and poor
households think it is great just to fill their bellies; they do not think that expensive rice is that important to them.
If you are talking about a single individual, that individual might think he would be better off eating expensive
rice rather than cheaper grains, but if you are talking about a whole country, any large shift away from dry fields
and other grains in favor of wet fields and rice, resulting in a reduction of the quantity of grain harvested in a
given region, would mean that the people would not be able to obtain food. And if they suffer a drought, it is
possible that wet fields will suffer more than dry ones, and the whole crop might be lost. This is the damage that
one can suffer in using wet fields.
We should allow irrigation only in swampy areas that cannot be used as dry fields. However, at the present
time, we are unable to do so. Any broad plains that can be irrigated with water drawn from nearby streams are
turned into wet fields. You cannot change such a practice instantaneously. So the court ought to instruct the
ministry in charge of irrigation to have the most important officials take charge of repairing the ditches and
cutting out channels.
Be unstinting in the use of labor in doing this and do not allow private households to monopolize the profits
accruing from those irrigation projects. Would not this really be a great aid to the people and a boost to State
finances?
There are some people who try to block the idea of such irrigation projects by saying that the force of the water
flowing through the sluices will be too fierce to stop. In the Yellow and Huai River valleys in China irrigation
ditches are found all over the area. Surely this could not be because the force of the water there is weak.
As for water-lifting techniques, many of them have been passed down from the past, but we have never benefited from
the use of devices like the Western “dragon tail” water lift.\fn{The Archimedean screw (see more below) is meant, was only introduced into
China in the 17th century} We have to understand that if we had such an apparatus available to us, we could benefit
from it as much as we can from ditches and sluices.\fn{ W notes: The invention of the water screw is credited to the Greek
polymath Archimedes of Syracuse in the 3rd century BC. A cuneiform inscription of the Assyrian king Sennacherib (704-681BC) has been
interpreted by Dalley to describe the casting of water screws in bronze some 350 years earlier. This is consistent with the classical author
Strabo who describes the Hanging Gardens [of Babylon] as watered by screws.}
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6
Fortune-tellers these days do not use the sihön calendar when they calculate lucky and unlucky days. They still
rely on the old Ta-t'ung (Taet'ong) calendar. That is based on the calendar Kuo Shou-ching created for Kublai
Khan of the Yuan dynasty. It is almost perfect, but astronomers consider it deficient in pre dicting waxing and
waning. The Ta-t'ung calendar was calculated by Yuan T'ung under the first Ming emperor [1368-1399], less than
a hundred years after the promulgation of Kuo Shuo-ching's shou-shih (susi) calendar. At the beginning of the
Ch'ing [16-1911], it became necessary for Adam Schall [1592-1666] to revise the calendar again.
However, this new shih-hsien calendar does not plot celestial movements into astrological minutes and degrees. It
only takes into account what people can see. This is a calendar for people, not a calendar of heaven. What can it
tell us about the roles the sun and the moon play in determining fate? That is why fortune-tellers all prefer the Tat'ung calendar.
But how can that Ta-t'ung calendar be free of errors? All calendars have had to be reformed after a while. Fortunetellers do not understand this despite the promulgation of the shih-hsien calendar. They simply continue to follow
the old ways of the Ta-t'ung calendar, dividing up each year into twenty-four equal seasonal divisions and calcu lating fate on that basis. What are they going to do when the sun and moon are not where their calendar tells them
they are supposed to be? Then their aqstrological predictions will be totally unreliable. No matter how hard they
try, their calculations will never come out right.
7
Tzu Ssu\fn{491-431 BC} said of the earth,
“It contains the rivers and the seas, without their leaking away.”
So the seas do not hold up the earth; rather, it is the earth that holds the seas. Beneath every ocean lies an ocean
bottom. That bottom is the earth. That is why Tzu Ssu says that the earth contains the rivers and the seas and does
not let them leak away.
Though Tzu Ssu had already satisfactorily explained this, later generations grew ignorant of the actual relationship between the seas and the land. Even when Westerners recently provided detailed confirmation of this simple
fact, there were still those who, in their stupidity, cried out in alarm that it cannot really be so.
The earth sits in the center of a spherical heaven and moves neither up nor down, while heaven moves leftward
in one complete revolution each day. Heaven being as large as it is, the force that keeps it moving continuously at
a fast enough rate of speed to make a complete turn every twenty-four hours is also strong enough to keep all
within heaven riveted in place in the center.
You can prove this by placing an object in a bowl that you can put on a device that turns it around and around.
You will find that, without fail, that object will gravitate to the exact center of the rotating bowl. In the same way,
the earth neither falls or rises but remains in one spot.
Wherever you go on this earth, the ground is below you and the sky above. If something drops from the sky on
the other side of the earth, it will still fall to the ground.
The oceans hug the earth like a belt or robe we wrap tightly around our body. That is the reason the scholars
from the West are able to sail far off into the West and end up back here in the East.
During the voyages, the Westerners have scanned the skies above them and have seen that the zenith varies
from place to place, showing them that, like the sky, the seas on the other side of the globe also rest above rather
than below the ground. Moreover, the North Star rises only 18° above the horizon in Hainan Island, but if you go
250 ri to the north, it rises 19° above the horizon. In K’aip’ing\fn{Present day Inner Mongolia} the North Star rises 42°
above the horizon. From Hainan you can see stars in the southern sky that are never seen in K’aip’ing, just as
there are stars in the northern sky visible from K’ai-p’ing never seen from Hainan. Which stars you can see de pends on where you are on the earth’s surface.
Think of the topography of China. The land rises in the north and falls in the south so that there is quite a dif ference in elevation; yet the Yellow Sea has not emptied itself into the southern waters nor have the seas in the
south risen from any great flood of waters from the north. This proves that everywhere on the earth “up” means
“toward the sky.”
According to Aleni’s World Geography, the Atlantic Ocean is so large that it appears endless. There was a time
when Westerners, too, did not realize that there were lands beyond the ocean. Then, a little more than a century
before Aleni’s time, a man named Columbus\fn{ 1451-1506} found land to the east. After him, another man, called
Magellan,\fn{Fl. 1505-1521} sailed from those lands Columbus had found all the way to China and then went
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completely around the world.
This circumnavigation of the earth clarifies the exact meaning of Tzu Ssu's words, so we cannot say that no
benefit has resulted from the Western scholars’ desire to circle the globe.
*
I once was asked if the Westerners’ map of the world could be trusted.
I answered that it can be substantiated. For instance, Japan basically is an extension out into the sea of the land
of the northern barbarians. It is joined to the mainland in the Ainu region in the northwest. Although the Chinese
think Japan is in the northeast, it is actually way beyond Korea. All the Chinese know about Japan is that island
barbarians live there. They have never had any specific information on it.
On the Western maps, China, Japan, and Korea are all in the Orient. If these missionaries had not seen this with
their own eyes as they sailed the seas, how could they have learned of it? From this, we can infer that what the
Western scholars place on their maps is not totally without foundation, though there may be things we have not
personally experienced ourselves.
The West divides the sky into 360 degrees and makes 250 ri on earth correspond to 10 in the heavens; Therefore the circumference of the earth is 90,000 ri.\fn{24,901.55 miles at the Equator } From the Canary Islands off the
east coast of Europe to Alaska east of China is 180°, so truly 45,000 ri is half the circumference of the globe.
Since China and the Canary Islands are on opposite sides of the globe, it really does not matter whether you travel
eastward or westward; the distance between the two is about the same either way. Yet we say Europe is in the
West and China is in the center. Why is that?
*
According to Aleni, Asia is the largest continent, the birthplace of humanity, and the place where the first sages
and saints appeared. China sits right in the middle of Asia, in just the type of spot a geomancer would select as a
propitious location. Everything halfway around the world to the west of China is called the West, just as everything halfway around the world to the east of China is called the East. The ocean that meets the “Great Western
Ocean” is the “Great Eastern Ocean”.
How do we know that China is truly the center? Confucius says in the The Classic of Changes,
“Heaven and earth determine the scene and the changes take place in the middle.” The Classic of Changes was
not written to apply only to China. China is 6,000 ri wide in all directions, and its rivers all run toward the east.
This is what the Classic of Changes is referring to when it talks of heaven and earth moving away from each
other. In the rest of the world, also, though rivers all follow separate paths, we find the same phenomena of water
flowing east. From this we can see that China truly is the center.
This being the case, if we compare the scholars of China with those of other lands, we certainly should find the
Chinese to be far superior. Yet these days the scholars from the West surpass them in determination and ability.
That foreigners should be so impressive—is that not embarrassing!
According to this world map, from China’s Western borders to the easternmost point in Europe is only a little
more than 6o°, about 15,000 ri. When the Westerners say they braved 80,000 ri of wind and waves, they mean
that it takes them one year from the time they leave their respective homes until they reach China. First they assemble over in the West and then head north until they cross the Tropic of Cancer. Turning south, they continue on
to the Tropic of Capricorn. When they see the Celestial Souh Pole rise aver 30º above the horizon, they again turn
around, and this time they head east.
That is how the reach China from such a great distance away. It is all quite amazing, so they have prepared this
record of their ravels.
1718
15.113 & 287.135 1. Excerpt from A Record Of Sorrowful Days 2. A Letter To My Nephew\fn{by Princess
Hyegyong (1735-1815)} Seoul, South Korea (F) 5
1
… That year\fn{1743} an edict was issued, requiring families with eligible daughters to register them for
selection.\fn{As consort for the future 12edaled12 of the Yi throne.} Someone said, “There will be no harm done if you
don’t register your daughter. A poor family like yours should be spared the burden of preparing the clothing
required for the process.”
“No,” replied Father. “We have been salaried officials for generations. I receive a stipend from the court, and
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my child is the granddaughter of the Minister of Rites. I dare not deceive the court.”
Father then registered me.
At the time, we were so poor there was no way for us to have a new wardrobe made. My skirt was sewn from
fabric that had been stored away for the marriage of my deceased elder sister, and old material was used for
linings. Even so, we had to borrow money. The image of Mother making every effort to complete the preparations
still haunts me.
The first of the three sittings was held on the twenty-eighth day of the ninth month.\fn{ November 13.} In spite of
my inferior gifts, King Yongjo was extravagant with praise and the queen gazed steadily on me. The mother of the
prince, Royal Consort Yi, beaming with happiness, summoned me before the ceremony and was very affectionate.
When court women scrambled for seats, I was so embarrassed I could hardly think.
When it was time to bestow royal gifts, Royal Consort Yi and her daughter, Princess Hwap’yong, noted my
deportment and tried to correct my clumsiness, and I followed their instructions. I then left the palace for home
and slept that night in Mother’s arms.
Early the next morning Father came in and spoke anxiously to Mother.
“What shall we do? Everyone seems sure our daughter will be the one favored.”
“We shouldn’t have registered her,” Mother whispered. “The daughter of a poor, unknown scholar.”
In my sleep I overheard their worried words and woke up crying. Recalling the kindness I had enjoyed at the
palace, I was perplexed. Mother and Father tried to comfort me.
“Do you think she understands?” they asked each other.
I was deeply troubled in the period following the first sitting. Was it because I knew I would suffer many ups
and downs at court? On the one hand I felt strange, but on the other this sensation seemed truly to forebode what
was to come.
Word of my rating after the first sitting brought a large number of clansmen to our home. Servants we had not
seen for years returned as well. This taught me much about our private and social life.
The second sitting was held on the twenty-eighth day of the tenth month\fn{ December 13.} I was terribly
frightened. Mother and Father too were worried; they hoped that by sheer chance I would not be selected. When I
entered the palace grounds, however, I sensed that the choice had already been made; my temporary quarters had
been refurbished, and I was treated with a new deference and respect. I lost my composure as I ascended to the
royal presence. The king did not treat me as he did the other girls, but instead made his way past the beaded
screen and began stroking me affectionately.
“We’ve gained a beautiful daughter-in-law. We remember your grandfather well. When we had your father in
audience, we were pleased because we knew we had gained a capable man. You are indeed his daughter!”
His Majesty was most pleased. The Queen and Royal Consort Yi were also pleased beyond words and
showered me with affection. The princesses gathered around me, holding my hands, and they did not want to let
me go. I remained a long while in a building called Kyongch’un Hall, and there a luncheon was served tome. A
lady-in-waiting tried to remove my green jacket. I did not want to take it off, but she coaxed and cajoled me until I
relented. After she took my jacket off she measured my various parts. I was so startled I fought back tears of
humiliation until at last I mounted the palanquin to leave the palace; then I cried. The palanquin was carried by
palace servants. In the street the rows of black-robed women servants charged with delivering royal messages
were an eerie sight.
When we arrived home, I was carried through the gate reserved for male visitors. Father raised the screen
covering the palanquin and lifted me out. He had on his ceremonial robe and seemed uneasy treating me with
deference. I clung to my parents and could not hold back the tears. Mother too was attired in her ceremonial
robes, and the table was decked with a scarlet cover. Mother appeared somewhat awe-stricken as she kowtowed
four times before accepting the missive from the Queen, and twice before accepting one from Lady Yi.
From that day on my parents began to use honorific expressions with me, and the elders of the clan treated me
with respect—all this made me feel uncomfortable and indescribably sad. Greatly apprehensive, Father gave me
thousands of words of advice. I felt like a sinner who has no place of refuge. I did not want to leave Father and
Mother. My heart felt as though it would melt away—nothing seemed to interest me.
Close relatives and distant clansmen wanted to see me before I entered the palace. Not a single relative failed
to visit us. Distant ones were entertained in the courtyard. The important ones included my great-great-uncle from
Yangju. One great-uncle remarked, “The palace is very strict. Once you enter its confines, we may not have the
chance to meet again. Always respect your superiors and act with prudence. The letter kam in my name means
‘mirror,’ and po means ‘help.’ Keep this in mind after you have entered the palace.” I seldom saw my great-uncle,
so for some reason his words made me sad.
The third sitting was scheduled for the thirteenth day of the eleventh month.\fn{ December 28.} With the passing
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of each day my grief grew more unbearable and I slept each night in Mother’s arms. Father’s sisters and his sisterin-law tried to comfort me; they stroked me tenderly and were unwilling to take their leave. Father and Mother
caressed me night and day, losing several nights’ sleep. Even today my heart chokes when I think of those final
days.
Two court ladies appeared at our home the day after the second sitting. One of them was Lady-in-waiting
Ch’oe, governess to the prince, and the other was Kim Hyo-dok, an overseer of the attendants. Unlike the others,
Lady-in-waiting Ch’oe had a stern and imposing mien. Her family had served in the palace for generations, so she
was conversant with the intricate court protocol and never made a blunder. Mother was cordial and made the two
ladies feel welcome. They measured me for clothing and left. Lady-in-waiting Ch’oe returned before the third
sitting, accompanied this time by Mun Tae-bok, another overseer. They presented me a gift of clothing from the
queen—a formal dress jacket of green brocade, another of pine-pollen yellow with grape designs, and a third of
lavender silk, along with a crimson satin skirt and a summer jacket of fine cambric.
I had never before owned such fine dresses and had never coveted the clothing of others. There was a girl my
own age among our close relatives. Her family was wealthy and provided her with every possible item of clothing
and toilette, but I never envied her. One day she came to visit wearing a gorgeous deep-red lined skirt with
elaborate seams. Mother watched for a while, then asked me, “Would you like to have a dress like that?”
“If I owned one, I would surely wear it,” I answered, “but I don’t want one if we have to have it made.”
“You may be the daughter of an impoverished family,” Mother said. “But when you marry, I’ll make you a
beautiful dress like that one as a remembrance of the maturity you displayed today.”
Before the third sitting, when it became evident that I was fated to marry the prince, Mother came to me in
tears.
“We couldn’t afford to give you beautiful dresses, but I never forgot my promise to you. Though you will soon
be entering the palace, where common costume is not allowed, I dearly wish to fulfill that promise to you.” She
made the skirt before the third sitting came, and grieved. When I wore it, I dissolved in tears.
I felt that it would be appropriate to bid farewell to the ancestors of my clan and to Mother’s family, and I
made my desire known. My wish was conveyed through the sister-in-law of Pak Myong-won, who was married to
Princess Hwap’yong, to the mother of the princess, Royal Consort Yi. His Majesty was soon informed of my wish
and commanded me to go.
Mother and I rode in the same palanquin and proceeded to the head house of the Hong clan, the house of a
cousin of my father\fn{Hong Sang-han.} Because he and his wife had no daughter, they had often invited me to
come and stay with them. Their love for me was known to His Majesty, who ordered Hong Sang-han to help with
the preparations for my marriage. After I was selected, he came and stayed with us. When Mother and I arrived at
his home, his wife was delighted to see me. I was led up to the ancestral shrine to perform obeisances. Though it
was customary for younger generations to perform the kowtows in the courtyard, I worshiped the spirits in the
main hall of the house. I was stunned by the perquisites of my new status.
We then went to the home of Mother’s family, where we were received by the wife of Mother’s brother. She
was pleased to see us and reluctant to let us go. On previous visits, my cousins took joy in giving me great hugs
and in carrying me around on their backs. This time, however, they took pains to maintain a decorous distance and
treated me with deference, which made me feel sad. I was particularly fond of one of my cousins, who later
married into the Shin clan, and I was very sorry to take leave of her. On our way back home we stopped to pay
our respects to Mother’s two older sisters.
The days flew. Soon it was the twelfth day of the eleventh month.
That night Father’s sisters led me outside.
“Take a good look at your home, for it will be the last time,” they urged me, as they led me by the hand into
the bright moonlight. The chilly wind blew over the snow, and tears coursed down my cheeks. I lay awake the
whole night.
The command summoning me came by messenger early the next morning, and I donned the formal dress
provided by the queen. The wives of clansmen came to bid final farewells, and close relatives gathered to
accompany me to the detached palace. We all went up to the ancestral shrine and performed a special service to
inform the spirits of the great honor being bestowed on the family. Father struggled to hold back his tears as he
intoned the prayer.
Parting was more than we could bear. I cannot find words adequate to describe the sorrowful scene.
I entered the palace compound, resting first at the Kyongch’un Hall before continuing on to the T’ongmyong
Hall, where I was received in audience by the Three Majesties—the king, the queen, and Queen Dowager Inwon.
It was the first time the queen dowager had seen me.
“This girl is beautiful and looks very kind,” she said. “She is a blessing to the kingdom.”
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His Majesty patted me affectionately. “Our daughter-in-law is bright. We made a good choice.”
I cannot express in words the delight of the queen and the sincere affection of the Royal Consort Yi. Though of
childish mind, I was grateful for the royal favor.
I freshened my makeup and changed into the ceremonial dress. After I had eaten, it was growing late; I
performed the four kowtows to the Three Majesties and then left for the detached palace. His Majesty appeared in
person at the place where I mounted my palanquin; he looked at me and took my hand.
“We want you to be happy. We’ll send you a copy of the Lesser Learning. Study it with your father and be
happy until you return again to us.”
He favored me with his tender love.
Dusk settled and the lanterns were lit as I left the palace. Being surrounded by palace ladies, I was unable to
sleep; I wanted Mother at my side. I was unhappy without her and could easily imagine how sadness must weigh
heavily upon her heart. Lady-in-waiting Ch’oe, however, was strict and bereft of human feelings. She explained,
“The laws of the kingdom do not allow you to stay on, My Lady,” and with that, had sent Mother away, so that I
was unable to get any sleep. There was no human being as inconsiderate as she!
The following day His Majesty sent me a copy of the Lesser Learning. I studied it every day with Father. The
head of our clan was with us, as were Father’s brothers, Hong In-han and Hong Chun-han, the latter a mere boy at
the time. My oldest brother was also with us. The king sent a reader too, for me to peruse in my spare moments,
one which His Majesty had written for Princess Hyosun when she married the former heir apparent.
My quarters were well appointed with furniture, curtains, folding screens, and toilette articles. Among these
was a large Japanese pendant shaped like an eggplant. It was a gift from Royal Consort Yi and had once belonged
to Princess Chongmyong—daughter of King Sonjo—who had married my great-great-grandfather. She had
presented the pendant to her granddaughter, who had married into the Cho clan. Either the family sold it, or it had
fallen into the hands of the family of a lady-in-waiting who attended the royal consort. Now I, a descendant of the
princess, was again in possession of a family heirloom that had once belonged to her. Surely this was more than
mere chance.
My grandfather was a lover of art and had owned an embroidered screen in four panels. After he passed
away\fn{1740.} one of his servants sold the screen. Later, Royal Consort Yi purchased it from a relative of one of
her attendants, had it remounted, and gave it to me to put up in my bedroom. When my aunt visited me she
recognized the screen at once.
“This is most strange,” she said. “An object owned by your grandfather has found its way into the palace and
now stands in his granddaughter’s bedroom!”
Another gift from the royal consort was her own eight-panel dragon screen. Father was astonished when he
saw it.
“The dragon on this screen is just like one that appeared in a dream I had the night before you were born.”
The dragon’s black scales were highlighted with gold thread so that the gold and black intermingled. Father
mused, “This dragon is not completely black, but otherwise it’s exactly like the dragon of my dream.” Everyone
marveled at the return of grandfather’s screen and the similarity of the embroidered dragon to the one in Father’s
dream.
I stayed over fifty days in the detached palace. During that time I was often favored by visits from the lady-inwaiting sent by the Three Majesties to inquire after my welfare. On each occasion, at the wishes of the Three
Majesties, my family was invited to visit me, and they were treated with hospitality. A visit by a lady-in-waiting
was followed by the appearance of officials from the Ministry of Rites, who brought a table and wine cups …
On the ninth day of the first month\fn{ February 21, 1744.} I was invested as crown princess; the state marriage
was scheduled for the eleventh. My separation from Father and Mother was nearing. I could no longer control my
feelings and cried the whole day long. Father and Mother were sad and worried but managed to hold their composure.
“When the daughter of a subject marries into the royal house,” Father warned, “her family wins royal favor
and her house flourishes. But when the family flourishes, disaster is sure to follow. Our house has enjoyed great
favor for generations because my ancestor married a princess. Having enjoyed royal favor, I cannot shrink from
boiling water or scorching fire. Still, for a lowly scholar to become overnight the father-in-law of the heir apparent
—this is not a portent of happiness but the beginning of disaster. From this day on I will live in fear and anxiety,
not knowing when I will die.”
Father instructed me in even the smallest aspects of my daily conduct.
“Respectfully serve the Three Majesties and discharge your filial duties. Be helpful to the heir apparent with
right actions and always be cautious in your speech. Add luster to the good fortune of your family and your
kingdom.” Though Father’s exhortations on the last day ran to thousands of words, I listened with respect. But I
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could not keep back my tears. Even the trees and stones must have been touched by my grief!
After the marriage ceremony, Father and Mother continued their admonitions, which I heeded with respect.
Father wore the deep-red official robes and cap of one who has passed the civil service examination. Mother wore
her large ceremonial wig and the dress with the lime top and violet collar. All our kinsmen came to bid me
farewell, and the palace was surging with guests. Every movement of Father and Mother conformed to the rules of
propriety, and their deportment was grave and correct. Everyone said, “The kingdom has gained exemplary inlaws.” …
2
On your father’s death in Chongyu.\fn{1777} yhou entered mourning. Before you completed your mourning
for him, my father died in Musul.\fn{1778} The role of chief mourner fell upon you, the oldest grandson. Thus
you were under a double mourning obligation. What a sad time it was for you!
Since your birth, I have had a special affection for you as the oldest nephew. With the deaths of two older
generations, the heavy responsibility of guiding and managing the family now lies squarely upon you. I do not
have to elaborate upon the expectations and fondness I have for you.
You have asked me to write something for you. I found it difficult to describe my life. But I wrote this to let
you and my other nephews know of my experiences and to instruct you.
Our family has enjoyed power and fame for generations. Father reached the highest of official posts. My two
uncles and my three brothers, one after another, entered officialdom. The power and prestige that our family
enjoyed for a time were truly immense. We did feel a certain trepidation, but, as affinal relatives, we did not think
it possible to separate ourselves from the throne.
Yet because we did not reckon upon the jealousy of the world, our family fortunes suffered a reverse. The root
of the calamity was that we were infected by power and wealth. What a fearful thing the holding of office is! At
the time, though, it seemed all so natural to serve in office. My father did so because he felt absolutely obliged to.
Then my older brother passed the examinations, and my two younger brothers followed in his footsteps by
passing both the preliminary and final examinations.
When my second brother passed the examination, I began to feel a certain apprehension, thinking that it was
getting a little out of hand. By the time my third brother celebrated passing the examination in the kich’uk
year,\fn{1769} despite the natural joy I felt for his success, I grew deeply fearful of this truly immoderate power
that the family was enjoying.
I did not rejoice over it. Before long, our family suffered ruin. How can one not attribute this to excessive
prosperity?
Now none of my nephews holds even the low degree granted to successful candidates in the preliminary
examinations. Living in obscurity, you are not usefully employed. While this occasionally brings pangs of regret, I
most emphatically do not wish members of our family ever to hold high office again.
My sincere wish is that father's loyalty be recognized, that future generations of the family be preserved, and
that each member enjoy a peaceful life as a loyal subject. Serve the ruler with utmost devotion. By choosing to
live in discreet obscurity, you shunned examinations and high office.
Nonetheless, retain good affinal relations upon whom the royal house can rely. Do not damage the virtuous
reputation of your ancestors and do not behave arrogantly. Be conscientious and honest in the execution of your
duties of office. Attend the ancestral sacrifices with care; serve your widowed mother with filial affection.
Be harmonious and friendly with members of the lineage. Respect your third and fourth granduncles as you
would your grandfather; serve your uncles as if they were your own father.
Be generous and compassionate to your paternal aunt as if she were your mother, and guide and love your
many younger cousins as though they were your own siblings.
From the closest members of the family to the most distant relatives, attend to their needs with utmost care and
consideration. Manage family affairs in such a way that relatives will praise the generosity of the main house.
This is how to follow the wishes of your ancestors and to be a good descendant.
You are not young or immature, and so you must know all this. However, out of my concern for the family, I
have written down what I have said and ask you not to be negligent.
Now that your child is growing up, instruct him to be harmonious with the family. Caution your wife and
children to attend the ancestral sacrifices with care and to choose the cleanest and the best sacrificial offerings.
Maintain a clear distinction between your wife and your concubines so that order will prevail amidst harmony.
The roles and the duties of each must be made clear so that there will be no confusion in family customs and
tradition.
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Continue the good work of my parents and my older brother and restore our fallen family. I pray that the king
will enjoy a long healthy life, that sage sons and godly grandsons will inherit the mantle, and that the dynastic
house will continue for millions and billions of years.
I also pray that my descendants, and those of my son, may flourish for generation upon generation and that the
family and the nation might enjoy peace.
15.107 & 34.55 1. The Story Of Master Hŏ 2. The Tale Of Huh-Saeng: Two Short Stories\fn{by Pak Chi-won (or
Park Ji-won) (1737-1805)} Seoul, South Korea (M) 5
1
Master Ho lived in Mukchok village. Those who went straight up the valley beside Mount South came to a
well in the shadow of an old gingko tree. The twig gate to Ho’s house, which faced the gingko tree, was always
open, and his small thatched cottage was exposed to the wind and rain. But Ho loved to read books. His wife eked
out a living by taking in sewing.
One day, no longer able to endure her gnawing hunger, Ho’s wife began to weep out her dissatisfactions.
“You’ve never taken the civil service examination. What’s the use of reading?”
Ho laughed and answered, “I haven’t finished my study yet.”
“Couldn’t you then become a craftsman?”
“How could I? I’ve never learned any kind of skill.”
“Well, then, what about becoming a merchant?”
“How can I become a merchant when I have no capital?”
Her patience spent, Ho’s wife shouted angrily, “How can I? How can I? Is that all you’ve learned from the
books you’ve been reading day and night? You cannot be a craftsman, nor can you be a merchant. How about
becoming a thief?’
At this, Ho closed his book and stood up.
“What a pity! It was my plan to study for ten years; I have studied only seven years now.”
*
Ho then went out of the house. But he knew no one else in town. He walked up and down Unjong Street, then
finally asked in the market for the name of the richest man in town.
He was told that this would be a certain Pyon. Ho went to Pyon’s house. When he was presented to Pyon he
bowed low and said, “I am poor and have no money to start a business, but I would like to try out an idea that I
have, if you would lend me ten thousand yang\fn{An ancient Korean monetary unit = 1 tael.} in cash.”
“Fine,” said Pyon and gave Ho the cash at once. Ho took the money and left without a word of thanks. To all
Pyon’s sons and guests gathered around, Ho appeared to be a beggar. His belt was threadbare, the heels of his
leather shoes were completely worn down, his hat was battered, his coat was dirty, and his nose was even running.
“Do you know that man?” Pyon’s friends asked, astonished to see him giving money to such a sort.
“No.”
“You have given away ten thousand to a complete stranger without even asking his name. What are you going
to do?”
Pyon answered, “You wouldn’t have understood. A man who is trying to get a loan usually speaks at great
length. He says that he will not fail to keep his word, that there will be no cause for worry on his account, and so
on. He usually looks shamefaced and tends to repeat himself. But this man we have just met: his clothes and shoes
may have been tattered, but he spoke to the point with no trace of shame. He is a man who is not interested in
material wealth; he is content with his life. Therefore, what he has in mind in the way of a business deal must be
something big, and I am curious to see what he does. If I hadn’t given him the money I might have asked his
name. But what’s the use of asking his name when I have already given him the cash?”
Having so easily obtained the money, Ho thought to himself, “Ansong is at the border of Kyonggi and
Ch’ungch’ong provinces, and all the roads to the three southern provinces meet there.”
Not even stopping at his house he went straight to Ansong and secured a place to stay. The next day he went to
the market and began to buy all the fruit he could find—jujubes, chestnuts, persimmons, pears, pomegranates,
oranges, tangerines and pomelo. He paid double to buy them all up; thus establishing a monopoly in fruit.
Before long no feasts could be held or sacrifices offered. Now, the fruit merchants came running to Ho to buy
back what they had sold him at ten times the price he had paid. Ho sighed and said to himself:
“What a pity that a mere ten thousand in cash can jeopardize the country’s economy! By this we may easily
gauge the shallowness of the country.”
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When he sold all the fruit, he bought knives, hoes, cotton, hemp, and silk. Then he crossed over to Cheju
Island, where he bought all the horse tails he could find.
“Within a few years no one in the country will be able to cover his head,” he said.
Before long, as expected, the price of horsehair hats rose to ten times the usual price.
One day, Ho asked an old sailor:
“Do you know of any uninhabited island where men could live without hardship?”
“Yes, sir. Once, long ago, I was caught in a storm for three days and three nights. Finally I landed on an island.
I believe it was somewhere between Samun and Nagasaki. There were flowers and trees everywhere, and fruit and
cucumbers were ripening with no one to look after them. Deer strolled in herds, and the fish in the sea were
unafraid of men.”
Ho was greatly pleased.
“If you will take me there, I will share all my wealth with you.”
The sailor agreed. On a day with favorable winds they sailed due southeast and reached the island. Ho climbed
a peak and gazed all about but he seemed dissatisfied:
“The island is not even one thousand ri\fn{\fn{A note reads: Chinese li, a measure of distance, about one-third of a mile .}
wide. What can be done with it? But since the soil is fertile and the water is sweet, here I could live a life of
seclusion like a wealthy man.”
“Whom do you live with on a deserted island like this, with not a soul to be seen?” the sailor asked.
“People will follow a virtuous man. I worry about my lack of virtue, not about the lack of people.”
At the time the area around Pyonsan was being plundered by thousands of bandits. The provincial government
mobilized troops but could not root them out. As defenses became stronger, however, it became increasingly
difficult for the bandits to plunder the towns, and they were finally driven back, without provisions, to their
remote fastness. Only starvation awaited them in the end.
Hearing this, Ho went alone to the bandits’ hideout and began to speak persuasively to the leader.
“If you stole one thousand in cash and divided the take among the thousand of you, how much would each of
you receive?”
“One yang, of course.”
“Does any of you have a wife?”
“No.”
“Do you own fields?”
“Why would we rob and endure hardships if we had wives and fields?”
“If you really mean that, why don’t you marry, build a house, buy an ox, and till the land? If you do so, you
won’t be called a thief, you’ll enjoy a happy marriage and you’ll be able to go where you please without fear of
arrest. How nice that would be! You’ll have clothing and food for the rest of your life.”
“Who doesn’t want that? It’s just that we don’t have the money!”
Ho smiled and said, “Imagine bandits worrying about money! If all you need is money, I will provide it. If you
go to the seashore tomorrow, you will see boats flying red flags. They all will be loaded with money. Take as
much as you want.”
With that Ho made his departure. So fantastic had his words seemed to the thieves that they all laughed at him
and called him mad.
Still, they did go to the seashore on the following day. There they saw Ho waiting with three hundred thousand
in cash aboard his boats. Greatly amazed, they lined up and bowed to him.
“We will do whatever the general orders us to do.”
“Well then, try taking as much money as you can carryon your backs.”
The bandits crowded around the money bags but were unable to carry even one hundred yang.
“How could you, who cannot carry so much as one hundred yang, be robbers? Now that your names are listed
as thieves by the government, you cannot return to civilian life. You have no place to go. I have a good idea. Each
of you take one hundred yang and get a woman and an ox. I will wait here.”
The thieves agreed and dispersed in all directions. Ho waited with provisions sufficient for two thousand
people for one year. All the bandits returned on the appointed day. When all were aboard, the ships set sail for the
island. Since Ho had shipped out all of the bandits, life on the mainland became peaceful again.
The island’s new inhabitants began at once to cut down trees, build houses, and erect bamboo fences. The soil
was so rich that the crops flourished even when Ho’s men neglected them.
So abundant was the harvest that a surplus remained, even after three years’ worth of reserves had been laid
away. Therefore Ho’s men loaded the surplus onto the boats, sailed to Nagasaki and sold it there. Nagasaki, a
Japanese territory with 310,000 households, was at that time suffering from a great famine, so that Ho’s men were
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able to sell all that they had brought, and they returned home with one million in silver.
“Now I have seen my idea realized.”
So murmuring, Ho called all his two thousand together and said:
“When I came here with you, I planned to make you rich first, and then to invent a new writing system and
new styles of clothing and hats for you. But the land is small, and my virtue is slight, so I am now going to leave
this place. When you have children, teach them to hold their spoons in their right hand and to eat after their
elders.”
Then Ho had all the boats burnt:
“If no one goes out, no one will come.”
Also, he threw five hundred thousand in silver into the sea:
“Somebody will find it, when the tide is out. Not even on the mainland could one spend a million yang. Of
what use would it be in this small place?”
Finally, he called forth all those who could read and bade them board the boat:
“I’m plucking the roots of strife from the soil of this island,” he said.
Thereafter Ho went around the country, helping the poor. Yet there remained one hundred thousand in silver.
“I shall repay Pyan.”
*
Thus, Ho finally called on Pyan.
“Do you remember me?” he asked.
Pyan was surprised.
“Your complexion has not improved at all. You must have lost all of the ten thousand,” he replied.
Ha smiled and said, “it is people like you who improve their complexions with money. How could ten
thousand in cash nourish the Way?”
Then he paid back one hundred thousand in silver and said, “I did not finish my studies because one morning I
could no longer endure the hunger. Your ten thousand yang has brought me only feelings of shame.”
Pyan was so astounded that he jumped to his feet, bowed to Ho, and said that he only wanted one-tenth
interest.
“How can you treat me as a merchant?” Ho said.\fn{ The merchant was the fourth and most inferior of the four casts in
ancient Korea.} Shaking his sleeves he took his leave.
Pyan stealthily followed Ho, who went down the valley next to Mount South and entered a small cottage.
“Whose cottage is that?” Pyan asked an old woman washing clothes by the well.
“That is Ho’s place. He was poor, but he always liked to read. One morning, he left home and did not return for
five years. His wife lived alone and observed memorial services on the day of his departure.”
Thus Pyan finally came to know the man’s name. He sighed and turned back.
The next day, Pyan called on the cottage with all the silver he had received. Yet Ho would not accept it.
“If I wanted to be rich, would I have thrown away one million to take one hundred thousand in its stead?” he
asked. “Henceforth I shall rely on your supporting and looking after us. If you send enough grain for my family
and enough cloth to clothe us, I shall be content all my life. Why should I wish to trouble my mind with money?”
Pyon tried in a hundred ways to persuade Ho, but Ho remained adamant. Pyon brought food and clothing to
Ho ever after this, and always in good time. Ho was always glad to see Pyon but if he had brought too much, Ho
would immediately show displeasure, and say,
“Why do you wish to bring evil to my house?”
If Pyon brought wine, however, he was given an especially warm welcome, and the two friends would
exchange cups until they were drunk. Thus the friendship of the two grew deeper over the years.
One day, Pyon asked calmly, “How did you make a million in five years?”
“This will make sense to you,” Ho answered, “because our country has no trade with other countries, and also
because everything we use is produced and consumed in the same province. With a mere one thousand, you can’t
buy up everything in sight. If you divide that amount by ten you can buy enough of each of ten different items. If
the goods are light they will be easy to carry, and even if you lose in one out of the ten items, the remaining nine
are bound to make you a profit. This is how small merchants make money. But with ten thousand yang you can
buy just about all of one particular item produced in the country. You can buy the whole lot, whether you load it
on a can or on a boat. It’s the same with anything a country has a lot of. You just get the whole lot with one sweep
of your net. Say you choose something that’s produced on land and buy it all up, or else you choose a sea product
or something they use in medicine; not one merchant in the whole country will be able to turn up even a hint of
that item. However, this method is a plague to the people. If someday some official were to employ it, it would be
bound to injure the country.”
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Pyon asked, “By the way, how did you know I would lend you the ten thousand yang?”
Ho replied:
“You were not the only one who would have lent me the money. No businessman that had ten thousand could
have refused me. I might easily make ten thousand through my own ability, but one’s fate is up to Heaven, and
nobody knows for certain. Therefore, the man who trusts me is a lucky one. It must be because Heaven has
ordained it that a man who is rich already becomes even richer. If so, how could he not give me the money? Once
I had the ten thousand I was acting entirely under the aegis of that lucky man. And whatever I tried, I succeeded.
If I had gone into business with my own money, who could tell what the result might have been?”
“These days, officials wish to avenge the shame of Namhan Fortress, at the time of the Manchu invasion.\fn{ A
note reads: In Kwangju, where the Korean king fled at the second invasion of the Manchu army; after standing a siege of forty-five days, he
capitulated in 1638.} Now is the time for wise and able men to arise and serve the country. Why would a gifted man

like you wish to remain obscure all his life?” Pyon asked.
“Many have lived and died with their worth never recognized. Cho Song-gi,\fn{ A note reads: A scholar (1638-1689) who
devoted his life to reading and writing .} who was worthy to be sent as an envoy to an enemy land, died in coarse hemp
cloth. Yu Hyong-won,\fn{A note reads: An advocator of reform (1622-1673) in institutions, agriculture, and taxation .} who was
expert in military provisioning, idly whiled away his time at Pusan. That will give you some idea what sort of
people are in charge of state affairs. As for myself, I had some talent in business, and I could have bought the
heads of nine kings with the money I made. But I threw it all into the sea because I knew there was no way to use
that money.”
Pyon gave a long sigh and rose to depart.
*
Pyon had long been acquainted with Minister Yi Wan, who was then commander in the Metropolitan Military
Headquarters. The two friends were having a chat one day when the minister asked Pyon,
“Do you know of an able and gifted man among the commoners that I could work with on behalf of a great
cause?”
Pyon mentioned Ho.
Yi was greatly amazed and said, “How strange! Could there really be such a man? What is his given name?”
“I have known him for three years, but I have never learned his given name.”
“He must be a genius. Please take me to him.”
When night came Yi ordered his guards away and went on foot with Pyon to Ho’s house. Pyon left Yi outside
and went in alone to tell Ho the purpose of Yi’s visit. Ho ignored him, saying only, “Open that bottle of wine you
brought.”
So they drank happily. Pyon was concerned for Yi, whom he had left outside, and mentioned Yi’s business over
and over, but Ho would not listen.
It was not until the night was far advanced that Ho asked,
“Shall we see the visitor now?”
Ho did not budge from his seat when Yi entered. For a time Yi did not know what to do, but he finally
announced that the government had been looking for wise men.
Ho waved him to silence, saying,
“The night is short and your words are long. It would be tedious to hear you out. What position do you hold?”
“I am a commander.”
“Is that so? Then you must be a trusted officer of the state. If I were to recommend to you a recluse sage
comparable to Chu-ko Liang,\fn{A note reads: A great statesman (181-234) of the Shu Han who served its first ruler as chancellor.
As a hemp-robed commoner, Chu-ko used to farm the fields in Nan-yang .} could you ask the king to thrice call on his thatched
hut in person?”
Yi pondered briefly and then replied,
“It would be difficult. I’d like to hear more of what you have in mind.”
“I know nothing of second choices,” said Ho.
When Yi begged again and again, Ho spoke:
“As Choson\fn{A note reads: Land of Bright Morning, the designation used by Chinese historians to refer to Korea .} had been
indebted to Ming in the past, the descendants of Ming generals and soldiers came eastward to our country. They
are now living as vagabonds, homeless and unmarried.\fn{ The Ming dynasty (1368-1644) was the last native Chinese
dynasty; it was overthrown by the Manchu .} Could you ask the court to wed the daughters of the royal kinsmen to these
men, and confiscate the estates of the meritorious and powerful to provide them with new homes?”
After a long silence with his head bowed, Yi said,
“That, too, would be difficult.”
20

“This would be difficult, that would be difficult! Well, what can you do? I have one rather easy proposal. Do
you think you can do it?”
“I’d like to hear it.”
“If one intends to rise up in a great cause, one must make friends with gallant men under Heaven. If one plans
to attack another country, one cannot hope to succeed without using secret agents. Now, the Manchu, as the lords
of all under Heaven, suspect that they have not been able to win the hearts of the Chinese. They regard us Koreans
as their most trusted friends because we were the first to surrender. If we ask them to let our young men study in
their country and serve in their government, as under the T’ang and Yuan, and to allow our merchants to come and
go freely, they will be pleased with our gesture and will consent. Then we select the country’s youth, have them
cut their hair as the Manchu do, clothe them in Manchu dress, and send them to China.\fn{ A note reads: After
conquering China the Manchu required Chinese men to shave their heads and wear queues, and to adopt Manchu dress. However, they did
not subject the Koreans to the same regulation. Even if the Korean upper classes despise the Manchu as barbarians and dream of the
restoration of the Ming, Ho is saying. the Koreans must adopt Manchu customs if they are to achieve what they yearn for .} The learned

will take the examination for foreigners; the merchants will go deep into the region south of the Yangtze to gather
information and make friends with the most gallant men there. Only then will we be able to plan a great
undertaking to wipe away the country’s disgrace. Afterwards you can search for a member of the Chu house of the
Ming and make him emperor. If no heir of the Chu is left, you and the gallant men of China can select a person
qualified to be ruler. Then our country will be a teacher to China, or we’ll at least enjoy the prestige of being
China’s elder uncle.”
“With our scholar-officials adhering to the old ways as they are, who’d be willing to have his sons adopt
Manchu hairstyles or dress?” Yi said with a sigh.
At this Ho shouted wrathfully,
“Who are these so-called scholar-officials? How brazen it is to presume to call themselves so, when they were
born in the land of the barbarians Yi and Maek! The white coat and white trousers you always wear are fit only for
mourning, and you bind your hair and wear it on your head like a gimlet—just like the southern barbarians! How
can you pretend to know about good manners? General Fan Wu-chi\fn{ A note reads: The Ch’in general (d.227BC) who,
after offending his king, escaped to Yen. When Prince Tan of Yen wished to avenge the humiliation he had sufferred as a hostage in Ch’in,
Fan cut his own throat so that Ching K’o, the famous assassin, could carry his head to Ch’in in his attempt on the life of the tyrant .}
didn’t spare his own head to avenge a personal grudge, and King Wu-ling of Chao\fn{ A note reads: King Wu-ling (325299BC) ordered his people to adopt barbarian dress .} wasn’t ashamed to adopt barbarian dress in order to make his

country strong. You say you want to avenge the Ming, but you still want to keep that gimlet—shaped topknot on
your head. That’s not all. You’ll have to train yourself in horsemanship, swordsmanship, spear handling, archery,
and stone throwing, yet you wouldn’t part with those wide, flapping sleeves, and you speak only of good manners.
I made you three proposals, but there is not one that you will carry out. How can you be a trusted officer? Is this
all there is to a ‘trusted officer?’ Men like you should be beheaded!”
Ho looked right and left in search of a sword, as if he were ready to kill Yi then and there. Yi was so terrified
that he threw himself through the back window and ran home.
The next day, Yi called at Ho’s cottage again, but it was deserted.
Ho had disappeared.
2
There lived in a village called Mugjuk a man named Huh-Saeng. Right at the foot of Namsan Hill, past a well
was an old gingko tree; a bush-clover gate stood wide open facing the tree and beyond was a small thatch-roofed
cottage which but ill-kept out the wind and the rain. But Huh-Seng only immersed himself in his studies and he
and his wife barely managed to keep alive on what little his wife earned by doing some sewing.
One day his wife, unable to bear the hunger any longer, said to him:
“Since you will never even sit for the Civil Service Examination which will get you a position in the government, what is the use of your continuing your studies day and night?”
“Perhaps I have not yet attained a sufficient depth of learning,” Huh replied.
“Then what about becoming a craftsman?”
“Never having learnt the craftsman’s art, what is to be done?”
“Then you should at least try your hand at becoming a tradesman,” urged his wife.
“Not having any capital, what is to be done?” Huh replied again.
“It appears to me that all you have learnt from your precious studies is ‘What is to be done?’ If you can neither
become a craftsman nor a tradesman, then what about a thief?” retorted his wife now getting angry.
At this, Huh-Saeng reluctantly put away his books and got up.
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“Ah! The pity of it! I set out to devote ten years to study but have managed only seven.”
So saying, he left the house but found that he knew no one in town. He went straight to the marketplace and
asked the shopkeepers he met:
“Who is the richest man in town?”
Upon being told that a certain person by the name of Byun passed as such, Huh-Saeng immediately sought his
house. Meeting Byun, Huh-Saeng bowed deeply and said to him:
“There is something that I wish to put to trial. But since I am a poor man, I have come to borrow from you ten
thousand pieces of gold.”
“As you wish,” said Byun, promptly handing him the gold.
Huh-Saeng, without a word of thanks, took the gold and disappeared out of the house.
Now, to Byun’s children and guests in the house, Huh-Saeng looked no more than a beggar. His belt, though
girded around his waist, was frayed; his shoes, though made of leather, had the heels worn through; his top hat
was battered to bits and his tunic was black with grime. What was worse, from his nose ran a clear stream in an
unceasing flow.
After Huh-Saeng had left the house, Byun”s children, greatly astonished by their father’s action, asked him:
“Father, do you know that person well?”
“I have never met him.”
“Then how is it that you have just lent an immense sum of money to a stranger without even asking his name?”
they asked.
“It is not for you to know,” Byun replied. “Generally, when a man comes to beg something of someone, he
tries to make himself out to be a man of character and honor. But his face will betray his shamefulness and his
cowardice and he will say a word too many, constantly repeating what he has said. Now though his suit and shoes
were worn, the guest who just left was brief of words and his eyes showed pride, and there was nothing shameful
in his mien. For sure he is a man who has found some inner satisfaction far surpassing that of mere worldly goods.
What he wishes to try out will be of no petty matter and I too have something to test on him. Also, if I were to
give him the gold anyway, what is the point of asking his name?” said Byun; whereupon his children remained
silent.
After obtaining the gold from Byun, Huh-Saeng did not return home but thought to himself:
“The town of Ansung lies at the point of conjunction of the provinces of Chungchung and Kyunggi and is the
doorway to the three southern provinces. I will settle there.”
So deciding, he settled there and began buying up the entire stocks of jujubes, persimmons, chestnuts, pears,
potatoes, pomegranates, oranges, lemons and other fruits and vegetables from the market at double the normal
prices and stored them. Soon after Huh-Saeng had thus monopolized the fruit and vegetable market, no one in the
country could hold feasts or offer ancestral rites for lack of necessary fruits. So a little later Huh-Saeng was able
to sell his stocks to the same merchants who had first sold them to him at ten times the prices that he had paid. He
then exclaimed:
“Hah! Since it is possible to undermine the entire economy of the nation with mere ten thousand gold pieces, it
is not difficult to fathom the strengths and weaknesses of this nation.”
He then bought up in the same way all the knives, hoes, cotton, silk, wool and horsehair from Cheju Island—in
other words all the materials needed for making men's hats and headbands.
“In a few years, no one in the country will be able to dress their hair for lack of headbands,” he said.
As he predicted, not many years passed before the price of headbands rose tenfold.
Huh-Saeng then said to an old boatman he happened to meet:
“Have you by any chance seen a desert island in the sea?”
“That I have, sir,” the boatman replied. “Long time ago, I had been swept away by wind for three or four days
to a desert island. I think it lay somewhere between the isles of Samun and Changgi. On the island, flowers
bloomed and leaves grew luxuriant and all kinds of fruits and vegetables flourished by themselves, while herds of
deer played and fish were not afraid of men.”
Huh-Saeng was overjoyed.
“If you take me to this place, you will share with me wealth and happiness,” he said to the boatman.
The boatman, taking Huh-Saeng’s word for it, soon set sail and they sped south-eastward until they reached the
island. Climbing to a high spot, Huh-Saeng surveyed the land below and said in a disappointed voice:
“The island measures not even a hundred leagues wide. The soil, however, seems rich and the water sweet, so I
think I can at least play at being a rich old man here.”
But the boatman said to him:'
“The island is uninhabited and there is no one within sight. From whom will you buy this land?”
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“Where there is wisdom, there will also be men,” replied Huh. “It is the lack of my wisdom and not of inhabitants that worries me.”
At about this time in a town called Byunsan, the people were being harassed by a band of robbers said to be
some thousand strong. The provincial and county authorities had set soldiers after them but without success. The
robbers themselves, however, were suffering from want as they could not freely go about to steal and plunder.
Huh-Saeng leapt into the den of robbers and started reasoning with them.
“If you all together steal a thousand gold pieces, how many do you each get?” he asked them.
“We get only one gold piece each,” they answered.
“Have you wives?” Huh asked again.
“No.”
“Then have you any land?”
The robbers laughed at this. “If we had wives and land, would we have taken the trouble to become thieves?”
“If what you say is true,” Huh said to them, “then by getting yourselves wives and oxen and land, you can shed
the dishonorable name of thief. You will aJso then be able to enjoy conjugal happiness and freely go abroad
without fear of being arrested and so live happily ever after.”
“That is our wish too but we have no money,” they said.
Huh-Saeng laughed at this and said to them:
“You seem to be as badly off as ever even after all your thieving. I will supply you with all the money you
need. Go down to the sea tomorrow and you will see a ship flying a red flag. It will be full of gold. Take what you
will from it.”
Thus promising the robbers, Huh-Saeng left them.
The robbers, thinking him to be a madman, merely laughed at him. Yet the next day they went down to the sea
just out of curiosity. Waiting for them was Huh-Saeng and by him was a ship laden with three hundred thousand
gold pieces. Amazed, they knelt and bowed as one man to Huh and said to him:
“From now on, we will follow your orders only, reverent sir.”
“Take as much as you want,” Huh said to them.
Upon this, the robbers crowded together to gather as much as they could but found that they could barely carry
a hundred pieces each.
“Fine thieves you make when you can’t even manage to carry off a hundred gold pieces each!” Huh said. “Yet
even if you were to wish for respectability, there is nowhere for you to go as your names are on the wanted list. So
take one hundred pieces each, all of you, and bring back each a wife and an ox. I will wait for your return here.”
The thieves obeyed and dispersed.
Meanwhile, Huh-Saeng himself busied himself with procuring enough stock of grain to feed two thousand
people for a whole year. On the appointed day, all the robbers returned, not one of them failing to turn up. They all
got on boats with all their belongings and sailed to the island. The country was thus rid of these bandits and
enjoyed peace and tranquility thereafter.
On the island, the robbers cut down the trees and built houses and with bamboo sticks raised hedges. As the
soil was rich and fertile, everything thrived and flourished without needing any ploughing or weeding. Setting
aside enough grain for three years, they took what remained to the island of Changgi—a small island belonging to
Japan inhabited by some three hundred and ten thousand households. It so happened that in that particular year the
harvest in the island was unprecedentedly poor; the robbers therefore had no difficulty getting rid of all their grain
in return for which they received one million pieces in silver.
Huh-Saeng now exclaimed to himself:
“Now I have successfully tested a few things!”
He then summoned all the robbers and their wives, and said to them:
“When I first came to this island with you, I had wanted to create wealth first, then introduce learning and
courtesy. But the land is small and I lack wisdom. So I will now leave this place. When your children grow old
enough to hold a spoon, teach them to hold it in their right hands, and let the older, though he be older by one day
only, eat before the younger.”
He then burnt all the boats saying:
“If no one goes, surely no one will come.”
He then threw five hundred thousand gold pieces into the sea saying:
“The day when the sea shall dry up, someone will be bound to find it. Since the entire nation cannot accommodate one million gold pieces, how can this small island cope with so much gold?'
Then intending to blot out all evil from the land, Huh-Saeng chose a man of some education as his companion
and went around the whole island distributing gold to those in need.
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After this, he found that he still had a hundred thousand pieces of gold left.
“With this, I will repay the debt I owe Byun,” Huh said.
Directly, Huh-Saeng went to seek Byun and asked him:
“Do you remember me?”
In great consternation, Byun said to him”
“You d’on't look as well as you did. Have you lost all the money I lent you?”
Huh-Saeng chuckled.
“Perhaps you allow wealth to affect your well-being? However precious gold is, how can it render a man more
virtuous?” said he, handing Byun a bag containing the gold.
“My only regret is that the gold you lent me has become my shame as it has prevented me from completing my
studies,” Huh-Saeng added.
Byun was greatly astonished at all this. He leapt up from his seat and bowing deeply before Huh refused the
money except for the interest.
Huh-Saeng was indignant.
“How dare you treat me like a tradesman?” he said, and holding himself up proudly, he slammed out of the
room.
Disarmed, the only thing that Byun could do was to secretly follow Huh. Huh-Saeng made for Namsan Hill
and disappeared into a humble little hut. By the well nearby was an old woman doing her washing.
“Who lives in that hut?” Byun asked the old woman.
“It belongs to Huh-Saeng,” she replied. “He was poor but loved learning beyond anything. It is five years since
he left the house. Now his wife lives there alone and offers sacrifice on the day he left the house every year.”
Only then did Byun learn the name of this eccentric person to be Huh and he returned to his house in great
admiration.
The following day, Byun took all the silver in the house and offered it to Huh-Saeng.
“If I had desired wealth, would I have cast away a hundred thousand gold pieces to obtain ten thousand?” Huh
asked him. “But from today I will rely on you for my daily bread and clothes; keep strictly to bare necessities,
neither more nor less, and I will be content for the rest my life. Why should a man trouble himself with worldly
goods?” said Huh, refusing the silver.
Byun tried his best to dissuade Huh but there was no moving him. So from that day, Byun took it upon himself
to personally bring whatever food and clothes he thought necessary and Huh too accepted these with glad
countenance. But at a hint of anything extravagant exceeding his bare needs, Huh-Saeng would say in a
disapproving voice:
“You will undo me in the end.”
When Byun appeared with a bottle of wine, however, Huh-Saeng would indeed be glad to see him and they
would sit and drink to one another until they were both fairly merry. In this way several years went by and the
friendship between them grew daily stronger.
One day Byun quietly asked Huh:
“How did you manage to make a hundred thousand gold pieces in five years?”
“It is not a difficult thing to guess. As you know, our country has no trade with other nations and even within
the country, trade is none too brisk. So everything that is produced in the country is consumed in the country. A
thousand pieces of gold is too small a sum of money to buy everything in the land but, divided into ten lots, you
could purchase at least ten different kinds of merchandise. Dealing with ten items, even if you were to lose on
one, you could make profit on nine others; it is the usual way of making profit and is the method used by small
traders.
“But with ten thousand gold pieces, you can buy almost everything—the entire content of a cart, or of a ship,
or even of a village. It is like casting hooked nets into the sea to sweep in all the fish. If you can thus quietly
monopolize one product from the land or one kind of fish from the sea or one ingredient needed for medicine, you
will paralyse all the merchants and cause them much annoyance. It is in truth a way of plaguing the people and if
there should be anyone in later generations who uses this method, he will be doing the country an ill turn indeed.”
“How did you know in the first place that I would lend you the gold?”
“You would not have been the only one who would have given me the gold. I could have easily earned it
myself but as our fate is in the hand of Heaven, how could I foresee that? He who uses me well is one favored by
Fortune and will surely enjoy greater wealth. Heaven has ordained this and, being so, how could he not give me
the money? After I had obtained the gold, it was his luck which moved to make me successful. There is no
knowing the outcome of the venture had I acted for myself only.”
Byun then said to him:
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“At the moment, all the high government officials are vying with one another to restore the national honor
fallen to disgrace. Now surely is the time for all wise scholars to come forth and show their wisdom. Then how is
it that a man of your ability is content to remain in obscurity for the rest of your days?”
“How many men through the ages have lived and died in obscurity! Was not Cho Sung-gi able enough a man
to be sent as ambassador to an enemy land and yet did he not live and die a commoner? Was not Yu Hyung-won
too a man capable enough to command the army from one end of the country to another; yet did he not spend his
life idly walking back and forth in some obscure little village? By that you can see what kind of men are running
the country these days. As a successful merchant, I had earned enough wealth to buy nine kingdoms but had I not
cast it all into the deep sea knowing only too well the vanity of all worldly things?”
At this, Byun took a deep breath and left the room.
Now Byun was on friendly terms with a high official called General Lee Whan, who was at that time the
Commander-in-Chief of the Army. One day talking with Byun, General Lee asked him:
“Is there a man of outstanding ability to be found anywhere in town?”
Byun promptly told him of Huh-Saeng. General Lee was greatly astonished and exclaimed:
“What an admirable person he sounds! What is his name?”
“I have known him for three years now but have never found out his full name,” replied Byun.
“He must indeed be a genius. Let’s go and seek him out at once.”
Refusing all attendance, General Lee and Byun set out on foot to Huh-Saeng’s house. Upon arriving, Byun
persuaded General Lee to wait outside while he went in first to acquaint Huh of General Lee’s coming.
Huh-Saeng, however, hardly listened at all, showing interest only in the bottle of wine that Byun brought.
“Come, let’s quickly uncork the bottle,” he said. Then making himself comfortable, he drank merrily with
Byun.
Byun felt very sorry for General Lee thus kept waiting outside for so long and reminded Huh several times of
his presence but to no avail.
The night deepened.
At last Huh- Saeng said:
“Well, let’s see the guest.”
General Lee came in but Huh did not even bother to rise from his seat. Acutely uncomfortable, General Lee
did not know where to put himself and hurriedly told Huh the reason for his coming. Waving his hand, Huh then
said to him:
“The night is short and your words are long and tedious. What is your position at the moment?”
“I am a general,” replied General Lee.
“Then you must be a trusted subject of His Majesty. If I were to recommend you a person of great wisdom,
would you be able to persuade His Majesty to come personally to him to beg him to take office?”
General Lee sat with his head bent; after a fwhile he said:
“That would not be an easy matter. What is your next request?”
“I have yet to be content with the second best,” Huh replied, “but since you insist, I will tell you. As you know,
many soldiers of the Ming Dynasty of China had in the old days received much favor from this land and as a
result, many of their offspring have moved east to settle here. These men are now wandering round the land
suffering hardship as they cannot find anyone to wed them. Would it be in your power to render them a great
service by asking His Majesty to send out the daughters of the Royal Family and of high officials to take these
men as their husbands?”
Again General Lee was silent; at last he uttered:
“That would not be possible.”
“It appears to me that there is very little that you can do,” Huh-Saeng said. “There is one last thing which I
don’t think would be too difficult a matter to arrange. I wonder whether you would be able to carry out that last
one?” So saying he continued:
“It is said that if one were to stand up for a noble cause, one has first to establish friendship with great men. In
the same way, were one to invade another country, it is not possible to do so without using spies. Has not
Manchuria of a sudden become so mighty an empire as to boast that it has not yet had time to make friends with
the Chinese people? In this situation, if our country should take the initiative to surrender first, would they not
look kindly upon us and trust us? Then we could ask them to allow our children to further their studies in their
land and following the old tradition of the Tang and Yuan Dynasties even let them sit for their Civil Service
Examination. Also we could ask them to let our merchants pass freely into their country and they are sure to be
pleased with our overtures of friendship and welcome our suggestions.
“We could then select some of our young people and after dressing them up in Chinese clothes and cutting
25

their hair, let the educated ones sit for the Chinese Civil Service Examination while those of low birth could pass
into the southern province as merchants. Mingling freely with the Chinese, they would then spy out all the strong
and weak points of the enemy and make alliance with great men there. Only then can we plan our great scheme to
conquer their land and save the tarnished honor of the country.
“We would then select an emperor for the kingdom. If we cannot find a man with the name of Chou, a
descendent of the Royal Family of the Ming Dynasty, then we would summon all the lords and Heaven will elect
the ordained one. If all goes well, our country will be able to play mentor to a great nation. If not, we would still
have the pleasure of being the most powerful lord.”
Hearing this, General Lee said in a dejected voice”
“The high officials these days are so busy observing proprieties that none will dare cut their hair and don
Chinese clothes.”
Huh-Saeng raised his voice at this:
“Who are these so-called ‘high officials?’ How dare they take the liberty of calling themselves ‘high officials’
when they are in truth nothing but barbarians? The white suit that they wear is nothing but mourning clothes and
the way they tie up their hair in a knot on top of their heads is a barbarian custom. The hero Byun Ok-gi of old
days had no scruple in shaving his head in order to redress his personal grievance, nor did King Muryung of Cho
Kingdom feel any shame in donning barbarian garments in order to build a stronger nation. But you who call
yourselves ‘high officials,’ while claiming to avenge the national disgrace in obedience to the Royal Command,
are afraid to hurt even a hair on your precious heads. Nor are you willing to alter those wide sleeves of yours
which make it impossible for you to engage in military training. When you should be busy devoting yourselves to
various martial arts, such as horse riding, spear-throwing and archery, all you do is cling on to your impractical
wide sleeves. Behaving in this unseemly manner, how dare you say this and that about proper behavior?
“For the first time in my life, I have told you the ways of practicing ruse, but you who call yourself a trusted
subject can carry out not one of them. Such a fellow richly deserves to die,” Huh said, looking round for a sword.
General Lee, leaping to his feet in great fear, bolted through the back window and ran all the way home as fast
as his legs could carry him.
The next day he went to call on Huh-Saeng again but Huh-Saeng had already vanished.
287.148 1. A Re-examination Of The Civil Service Examination System 2. On Revering China 3. On
Agriculture And Sericulture 4. Memorial Of 1786\fn{by Pak Chega (1750-1815)} Seoul?, South Korea (M) 8
1
What is the purpose of civil service examinations?
They are supposed to single out a few good men.
What is the purpose of singling out a few good men?
They are supposed to be singled out so that their skills, talents, and abilities can be utilized in government
service. Men with literary skill are supposed to be singled out in order that their ability to wield the pen well may
be utilized, just as good archers are singled out in order that their ability to wield the bow well may be utilized.
But how are the civil service examinations used these days?
Even before all those men identified as qualified for government service by earlier examinations can be given
government posts, new examinations add even more names to the list of potential civil servants. Besides the
regularly scheduled triennial examinations, there are such additional special examinations as those held for the
students at the National Academy, those held on important anniversaries, those held to celebrate such joyous
occasions as the birth of a crown prince, and those held on the provincial level.
Consequently, over the course of a few decades, the number of people who have qualified for the civil service,
either through major or minor examinations, adds up to more than ten times the number of civil service positions
available. This tenfold surplus means that not all of them will find government posts.
In fact, it is obvious that nine out of ten of the examinations are unnecessary.
Why do we use civil service examinations to identify potential civil servants anyway? These days those
examinations test candidates on their ability to write according to the currently accepted essay format, which has
no practical use at all. The first part of such an essay is not appropriate for an official in the Office of Special
Advisers or the Office of Royal Decrees in responding to inquiries from the throne. The second part cannot be
used in recording actual events or describing someone’s character.
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People study that essay format from childhood and finally pass the examination when they are old and gray.
Then in just one day they promptly forget all they have learned. By then they are way past the prime of their life,
and they are of no use to the state.
Examination takers must not only master the writing of poetry, rhyme-prose, and the prose style used in
memorials, they must also be able to write in the special prose style used in answering examination questions
about the classics. That means they must organize those answers into the eight-legged essay format, with an
“introduction,” a “detailed statement,” an “initial presentation of the thesis,” a “recapitulation of that thesis,” an
“initial explication,” a “reexplication,” a “preliminary conclusion,” and a “final conclusion.”
They also must be able to cite commentaries on the Four Books\fn{ Great Learning, Analects of Confucius, Mencius,
The Mean} and the Five Classics.\fn{Classic of Changes, Classic of Odes, Classic of Documents, Record of Rites, Spring and
Autumn Annals} In whatever they write they follow the same old hackneyed format. There is not a single word in all
this that they truly know and really understand.
When they read, they know as soon as they look at a Chinese graph what its rhymes are, and when they read a
phrase, they know exactly what examination questions can be asked about it. They are good in dealing with
words, but they do not know how to apply them to the real world. To select men for public office on this basis is
really a foolish thing to do.
Moreover, there have been more than one or two cases of cheating, of examination candidates taking a chance
on using someone else’s words and being lucky enough to get away with it. Even in the relatively insignificant
regional examinations, it is usual to have more than a thousand candidates. For the national examination, the
number of candidates frequently exceeds ten thousand several times over.
Yet it is not unusual, despite the large number of examinations being written, for the results to be posted after
only half a day. The examination graders become so exhausted from marking so many examinations so quickly
that they just close their eyes and write down failing marks.
In addition, there are representatives of powerful lineages and factions among the candidates. Some of them
pass the examinations; some of them fail, and that is determined more by personal connections than by academic
excellence. Those who get past that hurdle and are appointed to public office are the clever ones indeed. The civil
service examinations really test the candidates’ skill at scheming, not their scholarship.
These days public officials are chosen from among those who pass the examination even if everyone can see
that they have no useful skills to offer but are only good at such things as writing essays that conform to the
currently accepted format. But when someone who has not taken the examination possesses some useful skills,
such as technical expertise or wide-ranging knowledge, he is still not hired.
In the past the examinations were used to single out a few good men for government service. These days the
examinations serve instead to restrict who can be appointed to a public office.
After they reach the age of ten, men generally can grow sharper every day, like a bamboo sprout, which has the
potential to grow ten feet high. But nowadays they are taught nothing but the standard essay format and are
immersed in it for years, creating an incurable infirmity. If by chance they pass a civil service examination, then
in just one day they will forget all that they have learned. The strength and vigor of their life will by then have
been dissipated, and they will be of no use to the state. The examination system thus selects men who are useless,
and it does so on the basis of worthless writing.
In the not too distant past, men assumed they had to work hard to qualify to sit for the civil service
examination.
Nowadays, however, men across the land assume that taking the examination is their duty, something they
have to do. With heads filled with meaningless examples of the standard essay format, they attack the six classics
and the ancient writings. The result is that they end up betraying the classics and insulting the writings of the
ancients.
Is there any moral issue that should concern us more than this?
The examination system must be changed right now. And there is no better way to change it than to model our
civil service examination system on China’s.
2
The revered Chou dynasty [in China] treated itself as deserving respect, and the barbarians acknowledged
themselves to be barbarians. Between the two there was always a clear dividing line, as we have never heard that
the barbarians, while at times disturbing Chinese territory, went so far as to reject China’s age-old culture.
Our country served the Ming as a tributary subject for more than two hundred years. At the time of the Imjin
War,\fn{1592} when the altar to the gods of soil and grain was disrupted, Ming Emperor Shen-tsung\fn{ 1573-1620}
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mobilized the troops of the empire, repelled the Japanese rascals, and drove them beyond the borders. Thus, each
and every one of our people received the imperial favor of recovery.
Unfortunately, however, we experienced the time when Heaven collapsed and Earth was torn apart, and
everybody in the world cut his hair and put on Northern Barbarian\fn{ Manchu} dress. Then, here and there scholarofficials emerged who discussed the rise of the Manchu in terms of the Spring and Autumn Annals, according to
which China is to be revered, while the barbarians are to be repelled.
Is it not splendid that some of that spirit of resistance to barbarian culture still exists today?
However, even though the Ch’ing have now ruled the world for more than one hundred years,\fn{The Ching
Dynasty begins its rule of China in 1644:H} the descendants of the Chinese and their etiquette still prevail, and
the Chinese way of housing, transportation, and agriculture, and such famous kin groups as the Ts'ui, Lu, Wang,
and Hsieh continue to exist. Thus, it is quite incorrect to rashly call these people barbarians and to reject their
ways.
Even if such ways perhaps were of barbarian origin but were beneficial to the people, a sage would henceforth
adopt them. How much more so in the case of time-tested Chinese ways!
Now, the Ch’ing are certainly northern barbarians. As northern barbarians they recognized the usefulness of
China and therefore went as far as conquering her and making her their own. We in our country see them only as
conquering northern barbarians but ignore the fact that what they conquered is China. Thus, we have already clear
proof of the inadequacy of the policy of keeping to ourselves.
It is reported throughout the world that when, at the time the chongch’uk treaty\fn{1637} was concluded, the
Ch’ing emperor wanted to order all Koreans to wear Manchu dress, the crown prince admonished: Choson is like
the lungs and heart of Liao-tung and Shen-yang.\fn{ The part of Manchuria which the Manchu rulers of China considered their
homeland} If we now make them change their dress and allow them to come and go freely, as long as the world is
not at peace, we cannot know what will result from this. It is better to do as of old, that is, to keep them in check
like prisoners without tying them down.
The emperor agreed and refrained from making them change their dress. From our point of view this was
indeed very lucky, but in their calculations it meant merely that they considered it more profitable to restrict our
access to China.
Of old, King Wu-ling of Chao made his soldiers suddenly change into barbarian dress and decisively beat the
Eastern Hsiung-nu. When the heroes of antiquity were determined to revenge their enemies, they were not
ashamed to put on barbarian dress.
Nowadays, however, when someone suggests that the ways of China should be studied, people rise and laugh
at him. But even an ordinary man who wants to take revenge on his enemy looks at his enemy’s sharp weapon and
then thinks about how he could snatch it from him.
Nowadays, as an august country of one thousand chariots,\fn{ Vis-à-vis China, the King of Korea held the position of a
feudal prince, and as such was entitled to possess 1,000 chariots } we want to spread great righteousness throughout the world,
and yet we do not want to learn a single Chinese way and have contact with a single Chinese scholar so that our
people toil without reward, are hungry, and give up their efforts.
By forgoing a hundredfold profit and failing to adopt the latest advances from China, I fear that we will not be
able to change the barbaric customs of our country, let alone throw the barbarians out of China.
Therefore, if we now want to throw out the barbarians, we must first know what kind of people the barbarians
are.
If we want to revere China, there is no greater reverence than to put the Chinese ways into practice.
If we intend to avenge the former Ming and to wash off our shame of having surrendered to the Manchu, it
may not be too late to discuss this after having done our best to learn from China for twenty years.
3
In no respect does our country measure up to China.
Leaving aside for the moment other considerations, what we are most wanting in is the affluence of food and
clothing of the Chinese. However small their houses in remote villages, the people of China all build sizable
storehouses with mortar and, without using measuring bags, fill them with grain, some the entire storehouse, some
half of it. Others lay out mats in their houses to form a space like a big bell, the tallest reaching to the ceiling, so
that a ladder is needed to go up and down. The large ones can hold some hundred measures of grain, the smaller
ones not less than twenty to thirty. Often two or three such piles are in one single house. …
In our country only a few miles outside the capital the customs have a rustic air, perhaps because of lack of
food and clothing and the absence of goods. Moreover, scholarship is being destroyed by the civil service
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examinations, and the correct mores are confined to the aristocratic families. For lack of proper channels
information cannot be propagated and knowledge cannot be spread.
Having come to this state of affairs, our culture is dull, and our system is breaking down. While people
increase by the day, the country gets emptier by the day.
The people of China have the leisure to enjoy horse racing and hunting with bow and arrow while we have not
even time to pick the fruit in our gardens. Our mountains have firewood and our waters fish. Yet we do not have
time to gather them. Our various techniques are slow and unsophisticated, and even though they are faulty, we do
not amend them.
Why is it that as the days go by our national strength is still deficient? It is because of our fault in not learning
from China.
Now if we all of a sudden taught our people to plant flowers and trees, to raise wild animals and birds, to enjoy
music, to exhibit such fancy things as old vessels, and had them make exotic and queer things, it would certainly
be justified to say that these are not urgent matters.
Instead what we need every day, and cannot do without, are some ten items.
The winnowing fan is among them. If one man operates it, he easily winnows ten thousand sok of hulled rice.
The stone pestle is among those items. With it, it is not difficult to pound ten thousand measures of grain.
The waterwheel is among them. With it one can water dry fields as well as dry up wet fields.
The gourd-shaped seeder is among them. With it planting does not put too much strain on the feet.
Among them is the “standing hoe.” With it weeding does not demand painful bending.
With a harrow clods are broken up, and with a stone roller seeds are evened out.
Among them are also such gadgets as the split-bamboo frame on which the silkworms spin, the silkworm net,
the silk reel, and the loom. With these it is not difficult to take care of one year’s silk threads.
Among them is the cotton gin with which a man can process eighty kun of cotton per day. The bowing of
cotton fibers is similarly effective.
In Korea when the peasants gather the rice stalks and winnow them, they either expose them to the wind to
make the husks fly away or trample them on a large mat, which they then take up at both ends and shake. With the
strength of a number of men they winnow in one day some ten measures of grain but are still worried that the
grain might not be clean.
Moreover, when they sow grain or beans, they scatter the seeds by the handfuls, and consequently the
seedlings are in disarray, and the yield is harmed.
Moreover, in fields separated by embankments there is concern about too much water on one side and about
drought on the other, and yet it is impossible to provide both sides with equal moisture. Peasants use a gourd to
scoop water, and the water in the gourd moves back and forth like a swing; it looks so inefficient that it is most
ridiculous.
As to their method of irrigation, they are unable to lift water up by half foot within the distance one arrow can
fly. They stop up big rivers so that the water stagnates, and hope that the remaining waters will recede. In case of
disaster, the possessions of ten families disappear in the floods.
In all these cases, people should be taught the use of such irrigation machines as the counterweight lever, the
“jade balance,” the “dragon tail,” and the cylinder wheel.
Moreover, if people raise in a one-room house as many silkworms as would fit into one room, no space is left
for a person, and stepping-stones of tiles are laid out so the silkworms can be fed. If the slave women who feed
the silkworms make one wrong step, there are numerous dead silkworms. This is because they are ignorant of the
fact that if they used split-bamboo screens and hung them up in layers, they could make full use of the height of
the room, raise several ten times more silkworms, and there would still be some space left for a person.
When they clean the worms, they separate them one by one, and in one full day cannot finish the job. This is
because they are ignorant of the fact that if they covered the screens with a net and fed them mulberry leaves, all
worms would climb into the net so that cleaning is easy.
Moreover, the thread produced by a silkworm is by nature extremely even. Yet, if the person reeling the silk
does not first count the cocoons and arbitrarily increases or decreases their number, he causes the thread to be
coarse and uneven.
Moreover, if for reeling he does not use the wheel, but picks the cocoons by hand out of the water of the vat in
which the cocoons are boiled and piles them up in front of him, their dampness will make them stick to each other
and the threads will dry in a tangle.
If he again covers the threads with sand to press them and then sorts them out, this process wastes a lot of time.
This is because he is ignorant of the merits of the hand spool, with which he could reduce his efforts significantly.
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Moreover, if the hook on the hand spool is cast far to pick the cocoons out of the water, the silk threads dry
first, and they do not turn yellow.
Moreover, as to the Korean loom, its various functions demand great labor, yet the weaver does not produce
more than twenty feet of cloth per day. This is because he is ignorant of the Chinese loom in front of which one
can sit comfortably as on a chair, and with a slight movement of the foot move the warp up and down, and the
shuttle back and forth. Thus, the output of fabric increases two- or five-fold. This is due entirely to the added
speed of the shuttle.
With the Korean cotton gin, two men can remove the seeds from the fibers of four kun of cotton per day, and
one man can bow four kun of fibers per day. When these four kun are compared to the eighty in China, the
difference is indeed striking.
If all these instruments were used in Korea by one single man, they would yield a tenfold profit; if they were
used throughout the country, the yield would be hundredfold. If operated for ten years, the yield would be more
than one could ever use.
However, those, such as myself, who wish to introduce these implements to Korea do not have the power to do
so, and those who have the power, such as Your Majesty, have not found the opportunity to put this into action.
Among those in government none would take the initiative to make a start. When people see that there is no great
profit in farming and raising silkworms, they give up these occupations and turn toward something new.
If the price of grain increases and cloth becomes dearer, surely this cannot be happening for no good reason. It
must be the result of the people gradually abandoning agriculture and sericulture.
4
On the seventeenth of this month Your minister respectfully received a directive from the Border Defense
Command according to which everyone from the prime minister down to all military and civil officials should
freely express his mind.
Your minister notes that since the founding of the state the royal line has been perpetuated for four hundred
years. During this time politics and culture have flourished, comparable in splendor to the Three Dynasties of
Chinese antiquity. Your Majesty ascended the throne ten years ago, and all institutions have become even more
brilliantly refined. Everything I could bring forward for discussion Your Majesty has already taken care of so that
in fact there is nothing I can submit, and it is neither fear nor evasion that prevent me from speaking out.
However, Your sage Majesty does not consider Yourself a sage and since in the face of disaster You are so
concerned that You consult even such lowly people as grass and reed cutters, Your minister begs to submit to Your
Majesty a few remarks even at the risk of being punished for craziness.
*
Nowadays the greatest evil facing our country is poverty. By what means can poverty be remedied? By nothing
other than trade with China.
The court should immediately dispatch an envoy to transmit to the Chinese Ministry of Rites the following
message:
“To exchange what one has for what one does not have is a common principle of the world. Japan, the
Ryukyus, Annam, and countries of the West are all allowed to trade in Fukien and Chekiang, in Kwangsi and
Kwangtung. We beg to be allowed to exchange our goods via the sea route in the same manner as other foreign
countries.”
The Chinese would certainly grant such a request on the same day it was made. Thereafter foreign ships that
occasionally appear should be invited by guiding them to our shores. By “foreign ships appearing occasionally”
are meant the people of Chueh-hua Island of Kuangning County who, by breaking the law, secretly leave their
island. They always come here in the fourth month, gather sea slugs, and return home in the eighth month. Since
we cannot prohibit this, we should turn it into trading, and by rewarding them lavishly it should not be difficult to
enter into contact with them.
Moreover, we should recruit people from the islands along the coast who are used to water and, under the
guidance of officials, let them go abroad, provided with provisions and money. If we also allowed boats from
Teng-chou and Lai-chou in Shantung to anchor at Changyon in Hwanghae province, goods from the area of the
Liaotung Peninsula to be exchanged at Sónch’on in North P’yongan province, and merchandise from the regions
of Hopei, Chekiang, and Hupei to be collected between Unjin in South Ch’ungch’ong province and Yosan in
North Cholla province, then cotton from the Yongnam area, hemp from the Honam area, and silk and hemp thread
from the northwestern regions could be exchanged for silk materials and woven cloth and natural products, such
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as bamboo stems for making arrows, wolves’ tails for making brushes, seaweed and abalone could be exchanged
for such useful articles as gold and silver, rhinoceros hides, arms and armor, and medicinal herbs.
And we might also learn how to build better ships and oars, wagons and carts, palaces, and various
instruments. Books and pictures from all over the world might be procured, and thus the obstinate and narrowminded views of our local scholars might be shattered without attacking them directly..
Of old, when King Kou Chien\fn{496-465 BC} was held hostage at K’uaichi in Wu, everything he plotted day
and night with that country’s people exclusively concerned Wu. This can be said to have been dangerous. Yet, his
plans were not leaked because he had obtained the right people for plotting against Wu.
Your minister has heard that the Westerners who make the calendar in China’s Bureau of Astronomical
Observation were all well versed in geometry and thoroughly understood the method of maximizing use fulness
for enriching the people’s livelihood. If the state could get them and with the resources of the Office of Astronomy hired and accommodated them so that the youths of our country could learn from them how to calculate the
movements of the heavenly bodies and use meteorological instruments and learn the appropriate methods of
agriculture and sericulture, learn about more effective medicine and herbs, learn how to cope with droughts and
floods, and learn how to manufacture bricks for the construction of palaces, ramparts, and bridges, how to extract
copper, work jade, fire glass, and make cannons for defense against foreign enemies, and learn the most effective
methods of irrigation, of the putting on the road of vehicles and of the rigging of boats, the cutting of trees, and
the transportation of stones, and of the removal of such heavy items to distant locations—if they could learn all
this, in a few years they would turn into men of ability for the proper administration of the state.
*
Some might say: Emperor Ming\fn{58-75} of Han welcomed Buddhism, a pest that is still with us after many
ages. The Europeans are an entirely different race and live ninety thousand miles away from China and believe in
the heterodox creed of Catholicism. Moreover, they have contact with all the barbarians across the seas, and thus
their minds cannot be fathomed.
Your minister thinks that even if ten of these people lived in one single house, they would certainly not start a
disturbance. Moreover, all of them are unmarried, have no official posts, and shun sex. They are only concerned
with spreading their religion in distant countries. Although their religion believes in heaven and hell and thus does
not differ from Buddhism, their way of enriching the people’s livelihood cannot be found in Buddhism. I calculate
that it would be possible to adopt from them ten items and still reject one thing (their religion). My only worry is
that if we did not treat them adequately, they would not come even if invited.
*
Those who are idle and yet eat their fill are the great parasites of the country. That those who are idle and yet
eat their fill increase every day is because the yangban\fn{That part of the ruling class of the Chosen Dynasty who were
mainly composed of civil servants and military officers and were the administrators and bureaucrats of the State until the end of the dynasty
in 1894} get more prosperous every day. These fellows are all over the country, and no one in office can keep a

check on them. Only after there is a way to control them will their groundless stories no longer emerge and the
country’s rule prevail.
Your minister begs that the yangban be permitted to register for trading and selling on land and at sea, that they
perhaps be given capital to set up stores, and that those who are successful be encouraged by giving them office.
If they were made to strive after profit every day so that they eventually got rid of their former habit of idling and
yet eating their fill, and if their minds were opened to the joys of their new occupations and they thus lost their
sense of superiority, this might also support the transformation of the customs.
Your minister has heard that the intelligent do not deceive themselves and the wise do not obstruct themselves.
Generally, when talents are few, not to think about ways to develop them, and when material resources are being
depleted every day, not to think about ways to circulate them by trade—to justify such inaction by saying that the
times are on the decline and the people poor, this is how the state deceives itself!
The higher the office, the more carelessly business is handled. While those in office in the capital delegate
everything to their subordinates, the officials who leave the capital for the frontier delegate everything to their
underlings and are protected on every side—to justify such dereliction of duty by saying that the high official
should not work so hard that he looks worn out, this is how the yangban deceive themselves! Fettered by the
formality of the examination questions and exhausted by the parallel prose style, the examination candidates
collect all the books in the world and still find nothing worth reading—this is how they deceive themselves!
There are some who do not call their father father, and their elder brothers elder brothers, and some who, even
though they are close kinsmen, regard each other as slaves. There are also some who seat elders with white hair
and stooped backs below children. It also happens sometimes that those old enough to be grandfathers and fathers
fail to bow to each other, and their grandsons and nephews talk back to their elders.
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Yet, in self-satisfaction they look down upon the world and regard it as barbarian, and consider themselves as
the keepers of etiquette and ceremony and of Chinese culture. This is self-deception as far as customs and
manners are concerned.
The yangban are the product of the State. But if the laws of the State are not observed by the yangban, is this
not a self-inflicted evil? The civil service examinations are the means for recruiting people. But if the State fails to
recruit the right people because of the examination system, is this not a self-inflicted evil? The ancestral ceremonies in the Confucian academies are the means of revering Confucians. Yet, those who flee from military service
and violate the prohibition against distilling alcohol find shelter in those same Confucian academies—is this not a
self-inflicted evil?
If the State were in seriousness able to correct each of the above four self-deceptions and three self-inflicted
evils, could get rid of these afflictions and lead the people on a straight path, more than half of the tasks of ruling
the country would be accomplished.
*
Now, the State uses the opinions of the petty functionaries, the scholars behave like entertainers, and the men
tolerate the women’s wrong manners and do not correct them. Thus, if the simple-mannered people outnumber the
educated elite, simple manners prevail. If the petty functionaries outnumber the officials, the functionaries prevail.
Therefore it is said: the state follows the opinions of the petty functionaries.
The scholars who on the first day of the examinations blacken their faces and dance around, are they not
behaving like entertainers? Those who in Manchu dress earnestly pursue housewifely tasks and yet are unaware
that this is wrong, is this not the manner of women?
These three are certainly not the most pressing concerns of the times that need correction. Yet, being connected
with each other, they show the sluggishness of customs. If we really wanted to obtain distinguished and highminded scholars and hereby wash away the petty functionaries’ spirit, to reform the entertainer-like behavior and
transform it into polite comportment, to do away with the women’s wrong manners, and clothe the women in
ceremonial dress, this would be one measure sufficient to stimulate correct customs.
*
Generally, those who administer a State well concentrate on the essentials and do not concern themselves with
things of marginal importance. Therefore, although the workload diminishes, the effect of their administration is
even greater. Among those who speak up nowadays there is none who does not criticize the fact that luxury
increases day by day.
In your subject’s view, these people do not know the fundamentals.
Other countries were ruined by their extravagance; our country has declined because of its frugality. Why?
Because we do not wear patterned silk clothes, there are no looms in the country to weave silk, and the
women’s skills have consequently declined.
Because we do not appreciate music, the five tones and six pitches have gotten out of tune.
Because we use leaky boats and ride unkempt horses, eat out of cracked dishes and live in earthen hovels,
craftsmanship, husbandry, and pottery have disappeared.
This has resulted in farmland lying waste and proper farming methods being lost and in trade being slight and
business lost. All four categories of people—scholars, peasants, merchants, and artisans—are destitute alike and
are unable to assist each other. Even if these poor people were driven every day to strive after luxuries, it would
be to no avail.
Now, on the grounds in the palace where the state ceremonies are performed, straw mats are spread out, and
the sentries who guard the gates of the East and West palaces wear plain cotton uniforms held together by straw
belts. Your minister is really ashamed of this. Instead of taking these things into con sideration, the high gates of
rich commoners are demolished, traders wearing leather shoes are arrested, and the cold-weather headgear of
stable grooms is talked about.
Are these not trivialities?
*
If the copyists of royal documents were taught the six principles of writing for one month, they would make
fewer mistakes. Instead, they are made to correct the wrong graphs and strokes one by one, and during their
lifetime they never get to know how they made the errors in the first place. Your minister, too, could not possibly
make all the corrections. In this light, there are quite a few things in this country that could be economized!
When the Tongi Pavilion was first built, the Ministry of Taxation hired thirty workmen for three hundred cash
a day. Those without the necessary skills would seek out shade and sleep there. The accountant would report the
workmen ten times on ten different pieces of paper, and a lowly official of the Ministry of Taxation, after slashing
off half the sum, would sign the papers with the words,
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“We have to guard against leaking funds.”
Thus, he looked in fact only at five papers, and nine thousand cash simply disappeared. In view of such
practices, one could discuss the State’s supply of resources.
When the government issues orders, twenty to thirty slaves compete with each other to spread the word, and
their shouts are carried a few miles. If it is not done in this way, the government officials take no notice of the new
orders.
However, mounted officials of the Ministry of War crack their whips to prevent people from making loud
noises. In view of this, one can count the inconsistencies of the law on one’s fingers.
*
How could I mention all the matters concerning this country? As small matters can be likened to big matters, I
sincerely wish that Your Majesty will broaden the wisdom with which You consider small matters and gradually
reduce them in numbers, that You will economize even in small matters, and that You will resolve the discrepancies of the law. This is exactly what I meant by concentrating on essentials and having even greater effect.
Now, these words of your subject may stir outrage in the world. However, if put into practice, the land tax of
the whole country could be reduced, and the salaries of all officials could be increased. The straw-thatched houses
could be transformed into colorful pavilions, and those who walk on foot and dread the crossing of streams could
use light wagons and nimble horses. What damaged harmony in the past could be turned into blessings, and past
self-deceptions and self-inflicted evils could dissolve like ice.
Thereafter the buildings of Kyongbok Palace could be restored, Kynghoe Pavilion rebuilt, the State Council
and the Six Ministries restored to their old importance, and with the cooperation of the yangban of the whole
country old music played once more.
Even if such undertakings would involve some short-term effort, they would lead to long-lasting bliss. It would
brighten the institutions of our earlier kings and would provide our crown prince with the foundation of
everlasting rule.
Would this not be wonderful?
Generally, difficult to meet is a wise ruler, and precious is a favorable moment. In the present world, from
Japan in the East to Tibet in the West, from Hawaii in the South to Chahar in the north there has been no military
action for two hundred years.
This did not happen in past history. If at such a time full energy is not used for self-renovation and if trouble
were to break out in another country so that we would have common worries, I fear that the officials in charge
would not have time to come up with a plan for lasting peace.
*
Now, Your Majesty possesses brilliant virtue to rule the realm. You are endowed with talents to institute rites
and music, and You have an enthusiastic and firm will.
Are there in the future any accomplishments You could not achieve?
Is there anything You would strive for without obtaining it?
However, instead, You sigh in court because government matters do not proceed according to Your will. You
hesitate and fret, and what You have intended to start, You have not yet started after ten years have passed. In the
future, will Your Majesty rule according to such bad habits, take makeshift measures, and be content with a minor
peace? Shen Kung of the Han\fn{fl. 40-87 BC} said,
“Ruling does not consist of making many words. It consists solely of exerting effort in action.”
If Your Majesty wanted to act, there are plenty of wise words in the memorials recently submitted.
If Your Majesty does not want to act even though the words that fill the court today come fresher than ever,
would this not merely become an empty show?
*
Your subject has given up reading books a long time ago, and my ideas are not lucid. Thus, the opinions I have
put forth are not very well thought out, and I could not suddenly face questions.
If Your Majesty, believing in me as a simple but loyal minister, allowed me to finish these words and granted
me a free day and provided me with ten calligraphers, I would respectfully communicate to You all I have in
mind.
I greatly fear my words have defiled Your Majesty.
I respectfully submit them to Your Majesty in the expectation of being punished by death.
287.148 Excerpt from Encyclopedia Of Women’s Daily Life: “Preface”\fn{by Yi Pinghogak (1759-1824)} Seoul,
Korea (F) 1
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In the fall of the kisa year,\fn{1809} we have settled in Ginko Pavilion at the Eastern Lake.
Between preparing meals, from time to time I have visited my husband’s study, where by chance I came across
writings of practical use in our daily lives. These were writings little known to the world, and whenever I came
upon them, I thoroughly investigated them. I did this for the sole purpose of broadening my knowledge and easing
my solitude.
Then I remembered the old adage that intelligence unwritten was not as useful as even stupid writing. Were I
not to write down what I had learned, that knowledge would not be saved from oblivion nor could it benefit humanity.
From the writings I have come across, I have selected the most concise and useful and, adding my own words,
I have compiled them into five chapters.
The first chapter is the discussion of wine and food; from the method of making soy sauce and wine to how to
cook rice dishes, cakes, fruit desserts, and every side dish, there is nothing that is not included.
The second concerns sewing and weaving. I have included how to measure, drape, and tailor an outer garment
of a scholar and formal court robes as well as how to dye, weave, embroider, and nurture silk cocoons. I have also
added such miscellaneous skills as how to mend chinaware and how to light lanterns.
The third enumerates the joys of rustic life. The major tasks of running a country household, beginning with
managing the fields, planting flowers and bamboo to tending horses and cows and growing chickens, are all in cluded.
The fourth consists of the medical remedies of childbirth and child rearing. I have discussed prenatal care and
fetal instruction, useful hints for rearing children, how to cut the cord, and what to do in various medical emergen cies. I have also appended the location of evil spots for the fetus and the medicines one should take and taboos
one should observe.
The fifth chapter concerns strategies for dealing with natural forces. I discuss the way to keep the foundational
ground of the house purified and uncontaminated and all the popular remedies, including charms to drive away
unwanted ghosts and spirits. In this way, I hope to assist the readers in preventing unexpected misfortune and at
the same time to enable them to stay away from shamans, or fortune-tellers, and not be deceived by them.
I wished to make each item clear and detailed so that anyone who opens this book is able to follow the instructions therein and to put them into practice. I have included the titles of the books from which I drew my knowl edge in small letters, and if I added my own views, I marked them as “new discoveries.”
Gathering all this information into a book, I entitled it the Encyclopedia of Women’s Daily Life. Of course, it is
said that what a woman does should not go beyond the inner quarters. Even in the case of a woman who is ex traordinarily talented and knowledgeable about the ways of the old and new, for her to express herself in writing
with the hope that others might see and hear about it is contrary to the way of a person who keeps her beauty
within.
With my unenlightened stupidity, how could I dare think of expressing myself in writing?
Nevertheless, although this book has many items, all of them are concerned primarily with maintaining a
healthy life and with crucial methods of managing a household. They are in fact all indispensable to daily life and
deal with things women should investigate and study.
Thus, with this preface, I give it to the daughters and daughters-in-law of the family. Written on the day of the
winter solstice.
15.112 & 227.139 1. On Dismissing A Servant 2. False Forms Of Confucian Scholarship 3. The Roots Of
Royal Authority 4. A Letter To My Son Hagyon 5. Tools And Techniques 6. Wicked Petty Officials 7. On
Music\fn{by Chong Yag-yong (1762-1836)} South Korea (M) 8
1
Once upon a time, Wang Pao\fn{ fl. 1st century BC.} drafted a labor contract for his slave. It was so severe and
exacting that the slave could not sleep at night or rest during the day. Moreover, the rules were as numerous as the
hairs on a cow, and Wang’s nagging was as irritating as the droning of a mosquito. The slave toiled until his joints
creaked and his bones ached. Tears and snivel flowed down his face, wetting his chin and chest. But to revile him
because of momentary anger is not a gentleman’s way.
Now in my servant’s contract made the terms generous. Its contents follow:
Get up at dawn, sweep the yard, and dredge the mud from the drain. Quietly cook rice—only wash the chaff off and
cook it well; you don’t have to make it sweet and soft. After breakfast, hoe the garden. Cut down the dead trees, clear
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the plot of tangled vines, and plant peach or plum trees. Your work includes transplanting persimmon trees, grafting
crab apple trees, separating the eggplants, thinning out scallions, picking mallows, plucking leeks, manuring the taro
patches, heaping soil around the potato stalks, leveling the banks around the cabbage patch, and drying mustard seeds
in the sun. Tend the cucumbers and water them, but take care not to hurt their stems. Sluice water through the tube to
the lotus, plait straw mats to protect the plantains, and at times bank up the roots of the gardenia and pomegranate and
water them. Mow the grass to clear the path and cut down trees to repair the bridge; chase away village urchins and
keep haymakers away from my farm. But do not frighten them.
You are not expected to do all this in a single morning, but to work at them throughout the seasons. In addition, you
will at times deliver provisions to mountain temples, make trips to fishmarkets to buy fish and dry them, go to town to
get pills, or run to a neighbor’s house to borrow ginger or dates. In most cases, the distance will not be more than five
to ten ri. When hungry, you may eat rice cakes and drink wine, but not to the point of falling down from drunkenness.
If you have energy left, go to the mountains to cut down ailanthus and mangrove and store them as firewood for the
rainy season. I will give you a patch of dry and paddy fields, where you can plant rice and beans. When harvest time
comes, report to me promptly, but you are in sole charge of your own weeding and plowing. I will not take you to task
if you have a bad crop. But if you don’t follow my instructions, you will lose your job.

When I had read all this to him, the servant kowtowed, putting his hands to his brow, and said, “I am grateful
to your honor for your favor.” His face beamed with delight, and he repeated his oath of loyalty.
“I will not complain,” he said, “even if I should become a pigmy or a cripple in your service. Flog my buttocks
if I ever go back on my words.”
His deeds, however, did not follow his words, like those of an official who neglects his duties once he gets his
position. Wherever he went, he raised dust. As if confused, he did nothing right. He never fenilized nor watered.
Mugwon grew thick and brambles ran wild. Snakes crawled about, and children ran away in fear. The vegetables
and cucumbers were rotten, flowering plants did not put forth their buds. He was in collusion with woodcutters
and allowed them to fell trees. After breakfast, he sallied out only to return after dark. He prowled around the
markets, drank much, and when he began to sober up, he snored under the tree. He wore fine linen and ate minced
and pickled meat. He was not only stupid and dull, but arrogant and foolish. He giggled over nothing, bragged,
and told lies. He committed crimes every day. When admonished with kind words, he did not reform.
At last, Master Yun called him in and rebuked him in a stern voice:
“According to our country’s rules of conduct, no one ranks higher than a minister. Yet, if he does nothing to
earn his salary, he must be removed in order to accommodate the wishes of the people. If a magistrate is soft,
weak, and unfit to uproot the villains and the rich local bullies, or if he is greedy and petty-minded and cannot
comprehend the royal concerns, he must be dismissed so as not to squeeze the blood and fat of the people. But
you are a mere servant in the kitchen. How dare you think to escape a similar punishment? Return your salary and
don’t presume to covet what is not due you.”
Upon hearing this, the servant bit his fingers and pounded his chest with his fists in regret. His snivel flowed
three feet long and his tears fell as heavily as an autumn rain.
2
In the past, people who studied nature and principle realized that nature and principle originate in Heaven.
They knew that the Way and the moral rules governing human behavior are one and the same. Therefore they took
filial piety, fraternal love, loyalty, and fideliiy as the basis for serving Heaven.
They took ritual, music, and a legal system as tools for governing the people.
And they took a sincere will and a righteous heart as the link between Heaven and human beings.
They called this Way humaneness.\fn{In} They called acting in accordance with the Way magnanimity.\fn { So}
They called the display of the Way reverence.\fn{ Kyong} And they called keeping to the Way through one’s own
efforts “acting appropriately and in moderation”.\fn{ Chung-hwaji yong}
That is all there was to it. They felt no need to say more. Anything else said about it was just another way to
repeat what had already been said.
Those who study nature and principle these days, on the other hand, babble on about principle\fn{ I} and
material force,\fn{Ki} nature and the emotions, substance and function, original nature and physical nature,
generation by principle and generation by material force, the quiescent mind and the engaged mind, whether
principle and material force are one thing or two, whether principle unites and material force differentiates or
material force unites and principle differentiates, and whether the human heart is pure goodness or con tains evil
mixed in with the good.
For every three main points, they debate five side issues, splitting hairs so finely that a thousand assertions lead
to ten thousand points of contention. …
*
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The purpose of ritual is to standardize the practice of filial piety, fraternal love, loyalty, and fidelity. Those who
do not understand this think that ritual objects and procedures are the most important aspect of ritual and that rit ual specialists can take care of that.
The purpose of music is to make the practice of filial piety, fraternal love, loyalty, and fidelity pleasurable.
Those who do not understand this exclude chanting, singing, and dancing from their studies. They think that mu sic is nothing but drumming.
The purpose of a legal system is to encourage the practice of filial piety, fraternal love, loyalty, and fidelity.
Those who do not understand this think that a legal system is simply a legalistic administrative tool that has noth ing to do with the way of the Sages. …
*
In the past those who studied the Way were called scholar-officials.\fn{Sa} Scholar-official is the title of someone who serves in the government. All the scholar-officials, both high and low, served their king and helped the
people, so the term scholar-official meant those who were part of the government. …
But nowadays those who study nature and principle think it their duty to withdraw from public life. Even
though they should serve their nation in an official capacity, they refuse to do so. Even if they are summoned to
court several times, and those summons are all in order, they still refuse to go.
People raised in the capital city who adopt this philosophy run off into the mountains. That is why they are
called the scholars of the mountains and forests.\fn{ Sallim} The only posts they will accept are those of Royal Lecturer, explaining Confucian principles to the king, or of teacher and adviser to the crown prince. If they are given
responsibility for collecting taxes, managing the military, handling legal matters, or escorting diplomats, they rise
up in unison and complain,
“Is this any way to treat a scholar?” . . . They are not true Confucians, these Neo-Confucian scholars of today.
*
Studying for the civil service examinations is the kind of scholarship people who want to play leading roles in
government engage in. It is more playacting than serious scholarship.
Only one out of a hundred, or even one out of a thousand, is truly capable of learning enough to do a good job
as a public official. These days all those who have any intelligence at all are seduced into throwing all their energy
into studying for the examinations. Fear of failure in that corrupt examination system grinds all their youthful
vigor and idealism out of them. This is really a terrible state of affairs.
Once they immerse themselves in studying for the civil service examinations, they dismiss ritual and music as
irrelevant and the legal system as insignificant. If they are able to pass the examinations and are given a post in
some local administrative body, they walk around in a daze, incapable of acting without instructions from those
they are supposed to be giving instructions to. If they are given posts in the capital dealing with fiscal or legal
matters, they treat it like a sinecure, contributing nothing and concerning themselves with nothing except following the precedents set by their predecessors. If they are assigned responsibility for military training and national
defense, they ask that a military man be sent to the front lines in their place, since they know nothing of military
matters.
What on earth are they good for then?
Japan is a small offshore country. It does not have such a civil service examination system. Yet it produces respectable literature, and it is strong enough militarily to defy the Chinese. It is a rational and orderly country with
no domestic upheavals. So logically it would appear that not having a civil service examination system might not
be so bad after all.
The civil service examination system in our country has been corrupt for quite some time. … If the king would
take notice of this problem and take steps to reform the examination system, the people would be a lot better off.
If he does nothing, however, then he will never be able to count on those who study for these examinations to help
him follow the path of Yao and Shun.
3
Where do rulers come from anyway? Do they drop out of the sky like rain? Or do they well up out of the
ground like spring water?
Here is what I think.
Five households, making up one neighborhood, chose one of their number to be the neighborhood chief. Then
five such communities, which together made up one hamlet, chose one of those neighborhood chiefs to serve as
their hamlet chief. A few such hamlets constituted a township, and five townships together made up one county,
with one of those five townships’ leaders chosen to serve as the county head. The person the various county heads
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chose as their leader became the local feudal lord. And the person the various feudal lords chose as their leader
became the ruler.
So the ruler was someone whom the populace selected. Since he could only be the ruler if the populace se lected him to be the ruler, if the populace did not choose him, then he could not be the ruler.
Therefore, if the five family heads found they could not support their neighborhood chief, they met and decided on a replacement for him. If the five neighborhood chiefs found they could not support their village head,
the twenty-five families met and decided on a replacement for him. If the various feudal princes and barons found
they could not support their ruler, they met and decided on a replacement for him.
If five family heads could change their neighborhood chief and twenty-five families could change their village
chief, then why is it when subjects change their ruler, that is called a subject overthrowing his sovereign?
This does not mean that when the sovereign is changed, the person who once sat as sovereign cannot step
down to a lesser post as a feudal prince.
Let’s say there is a troupe of sixty-four dancers serving the court. The members of the troupe choose one of
their number to go to the forefront, holding the ornamental plume and serving as their leader. If he does a good
job of setting the pace for the dances, then the rest of the troupe calls him “our master of the dance.”
But if he turns out to be incapable of doing what is required of him, then the troupe removes him as head and
tells him to rejoin the ranks of the other dancers. They then select another from their ranks and elevate him to the
leadership position, calling him “our master of the dance.”
In this situation, the troupe as a whole decides who should serve as the leader, who should be elevated to that
position and who should be unseated. So what grounds would there be for hurling a charge of rebellion from
within the ranks at the person chosen to replace the previous leader?
Since the time of the Han dynasty, the emperor has appointed the various nobles, the nobles the county heads,
the county heads the hamlet chiefs, and the hamlet chiefs have selected the neighborhood chiefs. If anyone is so
bold as to challenge his superiors, he is castigated as a rebel. …
Why do they lambaste as rebels those suspected of lack of respect for their superiors? In the past authority
went from those below to those higher up. These days, however, authority runs from the top down, and anyone
who tries to reverse that order is labeled a rebel.
4
If only you were to make up your mind with determination and with all your might throw yourself into your
studies, before your thirtieth year, you would make yourself a name as a distinguished Confucian scholar in your
own right. What would it matter whether the government employed you and you entered official service or the
government rejected you and you went into reclusion?
As for those who make a name for themselves with trifling bits of poetry, their achievement is not of any great
importance.
From this winter through next spring you must devote yourself to reading the Chronicles of Master Tso and the
Classic of Documents. Even though the style may be recondite and crabbed, the words abstruse and profound,
since there are annotations available, you should concentrate your faculties so as to savor the depths of these clas sics. That is how you must read them. With what energy remains after your formal studies, peruse the History of
Koryo, Pangye's Occasional Notes, the Collected Works of Yu Songnyong, The Records of Reprimands and Admonitions, Yi Ik’s Miscellaneous Writings, and the Korean Encyclopedia. You must copy down the essential points
from these original Korean works.
In the past I had occasion to read the poetry of Yi Hakkyu. In his discussion of your poetry he consistently and
precisely puts his finger on the key flaws; you should take his advice to heart.
But as for Yi Hakkyu’s own compositions, I must say they are not to my liking. The meter of poetry in these
modern times should take Tu Fu (712-770) as its Confucius because Tu Fu in his poetry surpasses the hundred
other famed poets. He does so because he has managed to retain something of the sensibility of the three hundred
poems of the Classic of Odes.
Now the poems in the Classic of Odes are without exception the expression of the worries of loyal ministers,
the concerns of filial sons, the fidelity of chaste wives, and the loyalty of good friends.
If a composition expresses no affection for the ruler or concern for the state, it is not a poem.
If a composition does not convey distress over the times or indignation over current habits, it is not a poem.
If it contains no hint of approbation or disapprobation, encouragement or chastisement, it is not a poem.
In short, if one’s intention is not solid or one’s scholarship not pure, one cannot perceive the greater Way. If
one does not possess a mind devoted to serving the ruler and enriching the people, one cannot write poetry. With
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these points in mind you should devote yourself to your studies.
Tu Fu presents allusions in his poetry that do not draw attention to themselves; it appears as if each line is written spontaneously. Yet a meticulous inspection reveals that every turn of phrase has its source. It is this quality in
his writing that leads us to call him the “Sage of Poetry.”
In the poetry of Han Yu, there are precedents for his style, but many of his phrases are his own creations. For
this reason we call him the “Great Worthy.”
As for the poetry of Su Shih, every line contains an allusion; his poems are crisscrossed with the traces of his
art. The meaning of his poetry is not readily apparent at a glance—it requires much thought and investigation.
Only when the root of the phrase is unearthed does its significance become manifest. This is why he is called the
“Great Scholar.”
If poetry contains no allusions to the literary past, if it consists of odes on scenery or lyrics chanted under the
moon, descriptions of chess games or drinking parties, then even if those poems manage to get the rhymes
straight, they are but the scribbling of peasant farmers from rustic villages. In your poetry from this day forth you
must take poetic allusion as your guiding principle.
Although it is true that the people of our country constantly employ allusions to Chinese events, their compositions are banal. You should seek out historical allusions for your poetry in History of the Three Kingdoms, History
of Koryo, The Precious Mirror of Our Dynasty, Korean Gazetteer, The Records of Reprimands and Admonitions,
The Records of Yollyosil and other writings produced in Korea. You must first inquire as to the veracity of the
events portrayed in these works, then you must investigate the geographical facts. If you then employ them effec tively in your poetry, you will be famous in your age and enjoy a reputation that extends into the future.
An example of such success can be found in the reprinting by the Chinese of Yu Tukkong’s\fn{ B. 179} Sixteen
Poems on Ancient Subjects from Korea. I started compiling my Mailers Big and Small in the Eastern Nation with
the same intention.
As we are separated by a gulf, I cannot lend you this now. You would do well to consult the sections on Korea
included in the Histories of the Seventeen Chinese Dynasties.
5
Heaven has provided the birds and the beasts with the tools they need to procure the things they want and to
defend themselves. To some it has given claws or horns, to others it has given hooves or sharp teeth, and to still
others it has given various poisons.
But human beings are born with none of these. They come into the world naked and fragile, looking as though
they will be unable to survive in this world.
Is Heaven then generous with lower forms of life but stingy with the human being, the noblest creature there
is?
On the contrary. Heaven has given humans intelligence and ingenuity so that they can learn how to make and
use tools in order to provide for themselves what they need. However, no one man, no matter how intelligent he
is, can know everything. And it takes time for any one man, no matter how ingenious he is, to invent new tools.
That is why not even a sage is a match for the collective intelligence of a vast multitude and why not even a sage
can invent everything that is needed in one night.
Therefore, the more people there are living in one place, the more advanced are the tools and techniques
available to them. Similarly, as time advances from one generation to the next, the tools and techniques people use
become more and more ingenious. That is the way the world works. It cannot be otherwise.
That is the reason someone living in a rustic, remote village cannot get a task done as efficiently as someone
living in a count seat can. That is the reason the craftsmen in a county seat are not as skilled as craftsmen in major
cities. And that is the reason an artisan in a major city is less likely to use the latest tools and techniques than an
artisan in the capital city is.
Imagine, if you will, someone living on the outskirts of an impoverished and backward village who happened
to have made a trip to the capital a long time ago. There, by chance, he saw some new technique still in the initial
stages of its development. Delighted at his discovery, he rushed home and tried it out. He was very pleased with
himself and said to himself,
“I have found the best way in all the world to accomplish this task.” He then advised his sons and grandsons,
“I have learned all there is to learn about the tools and techniques available in the capital. There is no need to
learn anything more from the people there.”
Wouldn’t you think that such man was a bungling, ignorant fool?
38

Now, here in our country, we have hundreds of tools and techniques, all of which we acquired a long time ago
from China. For the past several centuries, we have been cut off from China, and no one has made any plans for
return trips to China to learn from the Chinese once again. Meanwhile, China has been developing many
marvelous new tools and techniques. Every day new advances are made. China today is not the China that it was
several centuries ago. Yet we look on nonchalantly, not the least bit curious, happy to stay the way we have been
for eons.
Aren’t we being a little too lackadaisical?
With more advanced agricultural tools and techniques we could harvest more grain on less land and produce an
abundant yield with less effort. In every instance we would find frrning much more convenient and much less
strenuous if we used the latest technology to till, plow, sow, weed, harvest, or clear our fields, or to winnow, husk,
knead, or even cook what we have harvested. With more advanced spinning and weaving tools and techniques we
could produce more cloth with less raw material and turn out linen and silk of better quality, though it would take
less time to make. In every instance we would find spinning and weaving much simpler and much less arduous if
we used the latest tools and techniques to clean, steep, spin, and weave the raw material into fabric and to dye,
decorate, starch, or knit the cloth we have woven.
With more advanced tools and techniques in the hands of our soldiers, whether they used them for offense or
for defense, for transporting supplies or for constructing fortifications, in every instance our armed forces would
be both a more formidable foe for any enemy and better prepared for any threat a foe might pose. With more
advanced tools and techniques in the hands of our physicians, whether they were engaged in checking a pulse and
observing a patient’s symptoms or in determining the medicinal properties of a substance and the most
appropriate time and place to prescribe it, in every instance our doctors would discover things their predecessors
had overlooked or correct mistakes their predecessors had made.
With more advanced tools and techniques in the hands of our craftsmen and artisans, whether they were
building homes and making household utensils, or were erecting city walls, manufacturing ships and boats, or
assembling carts and carriages, in every instance they could turn out products that would be sturdier and more
convenient. If we took full advantage of all these tools and techniques, then our country would be more
prosperous, our armed forces would be stronger, and our people would live healthier and more comfortable lives
However, even though many of us here in Korea are quite familiar with these new tools and techniques, no
steps have been taken to adopt them. If someone suggests using carts, someone else will object that our terrain is
too mountainous and our roads too steep, narrow, and dangerous. If someone suggests that we try raising sheep,
someone else will object that there are no sheep in Korea. If someone suggests that there are better things to feed
our horses than rice gruel, someone else will object that though this may not be the practice in other places, it is
the way we do it in Korea, and we have the right to follow our own customs.
Given such attitudes, what can we do? …
A few centuries ago, Su Shih\fn{ 1036-1101} proposed to the emperor of China that he not only refrain from
donating any copies of the Confucian classics to Korea but also forbid Korea from acquiring such books on its
own by purchasing them. He was worried that if people other than the Chinese obtained such books and studied
them, then those uncivilized peoples would become much wiser and shrewder. How could he have been so
narrow-minded and tightfisted?
Yet there have been times in the past when such views have prevailed in China. At such times, when they were
not willing to share the classics with us, then would they not be even less likely to allow us to acquire tools and
techniques and anything else we could use to make our country stronger?
In former times, barbarian peoples sent many of their children to study in China. More recently, according to
Yi Sugwang,\fn{1563-1628} the Ryukyu kingdom has been having some of its subjects spend ten years in Chinese
government schools studying Chinese technology and material culture. And the Japanese have been frequenting
the Kiangsu-Chekiang coast for the sole purpose of acquiring for themselves the latest refinements in Chinese
technology.
This has made it possible for Japan and the Ryukyus, though they are remote island states, to match China in
technology and to make their people so prosperous and their military so strong that none of their neighbors dare
invade them. That is what acquiring the latest tools and techniques from China has done for them.
Right now the door to China is still wide open. At the present time, there are few restrictions on what they will
let us learn there. We must stop being so lackadaisical and instead must start making plans for taking advantage of
this opportunity. What if another Su Shih suddenly came along and slammed that door shut, once again denying
non-Chinese people access to the technological advances the Chinese have made? If that happened, then even if
we were willing to pay, they would not even give us what they have thrown away. Then how could we obtain the
technology we want and need?
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It is the nature of human beings to love and respect their parents and their elder brothers. That this is a
fundamental human moral obligation is made quite clear in the writings of the sagely men of old. If we simply
nurture those innate feelings and cultivate our moral character, then propriety and rightness will become second
nature to us.
We certainly do not need to seek information about this abroad. Nor, if all we are concerned about is behaving
properly and virtuously, do we need to read up on the latest developments.
However, if we are also concerned about improving the material conditions of our people, then we need to use
all sorts of tools and techniques. If we do not keep abreast of the latest technological advances, then we will never
be able to break free of the impasse our ignorance has left us in and will never be able to improve the living
standard of our nation. This is something that all who want to build up their country must keep in mind.
6
Petty officials are not born wicked; it is the law that makes them so.

It is difficult to tally all the numerous reasons for their wickedness. A man may become wicked
when he is overqualified for the post to which he is assigned,
when he is educated beyond his station in life,
when he is able to reap immediate benefits with a minimum of effort,
when he stays at the same job for a long time while his supervisor is changed frequently,
when his supervisor is not consistently honest and ethical,
when he has many friends and followers among his subordinates but his superior is isolated and unsure of himself,
when there is someone who envies him but that person is weaker than him and is therefore afraid to expose any of
his misdeeds,
when he is guilty of the same crime as someone he dislikes but they each refrain from exposing the other’s misdeed for the sake of mutual protection,
when the punishment for an offense is so light that it would not make him feel the least bit guilty or embarrassed,
when he sees that some profit by their wickedness though others do not, and when he realizes that some who are
not wicked end up being treated as though they were wicked anyway.
Such are the reasons petty officials so easily become wicked and corrupt.
The techniques used these days to control petty officials all actually reinforce the reasons for their wickedness;
none of them work to prevent wickedness from arising. How could petty officials not be wicked, given the current
system?
Why has the state established a system of official ranks from high ministerial positions to midlevel bureaucratic posts and lower-level civil and military appointments along with a stipend system that is commensurate
with those ranks so that higher service is rewarded with higher pay? That system was established in order to govern the people better.
If it is the job of government officials to govern the people, then the abilities the civil service examinations test
for, the skills favored in making appointments, the evaluations of the performance of civil servants, and promo tion through the civil service ranks all should have a direct relationship to the governing of the people.
Today, however, that is not the way it is done.
We examine candidates on their knowledge of poetry and literature, appoint them to office on the basis of their
lineage backgrounds, evaluate them on the basis of what kind of official posts they have held, and promote them
on the basis of their involvement in factional disputes.
As for governing the people, the bureaucrats say that is beneath their dignity, and they leave the governing to
the petty officials.
Once in a while a bureaucrat may visit a local area and, displaying a stem countenance and inflicting harsh
punishments, proclaim “We must discipline the wicked petty officials,” acting no different from a guest who ha rasses his host. Petty officials who hear this roll their eyes skyward and then, while laugh ing so hard that the
strings holding their hats on their heads slip off their chins, say
“What is their relationship with the common people that they claim the right to discipline petty officials on
their behalf?”
If petty officials are to be free from wickedness, the government should recruit officials not only by testing
their knowledge of poetry and rhapsody. Rather, men who have experience in local government should be given
an opportunity to serve in prominent posts. When there is a county that is impoverished, skillful in deception and
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difficult to govern, the court should send such a man to deal with that problem. If he succeeds in governing that
county well, the court should bestow upon him a rank of lord and high minister and should not cast any doubt on
him. If this is done, the wickedness of petty officials will come to an end.
However, petty officials live in the same counties for generations, and they and their descendants serve in the
same posts for a long time. They have developed such deep roots and entangled connections that they become a
cause of concern for even an able superior.
I have a solution.
If we count the important and powerful posts of petty officials, there are less than ten of them per county. As
for petty officials in charge of personnel or in charge of keeping records for the grain tax, the land tax, or the military tax, there are less than ten.
If we hire these ten petty officials from places several hundred ri away from these villages—just as the current
system of local military officials is run—and if we do not permit them to serve in one place for a long time but
have them serve in a particular post no more than a year, or at most two years, then petty officials cannot possibly
fall into wickedness.
Generally, wickedness arises because petty officials serve too long in one place. If they were not allowed to
stay in the same post for so long, wickedness would not arise.
If petty officials become like travelers going around from county to county and are moved about without
knowing where or when they were going to be transferred, would it be possible for them to hide discrepancies in
the granary records or in the military tax rolls?
The way to end wickedness is therefore very easy to implement. Yet no decisive action has been taken, and no
correction has been made on this matter.
What can I say!
Therefore, I say to you that petty officials are not necessarily wicked, but it is the system that makes them
wicked.
7

Long ago, King Shun said to a man named Kui,
“I am appointing you the court musician. Enhance the moral character of our eldest sons.”
How could a court musician, someone who did nothing but play musical instruments, enhance anybody’s
moral character?
Unfortunately, people are not naturally good. They must be taught how to be good. Only then will they act
properly.
Why is that? It is because the seven basic emotions of joy, anger, sorrow, fear, love, hate, and desire are all en tangled with each other within the human heart and mind, pushing and pulling men this way and that, and conse quently men are unable to stay calm and collected.
Someone who is filled with joy, for example, can easily fall into debauchery. Likewise, someone who is angry
can fly into an uncontrollable rage. There are times when men are depressed and despondent, times when they are
anxious and afraid, times when they are consumed by envy, and times when they are filled with resentment, but
there are few times when their hearts and minds are calm and collected.
When the heart and mind are not calm and collected, neither is the body. That is why men end up doing things
they should not do. For this reason, the sages of old constructed musical instruments such as zithers, harps, bells,
drums, chimes, and flutes.
When the ears become accustomed to the sounds of these instruments morning and night, and when their
sounds fill the heart and mind, then the blood running through the body will slow down to the pace of that music,
calming the mind and the will.
When Shun first had his music for the Succession Dance performed, the officials who heard it began to work
together harmoniously. Yao’s son was also transformed by that music into a humble and respectful subject. This is
the kind of effect musiccan have on people.
So should we not say that music is essential to enhancing moral character? …
*
Without music, the way of the sages cannot be practiced.
Without music, rulers cannot rule as well as the wise emperors of old ruled.
Without music, the myriad things in the universe cannot work together harmoniously. The effect music has is
broad, deep, and profound.
However, of all that the Hsia, the Shang, and the Chou bequeathed to posterity, only the music of those three
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early dynasties has completely disappeared. This is really a tragedy! The reason why there have not been sagely
rulers for a hundred generations and why morality has disappeared from the earth is that uplifting music has dis appeared. Those in responsible positions must keep this in mind.
Since that music has disappeared, rulers have had to rule with a much firmer hand, relying on a harsher penal
code.
Since that music has disappeared, wars have become much more frequent.
Since that music has disappeared, there has been a rise in acrimony and ill will.
Since that music has disappeared, there has been an increase in cheating and swindling. How can we explain
this?
Of the seven emotions, anger is the easiest to provoke and the most difficult to control. People who are irritated
or frustrated cannot feel calm and collected. People who are full of hatred for someone else can never feel content.
At such times, the only way they can be happy even for a moment is if they can make someone else suffer. It is
difficult when they are in such a state to get them to calm down completely and be totally reasonable.
However, the best approach is to have them listen to the sounds of strings, wind instruments, bells, and chimes.
Music can calm them down a little and make them somewhat more easygoing.
Otherwise, they are likely to raise an army and invade neighboring countries in order to give vent to their anger
and eliminate what they consider to be affronts to their honor. This may give them some temporary satisfaction.
However, if instead the music of ancient times, the music of hsien, ying, shao, and hu were performed for them on
a daily basis, then how could they even think about killing and going to war?
This is the reason that rulers have had to rely more on harsh punishments and wars have become more frequent
since this music of ancient times is no longer played.
If rulers wield power through the whip of harsh punishments, if they use military might to create an aura of authority, then those they rule over will obey them outwardly. But within their hearts they will utter only the sounds
of fear, distress, and despair and will try only to flatter, deceive, and outwit those above them. This is why, since
that music has ceased to be played, there has been a rise in acrimony and ill will.
The vulgar music of today is nothing but lewd and disgusting sounds played at the wrong speed. However,
even when this sort of music is played, high government officials forgive lapses by their subordinates, and the
heads of families forgive mistakes made by their servants. If even the vulgar music of today can have such an effect, imagine what effect the ancient music of the sages would have. That is why it is said that men should make
etiquette and music their inseparable companions.
If this were not so, why would the sages have talked so much about music?
If music is not allowed to play its proper role, then ultimately it will not be possible to enhance people’s moral
character, the degenerate customs of today will never be reformed, and peace and harmony on earth and in
Heaven will never be achieved.
15.116 Excerpt from Tongmyong ilgi: “Viewing The Sunrise”\fn{by Lady Uiyudang (c.1780- )} South Korea (F) 1
… I was anxious lest I miss the sunrise, so I slept not a wink all night. I often called out to a servant and asked
for the boatman. He reported that I was sure to have a view, but I was impatient and could not calm myself. At
cockcrow I shook the kisaeng girls\fn{A note reads: Korean female entertainers. Trained in poetry, music, dancing, and polite
conversation, they were an important part of the entertainment at royal banquets, receptions for foreign envoys, and other ceremonies.
Official kiaseng were registered at court.} and servants awake. A petty official arrived and told us that a supervisor in the

office thought it too early to leave. Undeterred, I pressed a maid to cook rice-cake soup, which I left untouched.
Then hurriedly I climbed to the terrace.
All was bathed in the serene light of the moon. The sea was whiter than the night before, and a gale chilled my
bones. Billows shook hills and valleys, but the stars gleamed brightly in the east. It seemed that daybreak was still
a while off. A wakened child was shivering, and the teeth of the kisaeng and servants chattered. My husband was
worried that I might catch cold. Uneasy, I remained silent and sat still, giving no sign that I was cold. Dawn was
slow in coming, so I summoned a servant, who replied that I had to wait. Only the breakers pounded the shore. A
cold wind slashed at us, and the attendants around me hung their heads and buried their mouths in their chests,
shivering. After a while, the stars in the east began to fade, the moon grew dim, and I could make out a streak of
red light. With a cry of joy, I alighted from my sedan chair. The kisaeng and servants about me did not look up.
At last day broke, and I observed a long red aura, rolls of red silk spread on the sea, myriad acres dyed crimson
and filling the sky. The angry waves were majestic, and the water the color of a red carpet; the spectacle was
magnificent! The color then turned dark red, dyeing the faces and dresses of the onlookers. The swelling waves
last night had been jade-white, but now they stretched ruby-red to the horizon. What a splendid sight!
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The red color spread and the sky and water were bright, but the sun had not yet risen. Clapping her hands, the
kisaeng said anxiously,
“Now the sun is behind the waves. The red will turn to blue, and clouds will appear.”
Disappointed, I was about to leave, but my husband and daughter encouraged me.
“Don’t worry. You’ll see it,” they said.
Then Irang and Ch’asom said derisively,
“We’re used to watching the sun rise, so we know. You might get a chill, my lady, so why don’t you go in and
wait?”
I went back to my sedan chair, but a maid stopped me:
“The sun will be up any minute. How could you leave now? Those girls are only guessing.”
Irang laughed and said, “They don’t know any better. Don’t believe what they say. Please go back and ask the
boatman again.”
When the boatman replied that today’s sunrise would be spectacular, I came out of the sedan and noticed that
Ch’asom and Pobae, who had seen me entering the sedan, were gone, as were the three maids.
The splendid redness seemed to leap skyward. When Irang cried out to me to look down, I saw a red skein was
pushing through swirls of clouds underwater, and a strange object the size of my palm, glowing like a charcoal on
the last night of the month. As its reflection rose in the water, it seemed round as a chestnut but amber like a
jewel, only more beautiful and brighter.
Above the red sea the object spiraled in circles, casting a shadow about the size of half a sheet of paper. Then
the chestnut turned into a fireball as large as a tray, square and level, bouncing about and spilling redness over the
length and breadth of the sea. The color began to fade, and now the sun sparkled like a jar, gleaming in ecstasy,
blinding my eyes. The air, tinged with red, was brisk and clear. I could count the first pink rays, and then the tray
turned into a wheel of fire pushing skyward. No longer a jar, the rays that had earlier touched the sea now were
like tongues of thirsty cattle about to leap into the ocean with a splash. The vast expanse of sky and water was
dazzling, but the waves began to lose their hue, and the sun now was sharp and bright. Where else could one see
such a spectacle?
When I think back, the first sight of the half sheet of paper came when the sun was about to emerge from the
sea, its direct rays polishing the water. It resembled an amber chestnut when it was halfway above the horizon,
seemingly half afloat, soaking up the red from the ocean. And when it was jar-shaped, the lovely object blinded
me and more closely resembled a phantom. Ch’asom and Pobae, who had left earlier, came up to the sedan to
congratulate me on viewing sunrise at the hour of the Hare\fn{ 5:00-7:00AM.} while Irang, clapping hands, was
pleased that I at last saw what I had longed for.
When I was about to leave, village women milled around to bid me farewell, asking for parting gifts. I gave
them some money to share among themselves.
On the way back to my lodging, I felt as if I had found a priceless treasure.
285.34 China Is The Center Of The Universe\fn{by Yi Hangro (1792-1858)} South Korea (M) 1
… When Chinese civilization encounters a barbarian people, those barbarians are transformed by Chinese
ways into a civilized people. Barbarians look up to China and are delighted to receive its civilizing influence.
This is the way things are in the natural order of things.
This is the way human beings ought to feel.
China is like the roots of a plant supplying nourishment for the branches and leaves. It is like the hands and
feet that protect the belly and chest of the human body. This should never change.
*
Europe has … been saturated with a lot of misleading notions, and Europeans as a result tend to spout a bunch
of nonsense, criticizing the teachings of the earlier Confucian sages and condemning the teachings of later NeoConfucian philosophers. It appears to be next to impossible to awaken those men to their true inner nature and get
them to change their mistaken practices.
Europeans do have a remarkable talent for technology. They easily surpass the Chinese in that area. But that
achievement makes them arrogant, and they think that they can convert the whole world to their way of thinking.
They need to think again!
*
The heavens are so vast that the universe appears boundless. Yet we can locate the center of the universe, that
point around which it revolves. That is the North Pole.
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The earth is also quite large, extending so far in all directions that it too appears infinite in size. Yet it also has
a center, the site from which the entire earth is governed.
That terrestrial center is China.
There are also many different ways human beings can behave and interact, so many that they appear countless.
But above them all is the Supreme Ultimate, the Way of ways.
The North Pole rules over the multitude of stars, so the multitude of stars all bow in the direction of the North
Pole.
The center of the earth rules the ten thousand regions, so all of those regions recognize the paramount position
of China.
The Supreme Ultimate reigns over all creation, so all creation is brought together under the Supreme Ultimate.
This is the one principle that unites everything in Heaven, on earth, and among people.
*
The key to eradicating the disaster brought about by the Western barbarians lies in Your Majesty’s heart. The
only recommendation that might assist Your Majesty is to purify the heart and remain firm, resisting the influence
or temptation of things foreign.
Although foreign things are of so many varieties that not all of them can be enumerated, the Western
commodities are the most obvious. I beg Your Majesty to make a firm decision and burn any Western goods that
may be found among your clothes, food, and items of daily use. It will serve to show what you like and dislike. It
will prove your self-discipline and rectitude. And your lifestyle will conform to the established norms.
The royal household, royal relatives and in-laws will thus be informed and warned to follow your example.
Once the court is in order, the entire state, even in remote villages, will be in order following the example of the
court.
If personal virtues are cultivated, family life is well ordered, and the country is properly governed, there will
be no need for Western goods, and the trade in these goods will cease.
Without trade, their novelty and wonder will be unrecognized.
If their novelty and wonder are unrecognized, the Westerners will surely stop coming because there will be
nothing for them to do. …
60.209 Lament For A Needle\fn{The Sewing Woman (fl. late 18th century)} South Korea (F) 1
On a certain day of a certain month in a certain year, a certain widow addresses a needle with a few words. To
a woman the needle is an indispensable tool, though commonly people do not cherish it. You are only a small
thing, but I mourn you greatly, because so many memories are connected with you. Alas, what a loss, what a pity!
It has been twenty-seven years since I first held you in my hand. How could a sensitive human being feel
otherwise? How sad! Holding back my tears and calming my heart, I bid my last farewell to you by hastily
writing down this account of your deeds, and my memories.
Years ago, my uncle-in-law was chosen as the head of the Winter Solstice Felicitation mission to China, and
upon his return from Peking he gave me dozens of needles. I sent some to my parents’ home, some to my
relatives, and divided the rest among my servants. I then chose you, and got to know you, and we have been
together ever since. How sad! The ties between us are of an extraordinary nature. Although I have lost or broken
many other needles, I have kept you for years. You may be unfeeling, but how could I not love you and be
charmed by you! What a loss, what a disappointment!
I was unlucky, I had no children, but I went on living. Moreover, our fortunes began to fail, so I devoted
myself to sewing, and you helped me forget my sorrow and manage my household. Today I bid you farewell.
Alas, this must have come about through the jealousy of the spirits and the enmity of Heaven.
How regrettable, my needle, how pitiful! You were a special gift of fine quality, a thing out of the ordinary,
prominent among ironware. Deft and swift like some knight-errant, straight and true like a loyal subject, your
sharp point seemed to talk, your round eye seemed to see. When I embroidered phoenixes and peacocks on thick
silk or thin, your wondrously agile movements seemed the workings of a spirit. No human effort could have
matched you.
Alas! Children may be precious, but they leave when the time comes. Servants may be obedient, but they
grumble at times. When I consider your subtle talents, so responsive to my needs, you are far better than children
or servants. I made you a silver case enameled in five colors and carried you on the tie-string of my blouse, a
lady’s trinket. I used to feel you there whenever I ate or slept, and we became friends. Before beaded screens in
summer or by lamplight in winter, I used to quilt, broad-stitch, hem, sew, or make finishing stitches with double
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thread, and your movement was like a phoenix brandishing its tail. When I sewed stitch by stitch, your two ends
went together harmoniously to attach seam to seam. Indeed, your creative energy was endless.
I intended to live with you for a hundred years, but, alas, my needle! On the tenth day of the tenth month of
this year, at the hour of the Dog [7-9 p.m.], while I was attaching a collar to a court robe in dim lamplight, you
broke. You caught me unawares, and I was stunned. Alas, you had broken in two. My spirit was numbed and my
soul flew away, as if my heart had been pulverized and my brain smashed. When I recovered from my long faint, I
touched you and tried to put you back together, but it was no use. Not even the mystic arts of a renowned
physician could prolong your life nor a village artisan patch you up. I felt as if I had lost an arm or a leg. How
pitiful, my needle! I felt at my collar, but no trace of you remained.
Alas, it was my fault. I ended your innocent life, so whom else could I loathe or reproach? How can I ever
hope to see an adept nature or ingenious talent like yours again? Your exquisite shape haunts my eyes, and your
special endowments fill me with yearning. If you have any feeling, we will meet again in the underworld to
continue our companionship. I hope we may share happiness and sorrow, and live and die together. Alas, my
needle!
60.210 The Dispute Of A Woman’s Seven Companions\fn{by The Forgiving Lady (fl late 18th century)} South Korea
(F) 1
The lifelong companions of a woman are seven: a yardstick, a pair of scissors, a needle, blue and pink threads,
a thimble, a long-handled iron, and a regular iron. The lady of a household is in charge of them all, and none of
them can keep a secret from the others.
A certain lady who often used to work with the help of her seven indispensable companions one day felt sleepy
and dozed off.
Brandishing her slender body, the yardstick said,
“Friends, listen. I am so perceptive I can measure the long, the short, the narrow and the wide. It’s because of
me that my lady does not fail in her work. Don’t you think my merits far exceed yours?”
Thereupon, the scissors grew angry. Shaking her long mouth, she replied,
“Don’t praise yourself so. Without my mouth nothing could be shaped or formed. It is only through my
services that your measurements become reality. Hence my merits excel yours.”
The needle reddened.
“Don’t argue, my two friends. However well you measure or cut, nothing is accomplished without me. So I am
the first in merit,” she retorted.
The blue and pink threads roared with laughter.
“Don’t talk nonsense. The proverb says, ‘Three bushels of pearls have to be strung to become a treasure.’ What
could you accomplish without us?”
Then the old thimble laughed,
“Don’t quarrel, threads. Let me cut in. I cover tactfully the sore spot in the fingers of the old and young, so that
they can finish their work easily. So how can you say I’m without merit? Like a shield on the battlefield, I help to
get the work done, no matter how difficult it is.”
The long-handled iron, fuming with rage, moved forward in a single stride.
“You all want to show off your talents, but listen to me if you don’t want to be called fools. My foot can
smooth out wrinkles and correct what is crooked and bent. It’s my work you’re taking the credit for. Without me,
you’d be ashamed to face our mistress no matter how hard you tried.”
Choking with laughter the iron said,
“How true the word of the long-handled iron. Were it not for our services, who could talk about rewards?”
Their wordy warfare woke up the lady, who suddenly rose up in anger.
“What merits are you talking about? It is my eyes and hands that make you do what you do. How can you
wrangle impudently behind my back and indulge in self-praise?”
The yardstick sighed and mumbled,
“How unkind and unfeeling is humankind. How could she measure anything without me? As if this is not
enough, she uses me to thrash the maidservants. I’ve held out this long only because I happen to be strong, and it
saddens me that our mistress takes no notice of this.”
The scissors joined in tearfully,
“How unkind my mistress is. Day after day she forces open my mouth and cuts thick and hard fabrics just as
she pleases. But if I am not to her liking, she strikes my two cheeks with an iron hammer, accuses me of having
thick lips or blunt edges and whets me. For her to talk like that after all she’s done to me.”
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The needle heaved a long sigh,
“I was made from an iron stick belonging to the fairy Ma-ku of Mount T’ien-t’ai and polished for ten years on
a rock. She inserts thick and thin threads through my eye and makes a hole with my leg through all kinds of dress
goods. What an odious chore! Overcome with fatigue, sometimes I pierce her under the fingernail and draw
blood, but there’s no relief.”
The blue and pink threads chimed in,
“How can we tell all our sorrow? Clothes of men and women, fine quilts, children’s colorful dresses—how
could one sew a single seam of these without us? When lazy ladies and girls pull us through the needle’s eye too
hard, or when we cannot pass through it easily, they curse us in unspeakable language. What is our crime, and
how can we bear this grief?”
“My resentment is immeasurable,” the long-handled iron complained. “For what retribution am I stuck in a
brazier day and night throughout the seasons? After children have used me sloppily to iron the clothes for their
dolls, they stick me in any old way until some woman picks me up and scolds me for not being warm enough, or
for being too light or too heavy. They make me feel there is no place for me in the world.”
“Your sorrow is like mine,” the iron said, “so there is no point rehearsing it. They put burning charcoal in my
mouth; it’s like the tyrant Chou’s cruel punishments of roasting and branding. Only because my face is tough and
hardened can I bear it. And that’s not all. Lazy women will put off their work for ten or even fifteen days. Then
they blame me for the wrinkles that will not come out.”
The old thimble leaped forward and waved her hand, saying,
“Listen, girls. I’m half dead from overwork too; stop chattering on and on. If our mistress hears, all your sins
will be visited on me.”
“What if she does?” all replied. “She cannot manage without us.”
The lady finally scolded, “You dared to criticize my behavior while I was asleep,” and dismissed them all.
They were withdrawing in despair when the old thimble fell prostrate.
“The young ones acted thoughtlessly. Please calm your anger and forgive them,” she begged the lady.
Thereupon the lady called all of them together.
“I forgive you for the sake of the old thimble,” she said. She promised the thimble never to be parted from her,
and to this day she cherishes her as her most intimate friend.
60.211 The Story Of A Pheasant Cock\fn{by The Resourceful Scholar (fl. late 18th century)} South Korea (M) 4
When Heaven and Earth came into being, all things prospered. Man stood above the animals below. There are
three hundred species of winged creatures, and three hundred hirsute ones.
Observe the pheasant, plumed in five colors and called a gorgeous creature. In accord with the inborn nature of
mountain birds and wild beasts, the pheasant lives far away from the world of man. Its arbor is the tall pine tree
by an emerald stream in the dense forest; it pecks at grain scattered in the fields. All alone, it is often caught by
official hunters and hounds to fill the stomachs of high ministers and rich old men in Seoul, and its feathers are
used to decorate army banners and dusters at the shops—indeed, its contributions are many.
Young hawks fly up to the highest peak of White Cloud Terrace to scan the hidden valleys and magnificent
scenery. Club-carrying hunters shout here and there, and hounds follow the scent between eulalia plants and oak
leaves—alas, there is no escape. Byways, too, are encircled by hunters; where can this hungry bird escape the
freezing cold?
In the hunting season, the pheasant cock is dressed in a purplish-red silk robe with yellow-green silk collar and
white neck band, capped with a jade hairpin and twelve beautiful tail feathers. How grand he looks! Dressed in a
finely quilted blouse and skirt, his mate walks behind her nine sons and twelve daughters, marching down the
open field in a row,
“You peck in that row while we peck in this one. When we peck at beans, one by one, we need not envy what
man provides. Living beings are not meant to starve. To eat our fill is only our fortune.”
Then they espy a red bean in the very middle of the plain.
“It looks delicious,” exclaims the pheasant cock. “How can I refuse Heaven’s gift? I shall have it—it’s my
luck.”
“Don’t eat it yet. I see the tracks of men in the snow. It looks suspicious,” warns the pheasant hen. “Upon
looking closer, I see that the ground has been swept clean. Please don’t.”
“How foolish! Now it is the coldest month of the winter, with snow piled up everywhere. Birds have stopped
flying over the mountains, and all roads are blocked. How can there be any human trace?”
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“Your reasoning may be sound, but last night I had a dream that portends disaster. Please consider the matter
carefully.”
“Let me tell you my dream. I flew up to heaven on the back of a yellow crane to greet the Jade Emperor. He
conferred on me the title of ‘Retired Gentleman of Mountains and Groves’ and granted me a bag of beans from his
granary. This must be one of them. The ancients say that the hungry eat well and the thirsty drink easily. I shall fill
my empty stomach.”
“Your dream has been so, but I interpret mine as unlucky. At the second watch I dreamed that rain slashed the
slopes of the North Mang hill, and a double rainbow in the blue sky suddenly turned into a cangue and cut off
your head; it must portend your death. Please don’t eat it.”
“Don’t worry about your dream. It predicts that I will come out first in the royal examination on the
Ch’undang Terrace in Ch’anggyóng Palace; I will parade through the streets of Seoul, with the two twigs of
flowers that the king has granted me garlanding my head. I’ll study hard for the examination.”
“Let me tell you my dream at the third watch. You wore an iron cauldron weighing a thousand pounds and
drowned in the deep blue sea, and I wailed alone on the shore—it must portend your death. Please don’t eat it.”
“That dream is even better. When the great Ming is about to be restored and calls for Korea’s help, I will be a
general wearing a helmet and will cross the Yalu, restore order in the central plains, and return home in triumph.”
“That may be so; but listen to my dream at the fourth watch. An old man sat in the high hall and a boy was
offering a cup of wine when the poles supporting the twenty-two-foot-wide awnings collapsed over our heads, a
sign of bad luck. I had another dream at the fifth watch: towering pines filled our courtyard, and three stars
guarded the purple forbidden enclosure, while the supreme sky god, the Great Unique, was surrounded by the
Milky Way. Then one star fell before our eyes—it must have been a general’s star. It is said that a similar star fell
when Chu-ko Liang died on the Wu-chang plain.”
“Don’t worry. The collapsed awning means that you and I will sleep together tonight on a floor of grass, with
screens of flowery trees, a stump for a pillow, arrowroot leaves for a bed, and oak leaves for a quilt. The fall of the
star means that the old mother of the Yellow Emperor has conceived a son with the help of the seven stars of the
Great Dipper, and the Herdboy and Weaver will meet again on the seventh day of the seventh month. Hence you
will have a wonderful son. Dream such a dream often.”
“At cockcrow I dreamed that, wearing a colorful jacket and skirt, I roamed the green hills and blue streams,
when suddenly a shaggy blue hound bared his teeth, jumped on me and clawed me. Dumbfounded, I fled into a
cluster of hemp plants—slender hemp plants fell down, and thick ones flew about, all tangled about my slim
waist. This portends that I shall be a widow in mourning. Please, for my sake, don’t take that bean.”
Fuming with anger and stamping and kicking, the pheasant cock retorts:
“With your lovely face and graceful carriage, you will take a lover behind the back of your lawful husband.
Hence the joints of your wings will be tied with a heavy orange rope, and you will be dragged through the streets
and clubbed. That’s what your dream forebodes. Never mention such a dream again or I shall break your shins.”
“A crying goose by the water carries a reed in its beak—that is the proper conduct of a gentleman. A phoenix
that soars thousands of feet high does not peck a single grain of millet—that is a gentleman’s sense of honor.
Though a small creature, you should set your heart on noble deeds. Po I and Shu Ch’i shunned the grain of Chou,
and Chang Liang of the Han retired because of his illness and ate with strict caution. You too should emulate them
and be careful not to touch that bean.”
“How ignorant you are! As if I don't know the requirements of proper conduct, much less have a sense of
honor. Yen Hui, a disciple of Confucius, died young, no more than thirty. For all their loyalty and integrity, Po I
and Shu Ch’i starved to death on Mount Shou-yang. Because of his Taoist practices, Chang Liang joined the
Master of the Red Pine. What good is a sense of honor? At the Hu-t’o River, Liu Hsiu, later Emperor Kuang-wu,
ate a dish of cooked barley; at the Huai, Han Hsin, who later became general of the Han, was fed by an old
woman bleaching coarse silk. Who knows but that I too will become like them after eating that bean?”
“I’ll tell you what you will be. As a grave-keeper, you will be appointed a magistrate of the Yellow Springs,
never to see the green hills again. Don’t old books tell you how many stubborn men have brought ruin on
themselves and on their families? The first emperor of the Ch’in never listened to the advice of his son Fu Su, and
after forty years of disaffection and turmoil the dynasty was toppled by the time of his heir, Erh Shih. Hsiang Yü
didn’t listen to his aide Fan Tseng and had eight thousand of his men killed. Chased by the Han army, he fled to
Wu-chiang and could not bear to return home; so he cut his own throat and died. King Huai of Ch’u rebuffed the
advice of Ch'ü Yüan and decided to go himself to the land of his enemy, the Ch’in. When he reached the Wu-kuan
pass, he was hemmed in by the Ch’in army and eventually died there. How pitiful and shameful must his spirit
have been when it met the loyal soul of his banished minister, who had drowned himself in the Mi-lo River out of
despair. Your stubbornness is bound to be your ruin!”
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“Do you mean to say that everyone who eats a bean will perish? Read the old texts, and you will find that
those whose names carry the letter t’ ai\fn{A note reads: T’ae in Korean. The author is punning on another Korean reading of the
same logograph as k’ong (bean) and cataloguing those whose names contain the logograph.} all lived to a good old age and
became famous. The Heavenly Emperor of remote antiquity (t’ai-ku) lived 18,000 years; T’ai-hao Fu His’s heirs
continued for fifteen generations; T’ang T’ai-tsung quelled the rebels and helped found the T’ang. Among the
hundred grains, the bean is the first. Chiang T’ai-kung was sought out by King Wen of Chou when he was eighty;
the immortal poet Li T’ai-po went up to heaven on the back of a leviathan; and the T’ai-I\fn{A note reads: the Great
Unique.} in the north is a star among stars. After feasting on this bean, I too will live long like Chiang T’ai-kung,
ride the heavens like Li T’ai-po, and become an immortal in the Great Unique.”
Utterly listless, the pheasant hen withdraws.
Observe the behavior of the pheasant cock as he moves toward the bean. Spreading out his twelve plumes,
head nodding, hesitating, he advances. With his crescent-shaped tongue he pecks-and two pulleys fall over and
strike his head, just as Chang Liang and his assassins tried with an iron bludgeon to assassinate the First Emperor
but mistakenly struck the carriage of his attendants. Bang! Crash! He’s caught!
“Haven’t you realized what will become of you? A woman’s word might ruin a family or bring disgrace.”
Observe the pheasant cock. In a flat field of gravel, he lets his hair down and rolls about, striking his breast.
Now he gets up, heart-stricken, plucks the grass, stamps his feet, and cries his heart out. His nine sons, twelve
daughters, and his friends all pity him and offer condolences. Only wailing resounds among the empty hills and
bare trees.
“The cry of the cuckoo among the moonlit empty hills quickens my sorrows,” the pheasant hen says. “I read in
the General Mirror, ‘Good medicine is bitter to the mouth but benefits the sick, and loyal words offend the ear but
are of benefit to one’s conduct.’ If only you had listened to my advice! How frustrating! What a pity! To whom
can I lay bare the deep love between us? My tears become nails; my sighs, wind and rain. My breast is ablaze.
What am I to do with my life?”
Lying under the pulleys, the cock still mumbles,
“Hush, you wretch! Who would climb a mountain if he knew what troubles lay ahead? If one is clumsy, one
misses the opportunity. Have you ever seen anyone die without trouble? One can often tell by feeling the pulse if
one is to die. Take my pulse and see.”
“Your pulse on the spleen and stomach has stopped, that on the liver is chilly, the yin and the yang pulse are
gone, and your life pulse is slow. How sad! O you stubborn monster!”
“What about my eyes? Examine the pupils.”
“Now you're done for. The guardian of one pupil left you this morning, and that of the other is about to
abandon you. I was born under an unlucky star. How often have I become a widow! My first husband was
snatched away by a young hawk; the second was bit by a hound; the third, shot by a gunman. With you I have
been happy, but before marrying off our nine sons and twelve daughters, you’ve been caught by the trap. Hunger
drove you to your death. Am I possessed by evil spirits? How pitiable you look! Is it because of your age or
illness? Or was it ill luck that brought you disgrace? Or the evil spirit of obstinacy? How can I make you live?
Whom will our children marry? Who will help me deliver the one I am carrying? I planted magic herbs in a wide
field thick with clouds and trees and hoped to share happiness with you for a hundred years. But before three
years have passed, I must part with you forever. When will I find again one with your imposing stature? O searoses on the stretch of beautiful sand, don’t resent the fall of flowers. Next spring you will bloom again, but my
husband, once gone, will not return. I’ll be nothing but a widow, a widow!”
“Don’t give way to sorrow,” he says, half opening his eyes. “It was my mistake to marry one who keeps on
losing husbands. The dead cannot return to life, so it is unlikely that you will see me again. But if you are
determined to have a last look at me, tomorrow morning after breakfast follow after the man who has trapped me.
I might be hanging in the market of Kimch’ on or in some provincial storehouse; or as a dried pheasant presented
by a bride to her in-laws. Don’t mourn my death, but keep yourself chaste so as to be honored by the court. How
wretched is my lot, how terrible! Don’t cry, beloved, my innards are melting. However sad you might be, dying is
sadder.”
He puts up his last struggle—planting his legs firmly against the lower pulley and tugging at the one above.
There is no escape; he merely loses some feathers.
Master T’ak the trapper has been keeping watch. With a mouse-fur cap and a stick, he walks swinging his
arms, then jumps upon the trap and pulls out the catch. Rejoicing, he dances.
“Hurrah, I’m happy. Did you come down to drink the blue-green water below Mount South? Or did you come
to visit peach-blossom girls in the gay quarters beyond the mountain? Not knowing that greed invites death, you
were driven by appetite. So I’ve caught you, who used to roam over blue waters and green hills. I’ll offer a
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sacrifice to the mountain spirits and catch all your kin.” He pulls out the bird’s crooked tongue and places it on a
rock and, pressing his hands together, prays:
“May that trap also catch a pheasant hen. I put my faith in Amitābha and compassionate Avalokiteśvara!”
Bowing again and again, he goes downhill.
Immediately thereafter, the widow goes to the rock and gathers the feathers; crying bitterly, she covers them
with arrowroot leaves and buries them with honeysuckle. She inscribes the pheasant cock’s name and rank on a
flag of day lily and hangs it on a small pine tree; then she digs a grave close to where two sides of a field meet,
and buries her mate. Then she offers a sacrifice to the mountain spirits and Buddhas. Offerings befitting the
occasion include dewdrops of a fallen leaf, dishes made of Cheju chestnut shells, cups made of acorns, and spoons
and chopsticks made of rushes. The well-dressed crane offers the first cup; the nimble swallow is the receptionist;
the eloquent parrot is the protocol officer; and the crested ibis, kneeling, intones the prayer:
“On a certain month of a certain year, your widow ventures to announce to you, my deceased husband, who
were a retired gentleman, that your body has been buried and your soul has returned to become a spirit. I bow
down and offer libations and hope that you will reject the old and follow the new. Please rely on this.”
When they hesitate to clear the offertory table, a hungry black-eared kite looks down and asks,
“Who is the chief mourner? I’ll get you!” It pounces upon one of the young and flies up to the highest peak of
the storied cliffs, but fumbles its prey:
“I’ve been starving for more than ten days because of the cold. Today I have caught the favorite of man. The
steamed octopus, abalone, and sea cucumber are the favorites of a bachelor. The peaches of immortality that ripen
every ten years are the fruit of the Queen Mother of the West; the wine from Mount Yak is the favorite of the Four
White-beards of Mount Shang; and puppies that have died a natural death and chicks are the favorites of the kite,
the general. Large or small, it is a pheasant. Let me eat it to abate my hunger.”
Swaying to and fro, it looks around and behold, the pheasant chick has fled downhill, leaving not a trace. He
heaves a sigh,
“For the cause of justice and humanity, Kuan Yti released Ts’ao Ts’ao in the narrow pass of Hua-jung, and out
or kindness, even the suspicious kite has set his victim free. My children will enjoy a golden age.”
The jackdaw from the T’aebaek mountains, after an excursion to the north peak, comes down to allay his
hunger and offer condolences to the widow. After feasting on the fruit, he sighs and says,
“With his stature and virtue I thought he would live long. But because of a single red bean he met with an
untimely death. Listen, if there is a hero, there will be a fleet steed; if there is a writer, there will be a famous
calligrapher. I see that we are destined to enjoy marital harmony. Would a butterfly have time to ponder fire
among the flowers, and a goose to dread an old fisherman when it sees water? You know my lineage and
prospects, so why don’t we make our fortune and enjoy bliss for a hundred years?”
“Even though you’re a creature of no account, in which book of propriety have you read that a widow can
remarry before fulfilling a three-year mourning? ‘Clouds follow the dragon, and winds follow the tiger.’ And ‘A
wife should follow a husband.’ Am I to follow every suitor?”
“How ridiculous,” the furious jackdaw retorts. “The Book of Songs says, ‘We are seven sons | And cannot
compose our mother’s heart.’\fn{A note reads: Poem 32.} It suggests that the lady in question remarry even if she has
seven sons. Much less should you, puny thing, talk about integrity and constancy. I’ve yet to see a chaste pheasant
hen whose virtue is honored.”
Then an owl, after expressing his condolences, turns to the jackdaw:
“Your body is black, and your bill grotesque. You don’t even stand up before an elder.”
“You bigoted and rude owl! If your eyes are depressed and your ears move, does that make you an adult?
Don’t laugh at my black body. My outside may be black, but not my inside. I happened to fly over Shan-yin and
got smudged. Don’t ridicule my bill. Kou-chien of Yüeh, whose mouth had the wily look of a crow’s bill, polished
his sword for ten years and succeeded in vanquishing his enemy, Fu-ch’a of Wu. How could you, unlettered as
you are, pretend to be an adult? I won’t let you go unpunished.”
As they quarrel, a lone goose happens to alight from among the clouds. Looking around, his body drooping, he
attempts to cope with the situation.
“Elders? When Su Wu of the Han was in captivity for nineteen years in the north sea, I carried his message and
offered it to the Son of Heaven with my own hands. Take this into account; you’ll know who the elder is.”
A drake in the lotus lake in front, seven times a widower without an heir, has been seeking a mate for some
time. Upon hearing the news, he intends to propose without a matchmaker—a honking goose carrying a pair of
wooden geese,\fn{A note reads: At the marriage rite the bridegroom presents a wooden goose to the bride at her parent’s home as a
symbol of conjugal love.} an osprey bearing a box on its back, a lively stork following behind, and a graceful halcyon
as a verbal messenger. The halcyon asks,
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“Is the bride home? The bridegroom is here.”
“You think you can handle a widow so easily—without even checking our fortune. Are you pressuring me?”
“What need to have a widow’s and a widower’s fortune told?” the drake asks. “A bride and a bridegroom
sharing the same bed—that’s marriage. Let’s choose an auspicious day. Yes, tonight is the best. A union of two
families is the source of all happiness. Cut out the chatter, let’s go to bed.”
“You think you can get away with such wicked words because you're a male?”
“Listen to what I can offer you. In a broad fairyland of water, with pink smart-weed and white duckweed for
our home, silver scales and jade bodies for our food, we’ll wander about—the water is the best place to live
between heaven and earth.”
“How can you compare your life with mine on land? Listen. We stroll the flat plain and broad field, fly up to a
high peak on a cliff, and view the four seas and the eight quarters. In late spring, when the willows are green by
the inn, golden orioles flit among the willows; and when peach and plum blossoms brighten the night and the
cuckoo calls sadly, even grass and trees and birds and beasts are moved to tears. In the season of yellow
chrysanthemums, we pick a myriad of fruit and store them everywhere. The gorgeous attire and the belling of the
manly pheasant are without parallel. How can your life match ours?”
The drake remains silent. By his side is a pheasant cock, another visitor bearing condolences:
“A widower for three years, I have not been able to find a fit bride. Our ties are preordained by Heaven, and by
the grace of God, we’ll become a couple and beget and marry off sons and daughters till we’re buried in the same
grave.”
“When I think about my late husband, it would be inconsiderate of me to marry again so soon. But I’m neither
young nor old—I’m just at the age when I know the appeal of a man and how to keep house. When I look at your
manliness, I’ve no desire to keep chaste, and lust stirs in me. I’ve rejected all other suitors. They say ‘Birds of a
feather flock together.’ Indeed, it is meet and just for us to unite. Let’s live together in any way we please.”
The pheasant cock billows and flaps his wings, and they are married. Ashamed, the crow, owl, and drake
retreat, and the black bird, halcyon, green finch, parrot, peacock, goose, heron, stork, and crow-tit all return home.
With the new bridegroom in front and nine sons and twelve daughters behind, braving the snow and wind, they
return to the emerald stream in the cloud-capped wood. The next spring, after marrying off their children and
visiting famous hills and waters, on the fifteenth of the tenth month, they enter the great river and transform
themselves into clams.\fn{A note reads: An old Chinese superstition.}
1920
The Story Of Sim Ch’ŏng\fn{by Sin Chaehyo (mid-19th century)} South Korea (M) 18
It is related that, in the time when the Ch’eng-hua Emperor reigned in Ming, there lived in the Southern
Counties a well known gentleman of the Sim clan whose name was Hyon. His branch of the clan was proud and
great, and he was of the rank of Duke, but he cared nothing for honors and was one of the great scholars of his
age.
His wife was of one of the best families, of the Ch’ong clan, a true lady of most delicate features. She had
resided with the Duke for more than ten years and given not the slightest cause for dissatisfaction. The only thing
was that there was no offspring of the marriage, and therefore husband and wife communed in continuing sadness.
Then the lady had a God-given dream, and, as a result, she conceived in that month, and in the tenth month gave
birth to a daughter. They were grieved that it was not a son, but they saw that she was an extraordinarily attractive
girl and they loved her. They gave her the personal name of Ch’ong, which means “Purity,” and the second name
of Mongson, which means “Dream Fairy.” She was to them “a precious jewel in the palm of the hand.”
Time passed and Ch’ong grew. In her third year she had not only beauty of looks and prodigious talents, but
she was also gifted with such extreme devotion to her parents that the neighbors and relatives all praised and
admired her.
But “in the fullness of joy comes grief” has always been the way of the world, and the Lady Ch’ong was
suddenly taken by an illness which proved fatal. She departed this world, and the Duke mourned her greatly. He
buried her with all due ceremonies and held his daughter Ch’ong to himself in sadness day and night. Ch’ong too
called upon and wailed for her mother. One could not have borne to look upon the misery of father and daughter.
The Duke’s household gradually went into decline, and he became so ridden with illness that he could not
leave his bed. Worse, he developed eye trouble, and before many months could not discern things a few inches
away. His life was ever more shabby. He sold off all his few family possessions to keep them in food from day to
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day, and then was desperate.
As time passed and Ch’ong grew up, she was so saddened by the deprivations which her father suffered that
she begged for food to provide for him from day to day around the neighborhood. All were moved to pity for their
misery and did not grudge to give.
One day Ch’ong went out and late in the day had not come home. The Duke was hungry and sunk deep in
anxiety. He took up his walking stick, shuffled out in his straw sandals, and waited for her for a while, leaning on
the gate Then he slowly made his way out to the road. Suddenly he missed his footing and fell into a pit. Try as he
might, he could not move. His plight was truly critical, when an old priest, who happened to be passing, saw him,
took hold of him and got him sitting up.
“Where,” he asked, “were you going, incapacitated as you are, to get into this plight?”
“I am a blind man, as you can see,” the Duke sighed, “and my child had gone out and not come home. I came
out and was stumbling along aimlessly by myself. I was as good as dead when 1 was rescued by you. My indebtedness to you for your help is greater than the highest mountain.”
The old priest told him that he was a collector for the building of a Hall of the Law at the Heart in the Clouds
Retreat in the Bright Moon Mountains.
“I came down to the village and was begging for alms when I happened to be passing ths spot and rescued you,
sir. I see in your face that, though now you are destitute, in four or five years you will be one of the highest in the
land and your daughter’s glory will be the greatest in the whole world. But if you will make just one large
donation, not only will your daughter be ennobled, but your blind eyes, sir, will be opened.”
“How much should I donate?”
“As a donation for the building of a Hall of the Law, a rice offering to the Buddha is the most important. You
must donate three hundred bushels of polished rice.”
“Write ‘three hundred bushels of polished rice’ in your donors’ book,” said the Duke, and turned for home.
The old priest gestured his thanks to him with his hands together as in prayer.
“I will come again in a few days,” he said, and went on his way.
When the Duke got home, he sighed.
“I am a blind man who cannot even supply myself with thin rice and water. My young child ekes out my life
with her begging. How can I get three hundred bushels to donate? If one breaks a promise to the Buddha, ill must
come of it. Since I seem bound to break my promise, I cannot escape the billion hells in the next life.”
He was still thinking these unhappy thoughts when Ch'ong brought home the food she had begged. Seeing her
father’s unhappiness, she was disturbed.
“Today I went over to the rich house on the west side and ground their mortar for them. By the time I could get
home with the food I got, of course it was very late. This unhappiness of yours, dear father, is all due to the
shallowness of my care for you.”
The Duke dried his tears.
“I’ve been brooding lately. The hardness of our lot is ‘a vexation which cuts me to the marrow.’ I went out of
doors. I was groping my way along, with nowhere particular to go, and careless of where I put my feet, when I
fell into a pit. I would have died, but I was found by a begging priest”—he gave her the details—“who told me
that both my blindness and our having to beg for a living was a punishment for sins in a previous life, and if I
donated three hundred bushels of polished rice, my eyes would be opened and you would have great honor for the
rest of your life. This gave me a sudden desire to redeem myself, and I told him to write down three hundred
bushels in his donors’ book. When I came home and thought about it, you and I have no way of earning a farthing
in cash or a pint of rice, so where can we turn to make such a donation? I am going to have to break a promise to
the Buddha and in future will suffer great damnation. That is why I am unhappy.”
Having heard him, Ch’ong tried to console him:
“Don’t be unhappy, father. They say that if one is utterly sincere, heaven is moved. It was because you are as
sincere as you are that you wanted to make a donation, so there will be help from the Buddha. Please don’t worry
yourself unncessarily.”
She prepared his supper at once and served it to him, but the Duke did not eat. He only sighed long, and his
eyes were filled with a stream of tears. Ch’ong felt great pity for him and consoled him with gentle words.”
“Heaven is high, but sees clearly. Heaven and Earth, Sun and Moon will be moved by your sincerity, father. Do
not be excessively distressed.”
She consoled him in every way she could think of, but in truth she could see no way out. She went over every
possible plan, and then at midnight that night she bathed and purified herself, went down into the garden, spread a
mat and prayed to Heaven.
“The human being, Sim Ch’ong, would not shirk death for her blind father’s sake. My father, praying that his
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closed eyes be opened, now wishes to make a donation to the Buddha, but he has no way of getting three hundred
bushels of polished rice. So, instead, he has come to commit the sin of breaking a promise to the Buddha. O Gods
of Heaven and Earth, look upon him.”
All through the night she prayed and when she went back into her room, could not get to sleep. She sighed
with grief until she drowsed off. The old priest appeared before her.
“Tomorrow,” he said, “there will be someone wishing to buy you. Though you will be sold to go to a place
where you will die, do not shirk it. Heaven is moved by your devotion to your father, and it is certain that in the
place of death you will find honor.”
Suddenly he was gone, and she awoke to find that it had been but ‘a dream beneath the shade of a tree.’
Greatly puzzled in her heart, she waited for the dawn, contemplating their situation.
Now there was a merchant of the Southern Capital who journeyed to and fro from the Northern Capital with
his cargoes and traveled all countries trading. Year by year as he crossed the Great Sea, he passed a water called
“The Phosphorescent Pool” in the region of the Glass Kingdom. In this water there was a demon. Unimportant
boats could go their way unharmed, but any ships heavily laden with treasures and silks could only pass in safety
after a human sacrifice had been made to the Water God. Therefore, year by year, he would buy a girl child to put
into the Phosphorescent Pool as he went by it.
At this time there was a man once more going round all the villages calling. When Ch’ong heard him, she was
so happy that she rushed out and asked whether he would consider buying a child like her. The man looked at her
and saw no ordinary girl. Devotion to her parents shone in her eyes, her eyebrows were like sketches of hills in
the spring, her lips seemed to be painted with cinnabar, her high ears shone with the light of the sun and the moon,
her shoulders were like a swallow’s wings and her slender waist as as if bound with silk gauze. She was ‘in every
way most fair to look upon,’ the rarest beauty in the world, and with the signs of a perfect fortune. Yet her clothes
were tatters which barely covered her flesh, she was nothing but skin and bone, and through her disheveled hair
the worry on her face showed clearly. It was as if ‘the indigo flowers in the cinnamon palace’ had been hit by a
wild wind. Her jangling voice was like that of a young phoenix screeching from high in the sky. How could that
merchant, born and brought up in the uncultured outlands, and always busy in uncivilized parts, have seen such a
noble girl of matchless beauty?
With a flurried bow he said:
“I beg your pardon. I’m just a merchant who buys and sells goods. I buy a girl for a good price and sacrifice
her to the Dragon Spirit as I go by the Phosphorescent Pool. Murdering human beings, I am amassing sins, but, on
the other hand, this is my life. I heard you calling now, young lady, and came to you. I cannot see in your face that
you look as if you are destined to drown. What can have brought you to want to be sold?”
Ch’ong burst into tears.
“My stars have led me along a rugged way. I could tell you all the details of my life, but the longer it went on
the more fate cast me down. My father is blind, and my heart was breaking with my consciousness of my
obligations to him. Then on”—she gave the date—“an old priest, passing by, saw my father and told me that 1
should not shirk fire or water to do my duty to my father. Though I sell myself and come to the place of death, if
my father again sees the sun and moon, I may go to the Ninth Plain, but mine will be a happy ghost. I hope that
you will give three hundred bushels of polished rice to purchase me.”
When she had finished, the merchant was moved by the pitifulness of her plight and her extreme devotion to
her father.
“I am in two minds whether to buy you or not, young lady, but you are extremely devoted to your father, and
man is not wood or stone. How can I not be impressed? If it were my decision alone, I would just give three
hundred bushels of rice and go on my way without any regrets. However, this is a business which concerns
several partners, and it is proper that I should go back to them and discuss the delivery of the rice.”
Ch’ong accepted this, and went in. For the moment she deceived her father.
“Some rich man of the village on the other side who has no children has always loved me and been generous in
giving me food for you. Now I have sold myself to that rich man for three hundred bushels of polished rice so that
you can make your donation. When did the begging priest say that he would come?”
When the Duke heard this, he was on the one hand happy, but, on the other, when he thought of his daughter
going to somebody else’s house, his heart was broken. He shed tears as he said:
“According to what you say, I can avoid breaking a promise to the Buddha, and am really happy about that, but
if you have been sold to another for a good price, you cannot stay in my house a moment longer. Who do you
think I can look to to keep me alive, all alone?”
He wept sadly, and Ch’ong, who had still not told her father the truth, felt as if she were coming apart inside.
“If he is so unhappy,” she thought, “at my being alive but going where I shall be well clothed and well fed, if I
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were to tell him that I am going to the place where I will die, certainly he would not live on in this world. Can
there be anyone as unfilial as I among either the living or the dead?”
The tears she wept swelled the rivers.
Before long the merchant delivered the rice, just as the begging priest came to the door asking to see them.
Ch’ong gave him the rice she had got from the merchant, and the priest thanked her endlessly.
After he had had the rice taken away and gone, Ch’ong asked the merchant what day he was going to take her.
“We are setting sail,” the merchant said, “on the third day of the seventh month this autumn,” and he left.
Ch’ong sat down quietly and thought that it was only a matter of three days or so to the day she should die. She
could only pray to Heaven.
“Now my father cannot see what is in front of him, and, though he has me, if I go out and do not come home
for half a day, there is no one to ladle him out a spoonful of water, and he waits for me. When I die, who will look
after my father and bring him to his old age? He will certainly not be able to avoid starving to death before many
days. What will happen to me in future for having caused him such sorrow? Alas! In the thirteen years since I
became acquainted with this world I have not known my dear mother’s face. When I served my ailing father, I
was not able to get enough food to fill him, and could not provide him with clothes for the cold and the heat. My
clothes have never had neck bands, and my skirts have never been full. Instead I forgot such things, and, seeing
my father at his last gasp, I wept bitterly day and night as I went to the east to beg food and to the west to seek
sustenance for him, never giving a backward glance at propriety or shame. Now I am abandoning my father and
even going to the place of death. My troubled soul will slip off to the clouded sky and I will embrace my mother
with tears. It cannot be avoided.”
Such thoughts made her feel that her heart was breaking and her insides melting away. From that day on she
begged diligently and collected food, which she cooked and served frequently to her father.,
In no time at all the day fixed by the merchant arrived. Ch’ong realized that she could not deceive her father in
the end, and thereupon threw herself on her face at her father’s knees wailing sadly. The Duke was taken by
surprise, and urgently enquired the reason for this, but Ch’ong’s heart was so full of sadness that she could not put
it into words. The Duke also wailed and caressed his daughter as he asked the reason for her sadness.
Ch’ong managed to pull herself together.
“That three hundred bushels of rice the other day,” she said, “was not from a local rich man. To cut a long story
short, I got it by selling myself to a merchant, and now he has come to take me. I didn’t tell you this from the
start, because I was worried that I would cause you to be angry with me, father, while I was still with you. Today
it is time for farewells, for our last parting, so I am telling you my true feelings. Alas, our love for each other,
father and daughter, is ten times greater than anyone else’s. The way you reared me, who had no mother, and the
way, when I was barely acquainted with the world, you went blind, your family line came to an end, and we were
not able to get enough to eat, no one has had a life like ours. Now it is worse. When I ponder how I am
abandoning you, to become a resentful spirit in the water, my regret at having failed you is immeasurable.”
She wept distractedly, and the Duke, having heard what she said, immediately wailed in a loud voice:
“My child, what words are these? Even if I had broken my promise to the Buddha, and gone to the million,
million hells, not to return for ten million years, how could you have been so bold as to scheme to kill me with
indecent haste? Even with you here I have sadness in plenty. Alone, on whom am I to rely for my life, tell me? I
would rather just follow you to death.”
He beat his body as he wailed out loud.
The people of the village, seeing the sudden swooning lamentation of Ch’ong and her father, and enquiring of
the cause of it, each felt pity for them.
“How Tzu-lu carried food to feed his parents, and how Meng-tsung’s tears produced bamboo shoots to please
his mother are famous stories from long ago, but we have never heard tell of anyone being born with such great
love for their father that they would sell their body to a place of death to realize their father’s wish. No man of old
can match the resolute devotion to her father of this thirteen year old girl. Poor child! From the age of seven or
eight Sim Ch’ong’s miserable hardship grew worse and worse. We have always bemoaned the fact that riches and
honors and poverty and lowliness are unjustly apportioned, but what can be the sense of her not being able to
avoid becomiong a resentful spirit in the water?”
Many were those who were sad for Ch’ong's sake. Ch’ong dried her tears, and, facing all her neighbors from
either side, bowed to them and begged them sadly:
“Ladies and gentlemen, if you will extend the charity of your hearts to my ailing father, save him, and protect
him through his remaining years, though I go to the Ninth Plain, I will repay your kindness with bunches of grass
from the Mountain of Flowers and mouthfuls of pearls from the Lake of Longevity.”
Several people were so deeply concerned for Sim Ch’ong that they grasped her and consoled her, saying:
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“Even if you had not said so, we are so used to admiring your devotion to your father that we would have done
the right thing. We will think of you and take special care of your father, don’t worry. Since you are already on
your way to your place of death, it is proper that you should die, and perhaps in a later life repay what we do for
you in this world by becoming the child of one of our families.” Others said:
“Heaven is supremely fair, yet is it making her, at the tender age of thirteen, into a resentful spirit in the water?
It must surely be testing her.”
Ch’ong, begging sadly for her life, entreated the merchant to let her have just one more day so that all bitterness might be removed from the unspent love between her father and her before they went. The merchant for his
part was so impressed by her inborn devotion to her father, and felt so sorry for their situation, that he went away
telling her to stay a few days more. Duke Sim, exhausted with lamentation, just cried without ceasing that he
wanted to go with her.
Soon the few days passed and the merchant came again. He gave them fifty bushels more of polished rice,
saying:
“We have been so moved by the young lady’s enormous devotion to her father that we are giving fifty bushels
more so that the young lady’s father may have sustenance for three or four years.” At the same time he asked her
to go. Ch’ong thanked him a hundred times and took the rice, which she entrusted to a respectable family in the
village with earnest entreaties.
She entered the shrine to her mother to make her farewells. Her bitter lamentation pierced the Ninth Heaven. If
the spirit of the Lady Ch’ong recognized her voice, how could she not be moved?
With the greatest reluctance, Ch’ong took leave of her father. Father and daughter, face touching face,
exhausted themselves with lamentation, until presently Ch’ong pulled herself together, and, stroking her father’s
hand, said:
“Father, I am unworthy of you. You must believe that I never existed if you are to relieve yourself of any
burden on your conscience. I have managed to provide for you still, and pray that you will continue to live long
hereafter. I shall not see you again in this life, but wish that, since it is right that we should become father and
daughter in a later life, we will fulfil all that we have felt for each other in this life.”
Having expressed her undying love, she pulled herself up. The Duke grasped his daughter, and, stamping his
feet, lamented:
“Who do you mean me to depend on? Where do you mean me to go?”
After consoling him in every way she could think of, Ch’ong had to say farewell. Then, as she went out
through the door, she felt so faint that she could not help stumbling at every step. If even one with a heart of wood
or stone had seen how she looked then, they could not have repressed feelings of sadness.
The Duke groped his way outside with difficulty, beating his breast and stamping his feet, lamenting:
“Ch’ong, Ch’ong, where are you going, daring to abandon me?”
His misery knew no bounds. But the situation had to be accepted, there was nothing to be done, Ch’ong knew,
as she went out, carrying her immense burden of grief and looking back at her father. She stumbled ten times at
every step.
At every house people came to their doors and gazed at Ch’ong going on her way. They sighed long and said
to each other:
“What devotion to her father she has! We are seeing today such a thing as has never been seen in all the ages.”
Ch’ong was scarcely able to make her way. She reached the Phosphorescent Pool, where all the merchants
were waiting impatiently with their goods displayed, feeling uneasy that it was getting too late. When they saw
Ch’ong coming, they told her to get aboard quickly. Ch’ong felt that she had failed her father, but there was
nothing she could do about it. Looking up to Heaven, she lamented, and then again, facing in each direction,
bowed and said:
“Ch’ong, daughter of the ailing human Sim Hyon, lost her mother at the age of three. She kept her father, who
could not see in front of him, alive by begging for food with which to feed him. Then, when told that if a donation
were given to the Buddha, his eyes would be opened, she sold herself to be cast into the water to die. Dying itself
is nothing to be sad about, but from today there is no one to serve my ailing father even one spoonful of water.
Certainly he will think of his dying daughter and die from his illness. I have no way to gather up his corpse after
his death and give him permanent burial amongst his ancestors’ graves. I was the child of a man, and have parted
from him, he alive and I to die, without having repaid my parents for having given me birth and upbringing. I am
dying before my father. I am casting my body, given to me by my parents, into the billows of the boundless sea to
be food for the fish. In heaven or on earth can there be such lack of love for one’s parents as this? Eternal blue
Heaven, shining spirits of Heaven and Earth, look upon me!”
After she had finished praying, she bent over to look at the water. The blue waters stretched to the sky. A sad
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breeze rose gently. A cloud grew and wrapped her in its vastness. A song from the sailors urged her soul on its
way. How sad and pitiable!
Ch’ong called upon her father three times in lamentation, covered her face with both hands and leapt flying
into the water. All the merchants, seeing her miserable plight, grieved deeply.
Now when this happened, Ch’ong did not sink as she fell into the water, but floated away for a while.
Suddenly a perfumed breeze arose, and floating on it came fairies in a small boat, with their hair done up in the
style for a funeral ceremony, playing jade flutes and seeming to fly. They took hold of Ch’ong, lifted her into the
boat, took off her soaked clothes and changed them for a set of new clothes. They poured some life-reviving
potion from a jade jar and gave it her to drink.
Shortly Ch’ong opened her eyes and saw her own body lying in comfort. Fairies such as she had never seen
before, dressed in clothes of many colors, were sitting on either side of her, massaging her hands and feet. Ch’ong
was very happy, but astonished, and, sitting up quickly, she raised her hands in thanks.
“All you fairy ladies—who are you that you rescue people who have died by falling in the water?”
At least, such were her words, but she was so faint in spirit that she could get no sound out.
“We are ladies-in-waiting of the Dragon King of the Eastern Sea,” replied the fairies. “He told us to escort you
to him, madam. We were so late that you were already near to ‘suffering the fate of a crushed jewel or a fallen
flower.’”
Ch’ong was recovering consciousness.
“I am a human being of humble origin,” she said. “I am extremely grateful that the Dragon King should have
such care for me.”
“Your penance, lady,” the fairies said, “was determined by Heaven, and the Dragon King’s summoning you
now is also Heaven’s decree. When you go to him, you will understand all.”
As they rowed the boat, they sang a fairy song to the playing of jade flutes. Ch’ong felt as fresh in heart as if
her body were flying.
In the twinkling of an eye they reached the place. A palace of pearls with halls of mother-of-pearl shimmered
in a mist. On the main gate was a sign on a board engraved in letters of gold:

DRAGON PALACE
OF
THE EASTERN SEA
The fairies brought the boat to the steps before the gate and requested her to land. Ch’ong raised herself and
alighted. From within there came out in pairs ladies-in-waiting dressed in red embroidered court robes. They
brought out a palanquin of gold and said:
“Young lady, please take this palanquin.”
Ch’ong demurred.
“I am a human being of low birth. How can I ride in this?”
“Lady,’ the fairies said, “in human life you were out of your time and lived in poverty and hardship, but in our
watery regions you are an extremely honored person, and in former days you used to ride in this very palanquin.
Do not demur, but take your seat quickly. Remember that the Great King is waiting.”
Ch’ong protested three times, but then, unable to refuse, got in. All the ladies-in-waiting escorted her, performing for her all the music suitable to the occasion. Six dragons bore the palanquin. She was splendidly majestic,
with all the airs of a fairy spirit.
They passed through many gates and reached the foot of the throne. The jade balustrade glistened, the pearl
curtain was dazzling. The whole place was lost in shrouds of mist and clouds of awesome majesty. Her spirit was
all the more ill at ease and her thoughts confused. A pair of ladies-in-waiting took hold of the young lady and led
her up to the throne. Pointing to the throne on the north side, they told her to present herself. When the young lady
looked up, she saw the King on the golden throne. On his head he had the ruler’s crown. He was wearing formal
robes of green silk, with a belt at his waist of lustrous white pearls, and clasping a sceptre of jasper. He was seated
haughtily, impressively glorious. On either side courtiers held phoenix-tail fans. It was a majestic and awesome
scene.
When Ch’ong stepped forward and humbly made her obeisances before him, the Dragon King bowed.
“Ah, K’uei,” he said (K’uei being the Chinese name for the constellation Andromeda), “and how did you enjoy
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being a human being?”
Ch’ong made another humble obeisance and said:
“This unworthy female is a human being of low birth. I cannot understand Your Majesty’s intent.”
The Dragon King smiled.
“In a previous existence you were the noble lady of King Chien of Ch’u. You were given charge of the wine at
the Queen Mother’s banquet at the Gemstone Lake, but, being partial to Lord Lao, you gave him much wine to
drink, and there was not enough wine for the feast. The Lord of the Heaven where Lord Lao resided demanded of
the Jade Emperor that punishment be given. The Jade Emperor, wrathful, said, ‘This is not the crime of heavenly
beings, but the crime of a serving woman in charge of wine. Let a close investigation be made and severe punishment be given.’
“Lord Lao was to be banished to the human world and live forty years without any harm coming to him, he
said, and then you were to become his daughter and show your devotion to him. So, forty years after Lord Lao
become Sim Hyon and descended to the human world, you became his daughter. For the crime of having
misappropriated wine in heaven, you were given no angel to feed you, and were made to beg for your food for
thirteen years. For him, his eyes were to be dimmed, and he was to be fed with what you, K’uei, begged for him.
So it was determined that you would pay for what you had done in heaven. Getting one’s deserts for a former life
and suffering and pleasure in the present life are all fates as determined by Heaven.
“However, the Jade Emperor had still not dissipated all his anger. When he held court, with all the immortals
of the world, the Dragon Kings of the Four Seas, the Mountain Gods of the Five Hills, all the Buddhas and all the
Rulers of Heavens assembled, Sakyamuni\fn{Buddah.} made a submission to the Jade Emperor:
“‘It is already eight or nine years since Lord Lao, in the midst of the increasingly severe suffering he was
experiencing in the human world, became unable to make out things a few inches away. He will have paid fully
for his sins. Although K’uei’s sin of having disobeyed Heaven’s command is not slight, she descended to the
human world, had hardship and difficulty from babyhood, and begged east and west for food to serve to Lord Lao.
Heaven and earth were filled with her devotion to her father. It was enough to pay for her sins in her previous life,
but she did more. She sold her body to go to its death. Her dedication to her father’s well-being is indeed
miraculous. Therefore your servant sent his disciple to test her heart, and found the behavior of father and
daughter to be in fact utterly sincere. Only to punish the sins of a former life and not to take gracious account of
honest devotion to one’s parents in the present life is not a just dispensation of the Court of Heaven, and their
dedication moves one to pity. Your Majesty, send down the rain and dew of your graciousness and make clear
judgment between the good and the not good.”
“The Jade Emperor was persuaded by these words, and at once ordered Nan-tou (that is to say, Sirius) to
bestow blessings and income, and Pei-tou (Charles’ Wain) to bestow a name and descendants.
“Nan-tou reported: ‘K’uei was originally the noble daughter of the Dragon King of the Eastern Sea, and,
descending to the human world, was of a pious and honorable nature. It is impossible that she should become the
mother of a commoner family. It is in order that she should become the Queen of the Glass Kingdom, and I am
arranging that she should have a full life of royal pleasure.’
“The Jade Emperor consented. Pei-tou in turn reported: ‘Since Nan-tou has made all possible arrangements for
K’uei, your servant is arranging that Lord Lao should become a Grand Duke, meet a falling star late in life, have
sons and daughters, and be the richest, most honored and best provided for in his generation, and that then, at the
age of seventy five, he should return to his former office, while K’uei should have three sons and two daughters
and, at the age of seventy three, return again to the Eastern Sea.”
“The Jade Emperor gave his gracious consent, and I made a request of him in my turn: ‘You are good enough
to forgive K’uei’s sins. Your servant shared with her the love between father and daughter also in a previous life.
In a few days’ time, K’uei is to end her life at the Phosphorescent Pool, and I cannot but rescue her from that dire
strait. Let me rescue her, as is proper, keep her for one night, and send her to the human world.’
“The Jade Emperor consented. So you were brought here to stay the night, so that we might resume the
enjoyment of the love of father and daughter. Tomorrow you return.”
When Ch’ong heard this, she realized that all that had happened from first to last was predestined. More
unhappy than ever, she prostrated herself upon the ground and said:
“When I hear Your Majesty’s explanation, I know that my sinfulness in a previous life was manifest, so I do
not complain. However, when I think of the penance which is past, my ailing father’s present deprivation and his
likely dying of sorrow, I am as if torn apart inside.”
“Now,” said the Dragon King, “your penance is all done, and in future you will enjoy everlasting blessings and
prosperity. Do not be sad.”
He ordered the ladies-in-waiting to bring tea and fruit for her to have. Presently the ladies-in-waiting brought
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tea on a purple platter. The tea was like mist over the pearly ball of a full moon and the fruit like jujubes. As
Ch’ong took them, her spirits stirred, and the recalled clearly all her former life. She was happy again to see the,
royal face of her father, the King. The ladies-in-waiting on each side of her, who were all the same as had attended
her very self in her former life, could not restrain their pleasure either. It was as yesterday that, being in charge of
the vintage wine, she had felt sorry for Lord Lao and stolen the wine to give him, and again she could not repress
her sadness. Looking up at her father, she wept.
“When I think of how I suffered penance in the human world, I am shocked. Now that I have entered this
place, I wish not to leave it again, but to stay here.”
“Don’t be sad,” her father said. “If you leave again for the human world, your penance of former days will be
‘a spring dream of another place.’ How could you disobey the command of Heaven?”
He ordered the ladies-in-waiting to conduct Ch’ong to a separate hall in the rear gardens, and to see that she
rested comfortably. Ch’ong followed the ladies-in-waiting, and, when she got to the hall, all the things displayed
in the hall were those she had seen in former days.
Meanwhile Sim Hyon, hovering between life and death, wanted at least to see his daughter going out of the
gate to wherever it was she was going, but, since his eyes were closed, how could he see her? He just beat his
breast in lamentation until suddenly he fainted and could not regain consciousness. The people of the neighborhood, feeling sorry for him in his plight, took hold of him and saved his life by rubbing his hands and feet and
pouring hot water on them. Presently Sim Hyon came to his senses, and beat the wall with his hand in
lamentation.
“My poor daughter! At three you lost your mother. When, a helpless baby in a quilt, you cried for your mother,
what could I, an invalid, feel? I was clinging to life, not quite dead, and on top of that I became blind and could
not make out things a foot away. Our family fortune was exhausted and we could not get food for a single meal a
day. My daughter, you begged in cold and heat alike to ensure that I was not hungry even for a moment. Now look
what has become of you for your father’s sake: your dedication is extreme, but how can I hope to live? Had great
broad Heaven had mercy on me, I might have been destitute but my eyes healthy, or I might not have been able to
see with my eyes but have had wealth and to spare, then how could you have gone to all that trouble to go to a
place where you would die? Alas! Even a child dying of an illness is pitiful. I, a chronic invalid, have sent my
devoted daughter to an immediate, untimely and tragic death. Even if the Spirits of Heaven and Earth were not to
think it wrong to open my eyes, how could I, living alone, endure and beat this sadness?”
In this way day and night he called on Ch’ong in lamentation. The people of the neighborhood were unable to
bear the sound of his weeping, and could not sleep for it. Hyon, night and day alike, lamented bitterly alone. To
console himself he groped and found the food which Ch’ong had begged to collect for him. He groped all around
and found that every bowl was filled with dishes of dried meat and cooked food. As he handled each one, his
chest tightened and his stomach turned to jelly. Try as he might to control his sorrow, he could not. He called upon
his daughter once again.
“My poor child! You fed your ailing father and kept him alive like this, yet I coolly send you to your place of
death. How can one call that humanity?”
So he passed the months in lamentation day and night until autumn was all over and winter was upon him. The
snow-bearing wind whined and cut into the bones of men. In the desolate, deserted house there was little sign of
human life, and all he thought of was Ch’ong. He became an emaciated skeleton.
Now the family to which the fifty bushels of polished rice had been entrusted was well off, and only an aged
couple in it. Furthermore, they were honest by nature and respected for their virtue. So, even when Ch’ong was
alive, they had not grudged to give them generous gifts of food. Ch’ong had been deeply grateful. After she had
gone, entrusting the rice to them, they were even more sympathetic. They served every meal to Sim devotedly and
fed him religiously. They chopped wood to heat his room, and looked after him carefully.
When Hyon thought of the life-long hardship which faced him, an invalid, completely indebted to others, he
wanted to die, but it was Heaven’s decree, and he was not allowed to achieve his wish. Thus the first autumn
month of the next year was upon him, and the anniversary of the day Ch’ong had gone to die arrived in due
course. The autumn wind was doleful, and the calls of the geese seeking their flocks as they went south pierced
the heart. The voices of the crickets in the kitchen sounded like a rushing stream, and disturbed the dreams into
which Hyon had fallen with difficulty. He wept sadly, calling upon his daughter, less able than ever to get properly
to sleep.
To continue the story of Sim Ch’ong, she had passed one night in the Dragon Palace, and when she got up she
had completely forgotten the events of her previous life. She was eager only to get out and see her father again as
soon as she could. She was completely at a loss as to what to do, when a lady-in-waiting entered, ordered by the
Dragon King to summon her. Ch’ong quickly obeyed, and the Dragon King said:
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“We were given leave by the Jade Emperor to spend one night together making each other happy. That was a
delightful surprise, but, though it is sad that you are departing again, it is not something that we can refuse to do.
So, back you go to the world of men.”
He ordered the attendants to send her off in a palanquin. The ladies-in-waiting obeyed and went out, with
Ch’ong in the palanquin, to the shore of the sea. There they put her into a small boat and rowed her along to the
appointed place.
“Here,” said the fairies in farewell, “is the place where, before, you threw yourself into the water, madam. Here
is where we leave you.”
In a flash they were gone, and the lotus leaf boat changed into a flower bud quite big enough inside to take her
body. The flower was most strange, with layer upon layer of petals. The young lady could only look to the east
and give a gesture of thanks.
When she was thirsty, she drank the dew which gathered in the petals of the flower, and was sated and content.
It was the ambrosia, one draft of which would automatically cure all human ills: what a miraculous treasure!
Meanwhile the merchants who had bought the young lady to set her in the water, were on their way back,
having traded their goods. When they reached the Phosphorescent Pool, they sighed and lamented all over again.
“Last year we left in this water a girl of the Sim family,” (and the reader should of course know that the name
Sim is written with the character which means ‘to sink into water’) “whom we had bought, with high hopes, and
now our company has returned safely. It is sad and pitiful to think how that girl prayed.”
They were going along, talking with each other, and making music, when suddenly they saw a multicolored
cloud form on the surface of the water, and out of nowhere a flower bud as big as a large dining table floating
about on the water. They had never before seen such glorious colors. All the merchants marveled.
“We have been traveling for years and never seen a leaf of a tree, never mind a flower. This flower is so
unusual that it must be that the girl’s spirit has turned into a flower, and she has not left the place where she died.
The proper thing to do is to take it and present it to the King.”
They fished out the flower and put it in a jade bowl. When they presented it to the King of the country, he was
overjoyed with the flower. After rewarding the merchants handsomely, he called for a first class workman to make
up a multicolored cabinet.
The flower was put into the cabinet and left near his bed-chamber. After the court had been dismissed in the
morning, he would sit in front of the cabinet, enamoured. The fragrance was overpowering, and, since a multicolored cloud formed, he could not see exactly what was inside it. Its beauty grew more glorious day by day, and it
seemed to be continuously smiling at the King, so that he never left it for a moment.
Meanwhile Sim Ch’ang hid herself inside the flower, maintaining herself on ambrosia. Occasionally, when no
one was there, she came out of the cabinet and took a look all around, but when she saw any sign of anyone, she
hid inside the flower, so that no one could know about her.
At that time the King was not getting on well with the Queen, and, as soon as the court was dismissed in the
morning, he would go to the flower cabinet. His love for it grew morning and evening.
In her unhappiness the Queen took ill. All known medicines were ineffective, and eventually she passed to her
rest. She was buried with due ceremony at Sannung. After the period of court mourning was over, the courtiers
addressed the King:
“The Inner Hall of the Kingdom cannot be left empty even for a short time. We humbly beseech Your Majesty
to select a lady of a family of learning and virtue for your consort, and not to disappoint the people in their
hopes.”
The King heard their submission, and said:
“I cannot be without a queen even for a short while, but, however wise a lady is found, should she not be
congenial, the whole country will be disappointed. Therefore I hesitate. Stay withdrawn still, my lords.”
The courtiers left the court and the king went out as usual to the lotus flower cabinet. Suddenly the air was
filled with fragrance, and he saw a girl as beautiful as a fairy child disappear rapidly into the cabinet. The King
was astonished, and quickly went forward and opened the door of the cabinet. On previous days a colored cloud
had dazzled him, but today the cloud cleared, the flower had disappeared, and all he saw was the most beautiful
girl in the world, dressed in multicolored clothes and a red skirt. Her age was some thirteen or fourteen. Her
lustrous skin and outstanding air made her truly ‘a beauty worth the loss of a kingdom.’
The King was astonished and delighted. He examined her carefully two or three times and found that not only
was she extraordinarily attractive, but virtue was apparent in her appearance and she had all the signs of being
destined to prosper. She was ‘a true consort of a king with a thousand chariots’ and ‘mother of a country with a
people of ten thousand clans.’ For a while he examined her carefully, bewitched and confused.
“Are you a fairy? Are you a spirit? How dare you hide inside a flower to make sport of a king?”
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“I am neither a fairy,” replied the beauty humbly, with a modest expression on her face, “nor a spirit. I am but a
human girl, and to have allowed a flower made by fairies to hide me and come into this awesome place to dazzle
Your Majesty’s eyes, though not deliberate, is ‘a crime deserving ten thousand deaths.’”
The King was even more puzzled by what she had said, and wanted to ask her for a precise explanation, but
suddenly a boy eunuch announced:
“The Three Dukes and the Six Ministers request an extraordinary audience.”
The King guessed what the reason for this must be, and immediately took the throne in the Hall of Love and
Virtue. When he summoned the courtiers in, the Head of the Office of the Annals addressed him:
“When your servant was observing the sky last night, the star K’uei shone into the palace with imposing
strength, and the vigour of the Tzu and Wei stars was rising. Certainly it is a sign that the girl who will become the
Mother of the Country is lodged within the palace, and that when she succeeds to the throne of the Queen, a great
prince will be born. Your servant offers his felicitations on the restoration of the Royal Household.”
The Minister Myong also addressed the King:
“Your servant has also been watching the sky recently. Since good omens surround Tou and Niu every night,
Your Majesty should select from among the secondary wives one of talent and virtue and raise her to the rank of
Queen, so as not to break faith with the expectations of the people.”
The King finally explained to them the facts of the matter that they had been talking about. When he told them
of the looks, talents and virtue of the girl, the courtiers marveled. They cheered and congratulated him, and
advised him to choose an auspicious day of the year and hold the wedding soon. The King gave his gracious
consent and had Royal Observatory select a day. It was barely a fortnight away.
“Since the Queen has no family, it is proper that she should be escorted to the Separate Palace for the marriage
ceremony to be performed,” the King instructed. “And let all the usual articles for the bride and groom be prepared.”
The courtiers obeyed the commands and withdrew. Officials made ready the wedding articles and awaited
orders. When the auspicious day arrived, Miss Sim was escorted to the Separate Palace, supported by several
thousand palace girls. When they had finished dressing her, make-up, accessories and all, at the appointed time
the King performed the six ceremonies of marriage and went to the Separate Palace. He presented the pair of
geese to Heaven and Earth, and handed the Queen into the phoenix palanquin, and a procession of carriages took
her to her married home. They returned inside the palace, and in the Hall of Everlasting Fragrance they exchanged
nuptial cups.
The King raised his head and saw that Queen Sim had on her head a Double Phoenix Nine Flower Crown with
twelve jeweled pendants which swung on her moon-like forehead. Her golden Phoenix Wing dress, with a sun and
moon pattern, outshone the sun. On her slender hips a skirt of deep red Vietnamese silk seemed to hang like a
many-colored cloud. There was not a single precious thing that she did not have adorning her whole body, each
vying with each other one as an omen of happiness. The bright, dazzling brilliance with which her attire shone
made her extreme beauty, like that of the sun and the moon, even more ethereal. How could one of such virtue and
such beauty of face be likened to something which had been seen inside a flower? The King was entranced, his
love so extraordinary and his adoration so great as to make the highest mountain seem low and the rivers and seas
seem shallow. How could one speak of this in the same breath as the bliss between any ordinary couple of any
generation?
Such was his state that the King regretted to leave her for a moment, and it had been several days since he had
appeared in the Outer Halls. The officials of the court, civil and military, waited for the morning audience until it
was so late that they just had to withdraw. The secondary wives of the Six Palaces and the three thousand palace
girls waited to appear before the King, but retired disappointed.
The Queen felt very embarrassed, and one day counseled the King:
“Your Majesty’s consort was, as you know, born into and brought up in a humble family, and knows nothing of
the world. Much less can I speak on affairs of state. However, the grace of Heaven is infinite. Humble as I am, I
have been thrust into this most noble position. Day and night I am filled with awe, respect and careful discretion.
Therefore how can I regard Your Majesty’s errors and not remonstrate with you? I have heard that, if the King
neglects the affairs of state for one day, the people are in distress for a whole year, and that, if the people do not
submit willingly, it is said to be because the King is without virtue. Since now Your Majesty has without due
notice suspended the affairs of state for several days, what sort of a king will the court regard Your Majesty as in
future? Since from of old, if the Ruler is beguiled by his lady, there is no one to protect the state, Your Majesty
should take as his model the usage of the men of old, practice virtue, and not be held to account by future
generations.”
The King came to his senses completely, and praised her, saying:
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“Wise queen, remonstrating thus over my loss of virtue and bringing me to my senses. You rank with the Fairy
Queen of King Hsuan of Chou and the Wise Wife of Duke Yang of Ch’i.”
Straightaway he came out to the Outer Halls and gave the courtiers their audience, and, after dismissing the
court, entered the Inner Halls and gave the audience of the Six Palaces. Throughout the Inner and the Outer Halls
of the palace the cheers rang, and they shook with the noise of the rejoicing. At noon the Golden Dragon Throne
and the Coral Chair were set in the Court Hall. The King wore his Winged Cicada crown with jewelled pendants,
his red silk Dragon Robe and his Pearl Belt, grasped his Jasper Sceptre, and in the royal eyes beamed an
expression of complete joy. The Queen for her part wore on her head a Double Phoenix Nine Flower crown, on
her body a silk jacket with design of kingfishers in crimson and gold, and a skirt embroidered in crimson and red.
She sat composed upon her chair. A forest of ladies-in-waiting lined up in attendance to left and to right. A cloud
of good omen enveloped the palace and a zephyr soothed men’s hearts. Truly men were in harmony and the world
was at peace. Then there was performed a full range of music: the pipes, flutes, drums and horns filled the air.
Brocade mats glistened in the sun. This day’s magnificent event can scarcely ever have been seen before.
Presently the court ladies bowed their heads, gathered up their red silk skirts, and made their farewell bows
from the verandah. All members of the Royal Family, in response to a call, went out in order and bowed four
times, and the beauties of the Six Palaces and the three thousand serving women completed their addresses to the
King.
The King and Queen then entered the Inner Halls to discuss palace and national policies. From this time the
Queen’s majesty and virtue proceeded together, and she was the acme of goodness and beauty. Praise of her
resounded through all the land. At this time Sim Ch’ong was honored above all in the dynasty and became the
“Mother of a Kingdom of a Thousand Chariots.” The King’s grace and favor abounded, and in the fabric of affairs
there was not a hair-crack of imperfection.
However, Ch’ong could not stop thinking of her father for a moment. Two springs and autumns had passed by
without her knowing his fate, but it was inconceivable that he was still alive. Day and night she gazed up to
Heaven, her brows ever wrinkled with concern.
It was the season of the last month of spring. A Party in the Pear Orchard was being prepared, and the King and
Queen were enjoying the delights of the garden at the back, where they saw on the flight of jade steps a beautiful
flower arresting the flight of the scent-seeking butterflies and bees, and by the banks of the placid Golden Pond
the slender willows inviting the moulting nightingales. Everywhere the spring sunlight glittered and aided man’s
enjoyment. The King enjoyed himself greatly, and with good wine and fine food composed poems on the
changing season. However, sadness suddenly flooded the phoenix eyes of the Queen, and on her brow a cloud of
concern formed. She was just gazing blankly into the distant sky and sighing.
The King was puzzled.
“What, my Faithful Queen, in the face of all the beauty of this scene, is the meaning of your face being filled
with sadness and your not having a moment of contentment?”
The Queen sighed sorrowfully.
“I was of humble birth and am suddenly come to high and noble position. How can that not be a joy? But there
is one deep-cherished thought that I have. Man is created with seven sensory organs, and of them the two eyes are
like the sun and the moon. If the eyes are bright, one sees everything beneath the heavens and so discerns all the
degrees of good and evil. What is intolerably sad in human life is the blind man. When I think of that—how,
though people just like us, they simply cannot see all the beauty of a scene like this—how depressed I feel.”
The King said:
“My Queen, your goodness is outstanding, so these words are not surprising, but, while there have always been
the disabled from of old, is there any particular reason for you to feel so sad, my Faithful Queen?”
The Queen appreciated his remarks.
“Your Majesty speaks correctly, but what is in my mind is not to feel such sadness. What we should do is to
assemble all the blind of the capital and the countryside some time, and comfort their hearts with a rare feast of
fish and meat. To do this has been what I have wanted all my life.”
The King was unceasing in his praise for her conscientiousness.
“Such a thing would be easy, so why be distressed?” he said, and the next day issued an edict:

Her Majesty the Queen,

out of pity for the blind of this world not being able to distinguish black from white,
wishes to assemble the blind from far and near,
to give them good wine and a well-provided feast,
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and so to comfort their deep distress.
This is an act of rare charity.
It shall be published in the capital and the countryside alike
that all blind men are to be called and sent up to the capital.
If there are any too poor to provide themselves with clothes for a journey,
their town is to prepare them for the journey to the capital.
If there is any failure to record even one,
the regional officials will be dismissed.
In every province the royal edict was obeyed, and immediately the blind were sought out thoroughly and sent
up to the capital. Their number could not be told. The provincial officials compiled books listing the names of the
blind and sent them to the capital. Sim Hyon too was included among them.
When the appointed day came, the King took his seat in the Hall of Brilliance, and the Queen for her part tried
to see to everything. She went round all the Inner and the Outer Halls, and then, after lowering a beaded curtain,
took her seat in the Five Peaks Pavilion. The Five Peaks Pavilion’s height was lost in the clouds, and its twelve
flights of stone steps soared up like a steep mountain, but the careful positioning of the curtain of coral and jewels
on silk threads allowed her to see the gathering.
An instruction was next delivered through the Board of Taxation that large quantities of gold, silver and silk
cloth should be held at hand. This was to recompense the blind. Then mats were spread on the broad garden of the
Hall of Brilliance, the blind were called in a hundred at a time and seated, and tables of food were served to them
in turn. Royal music played in the Pear Garden, and the vast crowd of blind men passed round the wine a time or
two. Heaven’s blessing lay upon them, and they were thoroughly merry too. They all rose at the same moment and
danced and sang The Hymn of Peace. Truly it was the grandest sight in the world, the rarest bounty ever.
They made merry all day long, then were sent home, each with gifts of gold, silver and silk cloth. All the blind
men raised their faces to the throne, and cheered and danced their way from the palace. So the feast continued for
three days, but there was no sign of Sim Hyon. The Queen thought sadly in her heart:
“The whole purpose of this feast was to find my father. There has still been no sign of him, so he must have
died.”
A silent tear fell without her realizing it. The attendant palace girls were curious, but did not dare to question
her.
On the fourth day the last of the blind men were brought in. This day it was the blind men from the most
distant and remote parts of the kingdom. The blind were coming in in order, and the blind man who came in last
and took the last seat was dressed in rags, emaciated in appearance, and could not manage to walk. A servant took
his arm so that he was able to go forward to his place, but he had difficulty in taking his seat. He managed to sit
down by leaning on his stick. He was all skin and bone, his whole face just a skull. He looked like a ghost. When
a table was placed before him, he could not drink a single cup of wine. He fumbled with some food, but could not
eat any at all. He was only aware how much of it there was. The whole court was swept with pity at the sight of
him.
Suddenly a lady courtier came down from the Five Peaks Pavilion, presented herself, and said:
“Her Majesty the Queen instructs me to call the blind man who is sitting in the last place over there to come
below the Five Peaks Pavilion.”
The King thought:
“This blind man is the most outstandingly miserable of all the blind men, so the Queen is trying to show him
particular grace out of the compassion of her heart.”
Straightaway he ordered the blind man in the last place to be moved in below the Queen’s pavilion. The
Ministers went forth and had him dressed in a respectable hat and official robes, carried by a eunuch, and seated
on a mat with colored pictures of dragons on the verandah of the Five Peaks Pavilion.
Meanwhile the Queen had been told that the last of the blind people were coming in. By this time her eyes
were sallow and filled with tears, but when she saw the blind man who was in the last place, though he was some
distance away and no detail could be seen, by the laws which govern parents and children, how could she not
recognize him?
Quickly she raised herself up and sent word to the Outer Halls. As quick as a flash she urged that he come in to
see her. A eunuch carried the blind man and sat him on the verandah. The Queen happily looked into his eyes and
saw that it was her father for certain. His facial features were all evident, but his skin was so shrunk that he was
like a ghost. The Queen cried one word, “Father!” and fell to the ground.
The attendant palace girls went pale with horror and hastily took hold of her to save her. They sent word to the
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Outer Halls, and the King rushed apprehensively into the Inner Halls and asked exactly how this had happened.
At this the Queen recovered her senses and looked up to see that the King had come near to her and was
massaging her hands and feet with his royal hands. The Queen was dazed with awe and hastily arose. She
confessed herself guilty of showing disrespect before the King, and her hair not pinned up, but then conveyed to
him her inmost thoughts with these words:
“The blind man who is now standing on the verandah is my father. Three years after father and daughter
parted, we have now met. The emotions natural between parent and child burst out, and I committed the
impropriety of startling Your Majesty. My crime deserves ten thousand deaths.”
When she had finished, the King praised her greatly, saying:
“How beautiful and strange! That is the way things have always been. Yet your devotion to your father,
Faithful Queen, moves Heaven and Earth. How can I not congratulate you on the perfect relationship between
father and daughter?”
He had a eunuch take the blind man on the verandah up onto the floor of the pavilion, so that father and
daughter could meet each other. The Queen stepped out onto the verandah, took hold of her father, bowed twice to
him and said, in lament:
“Father, do you not know me, your daughter? I am Ch’ong, who was sold to the merchants and was thrown
into the Phosphorescent Pool to die. The grace of Heaven being immeasurable, that body is ennobled, and we
meet each other, father and daughter. Now, though I die, what regrets should I have?”
She was crying dementedly, and Sim Hyon, completely baffled by these words, shouted in a loud voice:
“Is this heaven or earth? Are these things in a dream or in the real world? Are you truly my daughter Ch’ong? I
mean, how could my little girl who died three years ago become so noble? Has there ever been anything like this?
Have my sins been so great that I have no eyes to see you?”
As he said this, he screwed up his face. Suddenly he found to his joy that he could see out of the corners of his
eyes. Father and daughter held each other and wept a while. In this place of extremely strict rules they would not
have dared to let their personal feelings show as they wished, but the King allowed father and daughter to look
upon each other, because no one dead can return to life. He did wish them to let their feelings show just this once.
Having this opportunity, the Queen embraced her father and lamented. However, she could not but have regard to
the dignity of her position as Queen, and so reluctantly entered the Inner Halls.
She had a eunuch serving man escort her father and settle him in rooms in the rear grounds, and then told the
court physician to treat him. In a while Hyon recovered completely and could see clearly with both eyes. The
Queen’s happiness was beyond words, and the whole court gave praise for .the wonder of it all.
A few days later the King bestowed upon Sim Hyon the title of Royal Father-in-Law, and told him to attend the
court. Hyon, provided with official robes, approached the jade steps, bowed his head to the ground in gratitude,
shedding tears of emotion.
“Your servant’s life,” he said, “has been one of calamity and hardship. I will not go into all the details, but, by
the grace of Your Majesty, which is unparalleled in history, beyond my wildest dreams, after three years of
separation by death, I thought, I find my daughter has become so noble and honored, and father and daughter are
reunited. It is ‘a dead tree greeting a spring,’ ‘cold ashes blazing into fire again.’ But most of all, my eyes which
were closed are bright again, and the sickness which had penetrated to the marrow of my bones has disappeared
like the snow in spring. I have no way to repay all Your Majesty’s grace and favors, though I give my worthless
life for my King.”
The King gladly allowed him to take his seat, and asked him to tell him the whole story from beginning to end.
He heard all that the Queen had suffered, and of her sincere devotion to her father. He felt both pity and
admiration for her. He immediately raised the Duke to the office of Second Minister in the Board of Taxation and
Master of the King’s Horse, with the rank of Premier Duke of the Kingdom. He bestowed upon him a house of a
thousand frames and three thousand palace servants. Then he said:
“My Royal Father-in-Law is still not sixty years of age and holds the rank of Duke. He should not be without a
wife for any length of time. Therefore, if any officials of the court, civil or military, has a daughter of
marriageable age, propose her.”
Sim Hyon was greatly astonished. It was presumptious enough of him to have his rank: to remarry was
absolutely impossible, he objected strongly, but the King was not pleased to accept this. He said with a laugh:
“The Queen’s devotion to her father has been of the highest, and she has made it her first duty to support my
Lord, her father, in comfort, never caring for herself. Surely we must respond to such devotion.”
At this point one of the Inspector General’s staff made a suggestion.
“Your servant has heard that Im Han, Minister of the Left, has a daughter for whom he has sought a son-in-law
for too long. She is now over age, twenty three, I understand, and I wonder whether it might be possible for her to
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marry the Royal Father-in-Law.”
The King was greatly pleased, and at once summoned Im Han.
“I hear that you have a daughter, my Lord, who is past the age for marriage. How about her marrying the Royal
Father-in-Law?”
Im Han replied:
“How could I refuse marriage with the Royal Father-in-Law? Yet my girl is strangely obstinate. From the age
of ten I have sought a marriage for her, and she has always said that she would die rather than accept. Many times
she has denounced me, and I have got angry in return and dropped the sqbject. She is already twenty three years
old, but, however obstinate she may be, I doubt whether this time she will disobey the King’s command.”
The King laughed.
'There is a popular saying that an old maid is one who takes her fortune as she finds it. Marriage between man
and woman is a bond beyond human power. However, when she now marries the Royal Father-in-Law, I shall not
fail to give her the appointments due by law and custom. I will bestow on her a high rank, proper to the Royal
Mother-in-Law, so how can she refuse?”
Im Han thanked him, returned home and told his wife all that had happened to him during the year.
“This marriage has been arranged by His Majesty the King, so what excuse could the girl find for refusing?”
he said.
His wife was only doubtful about the bridegroom’s being so old, and was delighted that the girl would have the
honor of becoming the first lady in the family of a Duke. The girl for her part was sitting and listening, but did not
object as before. In fact her reply was so composed that Im Han and his wife were unable to contain their joy, and
from that day on prepared the trousseau.
Meanwhile Queen Sim had been giving her father tonics every day from the time they had met, so that the
illness which had plagued him for many years was driven away, and his health was robust. He rose to the First
Rank of official. Now that, on top of all this, his marriage with a high and powerful family was arranged, she only
wished that her first mother were alive, and sighed that father and child, mother and daughter could not be
together to see this glory. Otherwise her joy and happiness could imagine no event as auspicious as this.
She was worried that all would not be done in time, and arranged that palace ladies be in solemn attendance on
the eve of the wedding, and make the shining insignia and other things for the couple, to be worn on the happy
day. When the auspicious time was reported from the Ims’ registry, it was scarcely ten days away. The King had
the Board of Rites furnish the letters of appointment for the Duchess and the Board of Taxation arrange the
trousseau. The Queen furnished her father’s wedding clothes, and made the palace ladies responsible for a new set
of clothes for him. Not the smallest point was overlooked, and Sim Hyon’s happiness in his old age was the
greatest in history. The love he had received from his daughter was the highest of the age.
When the happy day arrived, the Premier Duke, in full solemnity, set out for his bride’s house. The whole court
formed his bridegroom’s escort. The palace ladies and the high officials bore their staffs and axes of office in
solemn escort. It 'was a thoroughly grand and glonous spectacle.
Sightseers choked the road and roared their praises.
“The bridegroom lived at first in unimaginable distress, but by the love of a daughter he has received such
blessings. We see that it is true that ‘one should not value the birth of a son, but should value the birth of a
daughter,’” they said.
When the Premier Duke arrived at his bride’s house and presented a goose on a jade table, his mother-in-law,
the lady Chortg, peeped out at him from inside the wall, and saw that he was of stern spirit and majestic
appearance, haughty and awesome, noble and composed. She was so overwhelmed with admiration at the aspect
of this hero of a gentleman that it did not occur to her to have any doubts about his being so old.
The palace ladies paid their respects to the lady Chong and prepared the bride in her dress. She ascended into
the palanquin, and, with a great display of solemnity, they returned to the capital. In the Pavilion of a Myriad
Harmonies they exchanged their nuptial cups with all due ceremony and shared “the meal of purple mist,” as a
zephyr filled the rafters.
So it was decreed by Heaven.
The palace ladies produced the set of clothes and crown of flowers which the Queen had bestowed, and
dressed the bride for court. The bride was tall, and the bright clothes shone brilliantly on her. They added the
Phoenix Tail Crown of flowers, which was to her complexion like the moon shining on the sea, so that she looked
majestically graceful. Truly she was the blessed mistress of a Duke’s great house. The palace ladies and female
servants could not but look up at her with adoration.
When the Queen heard reports of this, she had the palace ladies take a thousand pounds of gold and accompany the soldiers. This was in grateful recognition of the boundless salvation of Sakyamuni,\fn{ Buddha.} because of
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what she had heard about her fonner life from the Dragon King when she went to the Water Palace, and by
contributing alms in this way she was epaying the goodness of Sakyamuni.
Meanwhile the Premier Duke, in the midst of his perfect glory and honor, lacking nothing now, thought of his
old acquaintances where he had been born, and the house in which he had been fed morning and evening. He
presented a petition to the government requesting a few months’ leave of absence. The King granted this
immediately, and the Premier Duke prepared everything for the journey. When he got out on the road, all along
his route each town gave abundantly the proper provisions for a traveling government dignitary.
After several days the Premier Duke reached his birthplace and entered his old house. It was a desolate sight,
with the eaves broken and the walls falling down, not one to calm a man’s sadness. He went to his ancestors’
shrines and wept a while.
When he came out, all his neighbors said:
“It is half a year since Sim Hyon was put on a horse to go to the capital, and, since we have had no news of
him since then, we assumed that he must have died and mourned him. But today Sim Hyon has become a great
noble, his eyes which could not see are bright again, and here he comes, riding in a four horse carriage with
wheels turning like a rushing blue stream, under a red parasol, and his retinue covering the whole road. He comes
to take up residence in a house which has decayed away.”
It was Sim Hyon, they knew, but the face they knew of old had changed. The people were happy to see this,
thought it a miracle, and fought to come forward and congratulate him. They asked for the full story of how his
sight had been restored, and how he had come to such glory. The Premier Duke told them every detail from the
beginning to the end, and arranged a banquet, to which he summoned all the neighbors.
So the day passed to evening. Candles were lit in the main room, casting shadows on the walls of the two of
them facing each other with not a care in the world.
The Premier Duke suddenly thought of past events.
“My life,” he reflected, “was hard. From the first I suffered as no other. And then what happened? I lost my
daughter. For three years my life hung by a thread. But today my daughter is a noble lady, with all this glory, and
past events are now become as ‘a passing dream in spring.’”
These thoughts continued to confuse his emotions until the hour came for the candles to be put out. Then he
took his bride to bed. Their love “soared like mountains, spread like the sea.” When they achieved “the delight of
wind and rain,” their hearts fused into one, as if for ever.
The next morning the palace ladies returned to report in detail how pre-eminently graceful the bride was, and
how the Premier Duke had found pleasure in her. The Queen was. happy, and now that her father and mother were
settled at peace in their own quarters, all the pent up grief of per life was dispelled. She continued to care for them
morning and evening. The Royal Mother-in-Law was grateful, and the Premier Duke, for his part, marveled at his
daughter’s devotion to him.
Meanwhile the lady Im, from the day of her marriage into the royal family, assembled all her household to
perform the ceremonies devotedly, and, while receiving visitors correctly, submitted humbly to her husband. She
directed the women servants with firm kindness. The household was run with strict fairness. The Premier Duke
valued his wife, and, in his perfect joy, thought that every word which the begging priest had said that day long
ago had come true.
He got soldiers to take gold, silver and silk cloth to the Temple of the Pointed Rock at the Heart in the Clouds
Retreat in the Full Moon Mountains, repaired the temple, and endowed it in gratitude for the grace by which he
had been saved. His prayers for long life and prosperity for the Queen must have moved the Gods of Heaven and
Earth.
While he was enjoying himself all through the day, the Lieutenant of the County heard that the Premier Duke
had come down from the capital. He hastily dressed himself in his official robes, and, with all the proper presents,
came to the humble thatched house, presented his credentials, and offered delicacies to comfort the weary traveler.
There were mountains of presents: silk cloth, including figured silk and fine silk, and delicacies of fish and meat.
The Premier Duke thanked him. He returned to him half of the gold and cloth which he had sent, and half he
accepted to repay fully all the kindness he had received from everyone in former days. First he received warmly
the aged couple who had fed him morning and evening, giving them in gratitude gold and silver and silk cloth.
The remainder he distributed among his close and distant relations. They were all overawed and would not take
them, but the Premier Duke urged them to whole-heartedly. His relations, when they realized how Sim Ch’ong
had gone to her undeserved death in the sea, and how she had come to life again and become Queen, and how her
father’s sight had been restored, and he had then become so noble and was now paying a friendly visit to his
birthplace and repaying the favors of former days, gave praise, saying:
“We thought it beautiful that Miss Sim went to her undeserved death out of her outstanding love for her father.
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Now she is so noble and clearly prosperous. From this we know full well that Heaven’s rule that the good prosper
and the evil are punished is not unavailing.”
There was no end to their praises. The Premier Duke accordingly stayed for several months. He repaired his
ancestral tombs, furnishing tombstones, so that they were as well cared for as the mausolea of emperors or kings.
The derelict thatched house, tiny as it was, was the birthplace of the Queen, so it could not be left empty, he
thought. He took a derelict room to be the main chamber, and a broken up earth floor as the reception hall, and set
up a tileroofed house of several hundred frames, with the combined efforts of the mayors of the nearby towns.
The beams were decorated with pictures, the balustrades were carved decoratively, and the patterned doors and
windows shone brilliantly. Wall paintings and calligraphy on the pillars floated in the air. There was row on row
of color-washed walls. It was a perfect residence of a Duchess. How could anyone have believed that the former
thatched house of a blind man could become today the mansion of the Royal Father-in-Law?
Also in front and behind, and to right and to left, the ground was prepared for agriculture. Several dozen aged
female servants were set to keep the house. With the produce of the fields they maintained the sacrifices of the
four seasons, and what remained they were to have for their own living expenses.
After having dealt with all matters, he paid his respects at his ancestors’ shrines and set off for the capital. The
people of the neighborhood went out twenty five miles or more to see him off, loath to let him go.
So we take the story forward.
*
In the autumn of the next year the Queen gave bIrth to a prince. The King doted on him, as if there had never
been anyone like him, and called him Yongyun, “First-born of the Dragon.” He proclaimed a general amnesty
throughout the kingdom, and released even prisoners who had committed commonplace crimes. Great was the
grace which he displayed and the succour which he gave his people. All the court officials, civil and military,
joyfully held a congratulatory session of the court. They shouted “long may he live” and offered their felicitations.
When the child had passed its three weeks, a banquet was held in the ladies’ quarters of the palace, which all
the immediate relatives, cousins, wives and daughters of the royal family, were invited to attend. The Royal
Mother-in-Law entered the palace this day for the first time, and came face to face with the Queen. After the
formal greetings had been completed, the Queen was highly delighted, and without regard for the roles of queen
and subject, looked upon the other as her true mother. Her affection for her was so very warm that she talked
frankly and intimately with her, respectful in every word and obedient in everything she said. The Royal Motherin-Law, for her part, without regard for the role of a step-mother, never showed the slightest sign of any lack of
devotion. The Queen adored the unique beauty of her face, and admired her obedient virtuousness. She was
utterly happy that her father, who had been physically exhausted, by taking such a wife was now not only
comfortable physically, but also had a prosperous enough household to maintain fully the ceremonies for his
ancestors. Her step-mother’s generous and thorough-going big-heartedness were praised, and her inexhaustible
love was beyond description. Although the Royal Mother-in-Law observed all the palace rules strictly, she was
bright and cheerfully friendly, her voice was calm and pleasant, and at times for extreme concern her words were
gentle and loving. It was just as if she had the love of a true mother.
The Royal Mother-in-Law, seeing in one broad first sight what the Queen was like, took no advantage of her,
but rather could not but appreciate and follow her. She listened to the details of the hard life the Queen had had in
her early years, and was saddened by her sacrifice for love. That day, as they faced each other, and she looked
closely at the Queen, she saw that not only did she combine beauty and virtue, but her broad forehead and high
nose, her white teeth and red lips, made her strikingly in appearance a reproduction of the Premier Duke. Their
voices resembled each other even more. She adored and admired the well-bred talents and virtues of father and
daughter, formed an attachment for her in the space of an evening, and loved and respected her deeply.
She stayed that night in a private room, and the next day, when they dined again, a great number of ladies of
high nobility, dressed in ceremonial robes, formed lines in order of precedence. Wives of the Three Dukes, Six
Lords and all the Barons sat in order. Music of all kinds was played, the five notes and six rhythms harmonizing
so well as to stop the passing clouds. The singing was enthusiastic, the dancing flowed gently, harmonizing
beautifully with the Sun and Moon of Yao and the Heaven and Earth of Shun. Truly it was a grand spectacle such
as is hardly seen once in an age.
Eventually, at sunset, the banquet came to an end. As the ladies of high nobility and related to the royal family
all went to their homes, the lamps and candles blazed and the carriage horses glowed. Sounds of praise were on
all lips as they filled the main roads.
The lady felt uneasy about staying many days in the important place, but at the Queen’s insistence she stayed a
few days longer to raise her spirits. When she went home, the Queen was overcome with distress, and suddenly
burst into tears. They promised to meet again at a later date.
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So they spent their time in enjoyment, and the Royal Mother-in-Law, ensuring the prosperity and wealth of the
family, shortly gave birth to two sons and a daughter, who had the looks of both their father and their mother, and
were truly “re-incarnations of young phoenixes.” The Duke was delighted to have children beautiful beyond
compare at his knee in his old age, close by him morning and evening.
The Queen went on to give birth to three sons and two daughters. The eldest son was installed as Crown Prince
and the other sons each as Princes.
It has always been the way that “at the height of pleasure sorrow comes” and “when all is disaster fortune
smiles.”
At this time the Premier Duke suddenly took ill and was on his death bed. The Queen, on hearing this, was
greatly alarmed, and sent the court physician. She did her utmost to treat him, but in the end all known medicines
were ineffective and he departed the world. His age was seventy five, and it was twenty seven years since he had
come to enjoy glory, wealth and honor.
When the Queen was informed of his death, as a filial daughter she moved into a separate annexe, and wailed
loudly to Heaven. At the same time the Royal Mother-in-Law lamented until she fainted and passed away. The
children, faced with a collapse of their world, could only hold their parents’ dead bodies, and, in sad distress at
their parents’ deaths, be dazed enough to go after them, distressed enough to follow them. The whole household,
high and low, wept bitterly in extreme anguish, and their sad laments reverberated far and near. The mourning
period was arranged, the Premier Duke was shrouded and coffined, and mourning clothes were donned. The
Queen lamented and kept all the rites. She denied herself royal food, and indeed found it hard to keep herself
alive.
The King went to pay his formal condolences, and, to console the Queen, said:
“There is no one in the world who will not have to mourn his parents at some time, so why, my gracious
queen, do you neglect the state and think only of your personal feelings, go to such excesses of behavior and
neglect your life? Our Royal Father-in-Law suffered uncommon hardship in those years, but then, becoming our
Royal Father-in-Law, he enjoyed thirty years of blessedness and wealth, lived to the good age of eighty, and had
two sons and one daughter. One may call this perfect happiness, so why do you, my gracious queen, great-hearted
as you are, think in such a narrow way, with such excess of mourning? Our judgment in the whole matter is this:
perhaps it is all because you, my gracious Queen, the most conscientious in the love of your father, were not by
your father at the hour of his death, and not able to set yourself at the side of his resting place, finger his dark
coffin and weep your heart out.
“But look: it is said, ‘It is the manner of women not to rush home a hundred miles upon the death of a distant
parent, brother or sister.’ So, if this is the case with commoner women, you, my gracious Queen, though born of
your parents, yet now are the Mother of the Kingdom. Your sense of the dignity of your position is the most
important thing, but now you have no regard to your position, and only want to follow your parents. I have never
heard that, from of old, a single loving son or daughter followed their parents in death. If you are not ignorant of
this, my gracious Queen, all this behavior of yours is deliberate. I want to hear that you are aware of all this.”
The Queen heard him out, and tears fell from her eyes so that she could hardly speak. However, before long
she recovered her composure, and said:
“I was orphaned young, and so my judgment is cloudy, and what I have learned has been narrow and shallow.
Your Majesty’s rebuke today is therefore to the point. I myself am overcome by the vastness of my failings, and
only wish the earth would swallow me up. There is nothing I can say to you, but my father first experienced all
sorts of hardships, such as few people know. In his last years he was favored greatly by the royal grace, and his
life overflowed with riches and honor, blessings and wealth. But now he has suddenly departed the world. My
thinking is this: my father in his last years enjoyed to the full every possible blessing and wealth, except that I,
being only a daughter, could not, while he was alive, attend him morning and evening, or perform my duties of
wishing him a safe sleep and greeting him when he awoke. Nor was I at his side at his death in return for his
precious gift to me of life. After his death I hold onto his coffin, and remember that I could not say my final,
eternal farewell to him. I cannot suppress my natural sadness.”
As she finished speaking, she gave a loud cry and wept, and was unable to say all that she wished to say. The
King was full of pity for her, and ordered his attendants to give her ginseng tea and meat broth. He urged her to
drink them, and the Queen took the ginseng tea and drank it all up, but could not bear to take the meat broth. She
bowed her head to the ground and said:
“Your Majesty consoles me greatly, and how could I dare give a hint of my personal feelings against your
wishes? Yet since my father’s coffin is not yet buried in the ground, at least before his funeral I wish to keep to a
vegetarian diet to show lasting sincerity. I humbly beg Your Majesty to pay regard to my trivial personal feelings.
If you will, I will feel that your grace is even deeper.”
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The King saw beauty in her intentions, and asked the attendants to give her ginseng tea frequently to console
her, and so went out to the Outer Halls.
So the day of the Premier Duke’s funeral arrived. The King sent officials of the Board of Rites to take charge
of the funeral ceremonies, supplying every sort of vessel, and told all the lords to attend the funeral. The magistrates of every district and the civil and military officials of the whole court all sent mountains of condolatory
gifts. The grandness of the vessels was beyond description.
The Queen, at this time, could not allay the sorrow in her heart. She composed the funeral address in her own
royal hand, and told a palace lady to go in her place and pay her last respects.
The palace lady took the offerings and the address, and went to the Premier Duke’s official residence. She
conveyed the Queen’s orders, and, after she had set up the rite and offered a cup of wine at the spirit tablet, read
the address. The document said:
On the date given,
Queen Hyosong,
so named for the sincerity of her devotion to her father,
unable to be present herself,
sends her palace lady bearing her insignificant offerings,
to say her eternal farewell
with this short obituary before the resting place of the spirit of
the Premier Duke of the Kingdom,
Master of the King’s Horse,
Minister of War,
Lord of the Brilliant Fief with the Golden Seal.
Ah, alas! Generous was the love and great the virtue of my lord, my father. In my early years he
suffered uncommon hardship. Unworthy daughter that I was, I lost my mother at the age of three,
and so loving was my father who begat me and brought me up that he took upon himself also the role
of mother. His loving labor for me was something very special. Halfway through his life my lord, my
father, was reduced to not being able to see the sun or the moon. In a grass-roofed house in the
Southern Counties we went through endless hardship, and then, watched over by Heaven, when we
suffered separation by death, suddenly we were re-united in glory. Blessings and wealth overflowed,
the best prepared dishes of fish and meat were the least of all we enjoyed, and, with Heaven kinder to
us than ever we deserved, his failing lineage prospered more than ever. He had two sons later, and so
the burning of incense to his ancestors is continued, and when he departed the world at seventy five
years of age, his blessings were unadulterated. But what is past is but a dream. I can think of no more
to say, but, since I am not as others, I could not attend him morning and evening as I should, I was
not at his side at his end, and I could not wish him the eternal farewell on his departure to the Nine
Springs of the Underworld. This is something that a child of man cannot bear.
Ah, alas! Time passes, and now your dark coffin is set for your native place, and you are setting off
for your eternal resting place. There is no way for me to express my feelings as I would wish, and I
cannot overcome my grief. My palace lady will offer you a cup of pure wine, and tell you that another
day I will follow you to the Underworld Springs and meet you again. In the darkness you will
understand. Please see the sadness of your unworthy daughter’s condition.

The palace lady finished reading. The black coffin was sombre, the bright banners with his titles fluttered, a
sad wind seemed to add to the grief, and the incense smoke seemed to be aware of the desolation of parting. High
and low, young and old were all swept by sadness again, and the sound of weeping pierced the heavens.
Now Huisong and his brother bore their parents’ pall down to the ancestral home. The only daughter of the
Premier Duke, the young lady Sim Hwa, with a few servants, kept the family home. Her exceeding loneliness and
lowliness of state were beyond compare.
Before this, when the Premier Duke’s only daughter had been born, not only had his love for her been of the
greatest, but, thinking of how the Queen had grown up, he had provided her with clothes and toiletries for all
times, not omitting the most trivial thing, and had had her installed in a position like that of the greatest princess
of the kingdom, with dozens of serving maids to attend upon her. His love had been without compare.
Now his coffin traveled for several days to reach his birthplace. The day of the funeral came, and he and his
second wife were interred with his first wife. Their sons took up residence at the old house, so that they could
watch continuously at the grave.
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Meanwhile the Queen heard that the cortege of the Premier Duke and his wife had left, and she wailed again.
Seven days after the funeral she returned to court, but her heart was full of sorrow for her father, and she kept
falling grievously ill. Time passed, and at the third and last annual memorial service for her father she was so
grief-stricken for her father that she removed to a separate residence.
After her grief for her father, and because of it, her illness reached a crisis. Finally all known medicines were
ineffective, and in the end she departed the world. Within the palace both men and women bewailed her death. All
the people of the kingdom thought of her goodness towards them and were as sad as if they had lost their own
parents. The King too, when he lost the Queen who had been his support all his life, felt that he had lost both his
hands and both his feet. He had no care for affairs, and, as the days went by and he thought of the gentle and
generous nature the Queen had had, and her lovely, full, round face, a desperate sickness set in in his heart.
Finally the following autumn he departed the world.
The Crown Prince, Yongyun, after bewailing his death, ascended the throne. When it was announced in the
capital and the provinces, all the people of the land lamented the death with the keenest distress.
Later Huisong, the eldest son of the Premier Duke, was one of the three top graduates selected in the King’s
presence in the civil service examination, and he rose to the office of Minister of the Board of Personnel. The
second son, Naksong, passed the examination and rose to the office of Minister of the Board of Taxation. The
brothers’ descendants were numerous, and through the generations the family prospered. This was due to the filial
piety bestowed by Heaven and the great virtue given by the Buddha to Queen Sim.
Who in the world would not admire her?
Virtue such as that of Queen Sim can rarely be discerned, and therefore we must make it our model.
34.83 Tears Of Blood\fn{by Yi Injik (1862-1916)} nr. Ansong, Kyonggi do Province, South Korea (M) 27
With\fn{This short story appeared in 53 daily segments in a Korean newspaper between July 22, 1906 and October 10 of the same
year. The divisions in its text correspond to those segments .} the noise of the guns of the Sino-Japanese War, it seemed as if
the whole of P’yongyang was flying away. When the noise of the guns stopped, the defeated Chinese troops
scattered like falling leaves in the autumn wind, and the Japanese troops swept off like a flood to the northwest.
Behind them on the hills and moors was nothing but the corpses of the dead.\fn{ Imperial China precipitated this war in
August, 1894, when Chinese naval vessels fired on some Japanese ships; but the Chinese armed forces were unable to cope with the small
but effective Japanese fighting units, and within six months, the Chinese government had begun to send out feelers for peace. Under the
Treaty of Shimonoseki (April 17, 1895), China recognized Korea’s full independence and autonomy. The Japanese, however, ignored their
promise of Korean sovereignty. Through their ambassador in Seoul, they made many demands on the government, all with the avowed
purpose of “reform;” and on October 8, 1895, they seized the King, Yi Taewang, and forced upon him a pro-Japanese cabinet. He escaped
from them on February 12, 1896, fled to the Russian legation, and resumed his sovereign rule over the country, dismissing the Japanese
officials and replacing some of them with Russians, including Russian military instructors to train the Korean army. The following year he
proclaimed himself Emperor of Korea, at a stroke attaining the same status as his neighbors, the Emperors of China, Russia, and Japan. For
a time, it appeared that the Japanese had been thwarted in their ultimate designs. But all this proved ultimately ineffective in view of the
overwhelming superiority of Japanese military power. In 1904 the Japanese invaded Korea; and within two weeks, the Emperor of Korea
was forced to sign a treaty of alliance with Japan, under which Japan “guaranteed” Korean independence and territorial inegrity in return
for permission to use Korea as a base of military operation against Russia. Almost at once she forced the Korean government to accept
Japanese advisers on foreign, financial, police, judicial and military matters; and Japan also took over Korean postal, telegraph and
telephone services. The next year (November, 1905), Japanese soldiers surrounded the Imperial Palace and the Emperor of Korea was
forced to sign a treaty under which Japan assumed the direction of all Korean foreign affairs, and established a Resident General in Seoul,
and subsidary Residents through the country. Prince Ito Hirobumi became the first of these Resident Generals in February, 1906 .}

Outside the walls of P’yongyang, the rays of the evening sun fell on Peony Peak as it slipped below the
horizon. A lady stumbled along, gasping for breath as if with the vain effort to catch the sunlight for herself. She
was perhaps thirty, and her face was as white as if it were powdered, but in the autumn sunlight, which shone
down heartlessly and hot, it had the coloring of a half-ripened cherry. As she hurried along, her bound-up hair
worked loose and fell down her back, her clothes worked down so that her breasts were exposed, and her skirt
dragged along the ground so that she trod upon it at every step. For all her urgency and haste, she made no
progress.
If anyone had seen what she looked like, they would have said that it was a pity that such a young lady should
drink and then come out in public staggering drunk. But even if they had said that she was crazy, or having a fit,
never mind drunk, such words would not have reached her ears. She was so very distressed about something that,
if anyone had questioned her, she would not even have stopped to answer, but would just have wandered on,
crying for Ongnyon.
“Ongnyon! Ongnyon! Ongnyon! Ongnyon! Are you dead or are you alive? If you are dead, let me see your
face, even your dead face, once more!
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“Ongnyon! Ongnyon! If you are alive, stop worrying your mother, and show yourself to me at once!
“Ongnyon! Have you been shot dead? Have you been speared to death? Have you been trampled to death? I
am your mother, and if I saw a thorn stuck in your pretty young flesh, I used to feel unbearable pain in my own
flesh.
“This morning, as we left home, you went in front of me. You toddled along, calling me to come on. Where
have you got to?”
She was so absorbed in her search for Ongnyon that even if something thought to be ten or twenty times as
important as Ongnyon had been lost, she would not have acknowledged that. She went on, just calling Ongnyon
until she was hoarse, and then she squatted down, exhausted, on the hilltrack.
*
She was startled to hear someone’s voice from the foot of the slope. She listened quietly, and could make out
that it was the voice of a man who had lost his way and lost someone, and was struggling desperately.
“This darkness! There’s no path here, no path there. Which way can I go to find a path? I am a man, with
strong legs, and brave, yet it’s as terrible as this for me to spend this night on this hill searching. But my wife’s a
fearful creature who’s hardly been out of the house. What a terrible time she must be having looking for me
tonight!”
When she heard this, the lady thought of how she and her husband had lost all trace of each other and got separated in the fighting, and thought that now, by the help of Heaven, they had met each other again. She was so
thankful that she shouted, “Here I am! What a struggle you’ve had looking for me!” and made down for the
bottom of the slope as quickly as she could.
On the way down, she fell on the track and tumbled over, and the man, who was coming up from the foot of
the slope, ran to her and took hold of her to lift her up. But when she gathered herself together, she realized that
the hand which had touched her hand was a hand like a rope-end, the rough hand of a farm laborer. The sudden
shock and dread made her flesh creep, and her heart fell. Waves of fear silenced her.
The man had been going about looking for his woman in the fighting. But when his woman had fled, she must
have been wearing a skirt of the coarsest cotton, starched perhaps as rough as chopped firewood with a quart or so
of the strongst starch. Besides, his woman was a farm laborer’s woman, used all her life to working hard with a
hoe or a pestle or a clothes’ paddle. He had thought that it was his woman who had shouted from the slope, and
come down and taken hold of her. However, the hand of the lady who had called from the slope was as soft as
silk, and she was wearing a skirt of almost the finest ramie cloth, which was now soaked in dew. The laborer
would have been the sort of man who had never in his life even had a peep at, never mind touched, the hand of
anyone who wore clothes like this.
The lady realized that it was not her husband, and the man knew that it was not his woman. The lady’s blood
ran cold with fear. The man was as excited and as frightened as if he had met a fairy, and his heart throbbed, his
breath was heavy, and he could not speak.
The lady had just been feeling terrified about tigers and terrified about ghosts, but now she was waiting for a
miracle, for a tiger to eat her up, or a ghost to carry this fellow off. Neither tiger nor ghost came. All she could see
was the mute stars of heaven, and here in the hills there were only the two of them, her, innocent and weak, and
this wicked fellow.
*
A person who is afraid for a long time usually becomes desperate. When one is afraid, one cannot breathe
properly, but then, if one gets desperate, even a half-dumb person can speak with a flood of words.
“Where have you come from? Answer me! What do you mean by getting hold of a person and shaking her like
that? Are you dumb? Are you a robber? If you are a robber, I’ll give you the clothes off my body or anything, but
take them and go!”
A bold idea came into the man’s wicked mind. He was the sort of person who would not dream of speaking a
single word, but his desire was like fire, and the gates opened for a wild flood of words.
“What sort of a wife are you to be out here in the middle of the night? I suppose a wife who’s got fed up with
her husband and run away. You must be a runaway, but if I seized you and took you to live with me, it would be
better than having no wife at all. I think I’ll take you. But that’ll be later. I dreamt last night that I got married in
these hills, and like magic the dream’s come true.”
He was a rough fellow, and his wicked words grew more and more terrible. The lady only wanted to die, so as
not to see this shame, but she could find no opportunity even to die. Throwing away one’s life is the saddest thing
one can do, but the thoughts of that lady, who wanted to die but could not, must have been inexpressible. She
thought that she should plead with him, and she pleaded with him this, that and every way, but pleading with that
fellow was no use, and there was nothing she could do.
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Someone shouted from the top of the slope. She did not know what the shout was, but when the lady heard it,
she felt as happy as one whose dead parents had come back to life, and she shouted back:
“Please save me!”
It may have been a lady shouting, but she put her last ounce of effort into that shout. The vale echoed, and the
man up the slope shouted again. It was only a couple of yards from the top of the slope to the bottom, but on a
night so dark that one could not see an inch, they could not make each other out, nor could they understand what
the other was saying. The man up the slope let off a shot, and the hill echoed with the shot in the night. A crowd of
people formed. They were Japanese sentries.
*
It is impossible to say who is fearful and who is fearless. There is no one in the world so fearful as a guilty
person, and no one so brave as an innocent person.
The lady felt no fear even at the sound of the shot. On the contrary, she only counted it a blessing that she had
escaped her shame. The man had one minute been planning his wicked deeds in his wicked heart, and the next
minute, hearing the shot, and thinking that it was someone come to kill him, he was running off.
If it had been broad daylight, he could not even have thought of running away, but it was a pitch dark night,
and so, because no one could know if he just slipped away, he ran off without being seen at all.
The sentries seized the lady and made her walk in front of them. They could not speak to her, nor she to them.
It was like a dumb man driving an ox.
Martial law was in force where the shot had been fired, and so the military police who were in the
neighborhood of P’yongyang all came up. They took the soldier who had fired the shot, and the lady, towards the
Military Police Headquarters. She went without knowing where she was, but when a city wall and gate came in
sight, she came to herself, and realized that it was the North Gate of the walled city of P’yongyang.
It was deep in the night, and there was no sign of men. On all sides hens flapped and cried, and dogs pushed
their muzzles out of the holes made for them in the solid gates of respectable houses and barked.
At the sound of the hens and the dogs the lady stopped in mid-stride, unable to complete even the step. She felt
as if she were melting away inside, and she was blinded by a curtain of tears.
A dog is a creature with a soul, and one, recognizing someone in the night, ran out thankfully. But a military
policeman drew his sword and made to strike it. It was chased away in again and barked. The people could not
speak to each other, much less the animal.
“You’re guarding the house alone. When we fled, we left you behind in the kitchen. What are you doing out
here? If we had stayed at home with you, nothing like this would have happened, but by going to look for
somewhere to survive, we’ve gone onto the road of death and suffering. I’ve come back alive and seen you again,
but I have no husband. And I’ve no Ongnyon, who used to love you. If I had strong legs like you, I’d go
everywhere looking for them. But I’ve no strength in my legs, and the most miserable and piteous thing in the
world is a wife. She’s afraid of so many things that she can’t go anywhere. Hens cry alone in a house without a
master, and dogs bark alone in a house without a master. Come on out! Wherever I’m being taken, I’m walking
with my feet, but not going with my heart.”
The military policeman shouted for her to move on, and she had no alternative but to be taken to the Military
Police Headquarters. The dog followed, barking. The house where the dog had barked, and from which it had
come, was the lady’s home.
*
That was the day when the fighting had been concluded in P’yongyang. Everyone in the city had been heartily
sick of the Chinese, and that was the day when they had all been chased away, leaving not even a shadow of
themselves behind them. It was the day when shot had fallen from the sky like hail, and when it had seemed that
all around P’yongyang would collapse with the noise of the guns, and that not a single person would survive. The
P’yongyang people wondered about the Japanese troops. No one knew anything, but tales were told of the
fighting at P’yongyang in the War of the Year of the Black Dragon three hundred years ago. All sorts of
speculations were in the air, and everyone was full of anxieties about the Japanese troops who swarmed in on that
day, a solid mass of them, inside and outside the city walls, the way a black cloud floats over the sky in the rainy
season.\fn{These sentiments proved to be correct. In 1907, Emperor Yi Taewang was forced to abdicate in favor of his son; and at the
same time, the Korean army was disbanded, the police, judicial systems and prisons were taken over by the Japanese, and Japanese ViceMinisters were installed in each Korean governmental department to formally approve Korean decisions in these departments. Three years
later, the last Emperor of Korea was forced to sign the treaty that allowed Japn to formally annex Korea. He himself became Prince of the
Shotoku Palace, with the title of Imperial Highness; annual cash grants were made to him and members of the court for their subsistence;
and former Korean ministers of state were made peers of Japan. The Resident General became a Governor General: it was he who
appointed all officers of the government, issued decrees and imposed fines or prison sentences. Virtually all higher posts and even posts of
district magistrate and village head were held by Japanese; Koreans held minor and clerical posts. Japanese rule was enforced largely by
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force, their police operating throughout the country in every community. By 1941, there was one policeman for every 400 Koreans .}

The people who had been living in P’yongyang had been unable to bear the atrocities of the Chinese, and many
of them had fled to the hills. But if they met a Chinese soldier in the hills, it was like seeing a tiger or meeting an
enemy. What made them feel so bitter was that the Chinese troops would go into the hills, and if they saw a young
woman they would rape her, they would steal any money, and even with things that were no use to them they
would behave like spiteful children. The people who had fled to the hills found yet more troubles there. So, many
of those who had fled to the hills came fleeing back again to P’yongyang.
The lady had lived inside the North Gate of the city, and several days earlier she had fled to the hills. However,
she had not been able to stay there either, and had fled to the house of a relative who lived in the country. There
she had spent two sleepless nights, with him, her, and eight of his family in a single room, and only a few days
before she had been forced to return to the city. At that time she had thought that she would rather die than flee
again, but today from dawn the noise of the guns had been turning the world upside down, and the rain of fire had
been falling among the peaks of the hills and the moors on every side. So they had waited for the dawn and then
set off on the refugee road, taking nothing with them, just the three of them, the young couple and their infant
daughter, Ongnyon.
Inside the walls was a world of weeping. Outside the walls was a world of corpses. In the hills was a world of
refugees, mothers calling children, children calling mothers, husbands calling wives, wives calling husbands,
nothing but the shouts of people calling those they were looking for. There were people who had abandoned their
children and run away alone, and there were husbands and wives grasping each other’s hands as they found each
other, but at sunset they had all gone and disappeared from sight. Only one lady was left, wandering about, calling
for Ongnyon on the lower slopes of Peony Peak.
Her husband was Kim Kwanil, a man of twenty nine, with a reputation for spending money freely in P’yongyang. They had lost each other in the sea of fleeing humanity, and then Kim Kwanil had come home alone and
stayed alone in the empty house that night.
In the middle of the night the dog barked so loudly that he got up and wanted to open the gate and see what it
was. However, he was so afraid that he did not open it, but just peeped out through a crack. The military police
were already on their way with his wife in front of them, and it never occurred to him that it was his wife who was
being taken by the military police, and his wife never dreamt, for her part, that her husband was in the house.
*
Mr. Kim stayed the whole night alone in the empty house, sleepless, and with his head full of thoughts.
“On the wide moors outside the North Gate, the corpses of those who had been shot dead, and the near corpses
of those who were just breathing their last, were officers and soldiers who had all come onto the field of battle and
beep killed fer their own countries’ sakes. They had died in the course of duty, but the young children who had
been trampled to death, and the refugee women whom I saw with my own eyes, tripping and falling over them,
and trampling on them with my feet wherever I went, as if they were flowers which had fallen in the spring wind,
were they unlucky to be Koreans? Did they have the misfortune to be the common people of P’yongyang? The
land is Korea and the people are Koreans. Are we Koreans suffering such distress in others’ wars, as a whale’s
back might be injured in a battle between prawns? My wife had never gone a step outside her own door. My
daughter was a young child of seven. They have perhaps been trampled to death somewhere, and their flesh has
gone into the earth, and their blood has formed a stream which has flowed into the Taedong River.
“We should not fail to listen to the screaming of the rapids. Is it not the P’yongyang people’s voice of
lamentation and sorrow? The innocent who are punished are Koreans. The innocent who could not save their lives
are Koreans too. Was this heaven’s doing or man’s doing? Human affairs are most likely to be man’s doing. Our
people want to think only of themselves. Whether others fail or succeed, they seek to satisfy only their own
desires. Whether their country goes to ruin or prospers, the only thing they want is to get on in the world and grow
fat themselves.
“The people of P’yongan Province have two Devils. One is in Hell, and the other is the Governor, sitting in the
Hall of the Proclamation of Reforms in P’yongyang. The Devil in Hell carries off those who are old or sick or
tired of life, but the Governor in his office in P’yongyang carries off the healthy and wealthy, everyone of them.
He is the human Devil and even seems to hold the office of Demon of the Household at the same time, since, if
you pay him the proper sacrifices, nothing goes wrong, but if you do not, the whole house suffers and everyone
dies. I feel sorry for our people, who cannot enjoy freely what they have earned with their own hands and have
mortgaged to others the lives which they were given.
“Now, on top of all this, other people have come from their countries and fought and raged here madly. By
their impudence we are ruined. All these people have died simply because our country is not strong.
“Well, there’s nothing to be done about the dead. The most important thing is to see that the living do not have
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to face such things again. It is up to us to pull ourselves together. Our country must become bright and strong like
other people’s countries, so that we, its people, may preserve life and property. We must not allow those vampires,
the living Devils and the living Demons, to get into the Governors’ offices in every province and all the other
local offices. We must see that foreigners do not even think of coming to our country like tigers and bears and
having the impudence to fight here. Only then will men be human. Only then will life be worth living. Only then
will we be able to treat our property as our own.
“What a terrible night this has been! The people of P’yongyang are gone and may be dead. The vampire of a
Devil is shut up in some corner. And what has happened to my wife and child? Everyone knew how happy my
wife and I were together, and our love for Ongnyon was quite exceptional. However, a man with ambitions cannot
accomplish great things for his country if he wasted his efforts thinking only of his wife and child. I will set off at
once, tour the whole world seeing other people’s countries, and get some real education. Then I shall be able to
work for my country.”
He waited until it got light, and then left P’yongyang for other lands ten thousand leagues away.
*
His wife had been taken to the Japanese Military Police Headquarters, but everyone who heard how a lady
who had led such a sheltered life had suffered such troubles in the fighting, felt sorry for her. As the interpreter
translated her story, the Military Police Commander nodded and said:
“Poor thing, what a pity!”
He kept her under the protection of the military for that night, and sent her back home the next day.
By the time she came back home, she felt as if she had been in that one night through all the troubles the world
held.
There is nothing so heartless as an empty house in the cold of a morning. The sight of her home, when she got
back, broke her heart again. Would it be worth living alone in her home? She sat down heavily on the edge of the
verandah, and then rolled over on to her side, not knowing what she was doing.
Yesterday, in her haste and anxiety to get away, she had not eaten before setting off. For a day and a night her
suffering had so filled her world that she had not realized how hungry she was and how her legs were aching.
Now she had returned home. There was no news of her husband, and she had no idea where Ongnyon had gone.
She looked at the four lean pillars, and at the room where the shutters were fastened tight on the empty verandah.
“The best thing would be for this body to drop dead as I sit down here, but if that cannot be, how I dread
opening the door of that room with my hand and setting my foot inside it!”
As she talked to herself, her voice trailed off, and she gave up caring.
*
In normal times, neighbours would be coming and going, and the pedlar-women and the cake-sellers would be
going in and out, but at that time all the people who had lived in P’yongyang had run away at the gunfire, and
there were only the Japanese troops there.
The troops wheeled like a flock of crows, and went into this house and that without permission. Of course, on
the battlefield, under international law as it applies to wartime, if everyone has fled and houses are unoccupied, it
is usual to occupy the houses and commandeer the goods, so if the soldiers saw an empty house, they made a
point of going into it. The soldiers who went into Mr. Kim’s house saw his wife lying on the edge of the verandah,
and they just went out again. There seemed to be noone to help her. If she had lain on the verandah for a whole
day in the ice and snow of a bitter winter, she would probably have frozen to death, but fortunately the weather
was then warm, and so she came to no harm lying on the verandah, dispirited all day.
Not until night did she begin to come to herself, and then she did not come to herself suddenly, as if waking
from a dream or a sleep, but she came to herself gradually, the way the mist clears from Peony Peak. At first,
when she opened her eyes, she saw the sky bright with stars. Next, when she looked around, she found that she
was lying alone in a gloomy house. She did not understand where this was, whose house it was, or how she had
come to be lying there.
Slowly she realized that it was her house. Slowly she recollected how she had come and sat down here, how
she had gone to the Japanese Military Police Headquarters last night, how people had gathered at the sound of the
shot, how she had been all but shamed at the hands of that awful robber, and the thought made her flesh creep all
over again.
Suddenly she came to her senses.. Suddenly the strength she had lost returned. Suddenly she sat up and
thought again only of her husband and Ongnyon. She felt that Ongnyon was sleeping in the living room and that
her husband was in his room. It was as if she could call Ongnyon and she would come, and as if she could call her
husband and he would reply. Surely what she had gone through yesterday was a dream. She must have had a bad
dream. Now she was awake and would call Ongyon. She turned her head towards the living room and called,
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“Ongnyon! Ongnyon! Ongyon!,” but as she did so a shiver ran over her flesh, and her voice trailed away.
She stood up and went to the door of the living room. Her legs shook and her heart thumped. She gave the door
a jerk inwards, and a noise like a clap of thunder came from the room. She shrieked and collapsed on to her heels.
*
When they had fled from this room yesterday morning, nothing had been left lying about, but this morning,
when Kim Kwanil had decided to go abroad and had left, in his search for things, he had laid out all their
belongings from the storey cupboards and the wall cupboards. He had left all the flaps of the boxes and chests
open, and left chests on top of boxes and boxes on top of chests. There were some things arranged tidily, but other
things were all ready to fall down. He had had a lot on his mind when he closed the door of the room before he
went away, and inside the room he had left the wall cupboard doors and the storey cupboard doors open.
A rat as big as a puppy had come down out of the loft and had had the run of the room, but, hearing the sound
of the door being opened, it had jumped down from on top of a box to the floor, and the box had shifted and
fallen. It was a box of Ongnyon’s, and in it were sea shells, bits of tin, bells, and glass bottles. When the box fell it
certainly made quite a clatter, but to Mrs. Kim in her fear it sounded like a clap of thunder.
She pulled herself together and went into the room to try to find a match. Something caught her feet and
bumped her body. She was terrified, and came out again and sat on the edge of the verandah.
She did not know whether it was early evening, the middle of the night, or nearly dawn, and she just waited for
the day to dawn. She thought that it must be about time for the night to come to an end, and just gazed at the sky
to the east.
Surely that was the first cock flapping his wings and shouting his ‘cock-a-doodle-do.’ It was certainly hard to
pass this night.
A person’s anxiety usually grows gradually less over one or two days, but as Mrs. Kim passed one day, two
days, ten days, a fortnight alone in the house, the bleak, nervous desolation which filled her mind did not grow
any less at all. In fact, rather, as the days passed her uneasiness deepened. What reason was there then for her to
go on living in the world? Only one thing which she was waiting for was stopping her from dying.
The day after they had fled she saw their belongings scattered about the room, and took them to mean that her
husband had been there. She thought that he must have gone looking for Ongnyon and her, and, being unable to
find them, come back and looked at home, and then gone out to look for them again. She thought of him going
about looking for her without knowing whether his baby daughter and his young wife were in difficulties
somewhere, or dead, and of how much he must have suffered, and she felt very sorry for him. When the sun set
that day and it went dark, she decided to wait in case he should come back, and spent the whole night sitting there
without closing the gate. She expected him the next day, the day after, every day, every night, all the time, and
whenever she heard anyone’s voice, she ran out and looked, and whenever the dog barked she followed him out to
see what it was.
She was worn out with waiting so anxiously, and began to lose hope. If there was a rumor that a lot of people
had died somewhere, she would think that her husband had died there, and if she heard that a young child had
died somewhere, she would think that her daughter Ongnyon had died there.
As long as she waited confident that her husband would return alive, she had something to fix her heart on and
live for, but when she was in despair that he must have died and would not come, she could not bear to live a
moment longer.
*
She made up her mind to die, and decided to die by throwing herself into the waters of the Taedong River. She
waited for nightfall, and set off for the river bank. It was the time of the harvest moon. The sky looked as if it had
been washed, and the moon was like a lantern. On the beach, which looked as if it were strewn with silver dust,
there was no sign of man, and seagulls were sleeping. She sang a lament.
Moon, I would ask you a question.
You see far and wide.
I have no news of my husband,
And I do not know where Ongnyon has gone.
If they were in this world,
They would have tried to find their way home.
But they have gone, and there is no news.
They have surely found lodgings with Death. '
If I live on alone,
My whole life will be tribulation.
If I were to die,
I would not know this tribulation.
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My fifteen years of married bliss,
My seven years of mother’s love:
When they were I do not know.
Now they are like a dream.
This life of mine, like a dream,
Is only for today.
The deep green waters,
That is where I shall go.

She finished her lament, gathered up her skirt, set her teeth firmly, closed both eyes tight, and jumped into the
water. The water was the Taedong River, and the person was the wife of Kim Kwanil.
*
At a mooring place downstream, a lighter was tied up. In the boat, a boatman and a man by the name of Ko
Changp’al who lived in P’yongyang, were having a game of ludo together, just the two of them, in the moonlight.
This boatman and Mr. Ko were not brothers, not even half-brothers, but they were so exactly alike, Mr. Ko so like
the boatman and the boatman so like Mr. Ko, that, although they made their livings in different ways, out of
working hours the two fellows were quite inseparable.
What it meant, this being inseparable, was that if only one of them had any money, he would lend some to the
other and they would play cards, and if neither of them had any money they had to play something, even if it were
only ludo for cigarettes. If they had been told to go without their food for one day, they might not have found that
hard, but they were the sort of fellows who would have felt ill if they had been told that they could not have a
game one night.
That evening, as usual, Mr. Ko had gone to visit the boatman, and they were having a game of ludo together all
by themselves, when a strange cry was heard upstream, but they were so completely carried away with their game
that they took no notice. However, when they saw that someone was caught on the boat and gasping for breath—
the body must have floated down from upstream—they quickly jumped down and fished it out, and found that it
was a lady.
If she had jumped from a high bank, whether the water had been deep or shallow, she could hardly have
survived, but she had jumped into the water from a sandbank where the water was no more than a foot or two
deep. With the water being so shallow, she had not drowned. But since her purpose in throwing herself in had
been to kill herself, she remained determined to die even though the water was shallow. She had lain in the water,
still alive, and had come floating down until she had been rescued by the men in the boat.
*
The gunpowder smoke drifted away like rain trailing from a cloud. The noise of the guns moved away from
P’yongyang to Uiju, and the rain of shot fell on the White Horse Hill. A bridge of corpses was laid across the Yalu
River. P’yongyang returned to normal after the fighting, and now it hit Uiju.
Imagine that, in a house which catches fire, they put the fire out in the living room, but the parlor catches fire,
and that, although the living room and the parlor are both parts of the same house, those of the family who are in
the living room congratulate themselves on just having put out the fire in their own room. So it was when it rained
blood in Uiju, but within the walled city of P’yongyang the sound of laughter began to rise.
Those who had fled and holed up somewhere gradually reassembled in P’yongyang, and there it was just like
old times again. The barred gates of all the houses were opened; and people went to and fro again in all the alleys
which they had deserted. Dogs barked, and smoke arose from the hearths. It was a scene of a world at peace
again.
But inside the North Gate, at the house of Kim Kwanil, the gate stood shut, and no one came visiting at its
porch.
One day an old man came on a pack horse and dismounted in front of Mr. Kim’s house. When he shook the
gate, he found that it was not barred and he went in, but came out again and made enquiries of a neighbor.
“Excuse me, is that Kim Kwanil’s house? He’s a First Grade official.”
“Yes, that’s his house, but it doesn’t look as if anyone’s there.”
“I’m his father-in-law. I’ve seen him, and I’ve come here because my daughter and grand-daughter left home
in the fighting, and he didn’t know whether they’d come back or not. I just went and looked in the house. There
was no one there at all, so I got worried, and that’s why I asked you.”
“We left home in the fighting too, and it’s not more than a few days since we came back, so we don’t know
anything for certain, even though they are our neighbors.”
The old man had no alternative but to go back into the house and have a closer look. It looked as if the people
of the house had run away at the fighting and a thief had been, the way empty chests were lying about, not in their
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sets. Then he saw some writing on the wall, the writing of Kim Kwanil’s wife. It was her farewell to the world,
written on the day when she had gone off to die by throwing herself into the waters of the Taedong River.
When the old man saw the writing, he was taken aback, and the sadness of his heart could not be soothed.
*
The old man was Mr. Ch’oe Hangnae, a man of Chusa rank, who had lived in P’yongyang, but ten years
earlier, when he was fifty, had moved to Pusan and now had a large trading business there. He was more than
comfortably off, but he had no son, and so had adopted one. However, his adopted son did not get on well with
him. He had one child of his own, a daughter, and he not only loved her dearly, but he had had a lot of trouble and
worry in bringing her up, and she had been very unhappy as she grew up. It was this daughter who was the wife of
Kim Kwanil.
If I were to tell the story of the time when Mr. Ch’oe was bringing up his daughter, even if I had the tongues of
the most famous story-tellers of old, and all the long days of the early summer months to tell my story in, I would
not be able to tell more than a small part of it.
Her name was Ch’unae. When she was seven years old her mother died, and she was brought up by a stepmother. The step-mother was praised for all the wifely virtues, but she had one failing, and that was that she
behaved cruelly towards Ch’unae, the child of the first wife, If there was anything the former wife had used, even
a single dish, she called the shamaness and had it burned or smashed. Only when this was done were her feelings
relieved. This was her nature. But one thing the step-mother could neither burn nor break was Ch’unae, the child
of the former wife. Mr. Ch’oe loved his daughter like a jewel and cherished her like gold, but if he showed the
slightest sign of love towards her when his second wife was looking, Ch’unae would be in trouble with her stepmother. So, although Mr. Ch’oe often wanted to praise his daughter, many a time when the step-mother was
looking he adopted an attitude of scolding her cruelly.
Was Mr. Ch’oe then under his second wife’s thumb? Far from it! Except for her jealousy of his former wife,
who was dead and buried, the second wife was without any fault at all. Even if one made shoes woven of iron
thread and wore them to the uppers tramping the length and breadth of Korea, it would be difficult to find such a
good wife, was the general opinion in the family. Mr. Ch’oe was on the best of terms with his second wife, and,
since he also loved Ch’unae, the daughter of his former wife, if he wanted to do anything for her, the best plan
was to consider his second wife’s feelings in doing it.
Ch’unae was from an early age a sensible girl, and quick to realize how other people felt, not at all like a
young child. She would obey her step-mother as if she were her real mother, wiping away her tears. This was the
sort of misery Ch’unae went through in her upbringing, and even when she became the wife of Kim Kwanil, Mr.
Ch’oe could not regard her as a daughter who had left home, but thought of her still as a baby.
When other people heard the rumor of the fighting at P’yongyang, they took it calmly, as they might a report of
a death in a neighbor’s house, but Ch’oe Hangnae, the Chusa, who was living in Pusan, was very shaken and
worried when he heard it. Then one day his son-in-law, Kim Kwanil, came to Mr. Ch’oe’s house in Pusan and told
him what had happened to them in the fighting. He told him of his intention to go abroad to study, and Mr. Ch’oe
gave him funds and saw to it that he was able to go abroad. Mr. Ch’oe wanted to know for certain what had
happened to his daughter and grand-daughter, and had come to P’yongyang, but when he saw what his daughter
had written on the wall, the way she felt when she was going to kill herself by throwing herself into the waters of
the Taedong River, all the unhappiness his daughter had had in her upbringing came back to him.
He had a vivid picture of when her mother had died when Ch’unae was seven, and of how she had put her
cheek to her dead mother’s cheek and wept. He had a vivid picture of the way she had been starved of affection by
her step-mother. He had a vivid picture of their tearful parting when he had moved to Pusan, as if they would
never meet again.
Meanwhile the sun set slowly, and as the day darkened the empty house was filled with an inexpressible air of
bleakness.
*
Mr. Ch’oe called the servant he had brought with him, in a scarcely audible voice that had lost all it strength.
“Boy! Undo the baggage and put it in the verandah room.”
“Where shall I tie the horse up?”
“Take it to a livery stable.”
“Where shall I sleep?”
“Get yourself something to eat at the livery stable, and sleep in the servants’ quarters here.”
“I should buy something for you to eat too, sir, before you go to sleep.”
“I’ll have something to drink. Bring me a bottle of wine from the baggage, and undo a nest of picnic boxes. I’ll
sit here by myself in this room and drink, and then at daybreak we’ll take the dawn road back to Pusan.
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“I used to wonder what war was, but now that I’ve come face to face with it, I know that the greatest human
cruelty is war. My daughter and grand-daughter were my only flesh and blood, and this is how I find things when
I come to see them.
“It probably makes no sense to an ignorant fellow like you, boy, but in future, if you want to safeguard your
grandchildren, you must do something for our country. If our country had been strong, this war wouldn’t have
happened. My daughter, my child, suffered every hardship in her upbringing, and although she was young and in
good health, she has died in the war. My grand-daughter had had smallpox and measles, and had shaken off all the
other childish ailments, and she died in the war too.”
“It’s you gentry who’ve destroyed our country. The common people are killed and beaten by the gentry and
must just accept it. If they have any property, it’s stolen by the gentry. If they have pretty women, they are stolen
by the gentry. Common people like me can’t do anything for their own property or women, or even to save their
own lives. They’re tied up by the gentry, so what power have they got to do anything for their country?
“We’ve only got to say one wrong word and our lives are in your hands. You gentry have got the power to
break our legs or banish us. What are the common people’s lives worth if the gentry treat us like that? It’s you
gentry who’re to blame for wars. It was one of the gentry, Min Yongch’un, who started the Sino-Japanese War by
calling in the Chinese, I’ve heard. Your daughter, the young mistress, and your baby grand-daughter have died
because of the war, and their ghosts will get the gentleman called Min Yongch’un for it.”
He went on and on like this.
Now Mr. Ch’oe did not like this servant very much, because he was an impudent fellow, but he had brought
him with him because he was a sound fellow to have on a dangerous wartime journey like this. He was
deliberately being impudent and rude to Mr. Ch’oe in his distress, but this was what happened in a war. You
cannot tell them off in a war, and he was so worried that he could not bear to listen to anything at all, so he gave
him some money, and said to him:
“Go out and drink yourself sick too, boy. We’re so worked up, the only thing to do is to get drunk.”
The, servant went out, and Mr. Ch’oe sat alone facing the wine bottle.
*
He brooded on all his unhappiness and had a cup of wine. He vented all his spite on the world and had a cup of
wine. He thought of his daughter and had a cup of wine. He thought of his grand-daughter and had a cup of wine.
He got tipsy. He stopped thinking and just drank, then, with his hat still on his head, lay down with his head on a
pillow.
As he slept he dreamt. He was fleeing with his daughter and grand-daughter beneath Peony Peak when they
met a robber out looting. That was bad enough, but then he saw his daughter fall from a cliff to her death while
running away from the robber. Mr. Ch’oe tried to beat the robber to death in revenge, but the robber turned on him
and beat him back. Mr. Ch’oe fell over and struggled to get up, but the robber sat on him, seized his throat and
drew a knife. Mr. Ch'’oe could not breathe as he struggled to get up. Clearly he was having a nightmare.
Someone was beside him, shaking him.
“Father, how did you get here? Father! Father!”
He was surprised by the voice and woke up suddenly. It must be a passing dream, but when he opened his eyes
and had a good look, there was his daughter come back alive, after she had written out her thoughts and put her
note on the wall, and gone to kill herself by throwing herself into the waters of the Taedong River. This made him
feel so happy that he came to himself. But he was not so sure, when he thought about it, that this was not a dream
as well.
“My child, you wrote your farewell on the wall and went to kill yourself. How have you come back alive? In
my dream just now you fell to your death from a cliff, but now I can see you. Is this a dream, or was that a dream?
If this is a dream, I wouldn’t mind going on dreaming like this for ten or twenty years in a dream.”
Mr. Ch’oe thought that it was really like a dream meeting his daughter, and could not understand exactly how
she had really come to him alive.
*
Now when Mrs. Kim had fallen into the water and floated downstream, she had been saved by the boatman
and Ko Changp’al. Changp’al’s mother and wife had put her in a sedan chair and taken her to their home. They
had nursed her devotedly for several days before she was restored to health, and that day they had waited for
nightfall for her to return to her home with Changp’al’s mother. On the way Changp’al’s mother had said that she
was going to buy something at the roadside and had fallen behind. Since it was her own house she was going to,
and she knew the way well, Mrs. Kim had gone on ahead into the house. There she saw boxes of baggage on the
verandah room floor, and in the living room a light burning brightly.
If she had felt the way she had felt last time, she would not have dared to open the door of the room, but now,
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after all she had been through, she had no more fear of terror. She opened the door of the room without hesitation,
wondering who had come to sit in her room. Someone was asleep there, and looked as if he was struggling in a
nightmare. When she took a close look, she saw that it was her own father. She was so glad to see him then that
she could not speak, but just wept. Ko Changp’al’s mother, who had fallen behind, ran in and did the same.
“Dear master, you here in the middle of the war! We never know what’s going to happen next. When you
moved to Pusan, I was already old, and never expected to live to see you again, but the old one’s still alive, and I
am seeing you again. Ah, but the young baby, Ongnyon, and the young master have gone away and may be dead.
You’re here, but they’re not here to meet you.”
She spoke as her feelings welled up within her, for she was a very tender-hearted woman.
Now Ko Changp’al’s mother was a bond-servant in Mr. Ch’oe’s family. She had not lived in since she was
under thirty, but she had been kept by his kindness. When Mr. Ch’oe had moved, Changp’al’s mother had wanted
to go with her master, but Changp’al was a gambler and had got on the wrong side of Mr. Ch’oe, and so they had
not been allowed to follow him, but had stayed in P’yongyang. She had felt as useless as a bucket lying in the
bottom of a well with its rope broken, but now, thanks to his gambling, Changp’al had been in the boat on the
Taedong River instead of sleeping at night, and so had been able to save the life of Miss Ch’oe. So now, it turned
out, he had earned praise for his gambling.
*
Mrs. Kim heard from her father that her husband had gone abroad to study. She was sad about being so far
away from him, but she counted it a blessing that at least his life had been preserved in the war. She gazed at her
father’s lips as he spoke, and her eyes filled with tears, but her face flushed with happiness.
“Now, my child, the master has left your house, and you can’t live here alone, so it will be best for you to
follow me down to Pusan and live with me in my house, won’t it?”
“I tried to kill myself by throwing myself into the water because I thought that the master of the house was
dead and I couldn’t bear the thought of living on by myself, but I was rescued from the Taedong River and am
alive, and have heard the news that my husband is alive and has gone abroad to study. I can keep this house, and
perhaps after a few years I will see my husband’s face here again. Don’t worry about your daughter, father.
Instead, I hope you will be generous in paying your son-in-law’s expenses, so that he can study properly.
“I will have Changp’al’s mother with me here, and we will be able to live on the rent from one poor field. But
if only Ongnyon were alive, she would be a consolation to me. How can I wait through all the long years?”
Her words brought a lump to Mr Ch’oe’s throat, but he was a busy man and could not stay long, and so after a
few days he went down to Pusan. His daughter had Changp’al’s mother living with her, so, in the servants’
quarters was an old widow, and in the living room a young grass-widow, waiting for Mr. Kim to come back,
waiting for time to pass. Waiting for someone is the most difficult thing in the world, for at night the night is long,
and by day the day is long, and the nights and days follow one another and become months and years. Mrs. Kim
thought that she was the only one in the world whose life was hard. But there was someone else whose hardship
was more than hers, and that was her daughter, Ongnyon.
*
On the day she had fled, Ongnyon, not knowing where her parents had gone, had stood beneath Peony Peak,
calling for her mother and crying her heart out. A stray bullet flew over and pierced her left leg. She fell down,
and only just clung onto life that night on the mountainside.
The next day a Japanese Red Cross nurse found her and had her taken to a field hospital. When the Medical
Officer saw her, he said that it was not a serious wound. The bullet had gone right through her leg. If she had been
hit by a Chinese bullet—Chinese bullets had poison on them—he said, since it was last night she had been hit, the
poison would have spread through her body. However, he said, the bullet which had hit her had been a Japanese
one, and treatment would be very easy.
Sure enough, within three weeks she was back to normal, but the child had nowhere to go. When they asked
her in the hospital where she lived, she said inside the North Gate of P’yongyang. They felt sorry in the hospital
for a child who was so young and had gone through so much, and they got an interpreter and told him to take her
home. That was after her mother had gone to kill herself by throwing herself into the waters of the Taedong River,
and had put her note on the wall. When the interpreter saw the note, he felt sorry for Ongnyon, and took her back
to the field hospital. The Medical Officer, Major Inoue, was moved by Ongnyon’s plight, and took a liking to her.
He had the interpreter stay and asked her how she felt.
“Don’t you know where your father and mother have gone?”
Ongnyon shook her head.
“Well, then, if you go and live in my house, I’ll send you to school and see that you study. If you work hard at
your studies, I’ll search all over the country, and if I find your parents alive, I’ll send you straight home.”
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“If you think that my parents are alive and that you will send me back home, I will go anywhere you say and
do anything you tell me.”
“Well, then, I’ll send you this very day to Inchon, and see that you go to Japan on a troopship. My home’s in
Osaka in Japan. If you go there, my wife will be there, and since we have neither son nor daughter, when she sees
you she will love you very much.. You go and live with her, and think of her as your own mother.”
He asked a wounded soldier who was returning home to take her to Osaka in Japan, and Ongnyon went as far
as Inchon by sedan chair, and from Inchon by steamship. Behind her she left her parents, though she did not know
what had happened to them, and ahead of her lay the strangeness of a foreign land.
*
If a plain child had been made a refugee at the age of seven and lost her parents, she would have thought of
nothing but her mother and father. Every time a stranger asked her anything, she would have burst into tears and
broken down, and would not have been able to give a clear answer to the question. But Ongnyon was such an
intelligent child, and so old for her years, that, although when she was alone she might feel that she would give
her life to see her parents, in anyone else’s presence she was so normal that she gave not the slightest sign that she
was thinking of her parents.
Ongnyon’s face was like a cut jewel, and so rosy that it might have been rouged. When her parents had made a
name for her, they had been so anxious to make a name which would be as beautiful as Ongnyon herself that they
had very often quarreled with each other.
The name Ongnyon has two characters meaning “jewel” and “lotus.” It was her mother who had called her
Jewel, because, she said, she was as white as a jewel, and it was her father who had called her Lotus because she
bloomed as luxuriantly as a lotus flower.
On the day they named they had disagreed violently, and as a sort of peace pact they had put together the
character for “jewel” and the character for “lotus” and called her Ongnyon, or Jewel Lotus.
Her parents loved this child so much that they thought that although one might find an occasional black lucky
stone which looked like a jewel, or yellow flowers, pumpkin flowers, for instance, which looked like lotus,
nothing could be found as beautiful as Ongnyon, Jewel Lotus. And it was not only her parents who thought so. No
one who saw her failed to praise her, and if anyone who had no children saw her, they felt envious enough to steal
her. Many a one said that if they could have snatched her away to be theirs, they would have done so.
This was what this Ongnyon was like, who had lost her parents and gone alone to a foreign land ten thousand
leagues away. Some of the men on the ship would gather round her and ask her questions to pass the time, and
those who could not speak Korean would give her sweets from their rucksacks. A young child usually pesters and
annoys people, but Ongnyon behaved herself.
*
The ship, as swift as an arrow on the broad blue sea, reached Osaka four days after leaving Inchon, and there
was a bustle as the passengers who were to disembark there all collected their baggage together and got down into
the sampans, but Ongnyon had nothing but what she stood up in, and she sat alone quietly, and, young as she was,
began to think.
“The others are going to their homes, but whose home am I going to? The others all know what they have
come to Osaka for, and I am the only one who has come to a foreign country by myself, purposelessly. Whose
house am I going to, clasping a letter to my breast? What sort of a person is going to read this letter? What sort of
a person is going to look after me? If she treats me like a daughter, will I behave as a daughter, and if she treats
me like a slave, will I behave like a slave? If she gives me a hard life, will I bear the hardship, and if she allows
me to study, will I only study without relaxing for a moment?”
She was sitting, resigned to everything, with all sorts of thoughts going through her head, when the soldier
who had traveled with her from P’yongyang called her. Since they could not understand each other’s speech, she
could only see what he meant by his expression. She followed him off the ship. This soldier had been wounded by
a bullet in the right leg in the battle of P’yongyang, and had been treated at the same field hospital as Ongnyon,
but since the bullet had damaged a nerve, even after treatment his leg was useless. He could only just manage to
walk with the aid of a stick.
He went down first, and ,as Ongnyon looked at him from behind, she said that she had been hit in the leg by a
bullet too, but that if things had turned out like that for her, she would have preferred to kill herself, that it would
not have been worth going on living. There was no one who could understand what she said. It was fortunate that
no one heard what she said, but that was the only good fortune she had. What worried her most was that she could
not communicate with anyone. She just followed the soldier, obeying his gestures like a deaf-mute servant.
*
Everything Ongnyon saw she was seeing for the first time. In the harbor the masts of the ships seemed to stand
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up like growing hemp. In the shopping streets buildings of two and three storeys seemed to tower up to the
clouds. A train which was going along like a centipede belched puffs of smoke from its mouth. It made the whole
world shake as it went along on its belly, and it raced along as fast as rain before the wind. Het head reeled with
the noise of the wheels of the rickshaws going back and forth along the broad straight streets.
The soldier called two rickshaws, and he got in one and put Ongnyon in the other. The rickshaws sped off like
arrows. Ongnyon was only a little girl, and while she had been walking in the road she had taken care that she was
not knocked over in the sea of people, and had no thought for anything else. But when she sat up in the rickshaw,
again she had nothing to do but think.
“Rickshaw, I want to go slowly. When we come to the end of this journey, I will enter a stranger’s house to be
fed and clothed, and I am frightened and worried. Rickshaw, I want to go really quickly. I’ll only feel safe when
I’ve seen with my own eyes what I’m anxious to know. It may be a good family, with kind people, but it may be a
cold-hearted family where the people ooze poison drop by drop. If my fortune is going to be good, they will be
good-hearted people, but it is my fortune to be a young orphan travelling to a faraway foreign land.”
At these thoughts tears were beginning to fall like rain, and she was beginning to sob, when the rickshaw came
to Major Inoue’s house and set them down.
*
When Ongnyon saw that the rickshaw had stopped, she guessed that this must be Major Inoue’s house.. She
was so apprehensive that her tiny body seemed to get even tinier. But sadness feeds on idleness, and now her tears
stopped.
As she was giving her eyes a couple of quick wipes, the rickshaw coolie in front shouted something, and a
woman servant came out, knelt down in the hall, and asked something politely. The soldier said a word or two,
and the servant went in. When she came out again, she told the soldier to go in, and he took Ongny6n into Major
Inoue’s house.
He gave Mrs. Inoue the Major’s news and Ongnyon’s story, and told her all about the war, while Ongnyon just
watched Mrs. Inoue’s expression.
Mrs. Inoue was no more than thirty, perhaps the same age as Ongnyon’s mother. But although she was so near
to Ongnyon’s mother in age, in appearance she was completely the opposite of Ongnyon’s mother. Ongnyon’s
mother’s eyes had charm, but Mrs. Inoue’s eyes were hard. Ongnyon’s mother’s face was white, but with the
freshness of peach blossom, while Mrs. Inoue’s face was certainly white, but with a cold blue tinge.
Mrs. Inoue took and read the Major’s letter with cold formality, glancing at Ongnyon from time to time. When
she spoke to the soldier, Ongnyon was sure she was talking only about her, and she sat stiff and straight. The
soldier must have said all that he had to say, for he said good-bye and went out. Ongnyon was left behind alone in
Major Inoue’s house, and again she felt the strangeness and awkwardness of it all.
*
“Yukiko, I’ve got a daughter!”
“Your life was certainly lonely without children, mistress, and I’m glad you've got a daughter, but this daughter
you’ve got today is very advanced for her age!”
“You will have to teach Ongnyon to speak and write, Yukiko. As soon as she can speak Japanese, I’ll send her
to school.”
“If I’m to teach the young mistress, am I to continue as a bond-servant? That’s what I came to your house as.”
“I’m not asking you to teach her anything difficult, but only to teach her, say, the first year reader of a common
Elementary School. Treat her as your little sister, and teach her well. Until she can manage the language, you be a
teacher to her at home. It will be hard for you to be a teacher and a bond-servant at the same time, so I’ll increase
your wages.”
“I don’t expect to get any more wages, but I’d like to be allowed to go to the theatre and things like that a lot.”
“Now, Yukiko, take our Ongnyon to a department store and buy her some girls clothes to fit her, and then take
her to a bath-house and give her a bath. We’ll take off her Korean clothes and dress her in western clothes.”\fn{ It
was the Japanese, not the Koreans or the Chinese, who had first regarded the West as worthy of some form of systematic emulation. From
the restoration of Imperial rule in 1868, they consciously sought to deliberately imitate Western culture in all its aspects—even in its
costume. Korean culture, on the other hand, had proceeded in exactly the opposite manner, the ruling dynasty successfully isolating
virtually the entire population from intercourse with any other culture or its representatives until the last few dacades of the 19 th century.}

Although, as you can see, Mrs. Inoue loved Ongnyon so much, since Ongnyon could not understand what she
said, she went only by Mrs. Inoue’s cold looks and her heart fell. She did as she was told as if she were being sent
to hard labor.
Even a dog, which cannot speak, knows when somebody loves it, and a human being must surely know even
more. Even a young child cannot fail to recognize the expressions of love for it, and so, after a few days,
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Ongnyon, who had even slept curled up, began to stretch out. Mrs. Inoue loved Ongnyon more and more as the
days went by, and Ongnyon became more and more attached to Mrs. Inoue day by day.
In the whole of Korean history there is no record of a girl with the intelligence and talents of Ongnyon. Korean
women are hidden in a corner of the living room and not taught anything, so if there had been a woman as
intelligent as Ongnyon, the world would have been surprised. However, whatever the reason, there is no Korean
woman to be compared to Ongnyon.
Everyone who heard of Ongnyon’s cleverness said that it could not be true and refused to believe it. Within six
months of going to Japan she spoke Japanese so well that people who saw her in Major Inoue’s house thought that
she was a Japanese girl, not a Korean. When Mrs. Inoue told them that Ongnyon was a Korean child, and that it
was no more than six months since she had come from Korea, they said that she was boasting about her, or those
who heard that took it as a joke of Mrs. Inoue’s. But when they got all the details of the story from the servant
Yukiko, they gasped such praise of Ongnyon that even Ongnyon herself could not help feeling a surge of pleasure.
*
“Extra! Extra! Extra!”
Groups of men ran about past Ongnyon along the main shopping street of Osaka shouting, as she was on her
way home from school, and as she opened the door when she got home, she asked:
“Mother, what are those men shouting?”
“I thought you knew everything, but you don't know what an ‘extra’ is! But something important must have
happened. Let’s buy a copy and see. Yukiko, go and buy an extra.”
“Yes, I’ll go and buy one now.”
She hurried out, and Ongnyon ran out after her.
“Yukiko, I’ll buy the extra. Give me the money!”
Yukiko laughed, and said that whoever got there first should buy it, and since her legs were long and
Ongnyon’s were short, Yukiko got there first and bought one. Ongnyon took hold of it, asking Yukiko to give it
her, and Yukiko could not stop her snatching it. Ongnyon took it home, and asked her mother to read it and tell her
what it was all about. Mrs. Inoue was laughing as she took it. It was an extra edition of the Osaka Daily News. As
she read the first line she started with surprise, but as she read on a few lines more she gave a cry of pain, threw
down the paper, and began to weep silently.
“Mother, what is it in the paper that makes you cry? Mother! Mother!”
Mrs. Inoue just wept without answering, so Ongnyon, her own eyes filling with tears, called Yukiko. Yukiko
was sitting outside the door of the room, and could not see that Mrs Inoue was crying. She could only see
Ongnyo’s eyes as she said:
“What’s all this crying for, young mistress, just like a little baby?”
“Yukiko, don’t make fun of me! Come in and read the extra, and tell me what it is all about. When mother read
it, it made her cry. Read it carefully to see what it says and why mother is crying. Come on! Come on!”
“What is in the extra, mistress? If you’ve finished with it, I’ll have a look.”
*
Yukiko took the paper and looked at it with a broad smile. She did not read very far down or very carefully
before she began to speak.
“Mistress, look at this! The Liaotung Peninsula has surrendered. Isn’t it marvelous the way Japan wins every
battle? Oh my goodness, such a lot of our soldiers have been killed! Mistress, what’s this? The Master has been
killed! They told us that there is no danger where the Red Cross flag is flying on a battlefield—that’s international
law—but the master was a medical officer, and he’s been killed. How can it have happened?”
“What? Father’s been killed?” Ongnyon shouted, and she began to cry. Mrs. Inoue just wept silently, and
Yukiko’s lips quivered as she looked at Mrs. Inoue. The whole house was filled with weeping. One “extra” had
shattered the happiness of the whole house.
Major Inoue had gone along the road along which man never returns, and Mrs. Inoue passed the time alone in
an empty room with a cold pillow.
According to Korean custom, it is regarded as the finest thing for a young widow not to remarry, and her life is
nothing but care. But since there is no such evil custom—moral crime, one might call it—in civilized countries,
there is no shame anywhere else in the world in a young widow marrying again. So Mrs. Inoue found a good man
to marry.
“Ongnyon, I am young and cannot live by myself all my life. I am going to get married, but the trouble is that
there’s no one to take care of you.”
All Ongnyon wanted was to go with her foster-mother when she got married, but when Mrs. Inoue said that
she could not take her with her, Ongnyon felt that there suddenly came over her again the heartbreak she had
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suffered when she had lost her parents at the foot of Peony Peak outside the walls of P’yongyang.
*
Ongnyon curled up on Mrs. Inoue’s knee, and her voice choked as she said:
“Mother, if you leave me, who will I have?”
“There, there. The only thing you can do is to take it as if I had died.”
“If you die, I’ll die with you!”
Mrs. Inoue’s heart missed a beat as Ongnyon said this, and she went off into thought. She had told the marriage
broker that she was alone, and that was what her husband-to-be understood, so now it would be difficult to change
her story and tell him that she had a daughter. But, on the other hand, when she saw how attached Ongnyon was to
her, she could not bear the thought of abandoning her.
“All right, Ongnyon, don’t cry! I won’t get married, and that’s an end of it. I’ll stay here and see that you go to
school, but in another ten years I'll have to depend on you, so study hard.”
“Will you really not get married, mother? Will you stay here and see that I go to school?”
“Now don’t worry! Would I lie to a young child?”
When Ongnyon heard this, the happiness in her heart was too much for her. She sat on Mrs. Inoue’s knee, put
her cheek to hers, and cuddled her as a baby would.
From then on Ongnyon was more attached to Mrs. Inoue than ever. When she went to school, her only wish
was to get home again. At school dismissal time she would run home and throw her arms around Mrs. Inoue and
cuddle her.
But it was not many days before Mrs Inoue began to look displeased at this cuddling. At first she had been
very happy to be cuddled by Ongnyon, but then for some reason she began to get cross with her for doing it. She
became cool towards Ongnyon, and as the days went by Ongnyon felt more and more that her life was a journey
of unhappiness and sorrow.
When Mrs. Inoue had been going to get married, she had given up the idea out of pity for Ongnyon’s situation,
but every time the young woman felt lonely in her empty room, she felt that she hated Ongnyon.
Even if a woman’s child is one born of her own womb, and not a child she has got from somewhere else, it
seems that any feelings of annoyance she has towards it grow day by day.
*
While Ongnyon had been loved by Mrs. Inoue, she had not liked the thought of going out of the house, but
when she began to be hated by Mrs. Inoue, once she left the house she did not like going back. Mrs. Inoue, while
she had loved Ongnyon, used to wait at the door if Ongnyon went out anywhere and was late coming back, but
when she came to hate her, if she saw her coming, she would glare at her, and wonder what this enemy coming
into her house had to do with her.
Sitting or standing, eating or sleeping, Ongnyon was under this glare of hatred. She grew up under this glare,
and became more and more conscious of Mrs. Inoue’s expression. She often wept.
Three years passed, every day of them like three years. Ongnyon had gone to the Common Elementary School
and was in her fourth year. At the school leaving ceremony she was top of the whole school, and therefore praised
by everyone. But when she heard the praise, it did not make her happy in the least. In fact not only did it not make
her happy, but it even hurt her to hear it.
Of all the things she hated to hear, the worst was this sort of thing:
“They say she's Major Inoue’s adopted daughter. I believe the Major was killed at the time of the surrender of
the Liaotung Peninsula, and his wife didn’t even get married again because she felt sorry for her foster-child
Ongnyon.”
“Goodness, I do admire her! D’you think that young Ongnyon realizes how kind she has been?”
“Realizes? Never! Other people’s children are no good. It’s an admirable thing to have done. You won’t find
many like Mrs. Inoue to bring up somebody else’s child and see that she goes to school, instead of getting married
while she’s still young.”
Everyone at the school leaving ceremony flattered Ongnyon for her ability, but when they began to praise her
foster-mother, going on and on, back and forth between each other without stopping, every word filled Ongnyon
with a sorrow which no one else could understand.
*
Ongnyon came back home, opened the door and went in.
“Mother, I’ve got my school leaving certificate.”\fn{ This is the British term for our diploma; and in fact this story was
translated by an English translator; but in fact, by Imperial decree, it was the American educational system which the Japanese based their
educational system upon (1871).}

“Now that you’ve finished your studies, you must keep your mother. Your studies, indeed! If I hadn’t seen to it
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that you went to school, what education would you have had? If you’d grown up in Korea, you wouldn’t even
have had a look at a school book! It was your good luck that the war with China broke out. You were lucky. But I
was unlucky. I’ve gone through a lot for a long time, just to see that you went to school.”
As Mrs. Inoue’s self-righteousness poured out, Ongnyon lowered her head and thought to herself that a girl
who had only finished elementary school could not keep Mrs. Inoue, and she did not want help from Mrs. Inoue
to continue at school. There was only one thing for it, she thought. She would throw away her life as soon as
possible, and so get out of Mrs. Inoue’s sight. She would go to join the dead this very day, and so meet her parents
who had died in the war. She made up her mind, but gave nothing away by her expression as she answered Mrs.
Inoue properly.
That night she went down to Osaka harbor, determined to kill herself by throwing herself into the water.
There were a lot of people down at the harbor, so she went to look for some deserted place. There was a faint
moon, so that one could recognize anyone nearby, and wherever she went there were people. She went to the east,
turned round to the west, turned round again, and the way she kept wandering about must have looked very
suspicious.
Someone called from behind her, “Hey! You there!,” and when she looked round she saw that it was a policeman.
She jumped and was too taken aback to answer quickly, which made the policeman even more suspicious. He
came up to her and questioned her. Ongnyon, forced to make some reply, said that she had gone out to the market
to buy something, and had got lost, and was trying to find her way home. The policeman forgot his suspicions and
asked her her address. He took her home, and told Mrs. Inoue Ongnyon’s story of her being lost. Mrs. Inoue
thanked him, and after seeing him out, called Ongny6n to come into her room and sit down. She questioned her.
“What made you go out to the harbor tonight? He said you went east, west, north and south, wandering over
the whole of Osaka. What did you go out for, unless you’re mad, of course? I could easily be disgraced by a
daughter like you. That’s just the sort of thing the papers thrive on.”
Ongnyon listened to this sort of scolding until her head was bursting, but, since she had quite made up her
mind, she could feel no more sadness, and she just waited for the next night.
*
That night Mrs. Inoue felt lonely and sad, and could not sleep. She went to bed, but got up again, lit again the
light which she had put out, and started to read a novel. Soon she put the book down and sat apparently brooding
listlessly. The old woman, who had gone to sleep by the door, was awakened and got up. She said:
“Mistress, why have you got up again after going to bed?”
“When fate is cruel and one has a lot of cares, can one sleep easily?”
“What’s the use of complaining about your fate, mistress? Eyen now, if you’re sensible, it can be all right. Isn’t
it only for the sake of the young mistress that you’ve been through such a lot on your own up to now?”
“Yes, you’re right. I’ve been a fool to go through all this for the sake of somebody else’s child.”
“Yes, you wouldn’t mind if the young mistress was grateful to you, but far from being grateful, when she looks
at you she just glares slyly, and you can see that she loathes you.”
“Yes, you’re right. Just for her I didn’t get married when I had the chance, and I’ve suffered for three or four
years. However young she may be, you’d think she’d be grateful, but that one’s got no manners at all. Just look
what happened this evening. What a strange thing to do, wasn’t it? What could such a young thing have meant to
do, going out to the harbor in the middle of the night? Perhaps she meant to kill herself, to throw herself in the
water. I don’t know. Have I been so cruel to her that she’s unhappy enough to try to kill herself? It’s quite beyond
me. If she killed herself, everyone would think that I’d ill-treated her. Have I done anything wrong like that?”
“To kill herself? Never! If she’d been going to kill herself, she’d have gone somewhere where no one could see
her do it. Wandering about the whole of Osaka like that, this way and that, wasn’t a policeman bound to spot her?
She only did it to give you a bad name. It’s no use your staying single, going through all this, mistress. If you
want to get married, you must do it at once, before you’re a year older. Look at me! I’m fifty, and my hair’s
turning gray. I didn’t realize that I was growing old. There’s nothing so cruel and sly as the way time passes.”
“Everyone grows old like that. Can I avoid it, and stay looking like this all my life? If I could find someone to
marry, going just by myself, so that I’d have no trouble, I’d find myself a husband tomorrow, or the day after.”
*
Mrs. Inoue and the old woman may have thought that Ongnyon was asleep as they talked, or they may not
have cared whether she was asleep or not, nor whether she heard or not. Anyway Mrs. Inoue made up her mind to
abandon Ongnyon and get married, she was saying.
Ongnyon, who had gone out that night to kill herself by throwing herself into the water, and had come home
without having been able to do so, because she had been caught by the policeman, was sleeping near Mrs. Inoue.
She had swallowed what she wanted to say and wept, and dropped off to sleep for a while.
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She had a dream. She had wanted to kill herself, and had gone out and was making for the Taedong River, but
was unable to walk. In sight of the river, she had been unable to get to it, and was struggling with all her might to
do so when suddenly she heard a voice calling “Ongnyon! Ongnyon!” from behind her. When she looked round,
she saw that it was her mother. She did not feel especially happy to see her, and said, “What are you doing here?
I’ve come here today to kill myself by throwing myself in the water.”
Her mother said, “Don’t kill yourself, my dear. Your father’s sent a letter to say that he wants to see you.”
As her voice trailed away, Ongnyon woke up to find herself near Mrs. Inoue, just as the old woman was
saying, “Mistress, why have you got up again after going to bed?” Ongnyon thought how nice it would be to go
back to sleep and continue the dream, put when the two women went on to talk to each other, back and forth, just
about her, she suddenly became wide awake, and all thought of sleep and of continuing her dream vanished. She
lay with her back to the light, and what she heard made her heart ache.
The old woman was only talking to make Mrs. Inoue feel happier, and Mrs. Inoue somehow came to feel so
close to the old woman that night that she said to her that wherever she went, she would take the old woman with
her, she could be sure of that. The old woman replied:
“Mistress, why go to any husband’s house? Your husband can come here. Don’t go to get married, let’s tell
your husband to come here and marry you. You have property and a good house like this, so whether your
husband has property or not, as long as he’s a good-hearted man, it will be all right. Just get rid of the young
mistress, that’s all. But let me stay with you until I die, and don’t treat me badly.”
*
Mrs. Inoue told her to bring a bottle of wine, and said:
“Listening to what you say makes me feel better, and seems to chase away all my worries. Do you think that I
could be so heartless as to treat you badly? Have a drink before you go to sleep.”
The two of them drank glass after glass of wine until the bottle was empty, and then lay down, and obviously
fell into a deep sleep. As the clock struck three in the morning, the old woman’s snores were making the ceiling
ring.
Ongnyon got up and sat quietly for a while. Glaring at the old woman she said:
“You wicked old fox, how many people have you caught and eaten to feed yourself up to now? I hate the sight
of you. I will soon die, but I hope you’ll live for a good hundred years more with your ugliness.”
Then, turning her head, she looked at Mrs. Inoue and said:
“It was my P’yongyang father and mother who created my body, and it was my father Inoue and my Osaka
mother who saved my life and brought me up. It was because my stars were unlucky that I lost my parents in the
war. So, young and weak as I was, I was able to bear life in this far distant land only by trusting in my Osaka
mother. I have had such kindness from you, but it is because of me that you are worried and in trouble. It is all
Ongnyon’s fault.
“As long as I live, I cannot repay your kindness. If I kill myself straightaway, without waiting a day or an hour,
I’ll stop being a worry to you, and I will forget my own cares too. I am going, mother. I hope your life will be free
of care.”
She cried, calmed down after a while, got up, and opened the gate and went out. The road on which she was
going was the road to the grave.
She ran to the harbor. The place she was making for was where the broad deep sea seemed to touch the sky.
She gazed at the water and said”
“Ah, I am glad to see you. I am going back the way I came. When the war broke out, our family seemed to
face it alone. I don’t know where my parents died. I was hit by a bullet, and would have died, but my life was
saved by Major Inoue, and I came here across the sea in a troopship. I came on the sea, and I will go in the sea.”
*
“If I throw myself into the water, I hope my body will not rot in the water, but will bob away with the waves
and wind, past Kobe and Shimonoseki, in front of Tsushima, seeing the Korea Straits, going as swiftly as an arrow
until it enters Chinnamp’o Bay. Then, if it goes upstream, up the lower reaches of the Taedong River, I will see the
North Gate of P’yongyang, and if my body does rot, I hope it will rot in the Taedong River. Water, answer my
prayer! I trust you to take me.”
The sea murmured as if in reply to her words, and the whole world seemed to be lost in the sound of the water.
Ongnyon went dizzy with it, and fell over.
Her mind was full of sorrow and sadness, and she was stunned for a moment. As her strength returned a little,
she slept, and she had another dream. She could hear someone calling “Ongnyon! Ongnyon!” from behind her.
She could not see anyone, but she thought it was her mother. The voice said:
“My dear, don’t kill yourself—let’s meet once more!”
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She made a valiant effort to reply, but could not make a sound. she put every ounce of effort into it, and she
opened her eyes and saw the sky full of stars. The sea was murmuring as before. She was in a dreamy state as she
came out of her faint or sleep or whatever it was. She thought, “I have had two dreams tonight in which my
mother has told me not to kill myself,” and she began to wonder whether her mother might not be alive. She
began to sort things out a bit, and followed this new line of thought.
“My mother must be alive and wanting to see me again before she dies, because heaven has been moved and
the spirits have taken notice, and she has appeared in my dreams. If I kill myself, I am an unfaithful daughter to
my parents. If hardship comes my way, the correct thing is to bear it, and if I have cares, the correct thing is to
forget them. Yes, from the age of seven until now I have lived in hardship, so I shall not kill myself. I shall stay
alive, and not die until I see my parents’ faces once again.”
She turned round and went into Osaka again.
*
The day was just dawning as she hurried to Major Inoue’s house. She did not go in, but stood outside and
listened quietly. She heard the old woman’s voice.
“Mistress, mistress, where has the young mistress gone?”
“Mm? What’s that? I dozed off and I’ve only just woken up. Where’s Ongnyon gone, did you say? Perhaps to
the lavatory. Call her.”
“I’ve just been to the lavatory myself. I’d latched the front gate inside, but it’s open now. She must have gone
out.”
When she heard this, Ongnyon felt that she could not go in, and she turned round and went off, though she had
nowhere to go. She went unthinkingly towards the station, just as the passengers for the early morning train were
pouring in. She wanted to go perhaps to Tokyo or somewhere like that, but she did not have enough money for a
ticket to Tokyo. She had only twenty sen, but she was determined to get away from Osaka wherever she went, and
to earn her keep in somebody’s house. So she bought a ticket for Ibaragi, and got on the early morning train.
There were too many people in the third class coach, and Ongnyon could not find a seat and had to stand.
From behind her she heard a young man grumbling to himself in Korean:
“There’s some girl standing in front of me.”
When Ongnyon looked round, she saw that he was seventeen or eighteen, with a face the color of a peach
ripened in the sun, a fine handsome nose, and eyes full of life. He was dressed in western clothes, but so badly
that it must have been the first time he had worn them. When he saw Ongnyon turn round, he said to himself,
again in Korean:
“What a fine girl! She’s clever, I’m sure. If you take our Korean girls, girls like her just idle away all their
time, but here girls like her all go to school, I believe. I wonder what she is.”
*
None of the people round about understood what he was saying, but Ongnyon not only understood, but, since
this was the first time she had heard her native language spoken in all the years since she had come to Osaka, her
happiness knew no bounds. She was only a girl, and too polite to speak first. Without addressing him, she too
spoke to herself, but just loudly enough for the young man to hear.
“I must find somewhere to sit. I can’t stand all the way.”
The young man behind her was surprised to hear this.
“Is she a Korean? I took her for a Japanese, but she spoke Korean!”
He asked her without any further ado:
“Are you a Korean, my girl?”
“Yes, I am.”
“Oh! How old are you, and how long have you been here?”
“I was seven when I came here, and I’m eleven now.”
“What have you been doing since you came here?”
“I’ve been to a Common Elementary School, and yesterday was the day I finished there.”
“You’re doing better than me! I’m just setting off for America for my education, but in America they speak a
different language and their writing is different, and when 1 go there not knowing a single letter or a single word,
what an awful time I’m going to have! You say it’s four years since you came to Japan now, so you’ll have left all
that behind you. It’s a very fine thing for a young child to come all this way to go to school.”
“At first when I came, all I wanted to do was to learn, and I didn’t mind when people praised me, but now my
luck’s changed, and here I am on the road of trouble. Now if people praise me—”
Her voice choked in her throat, tears welled up in her eyes, and she lowered her head quickly. The young man
stared at her, and they said nothing to each other. The whistle blew in the station and the train pulled out, puffing
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great black clouds of smoke from its funnel.
Ongnyon would have to get off when they got to Ibaragi, and she wondered what sort of family she would
have to go to, and what sort of a life she was in for. The future was so uncertain. If she had been wanting to get to
Ibaragi, the journey there would have seemed very slow, but since that was as far as her ticket would take her, and
she would have to get off there whether she liked or not, the way the train was racing along so perfectly, it seemed
as if it would reach the edge of the world by nightfall. And Ibaragi was no distance at all.
The young man spoke to her.
“I don’t know where you're going, but if you stand all the way, your legs are going to be aching, aren’t they?”
“I’m only going as far as Ibaragi.”
“Is there someone you know in Ibaragi?”
“No, no one.”
“Why are you going there then?”
Ongnyon wiped her eyes with a handkerchief and did not reply. The young man wanted to ask her more, but
since all the people round about were taking an interest in them, he pretended indifference to her, and put his head
out of the window and gazed at a mountain in the distance. But all he could think of was Ongnyon’s eyes filled
with tears.
*
The train, which had been racing, gradually slowed down, and then stopped with a jerk. As it jerked
backwards, Ongnyon, who had been standing, fell over. She grabbed at the young man’s knee with her hand, and
accidentally made his leg jump as she hit his knee. He had been sitting just looking out of the window, but this
made him look round in surprise. Ongnyon said that she was sorry, speaking in Japanese without thinking. Since
the young man knew no Japanese, he could not understand her, but he could tell that she was saying that she was
sorry by her expression, and he went straight on as if nothing had happened.
“Is this where you’re going?”
As he said this, the conductor came along shouting, “Ibaragi! Ibaragi! Ibaragi! Ibaragi!” and when he opened
the door, Ongnyon, whose young body was steeped in Japanese custom, bowed to the young man from the waist,
said good-bye to him, again in Japanese, and got off the train.
The air was filled with the noise of wooden clogs as the passengers poured on and off the train, and the young
man, who was in a state of some confusion, tried to spot Ongnyon as she went away. He looked out of the
window, but she was soon lost in the crowd and he could not see her. He picked up his case and went out after her.
Ongnyon was surprised to meet him at the exit, and she went out without saying a word. The young man
followed her without saying anything either..
Ongnyon made her way out of the station, but since she did not know where to go, she started off rather
aimlessly. A rickshaw coolie, with a glint in his eyes of some money to be made, ran after her, asking her to take
his rickshaw. But Ongnyon, who had no money, and did not know where to go, stood there without giving him a
glance.
The young man spoke to her.
“Look, I’d like to ask you a favor. I’ve only just come to Japan. I’ve never been here before, and I want to ask
you some things. Would you mind dropping into an inn for a little while?”
“All right. There’s a travelers’ rest over there. We can go in, and you can tell me what you want to tell me.'
She went on ahead. Neither she nor the young man had ever been in Ibaragi before, but Ongnyon went into the
inn with all the assurance of someone who had been to Ibaragi many times.
*
A servant led them up to the highest room in the three storey building, and went down again. This was the first
time the young man had ever seen anything like this. He was quite lost, and thought it a great stroke of fortune
that he had met Ongnyon.
“You know, I’ve only got as far as here and you see how helpless I am. What am I going to find things like
when I get to America? You’ve been abroad for a long time, and I’m sure you know your way about very well. So
there’s a lot I can learn from you for a start. Now that we’ve met like this by chance so far from home, let’s not
separate without at least telling each other what we’re doing,”
“I’m Ku Wanso. I wanted an education, so I left Korea to go to America without telling my parents. But I’ve
got no further than this before I feel so helpless, and I don’t know what to do for the best.”
As he went on like this, Ongnyon felt as if it were not just any fellow-countryman she had met, but one of her
family. She told him all her story in every detail, from the day she had cried her heart out at the foot of Peony
Peak to the day when she had tried to drown herself in Osaka harbor.
“If that’s the way things are, let’s go over to America together. We can to go school, and if you get any news of
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your parents, I’ll let you go home to Korea before me.”
Ongnyon seemed doubtful, so he went on.
“Now don’t worry about school fees. Look, we are Koreans. What use are our lives if we don’t study and get
away from barbarism? I believe you think that you were the only one affected by the Sino-Japanese War, but it
affected every one of our people. People who say, “Everything’s all right. Nothing happened to me. I didn’t see
anything,” are weevils. If everyone takes that attitude and lives without a thought for the rest of the world, in
another few years’ time there’s going to be another war like the Sino-Japanese War in our country. You must start
studying now, without wasting a day. Then it will be up to you to undertake the education of the women of our
country and open the road to civilization.”
When he said this, all the cares which had been crowding Ongnyon’s mind disappeared as if they had been
swept away, and the two of them went straight to Yokohama and boarded a ship. On the broad waters of the
Pacific …
*
The steamer raced on night and day as straight as an arrow, bobbing like a cork, and in three weeks reached
San Francisco. When they dropped anchor, there they were in America. When it was daytime in Korea, it was
night in America, and when it was night in America, it was daytime in Korea. It was a completely different
country, where day and night were reversed. The country looked unfamiliar, and it was the first time they had seen
people like the Americans. They were tall, with long noses, yellow hair and white skins. They might have been
bursting with good-heartedness, but Ongnyon was terrified at the sight of them.
Mr. Ku and Ongnyon did not know where to go when they went ashore, and they had a long discussion.
“Ongnyon, can you speak English? Not even a little? Not one word? Well, we’re in a fine mess then. We can’t
ask our way about!”
Tall buildings of four or five storeys seemed to reach right up to the clouds in the sky. The way seething
crowds of people were going in and out made it seem that many of the buildings were inns, but since they could
not speak the language, the young pair did not know what to do for the best. Ongnyon picked on a passer-by and
asked a question in Japanese. Mr. Ku thought that Ongnyon did know a little English, and had only said that she
did not out of modesty. He stepped close up to her to listen to the words which he could not understand.
The lady Ongnyon addressed was so tall that it seemed that even two Ongnyon’s standing one on top of the
other would have to look up at her. She was wearing something like a bird net on her face, and she had with her a
young child who looked as crisp and. clean as a radish root. When Ongnyon spoke to her as she passed by, she
must have said, “What did you say?” but to Mr. Ku and Ongnyon it sounded just like gibberish, not like someone
speaking a language at all. The lady turned to a man in a frock coat behind her and babbled something else. The
man was a westerner who could speak Chinese, and he said something to them in Chinese, but this too sounded
like gibberish, not like speech, to Mr. Ku and Ongnyon. Mr. Ku thought Ongnyon could understand.
“What did he say, Ongnyon?”
“I’m afraid I don’t know.”
“Didn’t you understand what he said either?”
*
The situation was getting worse and worse, when a group of Chinese laborers passed by. Mr. Ku ran after them
and tried to start a conversation in writing with them, but there was no one among the laborers who knew how to
write Chinese. They covered their eyes with their hands and then lifted their hands up again and waved them
about to show that they were illiterate and could not read.
Just at that moment a Chinese, dressed in silk clothes which glinted in the sunlight, passed by in a coach which
was being driven like the rain before the wind. Mr. Ku pointed to him and said to Ongnyon that a Chinese like
that would certainly not be illiterate. He shouted at him frantically, and the man in the coach heard him, but the
horse which was pulling the coach could not have heard him, since it just galloped on. The coach went out of
range of Mr. Ku’s voice, so the Chinese in it told the coachman to stop, jumped out lightly, and went over to Mr.
Ku. Mr. Ku started to write something with a pencil, but when the Chinese saw that Ongnyon was wearing
Japanese clothes, he thought that she was Japanese, and he turned to her and asked her something in Japanese.
Ongnyon was overcome with happiness, and went over to him and spoke to him in reply. Mr. Ku stopped
writing and just stood there. Actually the Chinese had only been on a short trip to Japan, and although he
understood one or two words of Japanese, he could not keep up a long conversation. As Ongnyon’s words
streamed out, he gradually lost the sense of what she was saying. All he could understand was that she was saying
that they were Koreans. So he turned to Mr. Ku again, and got the outline of the story from him in writing. He
took out his card, wrote a few words on it by way of request to a friend, and gave it to them. They saw that it was
the card of the famous K’ang Yu-wei of the Chinese Reform Party. The man they took the card to was a Chinese
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who both spoke Japanese well and had been in San Francisco for many years. He was good enough to arrange for
Mr. Ku and Ongnyon to go to Washington.
*
They went to school and studied with the Chinese students. For five years in Washington in America Ongnyon
never missed a day at school, and she was so clever and diligent in her work that she was praised as the best girl
in the school. In the final examination she was top of the high school, and so her name and her school record were
mentioned in a Washington paper.
One man read the report with particular happiness. He was so happy that he could not help bursting into tears.
He was overcome with happiness, but then he began to have his doubts and muttered to himself.
“That’s the story of a Korean written in English, and it may not have been properly transcribed. It’s ten years
since I came to America, but I am still confused in English, and I may not have read it properly.”
The name of the man who was being so overcautious was Kim Kwanil, and his daughter’s name was Ongnyon.
When the Sino-Japanese War had broken out, he had not known whether his daughter had survived it or not, and
he had come to America. Now the Washington paper had a short article giving Ongnyon’s school record, and
saying that she was from P’yongyang, and had gone to Osaka at the age of seven, gone through a Common
Elementary School there, and then had come to Washington and finished at high school. Mr. Kim could not say
for sure that it was his daughter, but it said that her name was Ongnyon, that she was from P’yongyang, and that
she had left home at the age of seven, and Mr. Kim could not help feeling positive in his own mind that it was his
daughter. So he called at the school, but at that time the school was having its summer holidays after the schoolleaving ceremony for the students. Since there was no one at the school, and nowhere to make enquiries, Mr. Kim
went away again without having been able to meet Ongnyon.
*
On the day she left school, Ongnyon returned to her hotel carrying her certificate. As the proprietor
congratulated her, he noticed that she had a strange expression on her face. Ongnyon looked as if she had all the
cares of the world on her shoulders, and she took no dinner, but just gazed at the sun going down towards the hills
in the west and sighed.
Just then she was told that there was a visitor outside to see her, and when she took the card and looked at it,
her face lit up again. She told the boy to show the visitor in, and when he followed the boy in, Ongnyon jumped
up happily and welcomed him with a handshake. They sat on chairs facing each other across a table. Her visitor
was the young man who had traveled with her from Osaka in Japan, Wu Wanso.
“Congratulations on finishing school! Ah, women are cleverer than men. A year after you came to America,
you could understand what people were talking about in English. You even went to school, and now this year
you’ve finished, but it took me two years after coming to America to get into middle school, and I’ll only finish
next year. All I can do is raise the white flag and surrender to you!”
Ongnyon had grown up in Japan as a little girl, and so she used a lot of Japanese expressions in her reply.
“It is by your gracious favor that I have been able to study as I have, and I am deeply grateful.”
She was steeped in Japanese customs, which was why she spoke the way she did, but Mr. Ku had been brought
up in Korea. Ongnyon was a child, and he had used to her the form of speech one uses to a child in the Korean
custom. But, he thought, he was a child too.
'Now, come on, if we are Koreans, let’s chat in the Korean way. When we first met, you were only a little girl,
so I spoke to you as I do to children, but now you’re sixteen, and so big that I feel awkward talking to you as if
you were a child.”
“If you say ‘let’s speak in the Korean way.’ how can you feel awkward speaking to a child as if she were a
child?”
This sent Mr. Ku into fits of laughter.
“I’m a child too. I’m still not married. We’re both equally children. You should speak to me as if I were a child
too, so just do that, and don’t make a fuss. Then I won’t feel uneasy at speaking to you as if you were a child.”
*
“I thought you had a wife. You said you were seventeen when you came to America. How is it that you hadn’t
married, when it’s the custom to marry early in countries like Korea?”
Mr. Ku laughed.
“You’re still not speaking to me as a child, so I’ll use polite speech back to you. But I haven’t answered your
question. I’m very sorry. When I was in Korea, my parents tried to get me to marry in my early teens, but I said
no, Korean child marriages are not right. After I’ve been to college and have enough education and knowledge,
however long it takes, I’ll look for a woman who is also educated for a wife, and marry her. If you marry someone
with no education or knowledge, someone who just gets more and more babyish in her speech, it’s just like
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animals mating. You know nothing but the physical pleasures of marriage. That is why we Koreans are like
animals, thinkinig only of our own bodies and our own wives and children. We never think of doing anything for
our country. In fact we are robbers and devourers of our country’s wealth. We are so mad that we go about turning
everything upside down. And it’s all because we get no education when we’re young. People like us, who’ve been
born in a civilized world, and come so far from home to learn to be useful to our country, and to undertake work
which will be a credit to our society, must keep grinding away at our studies. Every day I’m getting more and
better education, such as they have in foreign countries, and more and better knowledge, such as they have in
foreign countries. To get married now, and to waste all my energies on sexual pleasures is not the way of a man
with ambitions as great as mine. I’m right, aren’t I, Ongnyon?”
The vigor of every word that Mr. Ku spoke swept away Ongnyon’s cares. She laughed as she said:
“When I hear you arguing like that, I feel better. Oh, but when I’m alone, then …”
She broke off and gazed at Mr. Ku. He could tell at a glance what was on her mind, but he was not the sort of
man to waste time or energy. He took out his watch, looked at it, jumped up, and said good-bye. Ongnyon listened
to his footsteps as he went down, and returned to sitting on the chair and looking at the far-off hill. All the cares
she had had before returned. She gave a sigh, there by herself.
*
She went through all her life. She thought of the past and worried about the future. She felt very unsettled.
“How quickly time passed. It seems only yesterday that I came to America from Japan. When I was in Osaka
in Japan, on the day I finished at the Common Elementary School. I tried to kill myself twice in one night. Today
I can’t help wondering again whether the stars are against. me or something. It wasn’t because I didn’t want to die
that I didn’t kill myself, and it wasn’t because I wanted to study that I came here. When I had made up my mind
to kill myself at Osaka harbor, and tried to throw myself into the water, my heart was full of bitterness. Perhaps
that was why, when my mother told me in my dreams not to kill myself, although they were only dreams, they
were as vivid as real life. So she soothed my sadness and my life was saved. But there was nowhere in the whole
wide world for me to hide myself. I set out aimlessly for Tokyo, and on the train, by the mercy of heaven, I met a
fellow-countryman. At every step in my life up to today I have owed my life to someone else. I can’t expect to
depend on others for ever, but if I said that I didn’t want anyone else’s help, I couldn’t keep myself even for one
day. What am I to do? If I knew that my parents were alive, I wouldn’t mind depending on others to keep me, but
I don’t know whether they’re alive or dead, and what use will it be for me to go on living all alone? It would have
been better if I’d killed myself in Osaka. At least I wouldn’t have known these cares. Why was my life saved? If
life is nothing but this sort of anxiety, the best thing is to die and escape it all. But even if I wanted to kill myself
here and now, I couldn’t do it. Mr. Ku would think it very wrong of me. I’ve had every kindness from him, and if
I killed myself without repaying him, it would be base ingratitude. What shall I do?”
She brooded on, sitting on the chair through the night until she passed out.
*
She fell asleep and dreamt that it was the Autumn Moon Festival in P’yongyang, the high feast of the year.
P’yongyang was swarming with people. The children were dressed in their new holiday clothes, eating toffee and
fruit until they burst, and gasping for breath as they ran all over the place. The grown-ups had had so much to
drink that they had lost all sense of reality. They were so blind drunk that they bumped into each other as they
passed each other. The falsetto singing of ballads, like the voices of nightingales, mixed with the sweet voices of
the harps. In every house in every street the sound could be heard.
So the walled city was full of gaiety, but Ongnyon in her dream felt nothing of the gaiety as she made her way
with a heavy heart to the hillside graves of her parents. She left by the North Gate, and went up Peony Peak.
There was a double grave, as big as a Koryo tomb. Ongnyon went and sat down before the mound and took two
apples from her pouch.
“Here, mother, look at these big apples. I bought them for you as I left America. Give one to father, and have
one yourself.”
She placed one in front of each mound, and suddenly the twin tombs disappeared, and the two corpses sat up
and ate the apples. Their flesh had rotted away, and the corpses were nothing but haggard bones. As they ate the
apples all their teeth fell out, and lay in front of them like gourd seeds spread out to dry. Ongnyon was filled with
terror, and screamed in her nightmare.
Day had dawned and it had long been light. The girl in the next room had got up and was on her way down to
the lavatory when, as she was passing Ongnyon’s door, she heard her scream in her nightmare. She could not go
uninvited into somebody else’s room, but she panicked, and rang the bell urgently. When the boy came, she told
him that there had been a most strange cry from Ongnyon’s room. As the boy opened Ongnyon’s door, the noise
of the door woke her, and she realized that it had only been a dream.
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*
As she awoke from her terrifying dream, she felt relieved, but when she thought back to it, sadness overcame
her, and she brooded to herself out loud, unconsciously.
“What are dreams? Should one believe them? If I do, last night’s dream means that my parents are not alive.
Should one not believe them? If I don’t, it was futile to think that my parents were alive after I had those dreams
at Osaka. Whether dreams are true or not, it means unhappiness for me. But then, come to think of it, the dream
was all futile. My father died in the war, so even if he had any relatives, they could not have found his body. And
there were only the three of us in our family, and the only one who survived was me, the seven year old unfaithful
daughter, Ongnyon. Who was there to find my father’s body? The crows which flap in the dusk over Peony Peak
tore the entrails out of the bodies of the war dead and hung them on the high branches of old trees. Who is there in
the world who would be so kind as to find my father’s body and give it a proper burial in a grave as magnificent
as a Koryo tomb?
“And my mother went to kill herself by throwing herself in the waters of the Taedong River. She wrote her
farewell to the world on the wall. The interpreter from the field hospital at P’yongyang wept as he read it, and it
seems like only yesterday when I remember how he told me what it said. When I had my dreams at Osaka harbor,
I thought that my mother might be alive, but it was a silly thought. My mother certainly drowned herself. She
must have become food for the fishes in the flowing waters of the Taedong River, so how can she have had a
proper burial like that on Peony Peak?”
*
Ongnyon determined to put out of her mind all thoughts of her parents, and made up her mind to accept life as
it came to her. She pulled herself together, took out the books she had been studying, and set her mind to them.
After two or three days, she found an interest in them again.
One day the boy came to her room with a newspaper. He spread it out in front of her, and pointed to an
advertisement in it. Ongnyon was astonished as she read it. Her eyes filled with tears and her face turned red as
she half cried and half laughed. It made her so happy that she could not read it right to the end. She sat staring
blankly. Then she took another look at it, and began to doubt it.
“The other day I went to Peony Peak, to the hillside graves of my parents. Was that a dream, or is it a dream
now that I am reading the advertisement in today’s paper?”
She read it once in English and once in Korean, and finally translated it into proper written Korean with
Chinese characters. It read:
NOTICE
There was a report in the gossip columns of the popular
press on the thirteenth last that a Korean girl, Kim
Ongnyon, was top of a certain school, and the advertiser
wishes to know the hotel where she is staying. Anyone
telling the advertiser the hotel where Ongnyon is staying is
offered a suitable reward of ten dollars. Kim Kwanil, of
P’yongyang, P’yongan Province, Korea. Present address ….

There could be no doubt that it was her father who had inserted the advertisement.
“If you go with me, with this paper, my father will give you ten dollars reward, so let’s go at once.”
“I have done nothing to earn a reward, miss, and I don’t want one, but if I went with you and saw how happy
you are when you meet, I’d be glad to do so, out of friendship for a young lady we’ve had here for many years.”
This made Ongnyon even happier, and she took him along.
*
They went to look for where her father was.
Ongnyon thought they had both changed in the ten years that had passed, and they might not recognize each
other at sight. She took the advertisement and her card to her father, and introduced herself to him very formally,
as if she had never met him before. However, once they were sure of each other, Ongnyon felt again as babyish as
she had been at the age of seven. She sat on his knee with her head down and wept silently. Kim Kwanil’s tears
fell onto the back of her head, and her tears soaked her father’s knees.
“All right, Ongnyon, now get up and have a look at your mother’s letters.”
“Mother’s letters? Is mother alive?”
She looked up, as surprised as if the world had come to an end. Her father wiped away her tears with his
handkerchief, without a thought of wiping way his own tears, and Ongnyon had turned into such a baby again that
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she put up her face for him to wipe them away.
Kim Kwanil opened a case, took out a bundle of letters, and, flicking through them, took out one and gave it to
Ongnyon.
“Here, read this carefully. This is the first one that came.”
Ongnyon took the letter and looked at it, but she did not know her mother’s writing. If she had tried hard, she
might perhaps have remembered her mother’s face, but since she had left her mother at the age of seven, when she
did not even know the alphabet, she said now, as she read the letter:
“I don’t even know my mother’s writing. Is this what it’s like?”
She spread out the letter in front of her father and read:
Dear husband,
It is less than three months since you left, but when you were here in P’yongyang seems as if it were another life. I
have been worried no end that something awful might have happened to you, and wondering whether you are in good
health. I will not bore you will all the details of what I have been through, but will just give you a brief outline so that
you will know the news. I thought Ongnyon must have died, anyway, I had no news of her, and so I determined to kill
myself and threw myself into the waters of the Taedong River. However, I was fished out by a boatman and Ko
Changp’al, and my life was saved. My father came from Pusan, and told me that you had gone to America, and since
then I have been fully occupied with looking after myself. I am just waiting for the time to pass quickly and for you to
come back home as you promised. But even if you do not come back for many years, it is a consolation that you are
alive. Only I do not think that I shall see Ongnyon again before I go to the grave, and that is a great sorrow.
I could go on forever, but will stop there.

Ongnyon read the letter, and …
*
She sat quietly, feeling as if her bones were turning to jelly, and her body was melting away.
“Father, send me home, tomorrow if possible. I would like to grow wings and fly there now, this very minute,
so that I could see my mother’s face and free her of her sorrow.”
“There’s not all that much hurry for you to go home. First tell me all you've been through. How did you
survive, and how did you get here?”
Ongnyon told every detail of her story, without showing any emotion, and sitting up straight: how she had been
wounded on Peony Peak and gone to the field hospital; how she had gone to Major Inoue’s house; how she had
left Osaka because of her unhappiness; and how she had found a happy ending to her troubles by meeting Ku
Wanso on the train to Tokyo. When she finished, her expression changed again, and tears rolled down. But her
tears were nothing to do with her feeling for her parents, nor were they from thinking of her own fate. She wept as
she thought of the kindness of Ku Wanso.
“Father, if you’re happy to have found such a bad daughter as me again, you should find Mr. Ku and thank
him.”
Kim Kwanil agreed, and took Ongnyon straightaway to call on Mr. Ku where he was staying. When Mr. Ku
met Kim Kwanil, he felt as thankful as if he were meeting his own father, not meeting Ongnyon’s father. This was
because he felt exactly as if Ongnyon’s happiness were his happiness. Mr. Kim was as thankful to meet Mr. Ku as
he had been to meet his daughter again. That was how the two men felt. Mr. Kim said only two simple things to
Mr. Ku. First he thanked him for all that Ongnyon owed him, and then he said that he wished that after Mr. Ku
returned home he would take Ongnyon for better or for worse and tie the eternal knot.
Now Mr. Ku was a vigorous man, who talked straight.
*
He looked steadily at Ongny6n.
“Ongnyon—oh, how rude of me, addressing another man’s daughter by her personal name like that! We may
speak in Korean, but our hearts are steeped in the civilized customs of the west. If we do get married, it would be
as westerners do, not at the command of our parents. If we two are thinking of becoming man and wife, the right
thing is for us to talk directly to each other. But let’s make a start by talking in English. If we talk in Korean, we
have this habit of my talking to you as if you were a child, which makes me feel awkward.”
So Mr. Ku talked to Ongnyon in English. He was much more highly educated than Ongnyon, but in English
Ongnyon was almost good enough to be his teacher. But while Mr. Ku talked in his untidy English, Ongnyon
replied neatly and tidily in Korean.
Kim Kwanil had proposed his daughter’s marriage, but when Mr. Ku insisted that he and Ongnyon should talk
it over directly together in the western way, Mr. Kim sat quiet, having no right to make any decisions on his
daughter’s marriage contract.
Ongnyon, for all that she was a Korean girl, was educated and enlightened in her thinking, and had seen a lot
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of the world. So she answered without hesitation in this discussion of their marriage. Mr. Ku asked one thing, that
he and Ongnyon should continue studying hard for several more years until they had all the education they
wanted, before they went home and got married. Then Ongnyon could take upon herself the education of Korean
women. What he asked showed his ambitions, and when Ongnyon heard what he proposed, she firmly made up
her mind to educate Korean women, and contracted to marry Mr. Ku.
The purpose in Mr. Ku’s mind was like Bismarck’s, to study hard, and, after returning home, to make a
federation of Korea like Germany, and by joining it with Japan and Manchuria to create a civilized great power.
Ongnyon wanted to study hard, and, after returning home, to broaden the knowledge of Korean women and help
them to get equal rights with men, instead of being oppressed by men, and then to educate them so that the
women too would become useful citizens in the land and honored persons in society.
*
There is nothing in the world so enjoyable as determining one’s own aims oneself. Ku. Wanso and Ongnyon
had gone abroad while they were young. They did not know that Koreans were so barbarous and so stupidly
selfish. They both thought that when the day came for them to return to Korea there would be many ambitious
people in Korea too who would listen to the words of educated and knowledgeable people, and approve of them,
so that everything would turn out as Mr. Ku planned, and that, as Ongnyon planned, the women of Korea would
all get her training, and that everywhere many people would arise with an education like hers. Their happiness
knew no bounds, but they did not know the situation in their country, and their feelings were the product of the
hopefulness of youthful students who had studied abroad.
But whether things turned out as Mr. Ku and Ongnyon planned or not was a matter of the future. On that day
even their happiness at contracting marriage took second place in their hearts. It was the first time Ongnyon had
known such happiness since her birth.
When Kim Kwanil met Ongnyon, he accepted Ku. Wanso as his son-in-law. When he heard that Mr. Ku and
Ongnyon had such wonderful aims, his happiness too knew no bounds.
While Ongnyon and her father and Mr. Ku made such a happy group sitting in a hotel in Washington in
America, it was not like that everywhere in the world. In Korea, inside the North Gate of P’yongyang, in a low,
crab-shell of a house, there was a lady, without a husband before she was thirty, with no children of her own flesh
and blood, living without means. For ten years there was one thing she had had more of then anybody else, and
that was anxiety.
Was her husband dead, that she had lost him, you may ask? No, he was not dead. If he were, she would have
given up thinking of him, but he had gone sixty thousand leagues away, and she was as miserable a thing as a
memorial stone to a dead husband.
Had she not been able to give birth, that she was without children of her own flesh and blood, you might ask?
She had had one daughter, who had been both son and daughter to her, and she had cherished her as gold or
jewels, but she had lost her in her seventh year. If you asked whether she had seen her child’s untimely death with
her own eyes, she would just weep silently. If she had died before her eyes, where she could see her, she would
have felt no sorrow or anything, but she did not know where she had died, and that was her sorrow.
*
She had folded up carefully one garment that her daughter had worn, put it in a hand-box which her daughter
had owned, and written on the box in her own handwriting:
This is the casket of Ongnyon

She had buried it on the slope of Peony Peak. On festivals such as Cold Food Day or the Autumn Moon
Festival she would go there and weep, and then return home.
Now it happened just to be the day of the full harvest moon, and Mrs. Kim called Ko Changp’al’s mother.
“Here, Granny, today must be the Autumn Moon Festival. Won’t you go with me to our Ongnyon’s tomb?
How time flies! It’s nine years now since Ongnyon died and my husband went to America. America may be a long
way away, but at least my husband is alive and I will see him again, but Ongnyon, she’s dead and gone for ever,
and …”
Her voice trailed way and choked in her throat. She sat silently. Every day since the Sino-Japanese War she
had passed in anxiety and weeping. Perhaps even her eyes had changed, anyway, now, however sad her thoughts
were, no tears came. There was only the pain in her breast.
She seemed to see Ongnyon before her eyes, and seemed to hear Ongnyon’s voice in her ears. If she thought of
her, she seemed to be demented. When she had such thoughts, no food entered her mouth, no sleep came to her
eyes, all her movements were sluggish, and she hated even to walk.
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Ko Changp’al’s mother went and bought some unripe chestnuts, jujubes and pears, and brought them home
and placed them in front of Mrs. Kim.
“Mistress, I’ve brought the fruit. Let’s go to baby Ongnyon’s tomb. Mistress! Mistress! Mistress! Mistress!”
Whether Mrs. Kim heard her call her or not, she sat quietly, like a living Buddha. Ko Changp’al’s mother
gazed at Mrs. Kim’s face, and with tears streaming down her cheeks said:
“Oh dear, mistress, are you feeling like that again? Mistress, mistress, what’s the use of thinking of the dead
baby Ongnyon like that? Come on, think of something else! My goodness, the King of Hell must be heartless. If I
were him I’d return the baby Ongnyon to life, and send her back to this world, to console the heart of my mistress,
which is filled with bitter sorrow. Mistress, when you think of the baby Ongnyon like that, how pleased you
would be if Ongnyon came back to life and came toddling into this courtyard. Oh, if only I could see such a
thing!”
*
Just then a crow settled on the roof, and cawed in such a wicked way that Mrs. Kim, who had had her eyes
closed, opened them and called to Changp’al’s mother.
“Just listen to the noise that crow’s making! It looks as if there’s going to be more trouble. They say a crow is a
bird of omen. Perhaps something else is going to happen. Fate’s been against me for long enough, and I’d rather
die today than go through any more. And there’s been no letter from America lately. I wonder why?”
Anyone could have seen that she was unhappy as she moaned to herself in a voice that had no strength, and
dear old Mrs. Ko, as she looked at Mrs. Kim, felt that if her mistress died, she would follow her to death. She also
felt that she wanted to strike that crow dead, and, flouncing down into the courtyard, she looked up at the roof and
pretended to throw things at the crow. She swore at it.
“Shoo! I'll give it to you, you rascal! Where’ve all the men with the guns gone? You bastard son of a saltmerchant!”
She hurled every Korean epithet at the crow. Changp’al’s mother knew them all, and screamed every one of
them at him. The crow leapt up and flew high into the air, cawing, over towards Peony Peak. Mrs. Kim’s eyes
followed him over to the peak, and Mrs. Ko’s shouts of abuse went away after his cawing.
“A letter for you! A letter for you!” a voice cried two or three times.
It was the postman peeping through the inner gate, with his postman’s hat, his tight black suit, and a leather
satchel over his shoulder. Changp’al’s mother was still bursting with rage at the crow, and she did not listen
carefully who this might be, or exactly what he was saying, but laid into the postman furiously for no reason at
all, with a voice like two rough bits of pottery grating against each other.
“Who d’you think you are, peeping without so much as a by-your-leave into the inner court of someone’s
house? The master’s not even here. What sort of a fellow are you, peeping into the inner court of a gentleman’s
residence?”
“Who are you calling fellow? D’you think a postman’s nothing at all? Let me get a word in! Come out here!
The only thing I’ve done wrong is to try and deliver a letter.”
*
“Granny, who’re you squabbling with? The postman said he's brought a letter, and it looks as if it’s from
America, from my husband. Take it off him and bring it in to me.”
“Oh, it’s the postman! My old eyes are so dim. Give me the letter, please, and I’ll take it to my mistress.”
When the old woman had first screamed at him, the postman had thought that it was some old crone in her
dotage, and had spoken reasonably politely, but when he saw that the old woman realized that she had done
something wrong and was apologizing then he retorted, shrieking as if his throat were being cut.
“You ---. This is the first time I’ve had anything like this on my rounds as a postman. What are you swearing at
me for? I’ve got my work to do, but I’m not leaving here until you answer me that.”
He screamed back at her, and took no notice of her asking for the letter. P’yongyang people get so mad when
they quarrel that they will not let up, even if it kills them on the spot. If the old woman had still been as furious as
she had been with the crow, she would have set about the postman, and all her fury would not have evaporated,
even if it killed her, but when she heard “a letter from America,” her fury evaporated. Not only that, but she even
took the postman’s rudeness. Mrs. Kim was so keen to see the letter that she seemed to have no sense of decorum
as she ran out to the inner gate. She scolded the old woman, and calmed the postman down, offering him the wine
and fruit which she had been taking to Ongnyon’s grave.
The postman had been ready to do murder, but he calmed down, calling the old woman “grandmother,” as
nicely as if he were a servant in the house. Mrs. Ko took the letter to Mrs. Kim, but when Mrs. Kim took it and
saw what was written on the envelope, she was surprised and puzzled.
“What’s the matter, mistress?”
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“Wait a minute!”
“Is it a letter from the master?”
“I don’t think so.”
“Well, is it a letter from Pusan, from your father?”
“No.”
“For heaven’s sake tell me, and put me out of my agony!”
“I’ve never seen the writing before.”
*
Of course, Ongnyon had left her parents when she was seven, and at that time she had not known a single letter
of the alphabet. Later she had gone to Japan, and had got as far as finishing the Common Elementary School
without having even a sight of the Korean alphabet. After that, while she was crossing the Pacific to America with
Ku Wanso, he had taught her the alphabet. So how could her mother recognize Ongnyon’s writing? She looked at
it, and on the front it said:
To the wife of Kim Kwanil,
Inside the North Gate,
P’yongyang, South P’yongan Province,
Korea

On the other side it said:
From Ongnyon –———
Hotel ———
Washington,
U.S.A.

Mrs. Kim could not read a single Chinese character, and all she could read was “from Ongnyon.” She did not
know whose writing it was, and the more she looked at the name “Ongnyon,” the more puzzled she was.
“Here, Mrs. Ko, has the postman who brought this letter gone? We should have asked him whether he was sure
that this letter was for here.”
“Why, doesn’t it say so?”
“There are Chinese characters on one side, and on the other side Chinese characters and Korean writing. I
don’t know what the Chinese characters are, and the Korean says ‘from Ongnyon.’ It’s very strange. Can there be
anyone else in the world called Ongnyon? Even if there were, there is none with any reason to send me a letter.”
“Well then, it looks as if it must be from the young mistress.”
“It sounds like a dream. A letter from Ongnyon, who’s dead. How …”
She sighed, and the sadness came over her face again.
“Mistress, don’t waste words. Open the letter.”
Mrs. Kim tore the letter open excitedly, the letter from Ongnyon. It told all her story in every graphic detail,
from the night she had spent on Peony Peak to her meeting her father in a Washington hotel and reading her
mother’s letters.
The letter had been posted on the eleventh day of the seventh month by the lunar calender in the sixth year of
Kwangmu (that is, August 14, 1902), and the day Mrs. Kim received it was the fifteenth day of the eighth month
by the lunar calender in the Year of the Black Tiger (September 9, 1902).
The reader may look forward to the return of the girl to her homeland in the sequel.\fn{ A note reads: Yi Injik began
to serialize the sequel, under the title of Peony Peak in the Mail Sinha in 1913, but it never really took shape, and he abandoned it after a
few episodes. Tears of Blood was printed as a book in 1907 and 1908, with some deliberate emendations, but also some serious misprints,
including the omission of the whole of Episode 47. Pirate reprints may have been made during the Japanese occupation, and certainly
were current immediately after liberation, with the story still discernible, and the message as in 1906 still clear, but with the text so
corrupted as to take all literary merit from the work. Meanwhile, in 1940, a complete rewriting of the work was published in the literary
magazine Munjang. This meticulously removed every patriotic phrase, even every use of the word “country” for Korea, and thereby
reduced all the male characters in the work to feckless, ineffectual caricatures. Professor Chon Kwangyong began the restoration of Yi
Injik’s reputation in 1957, and, although he was certainly not the greatest writer that Korea has ever produced, we hope that this
presentation of his work, as it was first published, will have indicated the nature of the impact which he had on the course of Korean prose
fiction.}

119.1 1. The Gnome 2. The Beasts’ Cave 3. Everlasting Life—The Mountain Spirit’s Magic 4. The Golden Egg 5.
The Boy’s Sacrifice 6. The Artificial Jewel 7. He Three Different Sons 8. The Long Ears: Eight Folktales\fn{by
Kim Pong-che (1865-1932)} Kyonggi Province, South Korea (M) 15
93

1
In the village of Won Byong there lived at one time two brothers, Kim Killyong and Kim Suryong. Their father
had long since passed away, and his splendid burial had cost Killyong, the elder son, all of his inheritance, for it
was the duty of the firstborn of the family to provide for the burial. It was a long time ago, also, that the pak
chung-hi, the soothsayer, became uncertain when he tried to decide where the burial place should be, and
extracted the last penny from Killyong’s pocket. Killyong had to quit his house, and now lived in a wretched
thatched hut on the outskirts of the village, together with his wife and his twelve-year-old son, Kaydong.
The younger brother was by comparison in full possession of his inheritance, and looked contemptuously on
Killyong, who had fulfilled his duty as a son. Now and then Suryong would give a feast for his friends and
acquaintances, or would invite them for a glass of yak-chu, the clear rice wine.
Such a day was coming again, and a great many guests were invited by the younger brother to a banquet. The
friends were coming from far away, and only Killyong was not invited. He was very sad and sat in his hut, cold
and hungry. His son saw this: it hurt him to the heart to see his parents hungry, forgotten, and cast off by his uncle.
He slipped away from the house, hurried to the ghost pine, and offered a prayer to the Mountain Spirit to help his
parents. He presented himself there as a sacrifice. Then the boy distinctly heard a voice coming from the tree:
“Follow me into the forest!”
He looked about him but saw no one; only a glowworm, which flew in circles before his eyes and pointed the
way into the forest nearby. Again Kaydong heard the voice and hesitated no longer, but followed the glowworm
into the forest.
The path led at first over velvety moss, then over tree roots and undergrowth, through prickle bushes and
tangled plants. Kaydong’s hands and feet were torn with cuts, but the glowworm continued to fly ahead of him.
The climb grew harder and steeper. Suddenly the little bug hovered over a wonderful ginseng plant, which lit up
the gloomy woods like phosphorus. Then the glowworm’s light went out, leaving no trace; Kaydong knelt to dig
up the plant with the precious root. It was hard work. Finally he held the golden-yellow root in his hand, and
watched it grow larger until at length there stood before him a tiny gnome, who smiled at him and said,
“You are a brave boy. Everything you have asked for in this place will be realized. You need only to strike this
stick on the ground.” With these words he broke a branch from the nearest bush and gave it to the boy, who took it
without a word.
“Ask for something, and show yourself that I have spoken the truth,” said the gnome, encouraging him.
Kaydong struck the stick on the ground and said,
“Dear Mountain Spirit, I ask that my parents may not go hungry.” And immediately there appeared a table with
rice dishes and kim-chi\fn{A kind of turnip-cabbage, never absent from Korean meals .} with fish, eggs, and a dish of
fragrant ginseng.
“Eat first, to strengthen yourself, and take to your parents all that remains,” the tiny man instructed.
The boy bowed low, then sat down at the table to eat. However much and however well he ate, there was no
less food. Finally he stood up wanting to thank the small root-man once again, but he had already vanished.
Then Kaydong twisted the ginseng stems into a hand-grip, tied it to the magic stick, and fastened it to the table.
The glowworm appeared once more and led the boy back down to the ghost pine, where it disappeared; but
Kaydong knew the way from there and happily hurried home.
How long he had been gone, he could not say, but his parents were extremely grieved, for in addition to losing
inheritance and standing, they now thought they had lost their son as well. The homecoming was joyful; the food
was brought forward and all the wondrous things were told, and the parents shed tears of gratitude and joy. Before
Killyong would touch the costly dishes of delightful food, he made a low bow and said,
“Dear Mountain Spirit, thank you for your help and mercy! This very night I shall come to your pine and make
a sacrifice.”
Then he sat down at the table, ate, and was satisfied. His wife also ate, and her tears mixed with the kim-chi.
Soon the distress of Killyong and his family was ended, and again and again the boy and his father climbed up the
mountain, whenever another wish was fulfilled.
Killyong’s neighbors were astonished at how this man, from his bitter poverty, was suddenly in possession of
wealth. Some said he had to be in league with the devil Magui or with the Doggabi, the ghosts and household
spirits; others said they had often seen Killyong and his son leave the house at night, and return a little later
loaded down—most likely he had stolen his wealth.
It came also to the ears of the younger brother that Killyong, in a very short time, had once again come into all
his property. His wife was filled with indignation, and was sure that this had come about only through theft from
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her store- room—Suryong should soon and properly sound out his brother.
Indeed he sent for his brother, but the brother answered that in recognition of his newly regained standing, his
younger brother might now come to him, and whenever he wished. Suryong became angry over this, but he had to
resign himself, for he was indeed the younger, and in obedience to tradition and law had to oblige his elder
brother. His wife urged him on as well and was convinced that by inspecting the newly regained wealth of his
brother, he would probably find something belonging to her, and could thus convict the brother of theft. Suryong
agreed, and proceeded immediately to his brother’s house.
His brother welcomed him without ill will, and led him into the guest room. In the center there was a
gracefully turned charcoal brazier for pipe lighting. In the corner stood a tall candlestick of gold with butterfly
wings, whose costly enamel shimmered in every color. On the dazzling, sparkling oil-paper floor were laid
splendidly patterned mats and many-colored embroidered cushions. The walls were pasted over with blindingly
white handmade paper. Killyong held out to his younger brother a long pipe with silver decorations, enamel-inlaid
mouthpiece and bamboo stem ornamented with fire-writing, and asked about the reason for the unaccustomed
visit.
The confused Suryong cleared his throat, for such wealth was not usual even in his own home, and indeed he
was considered the richest citizen in a wide area. Finally he asked, as if he permitted himself the question, where
all this wealth had been obtained.
Killyong answered openly, how as a result of their father’s burial, undeserved poverty had set in on him, and
his younger brother’s neglect had afflicted him, how he had gone hungry and cold and had previously been close
to doing away with his life. Then he told further, how all this had gone to his son’s heart, how the son had offered
himself to the Mountain Spirit as a sacrifice, and how they had been helped.
“Show me this mysterious place too,” Suryong then said. “We are brothers, and we shall share our joys and
sorrows equally.”
“Good,” said Killyong, and gave his brother a stick (though not his magic stick) and said, “Now I will tell you
about the place, but not until midnight should you strike the stick against the ground of the ginseng plant!”
That evening he led him just up to the thorny path to that place, and indicated the opening to him. Then he
quickly went away and left his brother alone. Suryong wandered here and there for a while in the woods, looking
around him, until the full moon stood high in the heavens, then he moved nearer to the spot where Kaydong had
once found the ginseng, and struck his stick on the ground, saying,
“I wish for a lump of gold as big as my fist!”
In the same instant his fist, which he had involuntarily clenched while making the wish, became hardened into
purest gold. He could no longer move it, not even to bend his fingers. However much he strained himself, it
remained rigid. Then he threw the so-called magic stick as far from him as he could, and went back to his house.
His wife saw the hand and was at first stunned by the glittering gold, but when she saw the helplessness of her
husband she felt pity for him and hurried to Killyong, her brother-in-law. He ordered her to go with his brother to
the place in the forest, and appeal to the Mountain Spirit.
Once more it was midnight. Suryong and his wife climbed up the mountain. The moon shone brightly down,
and they could distinctly recognize the hole where the ginseng had been planted.
“I implore you, great Mountain Spirit, take away this golden hand, and punish me for my hard-heartedness!”
begged Suryong. Then there came down against both of them such a hard beating that they dropped to the ground
as if dead. Suryong held his healthy hand behind him, but he would never know anything more of gold or riches,
and he was cured of his greed for as long as he lived.
From time to time there came to Killyong’s house an old woman, nearly blind. When leaving one day she
discovered the stick and mistook it for her own. But it was too weak and broke apart on her way, so she carelessly
threw it aside. By this means Killyong finally lost the magic stick, but he did not lament the loss afterward, for he
was by this time happy and satisfied, and as long as he lived he gave thanks to the kind Mountain Spirit.
2
There lived in the village of Andong a married couple, who possessed only a cow, an ass, and a nanny goat.
One day the man said,
“Whether we keep the goat or not is of no importance. I want to slaughter it and eat it up.”
The woman loved her husband exceedingly and was blind to all his habits and sudden whims. She fed the cow
and ass their little bit, but not the goat, and so went about her business. One day the man said again to his wife,
“Whether we keep the ass or not, what does it matter? I want to slaughter it and eat it up.”
And he invited his friends to come, and they ate the ass. Again the woman spoke no word of rebuke, for she
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loved her husband and remained quiet before his wishes. As was her custom, she fed the cow and went about her
work. A few weeks might have gone by, when the man said,
“It is of no consequence whether we keep the cow or not. I want to slaughter it and eat it up.” Now the woman
was angry and said,
“What do you mean, ‘Whether we keep the cow or not?’ Then what shall we plow our field with?”
The foolish husband did not listen to her, however, but slaughtered this animal as well. When the woman saw
that all her work had been done to no purpose, and that her husband had also squandered their tiny hard-earned
savings, she wept bitterly and said,
“Two of us cannot live without sustenance; I shall go out and work.”
And she went to the house of her rich uncle, winnowed grain, washed laundry, and looked after children. The
uncle, a prudent man, commended her and presented her with a sack of rice. No sooner did night fall and work
end, than the woman lifted the sack onto her head, hurried to her husband’s house, laid the sack on the verandah
and returned. When the man saw the sack of rice the next morning, he rejoiced at the gift from Heaven.
“What good spirit has made me this gift?” He thought of Mirokposal the Savior, of the Mountain Spirit and the
Spirit of the Seven Stars, but said to himself,
“I have never made a sacrifice to any of these; why should they have helped me?”
Finally his wife came to his mind, and indeed when he looked outside into the yard he saw a woman’s
footprints in the snow. He followed the tracks, came to the uncle’s house, and saw how hard his wife was
working. Then, without letting himself be seen, he returned to his own house and ate up the rice.
Again the weeks passed, and again the woman received a sack of rice as recompense. This time too she hurried
to her husband’s house and put the sack on the verandah. In a short time he had eaten up all that rice, without
further concerning himself about his wife.
When she had taken a third sack of rice to her husband’s house and observed how he, thinking neither about
her nor of their future, greedily ate up that rice as well, she returned no more to her uncle, but hurried into the
forest to take her life.
“For what purpose should I work and take such great trouble? All my toil and struggle fly away like dust in the
wind. A man like my husband is not dear to me.”
Thus she spoke to herself, wandering lost in thought up the forest path, finally arriving at the ghost pine. There
a branch towered far up into the air; she immediately thought of using this to further her plan, pulled a shoot from
a climbing plant and fashioned a noose. Then she heard a delicate voice, as if from a bird,
“Come with me, come with me!”
Astonished and frightened at the same time, she dropped the noose and looked at the bough from where the
voice came. Now she saw a magnificent bird, whose plumage was iridescent with every color. The bird flew up,
around, from tree to tree.
“Where can he be leading me?” thought the woman, and followed timidly, but inspired with new energy.
The bird flew always on and on, and stopped eventually in the darkest depths of the forest to alight on an
ancient tree. At its foot the woman saw a wild ginseng plant and was filled with joy, for its root guaranteed the
fulfillment of all her wishes. Again she heard the sweet voice,
“Dig it up, dig it up!”
The woman knelt down and soon held in her hands a beautiful, old, and fragrant ginseng root. Carefully she
laid the root aside, when it took on life, arms and legs, torso and head, became bigger and bigger, and finally a
little boy stood before her in many-colored clothes, with a beaming face. The woman didn't know if she was
awake or dreaming. She had never seen such a beautiful little boy.
“You always had the wish to be the mother of a boy. Take me with you. I will always be obedient to you, and
whenever you have any wish, just tell it to me without hesitation.” The woman agreed to this and took the little
boy as her own, though he immediately became the leader, saying,
“This forest shelters many wild animals, bears, and tigers. I will lead you to a cave, but I will stay by you.”
And just so, they soon came to a dark cave. In the back of the cave were piles of hay. There the woman made a
bed, but the boy all at once turned into a fox, and said to her,
“Keep yourself still arid don’t be afraid. The wild beasts will soon come together here. I’ll stay by your side!”
The woman hid herself deeper in the hay and right away heard the rumbling of the tiger and the growling of
the bear. Immediately the tiger became rigid, looked at the. hay, and said,
“Someone must be here. I have heard a rustling in the hay.” He went over and pushed aside the hay with his
paw and found the woman, who implored him tremblingly for her life.
“Unggh,” snarled the tiger, “I am very partial to human meat. You are welcome here.” Then the fox came out,
laid his paw appeasingly on the tiger’s foot, and spoke.
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“Don’t! Certainly not! This woman can perform good and useful services for us. She can watch over our
cave.”
The bear was agreeable, so the tiger let the woman free, and she was allowed to live undisturbed in the cave.
They had meat and grain in great abundance, and one day, when the animals were sitting at a meal in the cave and
eating heartily, the woman stealthily left the cave and went to her husband’s house, to take him some of their
plenty. Then she saw him amusing himself with a strange woman. Angrily she laid the sack she brought with her
on the verandah and hurried back to the cave.
The next morning the man found the delicious meat and grain and immediately surmised that his wife must
have set down this valuable present. Again he found the tracks in the snow, followed them and in that way arrived
at the cave. No sooner had he stepped inside than the tiger caught sight of him, rushed upon the newcomer, and
tore him to pieces.
To be sure, the woman bemoaned her husband's fate, but the fox comforted her and advised her that whenever
she returned to her old house after that, he would be there to attend her. The woman accepted this advice as well,
and she was under the protection of the ginseng-boy—for the fox had again taken the form of a tiny boy—happy
and contented to the end of her life.
3
Yim Kyong-ubi was one of the most renowned generals of Korea. In the year of Mu-chin\fn{ 1628AD.} he did
battle bravely on the side of China against the Manchu. He became grievously wounded one day and was shaken
with a violent fever. In his delirium he had a strange vision: the Mountain Spirit appeared to him with a message
from Sang-che, the Lord of Life and Death, and spoke to him:
“Because you have struggled so valiantly, I shall endow you with eternal life. But you must first win it for your
children.”
Then the Mountain Spirit disappeared again, and Yim Kyong-ubi lay alone on his sickbed. Still the words rang
in his ears, but the more he pondered them, the more peculiar their meaning seemed, and he knew of no
explanation for this mystery. As he thought most intently what the Mountain Spirit could have meant with the
mysterious words that he must win eternal life for his children, it occurred to him suddenly that there are indeed
ten things which guarantee a long, unending life, namely: Mountain, Water, Lotus, Day, Deer, Cloud, Condor,
Bamboo, Tortoise, and Pine. And again he realized that indeed he had ten children, five sons and five daughters.
Immediately the sense of the dark words became clear to him and he considered how he could get these things for
his ten children.
Now he had only one wish, that he should become well, in order to obtain eternal life for his children. During
his long sickness he reflected on all the individual feats he would have to accomplish, and allotted in advance to
each of his children their essential characteristics. One thing he soon realized was that he had to provide his five
daughters with the pine, lotus root, and bamboo, besides the water and clouds, while the other five essences would
be appropriate for his five sons.
Time slipped by quickly, and Yim became well again. He had left his sons assiduously practicing with bow and
arrow and exercising on horseback. For them he had determined the following: the first should go as a hunter to
rove about in the mountains, the second to the king’s field army to endure the heat of the day, the third should
hunt for deer, the fourth should slay herons and condors, and the fifth would be dispatched to a Buddhist
monastery, where he would care for the tortoises and serve in the sanctuary.
And for his daughters he laid out a beautiful garden: the pines alternated with lotus pools and groves of
bamboo, a waterfall rustled in the midst of the garden, and wild, rugged clusters of rocks towered upward to the
clouds. He instructed his sons besides to capture animals alive and let them roam freely in the garden. Thus he
created a small Paradise and believed that he had thereby fulfilled the will of the Mountain Spirit.
Parents and children lived happy and contented, and Yim thought that surely half the labor was done and the
only inescapable condition for the attainment of eternal life was met. Each of his children soon had a favorite
plant or a special animal in the garden, which was well-nigh as dear to each of them as life itself.
Then a terrible raging plague came over the whole land, and in a few days all the general’s children had fallen
victims to the pestilence. But then a wonderful thing came to pass: each of the children was transformed into his
or her special plant or animal—the one each had so gladly protected and cared for in life—by the Lord of the
Spirit World.
And thus the garden remained, truly enchanted. Even to their greatest old age the mother and father came day
after day to the garden, and their enchanted sons came to them and took food from their hands, and their
enchanted daughters heard their beloved words and replied in the sound of rushing waters, in the gentle rain
falling from the clouds, through their perfumes and the sweetness of their colors.
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Once a year, however, on the anniversary of their enchantment, they were all permitted to take on their
previous human forms, and then for one evening in the house of the happy parents there was loud rejoicing and a
ringing, joyful feast. The merry guests thought not at all of the spell, but it was always there in their presence, in
that they believed, in their happy spirits, that the banquet evenings with Yim Kyong-ubi were the brightest and
happiest of their lives. They thought that even the king himself would hold it an honor to be invited to the house
of his former valiant general.
In this way the vision found its fulfillment, and Yim Kyong-ubi was to his greatest old age thankful to the
Mountain Spirit for this undeserved grace.
4
In a very ancient time, when the kingdom of Puyo migrated to the kingdom of Kokuryo,\fn{ The Kingdom of Puyo
in Northeastern Korea lasted from 1286-59BC; the Eastern Kingdom of Puyo from 59BC-494AD; and the Kingdom of Kokuryo from
37BC-668AD.} there lived in the district of Changsong, in the modern province of Kangwon, a married couple who,
because they were childless, lived from day to day discontented with the workings of destiny. But while the
woman went about her daily work and so tried to get over her sadness, the man, named Kim Subaki, was morose
and sullen.
They possessed, besides a mule, only seven hens. One day the man had a craving to eat a hen with his bowl of
rice, and he said,
“Whether we own seven hens or six, what great difference is there between seven and six?” And he ordered a
hen slaughtered.
The woman objected to nothing, for she respected her husband and was aware that she had to be submissive.
This was indeed one of the precepts of the O-ryun, the Five Respects. It was only a few days later when Master
Kim again said,
“Whether we have six hens or five, in the long run it’s the same; there is no great difference between the
numbers.” And again he ordered a hen slaughtered.
The woman was sorry, for she thought of the eggs, but in the end she made no objection, and the hen was
killed. Not even a week went by, and Master Kim said again,
“Whether we feed five hens or four is just about the same, for the difference between five and four is trifling.”
And he ordered another hen slaughtered.
By this time the woman had become a little exasperated at the behavior of her husband, and she made bold to
object that very little more than half of their original number of hens was left. The man replied,
“It is written by Kuan-tse,\fn{ d.645BC.} ‘Throw away your “I” and be quiet, then godly purity will remain
preserved in you. Whoever thoroughly understands silence and stillness understands the basic texture of Tao.’”
At these words the woman held her tongue and sacrificed the fourth hen.
But Master Kim was not contented. With words from the traditional scriptures he would again and again
suppress the restraining reluctance of his wife, and so in the course of time one hen after another was slaughtered,
until only one was left.
“Whether we keep one hen or none, is there any difference?” asked Master Kim, and ordered that the last hen
be slaughtered. Now the woman became really angry and said,
“Man, have you no thought for the coming day? Now you will have no hens left, not even an egg. What do you
intend to eat?” The man, however, replied,
“I heard Confucius, the master, speak from Heaven how Chuang-tse in his first book informs us that the
fulfillment of one’s duty is not to his advantage, and does not keep him from harm, unless he is silent, and in this
way walks above the dust and slime. So be quiet and do what I say.” Now the woman, who was versed in the
Han-mun, the Chinese writings, and was also skilled in traditional scriptures, became angry and replied,
“When my husband cited the philosopher Chuang-tse just now, he might also have added that the wise man
continued from there and said, ‘Confucius himself considers these words to be foolish talk.’” And she raised her
eyes to Heaven and entreated,
“Gracious Mountain Spirit, make my husband’s nose long, so that he may perceive the foolishness of his
behavior. And give enough to me, that we may have what is needful for daily life.”
And indeed the unheard-of came to pass: Master Kim’s nose grew longer and longer, so that his entire face was
deformed. It was wider than the door, indeed perhaps it was growing taller than the door, when the woman cried
out (though not from compassion),
“Sanson-nim, stop, stop!”
Only then did the nose stop growing bigger; but the man had such a long nose that he had to hold it with his
hand, and when he sat down he had to prop it up on a wooden stand. Everyone who saw it laughed at first and
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then, touched with pity, wept for him. Secretly the man sent for the uisa, the doctor, to have the nose cut off. The
uisa attempted it, but under his hands it started to grow again and became even bigger than before. Then the
terrified doctor said,
“Master Kim is possessed by angry spirits; whoever associates with him will become infected.”
He ran from the house and never appeared there again. Now Master Kim called in the pak chung-hi, the
magician, but with all his talk and pretense he couldn’t make the nose any shorter and quickly left the house, so as
not to suffer loss of face.
When the woman came to the kitchen and slaughtered their last hen, she found inside it a golden egg. Her joy
and surprise were inexpressible, and she said nothing to anyone about her discovery and their good luck.
Gradually the man’s understanding became clearer, and he implored his wife,
“Manuranim, ask your protecting spirit to restore to me my nose and my judgment.” And he promised never
again to neglect the needs of daily life with all his studies.
The woman replied that she must first make a sacrifice to the Mountain Spirit. Yet in her heart she said,
“If my husband is restored again too quickly and regains his normal nose, perhaps he’ll be no better.” And she
unkindly exposed him further to the unpleasantness of the long nose and to everyone’s ridicule.
] A few days later she made a pilgrimage to the ghost pine and placed a straw man, in which she had wrapped
an egg, on the stone pile at the foot of the tree, made profound obeisance three times, gave thanks for the golden
egg and asked for the recovery of her husband. Then she went back to her house, blindfolded her husband, and
touched the golden egg to his nose, which now slowly shrank, and soon assumed its former shape.
Then both lived on in happiness and contentment. In spite of the golden egg the woman did not become
presumptuous, but worked just as she used to, and respected her husband as long as they lived.
5
In the province of Kyungsang,\fn{In Southeastern Korea.} the small city of Yongyang lies at the foot of the
mountain called Irwolsan. In an ancient time there lived in that place an honest and industrious family, consisting
of three members, an old father, burdened with worries, a sick mother, and a tall and slender boy, nearly thirteen
years old.
Every day the father would go out to cut wood. Whenever he reached the first height of Kogay, the level part
of the pass, he would pause, as we do ourselves, to stand for a moment before the ghost tree. Then he would throw
a stone or a small copper coin on the pile and sigh,
“Lord Mountain Spirit, make my old woman healthy again.”
Then he climbed higher, deeper into the forest, and worked till evening when, loaded with wood, he would
start for home.
But in the narrow hut his wife became sicker and sicker. Many doctors called, only to leave again, for none
knew the way to help the woman. All the medicines used turned out to be worthless. Finally an old and
experienced doctor and magician declared,
“When the only son sacrifices himself, only then can the mother’s sickness be healed.”
Everyone in the house became frightened and gloomy, yet the boy, young as he was, remained calm and said
that he would gladly offer a sacrifice of his life if his mother would then become healthy again, but he asked for a
delay of three days in order to be of service to his father in the woodcutting.
On the third day the boy again accompanied his father into the woods. When they came to the high pass, he felt
so tired that he asked his father to let him stay behind and rest a bit. The man gladly agreed to this, and the boy lay
down in the shadow of the ghost tree and went to sleep.
Meanwhile something very strange happened at the father’s house. The mother lay moaning in pain on her
hard bed, when a boy came to the window, looked into the room, stepped inside and went up to the sick woman.
“Mother,” he said, “I am ready now. You can let me be put to death, and prepare the required medicine when I
am dead, according to the doctor’s words.”
“By no means!” replied the mother. “I would rather die than sacrifice my only, beloved son. My sickness is
beyond help!”
The woman found the boy’s bright face very extraordinary, and the longer she watched it the brighter it shone,
until her son stood before her, more beautiful and graceful than ever. Since his mother would no longer make the
sacrifice, he tried to urge it upon her but couldn’t persuade her again.
Into the middle of this affectionate argument stepped the doctor, who tore the clothes from the boy’s body and
threw him into a cauldron of boiling water. The boy became smaller and more wrinkled, a delicate smell of
ginseng wafted from the cauldron, and the viscous mixture became as red as blood. The doctor forced the woman
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to take the curing medicine. No sooner had she taken it, than her real son rushed in the door and cried out,
“Mother, here I am, accept me as a sacrifice!”
Both the woman and the doctor were terribly frightened, for now for the first time they suspected that a
ginseng boy had come in place of the real son and had given himself as a sacrifice. And from this hour the woman
was entirely cured and thanked the Mountain Spirit on her knees for her deliverance.
On this day the father came home earlier than usual with his load of wood. The son was explaining how he had
had a strange dream, and all those present urged him to tell more, so he began:
“Today I was a great deal more tired than usual. I could hardly keep up with Father’s steps. When we finally
came to the Kogay, even with the best intention I could go no farther, so I lay down in the shadow of the ghost
tree and soon fell asleep. I dreamed that lovely birds were singing, and a very beautiful boy with a golden face,
red shorts, and a purple jacket came up to me, remained standing before me, laughed and spoke.
“‘I love you very much; wish for anything and I will give it to you.’
“I never thought twice, but said, ‘My mother is extremely ill. If I am allowed to ask you for one thing, it is this:
make my mother well.’ The boy nodded and answered,
“‘You are a brave child! Because you have asked for your mother’s health, and not for money or positions of
honor, I will not only grant your wish, but will also make you extremely prosperous. I will go myself and heal
your mother of her sickness.’
“Then the little boy hurried away. I heard again the beautiful birdsong and then I woke up. I was completely
light at heart. Now, Mother, when I see you well, I am truly happy for the first time, for now I know that it was
not a mere dream, which never finds fulfillment, but the voice of the Mountain Spirit.”
And he kissed his mother.
Now everyone was happy, and the father hurried off to bring his thanks and worship to the Mountain Spirit.
The mother also, when she became stronger, made a pilgrimage to the ghost tree. And the son became one of our
most famous writers; his fame has lasted to this day and his name is on all lips: this was Kim Sayong who called
himself Kim Antong.”\fn{Fl. mid-14th century.}
6
A poor merchant named Kang Tadshol had found in the mountains of Chi Risan a precious mountain ginseng
and had sold it to a sick Chinese for an equally precious jewel. He then delivered the jewel to his assistant, Yu
Tongsik, with the request that he take it to Kang’s wife, because Kang had much business to attend to.
Yu Tongsik carefully examined the polished jewel and thought to himself that it was easily worth a hundred
pieces of gold, and that it could gain him a carefree life. He decided therefore that he would not hand over the
jewel, but would keep it for himself and sell it at his leisure.
When the merchant returned home a few months later, he immediately asked his wife how the jewel had come
to her.
“What jewel? I know nothing of any jewel! For months I have received no communication of any kind from
my husband,” replied the woman.
“So you got the jewel and sold it, or kept it for yourself, instead of using it for our subsistence,” said the angry
merchant. His wife still swore to the truth of what she said and almost convinced her husband, so that he hurried
at once to Yu Tongsik and rebuked him for having kept the jewel for himself instead of delivering it.
“What are you saying?” replied Yu. “I certainly delivered the jewel. The two Ministers, Cho and Pang, are
witnesses to that.”
In the meantime Yu had bribed these ministers to bear witness for him and exonerate him. Protestation stood
against protestation, and Kang no longer knew whom to believe.
Now it was the custom in Kokuryo in the time of King Chung Su that every citizen of the country who had any
entreaty to make should pull a bell cord in the hall of the royal palace, and he would be admitted to the King’s
presence. Therefore the merchant went to the hall of the royal palace, pulled on the bell cord, was actually
admitted to see the King and respectfully presented his petition.
The merchant’s wife had meanwhile in her anguish hurried to the Donang Tang, the little temple of the
Mountain Spirit, had donated a few grains of rice as an offering and begged for help. Worse than the loss of the
stone for her was her husband’s mistrust.
When the King had heard the merchant's petition, he sent for the two ministers. Each of them declared that in
fact with his own eyes he had seen Yu deliver the jewel to the merchant’s wife. Kang heard this testimony and was
very sad, for he loved his wife sincerely and could not believe that she would behave so disgracefully toward him.
But there was now no doubt, and he was determining to send her away and part with her forever, when he had a
strange experience.
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On the way from the royal palace to his home Kang had to cross through a thick forest. Suddenly a taram-shu,
a black squirrel with a white throat, ran down a pine tree, stopped before the merchant’s eyes, looked at him
candidly, and said in a kindly voice,
“Follow me!”
The astonished man followed the lively little animal and soon came to a mossy spot, in the middle of which
grew a splendid five-leaved ginseng, just like the one he had first found in the Chi Risan. Delighted, he dug up the
root. Suddenly there stood before him a tiny gnome who said to him in a clear voice,
“Your wife is loyal, you can believe her. You were betrayed by your friend Yu, who has secretly buried the
jewel. Have faith in my help.”
No sooner had the gnome said this than he vanished into thin air, the same way he had appeared. Only a pale
ray of light remained on the place where the ginseng man had stood, the air smelled sweetly of ginseng, and the
plant was in the same place as before, as if it had never been dug up.
None of the people involved could sleep that night: the matter would not leave the King’s mind, especially
since he had observed the merchant’s sorrowful face as he went away, and he thought about how he could verify
the ministers’ testimony; Yu feared that his buried jewel would be found and his betrayal thus emerge; the two
ministers were anxious lest their false testimony might be disproved before the King; the merchant thought about
the meeting in the forest; the woman was conscious of doing no wrong, and resolved to serve her husband even
more faithfully than before—in short, the traditional saying, will prove true this time as well:
All things have a root and a top,
All events an end and a beginning;
Whoever understands correctly
What comes first and what follows

Draws nearer to Tao.\fn{From chapter two of T’ai Rio (The Study of the Ancients), attributed to Confucius.}

The morning arrived. The King summoned everyone before him and again had the events reported, then
ordered the people isolated, each to be led to a separate chamber, each to be given a piece of molding clay with
instructions to reproduce the shape of the jewel. For the merchant this was an easy job; Yu also had long and
attentively examined the stone, so he was able to reproduce its form without difficulty; but the woman had never
seen the stone, so she could not make a model of anything; only the two ministers were uncertain and alarmed.
Minister Cho made a round stone for, he said to himself, the stone was scarcely polished at all; Minister Pang
made a stone with six sides for, he said to himself, most polished stones have this shape.
Then everyone involved appeared again before the King, and he inspected the shapes they had made. The
modeled pieces of Yu and Kang were eight-sided and identical to one another, but those of the ministers were
quite different. The King immediately perceived that the ministers had committed perjury and ordered them, as
well as the swindler Yu, arrested and locked up.
Then the merchant told the story of his experience with the ginseng root and the gnome. The King
congratulated Master Kang and said,
“You have a precious jewel for your wife, for by her loyalty and reverence she caused the noble Spirit to act,
so that the truth has now come to light.”
On parting the King asked Kang to bring him a mountain ginseng, in case he ever found another. The happy
merchant hurried from there into the forest, to the place where the squirrel had led him, dug up once again the
precious ginseng root and thankfully took it back to the delighted King. This King had a long and beneficial reign,
and his memory lived long among the people.
Kang and his wife had no trouble greater than this for the rest of their lives, until they peacefully passed away.
7
There once lived in the village of Mokpo in the province of Cholla a mandarin who had three sons, Hoasok,
Pangsok, and Tosok. The eldest was fifteen, the youngest eleven, and the middle son thirteen years old. They were
one in heart and soul and were always together, so people called them “the triple constellation.” Their father and
mother educated the boys in the best possible way, they had them instructed in the classical writings, and their
father trained them besides in archery. One day the three inseparable boys agreed,
“Whichever of us catches or finds the most beautiful or valuable thing, no matter whether it be plant, metal,
stone, or even a living soul, and brings it home with him, he shall be our prince for a whole year and we others
will obey him.”
They made a formal pact, each cutting himself slightly and pressing his bloody hand on a roll of paper. Then
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they separated. Hoasoki\fn{ In Korean, -i is the nominative form, used for proper names .} went to the left, Pangsoki to the
right, but Tosoki was completely undecided and finally went straight ahead, deep into the forest.
Pangsoki was the first to have an adventure. While he wandered here and there, thinking of yesterday and
tomorrow he heard a faint whimper, but saw no one and didn’t know if the noise came from a man or an animal.
He followed after the sound, and in a bamboo thicket found a man, all bloody and with torn clothes, lying there
helpless and moaning. The man’s eyes were closed, and he was apparently near death. Pangsoki bent down in
order to find out the cause of the injury and saw to his sorrow that no recovery could be expected. Then the
wounded man opened his eyes, saw the boy’s tearful face, and spoke,
“I was attacked by men who knew that I had hidden in this forest the treasure of my parents and ancestors;
they tried to force me to reveal the hiding place of this treasure. I resisted as well as I could, but their strength was
too much for me, and I was beaten half-dead. My name is Kim Kyos-ubi and I come from the village of Andong. I
live all alone; my wife and children were carried off by a plague; I have no one to offer a sacrifice for me at my
death.”
Pangsoki stayed by the side of the wounded man, gave him a little of the arrack which he carried with him in
his gourd, and spoke to him dearly, as far as he was able to in his childish innocence.
“You are still young,” replied the dying man weakly, “but as wide as the sea, as high as the mountains, as deep
as the valleys and woods, just so wide and great is your heart already. Now I feel that I must die; I beg you to
provide for my burial. I will tell you in return the place where I kept the treasure hidden.”
And he told him exactly about the spot, so as to exclude all doubt. The boy promised to fulfill everything
exactly, and with a thankful smile the poor man died.
Pangsoki covered up the body and went at once to one of his father’s tenants who lived near at hand, and gave
all the instructions for a fine funeral. He also promised the man a rich reward if he conducted the ceremony in
accordance with tradition, provided for a solid coffin and a good grave mound, and every year on that date made a
suitable offering to the spirit of the deceased.
The tenant agreed, and the boy knew by this time that everything was in the best of hands, so he returned to the
forest and looked for the spot that the dying man had described. It was a dark cavern, known to the people as a
horangikul, a tiger’s den, and always avoided. But the man had assured him that no tiger or other wild beast lived
there now and that he could enter it without fear. Nevertheless the boy did not feel quite at ease entering the dark
and clammy cave; though he was not afraid, still it was something new and odd for him. The deeper he went into
the cave the more he became accustomed to the darkness, which began to diminish a little where the sunlight
shone into the interior through several clefts in the rocks.
After some wandering around, the boy came to a small, dark lake at the bottom of the cave, on whose bank he
found a small boat moored. He untied it and rowed, as he had been directed, to the opposite bank, then stepped
through a crevice into a second, bigger cave, which led at last to a stalagmite cavern. Who could ever describe
what he saw there? Stone columns gleamed in every color, some towering free, some reaching up to the ceiling,
some peaked, some twisted. Shapes of spirits and men, of animals and plants stood everywhere—in short, it was
like an enchanted world.
He had never seen or heard of anything like this before, it was so glorious. And indeed this cave was only a
few hours away from his native village. Was he dreaming, or was it real? The rock and stone figures were white as
marble: there sat an old man with a long beard, here a gnome imitated a hare, across the way was the entrance to a
palace or temple with immense stone columns; on his left he saw a woman who was nursing a child, on his right
he caught sight of a tiny petrified lake, out of which rose a flower. All was vast and phenomenal, still and lifeless.
Then he called out his name in the stillness, to make sure that he really was awake, and became frighteened,
for from all sides rang out loud and clear, louder even than he had shouted it himself:
“Pangsoki, Pangsoki!”
Then everything was as before, still, forlorn, and lifeless.
Now the boy began to be really afraid. What if he could no longer find his way out of the cave, and froze to
death there? And then he noticed that he was very cold. He wanted to go back, when the hidden treasure came to
his mind. It must be found nearby. The man had said to him, to the right of a column sat a nodding old man with a
long beard. He had seen him already! And under him lay an iron box, turned back to front.
Pangsoki went over to the petrified old man and after moving aside several stones he actually found a great
chest. He opened it and thousands of jewels, golden ingots, and ornaments of every kind lay heaped up inside, so
much that he couldn’t possibly carry it. He took from the chest several pieces which glowed like fire and seemed
to him especially valuable, also some gold, closed the chest again, and set out for home.
“My adventure,” he said to himself, “is surely the most beautiful. I’m very curious about what my brothers met
with.”
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And with joy in his heart he crossed the cave and found himself again in the forest.
In the meantime his elder brother Hoasoki had likewise gone deep into the forest and roamed aimlessly about,
picking berries and shooting a few birds from their branches, when suddenly a beautiful young deer stood before
him, eyed him guilelessly, and finally with a whimper, lifted up one of its feet. Hoasoki saw in it the long, sharp
thorn of an acacia tree. He was sorry for the animal and with a jerk drew the thorn from its flesh. The deer
lowered its foot and snuggled unafraid up to the boy’s side, as if to tell him that it would always follow him.
Hoasoki fondled and stroked the animal and gave it some of his provisions to eat. Wherever he went the deer
followed him and stayed faithfully by his side.
Now it happened that he came near a well-hidden tiger trap and was very close to falling into the pit. The deer
had sensed the danger and pressed itself so hard against Hoasoki that he was alerted and finally when the animal
took fright even more as it glimpsed the trap, he recognized the danger and was able to avoid it.
Farther along there lay close to the edge of the path a poisonous snake, which had the exact appearance of a
twisted root. The boy almost stepped on it and made it attack. Again the deer sensed the danger and pushed its
master out of the way. Hoasoki then saw the snake and as it reared up, about to attack the deer, he struck the
serpent on the side of the skull, smashing it. He then broke off the fangs and collected the poison which he knew
was used as medicine and was very valuable.
As Hoasoki strode on and had almost left the forest behind him, the deer halted and looked up into a tree. The
boy at first saw nothing peculiar there and wanted to go on. But the deer held him back, and then he saw a
magnificent phoenix with dazzling plumage. Hoasoki bent his bow and shot the bird, for the feathers were a
precious prize and were paid dearly for.
With the deer as a faithful companion, the costly serpent venom, and the precious plumage of the phoenix in
his bag, Hoasoki started on his way home and believed that he alone would carry off the prize.
The eleven-year-old Tosoki had also gone deep into the woods. He thought about this and that, considering
what he could do to bring home something precious, but nothing out of the ordinary occurred to him. He thought
about the berries of the shrubs and the fruits of the trees, about rare flowers and choice edible mushrooms, of
birds in the trees and beasts in the woods that he could shoot. Because he was skilled with the slingshot he wasn’t
frightened at the thought of a battle with the tiger, the king of beasts, or with a bear, in order to get their valuable
skins, but nothing whatever appeared, everything was motionless, quiet, and deserted.
The evening drew near and Tosoki still had had neither adventure nor valuable catch. Sadly he sat down on a
stone covered with moss and lichen and thought and thought. How long he sat so, he couldn’t tell; finally he felt
so sad that he began to cry and thought himself inferior to both his brothers. Already he renounced all
preeminence over them, all distinction, and resolved to return home empty-handed, when through an opening in
the trees he caught sight of the constellation Orion with the three stars, the “triumvirate,” in the middle, tranquilly
shining down on him. It occurred to him that this constellation always had a direct connection to the ginseng
plant, with which it shares the same ideograph, as well as with the Mountain Spirit, Sanson-nim. He involuntarily
clapped his hands and entreated,
“Great Sanson-nim, if I am worthy of it, show me the way to find something precious.”
Then he seemed to hear a rustling in the branches behind him; as he looked around he saw a tiny boy step
forward with a face which shone like gold. The gnome stood before him, scrutinized him for a long time, and then
said concisely,
“Dara-onora, follow me!”
Tosoki wanted to ask him many questions, who he was, where he came from, where he was taking him, but the
little gnome strode ahead so fast that he was hardly able to keep up with him and sometimes ran the risk of
stumbling and falling over the gnarled tree roots or the stones in the dried-up mountain brooks. The path led
constantly uphill, and finally they arrived in the middle of a clearing before an ancient ghost tree, around which
lay a pile of stones which in the course of decades and centuries the passersby had thrown there in veneration of
the Mountain Spirit. The boy stayed a moment before the curiously shaped tree, which was half dead—apart from
the hollow trunk only a couple of branches towered into the air. The pale moonlight fell so that there appeared on
the ground the shadow of a man with a long beard. Thus Tosoki came to understand the long worship of the tree:
the ghost tree could be only the magic transformation of a human being or the seat of a divinity.
The gnome disappeared, and the boy was alone once more. Why had the ghostly boy appeared and led him
here? What was there to look for or to gain? He knew nothing and again felt alone and abandoned. Sadly he sat
down on a tree stump near the ghost pine to consider everything again from scratch. Now the constellation shone
brightly directly over the ghost tree, with the moon above the three stars. Unwittingly the boy wrote with his
index finger in the sand at his feet the Chinese ideograph for sam and the number three, which signifies both
“Orion” and “ginseng plant.”
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Then Tosoki remembered a remark of one of his teachers, that in ancient times at the point of the three beams
had stood the character for “heart.” Only kindness of heart had the power to lift men up to heaven. He was very
young, and he loved Chinese writing, which is more expressive and rich in pictures than almost any other writing
in the world. But how exactly this ideograph had gotten the meaning of sam (ginseng) was still unclear to him.
As the boy bent down, suddenly the little man stood before him again, exactly on the spot where he had
written. The gnome looked at him and again said only the word, “Dara- anora, follow me!” and walked ahead of
him into the woods, which had now become even thicker and more impenetrable than before.
Again they stumbled for a while through darkness and thickets and over sticks and stones. Then the magic
gnome suddenly disappeared and in his place stood a single radiant ginseng plant, brightly illuminated by the light
of the full moon. The boy’s breath stopped short for surprise and joy. He dug up the plant and held the goldenyellow root in his hand. Head and body, arms and legs were so clearly shown that one could think only of an
enchanted root or a transformed human being. The face was full of wrinkles, so the root looked like a gnome.
Now the man-like form in his hand began to speak in a soft voice:
“Know that on the day of your birth I was planted here as the seed of my lord and master and now I am exactly
as old as you. According to the will of your lord and mine you have found me here today. This happiness is not
the lot of tens of thousands of mankind. Therefore keep me as your protective spirit. And should you have any
wish at all, whisper it in my ear, and I will fulfill it, as far as I am able.”
Then the root ceased and remained silent. Tosoki requested the root to say the name of his lord and master, but
the ginseng continued to be silent. Happily the boy turned to go home, the ginseng root in his hand. He would
prepare a place of honor in his cabinet for the precious root and resolved to venerate it as his protective spirit.
The following morning the three brothers Hoasok, Pangsok, and Tosok met on the maru, the verandah of their
house. Then their father joined them and said,
“Hoasoki has told me of your agreement, so give me an account of what you’ve experienced and show me
what you’ve brought back.”
First Hoasoki, the eldest of the brothers, with the deer by his side, began his account, then laid on the ground
the snake poison and spread out the phoenix’s splendid plumage. Everyone marveled at his exploits and at the
costly things he had returned with.
Then Pangsoki stepped forward, recounted his meeting with the man who was fatally wounded, and showed
the glittering gold and jewels. Again everyone wondered at the boy’s nobleness of mind and at the treasure he had
acquired. They were also amazed and thrilled by his description of the sok-kul, the stone cavern, and they decided
they would accompany Pangsoki there.
As Tosoki, the youngest, was then only able to produce his ginseng root, the two elder brothers broke out into
loud laughter; but their father remained serious, reproved them for their rash laughter, and encouraged his
youngest son to tell his adventure. Tosoki recounted everything truthfully, his sadness, his prayer to the Mountain
Spirit, and finally his meeting with the ginseng gnome.
When he had finished his father awarded him the prize. The two elder brothers were astonished and stared at
each other; then their father spoke,
“Didn’t you hear that the ginseng boy said to your brother, ‘Should you have any wish at all, whisper it in my
ear, and I will fulfill it, as far as I am able?’ Now then, my son, ask the ginseng boy for some precious snake
venom and for phoenix feathers!”
Tosoki whispered the wish into the shriveled ear of the root, and instantly there appeared before everyone’s
astonished eyes twice as much medicine and an even more beautiful set of plumage.
“And now wish to the ginseng gnome for gold and precious jewels.”
This wish, too, Tosoki whispered into the ginseng root’s ear, and quick as a flash everything appeared before
them in even greater quantity.
“So you see then,” the father concluded, “that your brother has obtained the finest, best, and most precious
thing. There is nothing he can wish for that he will not receive. The ginseng root is plant, man, and spirit at the
same time, the most precious treasure of all!”
Then the two elder brothers fell at the feet of their youngest and pledged him their obedience. But Tosoki bade
them rise and said,
“I owe this good fortune only to my trust in the Mountain Spirit. We’ll stick together and do honor to the name
people will give us, the Ginseng.”
“Excellent!” concluded their father. “And whenever you have sorrow or affliction, then raise your eyes to the
stars! The triple constellation of the heavens shall be your goal and model. It. is prescribed in the Book of
Changes,
104

Heaven lets its pictures hang down,
Blessings and disasters to reveal.
Accomplished men take the pictures as models.

Then the three brothers lived together in harmony and were worthy of the reward of being taken up among the
stars.
8
In a very ancient time, when men did not shrink from murder, a King of Puyo had grotesquely long ears—so
long that he would not venture out of the palace, and no man, with the exception of his near relations and a single
minister (who had come and gone freely at the palace since his father’s time) was permitted to approach the King.
Every month a young man was chosen from among the people by lot and taken to the King, but it was never
seen that any boy ever again came back to his father’s house. And no one learned why only young men were
singled out, and no children, girls, or women. In every family where there lived a young man over eighteen years
of age there was constant sorrow and dread that he too might become a sacrifice to the King’s favor.
Indeed one day a messenger from the King came to the house of a poor widow, whose only son was the staff of
her old age, and summoned the young man to follow him to the royal palace. The mother implored the messenger
not to do this, and the son also advanced all the arguments he could, but all their entreaties were in vain. The
envoy insisted that now it was indeed the turn of this family and this young man, and he would have to follow
him; otherwise the King’s displeasure would fall on the mother. When the young man, Poknagi by name, heard
this, he urged his mother to offer no more resistance, but to let matters stand for now.
“Give me only until tomorrow morning,” he said calmly to the King’s messenger, “then I will be at your and
the King’s disposition.” Moved by the entreaties and the promise, the messenger consented and said,
“Well, be it so. I will come back at daybreak tomorrow; for when .the sun is high in the heavens, you must
appear before the King.”
After the messenger had gone, mother and son considered what was to be done to escape the impending fate.
“I will take a dagger with me,” said Poknagi to his mother, “and when danger threatens me I’ll kill the King;
then our land will be delivered from the threat that all the young men will be chosen by lot and never return.”
“Do not do this!” retorted the mother. “The King’s person is holy, and the gods will avenge the deed!”
“Then I will implore the King to spare me because of you,” said the son.
“When you discover why you are summoned by the King, you can perhaps give good advice,” observed the
mother, and continued,
“You are suffering in this way because of your age and are afflicted by our destitution. Perhaps our protective
spirit will give you justice.”
They consoled themselves with this thought and parted. The mother went into the forest by the pale light of the
moon, sacrificed to the all-powerful Mountain Spirit, and prayed for her son’s life. Then a tiger appeared and did
not fall upon the woman, but growled softly as a greeting and then spoke,
“Do not be afraid, I will not hurt you. I am the servant of my lord and am to tell you that you will be freed
from trouble. Your son will be advised; my master will give him the right words to say.”
Again the tiger growled, a very powerful fellow, and went on into the forest. The woman went calmly home
and recounted everything to her son, who was then entirely confident about letting himself be led the next
morning to the palace of the King of Puyo.
When he arrived there the boy was first given a silken gown to wear, then was regaled with a delicious meal,
and finally they conducted him before the King. The King looked at the boy for a long time, not saying a word.
Finally he commanded,
“Whoever you may be, you must give me a haircut. And so that you will tell no one that my ears are as long as
donkey’s ears, you will be doomed. But first you may express one wish. I have it in my power to fulfill one wish
for you.”
Thus spoke the stem King, and handed the boy a hair-cutting tool. He took the tool, then bowed low and said,
“Royal master, I am not worthy to cut your hair, for when your messenger came to fetch me yesterday I first
conceived the plan of bringing a dagger with me to kill you, but my mother persuaded me not to, saying that I
would dare the wrath of the gods by laying hands on your holy life.”
“Your mother is a loyal woman; I will reward her!” said the King. The boy, however, continued:
“You are shy to show the people your ears, and that is why you kill all those who see you and cut your hair.
Might I be permitted to offer you some advice?”
“Speak!” the King encouraged the young man, whose open, fearless behavior impressed him. And the young
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man said,
“Oh King, order that a cap be made for your—as you call them—donkey’s ears, so the ears are entirely
covered up, and decree that everyone who comes before you must wear a cap just like it. This hat will become a
great style in a short time, all of the people will be wearing such a cap, and it will not occur to anyone to ask
afterward why this style was set.” The King found this suggestion very intelligent and said,
“Your advice is good and I will follow it. I shall spare your life; you will be allowed to stay by me; you must
promise me only one thing: that you will never say a word to any man about my ears. Do you promise me that?”
Poknagi gladly gave his agreement and assured the King that he would never say anything to anyone,
whomever it might be.
The King therefore ordered a cap to be made, of white silk trimmed with black fur, which hid both his ears.
The cap had the appearance of a helmet, yet was open at the top, so as not to interfere with the topknot of hair. A
strong silken cord connected the two sides from front to back. The cap pleased the King exceedingly, and he gave
the order that everyone who came before him, whether minister or simple countryman, should wear this cap, only
they would use simple woolen stuff instead of expensive silk.
It wasn’t too long a time before all the people at court wore such a cap. The people from the city and
countryside saw them and made their own caps, for the style pleased everyone very much, and they were (this was
the decisive thing) an effective protection in winter from the fierce cold. The cap could easily be hung up by the
cord that held both sides together. In short, it came into general use and remains so even to this day.
One day the King became deathly ill. No doctor or magician knew the remedy for him or could help. Finally
an old and experienced scholar was called in. When he entered the sick chamber he demanded that Poknagi, who
always stayed by the King’s side, remove the King’s cap. When the young man explained with the pretense that
this was impossible, the wise man urged him to tell the true reason. Mindful of his promise, the boy declared it to
be the King’s strict order never to remove the cap.
“Then it is very difficult to help him,” said the gray-haired doctor.
“The only remedy, finally, is a true wild mountain ginseng root. The King must drink a thick porridge of it and
be rubbed with its juice. But where to find a real ginseng root? It is the pledge of long life, even of immortality. To
be sure, only a noble and unselfish man, who is prepared to sacrifice his life for others, can find such a root.
Where, then, is such a man?”
And sadly the old doctor went away.
Then Poknagi was sad too. The phrase, “Where is such a man?” would not leave his mind. He pondered the
question at length, thought of his friends and kindred, but not one of them would do, apart from his mother, whom
he knew to be without a fault, and whose unselfishness was as high as the mountains of home and as wide as the
sea in the distance. So Poknagi decided to seek out his mother and consult with her about how they could find a
genuine mountain ginseng. His mother heard with inward sorrow of the King’s dire sickness and the doctor’s
words. She would never have dared to think that she was unselfish.
“I’ve always done my duty,” she said simply, “but I have a vague recollection of some phrases my father
impressed upon me:
Nobility embodies human kindness and is therefore uppermost among men.
Nobility unites so much excellence that it fulfills the rules for living and the Li, the good form of life.
Nobility works such charity in creatures that it harmoniously unites the I, the duties of life.
Nobility is unshakably solid; therefore it can accomplish great deeds.
Nobility acts on those four qualities of which the Book of Changes speaks,
the creative, incisive, generous, and imperturbable qualities;
for creativity is the chief quality of human goodness,
an incisive character is the epitome of excellence,
generosity is the harmonious unifying of the rules for living,
and imperturbability is the basis for all actions.

Poknagi was speechless. He had never known this side of his mother; she had never spoken in this way. So she
knew the classical writings! And yet she had always remained so simple, quiet, and modest, and had worked night
and day as a woman of the people, as if all this were a matter of course.
Then the woman told her astonished son about the Mountain Spirit’s voice, which had spoken to her through
the tiger, saying that she would be free from worry.
“Without any doubt,” she continued, “you too will be protected by the great Mountain Spirit. Therefore go
quietly into the forest by moonlight and look for the root.”
Partly in fear, partly in joyful confidence, Poknagi set out that same night and went into the forest, without
really knowing whether he should turn right or left. The moon shone pale, and the branches and trunks of the trees
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threw phantom shapes onto the mossy ground. Everything was living and moving. The wind whispered softly, and
the shadows on the forest floor scurried here and there. Sometimes the young man was not sure whether he was
dreaming or awake, or whether he had already entered the spirit world.
How long he went on in this way and where he was, he could not have said. Suddenly there stood before him
an immense tiger, who growled, looked at him guilelessly (as if the animal were an enchanted human being) and
spoke:
“Do not be afraid; I am the constant attendant of my master and his messenger to those men who merit my
gaze. I also know what has led you into the forest at this hour: it is the life of your king, whom you wish to help.
He can only be helped if a man sacrifices himself for this purpose.”
Poknagi did not know what was happening to him, or who inspired the words he then uttered:
“I am ready to sacrifice myself!”
He was alarmed by his action: it was as if he had fallen into a violent waterfall, and the whirlpool had carried
him to unknown depths. He felt giddy and instinctively grasped hold of the nearest tree trunk. Again the tiger
spoke,
“Do not be afraid! I will lead you to my lord and master, and he will decide whether he accepts your sacrifice
or not.”
And the tiger turned and went still deeper into the woods. The path led uphill through darkness and thickets,
but finally they arrived at a large open place, in the middle of which was an ancient oak. On all sides stood the
beasts of the forest: there was a row of tigers and leopards, one of deer and bears, one of hares and foxes. The
constellation Orion shone brightly down; the moon lit up the meadow and made it into a fairground. Manycolored birds flew about, and merry songs and calls resounded in the still of the night. Whichever way the young
man looked, dazzled by the beauty of the scene, everywhere were flowers of all colors, and besides the whole
clearing was bordered with wonderfully fragrant shrubs, tufted with flowers. The air was full of the subtle odor of
ginseng: the precious plants were all around, their five-leaved crowns on high, slender stems, and by their number
demonstrated their intimate community with the ginseng god.
The tiger led Poknagi through the rows of animals and plants. It seemed to him that they all bowed their heads
to him. Both went along on the soft moss and arrived at the throne of Sanson the Mountain Spirit, a venerable
man with something like a crown on his head and long, richly folded garments with wide sleeves in wonderfully
shimmering silk. He held a fan in his hand, and his eyes shone with great benevolence. The tiger, who was, as it
were, his watch in the mountain forest, lay down at his feet.
The throne stood directly next to the old ghost tree; here it was a gnarled oak, whereas usually the pine was
favored as a symbol of long life. The young man didn’t know what was happening to him. He flung himself down
and touched his forehead to the soft earth, then remained kneeling and scarcely dared to raise his eyes to the Spirit
of the mountains and forests.
“I know your wish,” the kindly Spirit began the conversation. “Before I help you, you must answer me three
questions. The first question runs:
“What is the highest thing in this world?”
The young man, who had reverentially laid his hands on his knee, answered,
“The highest thing in this world is the worship of Sang-che, the Lord of Heaven, in whose authority you are
sitting here.”
The Mountain Spirit nodded and asked again,
“And what is the best thing in the world?”
Poknagi did not reflect long on this question either but said,
“The best thing is the practice of virtue and the control of passions. We read in the book Li Yun, ‘Man’s duties
are paternal love, submissiveness, and a child’s other duties toward his parents; the gentleness of elder brothers
toward younger ones, the obedience of younger brothers to elder brothers; a husband’s sense of duty toward his
wife, obedience on the wife’s part to her husband; benevolence on the part of older people toward younger people,
docility of the young toward their elders; the sovereign’s philanthropy, the subject’s loyalty. These are the duties
of man. He who practices them has chosen the best way.’”
Again the Mountain Spirit nodded, and looked benevolently at the young man at his feet.
“And now the third question:
“What is the most beautiful thing in the world?”
“Noble Spirit,” answered Poknagi, “what is there more beautiful than here, in your presence, to enjoy the
beauty of the heavens by night under the stars, and before them all the radiant Orion, to enjoy the sweetness of
nature with all her plants and her sweet fragrance, the birds with their song and the diversity of the other animals.”
The young man was silent, and the venerable Mountain Spirit on his throne nodded approvingly.
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“You have passed the test! Because you have not praised human goods such as food and clothing, honors and
prestige, health and wealth, but have seen that the superior goods are the highest, best, and loveliest, so you will
be rewarded with the highest distinction and raised to the highest dignity. You will obtain the best healing ginseng
and with it be able to cure your king’s sickness. You will also receive a most beautiful reward, to see your mother
for a long time healthy and happy. And now I shall give you as a pledge of my love a forest ginseng, which you
will present to your king.”
Once again Poknagi bowed down to the ground, then he took with both hands the golden-yellow ginseng root
the Mountain Spirit handed him. With that he was dismissed. He threw himself to the ground for the third time;
when he raised his head he found himself alone in the open, mossy clearing. The ghost tree still stood a short
distance away, the constellation Orion still sparkled in the southern sky, and the moon shone softly down; but the
throne with the reverend Mountain Spirit, the animals, and even the ginseng plants had entirely vanished.
Had everything been a dream, then, or was it reality that he had experienced? Poknagi could not himself have
said, but he held in his hands the gentle-smelling, golden-yellow root with its arms and legs. Fondly he examined
the root and thought he detected in the wrinkled head at one time the laughing face of a child, at another the
kindly expression of the venerable Mountain Spirit. With the precious treasure in hand, the young man hastened
downhill, and although he followed no path he soon arrived at the mountain pass, and from there went on to his
village.
His mother welcomed him joyfully and listened with boundless astonishment to her son’s story. That her only
son should have partaken of this happiness and distinction was a great comfort to her and pure maternal joy. By
the same token the son was extremely happy to be able to thank his mother in this way for her loving sacrifice and
great devotion.
The very next morning Poknagi went to the palace and in the presence of the King handed the astonished
doctor the healing wonder root. The uisa prepared the root, gave the thick mixture to the dangerously ill King to
drink and rubbed its juice, which from steaming had turned blood red, on the face and body of the sick man. And
the thing which no one had dared to hope then came to pass: the King soon became well again and was able to
attend to the business of his kingdom.
The young man, however, of whom he had grown very fond and to whom he now owed his life, he made his
prime minister and chief counselor. The people respected and valued him in spite of his youth, for he was as wise
as an old man, as circumspect as an eagle, as firm in his resolve as a tiger, but also as kind toward everyone as a
father.
Both Poknagi and the King remained thankful until the end of their lives to the great Mountain Spirit.
118.57 The Kindhearted Crab And The Cunning Mouse: A Folktale\fn{by Mrs. Yi (1872-1961)} Chong, North Cholla
Province, South Korea (F) 2
A long time ago, a crab and a mouse became friends. Being kindhearted, the crab brought his friend the mouse
to his home and entertained him very well, giving him delicious food to eat. The mouse was delighted and said to
his newfound friend,
“It’s the first time for me to meet such a fine friend as you. You have treated me so well and fed me so nicely
that I have enjoyed myself thoroughly.”
After thanking the crab several times, he told the crab to be sure to come to his own house the following day.
And so, on the next day, the crab went to the mouse’s house. When he arrived, he found the mouse looking up at
the sky. The crab wondered why the mouse was doing that and stood by quietly watching him. But no matter how
long the crab stood waiting there, the mouse just stared at the sky. He spoke no words of greeting nor even asked
the crab to sit down. After a while, the crab could stand it no longer. He spoke up first.
“Mousie, I’m here.” But the mouse still looked up at the sky. So the crab spoke up again.
“Mousie, I’m here. Your friend the crab has come!”
The mouse pretended not to hear him and simply remained as before, staring skyward. A third time the crab
spoke.
“Mousie, I’m here. I’ve come.”
Nevertheless the mouse sat motionless without even turning his head and just stared at the heavens. Finally, the
crab shouted,
“Mousie, I’m here! I’m telling you that your friend the crab is here!”
But the mouse still pretended not to hear him, and without even budging just continued to gaze skyward. Since
there was nothing else for him to do, the crab returned home.
The following day, the mouse came to the crab’s house and again expressed his appreciation for the delicious
108

food he had been given and for the fine treatment that he had received from the crab two days before. Showering
praise upon the crab, he said,
“How can you treat a friend so wonderfully? There must be no one else in this world with a heart as generous
as yours.” The crab was really very angry, but upon hearing himself praised so lavishly he answered,
“Oh, it was really nothing at all. But by the way, you told me to come to your house yesterday, and then when I
got there you just sat gazing at the far heavens.” The mouse looked startled, and said,
“What? You came to my house yesterday? When you came, didn’t you tell me that you had come? You just
came and said nothing?”
“Why do you think I said nothing?” the crab answered. “Although I said ‘Mousie, I’m here,’ you just sat
gazing up at the heavens. Several times I repeated, ‘Mousie, I’m here. Your friend the crab has come,’ but you
pretended not to hear me and just sat there staring up at the sky. And so, since there was nothing else I could do, I
just came back home.”
Only then did the mouse give some indication of recalling anything of the events on the preceding day.
Pretending to be absolutely mortified, he asked
“Oh, is that what happened? Oh, dear! I’m really so sorry. Nowadays I’m trying to cultivate my religious spirit
by deep contemplation; and yesterday was the day for staring up at the sky, so that was all I did. I’m so sorry for
sending you away after you had come on my invitation.”
When he saw how sorry the mouse seemed to be, the crab himself began to feel somewhat apologetic. After
all, since the mouse had been trying to develop his religious spirit, it was really his own fault for going and
visiting him on such a day. Perhaps he, the crab, should be the one to apologize. And so, once again, the crab
brought out his delicious food and fed the mouse, treating him very well. Now that he had received another fine
treat from the crab, the mouse said to him,
“Crab, come to my house tomorrow. It’s my turn to treat you, and I promise to treat you very well.”
The next day, the crab once again went to the house of the mouse, but the mouse seemed not to notice his
arrival for he just sat there staring down at the ground. This time too, the crab was the first to speak.
“Mousie, I’m here.”
But the mouse pretended not to hear him and still sat staring down at the ground. Nevertheless, the crab spoke
up again, shouting this time,
“Mousie I’m here! Your friend the crab has come!”
But the mouse just sat there without even turning his head. And so, since there was nothing else he could do,
the crab just returned home.
The next day, the mouse again visited the home of the crab and began expressing his gratitude profusely to the
crab, thanking him for the fine treatment he had received and the fine food he had eaten. However, the crab felt
that the mouse had been rude in his behavior and sulkily asked him,
“Yesterday, when I went to your house, why did you pretend not to know me?” Acting as if he were totally
surprised and feigning complete ignorance, the mouse answered,
“What? Did you say you came to my house yesterday? I was completely unaware that you had come. When
you came, why didn’t you say anything to let me know you had arrived?”
“Why didn’t I say anything? Time and time again I said, ‘Mousie, I’m here. Mousie, I came. Your friend the
crab is here.’ But you pretended not to hear me and just stared down at the ground. And so I had to come back
home.”
Then the mouse seemed to suddenly remember. Apologizing profusely, he said,
“Oh, now I know what happened. These days I spend much of my time cultivating my religious spirit and
yesterday was the day I was to spend looking down at the ground. To think that you made a special trip to my
house and then had to return home makes me feel awful. I’m really very sorry.”
Upon hearing these words of apology, the crab’s annoyance began to melt and he started to think of his
responsibilities as a host. He went and brought out the last of the food in his house and offered it to the mouse.
Having received yet another fine treat from the crab, the mouse said as he was leaving,
“Tomorrow I must entertain you as best I can, so please don’t forget to come to my house.”
The following day, the crab went to the place where the mouse lived. When he arrived this time, the mouse
was staring at a distant mountain. Instead of greeting his friend pleasantly, the mouse didn’t even look up. Since
he just continued to gaze at the mountain, the crab greeted the mouse first.
“Mousie, I’m here.”
But the mouse just sat staring at the mountain and gave no response. So the crab shouted,
“Mousie, I’m here! I came! Your friend the crab is here! Yesterday, didn’t you tell me to come and visit you
today?”
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Nevertheless, the mouse pretended not to hear him, and sat silently staring at the distant mountain. But the crab
tried again, this time screaming at the top of his lungs,
“Mousie, I’m here!! Your friend the crab has come!! I said I’m here!!”
But it was useless. The mouse just sat there and stared at the mountain off in the distance. And so, once again
there was nothing else he could do and the crab just returned home.
The next day, the mouse again came to visit the crab. As he greeted him, the mouse began to ramble on and on
about the fine treatment he had received and how much he had enjoyed himself on his previous visits. But the
crab thought only of his rude behavior and said curtly,
“What sort of nonsense are you trying to tell me this time?”
The mouse pretended to have no idea what the crab was talking about and just blinked his eyes innocently.
“Did I do something wrong? Are you saying that because of something I did?” With a rising voice, the crab
answered,
“You tell somebody to come to your house and when he arrives you pretend to be completely unaware of his
presence? You invited me, and then when I went you pretended not to see me. And you did it time and time again,
didn’t you? Only yesterday you did it again. You explicitly asked me to come, but when I did you pretended not to
see me and just sat there gazing at some distant mountain, didn’t you? Did you speak even one word of greeting?
Did you even bother to look up at me? Is that any way to behave?”
“Oh, did I do that?” the mouse asked. “I really am very sorry, but please let me explain. Sometimes I sit in
deep contemplation in order to develop my religious spirit, and when I had invited you I had completely forgotten
that yesterday was the day I had to spend staring at a mountain. When you arrived, I was staring at that mountain
for the sake of spiritual improvement and I had lost all awareness of what was going on around me. It was
because of that that you had to return home. I’m really very sorry. The next time you come, I will do everything in
my power to see that it doesn’t happen again. After all our relationship is no ordinary one. Do you think I would
deliberately treat you so badly? It was by mistake that I did not receive and entertain you properly. You really
needn’t be so unpleasant about it. I really think you might owe me something of an apology.”
Thus spoke the mouse, hoping to receive another good meal at the crab’s expense.
But the crab was not dissuaded so easily this time. He hated the mouse now. Rushing forward, he leaped upon
the mouse and sank his claw firmly into the mouse’s thigh. Vehemently he exclaimed,
“You foul wretch! You have no sense of decency or justice. You go around telling lies at every chance you get,
and until now I have been deceived. But my eyes have been opened. Now I see. Doesn’t a wretch like you even
know when to stop? You can’t fool me any more!”
The mouse was shocked.
“Oh, wow! I thought this lousy crab was a weak, kindhearted person; but he’s so violent. Now that he knows
all my tricks I won’t be able to fool him and eat here any more.”
And then the mouse ran right out the door.
After this happened to the crab and the mouse, they went their separate ways and were no longer friends. The
crab went to live in lakes and streams, and the mouse went to live in houses and fields.
267.15 1. If It’s A Dream 2. Be One With Me 3. Regret 4. Awake From Dream 5. Why Do You? 6. Parting Creates
Beauty 7. Pearl 8. Were It Not For You 9. Night Is Quiet 10. A Secret 11. Time To Cry 12. Rather 13. Submission
14. The Sweet-Briar 15. Wine 16. A Holy Monk’s Sermon 17. Flowers Know In Advance 18. Playing The
Kumun’go 19. Roadless 20. The Ferryboat And A Traveler 21. Measure For Love 22. Bear With Me 23. Seeing
Her Off 24. Causality 25. When You Were Going 26. Chastity In Freedom 27. Happiness 28. Watching The Moon
29. Your Mind 30. Life 31. Slander 32. My Loved One’s Face At Parting 33. Anywhere 34. If You Do Not Leave
Me 35. Pleasure 36. The Height Of Sorrow 37. The Essence Of Love: Thirty-seven Poems\fn{by Han Yong-un aka
Han Yu-cheon aka Manhae (1879-1944)} Hongseong County, South Chungcheong Province, South Korea (M) 10
1
If bondage to love is a dream,
so is emancipation from the world.
If laughing and tears are a dream,
so is the light of a mindless state.
If all laws of creation are a dream,
I’ll seek immortality in the dream of love.
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2
My love, if you want to take this mind of mine,
take along my self so that I can be one with you.
Otherwise, give me your self, not only suffering,
so that you can be one with me.
Or, return my mind and give me suffering.
Then, with my mind, I will love the suffering
given by you.
3
When you were with me, I did not love you enough.
I had more faith than love, more caution than joy.
Besides, cold-hearted by nature, and dogged
by poverty, I could not take enough care of you
in bed when you came down with illness.
Therefore, since you’re gone I have more tears
of regret than worry about your going.
4
If you are my love, you will love me.
Yet every night I hear only your footfalls
outside my house. Can it be love?
But, for myself, I have never moved a single step
out of my house. Perhaps you alone have the right
to love. If your footsteps had not awakened me,
I must have been dreaming a dream in which I rode
on a cloud in search of you.
5
Why do you always smile when you see me?
I wish to see you frown, though. Yet,
I hate to frown in your presence, for I know
you do not like to see a frowning face.
Nevertheless, when peace blossoms touched your lips
as they fell, I felt like crying, unaware
that my brows were knitted. So I hid my face
in a handkerechief embroidered with gold thread.
6
Parting creates beauty.
There is no beauty of parting
In the ephemereal gold of the morning;
nor in the seamless black silk of the night;
nor in the eternal life which admits no death;
nor in the gorgeous celestial flower that never fades.
O love, if there is no parting, I cannot come back
to life in laughter after tearful death. O parting!
Parting creates beauty.
7
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Once, when I was gathering clams on the beach,
you held up my skirt-hem, you called me child-like,
seeing me at play with the shell. And then you
went out to get me a diamond. At that moment,
I found a pearl in a shell and put it in your
small pocket. Do you still keep the pearl?
Why should you part with it,
even for a while?
8.
Were it not for you, why should wrinkles
form in this sleek and chubby face of mine?
If you do not suffer, I wish to go forever unaged,
remaining as young as when you first folded me
in your arms.
But, if it is only for your sake, I will
be happy to grow old, get ill, and calmly face death.
You are free to give me life or death, for I am
no other than you.
9
Night is quiet; my room washed-clean.
The quilt rolled up, I sat up nursing the fire
In the brazier. Night must have been
well advanced, for the fire had already burned
to cold ashes. But my heart, full of love for him,
is never cooled.
Long before the cockcrow, I must have met him
and said something, but I cannot remember what
I have dreamed about.
10
A secret? You mean a secret? What secret do I have?
I’ve tried to keep my secret from you but in vain.
My secret has entered your sight through my tears.
My secret has entered your hearing through my sighs.
My secret has entered your touch through my trembling heart.
One more secret, turned to a piece of red heart,
has entered your drream.
And the final secret cannot be expressed in so many words,
like a voiceless echo.
11
It is said that we miss our loved one most
in the flowering morning, in the moonlit night,
and in the reainy night.
Yes, I cry often when all is quiet.
But I cry more when people meet to sing and talk.
And though those with loved ones try to
comfort me, I take their words for mockery;
I choke down my crying and let tears
stream down into my heart.
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12
Come to me, my love, or I would rather you go.
Coming or going half-way is to take my own life
without giving me merciful death.
My love, reproach me roundly, not in silence.
Silent reproach is an icy needle pricking my
painful heart.
My love, keep your eyes closed and turn away
if my looks turn you off. Don’t look sideways.
Looking sideways is handing me a gift of thorns
in a wrapping of love.
13
Others may choose to be free,
but I would rather submit.
I know how sweet freedom is,
Yet I only wish to be submissive;
for submission for its own sake to me
is sweeter than freedom.
If by chance you should order me to serve others,
I would not follow your wishes,
because if I serve others
I cannot serve you at the same time.
14
You said you would come before the flowering of
sweet-briars. It is already late spring.
Before the spring came, I wished it would come
sooner; now that it’s come, I am afraid it has
come too soon. I turned my deaf ear to those
innocent children talking excitedly about the
flowering sweet-briars. When the careless
spring wind sent off a petal onto my dresser
and I picked it up to my lips and ssaid, “When
were you in bloom?” the petal calmly reflected
in my tears multiplied by twos or threes.
15
I made wine from grapes, sweet-scented and ripe,
in the morning light and autumn winds.
Its odor tints the autumn sky as it goes fermenting.
My love, I offer you this wine, in a brimful
lotus-leaf cup.
My love, take it from the trembling hands of mine
and moisten your burning olips.
My love, the wine will turn to tears, when kept
overnight.
Though it turns to tears, kept overnight,
my tears will turn to other wine in another night.
16
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I listened to a holy monk bellowing his
sermon: “Be not chained to love and suffer
therefrom. But break the chain and you will
find joy.”
The monk was not wise enough, it seems.
He doesn’t know that breaking the love chain
beside its pain is more painful than death.
The chain of love reveals to us that to bind
is to be free.
My loved one, I have made a love chain for you
doubly strong lest your love chain prove weak.
17
I left my old home for another village
where I met the spring.
Dream often arrives at a time-old place
accompanied by the spring wind.
The walking stick buried under the green grass
keeps company with my shadow.
At the sight of a nameless flower on the roadside,
I sat down drowning my cares.
The morning dew on a flower had hardly dried
before the flower noticed, in advance,
my tears fallen.
18
In order to drown my cares, I play the kumun’go\fn{A six-stringed zither-like instrument}
under the moon but, hardly the dancing tunes have
ended, before tears blur my sight, nighting\fn{So the text}
turning into the sea, the stringed harp into a
rainbow. You swing on the strings between low
and high pitches.
With the final note dying away into the shade of
an elm, you close your far-away eyes looking
faintly at me.
You look your far-away expression in the wake
of the dying notes of the harp.
19
Your face is not a moon but it shines
from across the hills and waters my mind.
My arm-reach is so short
I cannot touch your bosom under my eyes.
Nothing may keep you from coming.
Nothing keeps me from coming to you, either.
Yet, there’s no ladder on the mountain by which
to scale its peak nor boat on the river
in which to sail.
Who has taken away the ladder; who has wrecked the boat?
My hear aches to see you uanble to come
because there’s no road open.
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20
I am a ferryboat. A traveler, you tracked me
with muddy shoes. I take you aboard to cross
the river. With you held in my arms, I go across
the currents, deep, shallow, or rapid.
If you do not turn up, I await you from dawn
to dusk, despite the wind, rain, or snow.
Yet, once you’ve crossed the river, you do not
look back on me. But I believe you will be coming
back some day.
I grow old and worn-out waiting for you
day after day.
I am a ferryboart. You are a traveler.
21
It is better to have things of joy and beauty increase.
On the contrary, the love between the two of us
is more prized as it grows less. The only way
to measure the capacity of love is to measure
the distance between us—
the capacity of love is proportionate to the
distnace: the more love, the greater distance.
The little love makes me laugh,
the great love makes me cry.
Who says love fades when loved ones are drawn apart?
If love has been distanced since you are gone,
what is it but the love that makes me cry day after day?
22
I must leave you now, my love. Please bear with my parting.
When I go across the mountain pass, do not look around.
My whole frame is about to sink into a grain of sand.
My love, if you cannot bear with my parting,
bear with my death. My lifeboat is ready to
blow up before sinking into the sea of sweat and shame.
My love, blow it in your own breath so that I go down sooner and give it a smile.
My love, if you cannot bear with my death,
do not love me and make sure I shall not love you.
I shall have my whole frame fade in your bosom.
My love, bear with us two being one in love.
And make sure you do not love me and I shall not love you.
23
She goes against her wishes;
against my wishes she goes.
Her red lips, her white teeth and her delicate
eyebrows enchant me enough, but more charming
is her cloud-like black hair, her willow-slender
waist and her jade-smooth ankles.
She goes farther off till she is almost invisible.
The farther away, the closer the mind;
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the closer the mind, the farther away the sight.
I thought it her handkerchief waving in the distance
but it was a cloud that floats smaller than
a seagull flying far out.
24
I see you go away breaking our old pledge.
How true is your pledge? I cannot believe a
parting in which you break the pledge.
I believe you will be back subject to the law of
cause and effect and keep to the old pledge,
though you break it now.
And I will be waiting for you to kiss me again
before these lips dry from your parting kiss.
But I know your parting is not meant for
breaking the old pledge.
If, by any chance, you should not do away
with parting, my lips touched by yours shall
not touch those belong to others.
25
When you were going away, I could not kiss you
goodbye, for I was down with illness in another
part of the land while a few leaves started to
turn red in the early morning wind.
I will slice, from eternity, time for your
departure, so that the time goes divided in two;
keep the end of the half and I will keep the
remaining half till I can piece the two halves
together when we meet again.
And then, those ready to wield a spiteful pen
against others can do nothing against you
when you go.
I will slice from eternity time for your departure.
26
I wait for you, not for the love of waiting,
but I am simply kept waiting.
In short, I love waiting more than I prize chastity.
People make a mockery of my dogged adherence to
chastity, calling me old-fashioned. For myself,
I am not unaware of the trend of times. I have
balanced all about life and chastity. I do not
blindly denounce the sanctity of free love. Once,
I had contemplated living in union with nature,
far from the workaday world. In the end, however,
all things are not as they are said and done.
I grow strong feeding on suffering while I wait
for my loved one. And my chastity is chastity
in freedom.
27
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I love you. I love your happiness.
I like all the world to love you and your happiness.
If there’s anyone who really loves you, however,
I’ll hate her. That I hate her constitutes part of
my love for you. And so, the pain in which I hate
her makes me happy. If the whole world goes
against you, I will hate it with a vengeance.
If it doesn’t love or hate you, it will be a
lifelong misery, unbearable to me.
If for the love of you, the whole world hates me,
I can’t be happiner, because, with the biterness of
the world’s hate for me growing more intense,
the height of the happiness from my love for you
becomes greater.
28
The moon was bright and I missed you so.
I pulled on my dress again and went out
to relax on the ground and watch the moon.
The moon turned, gradually, into your face
with the broad forehead, a shapely nose, and a
charming beard clearly in view.
Last year your face became the moon; tonight
the moon has become your face.
And now that your face has become the moon
so has mine.
Will you ever notice, however, that my face
becomes a waning moon?
And now that your face has become the moon
So has mine.
29
I saw your eyebrows were black and your ears
rather long, yet I did not see your mind.
When you were picking apples, big and red,
for me, I clearly saw your mind enter them.
I saw your round stomach and your waist, thin
like an ape, yet did not see your mind.
When you looked at my picture and one belonging
to another woman in your hand, I saw your mind
illumine green between the two.
I saw you were white and your ankles round,
yet I did not see your mind.
When you put my large jewel ring in your pocket
before you left, I saw clearly your mind hide
behind the ring.
30
Set adrift, anchorless, rudderless, on the high seas,
the tiny boat of life braves the maddening billows,
tossed sky-high or sunk bottom-deep, toward
the land of gold with hope serving as compass,
chart and favorable wind.
117

My love, take this life of mine, hug it tight.
Even if this life goes to pieces in your bosom,
the life-pieces martyred in the holy land of joy
will turn to priceless jewels, each piece linked
to each as a badge of love in your bosom.
My love, hold me hard enough to break against
your bosom. This tiny life of mine, a little bird
flying over the vast deserts without a single tree
for shelter. And please kiss each piece
of my shattered life.
31
Slander and jealousy fill the world.
Do not give any thought to them brought against you.
Those given to slandering are satisfied to see a spot
in the sun. They slander simply because you have
nothing to be slandered.
A sleeping lion\fn{Symbolizing the glory and power of Buddha} may be taken for a dead sheep;\fn{Representing mankind in
distress}
It is no act of cowardice if you have fallen
among robbers in order to go through an ordeal.
We may call a wild duck wanton, which sleeps near
a seagull on the white sand beach; we may take
moonbeams for reed-plumes. But, we cannot call you
unchaste because you have been misled into a
house of ill fame.
Do not give any thought to slander and jealousy
brought against you.
32
Flowers are fragrant as they fall;
the sun glows in beauty as it sets.
A song is exquisite when sung for the last time.
Far more beautiful is my love at parting.
In his absence, I can hardly watch without tears
his face floating in my vision.
I engraved in my sight his beautiful face
when we parted.
Though his face seems too unkind to make
me weep, I cannot make myself merry in order
to love him.
If that beautiful face should go out of my sight
for good, my sorrow would be more painful
than weeping.
33
When in the morning I fill a wash-basin with water,
you become a ripple to coddle my reflection
like a baby.
As I walk into the flowering woods to shake off
my cares, you become a spring wind to blow
sweet odor into my care-worn mind.
When I retire, weary of waiting, you become a
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quiet and dark light to gently cover up my
little shame.
Because you are found wherever I look,
I’m seeking you with closed eyes among
the clouds and under the sea.
And you become a smile and hide in my mind,
kissing my eyes and saying in a joke
“Do you see me?”
34
As I toss in my bed half asleep, half awake,
a lone lamplight stands guard like a sentinel.
If you do not leave me, I’ll be a lifetime
lamplight to guard you for a hundred years.
When I sit reading at the desk, my obedient book
tells me an interesting sotry, sings me a clear
song or gives me a solemn lesson.
If you do not leave me, I’ll be an encyclopedia
of submission to do as you wish.
As I look in the glass at my lips that await
your kiss, the honest mirror smiles and
frowns as I smile and frown.
If you do not leave me, I’ll be a mirror
of the mind which faithfully shares your pain
and joy.
35
My loved one, if you think I am doing as well
as when you were with me, you do not know me
enough. Since you’re gone, pleasure left me,
not a trace of a flight of wild-durks winging in
the moonless autumn sky. I have lost my smile
that used to float in the mirror. No more do I
water and fertilize the flower tree; nor do I
wish to listen to the quiet moon-shadow
stealing over for a whisper to the window.
No longer do I feel refreshed by the cool
in the grove down the hill after a rain-shower
in the dry, hot summer’s day. I have no friends
nor anything that makes me happy. Since you
left, I’ve earned the most priceless pleasure
this world can offer: it is to cry my heart out.
36
Death, heaven-blue clean, purifies the world,
quiet night, the light of nothingness, has settled
on the earth. O my loved one lying lonely
and alert under a flickering candlelight,
I have launched a flower-boat on the sea of tears,
which sank silently with you aboard.
At the height of sorrow, I’ve become a selfless void.
O beauty, who reels in the wilderness of youth,
drunk with the thickening haze of sweet flower smell!
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O mad man in love, who takes death lighter than a
goose feather and breathes in the flames
burning in the heart like tiny ice-cubes!
O failure in love, diseased with love,
who urges his own love to commit suicide!
Now throw yourself into my arms to find
satisfaction in love.
Why aren’t you aware my arms are an
expansion of your love?
37
To call love by name is no longer love.
What words or phrases can properly describe it?
How can the smiling rose-lips in agony ever
touch it?
How can the eyes of autumnal water, reflecting
the dark side of sorrow behind tears,
ever see through it?
Love is an entity beyond the shadowless clouds,
unpassable sea of the mind.
Love’s essence cannot be felt in your mind nor
in your eyes.
Love’s secret lies only in the needle that has
embroidered your handkerchief, in the flowers
you have planted, in your very sleep, and
in the imagination of poets.
111.89 The Hare’s Judgement: A Folktale\fn{by No (1888- )} Usuyong Village, South Cholla Province, South
Korea (F) -1
Long ago, there was a big mountain pass near a mountain village. There were so many tigers living around the
pass that the villagers were very distressed. So, one day all the villagers got together and discussed this problem.
They said let’s dig pit traps in several places and capture the tigers. So, they dug pit traps.
One day while a traveler was passing by, he heard a strange sound coming from the pit. A big tiger which had
fallen into the trap was struggling to get out. He entreated the traveler] saying that if the traveler saved him, he
would not forget that kindness.
In order to rescue the tiger, the traveler put down a limb of a tree, and he came up.
As soon as the tiger came out, he said that although he was grateful for being rescued, because man had done
this to him he was going to eat up the traveler. The traveler feeling that this was unfair said they should adjudicate
the dispute and so they went over to a large, yellow ox. The yellow ox said,
“It’s man’s fault. It’s man's fault because they work us hard and they catch us and eat our flesh.”
Then the traveler said that they should ask the pine tree, and he took the tiger over to the pine tree. They
explained everything to the pine tree, who said,
“It’s man’s fault. They cut us down and use us, don’t they? It’s cruel mankind’s fault.”
Hearing this, the tiger became excited and said that he would catch and eat the man.
Finally, a rabbit came from the opposite direction. With difficulty, the traveler took courage and after telling
the rabbit everything, asked for a judgment. The rabbit said,
“Well, if the tiger would go back and show us how he fell into the pit trap, we will see.”
The tiger, full of confidence, jumped back into the pit trap.
Then, the rabbit, saying to the traveler, “You may go on your way,” saved him.
118.55 The One-Sided Boy: A Folktale\fn{by Chon Tae-son (1890-

)}

Seoul?, South Korea? (F) 2

A long time ago there lived an old, childless couple who wanted a son so badly that they would have been
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happy to have only half a child. One night while the wife was dreaming, an old, white-haired woman appeared to
her and gave her three dried persimmons. The wife took and ate the first two, but when she had begun to eat the
third, her husband reached for it.
“Are you going to eat them all by yourself?” he asked.
And so her husband ate half of the third persimmon.
Not long after, the woman showed signs of being pregnant and eventually gave birth to three sons. Two were
normal but the third had one side missing. He was only half a child. The one-sided boy grew up to be strong and
was able to walk quite well, but the two normal boys hated him and were always planning to kill him. One day
they tied him to a big tree, but he uprooted the tree with himself still tied to it and brought it home to his mother
saying,
“Let’s chop up this tree for firewood; and if you untie this rope, you can use it for a laundry line.”
When his mother asked him who had tied him to the tree like that, he just told her that he had done it himself
in order to carry the tree home.
The fine character of the one-sided boy mattered not to his brothers. They still wanted to kill him. Once, they
ordered him to dig a very deep hole in the earth, and when he had done as he was told, the brothers heaped earth
and stone upon him from the top of the hole, burying him underneath. They thought that this time they had killed
him for sure, but when they arrived home, they found that the one-sided boy had got there ahead of them.
After that happened, the brothers racked their brains to find ways of destroying him. One day they sent him
deep into the mountains to fetch wood, hoping that he would be caught and eaten by a tiger. The one-sided boy
obeyed their command and was on his way to the mountains when he overheard the conversation of three monks.
They were talking about his brothers. One monk said that the one-sided boy was a fine fellow but his brothers
should be destroyed since they were always trying to kill him. He knew that the eldest brother was planning to
marry soon, and suggested that his wedding day be chosen to kill him. He told one of the other monks to become
water and to kill the brother if he became thirsty and drank it. In the event that failed, he told the third monk to
become a big pear and to kill the brother if he ate it. In case that plan also failed, the first monk said that he
himself would become a sharp pointed drill and rest on a shelf in the bride’s house. When the brother entered the
house, he would fall from the shelf and stab him. All the monks agreed that this was a good plan.
Although the one-sided boy had heard everything, he revealed none of it when he returned home. He waited
until the wedding day of his brother and then insisted on becoming a footman in his brother’s bridal party. The
brother strongly opposed this, but the one-sided boy kept insisting. At last, there was nothing the brother could do
but agree to it.
So the one-sided boy got to lead the horse that his brother was riding, and he led it to the bride’s house as
quickly as he could. When they passed a well and a small gourd along the way, his brother became thirsty and
asked him to bring some water. But the one-sided boy pretended not to hear him and led the horse quickly past the
spot. A little later, the brother asked him to pick up a pear that was lying nearby, but again he pretended not to
hear him and quickly passed the spot. This made the elder brother very angry. He told the one-sided boy not to
come with him any further, but the boy followed along anyway, making his brother even angrier.
When they arrived at the bride’s house, the one-sided boy quickly went into the bride’s room and took down a
drill which was lying on the shelf there. This too made the elder brother furious, but there wasn’t anything he
could do about it. And when the bride’s family brought out the food, the one-sided boy ate enough to feed one
hundred people; and when they offered to pay the boy for his services as footman he refused payment and instead
ate enough food to feed another fifty people. It was not until they returned back home that the one-sided boy
explained to his brother about the water, pear, and drill.
And then one day he asked his mother to go to the rich man who lived opposite them and tell him that he
wanted to marry his daughter. At first his mother told him that such a marriage was impossible and she wouldn’t
go. However, the boy insisted so much that his mother finally went to the rich man’s family. But they thought it
was impertinent for such people to propose marriage with a Yangban\fn{The Korean equivalent of the Chinese gentry,
complete with civil service exams, literacy, and special privileges .} family. They slapped her face and told her to return home.
The next day, the one-sided boy went to see the rich man, and when the man came out of his house the boy told
him that he was going to marry his third daughter. Upon hearing these words the man slapped him, saying that the
proposal of marriage with the daughter of a Yang ban by such a malformed thing like him was the height of
insolence. The boy retorted that there was no law that prevented him from marrying her, but the rich man still
refused. So the boy asked the man if he could have the daughter if he secretly carried her away on his back. The
rich man admitted that if he succeeded in taking her away secretly, there would be nothing he could do but allow
him to have the girl. The boy told the man he would come that night to carry the girl away.
The rich man set his servants to guard the gate, roof, and yard of his house; and the man, his wife, and his son
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surrounded and guarded the girl. The boy climbed up a nearby mountain and from his vantage point there watched
the goings-on in the house. When he saw that it was well lighted and guarded by so many people, he decided not
to try that night.
The next morning, the rich man came and said that since the boy had broken his agreement with the Yangban,
he could never have the girl. The one-sided boy replied that he had intended to come on the preceding night but
his mother had become ill from the slap that she had received and he had to travel to a distant place to obtain
medicine for her. By the time he returned last night it was too late to come, but he promised to come that very
night. To this the rich man replied, “Since it was your devotion to your parent that prevented you from coming, I
will forgive you,” and then he returned to his house and set his servants to guarding it as he had done the night
before. When the boy saw that the house was so well guarded on the second night as well, he decided not to go
there that night either.
The next morning, the rich man returned again and reprimanded the boy for attempting to deceive a Yangban,
but the boy excused himself again by saying that it was because of his mother’s medicine that he had been unable
to come. But he promised to come that very night without fail.
So the rich man went home and took even greater pains than before to guard his house; but the guards who
were on the roof, in the yard, and by the gate had not slept for two nights and began to doze. The one-sided boy
entered the grounds and covered the head of the guard on the roof with a pot used to steam rice cakes; on the head
of the guard in the yard he put a big cooking pot; and he took the hair of the gate guard and tied it to the gate.
Then he spread sulphur on the rich man’s beard; put a flute in his wife’s mouth; and put stones into the big,
flowing sleeves of the son’s jacket. Then he put the daughter on his back and left the house.
The son was the first to awake and realize that his sister was gone. In the dark, he attempted to light a fire, but
it soon spread to his father’s beard. When the son tried to strike out the flames, his weighted sleeves hit his
father’s face, knocking out his teeth. His mother awoke and tried to say something but could only produce music
on the flute. The guard on the roof seemed to be mumbling about the large number of stars in the sky, and the man
in the yard mumbled back that the sky seemed to be very dark. Meanwhile, the gate guard was begging whoever
was holding him to set him free.
But nobody was chasing the one-sided boy. So he took the girl and lived with her happily from then on.
111.87 A Monk’s Misdeeds: A Folktale\fn{by Pak (1891-

)}

Inchon City, Kyonggi Province, South Korea (F) 1

Long ago, in a certain village, there lived a mother and a daughter. The mother only thought about how she
could get her daughter married off well. There was a temple in the mountain to the rear of their village. Every
morning and evening, the mother went there and sat before Buddha praying that her daughter would become the
concubine of the Governor of the City of P’yongyang.
One day the monk of the temple conceived a passion for the daughter. When it was time for the mother to
come to pray to Buddha, he went behind the statue of Buddha and hid. The mother came and with all her mind
prayed that her daughter would become the concubine of the Governor of P’yongyang. At this point, the monk
said,
“Forget about becoming the concubine of the Governor of P’yongyang. Give her to the monk of this temple.”
The mother became discouraged and as soon as she arrived home, she became ill. The daughter, who became
worried, asked the reason why and her mother told her everything truthfully. The daughter said not to worry, for
how could one refuse the order of Buddha. The mother called the monk and said that according to the word of
Buddha, she would give her daughter to him. The monk was so happy, he didn’t know what to do.
However, the monk could not marry her openly, and there was no way he could conceal her and take her away.
So he bought a box and put the daughter in it. As he went along, he said,
“Have you ever seen a chap carrying a box? Have you ever seen a fellow carrying a chest?” However, from
down the road he heard the sounds,
“Make way! Make way!”
The procession of a magistrate was coming. The monk became afraid and hid the box and himself in the grass.
It was the procession of the Governor of P’yongyang.
As they were passing by, the Governor’s secretary saw something protruding out of the forest and said to the
bearer to put his palanquin down. The secretary told the constables to go into the forest where he had seen
something. It was a box.
When they told the Governor of P’yongyang what they had seen, he commanded them to bring it over.
Opening it up and finding a real beauty under Heaven was inside, everyone was astonished. Upon the Governor of
P’yongyang asking the reason why she was in the box, the daughter explained everything truthfully.
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The Governor of P’yongyang made her his concubine and put her in a palanquin. He then called the constables
and told them to capture a tiger cub and put it in the box. They then went on their way with a light heart.
After the Governor of P'yongyang had gone, the monk went to the place where he had hidden the box. Seeing
that the box was as he had left it, he slowly returned to the temple. He called the abbot of the temple and said that
whatever sound came from his room, no one should go in. Wondering should he eat his meal, should he not eat his
meal, the monk opened the lid of the box and said to the person inside to come out, and thrust his hand inside.
The tiger cub scratched his hand. The monk said that she shouldn’t be bashful and that she should come out
quickly. He opened the lid wide and the tiger jumped out and began to bite him vigorously. The monk began to
scream that he was dying and would somebody please save him. Because he said that no one should go into his
room, no one—not one person—went in.
In the end, there were no noises.
The monks thought that the monk was playing and that the first night had been well spent. However, while the
abbot was sleeping, Buddha appeared to him.\fn{ The abbot.} He said that as the monk had disguised himself as
Buddha, and had tricked someone, he had the monk killed and the woman made the concubine of the Governor of
P’yongyang. Buddha told the abbot to convey the news to the mother.
Suddenly wakening up and looking all around, the abbot knew that the monk had really died. When he told the
facts to the mother, she was so happy that she didn’t know what to do and began to worship Buddha even more
fervently.
111.87 How The Tiger Got His Sripes: A Folktale\fn{by Yi Songnyo (1895-

)}

Seoul, South Korea (F) –1

Long ago, they say that tigers smoked bamboo pipes.
One day while the pipe was in his mouth, the tiger fell asleep. While he was sleeping, the fire in the pipe
spread and fell onto the tiger’s fur. While sleeping, the tiger felt his body to be very hot, woke up, and saw that his
fur was on fire. The yellow tiger jumped up quickly, ran to the brook, drenched his body, and so averted a disaster.
At that time, the tiger’s fur was burnt in places. Even now those spotted places on the tiger’s fur are said to be
the remnants of where the tiger’s fur was burnt by the fire of the pipe.
111.87 The Songha Sindang Shrine Of Ullung-do: A Folktale\fn{by An Chongch’ul (1895Ullung-do Island, Kangwon, South Korea (M) –1

)} Taeha-ri Village,

Long ago, an official from the magistrate’s office at Samch’ok\fn{ A town on the eastern Korean coast in Kangwon
came to this island to oversee the situation. He set up an office and had the island patrolled.
When he was about to return, an old man appeared to him in a dream telling him to leave behind a servant. He
had this dream for about three days. However, he went about his work and did not say anything to anyone.
He boarded the boat and prepared to leave. However, a great wind arose, the sea became very rough, and the
boat was about to tip over. The official, now knowing the anger of the Mountain God, called a male servant and a
kisaeng\fn{A traditional female entertainer, who danced and played musical instruments at public functions .} and told them to go to
the office and to bring back a bamboo tobacco pipe and a tobacco pouch which he had left behind. After sending
them off, the official left hastily from the harbor.
At that time, the servant and the kisaeng, who did not know that they had been deceived, went to the office.
However hard they looked, they could not find the pipe and pouch. Returning to the shore, they saw that the
official’s boat was already far out to sea. After loudly wailing, they could do nothing else but return to the office.
While waiting for the boat to come back, they died.
When the official returned, he reported to the throne about his patrol of the island, and that he had left behind a
male servant and a kisaeng. He was scolded for having left behind innocent people without any of the king’s rice
to eat. The king said,
“If they are alive the next time you go there, bring them home. If they are dead, build a tutelary shrine to their
spirits and worship them as the guardian spirits of Ullung-do.”
Three years later, coming back to the island, the official saw the office and, in a grove of trees, he saw the
youth and kisaeng standing up and looking out to sea. The official was so pleased at seeing this that he cried out.
He told a servant to look to see what he had seen, but the servant saw nothing.
They disembarked quickly. They went over and saw that the two young people were holding each other tightly.
The magistrate was happy and called out,
“Young people! You are still alive!”
Touching their hair it turned to dust. Only their bones were left.
Province.}
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According to the king’s order, the official built a shrine and worshipped the spirits of the two people.
287.74 Excerpt from Kyonghui\fn{by Na Hye-sok (1896-1948)} Suwon, Gyeonggi Province, South Korea (F) 2
“Oh dear, what a terrible rainy season this is,” the portly in-law lady said, lighting the tobacco in her pipe. This
was her first visit in a long while.
“Yes, indeed it is! How have your grandchildren been these dreadful days? I apologize for neglecting to send
servants over to ask after you,” answered Mrs. Yi, lighting her own pipe.
She was the wife of Yi Ch’olwon and the lady of the house. Her hair was streaked with gray, and a few stray
wrinkles creased her forehead.
“Please don’t mention it. I haven’t done my part, either. The little ones are fine, but their mother has had a
stomachache for a few days. Although, when I left home today, she was up and around.”
“It’s easy to get sick in this heat. You must have been quite worried.”
“I feel better now that she’s all right. By the way, you must be happy to see your daughter back from Japan,”
the in-law lady added, as if suddenly remembering something that had slipped her mind.
“It’s always worrisome to send her abroad. When she comes back home at least once a year I feel relieved.”
Mrs. Yi tapped her pipe on the ashtray.
“I know what you mean. It would be hard enough to send a son so far away, to say nothing of a daughter. I
suppose she’s been all right?”
“Yes. Nothing particularly seems to be bothering her. Still, when she says there’s nothing to worry about, I
wonder if it’s just to make me feel at ease. She looks haggard, and something tells me she hasn’t been eating well
or hasn’t had an easy time of it.” Turning toward the backyard court, Mrs. Yi called,
“Look here, dear! Our in-law lady from Somunan has kindly come to see you.”
“Yes, mother," answered Kyonghui, who had been sitting on the cool back porch talking with her sister-in-law,
whom she had not seen for a long time. While her sister-in-law sat mending a sock, Kyonghui had been at the
sewing machine, working on her brother’s summer shirt to go with his Western-style jacket. She had been talking
about her life in Japan, telling about the incident in which she was almost run over by a streetcar on her way to
somewhere and how it still made her nervous just to think about it now; and about how every winter morning her
legs got stiff because she had to sleep tightly curled up. She told how it rains every other day in Japan and how
one day, during a downpour, she was hurrying to make it to school on time in her high wooden sandals, when she
fell, skinned her legs, tore her umbrella, and, worst of all, completely soiled her clothes--much to her embarrass ment. She also talked about her studies and about various things she had seen on the streets of Japan.
At the moment her mother called, Kyonghui was in the middle of telling her sister-in-law about a movie she
had seen some time ago, about a young boy who, angry at his father for keeping him from having fun, hangs a notice on a big tree outside the gate of his house, offering his father for sale. Almost immediately, he receives an of fer from a pair of small, orphaned children, a brother and sister, six or seven years old—just around his age—who
hope to buy his father with their last two pennies—all they have left from their wanderings since the death of their
parents.
Totally absorbed in the story, Kyonghui's sister-in-law, who had let her mending drop into her lap without real izing it, exclaimed,
“Oh, dear!”
“So, what happened?” she pleaded eagerly. Right at that moment, Kyonghui was summoned by her mother.
Frowning, her sister-in-law begged,
“Please come back quickly.” Even the maid, Siwol, clucked her tongue in displeasure, so intently had she too
been listening to the story as she sat beside Kyonghui, starching the fresh laundry.
“Of course. I will be right back,” Kyonghui said and walked away smiling, as she was pleased with having
such a good audience for her stories.
Reaching the front porch, Kyonghui bowed respectfully to greet the in-law lady. By this time, Kyonghui had
become good at bowing properly. She had already practiced it on her father and mother when she’d arrived home
a few days earlier—a formality she had not kept up for a whole year. She was amused with her present demureness, so different from her carefree daily life in Japan.
“Oh, dear, how weary you look! You must have had a hard time,” the in-law lady said tenderly and even
grasped and felt Kyonghui’s hands.
“Your hands feel as if you’ve been living with tough in-laws. I heard that female students have silky smooth
hands, but what’s the matter with yours?”
“They’ve always been rough like this,” answered Kyonghui, lowering her head.
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“It may be because she did her own laundry and even had to cook for herself,” Kyonghui’s mother cut in, as
she re-lit her pipe.
“Oh, dear!” said the in-law lady. “Then you must be doing these chores in Japan that you had never done at
home. Is that the rule at your school?”
The in-law lady was surprised. Kyonghui remained silent. Kyonghui’s mother answered instead:
“Not at all. She does it of her own will. I doubt she’d do so should someone force her to. We send her enough
money to cover school expenses, but she says keeping busy is fun.” Mrs. Yi repeated what Kyonghui had told her
at bedtime the night before.
“Why should you go that far?” the in-law lady asked, touching a few stray hairs hanging down on Kyonghui’s
forehead and tucking them behind her ears. She then patted Kyonghui on the back and gently stroked her face.
“I heard that the Japanese don't even heat their homes during the winter and that they serve a puny amount of
food for side dishes. How can you live on that?”
“Yes, ma’am, you're right. But even though there’s no heat at home, we manage to put up with it. And they
serve us just the right amount for side dishes, and we don’t feel something like lack of food.”
“That means everyone’s having a hard time, though. By the way, your older sister couldn’t come to see you be cause she’s been ill these last few days. She’ll surely be coming to see you this evening.”
“Thank you. Please do send her over. I have been dying to see her for so long.”
“Surely, I understand. Even I became anxious to see you once I heard you were back home. How much more
so for sisters?” The in-law lady’s words were full of sympathy, for she had experienced herself deep longing for
her parents and siblings caused by her marriage into a family far away from her own home.
“Are you going back to Japan again? Do you need to go that far? Why don’t you stay home lady-like, marry
into a rich family, have children, and live a happy life?” said the in-law lady, as if Kyonghui needed a lesson on
such matters. Then she turned her eyes toward Kyonghui’s mother, seated opposite her, as if to ask, “Don’t you
agree?”
“Yes, ma’am. But I guess I should stay in school until I finish my studies,” said Kyonghui.
“Why do you need to study so much? You’re not a man, so you won’t have to serve as head of the county or
even as a clerk in the district office. Besides, these days even men with schooling have a hard time finding work.”
The in-law lady seemed very much worked up. She had wondered why on earth her in-laws here let their
daughter go as far away as Japan to study and what was the purpose of such education. But since it was a family
matter for her in-laws—people she should be cautious about—she had tried her best to feign disinterest. Secretly,
however, she had long been carping at them,
“Who is going to marry such a girl?” Now that she was offered such a perfect chance to let out what was on
her mind, she seized the moment.
Kyonghui knew precisely what the in-law lady was going to say:
“Get married without delay! What are you studying for?” So she couldn’t help thinking,
“There she goes!”
She also realized that the in-law lady’s words echoed those of her mother’s sister, who had come to visit the
day before, as well as those of her Big Uncle’s wife, who always expressed such concern whenever she saw Ky onghui. Kyonghui was certain that this summer, just like last summer, they would fire similar barrages at her. Her
lips itched to speak up:
“Human beings don’t exist for food and clothes alone, you know. We become human beings only when we get
educated and informed. The reason your husband and sons have as many as four concubines among them is that
they don’t have education, and the reason you are so sick at heart over this is your own lack of education. We
have to teach women how to prevent their husbands from taking mistresses and from keeping concubines even
when they already have wives.”
Kyonghui wanted to cite more examples by way of explanation, but she knew for sure that the in-law lady
would respond with words identical to those Kyonghui’s grandmother had used during her earlier visit in the
morning:
“Listen, dear, in the olden days even ignorant women lived happy, long lives, blessed with wealth and many
sons. Women are better off when they don’t even know how to tell directions. Dear child, you should know that
even educated girls end up doing menial tasks like milling barley. A man is not worthy of the name unless he
keeps at least one concubine.”
Kyonghui realized that talking to the in-law lady would be like preaching to deaf ears—a simple waste of her
time—and would keep her awake that night thinking about the matter. She chose instead to simply keep her
mouth shut, aware that once she started talking, she would get hopelessly frustrated; besides, she was concerned
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that, if the talk drew out, it would delay her return to her sister-in-law and Siwol, who were waiting for her on the
back porch.
Furthermore, she also knew that the in-law lady was notorious for slandering, embellishing secondhand stories
with her own lies, and was particularly good at fault finding and slurring when it came to matters regarding fe male students.
Therefore, Kyonghui sensed the in-law lady wouldn’t take her explanation or clarification seriously, no matter
how hard she tried. Some time ago, her older sister had also warned her:
“Listen, you have to be tight-lipped in front of my mother-in-law, especially about anything related to the topic
of marriage. She says that the world has gone mad, what with female students talking brazenly about marriage;
when she was growing up, young girls didn’t dare to mention such subjects. That’s not all. I have no idea …
13.7 The Last Moment\fn{by Yom Sangsop (1897-1963)} Seoul, South Korea (M) 5
“You ought to show more devotion. You could at least have got some medicine if the doctor was out of town,”
said the patient, sitting on his bed supported by his attendants.
Although the hour of his death was approaching, he was alert. He had difficulty breathing, but his voice was
strong. Since the previous day, he had wanted to bring to the hospital an herb doctor whom he had dismissed
earlier because the medicine he prescribed was ineffective. For this mission the patient had chosen his younger
brother, Myongho, whom he thought to be the only person likely to know his symptoms and persuade the doctor
to come again. He had sent Myongho twice, but on neither occasion had the latter been able to see the herb doctor,
who, it was said, had gone to the country. The strain on the patient was so great that he might collapse from one
slight touch on a nerve. It was understandable, therefore, that he spoke harshly.
It was warmer today. Since the herb doctor’s clinic was not far enough to warrant taking a streetcar, Myongho
had walked, or practically run, going and coming. Perspiring profusely, he took off his shirt to dry himself as he
stood by his brother’s bedside.
“Let’s get out of the hospital first. The herb doctor will be available in the evening.”
Myongho felt sorry for his brother, who would probably not survive the day, and he did not want to be blamed
for his apparent lack of devotion. However, it was more important for his brother to leave the hospital without
delay than for him to have one or two bowls of herbal medicine. Fearing that his brother might refuse, Myongho
pleaded with him as if he were talking to a fretful child.
“What? You want me to leave the hospital? Leave it without medicine—I’d probably die on the spot!”
The patient was resentful and angry because the people around him seemed to be thinking more of their own
convenience than of the unbearable pain he was suffering. His anger seemed to intensify his gasping, and his
speech devolved into unintelligible muttering. The patient seemed unhappy over the lack of sympathy and
concern on the part of his attendants. His pain was so severe that he forgot that sympathy, while beautiful, can be
humiliating. As the pain mounted to an intolerable pitch, he complained more and more about lack of sympathy:
everyone seemed malevolently disposed toward him.
The question of leaving the hospital had been discussed ever since the doctor said, “This crisis is past, but
recovery will require some time.” However, the patient never wavered in his desire to remain in the hospital.
Taking advantage of his brother’s craving for herbal medicine, however, Myongho had succeeded in persuading
him to leave. When he was lucid, the patient would worry about the rapidly mounting hospital expenses or the
cost of his funeral. As his condition worsened, and his physical pain grew more intolerable, he became more and
more obstinate and insisted on remaining in the hospital. He himself knew that lying in a hospital bed was no
solution, but he liked the injections that relieved his pain.
Once, when the patient was on the verge of a stroke, doses of herbal medicine had brought him relief from his
high blood pressure. However, his blood pressure had been very high when he was hospitalized one month before,
and blood had had to be drawn off on two occasions. He was also given several injections of an American
medicine procured at an exorbitant price. Such was the condition of his brain and heart. In addition, he had kidney
trouble, with swellings on his body, but these symptoms had disappeared a few days before for no apparent
reason. His appetite had improved, and everyone had felt relieved. Just as the light of a lantern is kept burning by
having the wick continually raised, so the patient’s life had been prolonged by dose after dose of medicine and
morphine.
“The war is over now. I won’t die from a shortage of medicine. What is lacking is money.”
The patient uttered these words in a choked voice. He knew that the repeated injections would bring no radical
improvement, but he wanted to stay in the hospital because he thought he would immediately die of pain without
them.
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The interval between the injections had been reduced from four hours to three, and then to two. When he felt
the unbearably stifling pain in his chest, even at midnight, he could not help asking for an injection. Then he was
relieved of his pain and could relax. This feeling of relief and relaxation gave him unsurpassed comfort. “Now I
understand why opium addicts can’t kick the habit,” he thought to himself.
When he recovered his senses, however, he suddenly realized the danger he faced from an overdose of
morphine and felt the need for herbal medicine again as a last resort. Ideally, he wished to arrange for a nurse with
a supply of medicine to come home with him so that he could have both the injections and the herbal medicine.
However, he could not afford that. He wondered if there was any Chinese medicine that could produce the same
effect as the hospital medicine, and he plaintively asked for such an anodyne.
“You don’t have to worry,” said his brother consolingly. “Dr. K promised to come twice a day to give you the
shots.”
It was evident, however, that the members of the patient’s family could not think of his convenience alone.
They wanted him back home not because they did not want him to die away from home, but because his dying at
home would cause them less trouble. Some argued that it would cost less if the patient died in the hospital, but
that the family would make too much fuss. Consequently the whole family felt relieved when the hospital was
willing to release the patient. There was something in what the patient said, that the family was concerned only
with its own convenience. With his condition worsening, the relationship between him and his family had grown
more distant, and the family members could not keep their affection and devotion from wearing away layer by
layer.
The patient’s wife tended to him assiduously, never leaving his side for two months, the first month at home
and the second in the hospital. She, too, was exhausted and wanted to go home, however. Even if her husband
were no longer in danger, he would end up bedridden from a stroke like other old people. Then the monthly
hospital expenses alone would run to twenty or thirty thousand hwan.\fn{A note reads: On Febreuary 15, 1953, the unit of
currency won was changed to hwan (100 won to one hwan); and on June 9, 1962, hwan reverted to won (10 hwan to one won).} The
family could hardly afford this, and the drain would affect everyone.
That was his wife’s present worry. She had thought that the death of the head of the household would drive her
children and herself out into the streets. Therefore, as long as he had some hope of recovery, and as long as she
could afford it, she had devoted herself to his care. The living must live on, starting tomorrow. This weighty
concern blocked her path. But what about blood ties, obligations, and face? Were they not what kept her going?
As the patient craved more and more love and sympathy and devotion from the healthy, he became more and
more irascible.
Neither the lack of devotion on the part of his family nor the priority they gave to their own comfort was
sufficient to convince the patient, thin and worn out as he was, that he would pass away in a day or two.
“There’s enough space to bury me beside Father’s large grave. We can’t afford funeral expenses. The times are
too confused. Just cremate my body and bury the ashes there.”
He had made such suggestions when he was talking about his children’s education and about the tasks that
would arise from his passing. Once he said that it might not be a bad idea to pulverize his bones and scatter them
into the thin air on the top of a windswept mountain. Those remarks had surprised the family, although he had
simply been taking advantage of the occasion to express himself regarding death (which spares nobody); he had
never intended that his illness would be terminal.
In spite of his misgivings that his life was being prolonged by the action of the morphine, the relief he felt after
each injection, and the recognition that he could control his body enough to sit up with minimum support, were
enough to give him confidence and the hope of recovery. In fact, when in the midst of a heated argument over his
release from the hospital a certain young man, a Mr. C, came to see him, the patient chatted with such
cheerfulness that it appeared he might be able to leave the hospital in a day or two—much to the embarrassment
of the family members present.
“I didn’t know that you were so ill. They are setting up a foundation, and many seem to be willing to make you
the vice-president. At least a director for sure. What a time to be in bed. I hope you’ll get well soon.”
C’s real purpose was not so much to comfort the patient as to assure a cordial relationship with the future
director. C seemed to have had difficulty locating the patient before he turned up at the hospital.
“Is that so? I shall get out of bed in a while. Please remember me to them. Your visit was unexpected, C. This
might be a turning point in my life. Use your influence on my behalf, please,” the patient implored, holding the
young man’s hand. After asking the name of the illness, the young visitor seemed, from time to time, to notice the
ashen pallor of the patient’s face and his uncontrollable mumbling. The young man was intent on making excuses
to leave, and his initial enthusiasm seemed to have waned. He had arrived in a talkative mood, but he left
muttering distractedly.
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Pleased by the news the young visitor had brought, the patient asked his wife to go see a Mr. P and learn the
details. He also told her to talk with a Mr. A about the matter and request his recommendation to the organization.
The family members, both astonished and relieved to see the change of condition, thought this might indicate a
chance of recovery. How ridiculous their private whisperings about getting him released or burying him seemed
now!
Late in the afternoon Dr. K, whom the patient wanted so much to see every time he had a chest pain, came to
call. The previous injection was still working, so the patient was not visibly suffering. Still, he welcomed the
doctor as if the mere sight of him were a relief.
“Now that you’re here, why don’t you give me another shot.” Fearful of an imminent attack of pain, he wanted
to receive more medication while the doctor was available.
“Sure!”
After briefly examining the patient, the doctor went out to get the medicine. Myongho stole out of the room
and followed him.
“We’re planning to take him out of the hospital this afternoon, but you weren’t around. How is he now?”
“I foresee little change for a day or two. Why don’t you take him home?”
The doctor seemed delighted at the family’s plan, as previously he had said that the illness would be
protracted. He seemed, then, to imply that he could do little for the sick man and would rather see him discharged.
The family decided not to leave the hospital until the following day, partly because the patient would not leave
without herbal medicine, and partly because the doctor predicted no sudden change.
Dr. K returned with a syringe and administered the injection with some difficulty. As he was leaving the room,
he motioned Myongho to follow him out. Sensing an inauspicious omen, and shunning the alert eyes of the
patient, Myongho followed him furtively.
“You’d better get him home this evening, if possible. As you noticed, his heart and blood vessels cannot
circulate the medicine properly. The heart is beating only because of the medicine.” Now the doctor was anxious
to send the patient home, as the injection had been difficult. He had had to pause several times, waiting for the
medicine to be carried by the vein.
However, raising the issue of leaving the hospital again was the last thing Myongho could now do. That would
again dismay the patient, who had been pleased by the news that he might be the foundation’s director, however
unreliable the news might be.
The patient was anxious to find out the verdict from his brother, who had spoken twice with the doctor. He
immediately lost his composure and fell prey to fear and uneasiness. He smiled unnaturally and was about to
speak, but the words he was about to utter seemed to horrify him. Without opening his mouth, he kept staring at
Myongho. On previous occasions, when Myongho had rushed to the hospital in the early morning or late evening,
the patient had worn an expression of fear, aversion, and excitement that seemed to ask, “Why have you come?”
The manner in which the patient stared at Myongho with doubt and fear-ridden eyes could be likened to a
prisoner’s attempting, timidly and stealthily, to read the expression on the face of a guard of the devil’s den in
which he has been illegally held captive. Myongho did not know where to look or what to say.
“The doctor says you are remarkably better. He advises us to get you out of the hospital tomorrow afternoon.
He will give you plenty of medicine before your discharge.” In order to buttress the statement, Myongho even
forced a smile.
“Really,” the patient answered, with faint hope, as if nerves stretched to the breaking point had suddenly
snapped loose. “Can it be true?” Harboring suspicion in his look, he added doubtfully, “Why on earth didn’t he
break the news to me directly?”
But derision quickly gave way to inquisitiveness. He wanted to find out the details of the conversation between
Myongho and the doctor. The patient concentrated on Myongho’s face and lips.
“How have I suddenly improved?” he queried hopefully, as if Myongho’s answer had the power to decide his
fate.
Myongho felt depressed and distressed. Only a few minutes ago, this man had rea-son to hope for a better life.
Myongho dared not tell the truth, but he had to find something to say just to avoid the issue. “Probably he meant
that, having a strong constitution, your recovery might be brought about by well-prescribed herbal medicine.”
“Nonsense!” The patient had been tense since the visit from C. Hence, although the movement of his lips
showed that he wanted to say more after the last exclamation, he did not seem to have enough strength. He was
lying with his face up, his vacant eyes staring at the ceiling. When he said “Nonsense,” he had expected some
explanation or protest from Myongho. When he saw Myongho light a cigaret without making any retort, the
patient was engulfed in despair. “No reason whatever not to have broken such news directly to me.” Even at the
risk of exhausting himself, the patient could not put such thoughts from his mind.
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“This is worse than the fate of a condemned man. At least he knows what to expect. He will be informed of the
time of his execution. The man who should know first is denied the knowledge of what is to come. The doctor and
my family, with whispers and vacillations, behave as if my life belonged to them. Am I to live? Are they going to
let me live?”
His eyes were closed, but his head became clearer, and he could follow his train of thought logically. He
opened his eyes suddenly, sensing something radiant through his eyelids. He gave a quick look around, intending
to roar at the first person he saw, but his voice was as choked as if he were in a nightmare. His vision dimmed,
and his wife’s face retreated farther away. His eyelids closed by themselves, and he fell asleep. In a few moments
he began to snore; awakened by his own snoring, he opened his eyes and scrutinized his surroundings. “I must
have been sleeping.” He was relieved to find that he had not died. Since death might come in his sleep, sleep
frightened him.
“Well, then, I’ll go get the herbal medicine,” Myongho said, seeing a young man come upstairs after filling out
the discharge papers. He donned his jacket. When he was about to leave the room, Myongho saw his sister-in-law,
motioning him to stay. He left nevertheless, pretending not to have understood the message. A renowned herbal
doctor had visited them a few days before the patient was hospitalized, but he had gone away after pointing out
that treatment would be futile. Thus the family had spent the doctor’s return taxi fare in vain. The urgent desire of
the patient notwithstanding, his sister-in-law was against calling another doctor.
Moreover, there might not be enough money for taxi fare home, after the hospital expenses were paid. She
therefore wished to forego herbal medicine that the patient might not even take.
Myongho understood all this, of course, but he was anxious to satisfy his brother’s last wish so that there might
be no regrets on the part of the bereaved.
Myongho emerged from the office of the herbal doctor, an acquaintance who lived nearby, with three packets
of medicine; thinking that they might be effective and that he might return for more, he asked for a prescription.
This was asking for a miracle, but considering the patient’s confident adherence to life and his mental and
physical energy, he might be able to pull through. It would be a terrible blow to the family’s economy and future
if he were to die. However, these considerations were, of course, made from the standpoint of the living. When
the patient was free from the fear of death, his utmost concern was his family and children. But family affairs and
strong instinct to escape the terrible physical pain were two different things.
“As a matter of fact, he won’t have many more years to live on if he does recover.”
Myongho recalled a discussion held among the brothers at the beginning of the year regarding preparations for
patient’s sixtieth birthday celebration. He was struck with fear, for the remark seemed to imply some kind of
reproach to the big brother. Everyone else might say the same thing, but he could not ridicule his brother, who was
so anxious to retain his life if only an hour or a day.
“Even after a hundred years, a man has covered only half the distance to his destination, and he dies without a
sense of completeness. Fulfillment of the self is out of the question—perhaps life means leaving behind what one
has left unfinished. A dying man should not worry about his wife and children. It is the instinct of all living beings
to put up a stout resistance to death—a kind of self-assertion—to the last moment, as long as biological conditions
persist. It’s a fearful pitched battle to preserve one’s existence. If self-fulfillment is out of the question, why
consider death as surrender, rather than as taking the initiative to withdraw to make room for one’s posterity? In
short, it’s a return, a quiet return. But how exactly can one attain it?”
Making his way back to the hospital, Myongho traced these thoughts, fold upon fold, and felt gloomy and
lonely.
“I’ll be the next one to die.”
Myongho thought he would not regret leaving a world full of hardships and unpleasantness, but the thought of
the pain that he must endure before death, tantamount to the sum of all the suffering he had undergone in his life,
dismayed him. It would be a happy death if one could die without being addicted to narcotics, Myongho thought,
laughing uncontrollably. His second cousin, a devout Buddhist, had been bedridden for some time. However,
Myongho, tied as he was to his brother, could not find time to visit him. It would be a visit of inquiry, as Myongho
wished to know how a Buddhist faced illness, and what his views on life and death were. Conscious of his
greying hair, he reflected that he must prepare for death.
As he entered the sickroom, Myongho showed the herbal medicine to his brother.
“Here’s the prescription. If the medicine works, you can ask me to get more, or you can have it fetched from
your nearby herb store.”
The patient did not smile, but he seemed content.
The bundles of herbs were put into the baggage, which was almost ready.
While a taxi was being summoned and a stretcher brought upstairs, several women entered. After whispering
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briefly to the wife, they began to stand around the bed and pray. The patient did not know them, but they were old
friends of his wife’s who had come to inquire after him. Having learned of the patient’s condition, they were
offering last prayers for him. On the previous day, Myongho had heard from his sister-in-law that some people
from the Catholic church had come while he was out and that they had baptized the patient. “There is holy water,”
she had remarked, pointing to a little bottle on the table. Myongho had felt a shade strange, but he kept silent, not
wishing to fret about trifles.
Originally the patient had had a liking for Buddhism and had called in Buddhist monks for his parents’ funeral
services. This time, Myongho and his younger brother had already discussed whether they should have a monk
officiate at their brother’s funeral or forego such a ceremony on account of the expense. But a Catholic nurse in
the hospital was intent on converting the patient; he was finally won over and baptized. Myongho had no
objections, as long as his brother had consented and nothing seemed amiss. But upon witnessing the prayers,
Myongho felt strange. Standing behind the ladies by the stretcher, he, a man of tender feelings, was moved to
tears by the words of the prayers. He stepped out into the hall.
It is said that a drowning man grabs at a straw. Not that Myongho condoned a blind prayer to some spirit or
some Buddha for mercy, but he could not object to people’s praying for a patient’s recovery or for his soul,
according to their belief. There was something gratifying and beautiful about it, he thought. Still, there was no
way of ascertaining whether his brother was listening. He was lying still, his face without expression, his eyes
closed.
When the patient was carried to the stretcher, he opened his eyes wide and looked around. As he was being
transferred to the taxi waiting in front of the hospital, he remarked, “Tell the driver how to get home.” Amazed,
the attendants looked at each other and smiled. As soon as he was laid on the seat, his eyes looked glassy. Stealing
a glance at his brother, Myongho rushed back to the ward and brought the nurse with him to administer another
injection of heart medicine. Watching the nurse in her white attire, Myongho leaped into the front seat.
Myongho could not see how his brother was faring. He felt relieved when he saw the attendants in back
exchanging comments in a cheerful manner.
Regardless of his brother’s condition, Myongho hoped that he would not die on the way. He had rushed inside
to fetch the nurse without reflecting on the efficacy of the camphor injection. His main concern was not to carry
home a dead body (traditionally considered bad luck). It was a matter of honor to avoid censure for having
dragged a corpse into the house. But Myongho’s efforts were in vain.
The room in which the body was to be laid out was heated and had already been cleared of everything but a
folding screen. Indeed, the room had been set up before the party left the hospital. The widow unpacked the
baggage in the next room. She was looking for something. The first thing that rolled out on the floor was the
bundle of herbal medicine for which Myongho had rushed about all morning, and for which the patient had
yearned so much during the past two days. The widow then produced a small bottle of holy water, obtained after
the baptism, and sprinkled it around the body.
“What sort of rite do you have in mind? Are you going to do away with the Confucian ceremony?” asked
Myongho, watching; the widow’s actions.
“No, we can’t go that far,” replied the widow, adding that she was doing only what the church thought good
and asked her to do. The first argument to be settled was the three-day versus the five-day rite.
“If the body is to be cremated, according to the deceased’s wish, a three-day wake will do,” proposed
Myongho, his thoughts mainly on cost.
“In our state, it will of course have to be a three-day affair, but with no cremation. Your brother once
mentioned it, but he changed his mind. He wished to be buried near his father’s grave.” On this matter, nobody
was in a position to object. The widow might be thinking of her own eventual funeral: she, who would in all
likelihood be following the deceased, might dislike the idea of cremation. It was also understandable that,
although the deceased had once hinted at it, he had been considering the matter hypothetically as belonging to a
distant future; when it had turned out to be an imminent reality to be faced squarely, he had probably changed his
mind. Some people even go so far as to specify the material for their shrouds or the objects to be placed in their
coffins. But, once one had chosen a burial site, it was natural to fear not being buried there.
“It’s easy to talk about a three-day wake. But this day has gone and there remains only one day to work on the
grave,” said the funeral manager. “A hearse, and at least a bus, should be hired, all of which will cost at least forty
thousand hwan.” The trip to Hongjewon Crematory would cost only about six thousand. (Forty thousand hwan
was more than the family could afford.)
“After death, what’s the difference, cremation or burial?” remarked some younger people casually. But nobody
said whether they were right or wrong.
Anyhow, both men and women had a busy day and night, and the first services were held at the proper time.
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When the ceremony was finished, the second cousin of the deceased, who had been ill, walked in leaning on a
long cane.
“I thought I’d go before you did. O calamity!” After weeping over the coffin and showmg a deeper grief than
the other mourners, the second cousin took a string of beads from his pocket and began to pray. The prayer lasted
long enough to make the others fidget. Then he produced an envelope wrapped in white paper and placed it under
the funeral banner bearing the name, title, and rank of the deceased. The envelope appeared to contain some
Buddhist scripture hand copied by the old man himself. When the mourners lowered the coffin, they did not forget
to place the envelope, together with other funeral gifts, in the grave.
Now the soul of the deceased might be sleeping peacefully, cleansed by the holy water and blessed by the
merciful Buddha. But above all, the soul must have been pleased that each of the bereaved had done his best.
251.36 Excerpt from Grace Sufficient: The Story Of Helen Kim\fn{Helen Kim aka Kim Hwal-lan (1899-1970)}
Incheon, Kyonggi Province, South Korea (F) 24
1
Chemulpo\fn{The old name of Incheon when it was founded:H} was a very important port city to which my
father, Mr. Chin Yawn Kim, moved from Eui-ju in the northwestern part of Korea. This city is more commonly
known as Inchon. A large statue of General Douglas MacArthur stands on top of a hill overlooking the bay in
commemoration of the amphibious landing of September, 1950.
Chemulpo, or Inchon, in the late nineteenth century was a newly booming seaport town about twenty-five
miles from the capital city of Seoul. Korea for centuries had been a hermit nation, for her encounters with other
nations had always been unfortunate. With China, Russia, and Japan, Korea’s international relations were always
difficult and almost forced the kings to keep the gates tightly closed.
But this was no longer possible, and Korea had recently abandoned her traditional policy of isolation and
opened her doors to other nations. Ships were coming in from the West as well as from Japan. At Chemulpo the
first treaty of amity and commerce with a Western country, the United States of America, was signed in 1882.
The importance of this seaport was felt throughout the country. Adventurous spirits were gathering in from all
parts of the nation. One of these men was my father. He had inherited a good-size farm from his father, but not the
traits of a good farmer. He was more of a scholar according to the Confucian school. So after settling on the farm
his nephew, whom he had reared after his brother’s death, and his own son by his first wife, my father had
migrated down to Chemulpo late in 1870 in search of new opportunity and better living.
He entered into the wholesale business and met with a reasonable measure of success. He had become a
widower a few years before coming to Chemulpo, and now felt he could afford a new wife. Several friends and
middlemen introduced to him many candidates for marriage, but he decided on mother, who had also come from
Eui-ju. A modest wedding took place and a new home was founded. Sons and daughters kept coming to them.
When I arrived there were already four sisters and two brothers. After me came another brother; so we were eight
altogether.
When they were expecting my birth everybody in the family, as well as neighbors and friends, wanted a boy.
There were too many girls already, they felt, and a fifth daughter would be a bad omen. But mother was more or
less prepared. She said she had a dream at the time of conception in which she saw what seemed to be a tiger
jumping down into her yard from the roof, indicating that it was being sent from above. She was very happy and
looked at it more closely, only to find that it was a dog and not a tiger. But she loved the dog just the same and
treasured it as a gift from heaven. She interpreted her dream to mean that her new baby was to be a daughter.
According to the way of thinking at that time, a tiger would represent a male with strength and importance; but
the dog, which was considered to be of much less value, would mean only a female. Such discriminatory ideas
about the two sexes were rampant in those days.
On February 27, 1899, I was born into this happy family of Kims, humble in station, poor in material
possessions, but rich in family devotion and loyalty. Although at first I was not very welcome, very soon I was
loved and cherished by all the members of the family.
According to family practice in naming the daughters, I was called Kideuk which means “gained in the year of
Ki-hai.” In Korea we name the years, months, days, and hours by a cycle of twelve animals. They are pig, rat, ox,
tiger, rabbit, dragon, serpent, horse, sheep, monkey, rooster, and dog. The year 1899 was called Ki-hai, the pig’s
year. So my name merely meant “obtained in the pig’s year.”
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My family did better than others, for in many cases girls were not important enough to be given a name at all.
They were known as daughters of their fathers in childhood, wives of their husbands and mothers of their sons
throughout life. They did not need any names of their own.
In contrast, when boys were born families spent time and money going to professional namers who resorted to
all their knowledge of zodiacal signs and the mysterious combinations of the eum and yang, negative and positive
forces in all creation. It was so important to find and give a good name to a boy because it was believed that much
of his future would be determined by his name.
Although father was doing well in his business, the size of his family was outgrowing his purse. By the time I
arrived mother had initiated several projects to supplement the family budget. For instance, she raised hogs and
chickens, and she made a great deal of extra soy sauce to sell. She was always busy and had to be away from
home a great deal. I often missed my mother’s milk and grew up on rice gruel. My third sister Ellen, eight years
older than I, had the responsibility of taking care of me in mother’s absence. Sister Ellen told me later in life that
whenever she fed me the rice gruel, I became so contented that I went right back to sleep. Mischievous brothers
used to look down on me and teased,
“She surely is a pig. She eats and sleeps all the time!”
But this endeared me to sister all the more. I became a pleasant responsibility for her. When she wanted to go
out and play with other children or climb the hills nearby, she took me on her back. I usually slept the whole time.
Our spacious thatched-roof house and large walled courtyard stood at the edge of the town without any
neighboring houses close by. Just outside the gate lay the wide fields for vegetables and grains. A shallow stream
ran by the front of the house, and hills and mountains stood beyond in the distance. Sister Ellen used to wade in
the stream and climb the mountains with me on her back. She said the only time she felt her burden really heavy
was the time she tried to take hold of the clouds in the sky. Standing at the foot of the nearest hill, she saw the sky
resting on its top. When she got to the top she saw it on top of the next hill. She wanted so much to reach the sky,
so she scaled the hills one after another to catch and feel the clouds. She returned home that night tired and
hungry and keenly disappointed. I must have shared her intense feeling, for from this time on a special bond of
affection and devotion grew between us. Among the eight of us I was always her favorite and she was mine.
Our family washdays were like picnics. After breakfast the women members of the household were out by the
stream where we sat down and washed the clothes, beating out the dirt against small flat stones with smoothly cut
sticks. We boiled the very soiled clothes over a temporary fireplace. I could not do any heavy work but was
always happy to run around and look after the clothes laid out on sunny spots to dry. When the wind blew, even
mildly, I had to jump here and there to hold them down.
At lunch time we sat in a circle by the stream and enjoyed the food as though we were starving. To this day
womenfolk gather like this at a stream or a river and carry on social life, visiting and gossiping along with their
washing.
Korean houses are built around a court or open space in the form of a square in which are planted flowers and
small trees. The floors of the living and sleeping room are made of stone and mud and covered with thick oiled
paper. Under these rooms are long flues which carry the heat from a small stone furnace set into the floor.
Our living rooms were an-bang and maru, the biggest with heated floor for winter and the other with un heated
wooden floor for summer. These two rooms were used by mother and the smaller children, and all the major
events within the family took place here. Across the maru were smaller rooms for my grown-up sisters and their
friends. This part of the house was called the women’s quarters. My father, his sons, and their guest occupied
another group of rooms built around a second court.
The happy and carefree days of my early childhood were all one could wish for. When too many playmates
assembled and got in mother’s way, she used to tell us to go outside to play. The big courtyard within the outer
wall was our playground. There was a favorite spot on the southeast side, sunny and quiet. We set up a playhouse
against the wall and made a small doll family. Large and small stones, odd-size pieces of wood and cardboard,
and mud were used as materials to build the house and furnish the interior decorations. Broken pieces of
chinaware and bits of wood and twigs were used on the table as dishes and chopsticks. All kinds of grasses and
flowers filled the bowls. Often we got so absorbed in our play that we forgot to return home for lunch. When we
grew tired of the dollhouse, we jumped rope or played hide and seek.
At New Year’s, we jumped on the New Year see-saw board, each of us dressed in her most colorful cho-gori,
the top part of a Korean woman’s dress, and chima, the skirt. My sisters, cousins, and friends took turns at this
game. As we jumped on the see-saw board the bright red ribbons at the end of our pigtails, and our green or blue
skirts floated up and down in the air. When we were up high, we could look over the wall where neighbors would
be watching us.
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On the other hand, boys in their holiday clothes took to the hillsides and flew kites as their New Year sport.
Their kites sometimes flew right over us and we got all excited trying to catch them.
A similar celebration took place every year in late spring when Swing Day, the fifth of May according to our
lunar calendar, came round. The girls with their black pigtails tied with red ribbons and wearing colorful dresses
of red, blue, green, yellow, and pink, swung in and out gracefully. Being the youngest girl, I never had really new
dresses. Mine were always hand-me-downs and made-over ones. But they were always good enough for me and I
was contented in them.
One year, I remember, mother had a bright pink cho-gori and a pretty green chima made over for me. After the
morning wash on New Year’s Day she was handing out to each of us a bundle of our New Year clothes. When my
turn came, the brothers began to tease me again.
“Your clothes are only made-over-ones. You don’t really belong to our family. Somebody cast you away and
mother picked you up under a bridge.”
I looked at mother and her smile assured me that they were talking nonsense. Anyway the colors were excitingly pretty and I was as happy and proud as a peacock all through the holiday season. Mother told me years later
that from that time on she knew she could always depend upon me. This understanding and trust were, of course,
mutual and lasted as long as she lived.
There were many more happy events and seasons during my childhood. Near the stream in front of our house
was our neighborhood well from which we drew out drinking water. Women, like many across the world, filled up
their earthen jars and carried them on their heads. This was a job for grown-ups, but I wanted so much to share it
and asked mother to let me try. I was overwhelmed when mother told me I could and gave me a miniature earthen
jar she had bought for me. I carried the water on my head all afternoon until I filled up the big jar in our kitchen.
My joy and satisfaction over this accomplishment were complete.
Mother was very religious, always praying for the welfare of her family and friends. My father showed his
religion in a very different way. He was primarily concerned with ancestral worship according to the Confucian
teachings. Our ancestral tablets with names, titles, and important dates written on them were reverently kept in a
specially prepared shrine placed at the most central and sacred location.
On the anniversary of the birth or death of each ancestor, special sacrifices were offered. Mother would get the
food ready, but it was father who performed the ceremony of sacrifice. The tablet of the particular ancestor to be
honored would be set up on the center of a high table with candles on each side and an incense burner in front. On
a lower table the prepared food would be laid out. Then father would appear wearing new mourning clothes. All
the male members stood behind him and made three bows together to the spirit of the ancestor. Female members
of the household were not allowed to participate in this ceremony. Then father would read from his scroll a newly
written message to the spirit of the ancestor. After the scroll was read, it was burned and three more bows were
made. Then the tablet was put back into the shrine, and the shrine moved back to its permanent place.
As the master of the household, father was always meticulous about these ceremonies. But he left placating of
the other household gods to mother, as most men did and still do today. Confucianism is recognized in Korea as
an ethical system rather than a religion. There are elements of ancestor worship which are akin to religion, but this
is in reality more a veneration of the culture heritage of one’s ancestors. That is why when you ask members of a
family controlled by the teachings of Confucius what their religion is, they rarely mention Confucianism. They
say they have no religion.
On the other hand, mother had embraced animism as her religion, as did many other women of her genera tion.
A form of animistic nature worship was the earliest indigenous religion of the Korean people and has con tinued to
play an important role in Korean culture. Mother believed that there were spirits of the house hold, as well as of
the mountains, waters, stones, and other natural objects. She worshiped and offered regular sacrifices to the nature
spirits. She would go to the mountains or to a cold spring in summertime where she would fold her hands and
usually make three bows, worshiping the spirits of the mountains and of the water.
Mother believed that the household spirits controlled the welfare of her family, and that she must worship and
make sacrifices often enough to appease them and hold their favor. In our main living room she had a special
chest on a shelf in which she kept the paraphernalia belonging to the Spirit of Welfare. I remember that this chest
contained a whole outfit of costly fabrics for a gentleman’s wear. In the storeroom she kept a straw-made image
representing the Spirit of Provision. This idol was kept in a miniature earthen shrine with a thatched roof over it.
In the room right by the gateway in the outer wall, she kept a box on a shelf containing colorful clothes and
weapons for the Spirit of Protection. Mother’s religious life and thought were dominated by fear.
In later years she told some fantastic stories of this period of her life. One year she designated for future use as
a sacrifice to the Spirit of Protection a certain one of the twelve baby pigs she was raising. That particular pig
grew especially fast. One afternoon some friends came to visit, looked over the litter of pigs, and pointed out to
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mother how big and fat that particular pig was. They remarked that it could be sold for a good price. Mother was
raising these pigs to supplement the family budget and agreed that she might change her plan and sell it for that
purpose. When she went to feed the pigs the next morning, she found that special pig with jaws closed tight,
unable to eat.
In the practice of animistic worship, when there had been no time for preparation of foods for sacrifice, one
usually used a table with a clean dish of pure water. Mother quickly set a table with a dish of pure water on it and
went down on her knees before the spirit and begged for forgiveness. In prayer she told him that if he would
forgive her and restore the health of the pig, she would surely use it for sacrifice to him. The pig got well and
mother carried out her promise. There were other stories like this which showed that mother was held in constant
fear of unseen spirits.
But a change was to take place in mother's religion. A certain elderly lady, Mrs. Helen Kim, had been making
frequent calls on mother. She was a sweet and gentle person with poise and quiet manners. She and mother
developed a genuine friendship. Mrs. Kim was a visiting Bible woman who assisted the pastor of the Christian
church. The pastor, being a man, could not visit the women in their homes.
As mother became friendly with Mrs. Kim and heard from her about the Christian message, she became an
earnest seeker after the truths of the Christian religion. She began to see for herself the difference between the
spirits she feared and the God that her friend believed to be her loving Father. Mother never hesitated to change
whenever she found a better way. Being true to herself, she decided to embrace the Christian religion and to leave
the other spirits alone.
Having left this domain to mother and seeing the favorable change in her, father readily agreed to have the
family become Christian. His only remaining concern was,
“What about the ancestral worship?”
Early Protestant churches in Korea declared ancestral worship an idolatry and forbade their members to
continue the practice. Father, like other men, did not feel it right to forsake his ancestors in order to become a
Christian. So father talked about it with mother and decided that they would give up all forms of idolatry in
ancestral worship, which the church rightly condemned. But the spirit of reverence toward the ancestors and the
memory of their noble deeds would be kept alive in the family Instead of the old idolatrous method of ancestral
worship, we always had Christian memorial services on the ancestral dates.
The Sunday after mother and father made their decision, all the members of the family formally attended
church. After the morning service they were accompanied home by the Bible woman, the pastor, and some other
officers of the church. Then out from the gate house came the God of Protection with all his regalia. From the
shelf in the living room came the chest of fine clothes belonging to the Spirit of Welfare. Out from the storehouse
came the straw image of the Spirit of Provision, along with his earthen shrine. The feet of mother and my sisters
were swift and sure bringing out the questionable images and boxes from all corner of the house.
At last father and the pastor came slowly and with dignity, bringing even the tablets of family ancestors from
the shrine. The pile in the center of our courtyard was completed and we all stood in a circle watching the fire
burning up all the idols. As the fire died, the pastor held a service. Several hymns of faith and victory were sung,
Scriptures read, testimonies given, and prayers offered. It was a never-to-be-forgotten experience.
Mother told us that after this experience those spirit which used to bother her and kept her in constant fear
never came near her. They did not appear to her even in her dreams because, she said,
“I have found the one true God and have become His child. He protects me with His power and love. They
dare not come near and bother me any more.”
Mother, like many other women who changed their faith from animism to Christianity, never quite made the
complete transfer from the conception of many spirits to monotheism. However, this does not imply that their
faith in God, the loving Father, was any weaker than the faith of those well versed in theology. As far as I can
remember, ever since mother became a Christian, there was a change in her general attitude toward life. I was too
young to know her inner transformation, but it was on the outside; I could tell she was different. She repeatedly
said to many that she had been dominated too long by fear; but after she found God and knew for herself that she
was the child of a loving Father, there was no more fear in her life.
We saw that mother was depending upon her loving heavenly Father all the time, and her prayer life was
almost constant. There were formal times in the evening before we went to bed and in the morning after we got up
when mother would try to assemble us and have family prayers, and then she offered her own individual prayers
as she went to bed and as she rose in the morning.
But these were more or less routine prayers. As I remember now, her life was a life of constant prayer. Often I
would see her by the side of a wall in a quiet place, or working in the kitchen, or just sitting, with her two hands
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folded and her lips moving in prayer. Sometimes in moments of sudden emergencies she would exclaim, saying,
“Father, help me!” or “Help us!”
Six months after the burning of the idols, on a Sunday morning in 1905, mother had the whole, family dressed
up in new clothes. My baby brother and I were too young to understand, but all the older members had had
consultations and seemed to realize what was going to take place. We were ushered into the big brick church, the
first and the largest Methodist church in Inchon.
We were all seated on the floor in one row near the front; but my father and brothers were on the men’s side,
while mother and my sisters and I were on the women’s side. In the olden days curtains divided the two; but on
this Sunday there were no curtains, we just had to sit on our respective sides. I remember a strange looking man
with a very high nose and deep eyes on the platform, and a still queerer looking woman with light complexion,
yellow hair, and very blue eyes. I could not make out what they were and I could not ask mother any questions,
for the atmosphere was one of reverence and she had warned me beforehand to be very quiet. Both my baby
brother and I behaved very well, to mother’s content.
After a while there was a stir all around and people in white clothes were coming up to the front of the church.
The strange looking lady came to mother and spoke in Korean, telling her to go up to the altar. Father and my
brothers came from the men’s side and mother from the women’s, with all her daughters. Our family was joined
together in a row facing the altar. Pretty soon the man with the high nose stood in front of me saying something I
could not understand and sprinkling water over my head, as he did to all the others in the row. I felt that
something very serious was happening to me. Mother told me later that we were all baptized. Mother and father
had dedicated themselves and all the rest of us to God. From that time on we belonged to God as His children. I
accepted it all then and never thought of anything else.
Right from the time she was converted mother was out doing personal evangelism. One of the stories I love to
tell when I go around preaching in churches is how, in my young days, mother would get us ready to go to church.
She would give us clean clothes and would see that we were all washed, and that each of us had a Bible and hymn
book and our collection money. But there was another thing she would do—she would take one convert to her
church every Sunday. She herself had met Christ, not through a Pauline type of experience, but through the dayby-day personal witness of the Bible woman. And that was the way mother shared her faith with others. Each
week for the remainder of her life she sought to lead one person to Christ.
With baptism, mother and the younger children got new names. A new life began with the new names,
especially for the female folk who, as I have explained before, were not important enough to have their own
personal names. Actually, I had been given a name, but nothing so good that I needed to keep it. So we were all
given new names. Dr. Cable, the minister, accidentally exchanged the names chosen for mother and me when we
were baptized. So mother was Mrs. Dora Pak Kim ever after and I got the name of Helen, which I liked much
better as I grew up. Even my Korean name Kideuk was changed to Whallan, which means “living orchid.” The
professional namers, with all their knowledge of the signs of the zodiac, say that they could not have improved on
my name. Everybody in Korea calls me Kim Whallan, while friends abroad know me as Helen Kim.
The Reverend Cable, who baptized us, and Miss Miller, who helped mother to become a Christian, were the
first Westerners that our family learned to know and respect. So baptism brought the first contact with Western
people as well as with Christian culture, which gave me insight into the possibilities of human life at its highest
level and the motivation to pursue it with all my being. But this was for me to discover gradually in subsequent
years.
Another revolutionary event that took place at home was sending my sisters to school. When mother heard
about the possibility, she was almost as happy as when she first heard about the church. Mother had had to
struggle for her own education. Except among the elite families, girls of mother’s day were not supposed to learn
to read and write. Boys must be taught the arts and letters, but not girls. Household skills were considered
sufficient education for girls, who were usually taught by their mothers in the home. But women like my mother
had a great yearning for education and did almost anything to learn. Some girls stole their education, hiding
behind the screen while their brothers were being taught by hired teachers.
Mother had struggled all alone for her education. A family friend knew her longing and brought her a copy of
the Korean alphabet. Mother virtually devoured it. The Korean language is easy to learn to read and write from
the alphabet. An eager and intelligent mind like mother’s was able to learn and comprehend it without the
assistance of a teacher. But mother’s father was so violently against her learning to read that she had to hide her
text in his presence. She could study only after he had gone away. Many times she was found studying and
punished by him severely, but she never gave up. Somehow she mastered the art of reading and read everything
she could get hold of. She became a person of considerable culture and understanding. When she found that she
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could send her daughters to Christian schools, she remembered her own struggles and suffer ings. She was glad
that a new day had arrived for girls and lost no time in sending all her daughters to school.
In seizing this new opportunity, she was vicariously fulfilling her own aspirations.
My two stepsisters were older and had already married. The next ones, my favorite sister Ellen, and Marion,
were too big to be seen on the streets walking back and forth between our home and the girls’ school near our
church in Inchon. In those days teen-age girls were not allowed to be seen on the streets unless they wore full
capes covering them from head to foot. Only one eye could peep out to see where they were going. It made no
difference how long or short the distances were. Often they went in covered carriage chairs.
So my sisters were sent up to Seoul and put into a boarding school, Ewha Haktang, an unclassified school for
girls, the very first school for girls in all Korea. It was founded by Mrs. Mary F. Scranton, the first missionary of
the Woman’s Foreign Missionary Society of the Methodist Episcopal Church of the United States.
I was small enough to walk on the streets alone and with nothing over my head, so mother sent me to Young Wha, the girls’ school in Inchon. I enjoyed the freedom of going back and forth to school, and the things I learned
at the school were fascinating: the Korean alphabet, Chinese characters, Arabic numerals, songs and stories. In the
evenings I made detailed reports to mother as to what I had learned. She always had a contented look on her face,
and the light of joy in her eyes gave me great encouragement. In her evening prayers she would thank God for
giving her daughters the privilege of learning, which had been denied to her. Her prayers for her two daughters in
Ewha and for the one in Young-Wha were always,
“Father, help them to become better servants of Thine than their mother could ever be.”
On Sunday mornings the family all got up early to go to church. Mother took my older brother John, baby
Paul, and me to Sunday school. The Bible stories and children’s hymns we learned were so interesting and
stimulating that sometimes we went about the rest of the day singing or repeating them.
At Christmas time the Sunday school usually gave a program at the church. Our Sunday school teachers
usually asked us to do anything we could do well, whether it had anything to do with Christmas or not. One year
Mr. Choi, the superintendent, asked me to tell the Korean tale of the donkey egg. The story went something like
this:
One winter night a poor old childless couple huddled together in a warm spot on the floor trying to go to sleep. A
peddler went by their window saying, “Someone please buy my donkey egg. It will be hatched tonight if kept in a
warm spot.” The old couple were curious and decided to buy it. They laid the egg on the warmest spot between them,
covered it up with layers of cotton, and tried to add the warmth of their bodies to it. Soon after midnight they were
startled by the loud and sudden cracking of the shell. Lo and behold, not a donkey but a beautiful child rose out of the
shell! Making a deep bow, the child called them Father and Mother. With great joy the old couple thanked the heavens
for sending them a son.

This story went well on the program and I was asked to tell it many times in other gatherings. One day some of
us from the Sunday school were escorted to the big house of the mayor of Inchon. He had an elegant home with
expensive furniture. He and his family gathered round. Mr. Choi directed us in singing songs and telling stories.
I was asked to repeat the donkey egg story. The mayor was very much pleased and gave us tea and cookies to
eat and presents to take with us. The gift for me was a family of toy chickens: a hen, rooster, and six little chicks.
This was the first manufactured toy I had ever had and the chicken family occupied an important place in my
dollhouse, where I had made everything out of scraps.
*
My first experience of real sadness took place when I was seven years old. In November 1905, following the
Russo-Japanese War, Japan had established a protectorate over Korea and assumed almost complete control of
public functions. One evening after supper my parents talked about the departure of our nine-year-old Prince Eun
Li from Inchon harbor. He had been taken away by force as a hostage by Japanese officers. He struggled and
refused to go. As he was torn away from his family and taken up to the boat, he was so brokenhearted and cried
out so desperately to his mother that everybody at the harbor cried with him.
As I heard this account, something began to stir within me. Tears flowed and would not stop all night long. I
felt so sorry for him and so rebellious against the Japanese who had taken him by force from his mother, his
family, his home, and his country. I had not seen the event at the harbor, but the picture was vivid in my mind.
Although too young to understand all the political implications, the feeling of cruelty and injustice involved was
too sharp and deep ever to be forgotten.
Prince Eun Li returned to Korea recently as an invalid with his Japanese wife and a son, who had married an
American girl while he was studying in the United States. As we know the story, the prince was held in Japan and
was given a Japanese education. The Japanese tried to erase his Korean nationality by marrying him into a
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Japanese family, but we know he kept up his Korean spirit and remained a Korean. Our people have received him
well, and he and his family seem to be very happy.
2
From the year 1906, father’s business had many reverses and mother’s supplementary projects did not bring in
adequate income to depend upon. Our family life could not be maintained and something had to be done. Because
of her strong desire to educate us, mother took the initiative and decided to move up to Seoul.
Of course this decision was made with father’s full consent. He saw that there was not much future for the
family in Inchon and agreed to our moving to Seoul, although he could not join us for the time being. He had to
stay on in Inchon and carry on his business in order to support the family of his oldest son, my step brother, who
had left the farm and followed father to Inchon, bringing his whole family of seven.
He never made a living for himself or for his family on the farm or in the city. On the contrary he caused only
difficulties in father’s business. But father never complained, and helped him and his family even with the last
earnings of his life. He depended upon mother’s resourcefulness and industry to maintain our end of the family up
in Seoul.
Mother’s determination was to find for us in Seoul an opportunity for the best possible education. In the spring
of 1907 the entire family took the train and in an hour arrived at the Seoul station. We were breaking away from
the old homestead, but mother was brave and adventurous and I did not know enough to feel sad. I was only nine
years old. It was my first train ride, so everything was exciting and I felt gay all through the trip. Mother had
given me the responsibility of taking care of one of our bundles, and even though my eyes were constantly
looking for new and interesting sights both within and outside the train, I never let the bundle out of my hands.
Mother led us all to a house she had already rented in a poor section of the city. It was by an open canal just
beyond Ha-Kyo bridge. The house had several rooms, because mother’s plan was to take in boarders. The house
itself compared favorably with the old home in Inchon, but it did not begin to have the spacious courtyard and the
grand view of the sweep of field and stream, of mountain and hillside that we loved so much.
As soon as some order was established in our new home, mother took me to Ewha Haktang. I remember that
the Ewha students called the campus their “Ewha Garden of Pear Blossoms.” In this garden I was given a good
start as one of the smallest pear trees. My two sisters were already boarding there. Mother could not pay my board
and since I was still small enough, I walked back and forth to school as I had done in Inchon. Here at the school I
found my second home, with a great deal of space and with all the playmates I needed. Every morning before
school and each afternoon after lessons, Bessie Lim and Qui-up Kim and I had the time of our lives on the
playground, playing hide and seek, hopscotch, and jumping the rope.
One day when I returned home later than usual after having played overtime, mother welcomed me in a very
unusual manner. She was in the kitchen with a stick to poke the fire when I entered the gate. She greeted me with
a whack with that stick and scolded me for coming home late when she needed me so badly at home. She was
almost crying.
I felt surprised and sorry rushed about and tried to help with the household chores, feeling that mother’s
trouble was not just my being late. She calmed down very quickly, but was very quiet and serious all through the
evening meal.
Family conversation after the meal revealed that everything had gone wrong that day and that mother was
facing a serious problem financially. Later in the evening her special and tender attention reassured me of her
love. This was the only time mother had ever been angry with me or given me a whipping. As a matter of fact, my
married sisters had always complained about mother’s laxity with my discipline compared to her former sternness
with them. Mother would always say,
“But she is a good girl; I don’t need to scold or punish her.”
Mother’s financial affairs were going from bad to worse and she could no longer afford to keep both of my
sisters in the dormitory. At the same time, the school was getting so crowded that the administration felt the need
of screening the students. In this process sister Marion had to leave, for she just could not make the grades. For
sister Ellen, mother had to face a choice between marriage and further studies. Ellen’s teachers at school had
praised her work highly and had planned for her further studies abroad. Miss Lulu E. Frey, our Principal,
recognized her leadership qualities and wanted her to take further training instead of getting married.
On the other hand, a middleman had been coming to Ellen and to mother bringing an urgent re quest for
marriage from a would-be groom. As was usual in such cases, there was no romance on the part of either party;
but out of pure calculation the request was sent and received. After days of indecision both mother and Ellen,
considering her age and our family financial condition, decided in favor of the wedding.
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My mother was determined for me to continue in school, but she felt that I was getting too big now to walk
back and forth. So she took this problem to Miss Frey. One day after school our class teacher called the names of
three of us and took us to the Principal’s office. We did not know what was going to happen and were very much
afraid. We had seen Miss Frey from a distance when she led chapel exercises but never had been close to her. She
was tall and had deep blue eyes and curly hair. But her nose was not so big or so prominent as that of other
Westerners. Among ourselves we used to whisper that our Principal could pass as an Oriental if we looked at her
nose only. There was no definite reason for us to be afraid of her, but we were. Partly it was because we were
taught to stay away from our superiors and elders out of respect, which was almost synonymous with fear.
When my turn came, Miss Frey motioned to me, looking at me through her glasses. She asked my name and
then said,
“Do you like your studies?”
“Yes,” was my quick reply. Then she pulled me still closer to her saying,
“Don’t be afraid.”
She looked at me closely. I was almost trembling by this time. Then nodding her head and smiling, she told me
I could leave. The next day our class teacher told me that Miss Frey had decided to take me as a scholarship
student and that I was to come into the dormitory that weekend.
Mother was very happy at the news and made preparations. She provided bedding, towels, a washbasin, a set
of rice and soup bowls with spoon and chopsticks, all new, and a chest for my clothes and other private be longings. It was necessary for mother to hire a man with an A-frame. The customary way to carry a heavy burden
upon one’s back is to use this wooden frame, made into the shape of the letter A. Two sticks pro truding out
several inches in the middle support and keep the burden in place. The A-frame is still used all over Korea.
So the man with my baggage on his A-frame, mother, and I walked together one Saturday afternoon to the
dormitory. The matron and the “big sister” of the room to which I was assigned met us. I had been to this dormi tory before to see sister Ellen and everything had looked very nice and cozy then. But this time when I came there
to live, things looked different. Mother left me in good hands, but that first night, sleeping in strange surroundings
and away from mother, I was painfully lonesome. Homesick tears flowed down upon my pillow much of the
night.
Soon I got used to the dormitory life. My roommates became good friends and we loved our big sister. She was
Eva Syn who had been a devoted friend of my sister Ellen. She took me as her responsibility. Over every weekend
I had to wash my dress for the coming week. Eva Syn usually helped me, often doing the actual work herself.
My dress used to be colorful, a bright pink cho-gori with green or blue chima, or vice versa. The material was
of cotton cloth. In wintertime the cho-gori was padded with a layer of cotton for warmth. After a week’s wear I
had to take the outside and the lining apart before washing them. Usually the outside material had to be re-dyed.
After the material had been washed and dyed, I had to go through the process of ironing by beating it with two
round sticks on a large flat stone. This process not only ironed but also added glaze and stiffness to the material.
Then I rolled the material over a large round post and beat it again to take out the stiffness and add more glaze.
The sound of this ironing is rhythmical when you hear it from a distance. Poets have written about the music of
this sound coming through the paper windows of a country home from which shines the dim light of a kerosene
lamp.
After the ironing was finished, I had to sew the different parts together again, with the layer of cotton in
between. This was my usual weekend chore.
For my weekly hot bath Eva Syn carried water from the big caldron on the lower level of the kitchen up to the
adjoining bathroom where wooden tubs were placed in corners behind curtains. When I protested, she always said
that I was too small to carry the heavy bucket full of water and that she was doing it for me in place of my sister
Ellen. Whenever she had some extra candy or fruit she never forgot me. While I ate heartily she would pat my
back and smile, her love shining out of her tiny bright eyes.
Bessie and Qui-up were also living in the dormitory and we three became inseparable playmates. There was no
corner around the buildings on the compound where our feet did not reach for play and mischief.
Our mood of play was extended into the classrooms. One of the teachers in Chinese classics had a small tumor
on top of his head, which was mostly bald. His nickname was Hok-boori, tumor pinnacle. One afternoon after
assigning us a lesson, he told us to study and memorize it, then sat down and began to nod his head from
sleepiness. It was too good a chance! The three of us got together quickly, rolled and folded a small piece of paper
and threw it at the “tumor pinnacle.” We made it and the class roared with laughter as he touched his head with his
startled hand. We should have been punished but he just smiled and dismissed the class. For the following days
we three culprits were expecting discipline from some source but it never came.
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However, much play and little work brought down our grades to a dangerous level. I barely escaped failing that
year. This taught me a lesson and I began to do some serious work.
*
While I was vacationing at my sister Ellen’s home during the summer of 1910, the terrible woe fell upon us.
On the twenty-ninth of August the annexation of Korea to Japan was announced. My brother-in-law, Dal-Ha Kim,
had gone to his office in the Government. He came back early in the afternoon and he went straight to his room,
tore off his official garments and knelt by his desk, wailing. In our own places and rooms, sitting or standing, the
entire household, including callers, wept with him bitterly. Suddenly a friend came in from the streets saying,
“Stop crying and be quiet.” He said that our army had gone to the mountains for guerrilla warfare, refusing to
be disarmed, and that the police and gendarmes were everywhere, watching and arresting rebellious citizens. We
should not make so much noise.
From that day on we had no freedom even to weep when we felt like it; and devotion for our country and our
people, oppressed and suppressed by an alien power, took deep roots within my being. With patriotism, hatred and
bitterness for anything Japanese grew side by side, until only a supernatural Power could help me to overcome it
years later. There is nothing worse that could happen to any people than to be enslaved and subjugated by another
people. The effect of the national tragedy of 1910 was like casting a black veil over the heads of the entire people
throughout the whole peninsula.
Young as well as old felt the curse of this great evil. Our hearts were sore, but we could go on to school.
Continuing in our studies helped us to maintain steady nerves and high hopes for the future. Within us the
determination to study well and work hard to free our people grew stronger and stronger. By the time I graduated
from the secondary department of Ewha Haktang in 1913, this serious purpose for life was well established. After
graduation I hoped to go right on through the college preparatory year and then on to the regular four-year college
course.
My father had a long illness that year and we were not sure that he was out of danger the day I graduated.
When I visited him at his sickbed and told him I was planning to go to college, he said emphatically,
“No!”
In his physical weakness he lapsed back into the old conservative world of ideas and customs. He said I was
already of marriageable age and going to school for five more years was unthinkable; I should stay at home and
become skilled in household arts in preparation for marriage. Unless I obeyed him, he said, I was no longer his
daughter or he my father.
What a crisis this presented! How could I disobey the stern command of father on his sickbed? On the other
hand, how could I stop going to school when I was just beginning to experience the enriching influence of
education?
My determination to prepare myself through education to serve my people and my nation was getting stronger
every day. The marriage problem father spoke of had not occurred to my mind in the least. The over all life
purpose, already well established in my consciousness, was a sweepingly great one; and the question of marriage
had no chance to attract my attention. Having had no contacts with any male outside of my family, there had been
no occasion for encountering a real experience of falling in love, which might have posed an actual problem of
choice between career and marriage to me. Only the one road of further studies and on to a life of service was
open to me, and I decided to take it.
At this time serious minded students were convinced that the way to become equipped to serve our country
was through education. We were moved by our purpose to help free our country from the domination of an alien
government, and we felt at the same time that this was also the purpose of God for our people. To serve our
country and to serve God seemed to be one and the same in our aspirations and in our efforts.
Father did not understand the new position a girl could take in Korea, and I could not argue with him in his
weakness. Even so, I was torn to pieces as I thought of disobeying my father. Mother saw the struggle within me,
the choice between the old way of absolute obedience to father and the new way of following one’s own
conscience, even in the case of a daughter. She came to the rescue. She took me to an other room and told me that
father would think differently when he got his strength back; she would make it all right with him.
“Go ahead with your studies. You are the youngest daughter, and there is no one after you to be held up in
marriage. If that is your teachers’ advice, and you want it, there is no reason why you shouldn’t go to college.”
Relieved and comforted by mother, I went back to school the next day.
During the year something decisive happened to my soul. As mother used to say, I was ordinarily a good girl.
Mother at home and the wonderful missionary teachers at school had never neglected my Christian upbringing. I
was one of a small group of ten or twelve girls who had met with a teacher in a King’s Daughters Circle every
Sunday morning. This was followed by Sunday school, morning and evening worship, and other services
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throughout the week. Every year after Christmas vacation some famous preacher came and held special religious
services. Through the years I had observed these religious practices but they held no special meaning or
significance for me. Without my realizing it, my religion was a nominal acceptance of a set of frozen dogmas and
was expressed in a routine of lifeless exercises.
This year when the preacher asked us to confess our sins, I began to feel rebellious. Why was he taking us all
as sinners? I had no sin to confess. I had done no stealing, no lying, and no injustice to anyone. On the other hand,
as he kept telling us we must confess our sins and be pardoned and that we would know our sins if we prayed, I
felt disturbed both in mind and heart and lost the sense of security and poise I had had hitherto. At last I could
stand it no longer; I either had to get at the reality of religion or else give up altogether the mean ingless and
therefore hypocritical observances of religious practices.
At this point I remembered and took the preacher’s suggestion and began to pray as I had never prayed before.
I asked God, if He existed, to reveal to me the truth concerning what the preacher, His messenger, told us—that
we were all sinners who must be redeemed by Christ. I struggled and prayed this prayer all night long.
Suddenly the illumination came to me that my sins were pride, self-will, and hatred for the Japanese. I fell
upon the floor and asked God to forgive all my sins committed against Him. I immediately felt His forgiveness.
This was followed by a remarkable vision. I seemed to see Him take the three bags of my sins away, showing
me what to do the rest of my life. He pointed out to me a big dug-out moat where a mass of Korean women were
crying out for help with their hands outstretched from the haze and confusion that covered them.
The whole vision was very real to me. This must have been what is usually called a spiritual awakening. From
that time on, my life has been directed by God’s hand toward the one course of humble service to the womanhood
of my country and the emancipation of the women of the world. I could ask of my religion no other reality than
His presence with me throughout life.
*
After such an experience, the different studies at school began to be more interesting and stimulating than
before. Geology and astronomy opened up a new world full of wonder and amazement. Geometry and
trigonometry gave me the sheer joy of conquering the unknown. When I asked what followed in this field my
teacher’s answer was calculus. I wanted to study that. Miss Frey was wiser and said,
“No, you have had enough in mathematics. You should sample other areas of knowledge.”
I was introduced to chemistry and physics, music, art, and some household skills. I liked music so much that I
wanted to go ahead and continue its study, but our favorite and only teacher suddenly left to be married and we
had no more music lessons for a long time.
We had a little bit of many things, but our major course was English language and literature taught by
American teachers. The language was hard but not impossible to learn. The literature was difficult to understand
because our historical background and social customs were so different from those depicted in the English
classics, both prose and poetry. Our study of European and American history was a great revelation of a part of
the world which we had not known much about before. We were denied formal studies in Korean history by the
Japanese authorities.
At the close of my college preparatory year, in the spring of 1914, an historic event took place in Chung Dong
church—our leading Methodist church in Seoul. The occasion was Ewha’s first college graduation.
I sat among Ewha students watching breathlessly as the first three women college graduates marched in
wearing caps and gowns. Alice Kim, Marsook Syn, and Dorothy Lee made up the trio of graduates. Everyone was
proud of them as potential leaders in the nation. The audience rose and stood in silence. It was a scene that had
never before taken place in Korea. For girls to go to college and graduate and enter into professions was an
unheard of thing. As the three girls took their seats on the platform and so ably performed throughout the
commencement exercises, thrills ran up and down my back and tears rolled down upon my cheeks. I looked
around and saw that others were crying too, even some men. These were tears of joy for the accomplishments of
girls so long neglected and looked down upon. There was rejoicing over the fact that Korean women were proving
that they too are capable of higher education, and of realizing opportunities for better life and greater achievements.
Everyone present felt the unexpressed nationalistic aspiration that all the youth of Korea, girls and boys, would
receive higher education and someday throw off the burden of colonial power. For us no experience of any
significance ever transpired without being connected psychologically with the sad and bitter fact of an alien rule.
We all admired and loved Miss Lulu Frey for the courageous stand she was taking on our behalf. Miss Frey
was the person who had had the vision of a woman’s college in Korea. In spite of opposition she had held on to
her vision and had worked to fulfill it.
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In 1915, when I was in the sophomore class, our total college enrollment was only five—two freshmen, one
sophomore, one junior, and one senior. In my own class, four of us had started together, but in a year or two the
others dropped out on account of health or marriage. This gave good support to those opposed to Miss Frey’s
efforts to build up a college for women in Korea. Even some of her missionary associates argued that the time was
not yet ripe for a woman’s college. Why should the time of so many teachers be wasted on such a small group? It
would be better to concentrate on the hundreds and thousands of children not yet even in the primary grades.
Miss Frey held her ground. She was so right in her persistent idea that Korean women leaders were needed in
all fields, and that they should be trained in Korea. She had already tried training a few by sending them abroad,
and knew from experience that the better way was to do it within their own country. So she stood firm against all
opposition and obstacles and carried on with a handful of students. Gradually the enrollment in creased, and for
thirty years, a whole generation, Ewha College served the women of Korea as the only institution of higher
education for women.
The dreams of Miss Frey inspired others, and young women from the United States volunteered to come to
Ewha as teachers. The first three were Jeannette Walter, Olive Pye, and Grace Harmon. Their arrival meant a new
program and a new life for our college. A vigorous program of physical culture was started. Regular gymnastic
exercises, tennis, basketball for girls! These were revolutionary steps. Our skirts which had been tied tightly
around our chests by long bands were now suspended from loose bodices to hang from the shoulders. This gave
room for our breathing organs to grow and expand. Skirts were shortened, freeing our legs to walk and run
naturally. We were enthusiastic over everything that these new young teachers taught, and physical freedom was
thoroughly enjoyed through all kinds of sports, games, and drills.
I became very sick that winter with a severe case of pleurisy. This presented a serious problem to my teachers.
If I had to drop out of school, a whole class would vanish. Not only for my sake, but for the college as well, the
entire staff worked hard to restore my health. Miss Walter who was in charge of the health program, helped to
nurse me day and night, while Dr. Van Buskirk, a wonderful missionary doctor at Severance Hospital, gave all the
necessary treatments to help me. In time I did get better and returned to classes but re mained an invalid all
through the term, for the illness had affected my lungs and left me weak and sickly. The doctor ruled out all
physical exertion. No more sports and exercise in the gymnasium were allowed.
All the scholarship students were assigned some work in the dormitory. I could still wait at the tables one day a
week, but was not allowed to do any heavy cleaning. Instead, the teachers gave me the responsibility of ring ing
the bell—at five thirty in the morning, for every class hour during the day, three times a day for meals, for
evening study hours, and at ten at night for going to bed. It was sad to give up the joy of physical activities, but
through this adversity I gained to a certain degree the habit of punctuality.
Fresh air and good food were the other two orders from the doctor. These were difficult to obtain in dormitory
life. The food in the dormitory was good, but not adequate for an invalid. Ordinarily five or six girls slept together
in one small room and the air could not stay fresh very long. Miss Walter with her ingenuity soon devised ways
and means. To supplement the food, she ordered our dormitory nurse, Mrs. Hanna Park, to give me two softboiled eggs every morning. At night she had me come down to her kitchen and eat an extra bowl of hot soup
before going to bed. This was the kitchen for the missionary teachers who lived in one of the wings of the main
hail.
For fresh air she set up a cot on a small side porch with a southeast exposure. There were doors out from her
bedroom and from Miss Frey’s. She had me sleep there the year round, with heavy bedding and hot water bottles
in winter. Miss Frey’s room was nearest to our dormitory, so I went to bed through her room and out to the porch.
When coughing spells attacked me, Miss Walter used to come out of her room and help relieve the strain. Under
such love and care I had every chance to rebuild good health as well as to continue my studies.
Like many others in their late teens, I began to think over questions about life and death and their meaning.
The first time I faced this big problem was at the death of my little brother from diphtheria. This occurred a year
before my illness. For days I could not stand the thought of my brother being laid away in the cold ground. Then
in a few months my sister Marion died after giving birth to her first son. These two tragedies in my family made
me think seriously for the first time about life and death. Mother was very brave and told me not to grieve. When I
asked her “What is death?” her answer was,
“When Confucius was asked the same question he said, ‘Man does not know what life is, how can he know
what death is?’” Then she added,
“God knows best and they are in His hands. We need only believe and wait for the day we meet them again in
Heaven.”
Mother’s words and attitude toward this family tragedy helped me to accept it without further questions, but I
was determined to find out in time the why of suffering and death.
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*
The outbreak of World War I in 1914 was another reason why so many students tended to become serious It
was true that we were far away from the actual scene but every bit of news was absorbed. Even in my immature
mind questions arose again and again: Why would intelligent men go to war on such a big scale? Couldn’t they
settle their disputes by negotiations or by legal procedures? Why would civilized and, furthermore, so-called
Christian nations resort to force, killing off cach other instead of sitting around a table and calmly talking through
and resolving their differences? What is the real meaning of civilization? Is there any difference between the
Christian and non-Christian nations? Is Western civilization as seen through this war what we really want?
Such questions kept rising in our minds all through the war years.
My senior year in the college department began on April 1, 1917. The enrollment at Ewha on the lower and
secondary levels was increasing rapidly and the dormitory and classrooms were all full to overflowing We were
crowded everywhere. The college had no building of its own, having been crowded out by large high school
classes. College classes met mostly in the bedroom corners of our teachers.
But no one complained. We were too grateful for the opportunity to go to college and too happy to be learning
something new and interesting every day. My health improved and I was able to ring the bells faithfully.
From the early spring days flowers adorned our campus. Forsythia, azaleas, lilacs, and peonies bloomed in
succession and were at their best on May 31, when we had the May Day exercises. This was and still is the great
annual event celebrating Founder’s Day. Every year we began the May Day celebration with a grand march of the
entire student body in white dresses, symbolic of white pear blossoms. This was followed by the crowning of the
May Queen. Then all kinds of drills and musical numbers and sometimes scenes from operas or dramas made up
the program.
In selecting the May Queen, the senior classes of all the different departments elected their own choices. Then
a faculty committee composed of members not belonging to any particular department made the final choice of
May Queen from the list of candidates submitted by the students. This year the problem was a grave one, for I
was the only college senior. My looks could never fit a May Queen, but the authorities decided to make me one. I
had no proper clothes to wear, so Miss Walter went to her Korean friend, Mrs. Mary Sohn, and borrowed a
beautiful silk dress of light aquamarine. Somebody else’s white shoes were borrowed. Instead of a long Korean
braid, my hair was put up in Grecian style. Having been dressed to look like a queen I walked in the long line with
a beautiful bouquet in my arms, surrounded by flower maids, and stepped up on the throne to be crowned. Thus I
was a May Queen once in my lifetime by virtue of being the only senior!
The summer and autumn months passed by swiftly without very unusual events, and it was possible to
concentrate more upon my studies. By this time I found reading in English literature very rewarding. For this
purpose the summer vacation was too short. When the winter term began in January 1918 my life purpose was
coming into sharper focus in my thinking. I had already joined the small group of student volunteers as one of the
initial members. I pledged to go whenever and wherever God wanted me to serve in His name.
“Where He leads me, I will follow” was our group song. I had translated it into Korean and we sang it together
each time we met, meaning every word in its deepest sense. Graduation was coming the following March, and
knew I was going to follow God’s lead. I was so anxious to start on my life of service that I wished the time
would fly and bring the graduation time closer.
At this time mother was a Bible woman in much demand. She served in many churches in several districts of
the Seoul area. The pay she received was not enough even to pay for the shoes she was wearing out walking all
the time over the difficult roads. And it was out of this meager income that she tried to help provide my clothes.
My sister Ellen helped some as long as she was in Seoul, but soon after annexation her family had moved to
Peking to live in exile. So when graduation came I had no money and no dress for the occasion.
By close inspection of what I had, I found an old cotton dress yellowed with age. Very thorough washing and
good ironing made the old dress seem new. Someone asked me whether or not I had a new silk dress! Again my
braid of hair had to be put up to go with the cap I was to wear. To match the rest I must have foreign-style shoes,
or so everyone advised.
As I was pondering how to manage it a friend came to my rescue. She knew about a pair of secondhand shoes I
could get and pay for after I began to draw a salary. I seized the chance and agreed to pay in three installments,
beginning in April. I had already entered upon a contract to teach at Ewha after graduation. Even the secondhand
shoes would cost my full month’s salary of seven yen. The shoes were decent enough, but were long boots laced
up over the ankles. This made it possible to help them stay on but they were very old-fashioned looking even in
1918. However, they were Western shoes and my long dress and academic gown covered them up mostly. So,
apparel-wise, I was all ready for commencement day.
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Our graduation exercises took place on March 18, 1918, at seven o’clock in the evening. Chung Dong Church
was full again. The twenty-seven graduates from high school, seven from the kindergarten normal training school,
two from college preparatory, and I from the college marched in. I was the fifth college graduating class. There
was not the same thrill that we all experienced at the first commencement five years before, but again we all were
conscious of the new dignity and status that women were gaining in Korea. To us who were graduates, it was a
very important occasion. A college graduate was expected to deliver a speech. Mine was on the subject “The
Relation of Higher Education to the Home.” It was given in both the Korean and English languages.
Thus I became a teacher, a career woman, very young and serious minded. The day I had waited for so long
had arrived, the day when I could begin to give as I had received. I could love my people and serve my country in
reality and not only in thought.
3
Mansei! Mansei! Mansei!
Men, women, and children were out in the streets of Seoul shouting with uplifted hands. Ten Thousand Years!
Long Live Our Korean Independence! It was March first, the day that went down in Korean history as the date of
the 1919 Independence Uprising.
Ever since the Japanese annexation in 1910, no Korean had a stronger desire than for his country’s
independence. Like a leaven this yearning pervaded all of life. In spite of suppression, Korean nationalism grew.
Korean leaders in exile had formed a provisional government in Shanghai and carried on political activities for
our independence. Dr. Syngman Rhee was named as the first president of the provisional government. He
organized and headed the Korean Commission in Washington, D.C., and tried to keep the Korean issue alive
among the political circles of the world. Later he continued to work from his Honolulu base. Organizations of
patriotic Koreans were formed everywhere in order to collect funds for the independence movement.
Within Korea itself there was a well organized underground. Professors, church leaders, students, all had a
part. In countries where normal conditions exist and the welfare of the nation is in the hands of competent leaders,
students do not need to stop their studies and participate to a great extent in national movements.
But the situation was different in Korea. Without the advance of higher education, leaders were few. People
who had never had educational opportunities looked to the student groups, and the students themselves felt the
weight of responsibility for leadership of the people.
So as one who had just graduated from college, I too was involved. In the underground organization I received
funds from schools and churchwomen’s groups and relayed them to the top level committee, which in turn
dispatched the funds for independence activities abroad. My instructions were never to open up and count the
money in the packages nor ask the names of those who brought them or of those who took them. To this day I do
not know how much money went through my hands, or the names of the ever-changing individuals who brought
and took the packages.
We were so absorbed in our own problems that we hardly knew how World War I was progressing. Then late in
the fall of 1918 came the news of the Armistice and something about President Wilson’s Fourteen Points as the
basis for the Armistice. We were not able to get any copies of President Wilson’s speech or to compre hend the full
intent of all its points; but the two phrases—self-determination of all peoples, strong or weak, and the
independence of Poland—were enough to raise our hopes high for our own independence. It seemed that a new
world of justice and righteousness had emerged out of the chaos of World War I and that the greatest hero was
President Wilson. From grade school children up, all Koreans felt that independence for us also was just around
the corner. If only we could make known to the world our desire for independence, we would surely have it.
Our leaders began to get busy. All other organizations having been dissolved by the Japanese, the representatives of religious groups decided to lead the independence movement. Mr. Son Pyung-hi, representing Chundoism; Mr. Ham Tai-young, the Christian churches; and Mr. Paik-Yong-sung, the Buddhists, got together and
decided to mobilize the adherents of their respective religions. Leaders in the provinces were contacted, and
student and women’s underground movements were notified and activated.
Mr. Choi Nam-sun, one of our eminent scholars in the field of Korean history and literature, drafted the
Declaration of Independence. Previously the top leaders in their secret meetings had generally agreed on the
principles and ideas to be incorporated in the document. So his draft was accepted almost without revision. The
principles of non-retaliation and of non-violence were emphasized. The whole idea was to declare our rights and
to appeal to the conscience of the world, including Japan. The thirty-three leaders, led by Mr. Son Pyunghi, signed
the historic document.
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At two o'clock in the afternoon of March 1, 1919, these thirty-three representatives met in Tai-Wha Restaurant,
located in the very center of the old walled city of Seoul, and held a brief ceremony to emphasize this significant
event in Korean history. After the ceremony they telephoned the Japanese police, informing them where they were
and what they had done.
Simultaneously in Pagoda Park the student representatives and younger citizens of Seoul met together to
announce the Declaration of Independence. Kim Won Pyuk, the student leader, stood out and announced the
opening of the solemn occasion and read through the Declaration, followed by three cheers, Mansei! Mansei!
Mansei! The students started out in orderly fashion to parade through the streets of Seoul. Citizens joined them at
every corner waving either the old flags, cherished and hidden away for a long time, or new flags made at the
peril of their lives by different underground groups.
At the same hour on the same day similar events proclaiming the Declaration of Independence took place in
other parts of Korea—Pyungyang, Hae-ju, Eui-ju, Kil-ju, Won-ju, Chun-ju, Chin-ju, Suh-san. These were
followed by similar events in hundreds of towns and in thousands of villages. The movement went like wild fire
sweeping over hills and valleys in dry weather.
However, the peaceful and orderly demonstrations of the people were met with bayonets, imprisonment, and
torture by the Japanese police and gendarmerie. The harmless mansei shouts were silenced and the Korean flags
were no longer seen on the streets. As far as outward appearances were concerned, Japanese force had succeeded
in putting down the Korean independence movement. The leaders were all in prison, or scattered and gone
underground.
According to the statistics of the Japanese police of that time, more than twenty-three thousand Koreans were
killed or wounded, and slightly less than forty-seven thousand were imprisoned. But no amount of pain and
suffering could dim the ever shining hope of independence within the hearts and minds of the people, or kill the
burning desire to continue to work for it openly or in secret.
At Ewha the big gate had been strongly bolted on the day of the uprising to make it impossible for any Students to
get out and participate in the street demonstrations. But before noon many were at the gate demanding that the
gateman open it for them. As soon as the teachers were aware of this, our Principal and others came and tried to
persuade the students not to leave the campus. Persuasion failed and the girls started to force their way out. Miss
Frey stood by the bolted gate, facing them with her arms outstretched to make sure that none would pass.
“Well, girls, you will go out over my dead body,” she said.
When the girls saw how determined Miss Frey was, some of them returned to their rooms in the dormitory, but
a few climbed the walls at points not easily visible and went out to join the independence march. In spite of Miss
Frey’s protest, more and more of the students left to participate in the demonstrations. Many were taken to prison.
In a few days, because of the unsettled conditions, the school was recessed and the girls went home, but not to
sit idly. They became leaders of the independence movement up and down the country. One of them was the
famous Yu Kwan-soon, only sixteen years old, who died in prison after carrying the movement to her home town,
Chi-ryung-ri, and all the surrounding villages. Soon the police suspected and arrested some of the Korean teachers
as leaders behind the scenes. Two of them were my closest friends, Miss Induk Pahk and Miss Julia Syn.
After these two friends were taken to prison, I knew that I must go into hiding. My acts, if found out, would
result in heavy punishment not only for myself but also for others involved. My health was too poor to survive the
tortures and privations of imprisonment, which was sure to come. My friends made arrangements for my escape.
At first even my parents did not know where I was.
Miss Marie Church, a young missionary teacher, took the responsibility of taking me by rickshaw to the home
of a secretary of the British Bible Society in Song-wol Dong, a suburb of Seoul. I was disguised as a traditional
sewing woman and amah. I played with the three small children of the family and attended to their needs. While
they were at school I sewed.
I do not remember a single thing I made on the sewing machine, for my mind was preoccupied by the activities
of the independence movement. Especially burdened was my heart as I kept hearing the news of my friends in
prison. They were receiving extra beatings on my account. Through the window where I sat to sew I could see the
prison in the distance. The mental agony was almost unendurable. Many a time I sought for the chance to escape
and offer myself to the police. It seemed as though suffering in prison with my friends would be light compared to
my mental anguish because of the physical comfort I was enjoying at the cost of their added tortures.
My health suffered under the strain, and the old lung trouble returned. My sickness was never diagnosed with
the accuracy doctors employ now, but it was considered to be tuberculosis. Miss Church moved me back to the
campus and hid me in a room in the empty college building which used to be called Sontag Hotel. She was the
only one who knew where I was, bringing my meals and nursing me as much as she could without arousing
suspicion. At night the big building seemed bigger and emptier than in the daytime; but I lay there alone, sleeping
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most of the time and praying when awake. I was able to regain my peace of mind and to leave the care of my
friends and the problem of our independence in God’s hands.
A secret meeting was arranged with Dr. Van Buskirk, who proved pessimistic concerning my recovery. He had
been so successful in treating me before, that I was sure he could help me to get well again. I was dis appointed
and discouraged when he said that there was no medicine or treatment he could suggest. He was ready to dismiss
me when he added,
“You might try sunshine. Lie in the sun and let it penetrate into your painful sides.”
This would be a slow and uncertain process, and during that time I would not be able to do any work. But I had
the conviction that God still had work for me to do and that He was not going to let me die. I felt that if I did my
part, my health would surely return.
Miss Church could no longer keep me under her care, so mother and father took me to the summer home of
their good friends, Mr. and Mrs. Chang, in Sung-puk Dong, a hilly suburb of Seoul. There was an orchard on the
sloping side of the garden facing southeast. It was early in May and the sun was beginning to be warm. Every
morning after breakfast my parents carried me a little way up the slope and had me lie there taking the sunbath as
long as I could stand it. Mother looked after the housekeeping and cooked different dishes for me to try. We were
still a poor family and could not afford any outside help. So father was my nurse, a surprisingly good one. All the
little details he anticipated and attended to for my comfort were beyond my expectations. Such tender love and
care and the daily sunbath changed the course of my illness. Slowly but surely my appetite came back and
strength returned. At the end of five months I was a different person.
All through my illness I never felt impatience or complained, because I knew there was some lesson I needed
to learn through this experience. I felt peace in my heart and was confident that everything was in God’s hands.
This assurance of God’s providence and the conviction that He had work for me to do and would see me through
until I had accomplished it remained with me all through my life.
Word came that Miss Frey was leaving on furlough and wished to see me before she went. Under cover of
darkness, mother took me back to Ewha where I saw only Miss Frey and my doctor. After an examination of my
sun-tanned body, the doctor said that I had baked away the terrible disease.
This was the last time I saw Miss Frey. She went on furlough and died the following year with cancer. Ewha
College was started by her hand in 1910. She carried it on without the slightest doubt that Korean women, given
an opportunity, in time would become educated leaders within their own country and would make con tributions to
the life of women all over the world. She kept her vision and worked the rest of her life to realize it.
In the meantime my two friends and several of the other imprisoned women were let out on bail. The Japanese
government replaced the Military Governor with a civilian Governor-General who used “more lenient policies” in
dealing with the Korean people. Schools were reopening in September.
Being well again, I wanted to return to my teaching post at Ewha. Others thought that I had better remain in
hiding a while longer. Still disguised in old-fashioned dress and hairdo, I went to the village of Tang-woo-ri in
Jaw-in County to help in the educational program of the church. In the mornings we had the church kindergarten,
and regular school classes in the afternoons for the younger girls. The program was strenuous but it was good to
be doing something after so many months of idleness. The beauty and richness of country life during harvest
season made a lasting impression upon my memory.
When the cold weather began in December, neither the kindergarten nor the girls’ classes could be continued
for lack of heat. I was tired and needed rest, so back to Seoul and home was a welcome release.
Early in January I returned to Ewha, for everyone agreed that conditions were more normal in Korea and that it
would be safe for me to come out of hiding.
*
The work program and the general situation at Ewha remained the same, but we were not the same persons.
We were no longer docile and helpless people who accepted passively the injustices done to us. We sought
indirect ways of expressing our patriotism. We did the ordinary work with a new motive. We would do everything
well which would in the long run help us gain independence. Life and work took on a new meaning. In the
summer of 1920, we heard that in India the great man of “soul force,” Mahatma Gandhi, was leading the populace
in a nationwide movement of nonviolence and non-cooperation with British rule. The masses in both Korea and
India had broken out against alien injustice and for their rights to personal liberty and national freedom.
We had to do something to express our devotion to the country. Direct actions for our national independence
would get us nowhere. While within the country the movement was being trampled down by the iron heel of
Japanese militarism, our repeated appeals to the international leaders and organizations of that time found no
sympathetic response. Our problem was considered by them as solely a domestic concern of Japan.
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This indifference of the outside world to our independence movement was something we could hardly
understand. Our assumption that the declarations of President Wilson would be applied and implemented in all
international relations was all wrong, and because of this we felt discouraged and forsaken when the news reached
us that our representative was denied attendance at the Paris Conference. However, we were determined to pursue
the road toward independence until we achieved it. We were fully aware that our course of action included no
violence and that we were doing wrong to no one. We were simply asserting our own rights.
Except for a few leaders who went into exile in other countries, we all remained within the country. Already
the civic leaders were getting ready to organize Sin-kanhoi, a new association for the betterment of our society. It
had to be nonpolitical and only social in character, but all the leaders had the secret motive of turning it into
political use whenever the opportunity afforded itself. Women’s groups within and without the churches were
feeling their way toward finding something to do for their country.
Infused with this deep-seated patriotism and renewed zeal, we finished the winter and spring terms at Ewha.
Full three months of summer vacation were near at hand. We got busy planning how best to put this time to use.
An idea came. The Korean people were mostly nonreligious, with only a few Christians among them. We at Ewha
were devout Christians, with a certain sense of mission. Legally we had religious freedom and could hold services
without restrictions. The idea was to form an Ewha evangelistic band and tour the country, preaching everywhere
we went. Seven members composed the team: Esther Hong, Pauline Kim, Hannah Kim, Sungduk Youn, Sindo
Kim, Aieun Kim, and myself.
We could all sing and preach, or give our own testimony. Our talks had individual and social appeal, usually
ending up with a highly patriotic note, for the ideals of human dignity and social justice are so linked with
Christian teaching and practice that they are inseparable.
“Christ died for us. We too must be willing to live or to die for our people if necessary. The welfare of the
people, their health and education, their economic and social betterment should be our supreme concern.” Such
was the gist of the message.
Everywhere we went the churches were crowded and the meetings had to be held outdoors. Response from the
people was beyond our dreams. In Sunchun, before the evening meeting was over more than five hundred raised
their hands to show determination to follow Christ and serve their countrymen. This continued in town after town.
But before we reached the last town on our first northwest trip between Seoul and Eui-ju, Japanese police began
to take notice. They started to attend every meeting we held and to make notes on our speeches, interrupting quite
often by saying,
“Stop, that’s an improper thing to say.”
When we reached An-ju we met with strong resistance. Before I was half through speaking, the police stopped
me altogether and took me to their police station. With a whip on the table between us, the police chief began to
question me. After the usual questions and answers he struck the table with all his might and raised his voice. I
knew he was trying to scare me out of my wits; but all the time, I was praying for the right words to say. He
shouted a question at me,
“Why do you try to instigate the people to another independence uprising?”
He was trying to trap me into a made-up case through my own words. My straight answer was,
“I do no such thing. You misinterpret my speeches. I am simply telling the people to believe in Christ and
become good Christians.” Whipping the table he shouted again,
“No, you lie. You are telling them to live or die for Korean independence.”
“No,” I said calmly, “what I meant was to live or die for the welfare of the people and for the betterment of
society. That’s plain good citizenship. Don’t you want us to become good citizens?”
After an hour’s heckling, he told me we could hold no more meetings at An-ju or anywhere else. When I tried
to remind him that the law granted religious liberty, he refused to let me speak further and demanded that I obey
his order. He struck the table again and left the room.
Thus the poor table got an extra whipping in my place and our enthusiastic tour came to a sad end at the close
of the second week. Our original plan had been to take two weeks each for the northwest, northeast, southwest,
and southeast tours, covering the entire peninsula.
*
Early in 1921 our missionary teachers had suggested that I go to the United States for further study. From the
beginning it had been their policy to train Koreans for positions of leadership and I was to be given three years
abroad. However, Miss Jeannette Walter, our interim president, felt the shortage of staff very keenly and asked me
if I would be willing to delay my departure one year.
After the sudden death of Miss Frey, there was a vacuum of two years in our presidency and Miss Walter was
filling it magnificently. She had helped me and nursed me through my early illness and of course that fact alone
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was enough to inspire me. With no hesitation my answer was in the affirmative. Also, whether I went abroad or
not, whether the trip was delayed one year or more, these were all secondary matters to my way of thinking. The
welfare of Ewha was the important consideration.
As a matter of fact, this year proved to be one of the most productive of my life. Working under Miss Walter
and with my colleagues was a very happy and satisfying experience. The students and their problems became my
vital concern in ever increasing measure. With some of the other Korean teachers, I lived in the dormitory with
the students. This gave me the privilege of sharing life intimately with them.
It was during this year that my place on the Ewha faculty became firmly established. The delay also made
possible my trip to Peking and my part in planning the conference that led to the organiza tion of the YWCA of
Korea. I felt that God was in the delay.
It was in May, 1922, that Mrs. Pilly Kim Choi and I attended the Student Christian Federation Conference in
Peking. We went with the YMCA delegation since as yet there was no Christian women’s organization and we
could therefore represent none. But as prospects for leadership, we were chosen to go and attend an inter national
gathering, the first time for a woman in Korean history. The long train ride and contact with a strange
environment, as well as first associations with so many worldwide personages, were highly stimulating and en riching experiences. Mrs. Choi and I were busy taking it all in, and our minds and hearts were ceaselessly
planning how we could start a YWCA in Korea and link it up with the worldwide fellowship.
We talked with some of the delegates from the United States about our great desire for a YWCA organization.
We learned that neither the World YWCA Committee nor the United States Foreign Division could come into
Korea to help organize a YWCA without the permission of the Japanese organization. In other words, no nation of
a colonial status could be visited by any national or international YWCA body without the consent of the YWCA
of the colonial power. If we were to have a YWCA in Korea, we would have to start it ourselves.
We could not and would not wait for outside help. Mrs. Choi and I returned home feeling that we must fulfill
that responsibility since we were the first two Korean women to attend such a conference.
We lost no time. Mrs. Choi talked among the Presbyterian leaders and I the Methodist. Everyone we talked to
was enthusiastic. So we planned an initiation conference to be held in early July.
Our women responded as though they had been waiting for such a call. They too had been groping for ways
and means to release their pent-up patriotism and to follow up the awakening of the people in general, and of
women in particular, with some concrete measures. A large representation of church women, Christian
schoolteachers, and students came together. They carried on a full summer conference program, the first of its
kind in Korea for women, with extra sessions to discuss plans to organize the YWCA. Such were the beginnings
of the YWCA in Korea.
*
It was late in July, 1922, that I set out on my first trip across the Pacific. How thrilled I was. Miss Laura Ed wards, an evangelistic missionary to Korea, was my traveling companion. We boarded the SS President Wilson at
Yokohama. Everybody had given me advice on what to do if I got seasick! But from beginning to end the trip was
full of wonder. Such a huge ship with all the conveniences of a hotel! I could hardly believe my eyes! Such
comfort and luxury were way beyond my life at home and in the Ewha dormitory! Why should anyone get sick, I
thought.
However, the food was so different from the Korean that I did not feel hungry sometimes. The basic differ ence
between Western food and ours lies in the seasoning. In the main we use the same ingredients. But when we cook,
soy sauce is used in place of salt, and sesame oil instead of butter or other cooking oil. And we add red pepper
powder, toasted sesame seed powder, and chopped green onions and garlic. Our soups, stews, cooked vegetables,
or salads taste totally different from Western food, which in general is very bland to us. No matter how much we
eat of the Western food, we still feel hungry for ours.
Our distinctive national dish, kimchee, is made up of raw vegetables well fermented and blended into one
glorious taste nowhere else to be found except in Korea. When we make kimchee late in the fall for winter use, it
is just like canning time in an American farm home. At this particular season, the streets in all directions are a
maze of stalls, heaped high with vegetables in preparation for kimchee making. Everybody in the family stops
other work and helps salt down the long cabbages, wash them in the ice-cold water, and fill up between the leaves
with mixed seasonings—red pepper, long onions, ginger, garlic, chestnuts, apples, and pears. At Ewha we used to
recess school a few days for kimchee making, and called it kimchee vacation. For this and other dishes I began to
feel hungry from the second day on shipboard.
Every evening there was some entertainment, a movie, music, or dancing. On the last evening after the Cap tain’s dinner there was to be a dress parade. All the passengers were supposed to wear funny, beautiful, or unusual
costumes.
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I was carrying with me a traditionally formal Korean dress, the kind that a woman wears only once or twice in
her lifetime—at her wedding or at the sixtieth birthday celebration, if she lives that long. I put on this dress with
all its paraphernalia. It was a colorful, distinctive, and handsome costume. The chima was bright red, the cho-gori
bright yellow, and over these was a coat of green silk with multi-colored striped sleeves. A red band of rich
embroidery was used as a sash with a long flowing bow tied to the back. The crown was of black silk adorned
with bright-colored jewels which shimmered and sparkled under the glittering lights. Everyone liked it and all
through the dinner I could hear comments on how beautiful it was. Of course this made me feel proud of my dress
and my country. After dinner we all lined up and paraded in front of the judges. To my happy surprise my dress
was given the first prize for being the most beautiful one.
After nine days at sea, we landed at Seattle, Washington. At Denver, Colorado, Miss Edwards and Iseparated,
for she went South while I was going to Wichita, Kansas. All during the voyage she had been a wonderful
companion, telling me what to expect and how to meet new circumstances. Besides, she was a part of home still
lingering with me. When this last touch of home was gone, I felt painfully lonesome and homesick. Tears flowed
all night in the Pullman car.
*
New hope and joy revived when in Wichita the families and friends of Miss Walter, Miss Morris, and Miss
Conrow met me at the station. Although it was the very first meeting, we felt we had known each other for a long
time, so vivid had been Miss Walter’s and Miss Morris’ letters and descriptions. I can never forget the first night spent with the Morris family. Luella Noble, the youngest sister, who lived with
her father in their big stone house on River Boulevard, took me to their home. The great mansion with a spacious
garden was lovely and the furniture arrangement and other interior decorations were so beautiful that I felt like
Alice in Wonderland. There were so many different turns made during the tour of the house it was hard to tell
where I was—in a palace, in a museum, or in a lovely home. But the guest bedroom upstairs was the greatest
surprise. With a high ceiling and Gothic windows, it was more like a cathedral than a bedroom. I was led up to it
and told to make myself at home. Although everything was in perfect order with a nice big bed and mahogany
furniture, I felt so strange I could not go to sleep for a long while.
After a short stay in Wichita, visiting with different families, I went to Kingman, Kansas, to spend the sum mer
with Miss Walter’s parents. Miss Walter had made all the arrangements before I left home. Her plan was to orient
me to American life and have her people in Kingman and Wichita help me get ready to go to Ohio Wesleyan
University, in Delaware, that fall.
Kingman was a small, quiet town and the people were kind and friendly. I felt at home right away with Mr. and
Mrs. Walter. They gave me a nice room upstairs. Their bedroom was also on this floor, but I felt quite alone the
first few nights. Korean houses have all the rooms on one floor around a court with only sliding doors of one thin
layer of paper, so you do not feel so separated although you are put into different rooms. But here, when I went
upstairs into my bedroom and closed the door, I was all alone.
There was a back yard with a small garden and chicken house. Mrs. Walter fried a chicken every Sunday. She
did all the housework by herself. I tried to help some, but never was good. Life became quite normal for me in
about a week.
Then all of a sudden I began to feel very sick. The Kansas summer heat became unbearable and my whole
body weighted me down with aches. Finally the family doctor was called. After a few days’ examinations and
tests he declared the sickness to be typhoid fever. Up to that time nobody had ever thought that one going to the
United States needed precautionary inoculations. Judging by the time I developed the fever the doctor said I must
have picked up the germ on the ship. He told me that I would get good care at the Methodist hospital in Wichita.
But the Walters said I could either go to the hospital or stay with them under Dr. Potter’s care.
“You decide what you want to do,” they said. I was too sick and lonesome to think about the inconveniences I
would cause the Walters if I stayed. My instant answer was,
“I want to be sick at home.”
So they turned their parlor into a temporary hospital room, for upstairs was too hot in the afternoons. They had
to keep all their friends and their grandchildren away. Doctor Potter, a trained nurse, and her assistant took good
professional care of me night and day; and Mr. and Mrs. Walter watched and loved me all the time. Father and
Mother Walter were twentieth-century Good Samaritans. They even paid all my bills, which I knew only vaguely
were very high.
*
Not until the middle of October was I able to go to Ohio Wesleyan University. Delaware is a college town near
Columbus, and there again I felt at home and liked everything from the beginning. Classic-looking college
buildings connected by streets lined with rows of old trees, and beautiful lawns and woods at every turn made me
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feel as though I were in a fairyland. And Grey Chapel towered over the small college town reminding everyone
that culture of the mind and spirit is to be sought after rather than gold. I liked the town, the campus, and every
building on it.
Fortunately I was assigned to live in the oldest women’s dormitory, Monnett Hall. It was a building full of
traditions, and juniors and seniors had priority in living there. Esther Beck, who had studied at Ewha and had been
a friend for a long time, was already there to welcome me. Her parents were early missionaries in Korea and
Esther had grown up going to schools in Korea. She went to the English-speaking schools with other foreign
children in the lower grades, but came to Ewha for her high school work.
We were roommates the first year in Monnett and she helped me to get adjusted to the strange, new campus
life. She and I had a great deal in common besides our Korean background. She was a student volunteer getting
ready to go back to Korea as a second-generation missionary. She was talented in music, while I had a great
appreciation of it. We took several courses together in Bible and English literature. It meant so much to have the
fellowship and guidance of such a congenial friend during the first year in a new country.
The work I had done at Ewha College was given credit in the registrar’s office for two years at Ohio Wesleyan.
So I could register for the junior year, with the exception of the course in English. In no uncertain terms I was told
that I must take the freshman English course, as all foreign students were required to do. Going over the outline of
the freshman course, I found that much of its content was what I had already studied at Ewha College. I protested
that although I was a foreign student, I would like to make my own choice; that if the junior English was too
difficult, I could at least manage the sophomore course. The registrar answered that no foreign student at the
university had ever started with the sophomore course. He kept his stand and I kept mine. At last he said that
permission would be granted if I submitted a satisfactory composition and brought it to him the next day on the
subject “Why I Do Not Want the Freshman English Course.”
This gave me the chance to explain that I had looked through the text outline and found the material had
already been covered at Ewha and that I had not come so far merely to repeat what I had studied before.
“I left urgent work at home,” I wrote. “Every minute is precious and must count for some gain in knowledge or
in experience. I object to taking the freshman English since it would be a pure waste of time.”
Two days later the registrar reported that the English teachers had read my composition and were willing for
me to take the sophomore course.
As professors unlocked new doors into the treasure-house of human experience, I felt enchanted and at times
almost swept off my feet. It made me want to pursue further studies into many fields such as religion, philosophy,
and English literature. Not only the subject matter, but the personalities of the professors made a great impression
on me. Professor Rollin H. Walker was an eminent Biblical scholar as well as one of the best loved of the
professors. Oftentimes we could not tell whether we were learning him or his course. Dr. Trumbell Gillett Duvall
taught us how to think effectively as he gave the content of his courses. Students in general did not seem to care
for philosophy, but studying with him we loved it—so much so that for awhile I thought I would like to major in
this field. Dean William Emory Smyser’s courses on Tennyson and Browning almost made them come to life
again in our midst. And so it went. The broadening and deepening effects of the university curriculum and its
professors were beyond my expectations.
When I arrived at Ohio Wesleyan there were three Korean men students enrolled—Kihoo Kim, Do-yun Kim,
and Hyung-ki Lew. We had very little to do with each other except when we got together to cook and eat some
Korean dishes at the home where Mr. Lew was boarding. All of us carried over to this American uni versity
campus our traditional upbringing of not having anything to do with the opposite sex. Of the three, only Mr. Lew
was a Christian and this meant a common interest between us at a deep level. Both of us were in Dr. Walker’s
Bible class and in Professor John Tryon Marshman’s speech course, but we never talked or sat together. However,
before the year was over he and I became good friends, the first man friend I had ever had with whom I could talk
and share experiences.
He graduated at the end of the year and went to Garrett Biblical Institute in Evanston. There he met and fell in
love with Julia Syn, the only member of our fourth graduating class of Ewha College. They returned to Korea to
serve in the Korean Methodist Church. Mr. Lew became Secretary for Christian Education of the General Board
of the church. Years afterward he became a bishop and served for two terms. He is an eminent scholar in the field
of Biblical studies and at the present time is compiling and editing a dictionary of the Bible.
All four of the Korean students at Wesleyan had to work part time. I had a full scholarship to pay for all the
major expenses, but I needed some pin money and I wanted to take private voice lessons. I was fortunate enough
to get a library job in the evenings. I could sit at the desk and study when I was not answering ques tions or
attending to requests for books.
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Once the student employment bureau called and asked me to baby-sit. I accepted without any idea of what it
was going to be like. When as a disguised amah I had helped to take care of the children in whose home I stayed
while I was hiding after the independence uprising, the mother was always in the house. This time both the
parents were gone, and two small children and a baby were left entirely in my care. The evening was long and I
perspired, not so much with heavy work as with the terrifying sense of responsibility and of my inadequacy to
cope with the situation. The next day I went to the student employment office and said,
“Please, no more baby-sitting for me!”
What to do and where to be during the three-months long summer vacation was a real problem and had to be
faced. Early in May I received an invitation to spend the summer with my friend and former teacher at Ewha,
Miss Marsook Syn. She was one of the three graduates of our famous first class of 1914. She had come to
America in 1919 and had established a small rooming house of her own in Philadelphia. She said I could come
and help with the housework and we could get our own meals together at a very small expense, which she could
easily manage. I accepted the offer and went to her.
We had fun together cooking Korean dishes and thinking and talking about home and friends back in Korea.
Besides keeping the rooming house, she was doing all kinds of odd jobs to make sure of extra income. She
inspired me to look for a job too, for there was a great deal of time on my hands after the housework was finished.
So with a newspaper advertisement in hand, she and I went up and down the streets of Philadelphia calling on
possible employers. Rejections one after another for three days were really discouraging. At the end of the third
day my friend said,
“I told you it wouldn’t be possible to find a summer job in Philadelphia. Just rest your mind and take it easy
with me. You had a hard year at the college and need a rest.” She was very comforting and reassuring in her
friendship and willingness to support me all summer.
The next morning I found in the paper an advertisement for some work in a laundry. When I asked my friend
to go with me to apply for this work she exclaimed,
“Oh no, you cannot work in the steaming heat of a laundry.”
But I insisted and we went. Right away the proprietor said I could begin work the next morning. I was almost
hilarious over getting the job, but my friend was dubious. Anyway, against her protests I went to the laundry the
next day.
My work was to shake out wet sheets and pillow cases and feed them into the electric ironer. The shaking out
process was hard work; my breath was short, my arms ached. The physical labor was beyond my strength and
before the week was up I was sick. My friend did not need to tell me I had to stop.
*
By the time I went back to school in the fall, my health was in good shape again. The second year at Ohio
Wesleyan ran along much more smoothly than the first in all my academic subjects. The poorest grade I ever
made was in political science—the study of American government. This experience made me fight shy the rest of
my life at anything that is prefixed by the adjective “political,” although in the course of events I was to become
involuntarily involved in the concerns of my own government.
Realizing it to be my last year at the university and with better health and better choice of courses, I con centrated a great deal upon my studies. The two years of my life at Ohio Wesleyan were literally consecrated at
the altar of academic pursuits.
“There is so much to learn and two years are too short a time to waste any of it on other things.” This had been
my stubborn stand.
Usually on Friday and Saturday evenings many girls from the dormitory went out on dates. For me, both from
the point of view of time and of our traditional Korean way of thinking, dates were taboo from the beginning. At
first I did not know what the word date meant, but soon I learned from Esther who would go out on dates when
Olin Stockwell came to see her. Olin had graduated from Ohio Wesleyan the year before and was studying
theology at Garrett Biblical Institute. They were engaged to be married after Esther graduated and were to go back
to Korea as missionaries. To our disappointment, however, they were sent to China instead.
In 1950 Olin was imprisoned by the Chinese Communists and remained in prison for two years. He is now
president of Trinity Theological College in Singapore.
In the fall of 1923 I had the opportunity to attend the Executive Committee Meeting of the Woman’s Foreign
Missionary Society of the Methodist Episcopal Church. The scope of this meeting was nationwide. It was a
wonderful revelation to see hundreds of churchwomen come together to pray and work for their common ob jectives and responsibilities concerning missions in all parts of the world.
I was deeply impressed by Mrs. Thomas Nicholson, who was the national president. The way she conducted
the meetings and managed everything impressed me so much that I enjoyed sitting in the group watching her. Her
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hold on me was so strong that I got up the courage to ask her for a personal interview when she could give it. At
the end of one of the sessions, she beckoned me to meet her behind the stage. I took out a piece of paper on which
I had typewritten a plan to organize all the women of the world for fellowship and Christian action. She said she
would take the sheet of paper “as a challenge,” and in later years she attributed to me the original idea that led to
the establishing of the World Association of Methodist Women. There is nothing unusual about this idea except
that it came to me as early as it did.
Mrs. Nicholson has been a constant inspiration to me since I saw her for the first time in 1923. Her friendship,
sympathy, understanding, and love have been continued all through the years, and she has been one of the
strongest supporters of our Ewha Womans University.
My part on the program was to make a speech on the needs of Ewha. At the same time I was to make a presentation to the Society of the old Ewha bell, which was in turn to be presented to the historical museum of the
missionary society in Boston. It was a good Korean brass bell with a forceful tone. I knew this, for it was the bell
I had rung for over five years. Korean bells are famous for their rich, ringing tones.
So with the bell in hand I was ready to make a speech in the evening, after which I was to take the midnight
train back to Delaware for an examination the next morning. To my keen disappointment my talk was crowded
out and was postponed until the next session.
I hardly knew what to do. I quickly wrote down the speech I had intended to make and gave it to Miss Walter
to present for me when the time came. The central thought of the speech was an appeal for twenty-five thousand
dollars to buy the Sinchon campus on which to build and expand our growing Ewha College.
My mission for Ewha did not end in failure, though I did not know until later what happened ten thousand
miles away, in Seoul, on that very day! We had no air mail in those days, but in due time Mrs. Nicholson received
a letter from Dr. Alice Appenzeller reporting what happened on the day I was to speak at Des Moines. Let her tell
the story:
The day was rainy. Our spirits were low. There were visitors, Mrs. Phillips Gray, her daughter, and a friend from
Detroit. I took them around and made the best showing I could of our quarters, and then Mrs. Gray said,
“Have you any special needs?”
I had not mentioned them for I was waiting for guidance. I clenched my hands behind my back and prayed,
“O God, help me to tell her!”
I told her how difficult it was to buy land, of the available site, and how we must buy it at once or lose the chance.
Quietly but with my heart pounding I said,
“Would you like to see this wonderful place for campus?”
She would; so I called an old taxi and we went out in the country to see the site, which has been called one of the
most ideal in the world. The ladies saw the possbilities, and when we returned Mrs. Gray asked if I would excuse her
and her daughter for a few minutes. The cabled to their Detroit banker to send $35,000 to Ewah College, Seoul, Korea.
So the bank forwarded the funds and God was able to accomplish His purpose, having found spirits sensitive to His
guidance. Thus was demonstrated the power of united prayer regardless of geography, boundaries, seas, and outer
space.

Thus the “modern miracle” of Ewha began to take place in the northwest corner of Seoul among the pinewooded hills.
*
Before I realized it, graduation was taking place. In June, 1924, I received the bachelor of arts degree. I had
worked hard on my studies because I enjoyed them and because I felt a heavy responsibility for learning all could
during these years away from Korea. I had not known until commencement that there was such society as Phi
Beta Kappa. Friends told me it was an honorary society for people with the highest quality of scholarship. I was
awarded membership in it, but at that time I did not know enough to appreciate its value
Following commencement, it was my privilege to go to Washington, D.C., to attend the World Committed
Meeting of the YWCA. After the conference of 1922 in Peking, the Korean YWCA had been able to organize
several city and student groups. Then the representatives had come together and organized their own National
Committee. This Committee in Korea asked me to attend the World Committee and request our affiliation with the
world fellowship. This was a responsibility greatly welcomed and enthusiastically discharged by me. It was also
the first international gathering I attended in the United States. Some of the lasting friendships of my life were
started at this time.
But here again there were difficulties in the way of obtaining membership because we were too young and
untried and unknown as an organization. Through all YWCA history, in no other country had the women of the
land taken the entire initiative and responsibility for the beginning of their organization. After much discussion we
were granted “pioneer membership.” This was the status usually given to groups in the embryo stage. No one in
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Korea knew exactly what this membership meant, but we were satisfied with any kind of recognition. Linking up
with a world organization in any fashion was enough cause for rejoicing.
After this meeting I went to New York and enrolled in the summer session of the YWCA training school. My
interest in the YWCA made me feel the need of getting all the help I could. Six weeks of concentrated training
gave me substantial preparation to serve for many years as a volunteer in the development of the Korean YWCA.
While I was in New York, a conference of the Korean Student Association took place. There I met many men
for the first time. I had become much more liberal in the past two years, so had dates with several of them. One
man, Mr. Hong, noticed that I did not have a watch. He was surprised and tried to give me one the next time he
took me out. He presented it saying,
“From a friend to a friend.” I had to refuse, telling him,
“I know you are merely thinking about my need as a good friend, but I cannot take it. This is the kind of
behavior I am going to tell my students not to engage in when I return home. How could I accept your gift now
and then later say to my students that such things are not proper etiquette?” He understood and put it back into his
pocket saying,
“You are right. I respect what you have done.”
For my third school year in America, I went to Boston in September and registered in the philosophy department of the graduate school of Boston University. My interest in .philosophy and religion was very keen by this
time, so I took courses in these fields. My major professor was Dr. Edgar S. Brightman. He directed my thesis on
“The Relation Between Philosophy and Religion.” It was a rare privilege to be working under such brilliant and
inspiring personalities as Professor Brightman, Professor Knudson, and Dean Athearn. Professor Brightman gave
most generously of his time and energy to help me finish the work for the MA degree in one year. He urged me to
stay on two more years and obtain a doctorate before returning home. When I wrote to Dr. Walker at Ohio
Wesleyan for his advice on the matter, he wrote back,
“The woods are thick with PhD’s, but there is only one Helen Kim. Go back home to your work now as you
planned. Life is long and this is not going to be your only chance.” This settled the question happily for me.
In Boston I lived in Franklin Square House, a dormitory for women run at a very reasonable cost. In the same
house was Miss Laura Yi, one of the teachers from Ewha who had come to Boston two years ahead of me. Later
in the fall of 1924 Miss Mary E. Young, also a missionary teacher from Ewha, joined us. Miss Young had been my
music teacher at Ewha and I had been inspired to emulate her unselfish spirit as I observed her life among us. We
three had some good times together when we were not too much occupied by our studies.
I found also a new friend in Boston, Miss Ayoung Lim. She was studying full time at the Boston Conserva tory
of Music where I went every week for voice lessons. Once we had met, we became fast friends. We helped each
other to overcome some of the inner struggles that are so intensely real to young people, but which disap pear like
vapor as time passes and are no longer recognizable as problems. Mutual understanding and sympathy kept us
afloat until we safely landed on the other shore of maturer years.
In 1924, Boston University had no real campus. The buildings were scattered throughout the city. From
Franklin Square House to Boylston Street and back, I had to walk through the Public Garden. The most beautiful
season was in the spring when the tulips were blooming against the background of beautiful spring greenery.
Pausing to enjoy the exquisite beauty, I often wondered whether another garden anywhere else would ever mean
so much to me. Walking on the esplanade by the Charles river in the moonlight I wondered whether or not I could
ever find a more romantic spot in all the world.
I was always alone at these times. With me the loftiest heights of romance in nature are attainable only when
alone. It must be the feeling akin to two close friends wanting to be by themselves.
As soon as the second semester closed early in June, before returning to Korea I packed up my bags and left
Boston for the Korean Student Association meetings in Chicago. In Chicago I was asked to make a talk on my
thesis for the MA degree. Afterward one of the outstanding leaders of the Association, Mr. Duk-soo Chang,
wanted to discuss the thesis with me further. We talked for awhile. He told me something about his work in
political science, then asked me whether we could be friends. He was a famous orator, an accomplished scholar,
and an established leader in our society in general and in the independence movement in particular. Friendship
with him would be a rare privilege and I accepted it gladly.
While I was in Delaware and in Boston, Sundays were devoted to church and its activities. Young people’s
groups and women’s missionary societies on local and district levels often asked me to come and talk about Korea
and the Korean church or to give my testimony as a Christian. I was always glad to do this, for it gave me
precious contact with like-minded people. I was also able to observe how the church work was carried on in the
United States.
*
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So with all these varied experiences, in addition to two degrees and with very light luggage, I boarded the SS
President Cleveland late in June 1925, homeward bound. Three years in the United States had made it my second
home. I was sorry to leave all the professors and friends who had meant so much to me.
On the other hand I was eager to get back and share my rich experiences with family, friends, and students.
The days and hours on the steamer seemed unusually long. …
1920
13.12 Fire\fn{by Hyon Chingyon (1900-1943)} Taegu, Taegu Province, South Korea (M) 3
Suni, barely fifteen years old, had been a bride for little more than a month. In her half-awake state she felt as
if she were suffocating, as if a boulder were pressing down on her chest.
Boulders are usually cool, but what pressed on Suni’s chest, as tender as a dove’s, was damp and sticky, stuffy
like the monsoon and weighed more than a thousand pounds. Suni was panting like an animal. Then came an
excruciating pain, stabbing, tearing, maiming, and pounding at her loins. Her hips throbbed and twinged. When an
iron club pushed her innards aside and thrust into her chest, her mouth fell agape, and her body convulsed.
Normally this much pain would have awakened her. Her daily round of chores—carrying the water crock
balanced on her head, pounding grain, treading the wheel of the water mill, carrying meals to the farmhands in the
rice paddies—had exhausted her, though, and she could not wake up, try as she might. Still, she was not in a
coma. “I’ll probably die this instant. If the pain keeps up, I will die. I must open my eyes,” she said to herself, but
she could not open her eyes, for they were as if glued shut. She could not push back the muddy tide of sleep.
Meanwhile, her mouth still agape and her body convulsing, she began to gnash and grit her teeth in the throes of
her violent pain.
After a time she was able to open her eyes, heavy with nightmares. Then she saw her husband’s face, like the
lid of a rice kettle, above her own. His dark face, as large as a round wooden tray, blended into the surrounding
darkness, but the glaring whites of his eyes, the half-open lips strung with beads of saliva, the yellowish teeth laid
bare by the crooked grin—these she could discern clearly. Then his large face kept on growing, along with the
dark brown shoulders, which appeared as large as a bunch of bean stalks, and then as large as the house itself.
Overwhelmed by the terror rising from her navel and the pain twisting her bowels, Suni now trembled, now
floundered, fighting the persistent sleepiness that seized her by the nape of her neck. Finally she realized what had
happened.
When at last Suni was released from her pain, the brief June night had already ended. The man’s gigantic
frame moved around the room and then went out. He must have gone out to work in the fields, Suni thought. Only
then, with a long sigh of relief, was she fully awake. The paper window, as dark as if painted with black ink, now
turned gray, and the yellow mats on the floor began to reveal their plaited surfaces. The glistening mirror on its
rough stand, the tattered clothes hanging on the wall near her head—everything told her that this was her enemy’s
room. Then, too, there was a mattress under her. “What happened?”
She tried to remember. She had fallen asleep the night before in another place. After washing the dishes, she
had hidden in the barn to avoid the nightly assault. She had leaned up against the two remaining full bags of rice
and spread out empty rice sacks to make a mattress. But no sooner had she stretched out her legs than she had
fallen asleep. How, then, could she have come here, to her enemy’s room? He must have searched every corner of
the house with his greedy, fiery eyes; he must have found her and carried her in his stout arms to her enemy’s
room. Then he must have subjected her to her enemy’s tor- tures.
Before she could indulge her reverie further, her maimed body was engulfed again by another muddy tide of
sleep.
“Aren’t you up yet?” Suni’s mother-in-law shouted in a voice loud enough to make the house flyaway. “You
have to boil the fodder.”
Before the old woman’s yelling had subsided, Suni leaped to her feet. With one hand she rubbed her eyes,
while with the other she began to dress herself in the clothes her husband had stripped from her. Must she not
have been sleeping until now? Her action recalled that of a soldier intently awaiting a commander’s order.
Therefore even in Suni’s sleep, her mother-in-law’s orders were frightening.
Day had not yet dawned fully when Suni stepped out onto the verandah. The pale white moon. ghostly as a
dead man’s eyes through the haze, was going down.
Suni walked straight to the fodder kettle she had prepared the night before and lit the fire. It was summer, but
the early morning air was chilly; she enjoyed the way the fagots caught fire. She watched with interest as the red
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mouths of flame devoured dried pine twigs. A restless night had ended for Suni, and another day of chores had
begun.
After boiling the fodder, Suni was to fetch water to cook the morning rice. While she held the water crock on
her head with both hands, the misty air made its way up her sleeves and chilled her armpits. By the edge of the
brook she put down the crock and had a good stretch. Shrouded in mist, the mountains and ridges seemed to
wander in a dream. To the delight of farmers, the heavy ram during the past days had filled the rice paddies; their
surfaces glistened in the white mist like pools of mercury, and the green, freshly transplanted rice seedlings
seemed to be rubbing their sleepy eyes. Of everything in the scene, only the brook seemed to be awake, rustling as
it flowed along.
Suni went to the water’s edge for a closer look; she found the surface of the brook as spotlessly clean as the
pupils of wide-awake eyes. With a splash Suni plunged the gourd dipper into the stream. Water rushed in from all
directions to heal the stream’s wound, encircling the dipper in the process. Realizing then that the wound was not
a serious one, the water began to form large rings, and withdrew. Suni went on ladling water.
After dropping off the first crock, Suni went back to fill a second one. She saw some minnows (how many
times had she tried to catch them?) swimming fearlessly on the surface. She was jealous of this playful gesture of
theirs. Not letting herself breathe, she tried to scoop the minnows, but they escaped easily. After several futile
attempts, Suni grew angry. She picked up some stones, and threw them recklessly into the brook, succeeding only
in splashing her face and clothes with water. Suni felt like crying.
Having found the stones useless as weapons, she again put her hands into the water to scoop out the fish. This
time one unfortunate fish did land in her palms. As soon as the water dripped through Suni’s fingers, the fish,
angry over its fate, started to jump in the girl’s palm. Suni was amused. Soon the poor, tired thing became still in
Suni’s hand, and she hurled it cruelly to the ground. After offering a few wriggles, the little creature died; Suni
wanted to make sure, though, and she began fingering it. The fish had been alive and leaping a few moments
before, but now it was a corpse.
When she finally realized what she had done, Suni was seized with horror. The ghost of the dead minnow
seemed to hover before her. She hastily drew water and headed back home, all the while feeling as if someone
were pulling at her hair from behind.
No sooner had Suni finished her breakfast than she had to grind barley. As she pounded the grain, her waist
gave out. She nearly struck her head, drawn as she was into the mortar by the sheer weight of the pestle. Then her
arms gave out. Nonetheless, she had to go on pounding.
It was noon, time for Suni to prepare meals to be carried to the farmhands (among them her own husband) who
were planting rice seedlings. The wooden tray, loaded with rice and soup, pressed down on her head so hard that
she felt as though it would sink down between her shoulders like a turtle’s. Her body seemed to contract.
Balancing herself with the load on her head, she emerged from the gate with a heavy tread.
The heat of the sun poured down like a charcoal fire from a clear blue sky without a speck of cloud. The whiteclad sons of the earth moved about in the rice paddies, planting seedlings on the earth’s fertile breast and
splashing water about like children. As the men bent and stretched, a scarlike line of sunburned back emerged
from between their upper and lower garments. The men’s faces were smeared with mud from their attempts to
wipe off the drops of sweat, as thick as red bean gruel, that streamed into their eyes. Determined to transplant as
many seedlings as they could as quickly as possible, the men kept on working despite their aching muscles,
without sighing once; on the contrary, they happily sang improvised field songs. Steam rose from the water in the
paddies beneath the burning sun. The tangled grass on the bank did not seem to mind being trampled; the blades
raised their heads again and gave a green laugh amidst the shimmering lances of light. There reigned here the will
to have a sturdy, resolute life, a joy at life, a robust effort to enrich life. In brief, it was a world overflowing with
health, a world that scorned the very existence of the weak and sick.
Suni, however, was too weak to breathe the fresh air in this sea of scorching sunlight. She felt giddy, and her
head swam. Her body was streaming with perspiration, but she felt a chill. She was about to jump across a puddle,
but the reflected sunlight glittered on the water, blinding her with its glare. Suddenly the minnow Suni had killed
that morning loomed up before her in the form of a gigantic rockfish blocking her path. The moment she tried to
escape, screaming inside, she felt herself fainting, as if someone had grabbed her hair and was pulling her around.
She heard a peal of thunder and fainted.
After a time Suni revived, but her senses were muddled. In a daze, she vaguely recalled her walk from the
house with the lunch tray on her head, the glare of the sunlight in the open fields, and the ghost of the minnow
that had blocked her path. What, then, had happened to her tray? As she looked around her, she let out a scream
and started with fright: she was lying in the room of her enemy. She dashed out onto the verandah like one
possessed. Her wide-open eyes, still possessed by the ghost, were terror stricken.
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Her mother-in-law, who was raking level the wheat grains spread out in the yard, cast a spiteful glance at Suni.
She could forgive Suni for spoiling the rice and soup, but not for breaking the few remaining china bowls. Still,
she could not very well scold a daughter-in-law who had fainted and just recovered.
“You’ve come to, have you? Why don’t you stay in bed? Go back to your room and lie down.” The older
woman seemed to have a hard time keeping her voice low.
Nevertheless, Suni stepped down unsteadily from the veranda and came into the yard.
“Didn’t I tell you to go back to your bed and rest?” This time the mother-in-law’s voice was louder than
before.
“No, no, I’m all right,” Suni replied. She would rather die than go back to the room.
“You’re disobeying me. Do you expect to have things your way again?” Unable to control her hatred, the old
woman shifted her grip on the rake and rushed at Suni.
“You flighty thing! How dare you come out here after smashing my bowls? You shameless creature! You
smashed two bowls I bought last market day!” With the rake handle, she began to beat Suni blindly on her head,
back, and legs. Suni felt no pain. The blows to her tired, aching frame aroused in her only a strange sense of
pleasure.
“Look at this stubborn hussy. She doesn’t even cry!” The old woman went on flailing at Suni until she herself
was too exhausted to wield the rake any longer. “Get out of my sight,” she said finally, throwing down the rake.
“Go to the kitchen and get the supper ready!”
Suni went into the kitchen and rinsed the rice, as she had been told.
Soon the sun went down. The gloomy kitchen was so dark that it seemed like night. Night, frightful,
unbearable night, was bearing down on Suni with its dark jaws agape. The fear she always felt at sunset assaulted
her again. Her plan to avoid the terrors of the night had been a failure every time, but that one hope wrenched her
heart.
With no new plan in sight, she lamented her sorry lot: her parents were hundreds of miles away, her days and
nights were hard, and she had been beaten by her mother-in-law today. Boundless sorrow made a lump in her
throat, and tears welled up in her eyes. Her hands, and even her arms, were wet, as she wiped away the unending
stream of tears.
It was at that instant that someone grabbed her shoulders from behind and shook her. She turned around
without thinking—she felt as though her liver had shriveled within her. It was her husband bending over her and
looking her in the face. He must have returned from the fields. His rugged, sun-scorched face clearly wore a soft,
compassionate expression that was hardly becoming. But like a chick seized by a hawk, the breathless Suni had
no room to appreciate his kind expression.
“Why are you crying? Stop it, now. Stop it!”
As he sat his stout body down, Suni’s husband comforted her and wiped away her tears with a hand as large as
the lid of a rice kettle. Then he went out.
Sum felt even more frustrated now that she had seen her husband. The boulder that pressed down on her chest,
the iron club that tore her entire body to pieces—these thoughts dried the well of her tears, and she racked her
brains to devise a way to escape the night. No, the night was not to blame. Rather, it was the room of her enemy.
Were it not for that room, her husband would have simply disappeared after wiping away her tears. Were it not for
that room, he would have no place in which to torment her. Was there any way to get rid of that heinous room? So
far Suni had been unsuccessful in avoiding the room, but she had to find a way. The rice in the kettle boiled over.
As she was about to lift the lid, Suni espied a box of matches on the kitchen fireplace. A strange idea flashed
through her mind. She seized the box, her hands trembling visibly, and hid it in her bosom without looking
around. Was it not strange that such an idea had never occurred to her before? She smiled.
That night a fire broke out in the eaves at the back of the room. Fanned by the winds, the fire spread in an
instant all over the thatched roof. Just outside the hedge of the house next door, Suni stood, her face more radiant
than it had ever been. Her heart bursting with delight, she stamped and jumped with joy.
13.30 The Buckwheat Season\fn{by Yi Hyosok (1907-1942)} Pyongch’ang, Kangwon/Ch’ungch’ong provincial
border, South Korea (M) 4
The summer market was bound to be unpopular. With the sun still in mid-sky, the market grounds were nearly
deserted. Even under the cover of the stalls, the sunlight scorched the backs of the vendors. Most of the villagers
had gone, except for a few lingering fagot vendors who had not done well. There was no point staying longer just
for those who would want only a bottle of kerosene or a string of fish. Swarms of flies and village troublemakers
were a nuisance. So the left-handed, pock-marked dry goods vendor Ha Saengwan finally turned to his fellow
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trader, Cho Sandal, and broke the silence:
“Shall we close up?”
“A good idea. Have we ever had a good day at Pongp’yong Market? Let’s go. Maybe we’ll have a better day at
Taehwa tomorrow.”
“We might have to walk all night.”
“The moon may come up, though.”
Seeing Cho begin to count up his earnings, making little clinking sounds, Ha set to taking the curtains down
from their stakes and gathering up the goods spread before him. Rolls of cotton, silk, and satin filled two wicker
trunks. Pieces of cloth lay scattered about on the mat. Other vendors were also closing their stalls, and some
impatient ones were already departing. No trace could be found of the vendors of dried fish, taffy, and ginger.
Tomorrow, markets would be held at Chinbu and Taehwa. To reach either one, the vendors would have to trudge
some twenty to thirty miles during the night.
The marketplace was littered, like a courtyard after a festival. Someone was already squabbling in a tavern.
The shrill, unremitting cries of a woman mingled with the curses of a drunk. Without exception, the evenings of
market days began with the shrill cries of a tavern woman.
“Saengwan, you play it cool, but I know just how you feel about that Ch’ungju woman,” Cho Shndal said with
a grin, as if the woman’s cry reminded him of the woman from Ch’ungju.
“She’s like a cake in a picture. You know we can’t compete with the young fellows.”
“That’s not always so. True, they’re much attracted to her. Take Tongi, for example—he seems to have made a
conquest of her.”
“What, that greenhorn? He must have bribed her with his goods. I thought I could count on him.”
“You never can tell in this kind of affair. Let’s stop guessing and go and see. I’ll treat you.”
Ho was not enthusiastic, but went along. Ho had little luck with women. With his pockmarked face, he lacked
the courage to approach them; they, in turn, showed no real interest in him. Ho had spent half of his life lonely
and without direction. Yet at the mere thought of the Ch’ungju woman he would flush like a child, totter, and then
stand numbly, as if glued to the ground.
When he entered the Ch’ungju woman’s tavern and found Tongi seated at the table, he grew angry in spite of
himself. He could not contain himself when he saw Tongi flirting with the woman at the wine table.
“You’re quite the playboy,” he said. “What an ugly sight it is to see a fellow as young as you drinking and
flirting with a woman while the sun is still up. You go around disgracing the name of us traveling vendors, but
you still want a share in our trade.”
“It’s none of your business,” Tongi's bloodshot eyes seemed to retort. When he met the young man’s gaze, Ho
could not resist an impulse to slap his face.
Tongi rose indignantly, but Ho went on: “I don’t know where you come from, but you too must have a father
and mother. They’d be delighted to see you acting this way, I’m sure! Business is business; you’ve got to give it
your whole heart. What use is a woman to a petty vendor like you? Now get out! Be off this moment.”
Ho felt a measure of sympathy for Tongi as he watched him leave the room dejectedly and unprotestingly. “He
and I scarcely know each other. I went too far.” Ho was seized with remorse.
“You two are my customers, but how dare you berate the kid like that! He may be young, but he’s old enough
to father a child,”the Ch’ungju woman protested. Her lips formed a pout as she poured wine gracelessly.
“It's good medicine for a greenhorn like him,” Cho cut in, trying to patch up the situation. “You’re infatuated
with him, aren’t you? It’s a sin to drain a kid.”
After this, Ho grew more confident. He also felt a boundless urge to get drunk, and he began to empty the cups
offered him. As tipsiness overtook him, Ho began to think more of Tongi than of the woman. What on earth would
he do with that woman even if he could snatch her away from Tongi? He began to reproach himself for rebuking
Tongi. Therefore, when Tongi came helter-skelter to call for him after some time had passed, Ho threw his cup
without a second thought and rushed out of the tavern.
“Saengwon, your donkey has broken his tether and is raging.”
“The troublemakers must have teased him.”
Ho was anxious about the animal, but was more moved by Tongi’s concern. As he ran across the deserted
market ground after Tongi he felt his eyes moistening, though he was laden with wine.
“What can be done about those incorrigible troublemakers?”
“I won’t let them get away with being cruel to my donkey.”
The animal had been Ho’s companion for half of his life. The two had traveled together from market to market,
bathing in the same moonlight and lodging in the same inns. These twenty years had made them both old. The
donkey’s disheveled mane was coarse like its master’s hair, and its moist eyes were gummy like its master’s. The
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donkey’s tail, short as a broom made from a stump of wood, scarcely reached the donkey’s legs, no matter how
hard it was brandished to drive away flies. How many times had Ho removed the donkey’s worn shoes and
replaced them with new ones? The donkey’s hooves had stopped growing, and blood oozed out from under the
worn shoes. The donkey knew its master by smell, and it brayed out a welcome at Ho’s approach as if to appeal
his own case.
Ho stroked the donkey's scruff as if he were calming a child, and the donkey twitched its nostrils and snorted.
Its nose was running. Ho suffered greatly because of the animal. Unable to cool off, the animal’s damp, weary
body trembled—it must have been through a lot. The bridle was loose, and the saddle was on the ground.
“You rascals!” Ho shouted.
Most of the boys had made off already. The few who remained began to quaver at Ho’s shouts.
“It’s not our doing,” a sniveling boy shouted back from a distance. “It’s a mare that made him go wild.”
“Listen to that talk …”
“When your donkey saw Kim Ch’omji’s mare leave, it began to kick and foam like a mad bull. We couldn’t
help watching the spectacle. Look under its belly!” The boy shouted again in a cocky tone and burst into laughter.
Ho felt the blood rush to his face in spite of himself; he wanted to stand in front of the animal’s belly just enough
to screen it from the boys’ gaze.
“That old animal still wants a mare!” The boy’s derision caused Ho to falter momentarily. He could take it only
so long, though, and he brandished his whip to chase the boys away.
“Come on, catch us if you can. Lefty’s trying to beat us!” There was no hope of overtaking these market
troublemakers. A left-handed man was no match even for a boy. Ho threw down his whip. He felt himself burning
as the wine began to work on him.
“Let’s leave. There’s no end to squabbling with those fellows. The kids are harder to deal with than the adults,
you know,” Cho urged.
Cho and Tongi saddled their donkeys and began to load them. The sun seemed to have sunk considerably.
In his twenty years as a traveling vendor of dry goods, Ho had seldom missed the market days at Pongp’yong.
He had traveled to such neighboring counties as Ch’ungju and Chech'on, and even to the far-off Yongnam area;
but now he seldom ventured out of his county except for sorties to Kangnung to replenish his stock. Since markets
were held every five days, Ho traveled from one town to another, constant as the moon in the sky. Though he
might speak proudly of his birthplace, Ch’ungju, he seemed never to have visited it, much less gone back for a
prolonged stay. His home was the beautiful hills and waters near the market towns. Each time Ho and his animal
approached a market town after a half-day’s walk, the weary donkey would give a resounding fanfare of braying,
and Ho’s heart would leap with joy, especially at dusk with lights swimming in the distance.
When he was young, Ho had economized and saved a fair amount of money. He gambled extravagantly,
though, at the All Soul’s Day Festival [July 15] and in three days he lost everything he had. He thought of selling
his donkey, but his love for the animal intervened, and he gritted his teeth and gave up the idea. Thus he ended up
back where he had begun and had to resume his itinerant vendor's career, following the markets. On the day he
fled town with the donkey, he caressed the animal and cried, saying that he had done well not to part with it. His
debts compelled him to forgo the idea of making money, and he wandered from market to market, living hand to
mouth.
He had once had a taste of luxurious dissipation, but he had yet to win a woman. To him, a woman was a
creature without feelings. “Am I fated to live this way?” Ho felt bitter. The only thing close to him was the
faithful donkey.
Nevertheless, he could not forget the first incident of his life, his only strange affair with a woman. It had taken
place when he was beginning to frequent Pongp’yong market. He had been young then, and his life still had some
meaning.
“It was a night with a bright moon, but I still can’t figure out how it all happened.”
Ho was about to tell the story again. Cho had heard it often enough since making friends with Ho, but he could
not bring himself to reveal his boredom. Ho, on his part, feigned indifference and went on as he pleased.
"This kind of story goes well with the moon."
Ho glanced at Cho, not because he felt sorry for his friend, but rather because he was moved by the moonlight.
It was just after the fifteenth of the month; and the moon was no longer quite full, but it still shed a faint light that
caught Ho’s fancy. Taehwa lay at the end of a twenty-five mile-long journey through the night, over two mountain
passes and one river, and then a plain and a mountain path. The road appeared suspended from the waist of a hill.
It was past midnight, and in the stillness around him, Ho caught the sound of the moon breathing like a beast
within arm’s reach, and bean stalks and ears of corn, drenched in moonlight, appeared bluer than usual. The waist
of the hill was all planted in buckwheat, and the fresh flowers, as serene as salt sprinkled under the soft
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moonlight, were breathtaking. The red buckwheat stalks were as tenuous as a fra- grance, and the donkey's gait
was refreshing. The road was narrow, and the three rode single file. The jingle-jangle of the bells floated lightly
over the buckwheat fields. Ho rode at the head and Tongi at the rear, so that the former’s story scarcely reached
the latter’s ears. Yet Tongi, sunk in his own reverie, was not lonely.
“It was the night of a market day, just like tonight. The tiny room in the inn was so stuffy I couldn’t sleep, so I
got up about midnight and went out to have a dip in a nearby brook. Pongp’yong was the same then as it is now,
buckwheat fields everywhere, as far as the eye can see, with white flowers thick around the brook. I could have
removed my clothes in the river’s stony bed, but the moon was so bright I went into a nearby water mill. Funny
things do happen. There I stood face to face with Song’s daughter, the prettiest in all Pongp’yong. Luck must have
favored me.”
Responding to his own remark, Ho paused and sucked on his cigaret for a while, as if he begrudged his story.
Fragrant blue smoke wafted up and melted into the night air.
“She hadn’t been waiting for me, nor for anybody in particular, for that matter. She was weeping. I could guess
what it was about. The Song family was then in sad straits, at the verge of ruin. She must have been worried about
her family’s affairs, too. They wanted to marry her off to a suitable man, but she was dead set against a match like
that. A girl is most attractive when she weeps. At first she looked startled, but I suppose when you’re in trouble,
your mind softens easily. We came to an understanding. It was a fabulous, breathtaking night, come to think of it.”
“Then, the following day, she took off to Chech’on or some such place, right?” Cho chimed in.
“The whole family vanished before the next market day. The market was filled with gossips. The best for the
family would be to sell her off to a tavern, they chattered. I searched Chech’on market in vain time and time
again; there wasn’t a sign of the girl. Our first night together was our last. Since then, Pongp’yong has caught my
fancy. I can’t forget it, not even after half a lifetime.”
“You were lucky,” Cho said. “Things like that don’t happen often. Think of getting an ugly wife and having
children; your worries would only grow. The mere thought of it is enough to make me sick. But wouldn’t it be a
strain to make the rounds of the markets until I’m old. I’m going to change careers this fall. I’ll open a little shop
near Taehwa and send for my family. It’s quite a job to stay on the move the four long seasons through.”
“I may settle down when I find my girl again. I’ll be plodding along this road and viewing the moon till the
end of my life.”
The mountain path opened onto a main road. Tongi came up front, and the donkeys trotted three abreast.
“Young man,” Ho turned to Tongi. “You’re in the prime of life. I went too far at the Ch’ungu woman’s tavern.
I'm sorry. Please don’t make too much of it.”
“Not at all. It is I who am ashamed. There’s no room for a woman at this stage of my life. Awake or asleep, I
think only of my mother.” Tongi’s feelings having been softened by Ho Saengwon’s story, his tone was a shade
subdued. “When you said, ‘You too must have a father and mother,’ I felt my heart break. I don’t have a father.
My only flesh and blood is my mother.”
“Is your father dead?”
“I never knew him.”
“Who ever heard of such a thing?” The two men’s laughter made Tongi reply all the more earnestly.
“I’m ashamed to tell you this, but it’s true. My mother gave birth to an illegitimate child and was thrown out of
her house. It may sound strange, but I’ve never seen my father’s face, and I don’t know where he is.”
A pass appeared before the three, and they dismounted. The path along the ridge was rugged, and it was
difficult to talk; the conversation lagged for a long while. The animals slipped often. Short of breath, Ho had to
rest his legs several times. Perspiration bathed his back. Every time he crossed a hill, he revealed his age. He
envied a young man like Tongi.
Beyond the hill was a brook. The plank bridge, carried away by a flood during the monsoon, had not been
replaced, and the men had to strip to wade across. Strapping their baggy trousers to their backs, they rushed into
the water half-naked and ludicrous. They had been sweating profusely, but the nighttime chill of the water soon
penetrated to their bones.
“Well, then, who on earth reared you?” asked Ho.
“My mother was compelled to take a husband. She started a tavern. My stepfather, a heavy drinker, was
useless. Once I cut my wisdom teeth, there wasn’t a day he didn’t beat me. When Mother tried to intervene, he
would kick me and beat me, and even brandish a knife—it was a wretched household, you can imagine. I left
home when I turned eighteen, and here I am, an itinerant vendor.”
“I thought you were quite grown up for your age. But your story tells me you’ve had a hard life.”
The water was now waist deep. The swift current and the slick pebbles made the crossing hard. Cho and his
donkey were on the far bank already, but Ho and Tongi, who had to assist the old man, lagged behind.
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“Was your mother’s home originally Chech’on?”
“Not exactly. Though she never made it quite clear, I understand she was from Pongp’yong.”
“Pongp’yong? What was her maiden name?”
“I never heard her mention it.”
“I suppose she's doing right,” he mumbled as he blinked his weak eyes and lost his footing. He fell forward
and immediately plunged into the water with a splash. The more he pawed the air, the less control he had of the
situation. Before Tongi could come shouting to his rescue, Ho had been carried away a good distance. With his
clothes dripping, he looked more miserable than a drowned dog. Tongi carried the old man on his back with ease.
Though wet, the lean old body was light on Tongi’s stout back.
“Sorry to trouble you so much. I must have been out of my mind.”
“Don’t worry about it.”
“By the way, did your mother look for your real father?”
“She wanted to see him, even if only just once, she used to say.”
“Where is she now?”
“She’s separated from my stepfather and living in Chech’on now. I’m planning to send for her this fall. If I
work hard, sweating and grinding, I might manage to support the family.”
“That’s a great idea, for sure. This fall, you say?”
Tongi’s broad shoulders seemed to warm Ho’s bones. When they had crossed, Ho wished to be carried a bit
farther and regretted having to dismount. .
“You’ve been making blunders all day. What’s the matter with you?” Cho asked.
“It’s the donkey. The thought of it so distracted me that I lost my balance.”
Ho looked at Cho and burst into laughing. “Didn’t I tell you? Old as it is, my donkey had a colt by the mare of
a woman at Kangnung. Could there be anything cuter than a colt prancing about with pricked ears? I sometimes
go out of my way and visit the place just to see that.”
“It’s an extraordinary colt all right. It nearly drowned a man,” Cho laughed.
Ho wrung out his wet clothes and put them on. His teeth chattered, his body shook, and he felt chilly, but he
was in high spirits for some reason.
“Let’s hurry to the inn. We’ll build a fire in the yard and settle down for a warm rest in the warmth. We’ll boil
water for the donkeys, too. After tomorrow’s market at Taehwa, Chech’on will be my next stop.”
“You’re also going to Chech’on, Saengwon?”
“Yes. I feel like visiting it after all this time. Will you join me, Tongi?”
When the donkey began to trot, Tongi held his whip in his left hand. Ho’s eyes were weak and dim, but this
time he could not fail to notice Tongi’s left-handedness.
The donkeys’ steps were light, and the tinkle of their bells resounded over the dark plain.
The moon sank considerably.
13.34 Wife\fn{by Kim Yu-Jong (1908-1937)} Chungni, Kangwon Province, South Korea (M) 5
My wife ain’t the type you look at and say, “Hey, she’s pretty!” That is, unless you’re plumb skirt crazy. I
mean, I live with her, and I could look at her through the rosiest-colored glasses and she’s still not the least bit
pretty. But you know, there’s more to a skirt than just a cute mug. Hell, I wouldn’t bitch if the woman would just
turn out a string of boys as strong as oxes. To be honest, a dumb fuck like myself, I get old, no kids, what’s going
to happen to me? I’ll starve, for god’s sake. I got no land, physically I’ll be shot to hell, I won’t be able to work—
who’d want to do even a half-assed job of feeding me? So, while we’re still young, I want a passel of kids. Turn
’em out, one after another. Get the idea?
Thank god, there’s no law that says kids have to be ugly just ’cause their mom is. You’ll see when you look at
that little Smarty of ours. His mom’s mug looks like a rice cake somebody stepped on by mistake, but he’s a smart
little fellow and a good-looking boy—even when he’s pestering you for more food. In fact, the little guy is just
plain indescribably precious to me—more than my own father or grandfather. Problem is—and this ain’t easy to
put up with—the bitch is putting on airs, and it’s all because she had this boy. The same woman, mind you, who
wouldn’t produce a squeak out of that puss of hers before the boy came along. Like they say, when it comes to a
woman’s face, it’s all in the eye of the beholder. But with her face, it doesn’t help even if your eyesight’s rotten.
She has a wide forehead and her eyes are pretty far apart—and don’t they say that makes you broad-minded?
That’s all well and good, but there’s really nothing soft and cute about her face. Her jaw’s as round and broad as
the bottom of a cabbage, and she ain’t about to gain no admirers the way her mouth pokes out of it. That thick
upper lip of hers is practically inside out, and those crooked upper teeth are all out in the open saying, “Hey, look
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at me!” Okay, I’m willing to put up with that. But is it asking too much for her nose to be a little more attractive? I
mean, it’s stuck right in the middle of her face—it’s the first thing that draws your attention. But if I keep carrying
on like this, people might think I’m carping at the bitch’s faults. I try my best to give her the benefit of the doubt,
but that nose just plain reminds me of a pig gaping at some mountain way off yonder.
Things being as they are, is it any wonder that at night she keeps her distance trying to read the old man’s
mood? “Is he going to let me have it again tonight?”—I’m always making her worry. But she’s such a pitiful mess
to look at, I got to say something to her. Like,
“What you been up to all day?”
“Did you fix the brushwood gate like I asked?”
“How come your nose looks so cute tonight?”
That kind of thing. It's an effort, believe me, ’cause I’m dog tired. But it works like magic: her face lights up,
she cozies up beside me, she rubs up against me with her shoulder and then she rubs some more. When I say her
nose looks nice, she gets all hot and bothered:
“Really? You mean it?”
You see, it does her heart good to hear it one more time, ’cause she can’t quite believe it herself. I know, I
ought to be ashamed of myself, but when I tell her her nose don’t look squashed no more, the bitch is beside
herself with joy:
“Whenever I go to the outhouse I pull on it, so maybe it’s coming out!”
There are times, though, when half a day between the furrows does me in. It’s all I can do just to sprawl out on
the floor back home—I sure don’t have no energy to chit-chat with her. Well, the bitch thinks it’s all because of
her face and she goes and sulks in the corner. Then she turns her face to the side and sticks up her chin like she
wants me to admire the scenery. Damn you, I think. If you got a notion that your profile’s any improvement over
your front view, you’re dead wrong!
This same bitch started acting so high and mighty as soon as she turned out our little Smarty. I get home from
the fields and no hello, no glance, zip. Who the hell are you?—that’s the impression I get. Keeps her head down
and just gives the boy her tit. And if I so much as pat him on the head and say something like
“Hey, sleepyhead,” she punches my hand away and says, “Cut it out—you want to wake him up?”
First time she did this I couldn’t believe it—just gaped up at the ceiling. All I want to do is touch my own flesh
and blood, and she punches me—what gives? But now that I think about, I got no cause to complain. ’Cause I
learned, little by little, that the bitch deserves the right to act like she’s something.
And so from that point on it was like we had an agreement—every time I’d say “Hey, woman!” she’d bark
back at me. The neighbors started calling us Mr. and Mrs. Pester. Well, they don’t know the half of it. I mean, she
and I is always ready to go at it. These days we’re hard put to have a single day of peace and quiet. Just seeing
each other gets us going—“Bastard!” “Bitch!”—and both of us want to stand up first.
With other people it’s like this:
“Hello, my loving wife—did you eat yet?”
“No, my dear, I was waiting for you.” And she jumps up with joy.
But not us. You’re not going to find us crawling up to each other and talking sweet. When I get home I give her
fat ass a swift kick.
“Bitch—get up and fix me some supper!”
“Bastard—what’s the big idea! I’m going to break your leg!” And then she favors me with a look and says,
“What did you do with the money you got for the firewood, guzzle more booze?”
See? Now that’s high and mighty for you.
Truth is, it’s our way of being affectionate with each other. And it’s my idea of having fun with my woman.
Baby-faced greenhorn husbands acting chummy with their wives make me want to puke. What’s a wife for if you
can’t cuss her up and down and use her for a punching bag now and then? From the way I talk, though, maybe
you think I’m a poverty-stricken guy with a gut full of hate. Well, I got news for you—we’re not all that different
from other folks. We all have times when we can’t do what we want, and we get churned up inside. In farming
you got nothing to show for your labor, you got a pile of debt, you get home and your little guy is whining, your
woman is shivering ’cause she ain’t got no clothes to wear—times like that you don’t want to put up with no shit.
And so we’re at each other’s throats, me grabbing her by the bun of her hair and thrashing her. After I get over
this fit, the sweat runs down my backbone, I’m panting, and that’s when I sort of cool down. Then I push her
away, and if I can have me a cigarette then all’s well with the world.
That’s me with my woman, and I guess I ought to be thankful for her. Which is why I feel like something’s
missing when she ain’t around. Else, why would I pat her on the back, or tell her once in a while that godforsaken
nose of hers looks nice? Boosts her spirits, see? And on the other hand, it’s not much fun when the bitch is
160

huddled up sniveling and crying. You see, it don’t matter who picks the fight, it’s always her that catches hell,
’cause whether she comes at me with fists or with jabbering, she’s no match for me.
“Lay yourself down here—time to go to sleep,” I’ll say at last.
“Forget it. Lay your own self down.” She sounds like poison, won’t look at me, just sits there.
But after I ask her a few more times she eventually comes around, and crawls right up to me without me
asking. And then what do you know—she lifts up her weepy face and glares at me out of the corner of her eye. So
maybe from the bitch’s point of view, she gets knocked around, she sulks, and that’s the way she likes her
marriage.
But don’t think ’cause we always fight like cats and dogs that we’re lacking in affection. Speaking of which,
you’re not about to find folks as close as us—why, we’re like sticky rice. The more ugly we get with each other,
the more we scrap, the more our affection glues us together—it’s hard for us to be apart for a second. Now I’ll
admit I don’t know if this is what people mean by “conjugal affection,” but we’re like leeches in our affection,
and I can’t explain why. After she’s gotten the usual working over and we’re finally in bed together the bitch’ll
say:
“I’m not really that ugly, am I?”
And she cozies right up to me, as if she really is good-looking! Well, what am I supposed to say? About all I
can do is shake my head in amazement and stare up at the ceiling.
“You call that a face, woman?”
“Then what is it?”
“Listen, woman, if it wasn’t for me, who else would have you for a wife? Who’d put up with that mug of
yours?”
“What about you and your chestnut-burr face! If it wasn’t for me, who else would have you for a husband?
Good grief!”
Times like that I don’t got much choice ’cept to get up, let her have it till I work up a sweat, and then flop
down again. “Chestnut-burr”! Some nerve! Why, my mother who brought me into the world likes this face so
much she says, “Now that’s the face of a fellow who’s going to get hisself some land one day.” But instead of
going to the bother of getting up and giving the bitch a slap or a kick, I usually just let it go.
“All right, I’ll tell you what—I promise to think you’re good- looking, and you just keep turning out babies.”
“What’s the use of turning out babies when you can’t even feed us? You want us to starve?”
“Look, bitch! You can borrow food, you know.”
There I go, yelling again, but it’s all bluster. She’s right—what the hell’s the use of having a lapful of kids if
you can’t feed ’em? I ought to know by now the bitch’s got a much better angle on things than me. I mean, she
can see that kids aren’t something you abandon—they’d all end up dead. Well, everyone knows that the farther
apart your eyebrows are, the more broad-minded and sensible you are. And hers are a damn sight farther apart
than mine.
What we eat these days comes from what I make selling firewood. Summers and such I can hire out for day
labor, but when snow piles up, what am I supposed to do, eat the ice? What else can a guy do who lives way out
in the woods, ’cept spend one day cutting wood and the next day going to town and peddling it. You got to
understand it takes some muscle to pack a couple of backracks that’re stacked full up. The idea is to tote them one
at a time—you pack the fIrst guy a ways, take a break, go back for the second guy, take a break, bring the second
guy up, and before you know it you’ve covered a good seven or eight miles in half a day. Sure, you could pack
just one backrack, but then how the hell are you supposed to eat?
You get your pay—eighty chon for two loads if you’re lucky, sixty or sixty-five if your luck is shitty—and off
you go for millet, beans, laver, and what-not. You can stretch your meals out if you eat gruel, but we’re not that
hard up. For us it’s got to be real food, even if that means we got to pinch in the gut waiting for the next meal,
whenever that is. Little Smarty’s four years old, so he’s got hisself a pint-sized bowl. I’m his father, so I get a
regular bowl and then half a bowl more, but the bitch is in a class by herself—she shovels down a couple of
bowls. And she has this way of gobbling up hers before I finish and then digging into mine, too.
I used to think it was nice to have a woman around, but then it occurred to me that maybe the bitch was just a
useless mouth—now that kind of gave me the chills. People who don’t have nothing can’t afford to eat like there’s
no tomorrow. So when the bitch shovels down her food and I ask her how in the dickens she can eat so much, she
says her belly’s still big from when she had the baby, and I’d know what it’s like if I had a baby, and she screws
up her face and sulks.
Well, well, says I, then go ahead and gobble. As long as we’re going to spend money on food, it might as well
end up in your belly. Sometimes I don’t eat so much in order to give her what’s left over. Damnable woman! I
says to myself. But the fact remains, she gobbles too much.
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The bitch didn’t get to be as old as she is for nothing. She’s got more worldy wisdom than me, and when it
comes to scheming she does me one up.
“What good’s this two-bit farming?” she asks. “We ought to be peddling booze by the drink instead.”
Well, that’s a damn good idea, something resourceful old me ain’t never dreamed of. With the proceeds we
could eat honest-to-goodness rice, we could have meat, we could wear decent clothes—luxury! But when I
examined the bitch’s face, all the starch went out of me. You see, the reason men buy drinks from a booze peddler
is to get a look at the woman’s face. Well, it’d take a pretty stupid bastard to get worked up by that mug of hers. It
made me hopping mad—if only the bitch was born with a better-looking face, we’d have a way. I must of been
wearing a hangdog look to go with the bitter taste in my mouth, ’cause she
could guess what I was thinking.
“You know, booze peddlers need more than a pretty face; the face can be ugly as long as they have a way.”
“So, you got yourself a way, do you?”
“What’s wrong with trying?”
That’s some gumption she’s got. With this bitch, there’s no problem. I knew her scheme—peddling booze, she
could eat her fill. I kept after her about it, and she was sure she could do it, so what the hell, I says to myself, we
might as well give it a try. We wouldn’t need much start-up money—all I’d have to do is teach her a few songs,
and once they sunk in we could hit the road. And so I reckoned at the end of the day after I come home I’d sit the
bitch down in front of me and teach her to sing.
Well, the first number I sang was Arirang, and I beat out the time on my knee:
Arirang, arirang, arariyo.
So long to Ch’unch’on
and the mountains of spring,
board the Shinyon River ferry
and farewell.
Every woman
who comes from the hills
has at least got to do
a decent job of Kangwon;
Arirang.

But the bitch couldn’t learn it. So I went to the easiest version—what else could I do? The bitch sat with her
legs crossed, imitating me and beating out the time on her butt. The noise that came out of her throat was like a
clay bowl cracking. Well, with a little training, that voice might not be half bad for the old songs. I just wished she
could carry a tune, but there was no way on God’s green earth.
And so I taught her, but the worthless bitch sang like she’s reading a story. What the hell was I supposed to do?
I just kept working her, often till the rooster crowed, sometimes till daybreak. The bitch was simply awful, so I
tried to show her how it’s done, and I tried some more. I’m supposed to be teaching her how to be a booze
peddler, but I wound up learning more myself.
Damnable woman—she’d cover her mouth and yawn and then yawn again. I knew she was dying to go to
sleep.
But she’d never own up to being sleepy unless she heard me say it was time for bed.
Who brought up this idea of booze peddling to begin with? I says to myself. The anger would build up inside
me and sometimes I’d go after her with my fists.
“Wake up, bitch! I’m not going to stay up all night and sing by myself!”
“Bastard—I’ll break your arm!”
“Listen, bitch, you’re the one who benefits if you can get this song down. Not me. Don’t act so big.”And this
time I jabbed her right in the forehead and knocked her backward. Normally, the bitch would.give me a look full
of poison, then run off to the corner. But not this time. She knew she was the guilty party, and she bucked up and
waited for me to teach her some more.
Well, we dug ourselves into a hole. I had my doubts whether this scheme of ours would work out, we was
constantly yawning in each other’s face, but since we was already into it we couldn’t not follow through. Shit! I
says to myself, you and me had better change our luck, and fast. And so I give it my best effort, once and for all. I
hollered out the songs loud enough to roust the mountains and streams, then had the bitch sing Hung T’aryong
along with me.
I’ll give the bitch credit—once she gets going on something she takes it serious. That’s her saving grace.
Otherwise, forget about her as a weed picker, not to mention a booze peddler. As a matter of fact, whenever she
could squeeze out some time during the day she’d practice singing by herself. If she was doing the wash, she’d
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sing Youthful Sixteen and beat out the time with her laundry sticks. Or she’d hunker down in the corner and sing a
tune while she sewed herself some quilted socks. For every beat she’d sew a stitch, moving her shoulders in time.
At that rate, we’re talking ten days for one sock. We ain’t going to make a living from socks, I says to myself. Just
concentrate on those songs, woman. Well, the bitch was just aching, as much as me, for a taste of honest-togoodness rice and meat, and sometimes I’d hear her humming merrily along in the outhouse while I was out in the
fields nearby. It took her till now, and she just barely learned Hung T’aryong to go with Norae Karak. How long
would the next ballad take her? Damn woman—really!
What’s more, the bitch’s got so forward she’s asking people to teach her these modern songs. A booze peddler
has got to know the old standards, she says, but the way you get popular is to know the tunes that are popular
now. Well, that’s easy for her to say, but how the hell am I supposed to know what’s popular now?
“I’m a guy who digs dirt in a field—I don’t know stuff like that!” I says to her.
Well, a few days later the bitch comes home singing one of the latest songs. She sits herself down around the
brazier and beats time on the edge, proud as a peacock. She bloomed, she bloomed, the lotus blossom bloomed.
But while I was watching she shrunk.
I was amazed. Where in hell did you learn that? I says to myself. Woman, you got me beat!
Next thing I know, the bitch is finding time to go to night school. They call it night school, but what it amounts
to is a little hut at the foot of yonder mountain where they teach the farm kids to read and write in winter. The
bitch goes over there for music hour and she don’t mind the cold. I seen her standing outside the door with our
boy on her back, listening to the teacher sing and following along. You ought to see her carry on when she gets
home. These modern songs, she practices ’em for a few more days and she’ll get ’em down.
But no matter how I look at it, I’m still worried about that mug of hers. She’s developing a pretty good set of
vocal cords, but with that damn face there’s no hope. If the damnable woman had just been turned out halfway
decent-looking, this scheme of ours would be her big chance. Once in a while when I think about this, my temper
gets the best of me and instead of saying something I belt her in the gut a couple of times—I can’t help it. The
bitch has no idea what’s got into me, and just looks stupid at me. Damn punching bag of a woman, you got some
nerve marrying me with that mug of yours, I says to myself. I know the bitch sometimes gets exercised on
account of her face, though she won’t admit it. And I know she takes out that chipped hand mirror of hers and
gawks at her face from this angle and that angle, but what’s she supposed to see that I can’t see? And then she
heaves these spooky sighs that sound like someone who’s had rat poison, and gets all discouraged. But if I happen
to be there, she turns my way and says:
“Look at me! Don’t you think my face is getting any better these days?”
“Yeah, it looks that way.”
“Be serious, or else—”
And then the bitch is pinching my arm and coming at me from every direction. She’s a sly woman in her own
way and she’s sharp enough to know she can count on me to tell her what she wants to hear. If she thinks I’ll tell
her straight out how she looks, she won’t ask me in the first place. So I says her face really did get better, trying to
be a bit sly myself, and this pleased the bitch so much she said it was probably ’cause she’s been prettying it up
with face powder lately, and she said booze peddlers don’t have to be that pretty, etcetera, etcetera, etcetera.
Damnable woman! You’d think women are more scared of being told they’re ugly than they are of getting
knifed. I mean, I can call her every name in the book, beat her like a dog, and in a few minutes the woman’s back
in my arms again with an idiotic grin on her face. But if I so much as find fault with her face she’ll avoid me like
the plague for three or four days, and I find myself in one sticky situation. If the damn woman’s going to get so
aggravated when I tell her she’s ugly, she might as well go around with her wedding veil on. Like I say, the bitch’s
sly, and if she was the least bit pretty, she’d give me my marching orders and run off with any son of a bitch that
has money. If your woman is pretty, you’d better be prepared to pay the price. Yeah, I got to admit it—it’s my bad
luck she’s got an ugly mug, but things could be a hell of a lot worse.
I’ll bet broads have the time of their life when they two-time their husbands. The bitch swore she had what it
takes to make it as a booze peddler, and maybe she thought she could do a little of that herself. One morning I’m
up early, taking a crap, and I hear her somewhere singing a tune. From the outhouse I look through the straw mat
into the kitchen, and sure enough she’s practicing while the chow’s cooking. A snowstorm’s howling outside, and
she’s hunched up in front of the stove beating out a rhythm with the poker on the lid of the ricepot. She sure looks
pitiful singing those modern songs.
When the food’s boiling full tilt she takes it off the stove and starts right in again:
Pasqueflower,
Granny-flower,
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Young or old:
Don't you look funny,
All bends and folds.

Damnable woman! She’s crazy about these modern songs, but when I tell her to apply herself to something
more folksy, like The Miller’s Tune, nothing doing. Well, just as long as she learns a lot of ’em, I don’t care which
ones. But now get this: she's fumbling with the front collar of her jacket, and lo and behold, out comes a pipe. She
peeks front and back, left and right, looks once more for good measure. No sign of yours truly. She sticks her face
into the firebox, lights up, and takes a puff. Then all of a sudden it’s ahchoo, ahchoo, ahchoo, and she blows her
nose—quite a fit! Day before yesterday I caught her pinching my tobacco again, and lit into her. Scolded the hell
out of her. I tell the damnable woman it don’t cost nothing to learn songs, and what does she do—she steals my
tobacco. I was about to run out, but nature called.
These days our little Smarty has the dickens of a cold. But oh, no, the bitch has places to go, things to do, she
carries him on her back to night school, and now look at the shape he’s in. Damn woman ought to be hogtied. She
don’t know how precious my boy is to me. Just goes to show you, start peddling booze and your behavior is
bound to turn rotten. You should hear the damnable woman: it’s not enough to know how to sing, she says—you
also got to know how to smoke, you got to know how to drink, you got to know how to give a man a squeeze,
blah, blah, blah. All of it nonsense she heard from a booze peddler who came through the village a while back. So
she can’t wait to practice all these things, one at a time. The bitch has got a notion that she’s quite the singer, and
she still can’t do a decent Miller’s Tune!
That damned Mung-t’ae, who lives down below us, knows all about this, and he’s been fooling with my
woman. He's as much of a dirty no-good as she is. What else can you say about a guy who’d get hot on my wife
with that mug of hers? Why does he have to get chummy with her—is she the only broad on the face of the earth?
The damned son of a bitch, I bet I know what he’s up to! He comes over and finagles the bitch out, telling her
they can booze it up for free ’cause everybody’s celebrating the end of the year.
“Nothing doing,” she says, “the old man’s due home in a little while.”
“Just till sunset,” he says, pulling her by the wrist. “If you're going to go out peddling booze the first thing you
need to do is see how it’s done.”
See, he’s got this line, and the bitch’s hooked—she’s only too happy to tag along. That’s about the size of what
happened, I reckon. The bitch is going to be the ruin of our family. Husband’s out selling firewood and comes
home late, don’t he have the right to expect his woman to be fixing his supper while she waits for him? Here I am
staggering home seven or eight miles and it’s night-time. Snow’s piling up, ankles are about to go out on me, I’m
getting numb. By the time I get back to our village I’m so starved I could drop, believe me. Got to get home,
gobble down a bowl of chow, sit myself down, and start working her with the songs again. As I’m thinking this I
pass by the tavern and get the surprise of my life—the bitch is laughing her head off in one of the rooms near the
street. I make tracks inside, peep through a crack in the door, and there she is, the damnable woman, drinking with
Mung-t’ae.
Up to that time, the whole affair seemed so ridiculous that I sort of left ’em alone, but now I can’t hold back. I
throw off the backrack, fling open the door, and the first thing I do is slam the son of a bitch on the floor. Of
course the table gets kicked over and smashes against the wall. Then I grab the bitch by the bun of her hair and
drag her outside. Got to sober up the drunken bitch with a good scolding, so I plant her face in the snow. I sit
down on her and give the damnable woman a royal tattoo on the back. The more I hit her the more she sinks into
the snow—she’s too drunk to fight back. Well, this is kind of boring—half the fun of beating the bitch is seeing
her put up a fight. I leave her be and go back inside for Mung-t’ae, but the asshole has snuck off like the mouse he
is. I tell you, it’s because of sons of bitches like him that the village is going to hell. You play around with
someone else’s woman, it’s only proper you show up in front of her husband and take your licks. But this guy
scuttles off. Huh! Too damn many of them plug-ugly assholes in this world. Nothing left to do now but plop the
bitch on my back and totter on up to the house—feel like I’m fixing to die.
The night air is god awful cold, my empty stomach’s killing me, I want to get more mad but ain’t got the
strength. And if that’s not bad enough, on the way up the hill to the house I fall down and scrape the hell out of
my knee. And when we get home there’s little Smarty all by hisself crying his head off for Mama.
Damnable whore, I says to myself, what the hell do you think you’re doing raising my boy that way? Look at
her—she’ll never be a straight woman. I can see myself now, going out booze peddling with her, and she’ll have
me asleep by her side and off she’ll run to another man. The proper thing for you, woman, is to forget about booze
peddling and keep yourself at home. Live within your means, take care of your health, and turn out more kids for
me. I ain’t asking much—maybe fifteen tall, broad-shouldered boys. Let me figure this out—in a year one guy can
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grow himself about ten sacks of rice, so fifteen could come up with a hundred and fifty sacks. And if a sack can
fetch you at least ten won, then you're looking at fifteen hundred won all told.
Holy shit, fifteen hundred won! That’s a lot of money! I didn’t realize that! I can grouse all I want, but she’s
carrying around the makings of fifteen hundred won right in her belly. That’s more than you can say about me.
111.91 Hungbu And Nolbu: A Folktale\fn{by Im Ponsum (1910(F) 1

)}

Kimch’on City, North Kyongsang, South Korea

Long, long ago, there were two brothers. The older brother was called Nolbu, and the younger was called
Hungbu. The older brother, despite being very rich, was an extremely greedy and vindictive man who constantly
caused trouble for his neighbors. On the other hand, his brother was poor, but very kind-hearted. Hungbu was a
very hard worker, but for some reason he didn’t have much luck. His wife and children knew no days but hungry
ones. They led a very pitiable life.
One day, just after Hungbu had returned from work, a snake appeared and began to attack a swallow’s nest.
The swallow and almost all her young were eaten alive. Only one young swallow narrowly escaped death. Even
still, the young swallow had been injured. When it was fleeing, its leg had got caught in a bamboo blind and it had
fallen to the ground.
Seeing this, Hungbu quickly brought some ointment and rubbed it on the swallow’s wounded leg. Then, he
carefully wrapped some string around it to give it some support. Then he carefully placed the young swallow back
in the nest.
In due course, the day came for the swallows to fly south. The swallow at Hungbu’s house, now fully
recovered, flew off in fine spirits.
In due course, winter passed, spring came, and it was the third day of the third lunar month.\fn{ The traditional
date at which the swallows are supposed to return .} The swallow which Hungbu had helped also flew back chirping
cheerfully. Hungbu was delighted. Then the swallow dropped a gourd seed on the ground. Thinking that this was
strange, Hungbu picked up the seed and planted it in the garden.
After a few days, the seed began to sprout. The plant began to grow at a great rate. It pushed forth leaves and
flowers, and eventually it bore five large gourds. Realizing that they were indeed wondrous gourds, Hungbu
consulted with his wife about what they should do.
“Those gourds are many times larger than regular ones. Maybe we should cut one open to see if there might be
something inside.”
No sooner had they cut open the gourd when rice began to flow out of the gourd. They filled five huge
containers, but there was still lots remaining.
They then took another gourd and cut it open. This time, it was gold which flowed out in large quantities.
Hungbu and his wife danced with glee.
Taking a third gourd, they cut it open. This time, a beautiful nymph appeared. Looking at the two remaining
gourds, she said,
“Come out! Come out red and blue bottles! Come out!”
With that, one of the gourds rolled over by itself and split itself in two. A red bottle appeared from the center of
the gourd and announced,
“Here I am!”
Then in the same fashion, the other gourd opened and a blue bottle appeared. Then the nymph said,
“Now you must build a huge mansion here.”
No sooner had she said this, when out from the blue bottle came a number of carpenters. Then from the red
bottle out came a large quantity of timber. In no time, the carpenters built a splendid house. Then everyone
returned to their places. The nymph disappeared in a puff of white smoke into the blue bottle.
After that, Hungbu became a man of wealth. He and his family lived happily and wanted for nothing.
However, when his elder brother Nolbu heard the news, he came immediately to Hungbu’s house. He demanded
to be told how his younger brother had managed to become so rich in such a short span of time.
“Hey, you! How on earth did you do it? It’s a miracle. Tell me now how you did it.”
Hungbu told him all about the injured swallow and what had happened afterwards.
Hearing that story, Nolbu went home and decided that he too would gain great wealth. So, he immediately
built a swallow’s nest and waited for a swallow to come and make its home there. Then it happened that one
unfortunate swallow did come and hatched some baby swallows there. In due course, Nolbu threw one of the
swallows from the nest and broke its leg. Then he rubbed some ointment on the injured leg, wrapped it up with
string, and placed the bird back in its nest.
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Winter passed and Nolbu’s swallow returned in the spring. The bird dropped a gourd seed in front of the
waiting Nolbu. Nolbu immediately planted the seed. Things continued to happen just as Hungbu had described.
Then, when the gourds appeared, Nolbu immediately split open one [gourd] to see what was inside.
However, out of the gourd came many little imps wielding sticks.
“We must punish you for your greed,” they said and beat him mercilessly. Then the imps disappeared.
Convinced that the other gourds contained gold, Nolbu struggled and managed to open another gourd. This time a
large group of debt collectors appeared.
“Give us money, repay your loans or else we will take everything you have.”
Eventually, they took everything and left. Nolbu, thinking that everything would be all right if he could just
open up the other gourds, split open the third gourd.
This time a flood of dirty, smelly water poured from the gourd and deluged the house.
Nolbu couldn’t take anymore and ran to Hungbu’s house for help. His compassionate brother took pity on him
and welcomed him warmly.
The greedy brother reflected on his deeds and was very sorry for everything which he had done which was
wrong. From then on, he became a very humble person. Hungbu divided his fortune equally with his brother and
both of them lived happily ever after.
13.59 Portrait Of A Shaman\fn{by Kim Tongin (1913-1995)} Kyongju, North Kyongsang Province, South Korea (M)
14
The portrait of a shaman was a sort of darkish India ink picture scroll representIng a scene like thIs: a
mountain crouching in back; a dark, wide river flowing in the foreground; pale stars hanging in the sky as if to
shower down on the mountain ridge, on the fields, and on the dark river; it is the witching hour. On the riverside
sands a huge tent has been pitched, and in its shade are village women, sitting in thick clouds, all bewitched by a
sorceress’ incantation. Each of their faces is touched with a pathetic excitement and a fatigue that never betrays
itself until the last hours of a vigil, toward daybreak. Gasping out her suppliant chant, the sorceress now turns
round and round, gently waving the skirt of her robe\fn{ Such a person was once portrayed in an episode of the television
serries M.A.S.H.; she had been hired to exorcise evil spirits from the surgery and grounds of the M.A.S.H. 4017 field hospital .} as if she
had been transmuted into a fleshless, boneless spirit.
It was in the very year of my father’s wedding, they say, that this scene was painted—a time long before I was
born. I am of a family of old standing. My family won fame not only by its wealth and power but also as a busy
salon for learned men. It was widely known across the country, especially for its rare collections of paintings,
writings, and antiques. A dilettantish taste for them was part of the family tradition that was handed down, along
with the family estate, from generation to generation.
It was during my father’s generation that the fortunes of the family went to ruin, but even then my grandfather
could afford, as of old, to entertain roving guests in the visitors’ quarters, as poets and artists were always
dropping in to stay with us.
It is said that on one of those good old days—just at dusk on a spring day when the wind, mixed with sandy
dust, kept blowing all day long, and the apricot blossoms burst forth in the front yard—some odd-looking
wayfarers came along and knocked at the front gate. A man of small build, looking about fifty, wearing a jacket
and a mourner’s bamboo hat, whose top was fastened round with a silk cloth, stood there holding a donkey by the
reins; mounted on the donkey was a girl of about seventeen with a terribly pale complexion. The pair seemed to
be a manservant with his master’s daughter.
But the next day the man said,
“This lass is my daughter. They say that she is a good hand at drawing, and that is why we have paid a visit to
my lord’s mansion.”
The girl was dressed in white, and in her face, which was whiter than the white of the dress, there was visible a
touch of deep sadness.
“What is your name, young lady?”
She made no answer.
“How old are you?”
Still no answer.
The host had addressed himself to the girl, but she merely cast a glance with her big eyes and never opened her
mouth.
“My daughter’s name,” her father at last offering to speak for her, “is Nangi. She is seventeen years old.” Then
he went on in a lower voice, “She inclines to hardness of hearing.”
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The host nodded assent. Then turning to the man, he said that he and his daughter could stay at his house as
long as they wished, and that he hoped to see the girl’s good hand at drawing. It is said that the father and
daughter stayed at our home for more than a month; they enjoyed their stay, sometimes drawing pictures, sometimes telling stories of old times in a movingly sad tone.
On the day they left, it is said, my grandfather provided the wretched father and daughter with valuable silks
and sufficient traveling expenses. The poor girl mounted on the donkey, however, kept in her face the same note
of deep sadness that had been perceived since her arrival.
The girl left the picture behind—my grandfather named it the Portrait of a Shaman—and from him I heard a
story connected with it which runs as follows.
On the outskirts of Kyangju, more than four miles away from the town walls, there was a small village known
as Yamin or Chapsang.
In a corner of this hamlet there lived a sorceress named Mohwa—so called because she had moved in from a
place of that name. She lived in an antiquated, tile-roofed house with one of its upper corners already crushed out
of shape. On the roof tiles mushrooms sprouted dark green, yielding a sickening smell of decay. A thin stone wall,
crumbled here and there, meandered around the household like an ancient city wall. In the spacious yard
surrounded by this stone wall, the rainwater stood stagnant, as the drain was clogged; the pool of water was
covered all year round with dark green moss, and above it, standing entangled, was a mass of bulrushes,
goosefoots, foxtails, and many other weeds, all taller than a man of average stature. Underneath this growth long
serpentine earthworms wriggled, and aged frogs, as loathsome as toads, budged once in a while, awaiting the
approach of night. The house was like a haunted den, long deserted by human inhabitants—deserted perhaps over
scores of years.
In this old, crumbling house lived Mohwa the sorceress and her daughter Nangi. Nangi’s father peddled
seafood at a street corner in a town on the east coast, about twenty-five miles away from Kyongju. He was so fond
of Nangi, as rumor had it, that he would appear every spring and autumn to bring her delicacies such as well-dried
kelp and tidily bundled seaweed. Except for Ugi, Nangi’s I half-brother, who made a surprise visit to this house
some time later, the only persons calling upon the two female inhabitants of this ghostly den were those who came
to ask Mohwa to perform an exorcism for them, and Nangi’s father, who paid a routine visit to his daughter twice
a year. Indeed, mother and daughter lead a desolate life, with little contact with the outside world.
Such being the case, anyone coming to ask Mohwa for an exorcism would meet nobody even after he found
himself in front of the door and had called out several times,
“Hello, are you at home, Mohwa? Hello, Mohwa!”
Suspecting that the house was vacant the visitor would then. take the liberty of trying to open the door. Only
then would a girl take the lead in opening the door from within, and would peep out without a word. The girl, of
course, was none other than Nangi. Every time this kind of thing happened, she, who was usually drawing by
herself, would become terrified at the intrusion and fling down her paint brush, trembling all over, her face turning
deadly pale.
Mohwa too led a strange life. Not a day did she keep house as a good wife should. At dawn every day she
walked to the town wall, but never returned home till sundown. Half tipsy, she would come waltzing along with
handkerchief-wrapped peaches in hand, and chant a plaintive note as she entered the edge of the village.
Dear girl, dear girl,
Dear girl of the Kims,
Flower of the Region of Water,
My dear girl Nangi.
I entered the Dragon Palace and found
The twelve gates all locked tight.
Open the gates, open the gates,
Please open the twelve gates.

Often she was greeted on the way by her neighbors, who said, “You’ve had a wet time again today, Mohwa!”
“Yes, yes. I’ve been to market,” she answered, twisting her shoulders as if she were shy, and making a low
bow to the speaker.
Mohwa was so fond of drinking, except when she was out for an exorcism, that she spent most of her day at
wineshops. On the other hand, Nangi was partial to peaches, and so her mother, however tipsy, never returned
home, at least during the summer season, without bringing some. Even when she was about to enter her house,
Mohwa kept up a ritualistic tone, chanting,
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Dear girl, dear girl, dear girl mine!

Then Nangi would devour her mother’s peaches, just as she had, when a child, habitually dashed in and nursed
at the breast of her mother who was just returning home from an outing.
According to the sorceress, Nangi was the incarnation of the dragon god’s twelfth daughter, Flower, for
Mohwa gave birth to Nangi seven days after she had a dream in which she met the dragon god of the Realm of
Water and was treated with a peach. The dragon god had twelve daughters, Mohwa said. The oldest was Moon,
the second oldest Water, the third Cloud, and so on to Flower, the twelfth. It had been agreed that the twelve of
them would be wedded to the twelve sons of the mountain god—that is, Moon to Sun, Water to Tree, Cloud to
Wind, and the like. As they were being matched in the order of their ages, Flower, the youngest daughter, who
was impatient by nature, could not wait for her turn, and intrigued with Bird, who was to be mated with Fruit, her
eleventh sister. Fruit and Butterfly, now left with no proper spouses, wept in grief, and asked aid of the dragon and
the mountain gods. The dragon god became furious; as retribution for Flower’s offense he not only deprived her
of her hearing but expelled her from the Realm of Water. Flower, now transformed into a peach blossom, indeed
blooms pink in the springtime, along the riverside or at the foot of the mountain, but the legend goes that she
remains even now helplessly deaf to the earnest calling of Bird from the bough.
At the wineshop, Mohwa would often scamper suddenly away from her glass of spirits or her elated dancing
with shamans, as if beside herself. If asked what caused her to act so, she would say that Nangi, daughter of the
dragon god, had been entrusted to her care only for a brief time. If she did not serve the girl well enough, she
feared, she might incur the wrath of the dragon god.
Mohwa conceived not only of Nangi but also of any other being she met as the incarnation of a spirit, thus
calling one a tree spirit and another a stone spirit. She often asked any acquaintance of hers to pray to the Great
Bear or the Dragon King.
Every time she passed a human, Mohwa twisted her shoulders as if she were shy, and made a low bow to the
passerby. Even on meeting a mere child, she stood in awe of the youngster, trembling all over. Often she played
the coquette with a dog or a pig.
In her eyes, she said, every creature seemed like a spirit. Not only humans, but also pigs, cats, frogs,
earthworms, fish, butterflies, persimmon trees, apricot trees, pokers, jars, stone steps, straw sandals, spines on
jujube trees, swallows, clouds, winds, fire, bowls of rice, kites, gourd dippers, pouches, iron pots, spoons, oil
lamps … all these she thought of as no different from her human neighbors, with whom she could exchange
glances, calls, talk, and such feelings as hatred, jealousy, and anger. So she addressed them all with the
designation of “dear.”
*
Then one day, after an absence often years, Ugi returned home to stay. Since he had returned, the ghostly den
had taken on signs of human habitation. Nangi, who had so disliked working in the kitchen, now often cooked
meals for her brother. And at night, a glimmering paper lantern hung quietly from the eaves of this crumbling
house, where in former days profound darkness under the starlight had been its constant nocturnal aspect.
Ugi was illegitimate, born to Mohwa while she was still living in Mohwa hamlet, and still free from the spell
of a demon. As a child, Ugi proved so bright that his neighbors called him an infant prodigy; but the fact that he
was of low origin denied him a chance to receive a normal education. At nine he was sent, through the good
offices of a friend of his mother’s, to a Buddhist temple as a novice, and since then they had heard nothing of him
until he suddenly came home.
To Nangi he was a beloved brother.
When she was five or six—before she lost her hearing from an illness—Nangi was very fond of Ugi, to whom
she spoke endearingly. Soon after Ugi left for the temple, Nangi fell ill with a sickness which forced her to remain
in bed exactly three years. When she was at last out of bed, she could no longer hear. But no one had any idea to
what degree she was deaf. Once or twice she had asked her mother, though stammeringly:
“Ugi, Ugi, where is he?”
“He’s gone to a temple to study, dear.”
“Where? To what temple?”
“To Chirim Temple—the great big temple.”
But that was a lie, as Mohwa herself did not know to what temple Ugi had gone. She gave a random answer
merely because she did not want to disclose her own ignorance.
Now, when Mohwa first caught sight of Ugi on her return home, a flash of terror suddenly crossed her pallid
face. For a moment she jiggled up and down and twisted her shoulders as if to beat a hasty retreat. Then suddenly
she thrust out her two long arms from her tall, thin body and rushed to hug Ugi, like a huge bird embracing her
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chick.
“Whoever are you? Oh, my! It’s my boy!” Mohwa cried out. “My boy! My boy! You’re home at last!” Though
her face was drenched with tears, Mohwa was ecstatic.
“Mother! Mother!” Ugi called out, and then he too dissolved into prolonged weeping, his cheek pressed
against his mother’s shoulder. Like his mother, the nineteen-year-old youth was slender-waisted and slim of neck.
He did not seem like a man who had lived a solitary life, wandering from one temple to another; he looked
dignified and handsome.
Now even Nangi seemed to recognize the young man as none other than Ugi. At first, when this strange youth
opened the door of her room and found her there alone, Nangi was stunned and startled beyond speech—whatever
speech, that is, that she maintained through gesture. Crouching in a corner of the room, she shuddered. But when
she saw her mother in tears hugging Ugi and calling out “My boy! My boy!” Nangi felt that she, too, was melting
into tears. (After witnessing that even her mother had such feelings, Nangi was thrown into indescribable
ecstasies.)
It was not many days after his return home, however, that Ugi began to seem unaccountably enigmatic to
Mohwa and Nangi. For whether sitting down to table, going to bed, or arising, he never failed to make a certain
incantation, with his eyes closed and his lips moving. Once in a while, from his bosom he took out a tiny book
and read it. When Nangi cast a doubtful glance at the book, Ugi opened it and said with a smile on his handsome
face,
“You should read this book, too.”
Nangi could just manage to read any work written in the vernacular, and had read over and over a book called
The Tale of Sim Ch’ŏng.\fn{A note reads: A popular story about a filial daughter who sacrifices herself to restore her blind father’s
sight.} As she took a closer look at the small book handed her by Ugi, she saw clearly inscribed on the front cover
in large letters:
Sin Yak
Chŏn Sŏ
It was a name\fn{A note reads: The Complete New Testament.} she had never heard of. Again she gave him a puzzled
look, to which Ugi responded with another smile, saying,
“Do you know who brought man into being?”
To words, of course, Nangi was deaf; what’s more, the question was too difficult for her to muse on, even if
she had been able to make out Ugi’s words from his gestures and facial expression.
“Then do you know what becomes of a man when he dies?”
She made no answer.
“This book is full of those kinds of questions, you know.” So saying, Ugi repeatedly pointed his finger at
heaven, but, after all that, Nangi succeeded in making out only one word—“God.”
“It is God who created mankind,” said Ugi. “He created men, and all the other creatures in the universe. It is
before God that we are all to be brought when we die.”
Several days passed with conversations like this, and the concept of “God” as inspired by Ugi roused suspicion
and revulsion in the mind of Mohwa. One morning he was about to pray at breakast, when Mohwa demanded,
“Was there such a thing in the Buddhist ways?”
Believing that Ugi had been in Buddhist temples over the past years, Mohwa was apparently convinced that
whatever her son did had something to do with Buddhism.
“No, Mother, I am not a Buddhist.”
“If you repudiate the Buddhist creed, what other creed is there to follow?”
“I came to detest the Buddhist creed while at the temple, Mother, and ran away.”
“Detest the Buddhist creed, you say? Buddhism is a great doctrine, I know. Are you, then, a believer in
Taoism?”
“No, Mother. I am a believer in the Christian creed.”
“The Christian creed?”
“Up in the northern provinces they call it Christianity. It is a newly introduced religion.”
“Then you must be a Tonghak adherent!”\fn{ A note reads: The Tonghak (“Eastern learning”), as opposed to Western
learning, was a popuolar movement, emerging at the end of the Nineteenth Century. A composite of Confucianism, Buddhism, Taoism, and
a belief in a heavenly father, its adherents sought to remedy administrative chaos and agrarian discontent and to combat the spread of
Christianity at that time. Full-scale rebellion broke out in 1894, and when the government sought Chinese help, Japan sent soldiers into
Korea. The pressence of the two armies eventually led to the outbreak of the First Sino-Japanese War (1894-1895). The rebellion was put
down.}
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“No, Mother. I am not a Tonghak member. I am a Christian.”
“Well, then, in that creed of Christianity or the belief of what’s-its-name, are you supposed to chant a spell at
every meal with your eyes closed?”
“You shouldn’t call it a spell, Mother. It is an act of prayer before God.”
“Before God?” said Mohwa, opening her eyes in wonder.
“Yes, because it was God who created mankind.”
“My dear, I am afraid you are possessed by a devil!” cried Mohwa, her face at once turning pale. Then no more
did she care to ask him questions.
The next day Mohwa came home from a ceremony of “rice in water” to save a neighbor-client from evil
spirits.
“Where have you been, Mother?” Ugi asked.
“I have been at the Pak’s to exorcise the devil there.”
At this, Ugi seemed to give thought to something for a few moments, and then he said,
“With your rites, was the devil talked into going away?”
“He surely was,” said Mohwa in a tone that brushed aside such an absurd question. “The fact that the man
came alive is proof enough, isn’t it?”
All around Kyongju she had performed hundreds of exorcisms and healed thousands of people of their
illnesses, yet in none of those rites had she ever doubted, or worried about, the response of her divinity.
Furthermore she had regarded the driving away of someone’s devil with the “rice in water” ceremony as natural
and simple an act as offering a bowl of water to a thirsty man. It was not merely Mohwa herself who was
convinced of this; those who asked her for exorcisms and who were possessed by devils also felt the same way. If
they became ill, they would consult Mohwa first instead of going to a doctor—the exorcism by Mohwa was far
more responsive, effective, and handy.
Ugi was now brooding over something, with his head bent down. Raising his head, he said,
“Mother, that means you are sinning against God.”
He stared into her face.
“Look here, Mother—chapter 9, verse 32 in the Gospel of Matthew: ‘As the men were leaving, some people
brought to Jesus a man who could not talk because he had a demon. As soon as the demon was driven out, the
man started talking.’”\fn{In my translation [Bruce M. Metzger and Roland E. Murphy, The New Oxford Annotated Bible, 1991]
Matthew 9:32-34 reads: “After they had gone away, a demoniac who was mute was brought to him. And when the demon had been cast
out, the one who had been mute spoke; and the crowds were amazed and said, “Never has anything like this been seen in Israel.” But the
Pharaisees said, “By the ruler of the demons he casts out the demons.” }

By then, however, Mohwa had left her seat and sat down before the altar that was ordinarily in a corner of the
room. She began:
Divine spirit, divine spirit—
On the four comers,
Between Heaven and Earth,
Winged creatures are on the wings,
Crawlers are on all fours.
Their life short as hair's breadth,
Fleeting as the dew on the grass,
Thin as a fine thread,
They make their way fair and square,
They make their way fair and square,
Nestled in the bosom of divine spirit,
In the all-embracing bosom of divine spirit.
You spurn impure hands, accept decent hands,
God of the house gives us lots to live on,
God of the kitchen gives us food to live on,
God of the mountain gives us life to live with.
Seven Stars enfold us, Maitreya guards us.
Though our life is thin as a fine thread,
We make our way fair and square,
We make our way fair and square.

All this while, Mohwa’s eyes sparkled like gems; her back vibrated as if she were seized with a violent fit, and
she constantly rubbed her hands together. As soon as her necromancy was over, she held up the bowl of water
from the altar. Sipping water from the bowl, she suddenly spouted the liquid over Ugi’s face and body. Then she
cried out:
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Away, demon, go away!
This is the loftiest peak,
Piru of Yongju,
The steep and rocky cliff,
The blue water fifty fathoms deep.
Never is this a place for you.
Away, evil spirit, away at once,
With a sword in the right hand,
With a firebrand in the left,
Pshaw, pshaw!

At first Ugi gazed bewilderedly at Mohwa; after a moment, he said a short prayer, bending his head down.
Then he took to his feet and went away without saying a word. Even after Ugi left the room, Mohwa kept on with
her necromancy for a while, spitting water into every corner of the room and chanting a spell.
Ugi was determined to call immediately on fellow Christians in the community. He was supposed to come
home early that day, but he returned neither at sunset nor at midnight. Mohwa and Nangi squatted miserably in a
corner of the room, expecting him at any moment.
“Don’t you have there that book of the Jesus devil?” Mohwa said to Nangi after a period of waiting.
Nangi shook her head. But then, suddenly, even Nangi could not help regretting that she had not earlier cared
to keep for her brother his New Testament, which Mohwa was wont to label the “book of the Jesus devil.” Mohwa
seemed to regard Ugi as a man possessed by some evil spirit, just as Ugi took it for granted that both Mohwa and
Nangi were victims of a demon. He was convinced that an evil spirit had taken possession of both women and that
Mohwa’s demon had caused the girl to become deaf and dumb.
“Didn’t Jesus himself cure many of the possessed dumb in the early days?” Ugi thought to himself.
He was then determined to heal his mother and sister himself or through the power of earnest prayer, as he read
the appropriate words in the Bible:
“And when Jesus saw that a crowd came running together, he rebuked the unclean spirit, saying to it, ‘You
dumb and deaf spirit, I command you, come out of him, and never enter him again.’ And after crying out and
convulsing him terribly, it came out, and the boy was like a corpse; so that most of them said, ‘He is dead.’ But
Jesus took him by the hand and lifted him up, and he arose. And when he had entered the house, his disciples
asked him privately, ‘Why could we not cast it out?’ And he said to them, ‘This kind cannot be driven out by
anything but prayer’.”\fn{A note reads: (Mark 9:25-29). My version reads: “When Jesus saw that a crowd came running together, he
rebuked the unclean spirit, saying to it: ‘You spirit that keeps this boy from speaking and hearing, I command you, come out of him, and
never enter him again!’ After crying out and convulsing him terribly, it came out, and the boy was like a corpse, so that most of them said,
‘He is dead.’ But Jesus took him by the hand and lifted him up, and he was able to stand. When he had entered the house, his disciples
asked him privately, ‘Why could we not cast it out?’ He said to them, ‘This kind can come out only through prayer.’” A note by Metzger at
this point reads: Other ancient authorites add: and fasting.}

Ugi came to the conclusion that he would be able to drive the evil spirits out of his mother and sister only if he
could offer earnest prayers to God.
In the meantime, he wrote to P’yongyang, to the Reverend Hyon, sponsor of his education during recent years,
and to Elder Lee in the same city. In his first letter he wrote:
Dear Reverend Hyon,
By the grace of God I have come back safe to my mother’s.
In this community where the gospel of our Lord has not yet reached, I find a considerable number of people
possessed by devils and worshipping idols. Having seen all this, I feel that we ought to have a church built so that we
may spread the Lord’s gospel in this community as soon as possible.
To my great shame, I must confess to you, Reverend Hyon, that my mother is possessed by witchery and my sister is
affected by a deaf and dumb spirit. Following the words of our Lord, Jesus Christ, in the Gospel of Mark (9:29), I offer
fervent prayers to God to drive those devils away. Because there is no church available here, however, it is very
difficult to find a place where I can pray in a devout mood.
Kindly pray for us to God, Reverend Hyon, so that we may have a new church in this community at the earliest
opportunity.

The Reverend Hyon was an American missionary. It was entirely through his help and assistance that Ugi had
been able to earn his subsistence and education. At fifteen Ugi had been in a Buddhist temple as an altar boy. In
that summer he set out for Seoul on a visit, only to wander from one place to another until he went as far as
P’yongyang in the fall of the following year. In P’yongyang he came to receive the Reverend Hyon’s assistance,
with good references from Elder Lee, in the winter of that year.
When Ugi had revealed in P’yongyang his plan to pay a visit to his mother, the Reverend Hyon called him in
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and said, "Within three years I plan to go back to my own country. If you wish to come with me at that time, I
would be glad to take you with me.”
“Thank you, sir,” said Ugi. “To go to the United States with you is my constant wish.”
“Then go at once and visit your mother.”
Soon after his arrival, however, as we have seen, Ugi discovered that his mother’s home offered a world very
different from that he had enjoyed in the homes of the Reverend Hyon and of Elder Lee. Having seen the desolate,
crumbling stone wall, the ancient tile-roofed house with dark green mushrooms sprouting above its tiles, the frogs
and earthworms wriggling among the tangled weeds, and the two females living in such surroundings—one
possessed by a witching charm and the other by a deaf spirit—all this in contrast to the merry voices singing
hymns, the church organ sounding great melodies, the voices reciting the Bible, the brethren saying prayers, the
lively faces smiling over splendid meals—Ugi now could not help wondering whether he himself was trapped in a
dreadful cavern haunted by a ghost.
Since his return from recent visits to fellow Christians in the community, a strange change had come over
Nangi. Always slight of build, sheet white and glassy of complexion, with big, sparkling eyes, now she confined
herself all day long in the corner of her room, saying not a word, smiling not at all, and merely gazing at Ugi’s
movements. But then, as night fell and the greyish paper lantern hanging from the eaves was lit, she walked out to
the corner of the yard where bloodthirsty mosquitos sang angrily and flitted about in swarms. There she often
hurled herself onto Ugi’s shoulders or chest, her hands and lips as cold as ice. Ugi started with fright every time
he felt the icy, abrupt touch of her hands and lips. But each time she appeared, shaking allover as if she were
about to faint, he held her frantic hands and walked with her beneath the paper lantern.
As Nangi began to show these odd changes in behavior, so Ugi’s complexion grew paler and paler. A fortnight
elapsed in this strange way, until Ugi again left home without telling his destination.
On the second night after Ugi left, Mohwa sat up suddenly in bed and gave a long sigh. Shaking Nangi, who
lay asleep, Mohwa said in a mournful tone:
“How soon did Ugi say he would return?”
Then seeing that her daughter would not give an answer, she said sullenly,
“How come you haven’t set dinner for him as I told you to?”
As days went by, Mohwa grew more and more impatient; night after night she kept lit the sesame-oil lamp in
the kitchen and offered prayers before the dinner table set for Ugi by the fireplace.
God of the house who is ours,
God of the Seven Stars who is ours
God of the kitchen who is ours,
I implore you, divine spirits.
Stars are in heaven, pearls are in the sea.
My heir precious as gold and silver,
Scorpion glitters as a crown jewel—
By the decree of the god of the mountain,
By the ordinance of the Three Gods of Life,
By the blessing of the Seven Stars,
By the virtue of the Dragon King,
He is given food by the god of the kitchen,
He is given gifts by the god of the house—
Stars are in heaven, pearls are in the sea.
May the Three Gods and the god of the kitchen
Never decline to answer my summons.
Jesus devil, hungry fire devil of the Western Regions,
You are burning, fire devil is burning with flames,
In the ashes sits my star Scorpion Like gold and silver,
Now it descends to seek the Three Gods,
Now it descends to seek the god of kitchen.

Mohwa fell on her knees, rubbing her palms together in worship. As soon as she got up she danced, moving
about with all the airs and graces of a madwoman. Nangi peeped through the opening in the window from her
room into the kitchen; for a long time she breathlessly watched her mother’s wild movements, until she suddenly
felt a chill creeping over her from head to foot. Then, in spite of herself, her teeth were chattering. Frantically she
sprang to her feet and took off her blouse, then her skirt. Thus, mother and daughter became a perfect pair, one in
the kitchen and the other in the bedroom, both dancing as if tuned to one single rhythm and cadence.
Next day early in the morning Nangi came to herself and discovered that she was lying naked on the floor.
Before long, Ugi showed up again before his mother and sister, with a smile on his face. When he came in,
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Mohwa was trying on new shoes for a trip to an exorcism. Seeing Ugi, she threw out her long arms, bending
forward from her slender waist. Then she started to cry, hugging her son just like a huge mother bird would brood
her chick. This time she did not rave, but gave only a whimpering cry, pressing her cheek against his for a long
time. Her face, though usually purplish, was now tinged with a rosy color, and, judging from her natural gestures,
she did not seem like a woman possessed by an evil spirit.
“I think I will rest in the bedroom, Mother,” said Ugi, as he broke loose from his mother’s embrace and rose to
his feet. He went into the room and lay down.
Even after Ugi had gone, Mohwa kept sitting all alone on the verandah. She looked terribly forlorn, her head
dropping downward. But after a moment she stood up as if something had occurred to her and walked into the
room, where she began to rummage among the many pictures done by Nangi.
That night, about midnight, Ugi awoke and groped, half asleep, for the Bible he habitually kept next to his
chest, only to find the book missing. At that moment he heard a voice muttering an incantation. He sat up to
search more closely in his bed for the Bible, but all in vain. But then he saw that his mother, who should have
been lying between Nangi and himself, was gone. A shudder ran through his body, together with an ominous
feeling that something disastrous was in the offing. At that instant he heard the voice, now more distinctly, that
sounded as if it were coming from a ghost weeping underground. The next moment he pressed his eyes to the
opening in the window looking into the kitchen.
Dressed in white and clad in her ceremonial robe, Mohwa was making all the erotic gestures, sometimes
rubbing her hands together, sometimes kneeling down, sometimes dancing hilariously. Then she was heard crying:
O hungry fire devil of the Western Regions,
A firebrand in one hand and a sword in the other,
Hither you flee only to face the god of the mountain,
Thither you flee only to face the Dragon King,
You run around the Seven Stars lying in ambush,
You plod along in the cloud,
You run about buried by the wind,
Here the cloud waits for you,
There the wind waits for you.
As you reach the Dragon Palace,
All twelve gates are locked tight.
You knock on the first gate;
Four Deva kings rush out
With glaring eyes and iron hammers brandishing.
You knock on the second gate;
Two pairs of Fire Dogs dash out.
The male dogs gulp down the blazing fire,
The female dogs swallow the kindling coal.
You knock on the third gate;
Two pairs of Water Dogs dash out,
The male dogs blowout the sparks,
The female dogs blowout the kindling coals …

Above the kitchen fireplace the lamp of wild sesame oil was lit in a tidily arranged dish, and upon a tiny table,
set beneath the lamp, there was only a bowl of cold water and a dish of salt. Beside the table lay the thick front
cover of the New Testament, emitting a plume of blue smoke just after the last blaze had flickered out. The cover
was now turning into a heap of pale ashes.
A wry smile came over Mohwa’s lips as if she were about to bid defiance to something. She picked up some
salt from its dish, and as she sprinkled it over the ashes that now turned smokeless and black, she cried:
There goes Jesus devil of the Western Regions,
Having obtained travel money from the shrine,
Having obtained shoes from the temple,
With bells dangling from his ears,
Keeping pace with the tinkle of the bells,
Over the hills, across the waters.
He will never dare return again
Because of the sore in the foot.
He will never return in the spring;
No, because of the hunger, no.

The sounds thus uttered by Mohwa, now reeking with the scent of satanic wine, seemed to penetrate Ugi’s
body from head to foot. After gazing at the erotic look in her gemlike eyes and at the hand gestures she made in
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time with her flowing skirt, Ugi felt so depressed that his heart seemed to bleed. As if to awaken from a
nightmare, he heaved a long, heavy sigh and jumped to his feet. Before he knew it he ran out of the room and into
the kitchen, kicking the door open. There he tried to pick up the bowl of water from the tiny table, but before he
could do so he saw a kitchen knife flashing in Mohwa’s hand. She was waving the knife between Ugi and the
bowl of water as she quietly danced and cried:
Away, devil, go away at once,
Hungry mean devil of the Western Regions.
This is the highest peak,
Piru of Yongju,
With its rocky cliff and thorny ash trees,
With its blue water fifty fathoms deep,
This is no place for you to come.
With a sword in the right hand,
With a firebrand in the left,
Away, mean devil of the Western Regions,
Go away at once!

At this instant Mohwa made a stab at Ugi’s face with the kitchen knife. As soon as he felt the blade graze his
left ear, Ugi turned under her arm, picked up the bowl of water, and hurled it at his mother’s face.
While this commotion went on, the lamp was pushed against the paper window which caught fire instantly.
Ugi stamped on the fire to keep the blaze from spreading into the room. As the water fell about her ears, Mohwa
became furious, and then she too jumped on the fire, waving the knife to and fro, and closing in on her son. Ugi
dropped into the spreading blaze in a desperate effort to check it; then he felt a tingling sensation somewhere in
his back. As he was about to turn over sharply, he found he was bleeding, and fell into his mother’s bosom. With
her white teeth set hard, Mohwa’s face was now set in a grin.
*
Ugi was injured in his head, neck, and back; but he was ailing of something more than just these three stabs.
Day after day he grew more and more haggard so that his ribs visibly stuck out and his eyes sank deeper.
Mohwa worked with all her might looking after Ugi; day and night she rushed about in search of what he
needed. Once in a while she sat him up in bed to hold him in her arms. She tried everything—medication,
exorcism, and incantation. Yet none of them helped to cure Ugi’s illness.
Soon after she became devoted to nursing Ugi, it was apparent that Mohwa was now disenchanted with her
exorcising. If someone asked her to perform one, she declined in most cases on the pretext of her son’s illness.
Then more and more people concluded that Mohwa’s exorcising rites or incantations no longer worked as
effectively as before.
About this time a small church was erected in the community, and missionary work soon spread throughout the
country like a fire in the wind. The church in Kyongju sent out gospel-preaching parties to every village in the
county, and eventually reached Mohwa’s village. The message was:
Parents, brothers and sisters, we should give thanks to God for allowing us all to get together here. God created us
all. He loves us dearly. We are all sinners. In our hearts there is nothing but wickedness; but for our own sake Jesus
Christ was crucified upon the cross. Thus by our faith in Jesus Christ shall we be saved.
We shall praise Him with a very glad heart.
†We shall pray before God.†

Some people said that it was more fun than watching apes to look at an American missionary with blue eyes
and a razor-sharp nose.
“They charge you not a penny for the watching. Let’s go and see,” said villagers to one another, and gathered
in crowds.
Mrs. Yang, wife of the assistant preacher, who came with the missionary and was a relative of Mr. Pang, the
village elder, called upon every house in the village and said:
“To believe in a sorceress or a blind soothsayer is to sin against our Father, the one and only God, who is holy.
What in the world is a sorceress capable of? Behold, does not a sorceress pray and kneel down before a rotten
ancient tree or a stone idol who can never see nor hear? What is a blind soothsayer capable of? Behold, with no
power to see before his own steps, he walks over the ground groping with his stick; how could he possibly save
men who can see? It is our Father, the one and only God, who created our life. Therefore our Father said, 'Never
serve another god before me …’”
Preaching like this was followed by numerous stories: one that Jesus, God’s only son, had healed a number of
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possessed people who were lepers, cripples, and deaf and dumb; and another, that Jesus was resurrected and
ascended to heaven on the third day after his crucifixion.
“Such worthless devils!” said Mohwa, who responded to these stories with ridicule. But it was apparent that
the Christian denunciations and curses were weighing heavily on her. For she often chanted, striking the brass
tambour and the gong:
Away, devil, get along with you.
You who lived begging from old days,
How could you be unaware of this Mohwa?
If you linger on here
Your heirs will be locked and starve
In the blue water fifty fathoms deep,
In the cliff with thorny ash trees,
In the grilling iron cauldron,
In the white horse’s hide.
They shall not see the light of day.
Away at once, devil, get along with you.
Run away at thundering speed
To the Western Regions millions of miles away,
With sparks of fire on your tail,
With bells dangling from your ears,
Clinking, clanking, clinking, clanking."

Yet the “Jesus devils” refused to go away; on the contrary, they kept growing in number. What’s more, even
those who had once asked Mohwa for an exorcism or conjuration now came to be seized, one after another, with
the “foul spirit” of Jesus.
In the meantime, a revivalist preacher from Seoul came to town for canvassing. Hearing that he was capable of
curing the sick, the townspeople thronged around him. They said that if he offered a prayer saying, “This sinner is
in great sorrow for his own sin,” with his hand on the head of the sick person, in most cases a woman would be
“purified” of such common disorders as menstrual irregularity or leukorrhea; or a blind man would recover his
sight; or a cripple would walk again; or a deaf man would recover his hearing, or a dumb man would speak again;
or even those who suffered from paralysis or epilepsy would be “purified”—as long as they were pious enough.
From the pulpit it was announced daily that silver and gold rings were being contributed in growing numbers by
the village women; donations poured in. Compared to these spectacles, watching an exorcism performed by
Mohwa was as nothing, the villagers said.
“They’re jugglers’ troupes brought in by Western aliens,” said Mohwa tauntingly of the Christian healers.
For it had been an extraordinary authority allowed solely to Mohwa by her divinity that she should drive evil
spirits out of the human soul. And her divinity was no less than that of an ancient tree or of a stone Maitreya or of
a mountain or water spirit. Yet everyone of them was now despised and abhorred by the Christians.
“To believe in witchcraft and sorcery is to sin against our Father, the one and only almighty God who is holy
and holy,”announced the “Christian devils” to the accompaniment of trumpets and drums. Retorting to them all
alone, Mohwa struck the, brass tambour and the gong as she chanted:
Go away, devil,
A hundred thousand miles to the west,
With sparks of fire on your tail,
With bells dangling from your ears,
Clinking, clanking, clinking, clanking.

Autumn of that year passed.
Early in the winter Ugi’s illness took a sharp turn for the worse.
“My dear, my dear, what is happening to you?” Mohwa often said to her son in a trembling, mournful voice,
holding him by the hand and shedding tears. “After all the trouble of coming to me from afar, what misery have
you fallen into?”
“Please never mind my condition, Mother,” said Ugi calmly. “I shall be called before our Father in the world
beyond.”
Whenever Mohwa asked him if there was anything he wanted, he would quietly shake his head. But when his
mother went out, leaving him at home with Nangi, Ugi often said, holding her by the hand,
“I wish I had a Bible.”
The next spring, just three days before he died, Ugi was visited by the Reverend Hyon whom the youth had
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missed so badly and had anxiously waited to see. When Hyon arrived, guided by assistant preacher Yang, he
frowned at the devastated scene and the sickening smell of decay.
“Don’t tell me,” he said, turning to Yang, “that this miserable place is Ugi’s home!”
As soon as he saw the Reverend Hyon walk in, Ugi, with his eyes brightening, called out,
“Minister! Minister!”
Hyon came over and quietly held Ugi’s wizened hands. Suddenly his face grew red all over, as if dyed, and
innumerable wrinkles appeared on his brow and cheeks. He kept his eyes closed for a while, apparently trying to
calm the emotion raging in him.
“It was the personal effort of this man,” assistant preacher Yang said, as if to break the strained silence in the
room, “that brought about the early opening of our church in Kyongju.”
Ugi first made petition, he went on, to the Reverend Hyon in P’yongyang, who in turn solicited the Parish
Council in Taegu for help. While the Christians in the Kyongju area worked together under the leadership of Ugi,
they also kept in close touch with the Parish Council in Taegu. The result was, he said, that the church
construction work made far more rapid progress than expected.
The Reverend Hyon said that he intended to make another visit, along with a physician, and as he rose to
leave, Ugi said:
“Would you buy me a Bible, sir?”
“You can keep this one for the time being,” said Hyon, handing his own Bible to the youth.
Ugi took the Bible and closed his eyes, holding the volume to his breast. Below his closed eyelids tears
appeared.
*
In the garden in front of Mohwa’s house weeds still grew, entangled with one another just as in previous years,
and amid the rank growth there lay hidden a number of frogs and earthworms. Since her son’s death, Mohwa had
seldom been out to do exorcising. Instead, day after day, she kept chanting and striking the brass tambour and
gong in her crumbling house, surrounded by weeds. People said that Mohwa was now completely out of her mind.
From the kitchen ceiling she had hung multicolored strips of cloth and some flags made of Nangi’s drawings.
Being very erratic about her meals, her lips now turned a purplish black, and her eyes gradually took on a weird
radiance.
Daily she repeated the same words of conjuration, accompanied by the brass tambour and gong all the while:
There goes Jesus devil from the Western Regions,
With sparks of fire on his tail,
With bells dangling from his ears,
Clinking, clanking, clinking, clanking.
Away at once, devil, get along with you.
Linger where you are, and your heirs
Shall be locked to death
In the blue water fifty fathoms deep,
In the cliff thick with thorny ash trees,
In the grilling iron cauldron,
In the white horse’s hide.
Away at once, foul devil!

Every once in a while her neighbors would call on her and offer wine to console her, saying, “Terribly sorry
you have lost your son, Mohwa.”
“It was that Jesus devil who took my son away,” Mohwa would reply, sighing.
The villagers, who now took Mohwa for insane, often missed the spectacle of her incantations and said, “We
wish we could once again see Mohwa’s exorcising.”
Then a rumor arose that Mohwa would perform an exorcism for the last time to save the departed soul of Lady
Kim, the daughter-in-law of a rich man in town. Lady Kim had lately committed suicide by drowning herself in
Yegi Pond. Some said that Mohwa had been talked into performing after receiving two silk dresses as gifts.
Others said that she would attempt in the forthcoming ceremony to drive the dumb spirit out of the body of Nangi
so that the latter might regain her speech. Or, Mohwa was quoted as saying,
“Humph! We shall see which is the more veritable being, the Jesus devil or my divinity.”
Thus, a lively feeling of expectancy and curiosity arose among the people of the community; they flocked to
the ceremony site from beyond distant hills and rivers.
The exorcism was to be held on a tract of sand beside a stream, which took a gentle bend, flowing down from a
pond that nursed in its dark blue body a deep secret and a grudge. (In the pond, deep enough to conceal a huge,
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colorful monster, so legend goes, a man or woman is destined to drown each year.)
Onto the sands scores of people had thronged, full of commotion—taffy vendors, rice-cake vendors,
wineshops, and eating stalls, had all set up shop. In the midst of the tumultuous crowd there stood a huge tent, and
inside it, the exorcism was in progress. There, gauze lanterns of five different colors—blue, red, green, white, and
yellow—were hanging, beautiful as flowers. Beneath the lanterns were set in a row: the table for the house gods,
heaped with steamed ricecakes, a jar of wine, and a whole boiled pig; the table for the Buddhist tutelary god,\fn{ A
note reads: One of the tutelary gods of Buddhism who resides in the Palace of Correct Views on the summit of Mount Sumeru in the Tusita
Heaven and watches over the East .} provided with a bowl of raw rice, a coil of thread, a skewer of cured persimmons,

and a cake of bean curd; the table for Maitreya, laden with fruit of three different colors, steamed snow-white
ricecake, cooked vegetables, vegetable soup, salted fish, and honey candy; the table for the god of the mountain,
spread with cooked mountain vegetables of twelve different kinds; the table for the god of dragons, holding
seafood of twelve kinds; the table for the alley spirits, provided with plates of every kind of delicacy; the table for
Mohwa, set with only a bowl of water; and many other offering tables, large and small.
Mohwa wore a look of unusual modesty and composure; she had been grieving over the recent loss of her son
and, in addition, she had suffered the accusations and abuses of the Christian newcomers.. Despite all this,
however, she looked incredibly aloof and composed. Tonight she was neither ingratiating nor given to talk in
public as she used to do. Nor did she seem to be content, even after looking over the sumptuous food on the
offering tables. On the contrary, she pouted as if in derision.
“Scurvy bitches! How pitiable to think that a gorgeous offering is everything,” she said bluntly.
Before long, some of the spectators began to whisper that a new spirit might possess Mohwa tonight.
“It’s the spirit of the late Lady Kim that is with her!” cried a woman in the crowd suddenly.
“It’s Lady Kim that she is possessed by all right,” other women nearby concurred. “Look at her face that
appears even ominously modest and shy. And was Mohwa ever as fair as she is now? She is the very picture of
Lady Kim indeed.”
Then, a report sprang from villagers in one corner that tonight’s exorcism might help Nangi regain her speech,
while people in another corner spread a rumor that Mohwa was with child by an unknown man. The women
spectators felt vaguely that all the questions raised by their common talk should be answered by the close of
tonight’s exorcism.
Mohwa began with a lengthy description of the deceased Lady Kim, relating the circumstances of her life from
the time of her birth to her death by drowning. Her recitation over, Mohwa danced jubilantly to the tune of the
flutes, pipes, and strings played by the ritual band. Her voice now sounded more plaintive than ever, and her body
undulated as if it were transmuted into a fleshless, boneless spirit swinging in rhythmic cadences. The women
spectators watched as if in ecstasy; their breathing rose and fell closely with the movement of Mohwa’s robe. The
train of her robe in turn seemed to wave after Mohwa’s own breathing. And her breath seemed to have swallowed
up even the stars in the sky, moving momentarily in time with the water of the mysterious, gently winding stream
from Yegi Pond, as she gasped out a plaintive chant under the influence of the grieving Lady Kim’s spirit.
It was now the middle of the night. People said that all their attempts to save the departed soul had been to no
purpose. A group of male shamans and young sorceresses attending Mohwa had tied bowls of cooked rice onto
the ends of their “soul saver” lines, and had thrown them into the pond, one after another. Seeing no trace of the
deceased woman’s hair in the rice bowls raised from the water, they concluded that the late Lady Kim was
apparently resisting their attempt to summon her spirit.
“It’s a shame that the departed soul should be still down in the water unsaved, isn’t it?” an attendant shaman
whispered in Mohwa’s ear with a look of agitation on her face.
Mohwa showed no sign of impatience, but walked down into the water with a soul saver rod in hand,
apparently taking such delay for granted. A male shaman, who was assisting Mohwa by holding the soul saver
line, shifted the rice bowl at the end to and fro in the water, following the movement of the rod.
Mohwa beat the pond water, using the soul saver rod, and summoned the departed soul in a voice choked with
tears:
Rise, rise,
Our Lady Kim of Wolsong, age thirty-three.
You were born under the Scorpion,
With offerings to the Seven Stars.
You blossomed like a flower,
You were reared like a gem.
Leaving your parents still alive,
Leaving your small child lying in bed,
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When you plunged into the dark water,
Even the Dragon King grieved and sighed.
Your skirt floating up,
Did you land on the Lotus throne?
Your locks flying about,
Did you turn into a spirit of water?

Step by step, Mohwa went into the deeper part of the pond, holding the soul saver rod out before her. As she
walked deeper into the water, one of her skirts entwined round her body while another waved floating on the
surface. Now rising as high as her waist, and now as high as her breast, the dark water kept swelling round her.
Gradually her voice sounded more distant and her summons emitted greater flashes of fire:
Let me go, let me go,
Sharing the white wine in dragon-shaped cups.
Call me, my sister, call me to you.
When peach blossoms bloom on this river bank,
Come and hear me, my daughter Nangi, clad in white;
Then ask the first bough of my health,
Ask the second bough—

At that instant the pond water engulfed her entire body, and her chanting ceased.
For the fIrst few moments, the skirt of her robe was seen drifting on the surface, but even that disappeared in a
short while. The soul saver rod, now out of hand, whirled round and round on the water; then it too disappeared
downstream.
*
About ten days later, a small-statured man, who was said to peddle seafood on a street corner in a town on the
east coast, came riding on a donkey to see Nangi. With sunken eyes she was still convalescing in bed.
The man soon nursed her back to health. As soon as she recognized him, Nangi called out,
“Father!”
Her speech sounded unusually distinct and intelligible, perhaps because, as rumor had predicted, Mohwa’s last
exorcism took effect.
Another ten days went by.
“Get up here,” said the man to his daughter, pointing to his donkey.
Without saying a word, Nangi did as her father directed.
After their departure no one ever called at Mohwa’s house. Each night only mosquitos sang in swarms amidst
the rank growth in the yard.
13.82 The Bird Of Passage\fn{by O. Yongsu (1914-1979)} Onyang, South Kyongsang Province, South Korea (M) 7
They come with the warm weather and go away when it grows cold. Or they come with the cold and leave
when it grows warm.
They always go off in search of food in flocks, and then flock together again when they return.
Such is the behavior of migratory birds. But there are some that follow a different pattern.
It happened last autumn. The leaves of the city’s trees were just beginning to fall. So it must have been midOctober.
Minu was walking down Ulchiro Sixth Avenue, heading for his quarters outside the East Gate, when suddenly
a shoeshine boy was blocking his way and tugging at his sleeve. Minu was in a sour mood just then, and the sight
of that grimy hand grasping the sleeve of his new suit irritated him.
“No shine! Hands off!” he shouted. The boy, unabashed, kept tugging at Minu’s sleeve.
“But … Teacher, don’t you recognize me?” he asked.
Then Minu looked at the boy. Indeed it did seem that he had often seen that face before, but for a moment he
could not recall where.
“In Pusan. I used to shine your shoes all the time.”
Then it came back to Minu clearly. “Oh, now I remember. You’re Kuch’iri, that’s right. When did you come to
Seoul?”
“Last spring.”
“You did? You didn’t do well in Pusan?”
At these words Kuch’iri released Minu’s sleeve; his face fell, a tear struck the tip of his shoe, as he lowered his
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gaze to the pavement. Though he did not know what had happened, Minu, too, felt sad.
Kuch’iri’s turtleneck pullover had tattered elbows and frayed cuffs. His trousers were glossy with dirt. He
looked like any other shoe shine boy, except that the army boots he was wearing were absurdly blunt-toed and
each one was big enough alone to hold both feet. They were clumsy, even comical.
Minu took out a cigaret. “Did you come alone?”
Instead of answering, Kuch’iri pulled Minu’s sleeve:
“Please come over here.”
Minu followed him into a nearby alley. Kuch’iri put down his plain wooden. stool by the concrete outer wall of
a house and asked Minu to sit. He wanted to shine Minu’s shoes before telling his story. Minu placed one foot on
the shoe shine box.
“It’s been a long: time since you shined my shoes. More than a year, isn’t it?”
“Aren’t these the same shoes you had then?” The boy’s home was in Ch’ungch’ong Province, but he could 1
speak the Pusan dialect fluently.
“Yes, they’re the same shoes. But why’d you come to Seoul? Didn’t it go well at the school?”
Kuch’iri dislodged some dirt from the sole of Minu’s shoe with a metal scraper and said,
“Please don’t ask about the school. I got into trouble.”
“Trouble? What kind of trouble?”
“Just a while after you left for Seoul …”
“What happened?”
“Some money disappeared from the office. Seven thousand hwan.”
“Really?”
“Yeah, and the Disciplinarian claimed I took it. He took me into the storeroom and gave me an awful beating.”
“You mean that Mr. Ch’oe?”
“Yes. And even though I told him I didn’t take it …”
“But whose money was it?”
“They said it was the Patriots’ Club dues.”
“Then what did the Disciplinarian do?”
“He said if I didn’t confess by the next day he’d tell the police.”
“And then?”
“Please put your other foot up.”
“And?”
“The next day he stuck a pencil between my fingers and twisted it hard. I thought I’d die …”
“He did what?”
“So I told him I took the money; he asked how come I didn’t confess earlier. And he kept asking me what I’d
done with the money.”
“So what did you say?”
“I told him I only confessed because of the pain, that I really didn’t take the money. He said I made a fool of
him and took the leg of a chair and beat me so hard that I …”
“Hey, enough polishing. A quick shine is all I want. So what happened next?”
“I don’t know. When I opened my eyes the old janitor was splashing water on my face.”
“Hmmm. And then?”
“So the janitor took me home. I was sick for days.”
“Just a quick shine, I said.”
“But I’ll have to get that dirt off. Anyway, I was sick in bed at home, and my friend came and told me Mr.
Ch’oe was asking for me. My big sister took me to him. I went limping along.”
“What did he say?”
“He said they’d caught the guy who took the money. He said he was sorry, and he gave me two hundred hwan
and told me to buy some dog soup with it.”
“Who did take the money?”
“He said it was that bastard of an office boy!”
“Did you get some dog soup, then?”
“I was crying so hard. All I did was cry. My big sister was crying, too.”
“Really …?
“I said I didn’t want any money, and we went back home. I kept thinking of you, Teacher.”
“Is that why you left for Seoul?”
“Since I was sick I couldn’t make any money, so my stepmother kept telling me to get out of the house. My
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father got drunk and gave me a beating. So I got in with a bunch of guys who were going to Seoul and I came up
here with them.”
“Hm.”
“Look at this, Teacher.”
The boy held out his hand. The flesh of the second and third fingers was discolored, and the joints were
swollen. This, he said, was due to the cruel twisting of the pencil that day. Minu gently felt the injured fingers,
then released them.
“Does it still hurt?”
Kuch’iri was silent.
“How are the shoes coming?”
“They’re all done.”
Minu knew the boy would not let him pay so he thought he would take him for something to eat. When he
stood up Kuch’iri stood up, too, packed up his shoeshine box, and followed along as if by agreement. When they
got to the Kyerim movie theater, Kuch’iri caught Minu’s sleeve again and pointed to the billboard.
“Teacher, have you seen that movie?” he asked.
Minu just shook his head.
“Teacher, please go see it. I’ll treat you.”
For a moment Minu merely gazed dumbfounded at Kuch’iri.
“Teacher! That guy with one eye closed, holding the pistol— see?\fn{ It could, of course, be anybody; but the author
probably is referring either to the American actors E. G. Robinson (1893-1973) or James Cagney (1899-1986), both of whom played
intense gangster roles during the 1930’s and 1940’s, which is probably when this short story was written .} He’s great!”

“Okay, I’ll take you in.”
“No. I’ve seen it. You watch it. I can get us in for free. Come on, let’s go!”
“Kuch’iri, the next time a good movie comes along, I’ll takeyou to see it. I’m pretty busy today.”
Kuch’iri seemed to be on the verge of tears.
“Please don’t go. Come see the movie. Please come with me,” he said, tugging harder on Minu’s sleeve.
Kuch’iri was not going to give up until Minu agreed to watch the movie. It was an awkward fix, for Minu saw
that an abrupt refusal would hurt the boy’s feelings. He hesitated a moment and then said,
“Okay. Let’s go.”
Kuch’iri set down his shoe shine box at the side of the theater and left Minu standing next to it. He went to the
entrance and negotiated briefly. Soon he came hurrying back, waving one arm and mincing along in his GI boots.
He shouldered the shoeshine box and took the stool in one hand. With the other he led Minu along.
“It’s all settled,” he said. “Come with me. Let’s go in now.”
Just as Kuch'iri had promised, he and Minu entered the theater unchallenged. When they got inside, Kuch’iri
hurried up to the front, found a seat, and showed Minu to it. He whispered in his ear,
“The show’s continuous, you know. It’ll start from the beginning again soon. You stay here and watch. I’ll go
shine those people’s shoes over there and then I’ll come back.” With these words he was gone.
*
The film was a western. Minu’s eyes were on the screen, but his own thoughts absorbed all his attention.
Minu had been teaching at W Middle School in Pusan, where he stayed until the recapture of Seoul. They
called it a school, but it was a makeshift affair, just a group of tents with no fence or wall. All kinds of peddlers
carne there, but the shoeshine boys were the worst. Sometimes as many as seven or eight would corne in one
group. Over forty teachers sat back-to-back in the small office, and even a shoeshine would cause a stir. To Minu,
whose responsibility it was to keep the campus in order, fell the futile task of ejecting the shoeshine boys, only to
have them reappear once his back was turned. The boys swarmed to the school like flies to carrion, sometimes
camping quietly beside the office and playing marbles or batting about a shuttlecock.
One day, Minu was on his way back from the washroom after having ejected that morning’s crowd of
shoeshine boys. One of the shoeshine boys, who had somehow managed to follow him, held out his stool and
said, “Shine, sir?”
“But I just got rid of you guys!” Minu, half smiling, half frowning, took a poke at the boy with his fist, but the
boy pulled a tin out of his pocket and held it out, saying,
“Teacher, this is the best American polish, you’ve heard of it, haven’t you? I bought it yesterday. Please be my
first customer.”
Minu had no class during the first hour, so he set his foot on the box. The boy threw himself into the job,
spitting and shining the first shoe. Then,
“Sir!”
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“What?”
“There are too many shoeshine boys here, aren’t there?”
“They’re a headache!”
“I have an idea, Teacher. I’ll shine all the teachers’ shoes for just twenty hwan, and with the best polish, if you
will make it so that I’m the only one allowed to shine shoes here.”
“You're a greedy one!”
“Come on, let me, sir!”
It made sense. If he authorized just one boy to shine shoes, the others would not corne. Moreover, the teachers
welcome this new price of twenty hwan, instead of the usual thirty.
“I’ll talk to the others about it.”
“Please, sir!”
That afternoon in the general meeting Minu made the proposal. From the principal and the supervisor on
down, all agreed. They decided the chosen boy should wear an armband. The next day Minu made an armband of
yellow cloth with a W on it. He called the shoeshine boys together and made the announcement:
“The boy wearing this armband is the only one who will be allowed to shine shoes here. There’s no need for
the rest of you to come anymore. You’d better go elsewhere.”
However, the boys all protested, some of them pressing home their grievances:
“Aren’t we all refugees together here?”
“That’s unfair.”
“Choose one each day and we’ll take turns.”
“Make it one a week …”
“Maybe you’re right,” Minu replied. “But it’s been decided, so there’s nothing I can do about it.”
Thus Minu managed to quiet the boys. Yet he could not help feeling moved when they said that they were all
refugees together, for Minu himself was a refugee school teacher who had left his home in the North.
The boy who received the armband would arrive early each morning and bow smartly to each of the teachers.
When the principal arrived, the boy would promptly bring his slippers, exchange them for his shoes, and begin
polishing.
In a spare moment one day, Minu had his shoes shined.
“How many pairs do you shine every day?”
“Including the students, it comes to about twenty pairs.”
“Two times two is four … can you make a profit at four hundred hwan?”
“It’s fine.”
“Is it better than before?”
“Better?”
“Before it was hard to take in even two hundred a day.”
“Hmmm … what’s your name?”
“Yi Kuch’ol.”
Just then the P.E.\fn{Physical Education.} teacher came by. He said,
“No, it can’t be Kuch’ol—since you shine shoes you’d better change it to Kuch’iri.” And so Kuch’ol came to
be known as Kuch’iri.
His home was in Ch’ungch’ong Province, and his father worked down on the docks.
Lunch hour was the busiest time for Kuch’iri. Some of the teachers had their shoes shined while they ate.
Working in the small teachers’ office, Kuch’iri was sometimes kicked in the seat of his pants or struck on the head
with a roll-book. When they were busy, the teachers would ask him to get them lunch or have him do other small
tasks in place of the errand-boy.
When a new principal was appointed Minu left the school and went to Seoul. He completely forgot about
Kuch’iri.
Ch’oe’s misunderstanding and mistreatment of the boy may have been increased by his dislike of Minu.
Kuch’iri firmly refused to accept money from Minu, and this was all the more irritating. Once, when Kuch’iri said
he had polished Ch’oe’s shoes ten times, Ch'oe insisted that he had only done it six or seven times. At last Ch’oe
derided Kuch’iri and soundly slapped his face. One day the teachers ordered lunch from the usual chophouse.
Kuch’iri brought Minu’s lunch first, and Ch’oe plainly showed his irritation. On one occasion Ch’oe and Minu
nearly clashed openly.
When the teachers had a party, Ch’oe looked askance at Minu’s gathering squid heads or leftover cooky bits
and giving them to Kuch’iri; and when relief goods were distributed, Ch’oe was irritated by Minu’s giving
unwanted items to the boy. It was hard to know whether Ch’oe disliked Minu for taking sides with a boy he hated,
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or whether it was because he hated Minu that he could not stand Kuch’iri. In either case, Minu had no love for
Ch’oe either.
Ch’oe could be quite cruel. For example, he would bring into the office two pupils accused of misbehaving in
class. He would stand them face to face and order one to slap the other on the cheek. But eye to eye as they were,
the two could only grin sheepishly. However, Ch’oe was standing there beside them, stick in hand. One pupil,
seeing no escape, would lightly slap the other on the cheek. Then Ch’oe would tell the pupil who had been hit to
return the blow. Helpless, the second pupil would slap back about as hard as the one he had been slapped. But the
other boy, probably thinking this slap a bit harder than the first, would hit back still harder. And his comrade,
thinking this slap much harder than the one he had delivered, would hit back hard indeed. By this time no threats
from the teacher were necessary; the two would just go on slapping each other with all their strength until their
ears and cheeks were red and swollen. Everyone would laugh at the spectacle.
As Minu sketched this portrait of Ch’oe in his mind’s eye, he felt sure that Kuch’iri had been beaten all the
harder on his account.
“Teacher, you see he’s fallen off his horse. But it’s a trick. He doesn’t get killed. Watch him jump back and get
away. He’s really great!” Kuch’iri had come back and was sitting beside him explaining the movie.
Kuch’iri waited for Minu by the same corner every day, and each time he wanted to shine Minu’s shoes. If
Minu said he was busy, the boy would at least give the shoes a quick brushing. Sometimes, when Kuch’iri was
busy shining someone else’s shoes, Minu just went by in silence. When they met the next day, Kuch’iri would ask
why Minu had not gone to work and where he had been, and he would say that he had waited for Minu until dark.
One day when Minu was on his way home a little later than usual, he saw Kuch’iri, hands thrust into his pants
pockets, whistling and marching along in time with the tune. It was a popular song that went “ … though I miss
my home …”
“What are you doing here so late?”
“I was waiting for you, Teacher,” he replied, shouldering his shoeshine box and walking along after Minu.
“What for?”
“Just because …”
When they got to the East Gate train station, Kuch’iri simply bowed to Minu and said, “Goodbye, Teacher.”
Kuch’iri lived in the second-to-last shack in the row along the bank of the stream just outside the station. One
time, thinking it odd that Kuch’iri went into the station every evening, Minu had asked him where he lived.
Kuch’iri took his sleeve and drew him to the ticket gate, where he pointed out the shack just opposite. He said he
lived there with an old lady who raised bean sprouts and sold them in the market.
Minu would leave work as early as possible, knowing that Kuch’iri was waiting for him. Somehow Kuch’iri
had found a permanent place in his heart. This was Minu’s weakness: if a neighbor’s dog wagged its tail at him,
he would feel fond of it. Or perhaps it was partly that Minu’s youngest nephew was still in the North, where there
was no way to get news of him, and whenever Minu saw Kuch’iri it was just like seeing the little nephew who had
always tagged after him.
“How long are you going to go on shining shoes?”
“Why?”
“That’s a job for little kids, you know.”
Kuch’iri was silent.
“How old are you now?”
“On New Year’s I’ll turn fourteen.”
“Wouldn’t you like to get a job as a carpenter, or iron-worker?” Such were Minu's hopes for the boy, and he
had thoughts of sending him to night school.
“Well, what do you want to do?”
“I want to make some money so I can open a shoe store.”
“Hm? A shoe store?”
“In Pusan, at the head of our alley.”
“Why on earth there?”
“So I can show it to that kid.”
“What kid?”
“My stepmother’s kid.”
“But still, he’s your brother, isn’t he?”
“Him? I can’t stand that brat. Because of him I’ve been beaten enough. And my big sister, too. She’s always
getting a licking because of him. I really feel sorry for my big sister. If I open a shoe store, she can come live with
me.”
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“It takes a lot of money to open a shoe store. Do you have any saved up?”
Kuch’iri looked up at Minu with a quick grin and rubbed harder with the polishing cloth. “I’ve saved six
thousand hwan since I came to Seoul. Plus nine hundred I gave to the old woman to help her with her bean sprout
business.”
“How did you get to know her?”
“One time she asked me to open her bean sprout bucket for her. I could tell by her dialect that she was from
Ch’ungch’ong, too.”
“Does she have a family?”
“She says her husband died last year, and her son was killed in the war.”
*
It was two days before Christmas. Kuch’iri had been shining Minu's shoes once every two or three days but
had refused to accept payment. Now Kuch’iri looked so cold that Minu handed him two thousand hwan and said,
“Here, buy yourself a shirt. How can you go around in those clothes in the winter?”
Kuch’iri stared at the money and back at Minu, and deftly thrust the bills back into Minu’s pocket.
“I don’t want it. I don’t want your money.”
Minu pulled the money back out and stuck it under Kuch’iri’s nose.
“Come on, take it,” he said.
“I don’t want it!”
“Hurry up and take it.”
Kuch'iri did not move.
“Look, how can I accept your favors then?”
Minu dropped the money in front of Kuch’iri and turned away. But Kuch’iri, stumbling in his oversized boots,
came from behind and stood in his path.
“I don’t want money. I don’t want it.” Wiping his eyes with his fist, he held the money out to Minu. Passersby
turned to watch.
“What are you crying for?” Minu said.
“I don’t want it. Money …”
This was a predicament.
“Okay, then, bring your things and come with me.”
Again Kuch’iri shoved the money back into Minu’s overcoat pocket. He shouldered his stool and box and
followed along. The two went into a restaurant and ordered two bowls of dumpling soup.
“Why do you wait for me every day?”
Kuch’iri lowered his gaze.
“Speak up!”
“Because I like you!”
“What do you mean, you like me?”
“I just do.”
“Just do? What …? Really!”
The waiter brought the soup.
“But look, Kuch’iri.” Again Minu got out his money. “Look, you shine my shoes and then I’ll buy you a shirt,
okay? That’s what people do at Christmas. So buy a shirt with this and start wearing it tomorrow, won’t you?”
“But I don’t want you to give me any money!”
“You’re a stubborn little … look, if you don’t do what I tell you, I won’t come by here and I won’t let you
shine my shoes anymore. How would you like that?”
Kuch’iri sniffed.
“Your nose is running into your soup.”
Kuch’iri snuffled, and with a look of reproach for Minu he took the money.
They had left the restaurant and were walking side by side. Minu asked,
“Do you want to see a movie? I’ll treat you.”
“No, thank you. I’ve got to go home now.”
“What for?”
“The old woman can’t see too well at night anymore.”
“So what do you do?”
“I carry water and sort the bean sprouts for her.”
They did not meet the next day, for it was Sunday.
When Kuch’iri saw Minu on Christmas morning, he was beaming as he held out his arms to show off the
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jacket he had gotten in a second-hand clothes shop. He also showed him a can of shoe polish he had bought with
the change. Minu was pleased and said,
“That’s good. But you could use a haircut, too.”
*
They say the peak season for shoeshine boys begins when the forsythia bloom, as people emerge into the fine
weather wanting to look their best after a long winter indoors. For Kuch’iri work was plentiful, and he said that he
could earn in one day now what during the winter had taken two days to earn.
While he was polishing Minu’s shoes one day, Kuch’iri said,
“Teacher, your shoes are all worn out.”
“Yes, it’s time to buy a new pair.”
“Don’t buy any. I’ll get you some high-quality American ones from a guy I know.” He measured Minu’s foot
with a cord.
A few days later Kuch’iri told him, “Teacher, I asked him to get the shoes. He says he’ll get the best. It’s okay
if they’re second-hand, isn’t it?”
“What’s the price?”
“Let’s see … they’ll sell them cheap to us, say about four or five thousand hwan.”
“That low?”
“Yeah. On the black market a good pair of American shoes’ll go for at least ten thousand hwan even if they’re
used.”
After that, Kuch’iri worried about his offer each time he shined Minu’s shoes. “I saw the guy yesterday and he
says he’ll get them soon,” he would say, and then mutter something to himself.
One Saturday in early May, Minu left work somewhat earlier than usual. Kuch’iri was nowhere to be seen,
though his box and stool lay abandoned on the ground. Thinking that Kuch’iri must have gone to the washroom,
Minu sat down on the stool and took out a cigaret.
A clamor like that of quarrelling urchins came from a nearby alleyway. Minu smoked his cigaret and waited,
but still Kuch’iri did not return. Thinking Kuch’iri might be watching the fight, Minu stepped into the alley. There
from behind he saw a young man, apparently smartly dressed, surrounded by four or five shoe shine boys. The
young man was striking somebody. He wore rubber slippers on his feet and held a pair of leather shoes in his
hand. Minu moved closer, thinking that the boy being struck resembled Kuch’iri.
“Teacher, go away. Don’t come in here. It’s nothing.”
It was Kuch’iri. Blood dribbled from his nose and smeared his face.
“Kuch’iri! What’s going on here?”
Kuch’iri, spitting blood and wiping the side of his mouth, yelled almost desperately,
“Teacher, go away. It’s nothing. Please go away!”
With that the young man turned and looked angrily at Minu.
“Who are you?” he asked.
Minu had no ready answer, but hesitated a moment and then said, “It doesn’t matter who I am, but what on
earth …”
Kuch’iri took his chance to escape. He ran down the alley with all his might and was rounding the corner
before the surprised young man uttered a curse and ran after him.
Minu thought to himself, “Whatever it’s all about, I just hope Kuch’iri doesn’t get caught.” He asked the
shoeshine boys standing there what had happened to Kuch’iri. But as if by agreement they did not say a word and
slipped away. At that point, a boy came to pick up Kuch’iri’s stool and box. The boy said that he was a friend of
Kuch’iri, and that he would take care of Kuch’iri’s things. Minu consented and had the boy shine his shoes,
hoping to find out more.
“Hey, what was that all about,” he asked.
The boy glanced up at him and answered,
“He was caught stealing shoes at the restaurant over there.”
“Kuch’iri was?”
“Him and another kid, but the other one got away and Kuch’iri got caught.”
Minu’s head began to swim and his eyesight blurred. He shut his eyes for a moment to calm himself.
“It was all because of that promise of his,” he muttered. He was angered by this breach of faith, but he felt
sorry for Kuch’iri. “If I see him, I’ll really teach him a lesson, the little thief.” Yet even as he said this, Minu really
felt as ifhe would burst into tears if he met Kuch’iri now.
“Ha, if I’d only caught that bastard I’d have bashed his skull in like a chestnut!”
It was the young man with the shoes, coming back out of breath.
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“What happened?”
“He got away.”
Minu was relieved.
“Look at this. It hasn’t been a week since I bought these shoes.” He took off the rubber slippers, put on the
shoes, and headed off across the trolley line.
*
From that day on Kuch’iri was nowhere to be found.
On the fourth day Minu went to the shack outside the train station where the old lady who sold bean sprouts
lived. The old lady did live there, he was told, but the door was latched; she must have been at the market.
Every day on his way to and from work, Minu stopped at Kuch’iri’s old shoe shine spot. About ten days or so
later, another boy took over the spot. Setting his foot on the box Minu asked,
“Do you know Kuch’iri, who used to shine shoes here?”
“Yeah, I know him. He’s gone to an American army base up near the DMZ.”\fn{ The Demilitarized Zone; the border
between North and South Korea.}
“Alone?”
“No, he joined a group of guys who were going up there.” The boy said that every summer groups of
shoeshine boys went to the American army bases to make money. It would be autumn before they returned, the
boy said in reply to Minu’s query.
A wearisome August passed, and then September drew to a close.
Autumn came late that year.
One day, as leaves were beginning to fall along the streets, Minu glanced up at the sky. A flock of geese flew
by in a neat V, on their way from somewhere to somewhere else. Minu was deeply moved:
“Kuch’iri, too, will be coming back soon,” he thought.
14.14 The Imjin River\fn{by Yu Chuhyon (1921-

)} Yoju County,

Kyonggi Province, South Korea (M) 10

A river, any river, tends to collect a hoard of tales and lore in its flow. Perhaps rivers alone flow tirelessly,
timelessly. Soft words of lovers in low tones, tragic sorrow, passionate sighs—when these are accumulated over a
long period of time along the banks of a river, they become folklore, a history of an area that is as unique as its
climate.
From the beginning of time people have congregated in settlements along rivers. Then they pushed inland to
the plains and mountains. The river flats with their fertile soil and wooded hills developed into cities.
However, there are places where the soil is shallow and barren even though it is near a river and surrounded by
hills. There are many such places and the people who inhabit them find making a living very hard.
Why do people keep on living in such places? What makes them stay there in impoverished conditions,
struggling against deprivation? Is it because of their homage to their ancestors, or is it because of their attachment
to a hometown? An obsession? A force of habit? Resignation?
All these reasons may be wrong. The true conditions of human life may not be pinned down into clear-cut
reasons or logic. Maybe they just go on living, walking along a given road, in the place they happened to be born.
However, I must tell you a story that has something to do with one such place.
*
Once an old woman was wandering along a river bank. She thought she could still hear the last cry of her son,
pitiably calling out,
“Mah …”
Her disheveled hair was half gray, and the deep furrows on her tanned brow told the story of her life. When
people tried to console her, she talked back in an indignant tone.
“What crime did my son commit to be shot to death? He’s dead, you know. He’s dead.”
She sat down on the river bank and began to wail. Her slightly protruding front teeth did not damage her looks;
rather, they helped to give the impression of goodnaturedness to her.
“How do they expect us to live without heat in this cold weather? But my son would not have crossed the river
to collect firewood if the river had not been frozen over.”
She went on wailing, blaming the frozen river. Who would swim across a river to collect firewood?
On January 2 by the lunar calendar, the old woman’s son walked across the frozen river to the other side to cut
reeds to heat the room, and he was returned dead.
The river is the Imjin River. The Imjin now divides North from South Korea in this area. In olden days it used
to form the border between Silla, Paekche, and Koguryo, and once again it divides the country into two and is the
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scene of heartbreaking bloodshed.\fn{ A note says: A reference to the three kingdoms that had divided the Korean peninsula until
Silla unified the country. The period runs roughly from 200 to 668 A.D. More recent scholarship has demonstrated that there was a fourth
kingdom, called Kaya, that occupied a position on the south-central coastline, and was conquered by Silla some time during the mid-6 th
century AD.}

“My son went across the river often to cut rushes for the fire. Is it such a crime to do so? He was shot by one of
our own guns too.”
The old woman began to beat the exposed root of a pine tree and wailed on.
“You know, this is my grand climacteric year,” she said. She blamed it on her age. She was fifty nine. In Korea
nine is an unlucky number.
As she had said, her son had died an unnatural, violent death. He was shot to death by an American guard
while he was on his way home across the river after collecting firewood. He had crossed the river to cut reeds in
an off-limits area.
“To make me warm he was shot. Bad luck of the day.”
She kept blaming the luck of the day. She did not consider that her son had any faults. She merely blamed luck.
Now she blamed the person who had killed her son. Perhaps the person who had killed her son represented too
big a power for her to rebel against. Perhaps she was accustomed to taking a beating. For a long while she gazed
at Tongmang Mountain across the river, lost in reverie. The wind blowing across the river was quite nippy, but the
old woman did not seem to care. The pine branches groaned in the wind. The winter sun was weak but bright
against the twigs of the three ancient-looking pine trees under which the old woman sat. The pine trees and a
loose pile of rocks near them constituted a sonang-dang, a place of worship where passersby prayed for good luck
by adding more rocks to the pile.
It’aewon is a district in Seoul—an area on the southern foot of South Mountain. It is a relatively new part of
the city, an oblong area between South Mountain and the Han River.
It is by no means a homogeneous part of the city; the standards of living among the population vary greatly.
Slum frame houses with cardboard walls stand side by side with huge mansions. The way the slum houses are
piled along the river bank would remind one of the Casbah in Algiers.
The district is noted principally for its foreign population. There is an American army post as well as a foreign
residential area there. Naturally these foreigners attract a host of natives who make a living off them, adding an
even more exotic look to the area.
Some suffer from indescribable poverty while others enjoy great affluence. There is decadent pleasure as well
as self-inflicted idleness. There are people who make a living by robbery, swindling, and violence, while there are
many women who support their children and parents by selling their own bodies. There are even more who make
a living off those prostitutes.
Chicago is one of the many tea rooms in It’aewon. A man was sitting absentmindedly in this tea room. He
wore brown corduroys and the collar of his black overcoat was up. He had a very short crewcut and his jaw was
square. Over his heavy left eyelid was a scar about an inch long. It appeared to be a knife scar and looked very
old. It glared under the dim lights of the tea room. He was not so tall, but he was husky and well built.
He nervously crushed his cigarette in the ashtray, coughed, spat on the floor, and rubbed the spittle with his
shoe. He looked frustrated but he might have been impatient or simply bored. One thing, however, was apparent;
his mind was suffering a self- induced conflict.
Suddenly another man entered this tea room filled with cigarette smoke, jazz, and bawdy conversation.
Wearing a grey windbreaker, a cap, and a pair of sun glasses, he looked very slim and light. Finding the man with
the scar, he came over.
“Here you are, Tukhwan,” he said sitting down with a thump on a chair opposite the man with the scar. “I’ve
been looking for you all day.” Then he pulled out a cigarette from the pack on the table, Tokhwan’s pack, without
hesitation. Putting it into his mouth, he chewed on it once, then he asked,
“Got matches on you?”
With a glum look Tokhwan fished out a box of matches from his pocket and put it on the extended palm of the
man with sun glasses.
“Munt’ae wants to see you.”
Still sullen, Tokhwan said with disgust, “Tell him you couldn’t find me.” He pulled a cigarette out of the pack
for himself.
But that did not seem to bother Hyonp’il, the man with sun glasses. He said, making smoke rings with his
cigarette,
“He said he had to see you.” Then after awhile he added,
“I don’t think you can afford not to work.” He leaned against the back of the chair, stretching out his legs. But
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Tukhwan did not seem to heed what Hyonp’il was saying. He gazed at the far end of the room as if Hyonp’il did
not exist. Perhaps he was busy thinking about something else, or he was merely ignoring Hyonp’il, or perhaps he
was simply staring absentmindedly.
Taking the sun glasses off, Hyonp’il said, “Let's go!”
“Where to?” said Tokhwan, pretending disinterest as if he was bored to death.
“To the Ilmi Restaurant.”
“No.”
“The work is set for tonight.”
“Go tell him you couldn’t find me.”
“He said we would have a drink to the success of tonight’s work.”
Just then a waitress came round with a cloth to wipe the table.
“Is it naturally again?” she said.
“That’s right. Naturally we don’t have time to drink coffee. We got to leave right away,” Hyonp’il said.
The waitress seemed to be accustomed to this. She said good-naturedly, “Naturally you can sit there all night if
you like,” turning back toward the counter.
It was around four in the afternoon. The wind was blowing hard outside and it was chilly. Whenever someone
opened the front door, a gust of cold wind swept into the room. The sky outside was dark and low, and it
threatened to snow. Then Tokhwan said quiedy but f1rmly,
“Listen! I won’t have any more to do with you guys. My answer to tonight’s job is a flat no. Remember that.”
Hyonp’il seemed to laugh at this silently. His nostrils gave him away.
“I agree with you one hundred percent. But you got to think about making a living too. Or have you already
lined up a straight job or something? Of course, you don’t really have to worry about your daily bread as long as
that Miss Ch’oe is around, I know that. That gal is really something. She seemed to think about nothing but you
while you were away at “the big house.”\fn{ An American euphamism for “prison.”} I don’t mean that I followed her
around all the time you were away. Don’t get me wrong. Anyway, let’s go to the Ilmi and have a drink. You look
hungry too. You may refuse tonight’s work, and then you may not. It’s all up to you. Let’s go unless you don’t
even want to sit with us.”
“I’m not going,” said Tokhwan firmly, but Hyonp’il paid no attention to what he was saying. He repeated in a
low tone,
“Let’s go. You can tell Munt’ae yourself that you don’t want to take part in tonight’s work. Let’s go.”
Tokhwan was angry now. He threw down his cigarette and rubbed it on the floor with his shoe again and again.
“You go tell Munt’ae that you guys can work all you want. You guys can make as much money as you wish,
understand? Alright? Then go!”
He laughed. Hyonp’il was laughing silendy all the time. Wiping his sun glasses with his bare fingers, he said,
“Munt’ae says tonight’s job is a breeze. Big money, too. I think you’d do well to wash your hands of such things
after tonight’s job if it’s so important to you. Let’s go!”
Putting his glasses back on, Hyonp’il got up muttering to himself,
“Damm it! What a boring New Year. Nothing new, nothing to do! Ain’t I right? Let’s go!”
It was January 3 by the lunar calender. The stores were all closed. The people who filled the sidewalks exuded
an air of festivity.
“Leaving so soon? I guess we’ll close down early tonight. Not many customers with the New Year’s
celebration, you know,” said the waitress, who came around again holding the evening paper under her arm.
Tokhwan was getting up too, but he sat down again, taking the paper from under her arm. He glanced over some
pictures on the front page. He turned the pages absentmindedly till he came to the third page. There his eyes
rested on the headline. At first he could not believe his eyes. His heart began to thump. Panicked, he read the news
over and over.
“She says she’s going to close down. Let’s get going. You can read the papers later,” said Hyonp’il, but
Tokhwan was not listening. His facial muscles became distorted, his face pale.
“I said let’s get going!” said Hyonp'il, somewhat irritated.
But Tokhwan did not seem to notice him. He was absorbed in the paper. He was terribly upset. He folded the
paper and then spread it again, rereading the article on the third page. Then he looked up at Hyonp’il with vacant
eyes.
“What’s the matter? Is there something interesting in the paper?”
But he did not answer. He put a cigarette in his mouth, more out of habit than anything else, and lit a match.
Lighting the cigarette, his hand trembled slightly. He gritted his teeth to control himself—to control his confusion,
rage, and sorrow. He said,
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“Was yesterday the second?”
“I guess so, the day before yesterday was the first,” answered Hyonp’il.
Hearing this, Tokhwan clenched his fists and gritted his teeth again. Then suddenly he said, “Let’s go. I think
I’m getting hungry too.” He followed Hyonp’il out of the tea room. He was still holding the crushed newspaper in
his hand. The waitress ran after him and said it belonged to someone else. He turned around and threw the paper
at her. He walked out quickly.
*
“Mother, let’s go back home. It’s cold out here.” A young woman was saying to the old woman who was still
sitting on the bank of the river. The younger woman was holding down her indigo skirt with one hand for it was
flapping in the cold wind.
“Let’s go in, Mother. The living must go on living.” At this the old woman turned around sharply.
“Is that so? I guess you’re right. When a mother cannot follow her son in death …” What the old woman
meant was that she did not expect her daughter-in-law to die of sorrow and grief, but her tone was somewhat
biting. Then the old woman gave a quick glance at her daughter-in-law’s lower abdomen. Muttering something,
the old woman turned around to go home. The deep lines on her face were the signs of her life-long poverty, but
her tired old eyes were not without some goodness.
Tears rose to the eyes of Chongim, the daughter-in-law, when she saw her mother-in-law’s disheartened
profile. Her eyes bloodshot from crying, she followed the old woman. Her body seemed to be in no better
condition than the old woman’s, but nevertheless her’s was filled with the sweetness of youth. Tagging along, she
mused over her misery. She had nothing but fate to blame for her misfortune.
Chongim was a widow now six months after the wedding. Besides, she was pregnant. It would be a fatherless
child. The seed of her dead husband was three months old in her. Somehow the thought of the fatherless child
made her all the more sad. Clenching her teeth, she followed her mother-in-law, holding the old lady’s sleeve with
one hand, arranging the forelock on her brow with the other. She lost her husband only six months after the
wedding. The remains of the permanent wave she got when they married were still in her hair. She secretly
thought that her sorrow and grief were no less than her mother-in-law’s, but she knew better than to say it
outright. (“Is it really impossible for me to follow my husband in death?”) She had thought this over and over
since that day, but she knew she could not do as her mother-in-law suggested.
“Some American soldiers have just been to the village, Mother,” Chongim said.
“Americans?” the old woman repeated, alarmed. “What did they want? Wasn’t the shooting of my son
enough?”
Another gust of cold wind swept up. Some dogs barked far away in the direction of the village.
“They say they tried to give money to Ch’angsu’s mother.”
“Money? Did she take it? Did she take the price of her husband’s life?”
“They say she trampled on it right in front of the American officers.”
“That’s the stuff,” the old Woman seemed to be satisfied. But she quickly added, “How much did they say the
money was?”
“I don’t know. Should be a handsome sum though.”
“A handsome sum? Did they come around to our house too?”
“No, Mother.”
“Why not?”
“Would have come to our house too, if it hadn’t been for what happened at Ch’angsu’s house.”
At this the old woman jumped up again.
“What made them think we wouldn’t receive the money? Why not take the money when my son is dead? Why
not take the burial money?”
Chongim kept her silence. She seemed to be weary and exhausted by grief, and nothing seemed to interest her
much any more. Her eyes were all swollen from crying.
The scenery along the river bank was desolate. The wind was strong among the old pine branches. They
stepped down from the embankment. They did not say anything to each other till they approached the village.
Probably they were thinking about the future. Now, without the breadwinner, prospects were black.
All of a sudden the old woman asked again,
“How much did they say the amount was?”
“I don’t know.”
“A lot?”
“Whatever the sum was, it should be a lot for people in our condition, I should say.”
Then the daughter-in-law guided the old woman to one side of the road. With a cloud of dust in its wake a jeep
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was speeding out of the village along the road lined with poplar trees toward them.
“Is it them, you reckon?”
“Looks like.”
The jeep drove past them at full speed. The old woman groaned something while Chongim glared at the racing
vehicle.
Villagers stood near the entrance to the village to watch the jeep, now a dark spot raising a cloud of dust.
Just then a group of young men were leaving the village. They had their A-frames\fn{ A backpack framework in the
shape of the letter A.} on their backs. One could tell that they were on their way to collect firewood.
“You don’t mean you are going to cross the river again?” called the old lady incredulously.
“What can we do? We don’t even have enough firewood to bury your son and the other,” said Pongman, one of
the men in the group.
“We mean to cross the river right by the American camp to see if they dare shoot again,” another young man
added.
“What if they do?” said the old woman, as if her own son, Toksu, was among the group. Seeing those young
men, mpmentarily she could not believe that her son had died.
“Die, what else? It ain’t such an attractive life anyway,” said Pongman.
“What about those who are left behind?” said the old woman, almost to herself. Hearing this, Chongim cried
again.
*
Leaving the Chicago tea room behind Hyonp’il, Tokhwan was almost beside himself. He kept telling himself
that he should do something, but he did not know what it was.
“I must go see them,” he muttered. “I must go right away.” (But how can I go now? I am penniless.) It was
meaningless to go back to his home village without any money.
He had just served six months in the penitentiary for theft and robbery. Let out only a few weeks ago. The
hitch this time gave him a criminal record. He was an ex-convict with three previous offences.
(I had better stop at three!) The warden had warned him that after three it could easily be thirty. He told
Tokhwan to get a real job and stay away from “the big house.”
He considered the warden right, and he had tried to get a good job ever since he had left the penitentiary. But
no one gave him a job. He was ready to do anything, but no one was ready to give him anything. Miss Ch’oe was
more eager than he himself. She was worried to death that dangling like this might push him back into his old
criminal world. She did her best to find him a job, but in vain.
Miss Ch’oe worked in a bar in Myongdong called Wild Roses. She had been Tokhwan’s common-law wife for
the past three years. Although her job was a disreputable one, a barmaid, everyone who knew her said she was a
good girl. She had never been formally marrIed, but she seemed to know the meaning of love. She was older than
Tokhwan by three years, but she looked younger and they seemed to be a well-matched couple. She was the first
one to whom Tokhwan ran when he was released from the penitentiary a few weeks ago.
“I earn enough to feed us both. Take your time finding an honest job this time. Try to do whatever you can. I
don’t ever want you to gang up with those rascals again. If you do, I will kill myself. I will kill myself and leave a
letter to the police. Don’t think I won’t mention your name in the letter,” she had pleaded. There were tears in her
eyes.
“I understand. That’s exactly what I am thinking about—to go straight. Back home folks think that I am a great
success with heaps of money. I cannot live up to their image of me, but at least I can throw away names like
hoodlum and gangster. I have a brother back home, you know. He asked me to get him a job in Seoul when I last
visited home three years ago. I heard he got married last year. I couldn’t attend the wedding. You know why, but I
wrote them that I was terribly busy and couldn’t get away. They think I am a big executive of a large company or
something. I don’t blame them because I was easy with my money whenever I visited the village. It’s a poor
village. A one-hundred-won bill is still a sight for sore eyes. I must visit the village once again soon. I have a
mother, you know. She would be so glad to see me, a successful son from Seoul. We can go there together if you
want to,” he rambled on the evening of the day he left the penitentiary. Of course she had heard this story many
times before. He had told these stories to her because he wanted her to know him through and through.
Walking behind Hyonp’il, Tokhwan was now afraid of Miss Ch’oe.
Just then, by sheer coincidence, he ran into her on the street. She was watching him, standing near a bus stop.
He approached her, somewhat defiantly raising his head.
“I thought you weren’t feeling well,” he said. He had told her to stay home and skip one night at the bar.
“I’ll be back earlier than usual,” she said. Without makeup she was pale. It wasn’t that she had any special
sickness to speak of, but she was just generally weak.
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“You must take care of yourself,” he said somewhat glumly as he turned to go. She gave a sharp look at his
back.
“No one is home. You go right back to the house. You want me to go with you?” she said, noticing Hyonp’il,
who had stopped several steps ahead.
“No, I want a drink. I am getting in on a job,” he said roughly.
“Don’t make me write the letter, you just remember. I don’t want to die yet,” she said at his back. He coughed
up phlegm and spat it on the pavement, hurrying as if to run away from Miss Ch’oe.
*
“Mother, it would be better for you to go to Seoul to live. Resting for a few days first after tomorrow’s burial,
of course,” said Chongim to her mother-in-law. Since she had heard that her dead husband’s brother was doing
well in Seoul, she thought this was the best way under the circumstances.
“Seoul? With my son buried on the mountain yonder! Do you think I can go to Seoul to my older son to live
well? Nonsense!”
“The dead are dead. There is no reason why you should stay here and suffer the .rest of your life,” said
Chongim. Then, as if she had already been left behind alone, she burst into tears.
“What about you?” asked the old woman sharply. Chongim could not answer that question. She had
recommended that her mother-in-law go to Seoul for her own sake. But why would her mother-in-law trouble her
with such a question; apparently her mother-in-law was implying something else.
“I said that for your own sake, Mother,” she said, wiping her tears.
“You must stay till you give birth to that baby at least. I don’t expect you to remain a widow all your life.”
The turn of events since the marriage had been such that the old woman thought that she could blame the
whole thing on the bad luck that the daughter-in-law had brought into the family. But the old woman could not
hate Chongim. She pitied her daughter-in-law.
“Is it three months old? You give it birth and I’ll raise it,” said the old woman, thinking momentarily of the fact
that she had not heard from her son in Seoul. “My other son in Seoul does not seem to have any children. The
family line must be perpetuated. You give birth to a son if you can. I’ll send him to his rich uncle in Seoul to get
the best education. The family line must go on.”
*
Tokhwan thumped the table with his fist. The dishes on the table ratded and clinked. Then clenching his teeth,
he groaned,
“What do you expect me to do? I can’t sit here doing nothing!”
Tokhwan had followed Hyonp’il to the Ilmi Restaurant, but he had not mentioned what he had read in the
papers. The two men and Munt’ae had drunk quite a lot when Tokhwan gave himself to that sudden outburst.
“What in the hell are you squawking about,” Munt’ae cried out.
“Munt’ae!” Tokhwan extended his glass to Munt’ae and continued, “My younger brother is dead! He got
killed.” With this, tears began to stream down his cheeks-tears repressed for so long.
“Your brother? Got killed? I didn’t know you had a brother.” Surprised, he gave a quick glance at Hyonp’il to
see if he knew anything about it. But evidendy it was new to him too.
“He got shot by an American soldier. He was out collecting firewood and got shot.”
“When?” asked Munt’ae. “Was it your brother that was in the papers this evening?”
“During the war, we, myself and my brother, saved the lives of two American soldiers. We hid two of them
who had lost their way during the retreat. Our own lives were at stake for doing that. But now those Americans
have shot my own brother.”
For awhile a heavy silence prevailed. They even forgot to empty their glasses. But other customers in the place
were not so quiet. Some were shouting, some laughing, and some were making bawdy jokes mixed with obscene
laughter.
“Be quiet! Can’t you guys just drink and not make such a row?” roared Munt’ae all of a sudden. They seemed
to be taken aback. Then Hyonp’il added his piece,
“Sorry, gendemen, we are the hoodlums of It’aewon, and we don’t like a noisy place if you please.” So saying,
he swept a glance around the room. No one dared to talk back. Hyonp’il drank up his glass in a breath, and said to
Tokhwan, “Was it in that newspaper you were reading?” Then he called out to the proprietor to get a copy of the
evening papers.
“Your home was P’aju, wasn’t it? You got to go see them. We all got to go see them,” said Munt’ae
nonchalandy, chewing on a piece of dried fish.
“Money. You can’t go there without money,” joined in Hyonp'il with a secret wink at Munt’ae.
“Naturally. Burying costs quite a bit of money these days,” said Munt’ae.
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“It’s a good thing that we are going to pull that job tonight,” said Hyonp’il.
“Is the funeral tomorrow? We can start early in the morning after the job, can’t we?” said Munt’ae. Tokhwan
was merely listening with his fist clenched on the table. Just then the papers arrived. Hyonp’il took it up and read
aloud.
“The guards shot ’em, eh? Two of them. Is this guy called Toksu your brother?” said Hyonp’il, and then he
began to curse those guards. “Those sons of bitches! Why did they have to shoot innocent wood collectors? Did
they think they were hunting rabbits or something?”
Then Munt’ae took the papers and read for awhile. Soon he said,
“You can’t really blame those guards,” to the surprise of the two.
“What?” asked Tokhwan, doubting his ears.
“You can’t entirely blame those guards.”
“Can’t blame them?”
“That’s right. It’s too bad it had to be your brother.”
“My brother or no, why are Korean lives so cheap? That’s the point. How do you mean we can’t blame them?”
Tokhwan sounded much disconcerted and troubled.
But Munt’ae seemed set on provoking Tokhwan. He said, “You guys don’t understand the psychology of
guards.”
To this Hyonp’il said, “Now you’re siding with the Americans. How thoroughly pro-American you get …”
Munt’ae slowly emptied his glass. Extending the glass to Tokhwan he said,
“It has nothing to do with pro-or anti-American feelings. All I meant was that it could easily happen. Litsen. It
was the front line and it was getting dark. Suppose some dark figures appeared in front of you in an off-limits
area.”
“So?” pursued Tokhwan, his eyes glaring.
“The guard had probably called out ‘Who goes there!’ The wood collectors probably started to run away.”
“It’s natural.”
“It’s instinct,” said Munt’ae. “They start to run without knowing why. Do you know why? Because it was an
off-limits area. If they had not known that fact, they wouldn’t have run away.”
“So what? Do you mean to say that those guards were right in shooting away at innocent people? All they
wanted to do was to collect some firewood so that they could keep warm,” cried Tokhwan, enraged.
“Tokhwan, I was in the army myself and I know. I have been on guard duty myself. I was on a reconnaissance
mission too. You don’t understand how one gets keyed up on the front line, especially at night. When some
stranger approaches you, your finger automatically races to the trigger. You can lose your own life in the matter of
a split second. When the stranger starts to run, the bullet shoots out on its own. The guards’ intention has nothing
to do with it,” Munt'ae was saying calmly.
“Are you saying that it’s alright? Innocent people being killed?”
“I did not say that. The result is a disaster. But if the guard happens to be greenhorn, it can happen any time.
And most guards are inexperienced privates. At least you cannot call it wilful murder. Especially when it is a
place where the enemy line is not too far away.”
Although it was unpleasant, Tokhwan knew Munt’ae’s reasoning was right. But his own brother was dead. An
innocent brother got killed. What could you do about it?
“What lies at the bottom of all this is poverty,” Munt’ae went on. “You cannot blame the guard. Those wood
collectors were not guilty of anything either. But they would not have gone out there if they had been rich. What
we should hate is poverty,”said Munt'ae emptying several glasses in a row.
Tokhwan did not wish to hear any more of Munt’ae’s philosophizing. He buried his face in his hands, and tears
streamed down through his fingers.
“Drink some more,” Munt’ae was saying.
Tokhwan wiped away the tears with his fists. He knew he pitied his brother, but he also knew he pitied himself
for he knew he was giving way to temptation and his brother’s sudden death was merely a pretext.
“There’s got to be three million won in cash.” It was a brick mansion surrounded by cement-block walls. They
planned the holdup and proceeded under the supposition that there was three million won in that house. Munt’ae’s
information had always been correct. His planning never failed either. Tokhwan knew that well. And he was
finally in on it.
At three-thirty in the morning the three of them circled the house. It was like an army operation, soundless
breathing and stealthy steps.
The house was quiet, deeply asleep. They examined the three sides of the house and agreed that their planning
was sound. Munt’ae commanded, and Tokhwan was the first to jump over the wall. When all three of them were
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inside the wall, they put on black masks. Then they opened the front gate noiselessly. Hyonp’il stayed in the
garden to stand watch.
It took nearly half an hour for Munt’ae and Tokhwan to steal into one bedroom of the house. They had
searched the drawing room first, but there was no money to be found. So they had to try the bedroom. Fortunately
the bedroom was lit with a low, blue-colored bulb, and they didn’t even have to turn on their flashlights. There
was a double bed in one corner of the room. A couple was sleeping in the bed. The man was wearing pajamas, but
the woman was stark naked. When Munt’ae threatened the man with his dagger, he closed his eyes. Tokhwan
pulled away the quilt and found the woman, naked, her back bent like a shrimp, trembling. She was young enough
to be the man’s daughter.
It was Tokhwan who found the package under the bed. It was bulky enough to hold three million won. They
left the room with an air of perfect composure.
But the unexpected happened. Even before they got down to the front yard, lights came on everywhere. Shouts
came from the houses all around, “Burglars!” Evidently they had an alarm system.
They three were stunned. Panicking, they forgot the prearranged getaway route. But somehow Munt’ae and
Hyonp’il got away through the front gate. Tokhwan took to the wall in the backyard. It was very high, and there
was a stretch of barbed wire entanglement on the top. He made a go at it. After several repeated failures he at last
climbed up the high wall. The barbed wire pierced and slashed him. He jumped down to the other side. He began
to run toward the hillside. He ran in the dark, tripping breathelessly. Then suddenly he realized something.
He turned around and started to run back to the wall that had just taken all his might to hurdle. He could hear
people making a commotion inside the wall and saw several flashlight beams jumping up and down. But he paid
no attention to them.
When he reached the wall, he groped for something in the dark.
“One of them climbed over the wall here,” a voice was saying inside. Just then Tokhwan located the package
of money. He had thrown the package over the wall just before he climbed over it. (How can I go without this?)
He smiled triumphantly in the dark.
“Maybe he got hurt climbing over the wall,” another voice said. A flashlight beam lit up the barbed wire fence
on the top of the wall. Tokhwan smiled again and said, “No, sir!”
Dogs in the neighborhood began to bark. “Turn the police dogs loose,” another voice suggested inside.
He started to run toward the hillside again. The baying of dogs became louder. His steps were lighter than
before. He was excited with the satisfied feeling of success. He ran agilely in the darkness.
Then he noticed for the first time that he had many bad cuts. After a long, long run he hid himself under a
small pine tree that grew between two huge rocks. He looked up at the dark sky. The dawn was yet to break. He
wiped the blood stains on his body with his handkerchief and some toilet paper. Then for the first time the thought
about his two friends. (They got away safely, I suppose.)
Then he realized he was all alone. Somehow the fact excited him greatly. I am alone! I am all alone with this
package of money! No one can find me. I shouldn’t even contact Miss Ch’oe. I should not try to see Munt’ae nor
Hyonp’il. The police in the district must have been alerted by this time. I shouldn’t try to go down there. Nor
should I expect to see anybody from the village. To be alone is to be safe. For the time being anyway.
Then he realized that today was the day of his brother’s funeral. A strange idea entered into his head and
gripped him. When he thought of the poverty-stricken hometown village, this strange idea welled up inside him.
(What about giving away the whole lot to those people?) The idea stirred and excited him greatly. (About three
hundred thousand won per house?) Three hundred thousand would be an alarming sum of money for those people
for whom a mere three hundred would be a rare hoard. How proud Mother would be! She might even forget the
sorrow of the loss of her other son. (I am going to throw bundles of money into the arms of those who are
carrying the bier, saying they are no longer poor.)
He could no longer hear the sound of dogs barking. His hands and feet were numb from the cold.
*
The old woman was praying again at the sonang-dang situated under the three old pine trees. After the
stretcher carrying her son’s body left the village, she came out here to look at the frozen rIver.
The old woman no longer cried. Were her tears finally dried up? The villagers had borrowed a colorful bier
from the neighboring village, but the old woman had insisted that stretchers were more suitable for the occasion.
Thus her son, along with Mr. Shin’s body, was carried away to the burial ground on a stretcher, the same stretcher
on which he had been brought in two days earlier.
“Without its pillar the house must fall down.”
This was what the old woman had been thinking repeatedly since that morning. It was a premonition as well as
determination. Her premonition was right. Her daughter-in-law fell. Chongim had fainted and fallen down in the
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front yard when they carried her husband out on the stretcher. With the fall she shed a lot of blood.
There was her older son in Seoul, but he did not belong to the house. Nor did he belong to the village. He was
a success. He should have no connection with this miserable village. This was a kind of resignation on her part.
She had often longed to see her older son, but resignation had enabled her to control herself.
The surroundings were very quiet. She could see the quonset huts of the American troops on the other side of
the river and some figures walking around near them. Now and then the sound of army vehicles could be heard.
The village was quiet too. The men were at the burial, and the womenfolk seemed to be depressed and
exhausted.
She knew her daughter-in-law would die soon. She had once experienced an abortion herself, but the amount
of blood her daughter-in-law had shed was far too great. She would soon die.
“One must die before one becomes senile,” she thought. She stood up on the embankment. She looked round,
and she noticed a dark spot on the gravel road far, far away to the northeast of the village. She thought it might be
a man in a dark suit. Maybe the town clerk or somebody like that, she thought.
But now she had to hurry. She had to get it over with as soon as she could. She looked up at the pine-branch
just over her head. “This will do,” she thought. She could grab the branch on tiptoe.
A gust of wind blew her skirts. Since she had nothing heavy on underneath, it was chilly. She looked around
again. Looking at the frozen river, she tried to draw in her mind the picture of the flooded river in summer. She
looked up at Tongmang Mountain on the other side of the river. The hillside was dark brown now, but she tried to
imagine the green of the warmer weather.
She tearfully watched for awhile the guard post of the American troops where her son had been killed.
The peak of the mountain now appeared to be very close. By now her son’s body must be in the ground.
“What if dirt gets into his eyes?”
She could not bear the thought. “Although they told me it was a sunny spot …” She turned to look at the
village again. The dark figure of the man approaching the village loomed much larger than before. She wondered
why Tokhwan, her rich son in Seoul, could not come back to the village like that. (That bad boy, doesn’t he know
his brother is dead? Doesn;t he ever hear anything?)
She now regretted very much that she had insisted on not informing her older son of the death of the other son
when the villagers so suggested. But the truth was that she did not know where he lived. He had written to her last
summer that he had moved to a larger house, but that was all she knew.
She looked up at the branch again and loosened her belt. It was of heavy cotton, an exceptionally long one. She
made a noose with the belt. Tossing one end of it over the branch, she tied it. She turned her eyes to the
approaching figure again. He was now quite close to the village. The old woman thought he might be a man going
into the American camp, turning off to the right just before entering the village. She stood up erect, hesitated a
moment, but she told herself firmly once more,
“It’s far better to die.”
Her bloodshot eyes began to swell out, her facial muscles distorted. She looked for the noose. When she put
her head through the noose while on tiptoe, her foot slipped.
The strong cotton belt became taut instantly. The branch swayed once or twice. The old woman’s mud-stained
skirt flapped in midair. Her legs and arms writhed a few times in vain, then drooped. Her body turned once or
twice, dangling. Fifty-nine. Did she blame her climacteric age at that instant?
At the entrance to the village Tokhwan ran into a man who was hurrying into the village also.
“Isn’t it Tokhwan?” the man asked. “I am Pongman. Aren’t you Tokhwan from Seoul?”
“Ah, Pongman. How have you been?” Pongman was a native of the village like Tokhwan.
“How did you know? Read it in the papers?”
“The funeral is today, isn’t it?”
“Yes, but the party is already at the burial ground.”
“Were you with the group collecting wood too?”
“Yes, everybody in the village was. It’s safer that way. It used to be anyway. I’m sorry it had to be your
brother." Then explaining how it all happened, he added,
“They ran. Mr. Shin ran first, then your brother followed suit. Those Americans had stripped them naked, and
Mr. Shin took off in the middle of their questioning. Your brother couldn’t hang around there alone, so he took off
too. He got it first, and Mr. Shin was shot down on the middle of the frozen river.” He added he had just been to
the police station for further investigation.
“Here firewood is even more scarce than rice,” he added with a sigh.
“Well, poverty is at the root of it all. I should have done something about it sooner, but I have been terribly
busy, you know,” said Tokhwan, sighing too.
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“Well, now you should think about doing something for your old mother. Take her back to Seoul. We all talked
about it and thought you would,” said Pongman with another sigh.
Tokhwan was not a little taken aback by this, but he said calmly,
“Well, I have insisted on doing so for a long time, but Mother wouldn’t hear of it. She is obstinate in her own
way, you know. She says country people should stay in the country. She says people who are used to misery die
when their misery ends.” He laughed an empty laughter. He dug out a pack of Saenara cigarettes. He lit one,
giving one to Pongman.
“Are there nine households in the village altogether?”
“Ten.”
“Pongman.”
“Yes?”
“Do you think three hundred thousand won for each family would help them any? With that money the whole
village can move to a better place.”
Pongman stopped short in the middle of the road, dazed. “Three hundred thousand each?”
“I am mad about what happened this time. You remember how my brother and I helped two American soldiers
during the war, don’t you? Everybody in the county knows that!”
“Sure! That’s why we said they bit the hand that had fed them!”
“Where is the grave?”
“It’s on Tongmang Mountain.”
“I don’t understand why people stick to this place in lifelong poverty and misery,” Tokhwan said breezily. With
this, he looked far away at the embankment of the river. Then he gave out a cry of horror.
“Isn’t that a human being dangling over there from the pine tree?”
The next moment Pongman was running. Tokhwan followed him for a few steps, but resumed his normal gait.
He became self-conscious, and laughed a little derisively. Approaching the embankment where he used to play
when he was a child arid the river beyond the embankment, which one could not cross any longer, the Imjin
River, he laughed a derisive little laugh again. (They would rather die like that than leave this crummy village. )
He drew a picture in his mind; he would dump the bundles of money under that strangled woman’s skirt and
tell the villagers to come and get it. Then he would leave the village ever so casually.
After all, he was the only one that had freed himself from the village, he thought. Another thought crept into
his head.
“Would Miss Ch’oe really write the letter? Would she really give me away to the police?” He laughed again
derisively.
14.65 Winter Outing\fn{by Pak Wan-suh (1931-

)}

Kaep’ung, Kyonggi Province, South Korea (F) 6

Before slipping into the bath and indulging myself in the pleasant sensation, I began to wonder selfishly
whether this hot-spring water was the real thing or not. The shower and the two faucets labeled hot and cold,
attached to the ordinary tile bathtub in this deluxe room at a second-rate inn, weren’t the least bit different from
what you would find at any cheap bathhouse. Just where, I wondered, is the proof that the hot water pouring from
this faucet marked with a red circle is not just heated city water but rather hot-spring water that has gushed up out
of the earth?
It wasn’t that I had some rare chronic disease that required me to soak in the water; nor had I come here
expecting some sort of power in the water, as touted by those who go on about such things. Actually, I was
looking for an excuse to feel more sorry for myself. From the outset, the journey hadn’t held portents of pleasure.
It was a journey that seemed to have started off wrong, and I was of a mind to let it end up in total disaster.
Though not commercially popular, my husband was an artist of some standing who clung tenaciously to his
own rather peculiar artistic outlook, for which he had made his name and gained critical recognition. Owing to
preparations for his third one-man show, he had been spending several nights at his studio. Things were at the
point where I would occasionally bring him food out of concern for his health or he would drop by the house only
to change his clothing. The previous day, too, when I was downtown, I had bought some sliced beef and dropped
by the studio. Our married daughter was there, modeling for my husband.
This was quite a surprise to me since people almost never appear in my husband’s paintings. I had thought he
enjoyed painting only natural scenes and animals in highly simplistic or nursery styles. And this painting of a
human figure was utterly different from my husband’s usual style. It was dreadfully detailed, vivid, and realistic.
Whether an exact likeness was appropriate was secondary; what concerned me most was the sudden loathing I
immediately felt. It was as though I were looking at a portrait into which he had moved her soul. Even more
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sickening was the curious air exuded by model daughter and artist father. A soft, warm, and satisfying rapport
between a loving father and daughter—that I can understand. But there was something more than father and
daughter to their secrecy. It was plain to see that they wanted their intimacy for themselves. Though the two of
them welcomed me quite politely, I felt like I was being kept at a distance.
Our daughter, now three years married and her first child just over a year old, was seated upright on the sofa
with a prosperous and elegant beauty quite unlike that of her maiden years. As I was admiring my daughter in her
prime, I was struck with a blinding, shocking realization. Right! It was just about that very age! My husband’s
separation from his first wife in the confusion of the war took place when she was as old as our daughter was now.
Moreover, this daughter was not my own, but had been born to my husband and his first wife. Daughters always
resemble their mothers and there was no question that my husband recalled through his daughter the appearance
of his wife when he left her behind in the North. Though I was considerably younger than that woman, I was the
one, now growing old and ugly, at my husband’s side, while that woman lived within my husband’s heart,
glowing with our daughter’s present youth and beauty. As I realized this, I felt jealousy raising its viper’s head. To
accommodate a woman’s jealousy, there generally must be a hank of hair for her to grab. But, at this moment,
whose hair could I grab? I had no choice but to seem ordinary and restrained—a difficult and painful task.
Insistent feelings of jealousy gave way to a sense of utter disappointment, as if I had lived my life so far in
vain. I had thrown myself energetically into the task of living, but … To have pitied and then loved and then even
married this unknown painter of insecure occupation, twelve years older than me, who had left his parents and
wife behind in the North and come south as a penniless refugee with a baby daughter on his back; to have
smoothed away the distress of this womanless man and motherless child and to have loved them and waited upon
their needs these years now seemed, to my chagrined eyes, more like a lost labor. The more I mulled over this
feeling of having lived vainly, deceived, the more I felt disgust and let it show in the grimace on my face.
My husband and daughter asked solicitously if I were feeling all right. I answered that there were some things
distressing me and that I should like to get away and knock around by myself for a while.
“All alone, in the middle of winter!”
More than just surprised, my husband was nonplused. It had been bitterly cold for several days. Through the
studio window, I could see the skeletal roadside trees and sparsely peopled, frozen sidewalks below. I was
suddenly overwhelmed with emotion at the sight of winter in this dismal city. Now my talk of a trip, proffered
only as a complaint at first, came back to me invested with a realistic feeling. I made up my mind on the spot that
I would get out of town. More than wishing to leave Seoul or to get away from my husband’s side, I wanted to
cast aside like worn-out shoes this life I had fashioned so perseveringly and to live free and unfettered. As if the
bleak winter day outside had taught me that my life had been a complete waste, I suddenly felt an unreasoning
yearning for the winter scenery of some distant place. Not caring whether my husband and daughter would be
suspicious or surprised, I agitated to leave immediately.
“Well, I guess there’s a time for even you to be temperamental!”
With that degree of understanding, my husband gave me a generous travel allowance, while advising me that I
would best go to a hot springs since it was winter. I left my husband with the mentality of someone who had just
discovered that a cherished treasure was a fake and, as a first reaction out of disgust, tossed it aside.
I went to Onyang by the most convenient means. No sooner had I stepped from the express bus into the
unfamiliar street than I was seized by the cold and a feeling of loneliness. The unfamiliarity of the scene before
my eyes brought me to the brink of tears. My mood of unfettered freedom was no match for the alien and
unwelcoming streets of the hot springs. It seemed most unlikely that I would settle into such a mood. Only my
body had ventured forth. In the face of this I smiled grimly as I realized I was tied to patterns of living which had
long since penneated my being. Having my generous travel allowance, I headed toward the tourist hotel but then,
turning on my heels, found a cheap, second-rate inn. As is my habit when buying sesame oil, I seriously
questioned whether their hot-spring water was the real thing. Nevertheless, I took one bath after another despite
the inevitable enervation, as if I were saving the cost of a public bath against the room charge at the inn. I was
disgusted the next morning by their breakfast tray, in spite of its fifteen side dishes, as if I had been bored by such
food for days on end. It was actually only my second meal there. I felt like I had been away from home a long
time, but in fact I had spent no more than one night away. This realization saddened me to tears.
An errand boy at the inn came to ask whether I was leaving or whether I would stay another day. I felt as if the
boy would feel sorry for me if I said I was staying, and so I told him I was leaving right away. Having packed my
small overnight bag and emerged on the street, I felt like I had been driven from the inn by that boy, just as I had
been driven from the house by my husband and daughter. The cold here was every bit as severe as it was in Seoul.
The lowering sky and harsh wind were well suited to my bitter ruminations on my feeling of fraudulence at
having lived wastefully thus far.
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The streets of this small hot-springs town were not very extensive. Though I made the rounds of the place a
dozen times, it didn’t take even an hour. I dropped into the tourist hotel and had a cup of coffee. If I was to
pretend to my husband that I had stayed at the tourist hotel, then I ought to have some idea of what the interior is
like, I thought. Across the street from the hotel, I caught sight of a bus tenninal. Antiquated buses, posted with the
names of unfamiliar destinations, were turning over their tired motors as the passengers were being called.
I saw a way out of my plight.
Grabbing anyone I could fmd, I asked if there weren’t some scenic or historical spots worth visiting nearby.
The bus girl jumped down from a bus which had just begun to leave and, before I had a chance to say anything,
swept me up like so much baggage. I stumbled aboard and found a seat. With less than a dozen passengers, the
interior was deserted. The vinyl seat was as cold as a slab of ice.
“Where are we headed?” I asked in an apprehensive voice as the bus gathered speed.
“I’m to let you off at the lake, right?” the bus girl announced, as if I had at some point asked her to take me as
far as the lake.
“Lake?”
“Yes, the lake. It’s the only place around here that has any good scenery. Except for winter, we have all sorts of
passengers going there!”
Less than five minutes later, the bus girl demanded my fare and, saying we had arrived at the lake, shoved me
off the bus. There was, indeed, a lake there. Solidly frozen, surrounded by a low, bare mountain, it looked gloomy
and opaque, as if the sullen sky had simply sat down on the spot. Then, all of a sudden, a jealous wind licked
fiercely at the icy surface of the lake and swept up toward me, slapping my cheeks heartlessly like a whip. I
hastened to reboard the bus. But it had already left for the next stop, leaving only dust in its wake. Close to tears
of utter defeat, I first of all hurried to the lakeside shopping area to escape the harsh wind. A rather large
signboard reading Pleasure Park hung high above the arched entrance to the shopping area, suggesting the
prosperity it enjoyed in any season but winter. But now the shutters on the restaurants, tearooms, variety shops,
and gift shops were tightly closed and there was no sign of habitation. There were only faded signs rattling
dismally with each gust of wind, worsening my feeling of desolation. Several open-air Ping-Pong tables lay
coated with frozen snow and layer upon layer of dust; it made a miserable sight, like filthy bedspreads scattered
about. There seemed not a single occupied building. I felt so helpless I could only wish it were just a dream. I
made one tour of the shopping area and again confronted the frozen lake spread out before me. Although it was
impossible to launch a boat on a lake that was frozen solid, it was also impossible to throw oneself in to drown.
This did not seem the least fortunate; rather, I thought it fearful.
I went searching recklessly into yet another alley. And, indeed, at some distance down this otherwise lifeless
alley I could see a house with a tidy front and an open gate with a sign that read Lodgings. Spent coal briquettes
were stacked by the main gateway and, within the courtyard, white laundry hung frozen to a clothesline, twisted
into queer shapes. In a trembling voice I called for the innkeeper. A pre- sentable woman in her fifties emerged
from the main building, smiling a warm welcome. Upon seeing her I relaxed as if I had come to my own house
and, indeed, wished I were a child for whom she would care. This woman had about her a most uncommon
ambiance. There was something about her that seemed to wrap me in protection, warm
and good and generous like quilted clothing. I felt as if something I had forgotten for a very long time had made
its way back to me.
“I was hoping to thaw out some before moving on. Do you have a warm room available?”
The woman promptly led the way to one of several guest rooms in the front wing of the house and slipped her
hand under a taffeta quilt that was spread over the warmest spot on the heated floor. It seemed warm enough, but
she was troubled by the chilly drafts. Sorry for the trouble, I asked the woman if I really looked all that cold. I was
moved to laughter, but my frozen cheeks would not form into a smile of their own accord.
“Yes, you look just like an icicle. For heaven’s sake, let’s go into the family room! The floor is all wanned up
and we have a heater there, too.”
And so, with unreserved sisterly affection, she led me into the main building. In addition to the heater, a
curtain had been hung around the inside of the family room, making it as dim and cozy as the interior of a cave.
At first I thought there was nobody else in the room, but as my eyes became accustomed to the gloom, I could see
an old lady decorously seated at the warm end of the room. The desiccated old lady, looking like a mummy
draped with clothing, stared at me without expression and shook her head to the left and right. Since her behavior
signaled disapproval, I hung back, awkwardly. But the woman insisted on drawing me to the warm end of the
room and, there seating me, put my hands under the quilt which the old lady had spread to seat herself. The old
lady’s lips smiled a little. But she did not stop shaking her head. The woman told me that this was her mother-inlaw and then said to the old lady that I was a guest whom she had invited into the family room since I was so cold.
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And with that, introductions and greetings between me and the old lady were completed. But the old lady
continued her head-shaking as before. The woman offered no explanation.
Although gaunt, the erectly seated old lady possessed a singular elegance: Her neatly combed white hair was
done up in a chignon, and over her traditional silk jacket with its crisp white collar was draped a soft wool
sweater. It was, indeed, an extremely unreal elegance. Compared with what I had seen at first, her head-shaking
had abated considerably, now looking more like she was swaying in a gentle breeze. I thought perhaps she might
stop after a while, but no matter how long I waited she didn’t stop. As my body thawed, I became drowsy.
Honeyed sleep was overwhelming me—even if someone proposed to kill me I would have had to sleep on it.
“I’m pretty well thawed out now. I think I’ll have a nap in that room we were just in. Oh, yes, how many
minutes between buses back to the hot springs?”
“Minutes? In the winter we have only two in the morning and two in the afternoon. Since the one you came on
was the last morning bus, the next one will be about four-thirty. Well, now, how about lunch? I’ll be preparing
some anyway, so why don’t you have something to eat before you go?”
All I could think of was sleep—food was the furthest thing from my mind, but I told her to go ahead. The
woman thanked me over and over again. I felt pity, believing that she was fussing so much over the little bit she
would make by selling one meal. When I arrived at my room, I stretched out on the nice hot floor, pulled the
taffeta quilt over me, and fell into a deep sleep.
The head-shaking old lady was the first thing that came to my mind as I woke up. While it was still unclear to
me whether I had seen her in a dream or in reality, the picture of the withered old lady shaking her head floated
vividly before me. The curiosity I had deferred because of my sleepiness slowly reasserted itself. I looked at my
watch—it wasn’t even two o’clock.
“Are you still asleep, ma’am? I should expect you’re hungry,” I heard the woman’s quiet voice outside the
paper door. I stirred a bit and slid open the door. The woman, an apron wrapped around her waist, welcomed me
out of sleep with the very same show of pleasure as when she had greeted my arrival at her house. She was so
pleased to see me up that I even wondered if perhaps she hadn’t mistaken me for one of those guests who take
some sort of medicine and dispatch themselves to eternal sleep.
The lunch tray soon arrived. Her rather well made preserves, such as the marinated sesame leaves, unripened
hot peppers, and wild carrots and the other foods—the kimchi, the spicy radish chunks, the steamy radish soup—
were not the least bit like what is served in commercial places. They were gratifyingly similar to what you might
receive if you dropped in on country relatives. But my mouth was parched and my appetite did not respond. When
she saw me gulp down only the bowl of soup, the woman brought me another hot bowl of radish soup. Urging her
to join me in the meal, I drew the woman down to sit beside me.
“Oh, my, that’s not at all necessary! I ate earlier with Mother.” Since the woman was first to bring up the
subject of her mother, I was able to ask naturally about the old lady’s head-shaking.
“Your mother doesn’t appear to be much pleased with me. Though she didn’t say anything, she was shaking
her head all the while I was in the room.”
“She’s been doing that for some twenty-five years now.”
“Twenty-five years!” I was too startled to close my mouth.
“Yes. Twenty-five years, day in and day out, except for when she sleeps …”
I thought I saw the woman’s eyes grow moist, but her manner of speaking was composed and tranquil.
To shake her head day in and day out, except when asleep, for twenty-five years was, she explained, her
mother-in-law’s task in life. When she was healthy and in a good mood, the shaking would be serene, barely
visible, as if her head were waving in a gentle breeze; when she was in poor health, the movement would become
more pronounced and laborious; and when she was agitated or upset by the household, the movement would grow
even stronger and more determined until she would be chaotically shaking her head for dear life as if ranting, “I
don’t know! I don’t know, I tell you!” They had scraped together whatever money they could lay hands on and
tried all kinds of Chinese herbal medicines and even the most highly rated acupuncture, but all to no avail. The
first one exhausted by this ordeal was the woman; but her mother-in-law, on the other hand, though it was
distressing, rigorously devoted herself to doing this thing as if it were some fated task she could not set aside until
her dying day.
This was a condition that had developed suddenly during the war. Her young husband, who had been a
township administrator when the war broke out, was unable to flee in time and had to go into hiding. At first he
hid inside their house, but when the ardor of the new circle that came to power began to turn bloodthirsty, hiding
at home became so dangerous that it was out of the question.
Late one night, under cover of darkness, the woman hid her husband at her family’s home village at the foot of
Kwangdok Mountain, some five miles from their house. They did their job so well that only she and her mother197

in-law knew of it. Conditions only continued to worsen. Informing became rampant as neighbor turned against
neighbor, kin against kin, accusing one another of being “reactionaries”—the business had so spread that not a
day passed without some bloody and ugly incident in one village or another. These were ugly days. Things had
reached the point where the woman began to feel she couldn’t rely on her own mother-in-law. She was concerned
with what would happen if this unsophisticated old lady, honest to a fault and quite incapable of doubting others,
were to fall for someone’s deception and disclose her husband’s whereabouts. It was not a world meant for people
like her mother-in-law.
The woman relentlessly drilled her mother-in-law to say “I don’t know,” as if she were teaching multiplication
tables to a thickheaded child.
“In any case, Mother, simply say you don’t know. Even if the most remarkable person in the world asks, you
simply must say you don’t know where Daddy is. You must insist that he left the house the day the war broke out
and you don’t know what’s become of him since. Lives are lost these days because of a little loose talk. Even if
Daddy’s brothers ask, you simply must say you don’t know. Even neighbors like Ippiini’s grandmother or
Kaettongi’s grandmother, even if they ask, you simply must say you don’t know. You can’t trust anyone. There, do
you understand, Mother?”
The woman energetically helped her mother-in-law, even with head-shaking, and they practiced the “I don’t
know” over and over again. Day after day, alone or not, a frightened and lonely expression on her face, the older
woman earnestly practiced saying “I don’t know, I don’t know,” also shaking her head at the same time.
Simple villagers, hearing only that war had broken out, were killing and being killed by one another as if
possessed by the spirit of the legendary Chinese pillager Tao Zhi. And, in this village that had never once heard
the sound of a cannon, suddenly planes had come to strafe and bomb without pause, and for days on end gunfire
crackled in the surrounding hills like roasting beans. Then came silence, deep as death. One or two of the
villagers, who had been cringing in their houses, still as dead rats, cautiously craned their necks but then quickly
shrank back in again. They still hesitated to talk among themselves. There was no evidence that the Reds had left,
yet nothing to indicate that they remained. There was no sign of the gangsters who had joined up with them and
taken power, but their flag still fluttered from the pole in the yard of the village headman’s house, which had been
used by the People’s Committee.
At this precarious and uncertain time, the woman’s impetuous husband had stolen back to their house in the
dead of night. Seoul had already been recovered, it seemed. The Reds had held out here, but how many more days
could they last?
It was after the kimchi cabbage had already been planted in the kitchen garden and into the season of Cool
Winds when young pumpkins, grown waxy, ripen so well. Mother-in-law, who had pushed through the morning
dew out into the backyard to pick young pumpkins, suddenly gave out a rending cry.
“I don’t know, I don’t know! I really don’t know, I tell you!”
It was a ghastly shriek, one that raised gooseflesh and made the blood run cold. The woman ran out and, in a
moment of bewilderment, her husband joined her. For a moment, they had lost all discretion. Just around the
comer of the outhouse, three or four tired and ragged People’s Army soldiers, probably stragglers, had the barrels
of their rifles leveled at mother-in-law. They, too, looked startled. It may well be that they never intended to cause
anyone harm but, rather, that they met up with mother-in-law by accident or that, having met her, they were going
to ask for food or clothing. But, before they could say a word, mother-in-law—nailed motionless to the spot—had
shook her head madly and repeated in a high, shrill scream like someone deranged, “I don’t know! I don’t know!”
In the moment it would take to catch the bloodthirsty glint in one of the stragglers’ eyes, his rifle swung toward
the woman’s husband and sprayed bullets. The woman’s husband toppled over, a wretched sight, and they took
flight. This event had taken place in only an instant.
Thereafter the mother-in-law had seemed nearly deranged. After long and devoted care, she recovered
somewhat, but the head-shaking, in which she engaged so strenuously upon her husband’s\fn{ The text has: son’s.}
death by the comer of the outhouse, had diminished in intensity since that time but continued as a chronic
condition that she couldn’t halt. And so she became known to the neighbomood as Grandmother No-no, a local
character.
The woman told this story with distance and detachment, not the least bit garrulous.
“And now, rather than thinking I should find a cure, my only thought is that I must help her.”
“Help her? In what way?”
“As something she is not doing of her own free will, this must be very tiring. I do my best to see that she has
three meals a day, that she is physically comfortable, and, well, that sort of thing. Can I not do that little bit until
the day she completes her great undertaking and departs this world?”
I closed my mouth in failure as I tried to laugh at the woman’s joke of referring to the endless days of
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demented head-shaking as a “great undertaking.” Her attitude, after all, was not at all a joking one. Indeed, the
woman’s face even shone dimly with the pride and sense of duty of one who was actually assisting
wholeheartedly in a great undertaking. A shiver passed down my back as I wondered if perhaps this woman was
the one accomplishing the great undertaking.
Lunch and the room together came to eight hundred won, she said. Giving her a thousand won, I asked her to
keep it all. The woman fussed and bowed and thanked me so much that I felt uncomfortable. She had done the
same when I ordered lunch, but, in all, only a tiny profit would be left from the thousand won. For this she was so
obsequious? The reason I found her obsequious attitude so distasteful may well have been that I liked and
esteemed the woman so much. Furthermore, the woman’s obsequiousness seemed unnatural to her and, being
awkwardly out of keeping, all the more ugly.
The woman carefully put the thousand won into the pocket of her cardigan sweater and, having made a very
relieved and grateful face, said something strange.
“With this as my travel money, I shall go to Seoul. Today.”
“Seoul? On such a cold day!”
Having made this remark about the cold weather, I realized with surprise that I had used the very same kind of
words that my husband had used to me when I told him I was going on this trip. I suddenly wanted to see my
husband, to the point of sadness.
“My son, an only son, attends college in Seoul. The boy was riding on my back that day when he innocently
watched his father encounter those circumstances. That boy, he’s already so grown up! He did his army service
and is now a junior in school. You know, he’s really a good, trustworthy child.”
“But it should be the middle of winter vacation now.”
“Yes. But he’s tutoring some children to earn extra money and so he couldn’t corne back home. I’m quite able
to earn all he needs for tuition and such, but, well, that’s what he says, anyway. It’s lonely like this only during the
winter, but from spring to fall business is pretty good here. During the tourist season, especially Sundays, we were
running short of rooms and the place was a madhouse. I made enough to cover tuition and lodging for the new
semester, which I wrapped up tightly and set aside. We have more than enough food stored away to tide us over
the winter. If other businesses do as well, the owners close up and go home for a rest during the winter. We’re an
inn and this is also our family home, but we always keep one or two guest rooms heated and ready for customers.
It’s not to make money. We simply enjoy offering a wann room to uninformed visitors who, like yourself,
sometimes come looking for the lake. Really. On such occasions we really give no thought to money. But, of
course, if they happen to leave a bit so I can get a little meat or something for Mother, that’s always nice. But
today, that’s not the case. Today, I actually waited for a guest, shamelessly calculating the income in advance.
Really, if you hadn’t come by I don’t know what would have happened. Thank you, ma’am.”
This time, instead of the servile bowing, she wannly grasped my hand. That left me in a lot better mood than
the bowing had. But I was still just as ignorant of the situation as before.
“Well, you see, yesterday this strange letter arrived from Seoul.”
“From your son?”
“No. It was from the lady of the house where my son is boarding. She says it’s been more than a week since he
was last seen there. Ordinarily, in the case of some morally loose student, she wouldn’t carry tales over such a
matter, she said, but my son was altogether too steady-going. Wondering if maybe something wasn’t up, she was
letting me know and suggesting that I might want to visit and make some inquiries. And that was the letter. Even
though he isn’t some loose student, couldn’t he easily have stayed over a few days at some friend’s, leaving what
is not really a home to him but just a boarding house? I suppose as mistress of the house she really shouldn’t write
letters alanning others, but I guess I’m even worse, thinking every possible ominous thought. I couldn’t sleep a
wink last night but ransacked my mind from every crazy point of view and finally worked out something kind of,
well, superstitious.”
“Superstitious, you say?”
“A silly notion, really. I told myself that if a guest came by our inn today, and I used that money to go to Seoul,
then I’d find nothing wrong with my son, but, if I broke open that tightly wrapped packet of tuition money and
used some to cover the travel expenses, then I would fmd something wrong with my son. That’s all. I can’t tell
you what a bad time I had of it, so nervous and anxious, waiting for a guest once I had made up my mind. But you
came and made it all come out the right way. I really do thank you.”
The woman thanked me yet again. My heart nearly burst with pity and compassion for this widowed woman
who eased her enormous concern for her son’s situation by such curious means. The idea that I had brought her
good fortune was not the least unpleasant.
“So, I guess you’ll be leaving soon.”
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“Yes, everything’s ready. I asked our neighbor to help with Mother. And now, with the four-thirty bus to the hot
springs, I’ll be all set.”
“So, we’re traveling together!”
“Indeed, so we are. You had said you’d take the four-thirty to the hot springs …”
“No, I mean we’ll travel together all the way to Seoul.” I decided in an instant that I would also return to Seoul
today. An inexpressible peace of mind swept me. I followed the woman into the family room when she went to
tell her mother-in-law good-bye. The hands of this mother and daughter, similarly old, held each other tightly.
“Mother, I’m off to Seoul. I have a few things to buy, and I want to see T’aeshik, who’s on vacation but says he
has to stay there and study. Samsuni from next door is going to keep an eye on you, Mother. Please don’t worry
about anything and be sure to eat well.”
Whether she did understand or didn’t understand, the old lady gently waved her head back and forth as always.
To me the waving was not “I don’t know, I don’t know.” Rather, it seemed more like, “Daughter, there’s nothing
wrong with T’aeshik, really nothing at all. What sin of ours could be so great that even that boy would have to
suffer for it?”
I suddenly wanted to add my hand on top of the still clasped hands of this mother and daughter. There was
something flowing freely between these two hands—the intimate hands of strangers, the hands of partners in a
great undertaking—something that I wished to measure, to feel, and to have long in my memory. As if this were
my first and last opportunity to come into contact with the one thing among all things in this world which was not
false, I did it with gratitude. To the two rough but wann hands I added my own weak hand, reverently.
“Peace be with you, Grandmother.”
The old lady just waved her head gently back and forth, but I could feel what she was saying.
“You have not lived your life in vain. Certainly not! By no means have you lived in vain!”
14.93 Point\fn{by Ch’oe Sanggyu (1934-

)}
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That morning he received his draft notice. His sleep was shattered by an inchoate sound—his wife entered,
holding a slip of paper in her kitchen-stained hand. Her face wore a look of extraordinary concern, and he asked
her what the matter was, shouting as though still talking in his sleep. He picked up the paper that his wife had
wordlessly let fall, looked at it, and saw what it was.
“It’s a draft notice!”
When one expects the worst, it comes as no surprise when it happens. He sat up indignantly. A chill wind
brushed his spine. He rose with a start and began to dress, as if shaking himself dry.
“Why are you just standing there like a bump on a log?”
Actually, there wasn’t a thing to tell her to do. Outside the door it was winter, winter for sure. There was pure
white snow. He thought about crying out, then stifled the impulse by swallowing hard. The footprints that had
been made in the yard just a moment before were already being buried with elaborate care by the falling snow.
Winter, snow, a draft notice, his wife—he wished he were a poet at such times. The misty, white city was far
off. The church was ever visible. Why can’t these things establish some bond with me?
The landlord’s wife came out of the main kitchen. Her care-worn face showed that she was truly about to burst
out crying.
How can I not applaud her humanity!
“So what are you going to do now?” she asked.
What now, did you say? That’s a question one hardly need ask.
“Uuhhh … I’m not sure.”
He mumbled a senseless answer and went out to gaze at Seoul. Misty, white—it was warm, with streetcar
noises, there. It seemed as though the sky had come down to sit gently there. Why was it so oppressive, then? But
the snow in the yard was an even more terrible white. The members of the household had still not come down to
the yard; their footwear still served as a memorial to the day before. But somehow it was ludicrous to think that he
alone had to experience this day.
“Please come inside. There’s no point in agonizing over it. That’s the way things go.”
“Oh, on the contrary … uh … even so …”
The landlord's wife was not totally without retentive powers. Still, she was benign, even though unable to
communicate. I’m immensely grateful to you, Ch’ungch’ong Province Auntie. He stepped down into the yard and
made footprints of his own over the footprints left from a short time before, and then turned back. The contents of
the stewpot were boiling steadily, and the aroma of raw sliced radish came wafting to him.
He bent over and peered into the kitchen. This was possible because the kitchen was a sort of basement, about
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a half-story below the main floor. In this household, or what passed for one, there were three or four jars, three
bundles of firewood, the mouth of a charcoal sack gaping open, and breakfast still on the stove, ready to be
cooked. The washed rice neatly filled up the inside of its pot, and the two rice bowls were nested one inside the
other within the cramped cooking area. A blue flame shot up in the brazier, and he put out a hand, but it seemed
either too hot or not hot enough. He thrust his two hands into his pockets once again and wandered out.
“Aaaauuhhnh …”
Summoning a sound that was neither a sigh nor the noise one makes when stretching, he entered the room.
“Hurry up with the food.”
My wife’s back shakes. My wife cries. I don’t cry; my wife does. If I were ordered to laugh, perhaps I would.
He embraced his wife’s back protectively and nudged her cheek with his own.
“Are you cold?” he asked.
His wife cut short her tears and sat up. It was easy for her to cry and easy for her to stop crying. Her tousled
hair was charming, somehow. Her clean brow showed every sign of genius.
“Are you cold?”
Wordlessly, she started to rise. He sat her down again and wrapped her in the bedding, but she drooped her
head dejectedly. There was only one quilt. Again she tried to rise.
“So what if the damn stew is boiling—I’ll take care of it and come right back.”
“I’ll go.”
“No, forget it. Today is my day to take care of things.”
“But I have to fix the meal.”
“I already said to forget it.”
He went outside. It was winter, layer upon layer of it. He took the slip of paper out of his pocket. He peered at
the paper and gnawed at his lower lip. He went to fuss with the stewpot as if he were looking for grief. He took
the pot from the fire, and it ceased boiling. A slender thread of steam rose up, a challenge flung at winter. He
smiled softly. A weakling, a weakling. He took out the firewood. He extracted one of the three bundles, leaving
two. Take one more, and there will be only one left. Take one more of the frigging things, and there will be none.
So it is—there’s no design to it. He had learned his arithmetic. So he went over it again: three minus one equals
two, two minus one equals one, one minus one equals zero. And he had always felt compassion for zero. He
curried favor with three.
He unbound the bundle and laid its contents out. There was no kindling. He turned his pocket inside out and
took out the slip of paper. He lit it, and it burned. Uh-oh! He regretted his great blunder. His name burned, and his
place of registration, too. His birthday burned also. So if he were to put the fire out now, what good would it do?
He gave up, defeated. He eagerly took out the piece of paper and set it alight. He placed the slip of paper beneath
the firewood. Just sitting there hunkered down, clasping his knees, he was an audience of one. He set the firewood
alight. It crackled and drove the winter out. He fed another bundle to the fire. There’s only one way. I give up.
Seoul was white and misty. Somehow thoughts of the Chinese bakery in Myongdong came to his mind.
Somehow he smelled the odor of the waiting room at the Seoul station. He longed for Seoul. He wished to go
back inside the city gates. He went into the room. His wife was the same as before. So was he. He hugged his wife
tight.
“Uh … It’s dark … Guess I’ll turn in,” he said, mimicking going to bed.
His wife rolled her head distractedly on her breast, choked with sobs.
“I’m not crying, so why are you, huh?”
His wife cried without surcease.
Well, I’m just the same as yesterday. I’ve received no wounds, suffered no indignities. My fortunes have
neither increased nor declined, just like yesterday, eh? So why are you crying, huh? If I’m the same as yesterday
and you, who are exactly the same as yesterday, were not crying yesterday, what do you mean by crying today,
huh? When he moved the quilt slightly, his wife raised her head.
“Yes?”
“Uh … I haven’t said anything, up till now, but … Oh, never mind. It’s nothing.”
Why do I try to aggravate my wife’s unhappiness? “I,” the same as yesterday. Yet I think that the “I” of today
is not the “I” of yesterday. Why is that? Where is the evidence? An unexpected calamity has befallen the piece of
paper, my sole shred of evidence. Now surely there is no evidence. Show me the evidence. I mean, show evidence
to prove that “I” have changed as of today. No pickpocket has victimized me. Nor has my wife died. Nor has the
pot been upset. Nor have strange omens manifested themselves. I woke up in the outskirts of Seoul, exactly like
yesterday. And exactly like yesterday, I looked at Seoul. I didn’t go blind. I can even feel the cold. I went so far as
to think of the Chinese bakery in Myongdong. What’s changed, huh? What’s changed? Yet I think that the “I” of
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today has become a different “I.” Who says so? Come forth and show your evidence.
The landlord’s wife stopped outside the door to the room.
“The food has to be prepared.”
“Yes, yes.”
“Well, it snowed; Lord knows why it’s so cold. Shall I put the ricepot on for you?”
“No, don’t. I’m coming.”
“No, you both should stay here inside. I’ll take care of it. You’ve already washed the rice, so it’s all the same to
me.”
In such circumstances his wife felt compelled to get up. Furthermore, even he could not just sit clinging
stubbornly to his wife; she went out. He did not know why he let her leave. Wasn’t it reasonable for her to go
make breakfast when it was time for breakfast to be made?
He followed her. But then he left her and came in again. He stared quietly at a pile of books. Then he began to
scatter them around. Books on the bare floor. He picked out a book. He picked out more books, ones that would
bring good prices. They were large and small and weighty, black and red, but they were not nervous. They looked
the same as ever. In the instant just past, as he hunkered down, their fates were diverted. They had received a
grand decree. According to its dictates, they must take part in a great transformation. But they were composed.
You dummies, you are sacrificial offerings. Yeah, you.
In wild haste, he wrapped the books up in a bundle and shoved them beneath the desk. He looked at his watch:
eight o’clock. He made up his mind to give the watch to his wife. His wife was clattering about in the kitchen. She
certainly seemed to be botching it. It surely seems as if she’s making rice. How is it we have to eat, or even try to
eat? Oh yeah, it’s because of Ch’ungch’ong Province Auntie. Something to be grateful for. A product of human
nature at its zenith.
Winter is below the freezing point. So I wouldn’t be surprised if someone met me with below-zero affection.
And as for heat, doesn’t it invariably grow cold? My wife is surely making a botch of it. Yes, she’s botching it.
Setting it straight is out of the question. He lay down jerkily and, jerkily, sat up again. He began to smoke a
cigaret; it tasted good. While doing all this, he was waiting for an opportunity. He was biding his time with a view
to going out and selling off the wage slaves inside the bundle. He sucked incessantly on the cigaret; the smoke
was quite repellent. His wife kept botching things in the kitchen. He tried to fathom his wife’s heart. He felt he
would burst out crying. What should I do today? It was already determined. If the fateful day were imminent,
what then? How would he pass the time until that day? Enough, enough! Stop!
The paper screens moaned in the wind. It seemed that winter was continually angry. The room was as dark as
ever. The wall was blue. The corner was dusty. His mind groped about inside the room. The corners were just that,
four bare angles. His thoughts made their way into the drawers in the comer. His wife must be cold. How cold?
How cold is my little sweetheart? Even so, his wife was an adult. My wife earns money, but I can’t earn any. My
wife buys things for me, but I can’t buy anything for her. So my wife is the grown-up. My wife’s mother
cherished her daughter in times past, but now it’s different. She detests her.
It was because of him, who had become the husband of the daughter of his wife’s mother. That, and because he
was poor. Because he could not grow up. And because his wife was beautiful. My wife’s mother is envious of this
no-goodnik who has assumed the role of a son-in-law. Because he keeps her beloved daughter all to himself. But
if I were to disappear, she would probably give my wife a scolding and cherish her once again. She wouldn’t
abandon her to die in this hole in the wall. If that were to happen, then wouldn’t everything be just dandy? He is at
peace with his immaturity.
At last his wife came out of the kitchen; she appeared to be going to the toilet. He picked up the bundle of
books, exited furtively, and donned his shoes. Then he plowed through the winter like an arrow shot from a bow,
fleeing.
There was winter, spread out limitlessly. It seemed infinite. Even if he were to run until he dropped, there
seemed to be nothing like a dead end. Why, of all times, is it winter now? He entertained this question. Even if it
were summer, so what? Even if it were fall, so what? And what if it were spring? What then? Why should I bear
this winter today? Why is it winter in the first place? This is dotage. This is groundless absurdity.
His feet slid beneath him. The soles of his shoes were thin, and his feet were numb from the cold. He shuffled
his feet incessantly. The city was stirring from sleep. There were billboards, devoid of language; they only stared
into the street. He decided not to look at them. A hot chestnut vendor was starting up his fire. In the vendor, he
saw his father of thirty years before, his father who had been a hot chestnut vendor. His father had read while
plying his wares, and he alone had inherited those books. For wasn’t he an only son who had never known his
mother? He knew only scantily the story of his own upbringing. I know my life’s story only from the day I
became aware that I was being fed at someone else’s house, he thought. Carrying a few items of his inheritance,
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he went along the street. He was passing the hot chestnut vendor right now. The smoke was blue, and he could
make out its odor. The smell reminded him of his father. He lowered his head. The chestnut vendor could not
understand the gesture and was bewildered. The vendor’s gaze followed him down the street. The vendor’s breath
was frozen white at the end of his whiskers. His charcoal fire sputtered in the chestnut pot. The vendor turned
back to stare into the fire.
As for him, he walked. Plowing through winter was really fun. It gave a sensation of having become a man of
courage. His two cheeks tingled; they came to tingle incessantly, and then ceased tingling. When that happened,
he became aware of his ears. Now he ran, running for his life. Now he walked, conscious only of his two ears.
Finally even his ears gave up resisting the cold.
He entered a bookstore. There was a charcoal fire here as well. Atop a tidy table stood one ink pot, one pen,
and a brazier. The charcoal fire glowed ruddily. It was a refreshingly pleasant bookstore. He lay the books down
on the table and slowly wriggled his numb fingers.
“Would you care to buy these?” The old man regarded him curiously.
“Let’s have a look at them.”
The old man’s fingers were most sensitive to the cold, and it was not easy for him to untie the bundle. He put
himself out and untied the bundle for the old man. He was not sure whether to be grateful for his father’s legacy,
or resentful of it. Ignorance is not a disease. However, it is more than a vice. He held his hands over the fire. The
old man rummaged through the books.
My wife is probably waiting, and probably concerned. But since I didn’t show any signs of dying, she probably
won’t be all that concerned. But I guess she’s waiting anxiously. She may even have come out looking for me. But
there’s nowhere she could go to find me, so she probably went right back in. But I wonder if she’s standing
outside the gate. It’s so cold; I wonder if she’s standing just outside the gate with her hands tucked underneath her
apron. But if Ch’ungch’ong Province Auntie is there, my wife probably won’t freeze to death.
At any rate, why were this man’s hands so slow? His eyes seemed slow. Ah—my wife is probably waiting.
Grandpa here is stealing time from me. And he’s stealing so many precious minutes of me from my wife, whom
he’s never seen in his whole life. You’ll never get to heaven acting this way, old man. Hurry up. He rubbed his
hands. He shuffled his feet. The burning charcoal sputtered. Charcoal is oak wood. Isn’t this charcoal made from
chestnut? Or is it a blend? He thought of the time that his wife had fainted dead away. While she was lighting a
chestnut-charcoal fire, she inhaled some of that goddamn carbon monoxide or whatever it is, went pale, and
collapsed. So he got some pickled turnip broth from Ch’ungch’ong Province Auntie and fed it to his wife, and she
revived. Hadn’t he been worried sick that time? He was about ready to cry over her dying. Just then she revived.
Then he was happy and patted her on the back. His wife, still not knowing quite what she was doing, clung to
him, her eyes blurred with tears.
“How much will you take for them?”
Well, whatta ya know. The old man is asking me for a price after all. Wouldn’t I be too embarrassed to take ten
thousand hwan from him? And how about one hundred thousand hwan? The old man is foolish.. No, it’s me who
seems the greater fool.
“Gee, I dunno. I …”
The old man pored over the books again. He spoke as if he were just amusing himself.
“You’ve really got to tell me how much you’ll take.”
He was confused and didn’t know what to do. I certainly didn’t think this far ahead. I’d like to just throw them
down and leave. But the old man and I are looking at each other, so … Ah, what shall I do?
“I really don’t know. How much do you think I can get for them?”
He simply tried to avoid the question. The old man peered at the books again. He thumbed through them. He
actually turned the pages nonsensically, his fingers trembling. Is this a beauty contest? He was utterly exhausted.
My wife must be waiting, surely. She’s standing just outside the gate. I really must go. Damn it all, he was
temporizing in the face of all these “musts.” He wanted to slap the old man’s cheek. Ten hwan is fine. One
hundred hwan is fine. Hand it over.
“I’ll give you three thousand hwan.”
He was shocked. Hey, they can’t be worth that little. Shouldn’t it be a bit more, perhaps? Well, say, Grandpa.
His feelings were hurt. I’m sure my wife is waiting. Goddammit, who cares”
“I’ll take it.”
The old man momentarily made a disgruntled face; he seemed to regret paying so much. Come on, Grandpa,
let me have the money. The old man pulled out the money and began counting it. Grandpa here doesn’t seem to
have been to a bank once in his whole life. He’s not in the least envious of speedy money counters. How can he be
so sluggish? He wanted to seize the old man by the collar. At long last the old man handed the money over. He
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took it, stuffed it away, and went out carrying his empty sack.
He had sold the books. He was clearly aware of this. He had sold the books. It was so simple. What did I sell
those books for, anyway? So I could use the money. There’s nothing strange about that. Not one thing. We’ve
always been poor. So we want money. So I sold them. It’s something that could have been done yesterday or
tomorrow. There’s nothing in the least bit strange about it. There’s nothing unnatural about it. And that’s that.
Dammit, he had come up with three thousand hwan today. He was a much wealthier man than he had been the day
before. So, he was going to be happy with that fact alone.
A bus passed by, jammed with people. There were so many, it seemed the bus might explode. Where to? Fine.
You’re all going. I, too, went yesterday. Where to? My wife went, too. I mean, along with me. She was such
delightful company. But today we’re not going out. It’s different from yesterday. Another bus went by, packed
with people. Even though we’re missing, the bus doesn’t blink an eye. The people are all so handsome, and the
women are beautiful. Any way you look at it, my wife could be squeezed in there. But my wife is certainly not
among those people. This is a simple matter, the question of my wife and I being squeezed in there. The fact that
we aren’t squeezed in there, that’s a simple matter, too. But the fact of today is not simple. It seems a million
miles away. For today and yesterday are different.
Another one is coming. Even more people. Yesterday my wife was among them. Every day she goes to a
glamorous department store to work as a salesgirl. So my wife can’t be unbeautiful. If she didn’t wear fancy
clothes, I suppose they would tell her to get out. Even omitting this factor from consideration, I’m envious of my
wife’s beauty alone. It seems I am a child who doesn’t understand dishonor. My wife must be waiting. Why is it
today, of all things? Why must it be winter?
The owner of a little hole-in-the-wall store recognized him.
“How are you?”
I greet him nicely.
“Is something the matter, that you’re up and about so early today?”
“Yes!” I retort like some kind of an idiot. The shopkeeper started dusting his shop. He was like someone else.
Perhaps he was filled with solicitude for his old granny’s illness.
“It’s different from yesterday, somehow or other,” he wanted to answer further. Good old uncle, you’re always
self-effacing; day after day it’s the same. You’re not the least concerned whether it’s the nineteenth or the
twentieth century. It was all his fault that his wife is a department-store salesgirl. Why couldn’t he support the two
of them? Ah, but he wrote, distilling his illustrious works like precious gems. And his wife read them for him.
And they were happy with one another. When he found occasion to fault himself for not getting someone else to
read them, his wife usually defended him. If he couldn’t write something that was suited to live, how could one
call it literature? Finally, his wife told him to put off looking for work. First he must become a better artist—that
was the main thing. He deliberately gave in to her blandishments.
When it was winter, his wife would earn money and buy a turtleneck sweater for him. And then he would put it
on and write stories. Even in this exchange, his wife stood revealed as the adult. The wife read only the writings
of her husband, and his wife was his sole reader. In the long run, what could be better? So it was that his wife
became a salesgirl to earn money. His wife had said earlier that she would suppress her talent for his sake. So
from time to time, just for him, she would unearth the talented woman buried within her. He was regretful, but his
wife was the adult, so it was best to submit. But today he had in mind to be deeply, passionately, in love with his
wife. He arrived outside the gate, stamped his feet clean, and went inside. Snow stuck like powdered sugar to his
shoes. The landlord was there; he was just about to stand up, having just tied his shoelaces.
“Ah, I’ve heard all about it. You got a draft notice, is that right?”
“Yes. Are you going to work now?”
“Congratulations. Of course, I’m sorry for you, too. But then you are so young—I’m sure you’ll fight
splendidly. When do you report for induction?”
“Well …” His mind went blank. “Oh, in another week or so.” Goodbye, goodbye. Just go, that’s all. You old
fart. His wife came out of their room wearing a grieved expression. I thought it would be like this.
“Where have you been?”
“Uh, you must be busy. Why don’t you be on your way? Since I can expect to see you again this evening …”
“Yes. Sorry to be a bother. Perhaps in the evening we can share a drink.”
“Thank you so much.”
It seems our landlord will really be late at the office. His wife came out to the kitchen. He went into their room.
“Well, sorry to have bothered you,” the landlord again. “Bother”—what do you mean by “bother?”
“Sure. So long now.”
The room was all tidied up. The floor was warm. He thought of the old chestnut vendor. He even thought once
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of his mother, whom he had never seen. Ah, now for the three thousand hwan. Opportunely enough, his wife went
out to the kitchen. He took out the money and began to count it. Dammit. I'll count faster than an old miser.
1, 2, 3, 4 … 29? Hey I blew it, counting so fast. No good that way. Once again, 1, 2, 3, 4 … slowly … 29
again! Swindled! Son of a bitch! … I must have lost track when he was counting. But even if I had known I was
only getting twenty-nine, what could I have done? Anyway, count fast, count slow—what’s the use?
Ah, food. His wife was setting the table. He sat, legs folded, over the warm spot on the floor. He simply
clasped his two hands on his lap. His wife set down the portable table. He accepted it with dignity, pushing away
the myriad thoughts that assaulted him. His humble wife sat on a cold spot. He held his spoon in readiness. She
uncovered the stewpot. Instantly, steam billowed up. His wife’s face was white and misty. He looked at her and
commanded her to laugh. She did not attempt to comply. It was not spring; it was winter. He began to eat. His
wife sat very still.
“Where did you go?”
“Hold on. I’ll tell you.”
He put food into his mouth. He chewed and swallowed. It was tasteless, and he sat back. His wife did not even
look at the food. The two brass rice bowls were full. What a pity. You bowls, too, are completely different from
yesterday, it seems. Goodbye. His wife pushed the table aside. Then she moved closer to him, and his gaze
alighted on the corner of the room.
He thought of times past, when they had been in love. Then they had been two college students, a boy and girl,
one shabby and the other chic. Even then, they would sit nicely together like this. And even then, she would buy
him things. Granted, these were only things like apples or cakes. His wife’s mother was a rich widow, a plump
matron who loved her only daughter very much. She considered the selection of a splendid son-in-law to be one
of her duties. The young couple had usually met in his room. While eating things that his wife had bought on the
way, they would talk. However, his room was not very warm, so ordinarily they covered up with the bedding, lay
down, and whiled away the hours. They played as though they were still little children. And then they went out
onto the street. When they did that, his wife usually suggested they go to the Myongdong Chinese bakery. They
ate honeyed Chinese pastries. These were warm, and the tea was hot. Afterwards they saw a motion picture. They
did such things and waited for spring. The fact is that they are even now waiting for spring.
“How will I live?” said his wife, and she began crying again.
How will I live? he thought, but didn’t say it, lest his wife be embarrassed. He just silently hugged her.
“I will die,” she said, sniffling, with a choked voice.
“You? Die? Don’t be silly. Why should you die? You’ll live just as you are now, the same.” Liar! You’re not
going to die, and I have nothing to say about it. That being the case, I suppose I’ll die a hundred times—how
about that?
“Why don’t you go back home?”
“That’s nonsense.”
“Not at all. However much she likes her new bridegroom, do you really think she would drive you away, her
own flesh and blood? Besides, if I should disappear, what could she do but take you back?”
He really had stolen his wife away from her mother. His wife had abandoned her mother, who had couched the
choice in terms of “Ma” versus “that shiftless bum,” and had come running to him dowryless. Even Ma, however
heartless she may be, had cause to love her daughter more than she despised her son-in-law, after all. So later on
she had written her daughter a few times, telling her to come back, since they were not married legally, or telling
her to remarry for the sake of her future. Is there anything better than a mother’s love? So why is it that she rejects
her affection? She was an impious young daughter, there was no doubt about it. And so even a mother abandoning
her daughter is probably not unnatural. But even now, if his wife would just go to her, she would be the honored
daughter once more.
But the point was that a mother is not good just because she’s called “Mother.” Rather, she is a good mother if
she feeds and cossets and nurtures her daughter.
“Why do you try not to have a mother when you already have one?”—this had been his most constructive
argument to date. Even though mistaken in its grammar, that is what he said. He looked at his wife—and told her
to go.
“Ugh!” was her only reply.
It was an amusing gag. It was such a droll pastime to toss about moral principles like so many toys.
It was not that way today, however. It was likely that his wife actually must assume the daughter’s role. If you
think about it, it’s clear-cut. There’s no other way. I mean, what well-fed son-of-a-bitch coined such terms as
“treachery” and “dishonor?” But if I told my wife to go, and she went immediately, she would probably regret it.
Therefore, I’ll have to keep pestering her to go.
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Thinking along these lines, he began to pester his wife. She stared at him. He kept telling her to go, but she
said nothing. Her expression merely became increasingly grave. There was even a point when she looked
downright nasty. But he pestered her incessantly. Finally she became enraged. Frowning, she began to pummel
him with angry fists. She battered him mercilessly on the nose and the mouth, on the cheeks and the forehead. He
was startled, astonished. But this was such an interesting phenomenon. He threw his wife down on her back, laid
her out flat, and sat on her. And then he quickly grabbed her hands and pinned them to her sides.
“Now, how can you possibly beat me? Here, this is better,” he exclaimed, and quickly kissed her on the lips.
She laughed dumbfoundedly. At last she was laughing. He helped her to her feet.
“There. Now that we’ve had enough of that, shall I tell you where I went a while ago?”
His wife was speechless. She was lovely as she listened. He held out his hand: The right hand, the palm. The
index finger quivered. This was the finger of a man of genius. It was indeed the finger of a man of the world.
“Look here. Look at this finger. My hand. Before long, it will be a trigger finger—isn’t that splendid?” His
face was agonized. But his wife’s face was not tearful. It was hateful.
“What nonsense. Even your emotions are expedient!” she said.
He laughed and laughed.
“For some reason, I just can’t seem to grow up,” he roared, laughing. Winter was gratifyingly sluggish. It was
sluggishly content. And there wasn’t a single loophole anywhere. So this couple could not seize the opportunity to
escape. That was why they were awaiting the spring!
He thought it was heartbreaking; but that wasn’t it. He tried to think of it as fascinating, but that wasn’t it
either. It was like a lie. We say “today” so that it’s a lie. Such being the case, why must I believe this lie? But they
say truth is not a lie. They call it truth. They call it reality. On the other hand, today reigns over me ever so
majestically. Couldn’t it realize itself for me with a little more intimacy? At any rate, I cannot help but believe in
today. I have to submit myself to this monarch called “today.”
Dammit, last night … If it was going to be this way, why did I dream? I mean, neither a good dream nor a bad
one. Why couldn’t it foretell today, give just some small indication of whether it would be promising or ill-fated?
My wife is really serious. She wasn’t playing a bit. That’s because she's an adult. Even if I, too, were an adult by
now … But there’s not a particle of my wife that pretends to be an adult. And so she seems to be a genuine, trueto-life grown-up.
But there’s one way in which my wife is not an adult. She hasn’t yet been able to become a mother. Well, a
woman has to become a mother to be a grown-up. Said to dignify her for sure. But for all that, it seems that she’s
more adult than I am.
“Where did you go?” Hey! I’m contrite!
“To make some money. Say, look—today, let’s say the two of us forget everything else for once and live for
love. Let’s try once to love with all our might.”
“Love?” She really seemed to be caught off guard.
“Yes, of course I mean love. But don’t think I’m saying this because it’s today. It’s something we do today,
since I thought it all the way through today, before tomorrow came, that’s all.”
“How … my God, what on earth are you talking about?”
“Now you’re asking senseless questions. Listen to me. For there to be love, you have to have a man and a
woman.\fn{No. You have to have two people; but being an adult child, he does not know this .} Beyond that, affection is either
present, absent, or equally shared,\fn{ Or unequally shared.} but better present than absent. Next there has to be
money, and next you may buy a day’s worth of food, or perhaps you can’t buy that much but as long as you’re
about it, it’s still better to buy three or four days’ food, and … isn’t it love, doing that? Well, what else do you
need to know?”
His wife sat down again, sniffling.
What the hell … I’m the one who’s going, and she’s crying! Girls, yes, women are more realistic. No, no. If I
keep this up, our love will—fail.
“Well, let’s see now …” Let’s just pretend to ignore her crying. “I mean, today let’s just try to live life to the
fullest. To our hearts’ content. We have everything we need. The only thing left to do is love, that’s all. If we’re
going to make it happen, then we must make a goal of living several years in this one day. Come on, let’s go.
Hurry up and change your clothes.”
He wasn’t at all sad or gloomy, but a little bit later he thought he might feel gloomy when his wife wasn’t
crying. He stood up and prepared to go out. His wife moaned and then cried. He looked at her. Why was it all so
very sad?
That’s the way it is. That's the way it is. All at once he started to cheer up. I, too, have become an adult, he
thought. The realization dawned on him. Why it was that he has become so dignified, why it was that he has
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become so magnanimous. It’s precisely because I’ve grown up. It’s because I, too, am an adult.
He had finally separated yesterday from today. It was because he believed that he was not a grown-up
yesterday, but that he was one today. Yet he was strangely ecstatic. He pulled his crying wife up to a sitting
position and slapped her cheeks a few times, thinking neither to intimidate her nor to cajole her, and began to
change her clothes. She pretended to ignore him and just sat there limply. But there is no need for him to be at all
concerned. Go out quickly, go out quickly. Loving, love. Loving among adults. He was busy, constantly fighting
and wrestling with his wife. But when he looked at his wife, still half-dressed, trembling and crying, when he
heard the choral voices of the neighborhood school children reverberate in his ear, he simply lost his will power.
All he could do was tenderly embrace his wife, who was prostrate on the floor, still choking back her tears.
However, after a while they summoned their strength, and they dressed and went out the front door. They set
out for faraway Seoul. It may be that they were headed for the Myongdong Chinese bakery in particular. Winter
stretched out limitlessly before them. It seemed there was no end to it, no matter how long or hard they pushed
their way through it. So they went, and so it was that the “today” of that day started increasingly, bit by bit, to
clarify itself for them.
111.91 A Tiger Rewards Filial Piety: A Folktale\fn{by Kim (1939Korea (M) -1

)}

Chongju City, North Ch’ungch’ong, South

Long ago, deep in the mountain, there lived a son who had lost his father when he was a boy and his widowed
mother. Before his father died, they hadn’t lived in such poverty, but now they lived poorly. The son worked as a
woodcutter and day by day obtained food. The really filial youth got some money and at each meal time was able
to give his mother good panch’an.\fn{Side dishes accompanying the main staple of rice; which could be, spiced vegetables,
various mountain roots, soybeans and soy bean curd, and fish.}
One winter day, the youth’s mother said that she wanted to eat some strawberries. He went looking here and
there on the mountain ridges covered with snow. Thinking that there was no way to find the strawberries, he came
upon a place the size of a house courtyard where every kind of flower was blooming. Amongst these, there were
red strawberries which had come out. He collected the strawberries and returned to his mother.
Sometime afterwards, his mother became very ill and was confined to bed. It was said that the eyebrows of a
tiger in the mountains would be an effective medicine. The youth was disturbed because he could not get the
eyebrows of a tiger. As his mother’s illness got worse, he had to go deep into the mountains to get the eyebrows of
a tiger. When he went into the mountains, a tiger wanted to eat him. His eyes became reddened and he chased
after the youth.
The youth pleaded and pleaded with the tiger and explained his situation. The tiger was struck by the youth’s
words, began to cry, and put the youth on his back. He took him home and gave him the eyebrows.
His mother, who had begun to worry because her son had not returned, went outside to look for him. Seeing
her son riding on a tiger, she was greatly surprised, fainted and died.
He lived for three years with the tiger, who afterwards put him on his back and took him to a place like
Paradise.
One day, while the tiger was saying that the youth should marry, the tiger went somewhere where there was a
wedding ceremony in progress, put the bride on his back and came back to the youth. The bride, who was barely
breathing, revived: The couple had three children (two boys and a girl) and lived well.
Then the tiger said that the couple must go to the home of the man’s in-laws, put everyone on his back and
went. In the twinkling of an eye, they covered several hundred ri\fn{1 ri=0.4 kilometers.} and arrived at the home of
the man’s parents-in-law.
The family who lived in a home as big as a whale’s back\fn{ An expression for a really wealthy, stately home .} were so
happy to have back the daughter whom they thought had died and a new son-in-law that they did not know what
to do. Afterwards, the man studied so diligently from his wife that he became the Chief Minister of State for the
Board of Personnel: Whenever he had to travel a great distance, the minister always rode the tiger.
However, because the tiger went about day and night in the center of Seoul, the people were afraid and sent a
letter requesting the capture of the tiger was sent out. One day the tiger said to the minister,
“It is time for me to die. I have learnt that many people want to capture and kill me. But, they can’t capture me.
There are many people who see me, faint, and die. In order to atone for this, please kill me in front of the palace.”
The next day, with a heavy heart the minister captured and killed the tiger. He gained even an higher position
and lived to be over ninety years of age.
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15.16 The Man Who Was Left As Two Pair Of Shoes\fn{by Yun Heunggil (1942- )} Chongup, North Cholla
Province, South Korea (M) 16
Right from the start, things hadn’t worked out the way we'd expected. We’d gone overboard buying a house in
Songnam, and decided to rent out one of the rooms more or less to compensate for our excess. My wife and I
were certain we'd be among the best of all landlords in the world, and we concluded that it would be a dream
come true for a person becoming a tenant of ours. And so we thought we were justified in demanding that our
renters be at least as good as we were. Somehow, though, our expectations had all gone awry, one after another.
My own sense of betrayal reached a climax when Yi, a policeman whose rounds included my school, came there
in his street clothes to look me up. He started talking about our tenant who was listed in the ward register as a
resident of our house.
“No need to feel obligated. I'm not asking for a formal daily report. Only when he does something a little out
of the ordinary—if he goes away, if someone suspicious comes to see him, if he goes hungry because he’s out of
rice and coal, or if he suddenly has lots of money …”
It was clear to me that Yi’s notion of obligation was off the mark. As far as I could tell, at least, it wasn’t
something we had a choice about. But to hear Yi talk, you'd think it was something people valued, to the point of
fretting in order to obtain it.
“Are you telling me to be your informant?”
“What an embarrassing thing to say!” said Yi, who, unlike most policemen, was a college graduate. He gave a
hearty guffaw, then straightway became serious.
“I didn’t come here to harp on the duties of a citizen, Mr. O. I’m just asking you to be a good neighbor.”
“So all I have to do is squeal to the authorities about Kwon’s every more, and I can be a good neighbor?”
“Sure,” Yi replied, bursting into another guffaw. “But let’s drop this talk about ‘informants’ and ‘squealing.’
You’ll understand by and by, Mr. O. You know, it’s not very appropriate the way you express yourself about
Kwon. Are he and his family getting on your nerves? Or maybe you don’t like him?”
“There’s nothing about him to dislike at this point …”
“Okay, then, check whether he’s out of rice or coal, all right? And see what you can do to help him. I have to
keep a low profile, otherwise I’d do it myself. Of course, if he’s out of rice or coal we can always blame the
people who won’t hire him. But then what company would want to hire someone who’s being investigated? The
bigger problem is Kwon himself. He’s the kind of person who simply can’t put up with a legitimate undercover
investigation. The fellow who was responsible for him before me found this out more than once. As soon as Kwon
senses he’s being investigated, he gives up on everything—job, daily routine, even his wife and children—and
just lies around in his room. He doesn’t eat for days at a time, he tosses down the booze, and sometimes he gets
wild like an animal, until he’s about to go over the edge. Basically he’s a decent, kindhearted man, you know. I
think you understand by now what I’m saying. If you can help me to do my duty without Kwon knowing about it,
you can be a good neighbor—no doubt about it. Frankly, I have a lot of affection for Kwon—not as a policeman
but as a human being. I’d like to help him as much as I can. I think you’ll feel that way too before long, Mr. O.
Again, I’m asking from the bottom of my heart—please be a good neighbor.”
For me to have a lot of affection for Kwon—what an awful thought! I’d much rather pay someone a big fat
reward to be nice to him. From the very beginning, our motive for renting out the spare room next to the gate was
not human kindness; it was money.
The sight of Kwon and his family moving in was no ordinary spectacle but something splendid to behold. It
was a Sunday, and I was just getting around to the rare pleasure of a late breakfast when the doorbell rang. My
wife went outside and opened the front gate. I could hear her cry of astonishment from where I was sitting in our
family room. I went out to see what was going on, and understood right away what the commotion was all about.
I was quite surprised myself. There stood a woman dripping with sweat, her chest heaving. On her head was a
huge bundle that looked as heavy as she was. A girl who appeared to be about nine standing a short distance from
the gate and a much younger boy a couple of steps away from her briefly caught my eye.
Their father was far down the steep hill that led to our house, another bundle at his feet. He was just about to
have a smoke, but when he saw me, he shoved the cigarette back in his pocket and heaved the bundle to his
shoulders. Overpowered by the load, he had all he could do to stagger the rest of the way up the hill. If this was
indeed Kwon, the man who was to rent one of our rooms, he was carrying out the move on his own, like a sneak
attack, without asking our permission, and four days ahead of schedule. As he approached, it appeared he might
collapse at any moment, so I snatched the bundle from him. It was much lighter than I thought. This humongous
thing was in fact a loosely bundled quilt.
His children stared up at me apprehensively. They were holding a bulging plastic bag between them, each with
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a strap in hand, enduring silently despite the considerable strain evident on their faces.
My wife, still looking surprised, was sizing up Kwon’s wife as if weighing her on a scale. She showed no
intention of helping her lower the bundle from her head. I noticed Kwon was short. I'm of average height, but I
felt like a giant in comparison. Kwon remained silent, staring attentively at my sandals, so I felt I had to speak
first.
“Is there a truck coming with more?”
“No.” He lifted his tired eyes and with his hand drew a long semi-circle encompassing his wife’s head, the bag
the children still held, and the bundle I had just taken from him and placed next to the gate. “That’s all.” He
smiled awkwardly.
Things were sticking out every which way from his wife’s bundle—kitchen utensils, I imagined. If Kwon
wasn’t joking, then these few household items—a rice pot, a laundry tub, and some bedding—were, finally, all
that they were moving. It was pathetic, even for people who drifted from one rented room to the next. While I was
standing there amazed, the fellow quickly wiped the toe of one of his shoes against the bottom of the opposite
trouser leg. He then wiped the other toe in the same furtive manner. As he looked down at his shiny shoes cleaned
of their dust, his expression brightened like his footwear. His shoes were quite new—a luxury item—and suitably
shined. But they didn’t match his limp summer shirt with its zigzag pattern, which was old-fashioned and too
lightweight for the season. If my guess was right, he’d picked it up at a clearance sale.
“This wasn’t part of the agreement,” my wife whispered when we were once more by ourselves.
“So what do we do? They had to move today anyway, right? And since we’re not using the room, so what if
they move in four days early?”
“That’s not what I mean.”
“Relax. They made a point of promising the rest of the deposit in a few days. They’re decent people—I hardly
think they’d play innocent and end up paying us only half the money.”
“I felt the same way when they signed the rental agreement But I still think they’ve got a lot of nerve. They
know as well as anybody that two hundred thousand won is quite a bit cheaper than the standard deposit. And yet
they barge in early without permission and give us only a hundred thousand. The more I think about it, they’re
just not to be trusted. If they can’t keep their word on something basic like this, how can we expect them to honor
any other agreements in the future? Since you’re the one who told them it was okay, you get the rest of the money
from them.”
“Now wait a minute—you’re the one who chose those people who won’t keep a ‘basic’ promise.”
“How was I to know they’d turn out this way? What am I supposed to do when people put up a front and try to
mislead us? And just you wait. They’ve got something else in store for us.”
“And what’s that?”
“She’s pregnant. Maybe she can fool everyone else, but not me. She must be five or six months along, maybe
even seven—who knows? I couldn’t tell last time because she was wearing traditional clothing, but today I
noticed right away.”
“Pretty sharp, aren’t you.”
Already my wife was trying to act every stitch the landlady, just like the daughter-in-law who finally becomes
the mother-in-law. She couldn’t have forgotten the days when we had to roam around from one cramped room to
another, but she certainly gave that appearance. She had gotten in the habit of talking about that period of our
lives as if it were ancient history, and the present as if it were too good to be true.
“What we had to go through to get this house!” she would say at the end of practically every sentence, clicking
her tongue.
*
Good point. We had gone through a hell of a lot to get this house, and I had every reason to expect my wife to
feel a good deal prouder than I about its acquisition.
Before we moved to this house up behind Songnam City Hall, we had lived near Tandaeri Market in a riverside
settlement of tightly clustered, oppressive, twenty-p’yong lots. Our landlord there, Kim by name, called himself a
doctor of Chinese medicine. He didn’t display a sign, but from the looks of the occasional patient who visited, his
specialty seemed to be skin diseases. He sold a homemade ointment of dubious efficacy, but seemed hard put to
make ends meet. This self-styled doctor of Chinese medicine spent most of his day taking naps. Then around
sunset he started drinking. The liquor launched him on a spree that would usually continue past curfew and stir up
the neighborhood till dawn.
Kim was quite drunk the day we moved into his house. This was the first time we had met, and as we shook
hands he greeted me in a raspy voice. The next thing I knew, he had put his arm around my shoulders and dragged
me into his family room. I felt as if I were being kidnapped. Long into the night he bragged about how he had
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built this fifteen-p’yong tile-roofed house in the unbelievably short space of a week. His intimidating voice carried
to my wife in the room next to the front gate, where we were to live. At one point, while my wife was doing some
chores at the pump in the yard, she had heard Kim shout with glee, “Now that we have a teacher and his wife,
there’s nothing to worry about!” Finally he had told me, “If anyone in your family is suffering from scabies,
pimples, an abcess on the back, cankers, or scrofula, you just let me take care of it “ Then he released me to my
uneasy wife.
My first meeting with Kim had thus ended without incident But I wondered why he felt he had nothing to
worry about from then on just because he had rented us a room in one of the most jerry-built houses I had ever
seen-for three thousand won a month along with a thirty-thousand-won deposit. It took me a while to understand
that.
The very next day Kim started announcing throughout the neighborhood that his new tenants were none other
than a teacher and his wife. (Think of that—a teacher and his wife!) There were comparatively few teachers in all
of Songnam, and one of these teachers was renting from him—that was what he said. On payday every month he
would visit us to collect the rent and utility bill. Before leaving he would borrow a small amount, promising as he
briskly departed to pay it back. But it wasn’t just on my payday: whenever we met on the street or in the house, he
would stick out his hand and extort a few coins from me. My wife was in the most difficult situation of all. If Kim
borrowed from me, his wife would never fail to come to our room and whine to my wife about it for the better
part of the day. We would never get the money back, she would warn her. She would also scold me for lending so
readily to her husband—the kind of guy, so she said, who would exchange his wife’s underwear for liquor.
It didn’t take long for my wife to get fed up with being “the teacher’s wife,” though she’d found the title rather
agreeable at first. Simply because she was the wife of a teacher, the neighbor women and their small fry didn’t
give her a moment’s peace. Thanks to Kim’s fervent crowing, we were treated as a species apart in this settlement
of twenty-p’yong lots. The women glued themselves to our kitchen door to learn what kind of supper the teacher
ate, and didn’t hesitate to peek into our room at any hour to see what kind of makeup the teacher’s wife used. An
endless swarm of ragamuffins gawked inside to see what snacks the teacher’s son preferred. It was the same when
my wife did the laundry. When she washed clothes next to the pump, the neighbor women flocked near and
marveled at how the detergent foamed up in the water, as if this basic, mundane chemical reaction were some kind
of magic.
One day I returned from school a bit late after teaching some supplementary classes. My wife greeted me with
a serious expression.
“I think we’re going to have to move out of this area.”
“What happened this time?”
“Nothing happened, but I’m afraid of the people around here. They’re out to cause trouble—I can see it in their
eyes.”
“Is it the junk dealer’s wife?”
“Yes. She followed me to the market again.”
This was the neighbor my wife feared the most. She and her husband lived across the alley in a hovel that was
half canvas and half mud blocks. Whenever there was a racket in the alley, I would peek through our window and,
sure enough, the woman had gotten into a big fight. Her opponent was usually a neighbor, but sometimes it was
her husband or their little six-year-old son. No matter who it was, she would call out “Dog!” or “Swine!” over and
over and threaten to slice off some part of her opponent with the junk dealer’s shears, which were as big as a pair
of fodder choppers—though all she really had at her disposal were her teeth and fingernails.
The junk dealer’s woman hadn’t physically harmed my wife or my son. She had merely shot them piercing
looks from a distance on the street, her daughter dangling from her back. That was enough to discourage my wife,
though.
One Sunday afternoon, my wife went out for groceries. She was back sooner than I expected. She flung off one
of her rubber shoes next to the gate and the other next to the pump, then rushed inside huffing and puffmg and
made a big fuss of locking the door tight though it was the middle of a peaceful afternoon. Her shopping basket
was empty, her face was deathly pale, her chest was heaving.
“The junk dealer’s wife followed me the whole way,” she panted, her feverish breath flooding my ears.
“And so?” I was taken aback, and couldn’t help chuckling.
“Now don’t you make fun of me! That woman chased me from here to the market and back again. I was at the
butcher’s trying to decide whether to buy pork or beef. I had this strange feeling, so I looked back, and would you
believe it?—there she was with the girl on her back, staring daggers at me with those sunken eyes of hers. I saw
her in the alley when I left for the market, but it gives me the creeps to think she shadowed me all that way before
I noticed it.”
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“Maybe she was thinking about buying some meat too after she saw you with your basket. There’s no law that
says a junk dealer’s family has to eat leftover popcorn.”
“Will you listen to me! The way she scowled, I thought she was going to swallow me. My heart started
pounding, and I couldn’t for the life of me buy meat in front of her. So I left, but then she tracked me down at the
fish shop. I was too frightened to buy anything there either, so I decided to go straight home. I looked back along
the way, thinking I’d lost her, but she was still there. She kept her distance, but she was dogging me just the same.
So, I started running—I couldn’t help it. I looked back again, and she was running too. She looked like she was
gaining on me, even with the kid on her back. The girl was fussing and crying, but the woman wouldn’t give up—
she chased me right to the gate.”
I quietly rose, opened the window, stuck my head out, and looked past the gate. The woman had planted
herself in the middle of the alley, her daughter hanging low on her back. Her eyes met mine squarely. She easily
accepted the gaze of an unfamiliar man and seemed determined to engage in a staredown until I retreated.
Bewildered, I jerked my head inside and shut the window.
“What on earth is it with her?” my wife pressed me.
“Maybe she wants to be friends with you.”
“I wonder what she’s thinking.”
I couldn’t help repeating myself: “Well, I’m not sure, but she probably wants to be friends with the teacher’s
wife.”
“‘The teacher’s woman,’ ‘the teacher’s wife,’ ‘Madam Teacher’s Wife’—wherever I go, that’s all I hear. I’m
sick and tired of it. Why did I have to end up being a teacher’s wife!”
Hell! I was caught between a rock and a hard place. After we’d left our hometown, her chronic illness (which
was also my illness) had settled down for a while, but now she was about to have a relapse. The one reason my
wife wasn’t so proud of having married a teacher was that most of the husbands of her Edelweiss club friends
from high school earned much more than a teacher did. My wife could never understand how girls with decidedly
inferior grades and looks were able to snap up spouses with the “holy trinity” of qualifications—good family,
good school, good job. It was as if they had cooked up some plot. And because she couldn’t understand it, she
couldn’t forgive them. Her pride was periodically injured, not because of the discomforts and difficulties resulting
from my meager salary, but because the Edelweiss members’ eternal friendship with one another, ensured by their
biennial meetings, was in her case mixed with pity.
It was the same with me. Meeting classmates who had gotten ahead at an early age, or who at least had high
hopes for advancement in the near future, or who had already made their fortune, didn’t sit well with me. I
couldn’t help feeling victimized at the thought of working as a teacher for thirty or forty years in the hope of
becoming, at best, a vice-principal, principal, or commissioner of a local board of education. No matter how I
looked at it, I felt it was my bad luck in this unjust world to have ended up as a teacher.
On the other hand, there were people who thought the world of teachers and treated them as special. So, my
situation could have been worse, but this was no consolation. I had never acted like a big shot in front of the
people of Tandaeri who considered me a great figure; nor had I responded in any way to their adulation.
*
I gave my wife no hint of what Yi, the policeman, had told me about this man Kwon Kiyong from Andong. I
didn’t tell her of Kwon’s whereabouts during the six years between the births of his two children, Ungyong and
Yonggi. Whether I liked or disliked him, I had decided to keep it a secret. Kwon’s family was already out of favor
with my wife, and if she had known that Kwon was an ex convict; she would have fainted on the spot. And if she
had known that he had served several years in jail for disturbing the peace and even now was considered
dangerous and monitored by the police, she wouldn’t have lived with them a day longer under the same roof.
As my wife had said, Kwon’s family had performed none of their various obligations as tenants. And of course
they had violated the rental agreement from the beginning. However, I couldn’t evict them then and there for such
reasons. I decided to watch them for the time being, until they committed a critical mistake.
Before long my wife’s hunch about Kwon’s wife was confirmed. My wife finally obtained a confession: the
woman was six months pregnant And before I noticed it, my wife had begun counting our coal briquettes, which
we stored under the terrace where we kept the soy crocks. She couldn’t sleep at night unless she did this every
morning and evening. The biggest headache, though, was the children. Why couldn’t they consider their parents’
situation? Take our little Tongjun, for example. Before, when we were moving from one rented room to the next,
he had always ended up hitting the landlady’s child, which prevented us from speaking out as tenants. However,
now it was he who was getting slapped around by Kwon’s boy and girl. This not only aggravated us but put Kwon
and his wife in a tight spot
One Sunday Tongjun was running about in our yard with a big balloon. Kwon’s kids were hanging around
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cajoling him to play with them. When in spite of their best efforts Tongjun didn’t respond, they made him cry by
hitting him, or scratching him, or some such thing. That really made my wife’s stomach churn. Then they went
inside, probably to pester their mother. A few moments later Tongjun came in panting and started to badger his
mother, asking her out of the blue to buy him, right then, the same kind of balloon Kwon’s children had. Finally,
he led her by the hand out to the yard. My wife came back blushing, and now it was she who grabbed my hand
tight and dragged me out to the yard. There I saw Kwon’s children, happy as could be, with several balloons. I
couldn’t blame a tenant’s children for having fun. The problem was, the balloons had the monstrous shape of huge
cucumbers. I recognized them at a glance. Sure enough, they were condoms.
I can’t tell you how indignant my wife was. She told me that for the sake of our son’s upbringing, we couldn’t
overlook an incident this serious. Fortunately Kwon went to work on Sunday, so with a feeling of relief I
entrusted this matter of the children’s upbringing to my wife. She had kept her eyes peeled for just this
opportunity, and she instantly ran to Kwon’s wife and insisted that she and her husband maintain the dignity one
might expect of reasonable adults.
*
It was after some wretched hardships that we had taken out a bank loan and bought our Western-style house
with its slab roof on an honest-to-goodness hundred-p'yong lot on the hill behind City Hall. Everyone knew this
was the most desirable residential area in Songnam. As the lady of such a house, my wife was not that picky in the
conditions she presented to prospective tenants. First, tenants must have no more than two children. Second, they
must keep their peace. If they could meet these two conditions, my wife would not, for example, begrudge them
the use of our appliances or limit the amount of water they could use for washing their blankets, and she would
charge them a reasonable amount for the garbage, neighborhood night patrol, and other bills.
Now why must the tenants have no more than two children? Well, my wife had heard this ad nauseam as she
followed an elderly real estate agent around in search of a room. His words had struck home, and my wife
believed that a respectable landlady should insist on such a condition as a matter of course. And why did tenants
have to keep their peace? My wife set forth this stipulation in order to provide a quiet environment for her
“learned” husband (as I would call myself), who had showed the world that material success was simply a matter
of education and that education should be a lifelong process. She was saddened that we had to rent out a room
even after realizing our dream of buying a house. At the same time, she was clearly quite pleased to exercise a
landlady’s rights over her tenants.
Even clearer to her was the difference between the people who lived in a neighborhood of twenty -p’yong
homes and the people who lived in a neighborhood of hundred-p’yong homes. In essence, this difference was the
gap between a twenty-p’yong mind and a hundred-p’yong mind. Whenever she had an opportunity to talk about
our new location behind City Hall, she would emphasize that we lived in a house we had bought through the
bank.
Early one morning I encountered Kwon polishing his shoes on the stoop of the room next to the gate. If he had
simply been brushing them like anybody else, I might have taken no note of it. But he was absorbed in brushing
and polishing half a dozen pairs of shoes—each a different material, color, and style, all lined up on the stoop.
“Are you having a sale?” I asked, half in greeting and half in jest.
“A sale?”
He immediately stopped what he was doing and looked down at my feet. Or rather he gazed at my shoes. His
eyes then crept up my pant legs to the front of my shirt, and when they met mine they had a cool gleam. His face
glowed a vivid red, and suddenly a cold smile appeared.
“I gather you don’t think very highly of me …”
“I guess that was rude. But I didn’t mean anything … it’s just that all those shoes … you have so many of
them.”
Kwon clamped his mouth shut, clearly intending to deal with me no more, so I was left with nothing to say. On
his right he had gently deposited the shoe he had fInished polishing, and now he picked up another shoe on his
left, put it between his knees, and carefully began removing the mud between the rubber sole and the leather
upper with an old toothbrush. In this way he deprived me of any opportunity to apologize. Even so, I dawdled
there for some time, having completely forgotten that as duty teacher for the week I was supposed to go to school
earlier than usual.
So this embamlssing situation gave me my first opportunity to observe Kwon up close. Although he had been
my tenant for several days now, I hadn’t really been able to see him face to face, because we were both gone
during the day and didn’t have much free time.
Kwon was as well equipped as a shoe-shine boy, and he polished shoes as if he had done it all his life. In place
of an apron he had spread an old pair of underwear over his lap to protect his only suit. After brushing every speck
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of mud and dust from the shoe, he smeared polish on a scrap of cloth wound around his fmgers and applied it with
a circular motion while spitting on the shoe. An even coat of polish followed by light brushing produced a
passable shine, and then he polished the shoe to a final luster with a piece of velvet. The result looked terrific to
me, but Kwon was not satisfied and repeated the process. He sweated as if this were a labor worthy of Hercules.
He panted. He spat. And what he spat was not merely saliva but a sticky secretion flowing from a possessed mind
—the product of a wild-eyed will to make something more of this shoe, to transform it from something people
wore on their feet to a kind of makeup. Kwon’s hands moved round and round, smartly and ceaselessly, like
spindles. Finally the shoe gleamed like gilded metal, and his gaze moved to my feet and then up to my face. He
smiled broadly, his eyes as dazzling as the shiny toe of his shoe.
Those eyes, in fact, were his best feature. Kwon looked prematurely old. His skin was rough and wrinkled, his
beard sparse. He had a protruding forehead and high cheekbones, and his bushy eyebrows almost met. His
abnormally broad nose was crooked like a journeyman boxer’s, and his lips were as thick as those of Mr. Slice (a
fellow teacher so nicknamed by the students because a slice of one of his lips would practically have filled a
plate). Kwon was saved by one feature alone—those large, attractive eyes. Clear and delicate, they showed no
trace of viciousness or violence.
Yi the policeman visited me at school again. He said he was just dropping by, but it didn’t sound that way from
his tone of voice. Right off the bat he started scolding me.
“This won’t do. It just won’t.”
“Well, if I had something to report, I would have called you or something.”
“Let’s call it cooperation rather than reporting. Anyway, you say there’s nothing to cooperate with me about so
far?”
“Not a thing!”
“Now look, Mr. O—Kwon quit his job five days ago. How does that grab you?”
“He quit? So he’s out of work again?”
“That’s right. He ditched his job with the publishing company. And this time the circumstances are a bit
different Instead of yielding to the authors and doing what they requested, he kept trying to correct them and kept
pointing out their mistakes. So the president of the company called him on the carpet in front of everyone and
warned him: ‘Who do you think you are? How dare you challenge these distinguished authors!’ He hasn’t shown
up for work since.”
“He looked like he was leaving for work as usual this morning … yesterday, too …”
“Now you know why I asked you to keep an eye on him?”
“But if you can just sit at your desk and see everything with your X-ray vision, why do I have to go out of my
way to cooperate with you?”
Yi gave me a knowing smile.
“It’s significant that Kwon is unemployed again. I think from now on you’ll begin to see what your
responsibility is. The two of us shouldn’t rest easy until he finds a job.”
I was tired of insisting that I had no reason to oversee and protect Kwon. If I had done something wrong, it was
only to rent a room to his family, and Yi understood that as well as anybody. After talking about this and that, we
returned to the topic of Kwon.
“Was Kwon one of the people who cooked up that incident back then?”
“I don’t know the details; it happened before I joined the force. But it’s clear he wasn’t so much the brains
behind it as one of the instigators. The evidence he left us couldn’t have been much clearer. We have photos of
people turning police jeeps upside down and burning them, photos of people throwing rocks, photos of people
commandeering a bus and speeding down the street, and Kwon was right in the middle of it all”
“That’s hard to believe. Are you telling me that someone who can’t even carry a bundled quilt spearheaded a
riot!?”
“Well, as soon as he’s out of work he skips a meal as often as he eats. You can believe that. Can’t you?”
“He can support himself. What’s the big deal if he skips a meal? Maybe he’s not hungry.”
“My dear teacher, please don’t pretend to be so coldhearted. Like I told you last time, I’m sure you’ll end up
loving him too.”
As if Yi had no idea what a chore it was to love someone, he laughed confidently and left. He seemed to think
that loving your neighbor was as simple as taking coins from your pocket. For some time now a somber voice had
been echoing in my mind when I was alone:
“Love your neighbor, love the people of Tandaeri, love the people with the twenty-p’yong lots …”
It was right after the incident I’m about to describe—an incident that truly shocked me—that I decided to leave
Tandaeri.
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I was on my way home from work, and not far from our house I saw a boisterous group of children playing
next to the sewer ditch. Our little Tongjun was among them. I proudly watched him from a distance, marveling
that he was grown up enough to pal around with the neighborhood kids. His face looked unusually pale, perhaps
because the other faces were so dark. The junk dealer’s boy, in particular, looked like he had just crawled out of a
chimney. Tongjun shouted something to this sooty-faced boy, who responded by dropping to all fours, as if in
starting blocks, and then hopping like a frog. Tongjun threw something in front of him, and then I noticed that this
little rascal of mine was holding a box of cookies or some such thing tight against his chest. The junk dealer’s boy
picked up the cookie from the ground with his mouth and crunched into it without attempting to shake off the dirt.
When he had finished it he grinned, displaying his white teeth, and resumed his position in the starting blocks.
Tongjun again shouted something to him. This time Sootface propped himself off the ground on one hand, took
hold of his nose with the other hand, and started turning in circles. But after a few vigorous revolutions he fell on
his face. He got up, spun some more, then collapsed again. It looked as though he would fill Tongjun’s order, no
matter how many trials it took. I couldn’t keep track of the number of revolutions, but after the boy was finished
he was too dizzy to stand up straight. Next, Tongjun spat on a cookie and threw it on the ground. Then he tried to
persuade the other kids to join in. But they merely looked on in a circle with their mouths watering. Perhaps they
were dispirited at Tongjun’s demands, which had become more and more severe. Tongjun now held up a cookie
and threw it as hard as he could toward the stream that ran in the ditch. With no hesitation, the junk dealer’s boy
slid down a cement pillar to the edge of the stream. I had known about this stream for a long time. Factory wastes
and sewage from houses collected there and were carried to a larger stream that fed into the Han River.
This was all I observed. Who knows how long the game had been going on? I went to Tongjun, snatched the
box of cookies from him and threw it into the stream, then slapped the little rascal silly. I also wanted to give the
junk dealer’s son a sound thrashing, but my efforts were directed toward my own little good-for-nothing instead.
After I had slapped him several times it occurred to me to look back, and there was the junk dealer’s son chasing
the box of cookies helter-skelter down the turbid stream.
That night, after shouting at my wife that we should do whatever we could to get out of this awful
neighborhood, I couldn’t sleep at all. As I tossed and turned, smoking one cigarette after another, I thought about
Charles Lamb and Charles Dickens.\fn{ Charles Lamb (1775-1834), English essayist; Charles Dickens (1812-1870), English
novelist and journalist.} These two, who had lived in a distant age and in a land that held no special interest for me,
took turns keeping me awake.
These two men were known to have had several things in common besides their first name. Both had an
unhappy childhood, and sympathy and compassion for slum dwellers seemed to flow from their literary works.
But their personalities in real life were as different as night and day, so it was said—as different as their last
names. Lamb remained single, looking after his schizophrenic sister, who had killed their mother. His life was
consistent with his writing. Dickens was self-educated and had worked in a boot-polish factory as a youth. But in
contrast with Lamb, after he had achieved literary fame and a comfortable life, he supposedly used his walking
stick to drive away the slum children who begged him for coppers. If Lamb was right, then Dickens was wrong,
and vice versa. I wanted to be on Lamb’s side if at all possible. But I had to admit that I wasn’t blameless enough
to be able to kick Dickens’s butt with impunity.
Like my friends, I believed we shouldn’t despise the poor. But there was nothing wrong with looking down on
the rich. It was only right and natural to do so. Calling me a “humanitarian” was by no means the kind of
treatment that might damage a friendship with me. My friends and I were frustrated that various social benefits
bestowed by the government did not reach the bottom rung of society. Whenever we met people with dead-end
lives—on the street, in a coffee shop, or in the newspaper—we tried to compensate for their pitiable
circumstances by directing vicious insults toward the mercenary plutocrats who were raking in money any way
they could. We considered it our duty and task as educated people not to ignore the difficulties of those who could
go no further in life.
But this was nothing more than a theory. I had to confess frankly that I was deluding myself. Generally our
outrage was spurred by the newspaper or a broadcast and then put on display during conversation at a coffee shop
or a drinking place, and that was that. My friends and I carried one or two packs of gum for emergency use to
drive off the urchins who went around selling gum, and we lumped together all the young people in school
uniforms who sold ball-point pens or newspapers, summarily judging them to be impostors pretending to be
working their way through school. While drinking soju we dreamed of the day we would drink Western liquor. We
tossed away tips worth dozens of packs of gum. While riding the bus we promised each other we would one day
ride in taxis, and while taking a taxi we promised we would one day drive our own cars. Here was the calculation
of Dickens, which was totally at odds with the humanitarianism of Lamb. We could do nothing about the
tremendous discrepancies between what we heard and what we saw with our own eyes, or between our words and
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our actions. All that night I slept fitfully, kicking Lamb’s butt in my dreams.
The night of Yi’s second visit to my school, Kwon’s son Yonggi wouldn’t stop fussing. He hadn’t behaved like
this before. It sounded as if the boy was having trouble getting to sleep, and finally he was scolded for wetting his
bed. Then he was left alone until his crying grew quite shrill. When it became loud enough for us to hear it clearly,
Kwon’s threatening voice resounded through the space between the ceiling and the roof. The more Kwon shouted,
the more little Yonggi’s crying, so unlike that of a three-year-old, took on a sharp edge, as if it harbored a will for
revenge. Finally, we were all half awake.
“Listen to that racket, and his mother couldn’t care less about calming him down,” my wife muttered in a
sleepy voice.
True enough, Kwon’s wife didn’t say a word. In fact, since the Kwons had moved in, I hadn’t heard so much as
a peep out of her.
“I’m leaving! Is that what you want? You want Daddy to go away?”
Kwon’s pathetic outburst must have startled the youngster, for his breathless crying suddenly stopped. Or
rather it tailed off like a clothesline being stretched out, and finally it became a series of sobs that Yonggi seemed
to swallow and choke on because of his labored breathing.
The next morning I came upon Kwon polishing his shoes again. This time he was more absorbed in his work
than usual.
“I’m very sorry about last night.”
This polite apology, which was quite unexpected, was directed toward my slippered feet. It was strange: you
would have thought he was asking for a reaction to his performance the previous night.
The second day of home-visit week at school found me visiting the parents of my students from Starland
Village. On the way there, my homeroom student guide and I came across a school under construction. Workers
toting cement bricks on their backs were ruing up and down a bouncing wooden footbridge to the scaffolding that
towered around the structure’s concrete skeleton. Some were stripped to the waist, others had rolled up their pant
legs or shirtsleeves; they all looked attractively rugged. But the one fellow who caught my eye reminded me of a
soy-sauce bowl among some large earthenware tubs. His trembling legs were barely moving, and I was surprised
to see that he was dressed just like an office worker despite such rough work. I walked right under the scaffolding
to get a closer look at him.
“Mr. Kwon—isn’t that you up there?”
The moment I spoke, a brick fell right at me, but I jumped aside and avoided injury. The man hurried down the
footbridge to where I stood.
Yes, it was Kwon, all right. When I saw his face, white as a sheet and frozen in astonishment, I realized he
hadn’t been trying to kill me. The man was a sweaty, dusty mess. You wouldn’t have believed the stains and
wrinkles on the denim jacket he wore over his beige dress shirt. But his shoes were as they always were: the
elaborate shine of the chocolate-colored enameled leather was the lonely sentinel of Kwon’s essence.
“How did you know I was here?” he asked.
“It was just a coincidence. I’m on my way to do some home visits …”
He glared back and forth at my student and me. I could have put the proof right in his hands but it wouldn’t
have eased his suspicion, so I hurried off.
Kwon returned quite late that night. He came directly into our family room, took a seat, and plunked down a
small bottle of soju as if he meant to plant it in the floor. He was already half loaded.
“I may not look like much, but I’m an Andong Kwon!” His voice sounded reather clear considering he was too
exhausted and pickled to budge.
“As I’m sure you know, an Andong Kwon gets decent treatment wherever he goes. Your family is originally
from Haeju, is it not?”
It was Kwon’s habit to confirm that I had only one suit and that my shoes were always filthy compared with
his, and now he seemed intent on weighing himself against me on the basis of our familiy origins. I merely
smiled, hoping this friendly gesture would penetrate his tipsiness and sink deep inside his agitated mind.
“Mr. Kwon, you look pretty drunk. Maybe you ought to get some sleep. We can always talk later!”
My wife was standing outside on the veranda, anns folded. Her face was sulky. As I glanced at her I tried to
show Kwon that my suggestion was purely voluntary and that my subsequent effort to help him up was full of
good intentions. But he staved off my good intentions, letting his involuntarily half-raised bottom flop back down.
He then snapped off the cap of the soju bottle with his teeth.
“So, you don’t want to be pals with an ex-con, is that it? Well, I can’t let you off that easily. I’m going to have
my say, and then I’ll leave you alone.”
“Ex-con?”
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My wife rushed into the room, her eyes gaping as if she had lost her senses. I might have thought she was
crying out in unexpected delight at seeing someone, but it soon became clear that she was not in the least
delighted.
“Good heavens! Did you say ‘ex-con?’ Who are you two talking about? Good heavens. Oh, good heavens!”
“Why, you didn’t know that, ma’am? Mr. O didn’t tell you? It’s me we're talking about. Is something wrong?
Do I have a funny look in my eyes? Judging from those eloquent phrases of yours, you’ve never seen an ex-con
sitting side by side with a human being before.”
My wife jumped back a few steps, as impetuously as she had rushed in. Kwon’s glare had frozen her into
submission, and she appeared ready to do his bidding.
“There's nothing to be scared of. I don’t have the energy to hang a fly. Would the two of you kindly relax and
listen to me? I won’t take long.”
Until then I had been keeping' an eye out for a chance to mollify Kwon and send him back to his room. But I
had to change my mind after hearing this confession. If I listened to him, I told myself, maybe I could fathom the
mystery of how he could dare to disturb the public peace yet claim he couldn’t hang a fly.
“I believe it was Freud who said—” Kwon paused to guzzle some soju straight from the bottle “—the saint and
the villain are two sides of the same coin. The villain expresses his desires in action; the saint replaces his desires
with dreams. That’s their only difference.”
Kwon was about to drink out of the bottle again, so I took it from him, gave it to my wife, and had her prepare
a simple serving tray.
“I’m not trying to make the saints look bad in order to whitewash my own situation. But it’s true I’ve taken
great consolation from Freud. I feel as if he wrote those words of consolation knowing I’d turn out to be a
convict.”
The tray arrived. In addition to the liquor there was some pork stew reheated from dinner and a couple of
dishes you might see at any of our meals. The first thing K won and I did was pour each other a shot of soju.
“Mr. O, I was at least as good a citizen as you—until the day I got soaked in the rain like the rat who fell into
the water jar. And of course, my wife was probably as gentle and sweet as your wife. Sure, we had our complaints
and suffered some injustices, but the best we could do was solve them in our dreams; we never knew how to
express them through action.”
I asked my wife to buy some more soju. The more Kwon drank, the paler he turned and the more glib he
became. The liquor loosened his tongue, that was for sure.
“My whole life has been one big struggle. Probably someone like me shouldn’t have been born in the first
place. I could have died of typhoid fever, peritonitis, or one of the other diseases I’ve had, but instead here I am
scraping along with a wife and kids. And then that house we had in the Kwangju Housing Development …
Somehow, nothing’s gone smoothly.”
Several years earlier, a most persuasive rumor had spread, especially among the have-nots, that a ShangriLa\fn{An allusion to a lost land of peace and contentment so named in the novel Lost Horizon (1933) by the British author James Hilton
(d.1954).} was to be built in the Kwangju area, on the outskirts of Seoul. Kwon had taken this with a grain of salt.
He had tended to believe that a Shangri-La was nothing special to begin with. But he had been tempted by the
prospect of owning a house, and had overvalued the benefit of being within commuting distance of Seoul. He
realized now that he had blundered. In the end, he had scared up two hundred thousand won, a hefty sum at the
time, and through an elderly, part-time realtor had bought a lot from a displaced family.
“For the first time in my life I owned a twenty-p’yong lot. I was so happy I paced the boundaries of that lot
every morning and every night. I got down on my hands and knees and measured it—I practically caressed it. I
knew the land should have belonged to a displaced family—people more unfortunate than me—but that didn’t
bother me. At that time, the world didn’t look any bigger than twenty p’yong to me.”
Kwon had barely managed to obtain this land, and now he lacked the wherewithal to lay the foundation and
build the frame of a house in order to have shelter. So he let the lot sit, and for the next several months the family
made do with an old tent he had rounded up. It was an election year, and the candidates for the National Assembly
added various pledges, one after another, to the plans announced for the construction of the Shangri-La.
Magnificent groundbreaking ceremonies were held here and there, and a construction boom followed. In no time
the paradise for displaced families, most of them day laborers, was at hand. As the election campaigns heated up,
land prices skyrocketed, wages jumped, and real estate speculators buzzed everywhere. None of these
developments concerned him in the slightest, Kwon had thought. But then the elections were over, and in the light
of the twenty-watt bulb in his tent, he found out how wrong he had been.
The realization was like a jolt of lightning.
“The very next day—can you believe it? The elections were held one day, and the next day it all started.”
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A notice was delivered from the authorities in Seoul: any lot purchased from a displaced family must have a
house on it by June 10, or the sale would be nullified. June 10 was fifteen days away. Kwon and his wife had to
build a house on their lot within that period. Since Kwon was not a day laborer and his livelihood was still in
Seoul, he had gone his own way in Kwangju, indifferent to the chaotic events concerning the housing
development that had surfaced during the campaigns. So now he was off to a late start on the house. He had to run
his ass off to catch up.
First, he took several days off without notifying the publishing company where he worked, and tried frantically
to scrape up some money. As the money materialized he bought cement, cinder blocks, and lumber. With his wife
he started building, one row of blocks atop the next. The two of them didn’t know the first thing about
construction, but they carried out the enormous enterprise undaunted, their instincts telling them that at least the
house wouldn’t collapse. More than anything else, they felt lucky and grateful that the authorities didn’t ask them
to build an attractive house worthy of the name Shangri-La. When they were out of building materials they
stopped working and begged friends and relatives for money to buy more. They repeated this process several
times, and before they knew it the walls were up and the roof was on. The whole thing took less than the fifteen
days. Whatever its quality or outward appearance, the house the Seoul authorities had decreed was finally
constructed.
“We felt like we should have thanked the authorities for making us build the house so fast. For almost a month
we were on top of the world—we had ourselves a palace. My wife hugged our little Ungyong, and the tears
trickled down her cheeks.”
But just as they were about to breathe easy, there was another notice from Seoul. Those people who had bought
lots from displaced families would have their ownership officially recognized only if they deposited eight to
sixteen thousand won per p’yong for their twenty-p’yong lots by the end of July. Otherwise, the sale would be
nullified and they would be subject to up to six months in jail and a fine of up to three hundred thousand won.
“They gave us fifteen days this time too. There’s something they love about fifteen days.”
To make things worse, the Kyonggi provincial office sent them a notice to pay a real estate acquisition tax. In
this manner, the city of Seoul and Kyonggi Province, which supposedly had different jurisdictions, would
sometimes whistle a different tune on the same matter, and in this case both the displaced families and those who
had purchased lots from them were at their wits’ end as a result. A citizens’ organization called the Committee for
Correcting the Resale Price of Kwangju Housing Development Land was formed (the name set a record for length
in those days), and was straightaway renamed the Committee for Opposing and Correcting … Since Kwon was
known to be a learned fellow, those who were in the same boat as he drafted him onto the original committee and
then its successor.
“I suppose you could call this a position of honor, but to me it was more than 1 deserved.”
Kwon was not saying this out of humility. Not only did he feel incapable of performing his duties, but because
he regarded himself as a Seoulite through and through rather than identifying with the Kwangju Housing
Development, he was reluctant to take on the responsibility. And so he didn’t attend any of the nonstop committee
meetings. Without a hint of a settlement in sight, the end-of-July deadline for payment of the deposit passed in an
atmosphere of taut anxiety. And then on August 10 th—the day of action decided upon by the committee—things
started to happen.
As fate would have it, this high-pressure political atmosphere was greeted with a low-pressure weather system
and it began to rain. From early in the morning, leaflets were scattered on the streets and posters appeared on the
walls.Yellow ribbons were distributed, to be pinned to the demonstrators’ chests at eleven o’clock. Kwon
remained in his house, not budging, but the sounds of the people moving about outside put his nerves on edge. He
sensed that something would surely happen, and that scared him. To Kwon, the present situation was better than
whatever might happen. The rain fell intermittently. The committee representatives duly presented themselves at
eleven o’clock for talks with the authorities, but when the government spokesman did not appear, they decided to
wait no longer. Shouts for the citizens to come out into the streets echoed through the alleys of the housing
development.
“And don’t come out barehanded! Grab something—anything!”
Someone knocked so hard on the sliding door to Kwon’s house that it almost jumped from its track.
“Mr. Kwon! Are you there, Mr. Kwon?”
Kwon’s heart sank. He had his wife reply that he had left for work. Only after getting rid of this fellow,
whoever he was, did Kwon realize it was already Tuesday. Why had he stayed home from work, moping around
the house, since the day before? The answer suddenly dawned on him: it was his dependence on others. His was
the attitude of an opportunist—one who never jumped into the thick of things, even when they deeply concerned
him, but waited for the moment when the efforts of others bore fruit. Kwon was shocked. This was an unequivo217

cal awakening, and he was overcome with shame. He sprang up and rushed outside. The streets were choked with
people running toward the government branch office shouting slogans and carrying any kind of stick or tool they
could use as a weapon. Upon being confronted by them he ducked into a side street like a thief. He might have
joined them, given his awakening, but his eyes kept searching for a bus to Seoul. But it was useless: transportation
to the outside had been cut off. During this brief search for a bus, he was drenched to the bone by the relentless
sheets of wind and water that beat down on the demonstrators. He gave up on the buses and began searching for a
quiet alley. He moved aimlessly, thinking these unfamiliar streets he was walking for the first time would
eventually lead him to Seoul.
And then he came upon a vehicle with the same goal—a taxi that had avoided the club-and-rock-wielding mob
by zigzagging through the alleys. In desperation Kwon jumped into the middle of the alley and blocked the taxi’s
path—he couldn’t have cared less about the fare—and got inside, joining a party of three well-dressed men. The
taxi had to pass through the gateway to the housing development, and there it was stopped at a checkpoint. A
menacing group of youths armed with two-by-fours, bicycle chains, and other primitive weapons ordered the
taxi’s occupants out.
One of the youths approached the window where Kwon was seated. He bowed, grinned, and spoke
congenially.
“Well, well, well, if it isn’t our esteemed committee member. Don’t you think it's a bit much for you to take on
Seoul all by yourself? Would you mind getting out?”
Kwon had no idea who this youth was. When he didn’t immediately respond, a second youth smashed the
windshield of the taxi with a club. The passengers jumped out, and the youths, already hoarse from shouting,
raised their voices as loud as they could while threatening the men with their weapons.
“Selfish sons of bitches!”
“We’ve been on a hunger strike and going all out, and look at you sitting in a taxi like you never had it so
good!”
“If we go on a hunger strike, we do it together! We eat, we do it together! We die, we do it together! We live,
we do it together! Got it?”
By this time the passengers were frightened half to death.
“Mr. Kwon, how about following me over there?” whispered the youth who seemed to know him.
It wasn’t the sight of the clubs but rather the kindness of this youth that scared Kwon the most. Fettered by the
young man’s smile, Kwon did not resist as he was led to a weed patch beside the road. There the youth delivered a
long lecture.
“Of course, as you know …” Beginning every sentence with this assumption, he drew a lavish comparison
between the leisure class in Seoul—who at that very moment were eating, drinking, dancing, and cavorting in bed
—and those living in misery in the housing development Kwon realized that this spiel was designed to rouse his
slumbering social consciousness, just as one of the old songs exhorted the children of the “New Korea” to rise and
shine.
But not a word registered. Instead, Kwon asked himself how on earth a person could be cruel enough to treat
him so kindly in a situation such as this. The youth decided that his lecture must have sunk in, and led Kwon
along a steep hillside that provided a shortcut to the center of the housing development.
“It was right over in that area.” Kwon pointed in the direction of the window.
Regrettably, from where we sat in our family room it was difficult to figure out where he was pointing.
Kwon realized from our expressionless faces that he wasn’t getting through to us, and before I knew it he had
sprung to his feet and was out the door. I followed, wanting simply to detain him. At some point Kwon’s family
had gathered at the edge of the verandah near the front door, and they stared up at the two of us as we popped out
of the family room one after the other. At the sight of their daddy the little ones burst into tears. Kwon’s wife, her
stomach huge, appeared ready to collapse on the verandah. She gazed in bewilderment at her husband, who had
turned as red as a beet
“You don’t have to cry. Daddy’s still alive.”
I sensed from Kwon's low voice that he was well aware of the dignity he enjoyed as family head. He threaded
his way between the crying children until he had reached the yard. He spoke clearly, but staggered as he walked,
as if his determination to keep his balance could reach no farther than his tongue.
“It was over there,” he explained repated1y.
He was much more sure of himself now. A cluster of lights far down the hill flickered beyond the tip of his
index finger. They seemed to have poured down from the sky. Although the children must have realized by now
that the adults were not quarreling, their torrent of tears did not ebb.
“‘Look at that!’ this young fellow shouts. Well, I was already looking. I could see through the rain that the
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demonstrators had squared off against the police. It was rocks against tear gas. The young fellow was in high
spirits—it was almost as if he’d waved a magic wand and created the whole scene. But frankly I wasn’t all that
impressed by the sight of two groups fighting each other and getting soaked. I was more worried about what my
young friend was going to do to me now that he’d brought me this far. But then everything changed right before
our eyes. A three-wheeler loaded with a bunch of ripe yellow melons came along and got swallowed up in the
crowd. It must have taken a wrong turn. The driver nosed it every which way trying to break out, but it ended up
getting turned upside-down. All those melons spilled out and started rolling down the street. Right then and there
the demonstrators stopped their rock throwing and swarmed over the melons like bees. The entire load was gone
in no time. People were actually picking them out of the mud and chomping in. Eating isn’t exactly a pretty sight
to begin with, but there was something downright primitive about those people fighting over the melons, and it
scared the devil out of me.
“My God, this is human nature at its most naked,” I told myself. I’d never been so moved. I’d always tried to
convince myself that I was a different sort from others, but now I wasn’t so sure about my reasoning. In fact, I
couldn’t think about myself in a levelheaded manner anymore.”
I had a hunch Kwon wasn’t going to continue, so for the first time I spoke up.
“Do you mind if I ask what happened next?”
“Why do you need my permission? You’ve already asked. Three days later a detective showed up at the
publishing company and put me in handcuffs. When I saw the photos the police handed me as evidence, I couldn’t
believe it. There I was sitting on top of a bus; there I was holding a can of kerosene; there I was waving a two-byfour around. It was my face all right, but I’ll be damned if I can remember any of that stuff.”
I felt I’d heard all there was to hear. Now I could understand why Kwon had invited himself in, clutching a
bottle of soju, and unraveled this tale he had kept to himself. But there was one small matter that still bothered
me, and I thought it would be better for both of us if we could resolve it while we had the chance.
“I guess you’ve known that I’ve been seeing Yi, the policeman?”
Kwon smiled. “More precisely, he’s been seeing you, I would think. You know, when one part of the body is
paralyzed, another part becomes uncommonly sensitive. In my case, it’s a sixth sense.”
“I hope you don’t think I’ve been informing on you. Yi calls it ‘cooperation,’ but …”
Kwon smiled again.
“There are times when you can do something you wanted absolutely no part of, and not even realize it—
remember? Probably you’re no exception. Just because you haven’t cooperated with him in the past doesn’t mean
you won’t cooperate with him in the future.”
“I sure had that Kwon figured wrong,” my wife whispered to me after we had gone to bed that night. “I
thought he was an idiot, but he’s something else entirely.”
“He had you around his little fmger—you were helpless,” I replied.
“I know it, and it makes me so mad!”
After I turned off the light, she spoke again in a low voice.
“Her stomach looked bigger than ever today-you saw it. What’s the poor thing going to do if it’s twins? I know
she’s only eight months along, but she looks like she’s ready right now—goodness …”
“Relax—she’s not going to ask you to have the baby for her.”
That night I dreamed I was taking turns kicking Dickens’s butt and Lamb’s butt. And then I was kicking
Kwon’s butt and he was kicking mine.
My wife suddenly began showing an interest in Kwon and his family. More specifically, it was an interest in
his wife’s abdomen, which looked as though it would burst at any moment. From the way my wife talked, I
gathered the two of them had contact during the day when Kwon and I were out. Kwon’s wife didn’t even know
her own due date, my wife giggled. When she had kidded her about this, the other woman had casually replied
that it didn’t matter. When the time came, she would go into labor and give birth—the result would be the same.
Kwon hadn’t found a job yet. But even without regular employment, come morning he would put on his work
clothes and leave the house. I figured that since he didn’t have a trade, he was still doing casual labor at
construction sites, though he hardly had the strength for it. His two children still made their way into our family
room after a lengthy chorus of “Come on, Tongjun, let’s play!” But now they often stood their ground there
instead of returning to their mother, even at mealtime.
Here was a sign that the situation in the room beside the gate had become serious. Even so, neither Kwon nor
his wife had ever opened up to us and asked for assistance. If we hadn’t made up our minds to help them after
witnessing the shape they were in, who knows how far they would have been driven in their wretched
circumstances?
Just as Yi the policeman had predicted, I began stealing into their kitchen like Santa Claus and leaving them
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coal, rice, and such. Whenever I did this, my wife would feel too outraged and victimized to finish her supper.
When she thought about the expectant mother and her helpless little children, she insisted that this was the least
we could do. But when she realized some of this goodwill of hers might extend to an idiotic fellow who couldn’t
even provide a decent living for his wife and children, she would get so worked up that she had a hard time
sleeping. She had already forgotten having whispered to me only a couple of nights before that Kwon was
“something else entirely,” and now she complained to herself over and over about renting the room to him.
Kwon’s income remained meager, and in no time his wife had reached term. One day I returned from school
and my wife whispered to me that the woman had gone into labor sometime after lunch. Then at supper we heard
an unfamiliar sound from the room beside the gate. First Kwon’s wife groaned like someone with the flu, and
then, as if a dagger had penetrated deep inside her, she produced a sudden, heart- rending cry that soon trailed off.
She did this several times. It was the first time I had heard her voice.
My wife thought it was time to get Kwon’s wife to the hospital.
“Can you talk some sense into him, dear? I tried several times, and he’s just impossible! All he did was smirk
and tell me not to worry.”
“It’s not Kwon that’s refusing—it’s their lack of money,” I responded.
For some time now my wife had been half critical and half worried about their failure to prepare for the
delivery.
“A woman with a stomach as big as a mountain having a baby at home in this day and age, and doing it all by
herself—the more I think about it, the more I think something bad’s going to happen. A fellow who doesn’t even
have the money for a midwife, and a woman who’s nine months pregnant and hasn’t bought a single diaper—
what a pair!”
I hurried through the rest of my supper and called Kwon out to the yard. Just as my wife had said, Kwon
immediately began smirking and telling me not to worry. You might have thought from his tone that he was the
one who was trying to comfort someone in a fix.
“She had the second one by herself, and did a beautiful job.”
“It’s not your family we’re worrying about, but ourselves. I’m not saying something’ll go wrong, but if it does,
I’ll hold you accountable.”
Leaving him with these harsh words, I disappeared inside. What a calculating guy, I told myself. I had
discreetly offered to lend him the piddling cost of a delivery at the local clinic, but he had turned me down. I had
to conclude that he chose to risk two lives rather than going to the trouble, such as it was, of repaying a trivial
debt.
But when midnight passed with Kwon’s wife in the same condition, the situation changed. Women who
weren’t first-time mothers didn’t have labors that long and relentless. This must have scared Kwon, because he
left carrying his wife on his back and scurried down the steep slope from our house before the end of curfew. It
took a load off our minds to see Kwon and his wife stealing out of the room beside the gate. The two of them
looked like a drum riding on a pair of drumsticks. Before leaving for school the next morning I asked my wife to
buy some seaweed for soup for the new mother, and then go to the hospital when word of the delivery arrived.
That afternoon Kwon came looking for me at school. A class had just started, but I happened to be free that
period and was chatting in the teachers’ room, so I was able to meet Kwon at the front gate as soon as the
custodian called me.
“I’m sorry about this—I know you’re busy.”
Kwon tried to keep a smile on his face, but I had never seen him so self-conscious. I interpreted this in a good
light: he had just become a father for the third time. I tried to dismiss the ominous feeling that had come over me
the moment the custodian notified me.
“Did everything turn out all right?”
“You know, it’s a good thing I listened to you. It would’ve been a disaster if I’d kept her at home. I don’t know
whether it’s a boy or a girl, but it seems like the kid’s giving me a hard time in order to teach me a lesson.”
He was still smiling self-consciously. His toe was busy in the dirt drawing some word or picture I couldn’t
decipher. His shoes were astonishingly shiny considering he had just trudged up a dusty hill to get to the school.
No doubt he had been wiping his shoes against his pant legs while waiting for me.
“Could you lend me a hundred thousand won or so?” he blurted right in my face.
His self-consciousness abruptly vanished, and a provocative expression filled his upturned face. He had tried
to sound as nonchalant as if he were bumming a cigarette. But then while I was trying to recover my powers of
speech, his tone became furious.
“They say she has to have a Caesarean. They X-rayed her, and at first they didn’t find any complications. Her
cervix is wide open. Her water didn’t break early, and the fetus was in the right position. And it’s not twins. So
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everything’s like it’s supposed to be, except that she’s been in labor more than twenty-four hours. The doctor said
that in a case like that there’s only one possiblity: the baby hasn’t dropped because it’s turned inside the uterus and
got the cord wrapped around its neck. And shit—that’s exactly what happened! If the doctor doesn’t do something
soon, they’re both in trouble.”
The thing that made me ill at ease was the exclamation “Shit!” This word was so uncharacteristic of Kwon, but
otherwise his explanation was sincere. Or perhaps it sounded much more sincere because of this vulgarity, which I
had never heard him use before.
I couldn’t give him a ready answer. His request for “a hundred thousand won or so” was too serious to allow
me to convey my sentiments through such tactless, banal expressions as “Oh, that’s too bad” or “I really don’t
know what to say.” On the other hand, I still had to pay off more than half of the loan I had taken out from my
school to help pay for our house. He wasn’t talking about ten or twenty thousand won—the cost of a normal
delivery—and to lend him the huge sum of a hundred thousand or so was simply more than I could handle. And I
couldn’t go ahead with such a big undertaking without my wife’s knowledge, because she was the one who
controlled the family purse strings.
“If you can lend me the money, I’ll do whatever I have to do to pay you back—whatever I have to do,” Kwon
said. He looked as solemn as if he were swearing on a Bible.
It was a good thing he reminded me. Otherwise it might never have occurred to me that getting the money
back from him would be more difficult than finding the money to lend him. How was he going to pay me back
doing casual labor or some occasional, low-paying translation work for a publisher, when he couldn’t even feed
his family? So for me the best thing was to avoid lending him the money out of sympathy. And therefore I had to
speak harshly to prevent him from raising objections.
“Which hospital is it?”
“The Won Gynecological Clinic.”
“It’d be difficult for me to come up with the cash right this minute. Why don’t you try the doctor at the clinic
again? I’ll call him right away and tell him I’ll be your guarantor. Doctors are decent people—they wouldn’t let
someone die. If that’s your only way out, give it a try.”
Because my response was too slow in coming, Kwon seemed to have been expecting this. His aggressive
countenance softened, and the self-consciousness returned to those fine eyes of his. He shook his head.
“It’s too late—he’d never accept just a promise. From the moment we walked in the door he knew it wouldn’t
be easy to collect payment from me.”
Kwon was sweating nervously, but instead of wiping his face he lifted his right foot and wiped the shoe a
couple of times against the bottom of his left pant leg. Then he repeated the movement with the other shoe.
“It really was rude of me to bother you when you’re busy,” he said with difficulty. His “Mr. Slice” lips
twitched like those of a baby waking from a shallow sleep.
I thought he would say more, but he quickly turned and began to walk away, his arms swinging. Perhaps I was
anticipating the moment he would say in a choking voice from deep inside, “Thank you, Mr. O. Now you go
home and have a good meal and live well the rest of your life,” or some such thing. I expected the words to fly out
of his mouth and stun me. And so I flinched when he abruptly turned back and looked straight up at me.
But this was all he said:
“I may not look like much, Mr. O, but I’m a college graduate!”
He spoke self-consciously, as a student’s parent might do while thrusting a small gratuity in my pocket.
You wouldn’t have thought that the arms on that short frame could swing as they did. With every step down
the hill he seemed to be cursing the earth and the sky. At the moment he disappeared around a bend in the bare
loess hill, I was seized with an urge to run after him and call him back. This too is human nature at its most naked,
I felt. It was just like when Kwon had seen the people in the housing development suddenly stop throwing rocks
and run to the overturned three- wheeler to devour the melons. And then it occurred to me that I was indebted to
Kwon to a certain extent—that is, if I were to consider his rental deposit as a kind of debt I don’t know why I
hadn’t thought of that earlier.
At the clinic everything was ready for the operation; all that was missing was the deposit. I had weasled an
advance on my salary from the school and emptied the pockets of my closest friends among the teachers, and
barely managed to come up with the one hundred thousand won. As soon as I handed it to the doctor, he ordered
the nurse to bring in the anesthesiologist. When the doctor learned I wasn’t a close relative of Kwon but only his
landlord, he clicked his tongue.
“You get all types of people for fathers. I sent him out for the deposit this morning, and haven’t seen him since.
Can you believe it?”
“Sure, just like there are all kinds of ways to deliver babies, there are all types of people fathering children.”
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I prayed that the doctor in his gold-rimmed spectacles would get the point, but unfortunately he chose to take it
as a joke, and broke into a laugh. So much for my attempt to be serious.
I helped wheel Kwon’s wife into the operating room. If she wasn’t already dead, she certainly looked it.
For an operation that extracted one life and saved the other life that had kept the first one going, it was over all
too quickly. I sat in the waiting room and chain-smoked half a dozen cigarettes, as I had the day our little Tongjun
was born. Finally I heard the baby crying.
“It’s a pepper, a little pepper!” the nurse cried out.
The doctor’s wife had assisted with the operation, and as she emerged from the operating room she asked me
in a loud voice if I’d guessed from the first cry that it was a boy. Then she congratulated me as if I were the father.
I had no choice but to play along and praise her for her efforts.
A moment later I looked into the face of Kwon Ki- yong’s new boy, all swaddled. His plump, handsome face
betrayed his obliviousness to the Caesarean section his mom had just undergone. His voice was loud and resonant,
quite in keeping with my initial impression of the man for whom this medical procedure was named. As I listened
to this rugged little fellow cry as though he would lift the whole building, I settled comfortably into the deep
emotions of the day our own boy was born.
It was the most peculiar coincidence that we had a burglar that very night. I’d never before had such an
experience. As I slept, I felt someone shaking my shoulder. I tried to brush the annoying hand away, but the silent
movement continued. Realizing with a start that it was an unfamiliar hand trying to wake me, I opened my eyes,
and there in the red glow of the nightlight was a masked man—and the gleaming blade of a kitchen knife pointed
right at my neck. The man reeked of liquor. The nightlight tinged the dark shade of the mask with red, and from
the eyes and the bit of nose exposed above the cloth mask I could detect the man’s considerable drunkenness.
“Get up. Quick, I said get up.”
The burglar spoke in a low, measured tone, not wanting to wake anyone. I wanted to get up, but how? The
kitchen knife pointed at my throat was dancing up and down. If the burglar happened to stick me in the neck, the
wound would be the accidental result of his excessive trembling. This was a burglar without much experience.
The moment I saw his eyes, I realized he wasn’t a specialist in this area. Despite all his dutch courage, those large,
attractive eyes couldn’t hide his inherent decency—or his fear of me. If he hadn’t become potvaliant\fn{ Courageous
as the result of drinking spirits.} and climbed the wall of our house, he would have flunked his course in felonies from
the start.
“I’ll be happy to get up if you’ll just pull that knife back a little.”
The burglar did as I asked.
“Give me what you’ve got—quick,” he whispered while waiting for me to sit up.
“Anything you say. But it’ll be easier if you do as I say too.”
The burglar shot me a doubtful look.
“There’s not much money in the house,” I added. “There’s a piggy bank on the bureau, and my wife might
have some spending money left—it’d be in the drawer at the bottom of the cabinet. If you can find anything else,
help yourself.”
The burglar looked even more dubious, and didn’t seem to want to act rashly, so I decided to test him by
pretending to be irritated.
“Would you prefer to see my wife get up and scream bloody murder? For your own good you’d better trust me
and do as I say.”
The man drew a deep breath and finally started around our bedding toward the bureau. I noticed that this
burglar was polite enough to have removed his shoes. He tottered, and wouldn’t you know it, he must have
stepped on Tongjun. The boy whimpered, and the burglar flinched, then hunched over and patted him on the
shoulder. The man waited until the little fellow was asleep again. Then he rose, glanced at me to make sure I had
stayed put, and got down to the job at hand. I noticed his face was sticky with sweat. Suppressing an urge to burst
into laughter as I observed the charming movements of the burglar, I slowly sat up and retrieved the knife he had
dropped on our bedding while putting Tongjun back to sleep.
“I think I’ve got an idea of how long you’ve been in this business,” I said, offering him his weapon.
I thought he would faint from the shock. I gave him a friendly smile and gestured for him to take it. After
hesitating a moment, he lunged toward me, snatched the knife, and once more pointed it at my throat. Having
discovered that our man was not the sort to stab someone on purpose, I had no regrets about returning the knife.
Sure enough, he merely stuck it in his belt. His pride had been deeply wounded.
“All this talk of yours, and there’s nothing worth stealing here.”
“That’s why our friendly neighborhood thieves have given up on us.”
“You think I wanted to do this? I was driven to it by circumstances—I couldn’t help it.”
222

I decided that this was a splendid opportunity to set his mind at ease.
“That’s usually the way it is. Someone in your family has a serious illness, or you get in over your head in
debt.”
The burglar’s eyes immediately filled with suspicion. He retreated to the verandah, trembling in outrage to the
point that his teeth clattered. The smell of liquor that he left in his wake was enough to make me sick. It was clear
to me that all he embraced in his hurried departure were the shreds of his pride. So, far from calming him, my
approach had only frustrated him all the more.
“There’s no law that says you have to go it alone when you’ve got troubles,” I called out to his back. “Who
knows, maybe you have a good neighbor who’s already made things easier for you.”
“Don’t give me that crap! I don’t have any neighbors like that—I found that out myself! I don’t believe
anybody now!”
He put on the shoes he had left at the front door. I got up to follow him, fighting the impulse to turn on the
light in order to see the shoes. He opened the front door and stepped down into the yard. Then he apparently
forgot he was supposed to be an armed burglar who had broken into our house, because he turned toward the
room beside the front gate. To spare him more embarrassment in the future, I had to point out his mistake.
“The front gate’s over there.”
He stopped for a moment before the kitchen, then slowly began walking toward the gate. He began staggering.
When he reached the gate he looked back at me.
“I may not look like much, but I’m a college graduate!”
Who said you weren’t? I asked myself. After this unexpected revelation about his college background, the man
opened the gate and was swallowed up in pitch darkness.
I closed the gate but didn’t lock it. On my way back in, I peeked in the room beside the gate and confirmed that
Kwon hadn’t returned, and that his boy and girl were curled up in the darkness without their mommy and daddy.
My wife was standing outside the front door in her nightgown, arms folded.
“What’s going on?”
“Nothing.”
Nothing was missing. Everything was in place on the bureau, including the piggy bank. As I had said, nothing
had happened. Before I went back to sleep I told my wife I had paid for the operation. She was silent for a time,
then turned toward the wall.
“Don’t worry about them running out on us—we’ve got their deposit.”
“Are you sure nothing happened?”
She turned back toward me. To the end I never mentioned to her that a poor excuse for a burglar had entered
our house.
Kwon hadn’t returned by the next morning. I dropped by the clinic on my way to school. He hadn’t been seen
there since his departure in search of the deposit for the operation. Nor did he return home the next day or the day
after that. It was clear by now that he had left for parts unknown. It was also clear that my approach had been
boneheaded, despite my good intentions. Upon seeing those eyes above the mask, I had known immediately that
the burglar was none other than Kwon. At the time, I’d decided I should treat this masked man as a burglar to the
very end so that Kwon could save face and be his old self come morning when he was sober. And so I expected
him to have been able to visit the clinic as if nothing had happened, to see his wife and third child. I regretted not
having caught sight of his shoes at our front door. For some reason I got to thinking that I might have foreseen his
fate simply on the basis of how well those shoes had been shined. As long as the toes of his shoes had been
polished as bright as a glass bead, his pride would have glowed even more brightly and I could have breathed
easy.
My cold-hearted reminder as he was about to enter the room beside the gate weighed on my mind. What if he
had been thinking that this would be the last time he would see his children? And what then must he have thought
of me for blocking his way to the room where his youngsters slept?
My wife decided to visit the clinic. I had the kids tag along with her, and while they were out I scoured the
room beside the gate. I hadn’t been inside it in broad daylight since renting it out to the Kwons. As we had
discovered when they moved in, their household possessions consisted entirely of their bedding and a few utensils
for cooking and eating. Nothing unusual caught my eye. If there was anything that might afford me a clue, it
would have to be his shoes. In the very place where the cabinet or a similar piece of furniture should have been—
the place for the most valuable household possession—there were nine pairs of shoes lined up like soldiers
awaiting inspection. Six pairs were neatly polished; the remainder were covered with dust. Altogether, then, Kwon
had owned ten pairs. It seems he would select seven that suited his fancy, shine them all at once, and use them the
following week, a different pair each day. While reflecting on the pair missing from the neatly shined group, I was
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struck by the realization that they would not return soon.
The time came for me to report Kwon’s disappearance. It would be the first and last time I would notify Yi. I
tried to remain as calm as possible while calling the policeman who had assured me time and again that I would
one day grow to love my neighbor.
64.106 A Certain Beginning\fn{by Kim Chi-won (1943-

)}

Kyonggi Province, South Korea (F) 7

Yun-ja floated on the blue swells, her face toward the dazzling sun. At first the water had chilled her, but now it
felt agreeable, almost responding to her touch. Ripples slapped about her ears, and a breeze brushed the wet tip of
her nose. Sailboats eased out of the corner of her eye and into the distance. She heard the drone of powerboats, the
laughter of children, and the babble of English, Spanish and other tongues blending indistinguishably like faraway sounds in a dream. Her only reaction to all this was an occasional blink. She felt drugged by the sun.
Yun-ja straightened herself in the water and looked for Chong-il. There he was, sitting under the beach
umbrella with his head tilted back, drinking something. From her distant vantage point, twenty-seven-year-old
Chong-il looked as small as a Boy Scout. He reminded her of a houseboy she had seen in a photo of some
American soldiers during the Korean War.
“Life begins all over after today,” Yun-ja thought.
She had read in a women’s magazine that it was natural for a woman who was alone after a divorce, even a
long-awaited one, to be lonely, to feel she had failed, because in any society a happy marriage is considered a sign
of a successful life. And so a divorced woman ought to make radical changes in her life style. The magazine
article had suggested getting out of the daily routine—sleeping as late as you want, eating what you want,
throwing a party in the middle of the week, getting involved in new activities.
“My case is a bit different, but like the writer says, I’ve got to start over again. But how? How is my life going
to be different?”
Yun-ja hadn’t the slightest idea how to start a completely new life. Even if she were to begin sleeping all day
and staying up all night, what difference would it make if she hadn’t changed inwardly? Without a real change the
days ahead would be boring and just blend together, she thought. Day would drift into night; she would find
herself hardly able to sleep and another empty day would dawn. And how tasteless the food eaten alone; how
unbearable to hear only the sound of her own chewing. These thoughts hadn’t occurred to her before.
“He won’t be coming anymore starting tomorrow,” she thought.
The approaching days began to look meaningless.
Several days earlier, Chong-il had brought some soybean sprouts and tofu to Yun-ja’s apartment and had begun
making soybean-paste soup. Yun-ja was sitting on the old sofa, knitting.
“Mrs. Lee, how about a trip to the beach to celebrate our ‘marriage’? A honeymoon, you know?”
Yun-ja laughed. She and Chong-il found nothing as funny as the word marriage. Chong-il also laughed, to
show that his joke was innocent. “Marriage” to Chong-il meant the permanent resident card he was obtaining. He
and Yun-ja were already formally married, but it was the day he was to receive the green card he had been waiting
for that Chong-il called his “wedding day.” Chong-il had paid Yun-ja fifteen hundred dollars to marry him so that
he could apply for permanent residency in the U.S. Until his marriage he had been pursued by the American
immigration authorities for working without the proper visa.
“Americans talk about things like inflation, but they’re still a superpower. Don’t they have anything better to
do than track down foreign students?” Chong-it had said the day he met Yun-ja. His eyes had been moist with
tears.
Now, almost two months later, Chong-il had his permanent resident card and Yun-ja the fifteen hundred dollars. And today their relationship would come to an end. Chong-il ambled down the beach toward the water, his
smooth bronze skin gleaming in the sun. He shouted to Yun-ja and smiled, but she couldn’t make out the words.
Perhaps he was challenging her to a race, or asking how the water was.
Yun-ja had been delighted when Ki-yong’s mother, who had been working with her at a clothing factory in
Chinatown, sounded her out about a contract marriage with Chong-il.
“He came here on a student visa,” the woman had explained. “My husband tells me his older brother makes a
decent living in Seoul. The boy’s been told to leave the country, so his bags are packed and he’s about to move to
a different state. It’s been only seven months since he came to America. Just his luck—other Korean students
work here without getting caught.”
“Why not?” Yun-ja had thought. If only she could get out of that sunless, roach-infested Manhattan basement
apartment that she had been sharing with a young Chinese woman. And her lower back had become stiff as a
board from too many hours of piecework at the sewing machine. All day long she was engulfed by Chinese
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speaking in strange tones and sewing machines whirring at full tilt. Yun-ja had trod the pedals of her sewing
machine in the dusty air of the factory, the pieces of cloth she handled feeling unbearably heavy. Yes, life in
America had not been easy for Yun-ja, and so she decided to give herself a vacation. With the fifteen hundred
dollars from a contract marriage she could get a sunny room where she could open the window and look out on
the street.
And now her wish had come true. She had gotten a studio apartment on the West Side, twenty minutes by foot
from the end of a subway line, and received Chong-il as a “customer,” as Ki-yong’s mother had put it.
After quitting her job Yun-ja stayed in bed in the morning, listening to the traffic on the street below. In the
evening, Chong-il would return from his temporary accounting job. Yun-ja would greet him like a boardinghouse
mistress, and they would share the meal she had prepared. Her day was divided between the time before he
arrived and the time after.
Thankful for his meals, Chong-il would sometimes go grocery shopping and occasionally he would do the
cooking, not wishing to feel obligated to Yun-ja. Chong-il swam near.
“Going to stay in forever?” he joked. His lips had turned blue.
“Anything left to drink?” she asked.
“There’s some Coke, and I got some water just now.” Chong-il had bought everything for this outing—
Korean-style grilled beef, some Korean delicacies, even paper napkins.
“Mrs. Lee, this is a good place for clams—big ones too. A couple of them will fill you up—or so they say.
Let’s go dig a few. Then we can go home, steam them up and have them with rice. A simple meal, just right for a
couple of tired bodies. What do you think?”
Instead of answering, Yun-ja watched Chong-il’s head bobbing like a watermelon.
“So he’s thinking about dropping by my place. Will he leave at eleven-thirty again, on our last day? Well, he
has to go there anyway to pick up his things.” While eating lunch, she had mentally rehearsed some possible farewells at her apartment: ‘I guess you’ll be busy with school again pretty soon,’ or ‘Are you moving into a dorm?’
Yun-ja was worried about giving Chong-il the impression that she was making a play for him. At times she had
wanted to hand Chong-il a fresh towel or some lotion when he returned sopping wet from the shower down the
hall, but she would end up simply ignoring him.
Yun-ja thought about the past two months. Each night after dinner at her apartment Chong-il would remain at
the table and read a book or newspaper. At eleven-thirty he would leave to spend the night with a friend who lived
two blocks away. Chong-il had been told by his lawyer that a person ordered out of the country who then got
married and applied for a permanent resident card could expect to be investigated by the Immigration and
Naturalization Service. And so he and Yun-ja had tried to look like a married couple. This meant that Chong-il had
to be seen with Yun-ja. He would stay as late as he could at her apartment, and he kept a pair of pajamas, some old
shoes and other belongings there.
Tick, tick, tick …
Yun-ja would sit knitting or listening to a record, while Chong-il read a book or wrote a letter. Pretending to be
absorbed in whatever they were doing, both would keep stealing glances at their watches.
Tick, tick, tick …
At eleven-thirty Chong-il would strap on his watch and get up. Jingling his keys, he would mumble, “Good
night,” or “I’m going.” Yun-ja would remain where she was and pretend to be preoccupied until his lanky, boyish
figure had disappeared out the door.
*
It hadn’t always been that way. During the first few days after their marriage they would exchange news of
Korea or talk about life in America—U.S. immigration policy, the high prices, the unemployment, or whatever.
And when Chong-il left, Yun-ja would see him to the door. The silent evenings had begun the night she had
suggested they live together. That night Chong-il had brought some beer and they had sung some children’s
ditties, popular tunes and other songs they both knew. The people in the next apartment had pounded on the wall
in protest. Chong-il and Yun-ja had lowered their voices, but only temporarily. It was while Chong-il was bringing tears of laughter to Yun-ja, as he sang and clowned around, that she had broached the subject: Why did
Chong-il want to leave right at eleven-thirty every night only to sleep at a friend’s apartment where he wasn’t
really welcome? He could just as easily curl up in a corner of her apartment at night and the two of them could
live together like a big sister and her little brother—now wouldn’t that be great?
Immediately Chong-il’s face had hardened and Yun-ja had realized her blunder. That was the last time Chongil had brought beer to the apartment. The lengthy conversations had stopped and Chong-il no longer entertained
Yun-ja with songs.
Yun-ja had begun to feel resentful as Chong-il rose and left like clockwork each night.
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“Afraid I’m going to bite, you little stinker!” she would think, pouting at the sound of the key turning in the
door. “It’s a tug of war. You want to keep on my good side, so you sneak looks at me to see how I’m feeling.
You’re scared I might call off the marriage. It’s true, isn’t it—if I said I didn’t want to go through with it, what
would you do? Where would you find another unmarried woman with a green card? Would you run off to another
state? Fat chance!”
The evening following her ill-advised proposal to live together, Yun-ja had left her apartment around the time
Chong-il was to arrive. She didn’t want him to think she was sitting around the apartment waiting for him. She
walked to a nearby playground that she had never visited before and watched a couple of Asian children playing
with some other children. She wondered if being gone when Chong-il arrived would make things even more
awkward between them. She wanted to return and tell him that her suggestion the previous evening had had no
hidden meaning. Yun-ja had no desire to become emotionally involved with Chong-il. This was not so much
because of their thirteen-year age difference (though Yun-ja still wasn’t used to the idea that she was forty), but
because Yun-ja had no illusions about marriage.
The man Yun-ja had married upon graduating from college had done well in business, and around the time of
their divorce seven years later he had become a wealthy man, with a car and the finest house in Seoul’s Hwagok
neighborhood.
“Let’s get a divorce; you can have the house,” he had said one day.
Yun-ja was terribly shocked.
“But why? Is there another woman?”
“No, it’s not that. I just don’t think I’m cut out for marriage.”
In desperation Yun-ja had suggested a trial separation. But her husband had insisted on the divorce, and one
day he left, taking only a toiletry kit and some clothes. Yun-ja had wept for days afterward. She was convinced
that another woman had come on the scene, and sometimes she secretly kept an eye on her husband’s office on
T’oegye Avenue to try to confirm this.
“Was there really no other woman?” she asked herself at the playground. “Did he want the divorce because he
was tired of living with me?” Their only baby had been placed in an incubator at birth, but the sickly child had
died. Being a first-time mother had overwhelmed Yun-ja.
“Maybe he just got sick and tired of everything. Or maybe he just wanted to stop living with me and go
somewhere far away—that’s how I felt toward him when he stayed out late.”
She had heard recently that he had remarried.
“Are you Korean?”
Yun-ja looked up to see a withered old Korean woman whose hair was drawn into a bun the size of a walnut.
Yun-ja was delighted to see another Korean, though she couldn’t help feeling conspicuous because of the older
woman's traditional Korean clothing, which was made of a fine nylon gauze. Before Yun-ja could answer, the
woman plopped herself down and drew a crimson pack of cigarettes from the pocket of her bloomers.
“Care for one, Miss?”
“No thank you.”
The old woman lit a cigarette and began talking as if she were ripe for a quarrel:
“Ah me, this city isn’t fit for people to live in. It’s a place for animals, that’s what. In Korea I had a nice warm
room with a laminated floor, but here no one takes their shoes off and the floors are all messy.”
“Can’t you go back to Korea?”
“Are you kidding? Those darn sons of mine won’t let me. I have to babysit their kids all day long. Whenever I
see a plane I start crying—I tell you! To think that I flew over here on one of those damned things!” The old
woman’s eyes were inflamed, as if she cried every day, and now fresh tears gathered. Yun-ja looked up and
watched the plane they had spotted. It had taken off from the nearby airport and seemed to float just above them
as it climbed into the sky. Its crimson and emerald green landing lights winked.
“I don’t miss my hometown the way this grandmother does. And I don’t feel like crying at the sight of that
plane,” thought Yun-ja. Her homeland was the source of her shame. She had had to get away from it—there was
no other way.
It was around seven when Yun-ja returned from the playground. Chong-il opened the door.
“Did you go somewhere?” he asked politely, like a schoolboy addressing his teacher. Yun-ja was relieved to
have been spoken to first.
“I was talking with an elderly Korean woman.”
“The one who goes around in Korean clothes? Was she telling you how bad it is here in America?”
“You know her?”
“Oh, she’s notorious—latches on to every Korean she sees.”
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This ordinary beginning to the evening would eventually yield to a silent standoff, taut like the rope in a tug of
war.
*
Chong-il’s joking reference to “marriage” the evening he had offered to take Yun-ja to the beach had come
easily because his immigration papers had finally been processed. All he had to do was see his lawyer and sign
them, and he would get his permanent resident card.
Though it was six o’clock, it was still bright as midday. It was a muggy August evening, and the small fan in
the wall next to the window stuttered, as if it were panting in the heat of Yun-ja’s top-floor apartment.
Realizing that Chong-il was only joking, Yun-ja stopped knitting. She got up and put a record on. The reedy
sound of a man’s mellow voice unwound from the cheap stereo:
Now that we’re about to part
Take my hand once again …

Yun-ja abruptly turned off the stereo.
“Listening to songs makes me feel even hotter,” she said.
Several days later, after Chong-il had obtained his permanent resident card, he borrowed a car and took Yun-ja
to the beach, as promised. Yun-ja had thought it a kind of token of his gratitude.
“Like the flowers or wine you give to the doctor who delivered your baby, or a memento you give to your
teacher at graduation.”
*
They stayed late at the beach to avoid the Friday afternoon rush hour. As the day turned to evening, the breeze
became chilly and the two of them stayed out of the water, sitting together on the cool sand. Whether it was
because they were outside or because this was their last day together, Yun-ja somehow felt that the tug of war
between them had eased. But the parting words a couple might have said to each other were missing:
“Give me a call or drop me a line and let me know how things are going.”
Chong-il did most of the talking, and Yun-ja found his small talk refreshing. He told her about getting measles
at age nine, practicing martial arts in college, and going around Seoul in the dog days of summer just to get a
driver’s license so he could work while going to school in America. And he talked about a book he’d read, entitled
Papillon.
"If you have Papillon’s will, the sky’s the limit on what you can do in America. You’ve heard Koreans when
they get together here. They’re always talking about the Chinese. The first-generation Chinese saved a few
pennies doing unskilled labor when the subways were built. The second generation opened up small laundries or
noodle stands. Buying houses and educating the kids didn’t happen until the third generation. Whenever I hear
that, I realize that Koreans want to do everything in a hurry—I’m the same way. They sound like they want to
accomplish in a couple of years what it took the Chinese three generations to do. When I left Korea I told my
friends and my big brother not to feel bad if I didn’t write, because I might not be able to afford the postage. My
brother bought me an expensive fountain pen and told me that if I went hungry in the States I should sell it and
buy myself a meal. And then my older sister had a gold ring made for me. I put the damned thing on my finger,
got myself decked out in a suit for the plane ride, and then on the way over I was so excited I couldn’t eat a thing
—not a thing. The stewardess was probably saying to herself, ‘Here’s a guy who’s never been on a plane before.’
That damned ring—I must have looked like a jerk!”
Yun-ja related a few details about the elderly Korean woman she had met in the park. (Why did her thoughts
return so often to this grandmother?) Then she told Chong-il a little about herself, realizing he had probably
already learned through Ki-yong’s mother that she was just another divorcee with no one to turn to.
The cool wind picked up as the sunlight faded, and they put their clothes on over their swimsuits. Chong-il’s
shirt was inside out, and Yun-ja could read the brand name on the neck tag.
“Your shirt’s inside out.”
Chong-il roughly pulled the shirt off and put it on right side out. Her steady gaze seemed to annoy him.
The beach was deserted except for a few small groups and some young couples lying on the sand nearby,
exchanging affections. Hundreds of sea gulls began to gather. The birds frightened Yun-ja. Their wings looked
ragged, their sharp, ceaselessly moving eyes seemed treacherous. Yun-ja felt as if their pointed beaks were about
to bore into her eyes, maybe even her heart. She folded the towel she had been sitting on and stood up.
“Let’s get going.”
More gulls had alighted in the nearly empty parking lot, which stretched out as big as a football field.
“Want to get a closer look?” Chong-il asked as he started the car.
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“They’ll fly away.”
“Not if we go slow. God, there must be thousands of them.”
The car glided in a slow circle around the sea gulls. Just as Chong-il had said, the birds stayed where they
were. Yun-ja watched them through the window, her fear now gone. They pulled out onto the highway and the
beach grew distant. A grand sunset flared up in the dark blue sky. The outline of distant hills and trees swung
behind the car and gradually disappeared. Yun-ja noticed that Chong-il had turned on the headlights.
“You must be beat,” Chong-il said. “Why don’t you lean back and make yourself comfortable.”
Perhaps because he was silent for a time, Yun-ja somehow felt his firm, quiet manner in the smooth, steady
motion of the car. She wondered what to do when they arrived at her apartment. Invite him in? Arrange to meet
him somewhere the following day to give him his things? But the second idea would involve seeing him again
The tide hadn’t been low, so they hadn’t been able to dig clams.
“I’ll bet I’ve looked like a nobody to him, a woman who’s hungry for love and money.” Yun-ja recalled
something Chong-il had once told her:
“After I get my degree here, write a couple of books, and make a name for myself, I’d like to go back to
Korea. Right now there are too many Ph.D’s over there. I know I wouldn’t find a job if I went back with just a
degree.”
“And for the rest of your life,” Yun-ja now thought, “I’ll be a cheap object for you to gossip about. You’ll say,
‘I was helpless when they told me to leave the country—so I bought myself a wife who was practically old
enough to be my mother. What a pain in the neck—especially when she came up with the idea of living together.’
And at some point in the future when you propose to your sweetheart, maybe you’ll blabber something like ‘I
have a confession to make—I’ve been married before.’”
Chong-il drove on silently. His hand on the steering wheel was fine and delicate—a student’s hand. Yun-ja felt
like yanking that hand, biting it, anything to make him see things her way, to make him always speak respectfully
of her in the future. Chong-il felt Yun-ja’s gaze and stole a glance at her. The small face that had been angled
toward his was now looking straight ahead.
“She’s no beauty—maybe it’s that thin body of hers that makes her look kind of shriveled up—but sometimes
she’s really pretty. Especially when it’s hot. Then that honey-colored skin of hers gets a nice shine to it and her
eyelashes look even darker.”
But Chong-il had rarely felt comfortable enough to examine Yun-ja’s face.
“Mrs. Lee, did you ever have any children?”
“One—it died.”
Chong-il lit a cigarette. Her toneless voice rang in his ears.
“She doesn’t seem to have any feelings. No expression, no interest in others, it even sounds as if her baby’s
death means nothing to her. True—time has a way of easing the pain. I don’t show any emotion either when I tell
people that my father died when I was young and my mother passed away when I was in college. Probably it’s the
same with her. But her own baby? How can she say ‘It died’ just like that?”
He had known from the beginning, through Ki-yong’s mother, that Yun-ja was a single woman with no money.
It had never occurred to him when he paid Ki-yong’s mother the first installment of the fifteen hundred dollars
that a woman with such a common name as Yun-ja might have special qualities. What had he expected her to be
like, this woman who was to become his wife in name only? Well, a woman who had led a hard life, but who
would vaguely resemble Ki-yong’s mother—short permed hair, a calf-length sack dress, white sandals—a woman
in her forties who didn’t look completely at ease in Western-style clothing. But the woman Ki-yong’s father had
taken him to meet at the bus stop was thin and petite with short, straight hair and a sleeveless dress. Her eyelids
had a deep double fold, and her skin had a dusky sheen that reminded Chong-il of Southeast Asian women. She
was holding a pair of sunglasses, and a large handbag hung from her long, slender arm.
As they walked the short distance to Ki-yong’s mother’s for dinner that first night, Chong-il had felt pity for
this woman who didn’t even come up to his shoulders. He had also felt guilty and ill at ease. But Yun-ja had
spoken nonchalantly:
“So you’re a student? Well, I just found an apartment yesterday. I’ll be moving in three days from now. We can
go over a little later and I’ll show you around. It’s really small—kitchen, bathroom, living room and bedroom all
in one.”
To Chong-il this breezy woman of forty or so acted like an eighteen-year-old girl. “This woman’s marrying me
for money.” He felt regretful, as if he were buying an aging prostitute.
“Why don’t you two forget about the business part of it and get married for real?” Ki-yong’s mother had said
at dinner. And when she sang a playful rendition of the wedding march, Chong-il had felt like crawling under the
table. Yun-ja had merely laughed.
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The traffic between the beach and the city was heavy, occasionally coming to a standstill. Among the
procession of vehicles Yun-ja and Chong-il noticed cars towing boats, cars carrying bicycles, cars with tents and
shovels strapped to the roof rack.
As Chong-il drove by shops that had closed for the day, he thought of all the time he had spent on the phone
with his older brother in Korea, of all the hard-earned money he had managed to scrounge from him (did his
sister-in-law know about that?)—all because of this permanent resident card. And now he couldn’t even afford
tuition for next semester. These thoughts depressed him. But then he bucked up: Now that he had his green card
(his chest swelled at the idea), there was no reason he couldn’t work.
“I’ll take next semester off, put my nose to the grindstone, and by the following semester I’ll have my tuition.”
And now that he was a permanent resident, his tuition would be cut in half. He made some mental calculations:
How much could he save by cutting his rent and food to the bone?
“But you can’t cut down on food too much,” Chong-il reminded himself. There were students who had ended
up sick and run down, who couldn’t study or do other things as a result.
“This woman Yun-ja really has it easy—doesn’t have to study. All she has to do is eat and sleep, day after day.”
Chong-il felt it was disgraceful that a young, intelligent Korean such as himself was living unproductively in
America, as if he had no responsibilities to his family or country.
“Why am I busting my butt to be here? Is the education really that wonderful?” In English class back in Korea
he had vaguely dreamed of studying in America. Or rather he had liked the idea of hearing people say he had
studied there. More shameful than this was the impulse he had to stay on in America.
“What about the other people from abroad who live in the States—do they feel guilty about their feelings for
their country, too?” He had read diatribes about America’s corrupt material civilization. But he couldn’t figure out
what was so corrupt about it, and that bothered him. He wanted to see just what a young Korean man could
accomplish in the world, and he wanted to experience the anger of frustration rather than the calm of complacency. He wanted knowledge, and recognition from others. But this woman Yun-ja didn’t even seem to realize
she was Korean.
The car pulled up on a street of six-story apartment buildings whose bricks were fading. Children were running
and bicycling on the cement sidewalk; elderly couples strolled hand in hand, taking in the evening. Chong-il got
out, unpacked the cooler and the towels, and loaded them on his shoulder. He and Yun-ja had the elevator to
themselves. Yun-ja felt anxious and lonely, as if she had entered an unfamiliar neighborhood at dusk. She braced
herself against the side of the elevator as it accelerated and slowed. When she was young it seemed the world
belonged to her, but as time went on these “belongings” had disappeared; now she felt as if she had nothing.
When it came time to part from someone, her heart ached as if she were separating from a lover.
“Am I so dependent on people that I drove my husband away? Nobody wants to be burdened with me, so they
all leave—even my baby. I wonder if that old woman at the playground went back to Korea. Maybe she’s still
smoking American cigarettes and bending the ear of every Korean she sees here. Maybe I’ll end up like her when
I’m old. Already my body feels like a dead weight because of my neuralgia—god forbid that I latch on to just
anybody and start telling a sob story.”
Yun-ja unlocked the door to the apartment and turned on the light.
Today the small, perfectly square room looked cozy and intimate to them. They smelled the familiar odors,
which had been intensified by the summer heat. But Chong-il felt awkward when he saw that Yun-ja had packed
his trunk and set it on the sofa. If only he could unpack it and return the belongings to their places.
“You must feel pretty sticky—why don’t you take a shower?” Yun-ja said.
Chong-il returned from washing his salt-encrusted body to fmd Yun-ja cleaning the sand from the doorway.
She had changed to a familiar, well-worn yellow dress. The cooler had been emptied and cleaned, the towels put
away. Yun-ja had shampooed, and comb marks were still visible in her wet hair. Chong-il tried to think of
something to say, gave up, and tiptoed to the sofa to sit down.
“She’s already washed her hair, changed, and started sweeping up,” he thought. As Yun-ja bustled about, she
looked to Chong-il as if she had just blossomed.
“Shouldn’t I offer him some dinner?” Yun-ja thought as she swept up the sand. “He went to the trouble of
borrowing a car and taking me out—the least I can do is give him a nice meal. And where would he eat if he left
now? He’d probably fill up on junk food. But if I offer to feed him, he might think I had something in mind. And
when I’ve paid people for something, they never offered me dinner, did they?”
“How about some music?” Chong-il mumbled.
He got up, walked stifHy to the stereo, and placed the needle on the record that happened to be on the
turntable. The rhythm of a Flamenco guitar filled the room. Although Chong-il didn’t pay much attention to the
music Yun-ja played, it seemed that this was a new record.
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“Why have I been afraid of this woman? You’d think she was a witch or something.”
“If that woman sinks her hooks into you, you’ve had it.” Chong-il had heard this from his roommate, Kiyong’s father and goodness knows how many others. “Nothing happened again today?” the roommate would joke
when Chong-il returned in the evening from Yun-ja’s apartment. “When it comes to you-know-what, nothing
beats a middle-aged woman. I hope you’re offering good service in return for those tasty meals you’re getting.”
The shrill voices of the children and the noise of airplanes and traffic were drowned out by the guitar music.
The odor of something rotten outside wafted in with the heat of the summer night.
Chong-il began to feel ashamed. Here he was about to run out on this woman he’d used in return for a measly
sum of money—a woman whose life he had touched. He had visited this room for almost two months, and now he
wished he could spend that time over again.
“Why didn’t I try to make it more enjoyable?” he asked himsel£ He and Yun-ja had rarely listened to music,
and when they had gone strolling in the nearby park after dinner he had felt uneasy, knowing that they did this
only so that others would see the two of them together. Yun-ja finished sweeping the sand up and sat down at the
round dinner table.
“If you’re hungry, why don’t you help yourself to some leftovers from yesterday’s dinner? There’s some
lettuce and soybean paste and a little rice too.”
Yun-ja’s hair had dried, and a couple of strands of it drooped over her forehead. She looked pretty to Chong-il.
“And some marinated peppers,” she continued.
Chong-il’s body stiffened. This offer of dinner was a signal that it was time for him to leave. He rose and
fumbled for something appropriate to say about the past two months. The blood rushed to his head and his face
burned. Finally he blurted out:
“What would you say if I … proposed to you?”
Then he flung open the door as if he were being chased out. In his haste to leave he sent one of Yun-ja’s
sandals flying from the doorway toward the gas range. Then the door slammed shut behind him.
Yun-ja sprang up from the table.
“What did he say?” Her body prickled, as if she were yielding to a long-suppressed urge to urinate. “I don’t
believe in marriage,” she told herself. “Not after what I went through.” She rushed to the door and looked through
the peephole into the hall. She saw Chong-il jab futilely at the elevator button and then run toward the stairway.
“The boy proposed to me—I should be thankful,” Yun-ja thought. Like water reviving a dying tree, hot blood
began to buzz through her sleepy veins. This long-forgotten sensation of warmth made her think that maybe their
relationship had been pointing in this direction all along.
“It was fun prettying myself up the day I met him. And before that, didn’t I expect some good times with him
even though we weren’t really married?”
Yun-ja turned and looked around the room. There was Chong-il’s trunk on the sofa.
“But he’d end up leaving me too.”
Suddenly she felt very vulnerable. Everything about her, starting with her age and the divorce, and then all the
little imperfections—the wrinkles around the eyes, the occasional drooling in her sleep—reared up in her mind.
“But I’m not going to let my shortcomings get me down,” she reassured herself. “It’s time to make a stand.”
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Once again I walk up to the kitchen window. A flight of stone steps leads down to the back alley. To its right
lies a long stretch of mulberry bushes and on its left is the mud-brick house sitting with its back towards us. It
may not be much but I love my house and don’t envy those with grander ones. I look down at the mud house
squatting there like a chrysalis, of which the part that first catches your eye is the concrete chimney that rises from
its mud walls.
Each morning as I rubbed the sleep from my eyes and looked out of this window there was always smoke
rising from it, a morning message that all was well there. Now, it’s only a black hole like a gaping jaw with no
wisp of smoke. Round the corner a group of pots and jars huddle together shivering in the cold like a group of
abandoned children. The tallest of them, originally a shrimp-sauce container, would be filled with charcoal
collected from the oak-wood fire. Another would contain dried ferns and wild herbs from the previous spring
waiting to be taken to the market for the Moon Festival of the first month …
A dream from last night comes back. The old woman was calling me in the way she used to when she was
alive, in her deep voice. I was telling her, “She came, granny! She has been!” I had opened wide the front door
and gone out but I was this side of the kitchen window and she was out there on the hill path, disconcerted as she
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looked down across the road. On the road, a woman was coming nearer. It was her daughter …
When I awoke it was already dawn. I realize now that it is the third day after the old woman’s funeral. I
remember her daughter saying that she would come back to sort out her belongings on the third day. I see
someone coming down the path by the mulberry bushes. I catch a glimpse of a woman flickering behind them …
Is it her? A woman in a long padded skirt walks across the hill path. It’s only the woman from the rabbit shop.
In a ditch that skirts the mulberry bushes on the right-hand side of the hill path I can see water that had run
down from our sewage, frozen thick like the scales of a carp, and where it had spilt over on to the road making it a
sheet of ice, there is a layer of sawdust that granny had sprinkled over it.
“Look here! What do you mean by leaving the path in this state? Do you want to see an old woman fall over on
her way to the well?”
How she used to torment me when I first moved in …
“Wherever she’s from, what right does she have to come and settle down just above my house?”
On the day when I unloaded my belongings feeling as if I had been banished, how sad and disheartening were
her unreasonable accusations! Even though the president of the Women’s Association, who had called in on a
friendly visit, consoled me by saying in an undertone, “Don’t let her upset you. It’s her nature. She’s tough and
swears like anything, so that even the old men are no match for her,” I was already far too upset. I came here
because I hated the world and meant to build a house high up on the slope of the hill away from them all but I had
ended up as the closest neighbour of that isolated house. That year, when autumn and winter had passed and it
was spring, how severely had she reprimanded me for half a day for leaving the vegetable plot unattended.
“Look here,” she said. “What do you mean by neglecting the land like this? It’s full of weeds, and when they
come to seed, are you going to let them just fly on to other people’s land?”
At that time my heart was like an inflamed scar. I was such a nervous wreck that a speck in the wind could set
off a headache.
“Granny, leave me alone,” I pleaded. “It’s because there is no man in the house …”
“Nonsense,” she said. “Were you a prostitute or a kiseng in Seoul? This is only a tiny piece. Even if you only
peck at it, you can go over it all in half a day. Get busy at once, can’t you?”
“Oh, granny, why do you pester me like this? It’s my bit of land. Whether I want to dig it or not is my
business.”
“I see. The way you let the land go wild tells me something about your state of mind. You have left your
husband.”
“That’s right. I had my husband taken away from me. What do I care about the state of the land? I came to a
country village as a refuge in case they took my child away as well. What do I care about a bit of garden plot? I
am a woman who has been hit by a severe frost. I can’t be bothered with anything at all …”
The day after I had exploded like this, she fetched from the village an old man, Mr. Koo, and made him plough
the land with an ox. And then as she sowed the seeds of spring-onions, lettuce and crown daisies that were to
provide my basic supply of vegetables she spoke to me tenderly as if she had undergone a personality change.
“The worse you’ve been treated the harder you must try to keep busy. Think of your child. When you decided
to build a house for yourself it was because you had set your heart on living on with her, wasn’t it? So put your
heart into looking after it. Walk about the garden, back and front, pull out weeds and plant flowers. Go to the hill
and dig up some dump roots. Think about how to prepare tasty meals for her. There are lots of people who don’t
have even that much comfort in their lives.”
The wind from the hills, after biting hard at the walls of our house, rushes on to her’s and rampages on the
slate roof, blowing like bellows. Dry stems of gourd vine, bleached white, resist with all their might but in the end
they are whisked away towards the mulberry trees. I can still hear her saying,
“A slate roof is too steep and slippery for gourds. To grow well they need soft nest of thatch.”
When the vine had climbed its wooden pole and reached the roof, and its fruits were dangling along the edge
of the eaves, she would go out with an A-frame slung on her shoulders and come back with a load of cut grass
which she spread out on the roof.
“Marrow flowers open in the morning and gourds in the evening,” she said. “Did you know that? In the old
days, when clocks were scarce, the women started boiling the barley for supper when they saw the flowers were
fully opened.”
Flowers that open in the evening … as I saw them, pale and white, I was reminded of my womb opening up
every night by itself. Sorrowfully I looked up at the moon, my moon, but it kept running further away from me.
Hiding my own sorrow, I asked her,
“What do you want to grow gourds for? There are so many other things you can use instead these days.”
“Huh, you come from Seoul but you know nothing. Wait till they are nicely ripe and take them to market.
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People from Seoul who are keen on so-called ‘gourd-craft’ or folk art come after them like a flock of crows.”
Ah, her and her money … living on her own … After such exchanges I would be more preoccupied, when she
came round with a bowl of tender vegetable gourd, sliced and dressed tastily with condiments, with the thought of
why she sought so desperately every possible means of making money, rather than savouring the delicacy she
brought for me. I never saw her buying clothes or even as much as a piece of salted fish for herself. Yet her
continued determination to save money … There was a time when, on learning that she had made clear her wish
to be buried in the village cemetery, I thought that being on her own she was saving up for the time when she
would be old and ill. But when she injured her back and was suddenly laid up, it turned out that she had no money
even to pay for a doctor.
“I ought to get up. I am going to the ginseng plantation next spring so that I can pay you back the money you
gave the doctor …”
The wind, after flailing the mulberry bushes, is now thrashing her empty house. Hadn’t she said that she came
here more than twenty years ago as a laborer at the flax plantation, and then settled down? She stamped out mud
bricks one by one and built the hut herself. The proof of her living here vividly remains but now the house is like
someone who has been beaten to death and abandoned in a field. Yes, the husk of that old woman … perhaps it is
the cocoon of that woman who lived through a whole series of chaotic afflictions and still had to live on. Like
silkworms that constantly produce thread to bind themselves up, human life also is a process set towards its final
confinement, the grave, as it produces an endless yarn of human experiences which gradually enclose it into a
tomb. Probably that is why her spirit can’t easily leave the place even after her death. Trapped by the umbilical
cord that she had produced, is she still hovering over the edge of the border between this world and the other?
The sound of the wind is like the fierce whistle of a sorceress. All through the night, too, it was thrashing about
over the empty fields screaming like a resentful ghost. Probably, that’s why I dreamed about her.
I wonder when her daughter will come? The wind, after shaking the slates, is now assaulting the bundles of
firewood stacked right up to the eaves, stacks of dead twigs of oak or azalea.
“You have so much already,” I used to say as I pointed up at her stockpile. “Why do you still have to go out to
the hills?”
“There is no work in winter,” she would reply as she took up the sickle again. “What else have I got to do but
gather wood?”
In the end she fell and rolled down a slope with the jigye frame on her back. Seeing no smoke from the
chimney that morning I had gone down to fInd her lying flat on her tummy unable to budge. The health officer
from the local clinic that I called in said that it looked as if her spine was damaged and he could hardly believe
that she had got back home with such an injury. I gave her the medicine regularly but she could not get up. When
I insisted on hiring a car to take her to the hospital in the town, she was adamant saying, “What nonsense! I will
be up in no time,” and was even annoyed about it. On the sixth day, when I went round with a bowl of bean broth
and opened the door, I saw the shadow of the other world around her eyes and lips. Looking exhausted, with a
bubbling of thick phlegm, she shook her head as she saw the bowl of food, a faint movement hardly discernible. I
saw her shoulder blade move as if she wanted to get her hand from under the quilt. As I turned over one corner of
it her emaciated hand reached out close to my knee. It held tightly a damp piece of paper. It was the address of a
woman.
“Who is it, granny?”
She had told me that she had no husband, no children and was all alone in the world. So who could this be?
“Kim Yong-nai …”
“Just once … only just once …” She appealed in a voice that was fading. The address referred to was that of a
town twenty miles away.
I immediately set off to fInd this woman. She lived in a square, flat concrete house by a small stream behind
the cattle market. She was about fifty, her hair showing white strands. She shook her head, saying that she didn’t
know anyone at all living in Kajaegol.
“A tall, thin old lady with a slight limp in her left leg. I understand she is going to be seventy next year.”
Feeling at a loss, I described as many of her features as I could think of.
“A limp? I can’t think of anyone like that … wait a minute, is her name, by any chance, Huboon?”
“I’m afraid I never knew her name.”
“So, what is it you want to see me about?”
“She is ill. She gave me this address and said she wanted to see you just once.”
At this her eyes lit up instantly. Her expression seemed to say at last I’ve got it. Especially I noticed now her
firm, prominent jaw like that of the old lady.
“You go back first. I will come along as soon as my husband comes in.”
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Is it her daughter? If it is, why doesn’t she tell me? The old lady herself told me that she’d never had a child.
She used to point to my daughter and say how lucky I was …
On the way home my mind was in confusion. As I flung open the door I shouted,
“Granny, I’ve met her. She said she’d come over at once.”
A chilly atmosphere and a sense of calm desolation rushed out to greet me. Could she have …? My hand on
the door handle froze. Then I saw her eyes staring at me out of the dinmess. I gave a sigh of relief as I entered the
room. At my footsteps, she must have held even the phlegm from bubbling for I heard her releasing a deep breath,
followed by the gurgling sound. While I was getting her medicine ready for controlling the phlegm, her hand
reached out for mine.
“Yong-nai … my poor child …” The words slipped out between the gurgles. “I left too big a burden … to you
… that ….” Her eyes, with an age-old yearning in the pupils, searched my face. Kim Yong-nai—so it was her
daughter. Then why …
At that moment I heard the sound of the phlegm choking in her throat. The next moment, she held her hand
straight.
“Please let me go back to my children! Please!”
These words as they forced their way through the phlegm were as strong as her voice used to be. But it was
only for a moment. At the next, her head fell back. These were her last words. Unable to hold out until the evening
she drew her last breath. Even so, she was unable to give up her waiting and yearning till the last minute.
Her eyes facing the door were not closed. As I watched over her final moments I thought of my own death.
Will my husband be there? Who will let my daughter know? If, despite sending the message no one comes in a
hurry, will I also pass away like this before a stranger, or even alone? My only daughter is now twelve. At the time
that, on the grounds that I could produce no more children, I was requested to agree to a divorce, she was eight.
She had attacked her father.
“I hate you! I hate you, daddy!”
After this she ran off to her room and began to bang on the piano. Some time after that her father, who’d been
chain-smoking, said,
“My mistress has given birth to a boy. Please try to understand me. My fault is being an only son in three
generations.”
The day when I was paid the alimony and went back to my mother’s home, I held her hand and said, “You are
mummy’s daughter. You will always live with mummy.”
Even so, a father is a father. I was told that he was going to the school to see her. I was determined to take her
away somewhere beyond his reach. I had a house built in this hamlet some seventy miles from Seoul. The day we
were moving in, as we sat in a truck that zig-zagged down a winding country road, my daughter said,
“Mummy, there isn’t going to be any such person as a step-father, is there?”
“What a silly girl. To me, you are all that I have.”
But what will happen when she marries and goes away? Don’t they say, “No love from the husband—No love
from the child?”
No, that can’t be. She will come running to me. She will come and look after me. No, that’s not all. She will
want to have me living with her even when she is married. After all the love and devotion with which I have
brought her up, she will take care of me. It is only natural.
On the way home, after telling the head of the village and the president of the Women’s Association about the
old lady’s death, I saw by one of the mulberry bushes a dog tearing at a large bone. It was in fact the skull of a dog
with its teeth in place. How dreadful. Even for an animal, to eat the flesh of its own kind …
I felt so distressed that I went straight home. After giving my daughter a snack I was standing by the kitchen
window when I saw an unfamiliar man coming up the path. Expecting it to be either the husband or a relative of
Kim Yong-nai, I ran out.
“I hear Mrs Pak Hubun has passed away?”
“Yes.”
“Can you tell me whether anyone has called?”
Looking at him again I saw that he was too young to be the husband of the woman.
“You must be her neighbor. If you could tell me if she has had any visitors recently …?”
“I don’t think so.”
“An elderly man or a middle-aged man of about fifty? Perhaps in the night time …?” His enquiry sounded so
officious that I felt suddenly tired.
“No one at all. May I ask who you are?”
“I am a police officer from the station in the town. I came out to confirm her death.”
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“I’d have thought that was the doctor’s job.”
“Well, I have been assigned to her since last year.” As if he was fed up with answering my questions, he
opened the door of her room. As he was about to go in he halted, for her eyes were turned to the door as if they
were looking at him.
“She did not quite close her eyes,” I explained.
“I see.” He eventually entered the burrow-like room. He was poking about here and there among the sundry
objects she had accumulated over the years. From outside I switched on the light which was over the door inside.
As revealed by the electric bulb, her body was bluish, like that of someone severely bruised. I wished someone
would come quickly so that she could at least be provided with a shroud. The detective inspected the corpse
closely for some time before he went out. For some reason his face showed signs of great relief, as of a man who
has completed a mission long overdue.
“I understand the village office is going to see to the funeral?” He left after saying a few such customary
words. At the edge of the mulberry bushes along the path down which he went, the dog was still holding the skull
in his mouth.
I see a woman coming from the opposite direction. It is the mistress of the rabbit shop coming back from a
visit to the next village. It is nearly lunch-time and still no sign of the woman yet. I wonder where she is.
*
She did not arrive that day until the sun had turned the ridge of the western hills, about an hour after the
detective had gone. She stood hesitandy on the hill path. I went down and opened the door of the old lady’s room.
“She passed away soon after I came back,” I told her. She sat at the head of her mother’s body looking down at
her eyes for a long time.
“Would you like to close her eyes first?” I said. But it was as if she had not heard. She did not move. Hers was
not simply an expression of sorrow or regret but rather of an extreme complexity. Cautiously I told her what the
old woman had said in her last moments. At that she let out the word, “Mother …” in a low tone with a deep sigh.
Had they for some reason or other been living cut off from one another? Her bleak eyes were looking at me.
“May I ask who you are?”
“I live next door.”
“Do you know how long she’s been living here?”
“She told me twenty-three or -four years.”
“After all, she lived so near …” Her eyes wandered before turning to me again. “Did you know her life story?”
“Only that she was all alone in the world …”
Her eyes turned to the body of her mother. Tears falling from them were soaking the dead woman’s hair. After
weeping quiedy for some time, she asked me gendy,
“Are there many other families with members missing in this village?”
“Families with members missing …”
When the Women’s Association president had used those words, in pointing to someone, I had to ask her what
it meant. For someone like me who grew up in an ordinary family, married into a rich one, and apart from being
divorced, had never experienced anything unusual, what might be called ‘one of the blessed,’ it was rather an
incomprehensible concept. The president had counted on her fingers the names and explained that these elderly
women who grew old as they brought up their children single-handed were the ones whose husbands had gone
over to the North during the war. Had she been one of them? Why had she made herself out to be a woman
widowed young?
“I think there are about five such families.” I replied after a long silence.
She tidied the edges of the quilt as if the old lady was still alive, and released a deep sigh.
“Do they get along without getting into trouble?”
“I think so, even though they may be very poor.”
A memory came to me. It had been during the rice-planting season last year. On my way from the market I had
been invited to share in the lunch brought out to the fields for the planters. I heard Yamjon’s grandmother mumble
to herself as she looked at her son who, having finished before the rest, had gone back to the paddy and was
smoothing the seed-bed with a plough.
“He’s already middle-aged. Older than his father was when he left home …”
I learned that this was one of them, a ‘family with a member missing.’ Her husband had gone, leaving her with
a boy of three.
“My mother had worked for Yomeng, the Communist Women’s League. You told me that she had a limp. That
explains what happened to her.”
Women’s League … my heart gave a bump as it often had when the old lady said something that shocked me.
234

And that bump served as the keynote to many of her doings and habits that I had not understood until then. They
all came back to me one after another like a chain. I now understood what her nonsensical confrontation with old
Mr Koo had been about.
“A short while ago a man from the police came to confirm her death. Does that mean she has always been
under surveillance?”
“I can’t answer that because I haven’t lived with her … but I know its true that people in her situation have to
report their whereabouts when they go away from their home district even for a short time, and if a lot of
handbills are distributed or any slight disturbance occurs in the neighbourhood, they are the first ones to be
interrogated. I am over fifty now and I still can’t understand this. If mother had committed any crime, it must have
been paid for by her time in prison. Why is it that she couldn’t come back to her children even after more than ten
years there? Probably it was made more difficult for her by my father.”
After squeezing the edge of the quilt in her hands as if unwilling to speak, she said, “My father was a
Communist, belonging to the Namnodang,” and went on in a quiet voice to tell her life story.
Under the Communists he had held an important position in the party and her mother, as his assistant, had
worked for the Women’s League. She could not remember in detail what her parents thought but she did
remember vividly a young woman teacher who, like her mother, used to work for the Women’s League. Her main
task was to gather the children together under the village tree and teach them songs or tell them stories. One day
she put to them a question:
“Listen children, there are two children. One always comes top in the exams and the other one is always at
bottom. At the next exam, the first one comes top again and the other at the bottom. Now, tell me, which one is
the bad one?”
All the children held up their hands, wanting to give the answer and a boy was chosen. He answered in a clear,
brave voice.
“The one who always comes bottom.”
The others chimed, “That’s right.”
But the teacher shook her head sadly.
“No, children. The one who is always at the top is the bad one.”
The children looked sullen and the teacher went on,
“The one at the top must teach the other one all that he knows, so that his friend knows as much as he does.
Now, here’s another question. Tell me, what must you do for a friend who is weaker than you are?”
“We must help him!”
“That’s good children. We are all of the same nation.”
At that time she was twelve. Things went on in this way until one day her father, her elder brother and her
mother, having gone out in the morning did not return until late in the night. However busy she was, her mother
had never once failed to cook their supper and feed them. They waited and waited for her to return and went to
sleep hungry. On the following night she came in very late and woke them quietly.
“Get up and get dressed quickly,” she said and packed some food in a holdall and put a jacket on her younger
brother who was five years old.
“Where is daddy? And big brother?” she asked.
“They are waiting for us a long way away. Do hurry up, dear.”
They had opened the door and were about to set off when some people rushed in—members of the National
Security—with guns. They asked her mother where her husband was and she said she did not know. They prodded
her tummy with the muzzle of a gun as they urged her to confess. All her mother said was that she didn’t know
herself so she was setting off to look for him. Her two younger brothers trembled pitiably but were too scared to
cry. After thoroughly searching the house they took their mother away. From then on the three of them were like
orphans.
“Still, it was fortunate that it happened at our own house,” said the woman as she stroked the tresses of her
mother’s hair.
*
Suddenly the words of the detective came to my mind, “An old man or one about fifty years old …”
“After that you never saw your father and brother again?”
She did not answer to that but continued with her story. Abandoned in the house, the three of them waited for
their mother’s return. Sometimes they ate and at other times went hungry. In the end they went to the office of
National Security as a neighbour suggested, but their mother had long since been transferred somewhere else. The
younger ones cried and insisted on going out and looking for their mother, but she did not know where to go. The
family of her aunt on the father’s side had all disappeared. There was an aunt from her mother’s side who had
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married into a family somewhere in Cholla province but she did not have her address. Her grandfather’s house
across the river was empty, for her uncles had either fled from the Northern army or joined the Southern. Besides,
she did not feel like leaving the house in case her parents returned. Every morning when they woke up her
brothers talked about the dreams they had had, their faces gaunt with hunger.
“Sister, I saw my big brother and daddy last night.”
As soon as the ten-year-old opened his mouth, the eight-year-old would chime in. “So did I.”
“They will come, I’m sure they will,” she said.
During the winter they managed either by begging food from the neighbours or snooping around to beg from
the soup tent in the cattle market. After winter came the spring. A boy of her age in the village came and told her
that he had seen a body in the silver birch wood that looked like her mother. She went to the wood alone. By a
grave, where the trees were thick, was a badly disfigured corpse. It looked as if it had been frozen during the
winter and started to decay again, but fortunately it was not that of her mother. The decaying body with its breast
hollowed out as if from a gun wound was that of the long-haired teacher who had asked the children what they
must do for their friend at the bottom. Frightened, she hurried away.
“The friend at the bottom …”
The teacher’s words seemed to follow her and grab the back of her neck. She got home half-distracted but she
could not tell anyone about the body. She was well aware that the world had changed and topics such as the
comrade teacher were forbidden.
“It was indeed a troublesome time. Equally confusing were the rumours that spread among the children.
Endless numbers of ‘left-handed’ people had been shot and thrown into the reservoir, some said. Others said the
‘left-handers’ who had been hiding in the mountains had crept down and attacked the National Security Office
overnight. And some said that a Big-nose riding in a jeep did something awful to a girl gathering wild herbs …
Such stories were rampant though none of them could be proved.”
*
“A Big-nose riding in a jeep …”
This phrase reminded me of one particular summer evening. The old lady had been out on the hill path looking
down at the road below in the growing darkness, deep in thought. It was a familiar sight, especially on summer
evenings. There had been no work at the hemp plantation so she had been weeding my vegetable patch. When I
had finished washing up the supper things, I went down with a tin of beer and some sausages on a tray. I meant to
pay her at the same time. It was one of the tins that I kept in the refrigerator for use on sleepless nights, freezing to
the touch. Squatting down beside her I opened it. As she took it from me, she broke into an outburst.
“The Big-nosed western bastards—do you know how many of our women they ruined with tempting things
like this? The Imperialist villains!”
Too surprised for words I just looked at her blankly unable, to the end, to tell her that it was actually made in
Korea. I wondered if I had not misheard her. How could she say such things?
“When my father worked for the party during the Communist reign, there wasn’t one single incident of anyone
killing or being killed in our village. They all knew that and they talk about it even today. It is true. In our
village.”
As she stressed this point several times, another memory, that of a weird fight at the sixtieth birthday party of
Yam jon’s grandmother suddenly floated up in my mind—as if lifted by a fisherman’s hook.
It had been the previous spring. The whole village had been urged from the early hours to come and have
breakfast at the house of the birthday person. The head of the village had been announcing it through a
loudspeaker. It was Sunday. I could not get up early. The old woman had been up to the house twice calling my
daughter’s name, but I couldn’t get up. I had watched the television until the national anthem came to mark the
end of the day, and besides that, resentful thoughts about my husband had cropped up through the night to spoil
my sleep. I got up late and started washing rice to cook a meal.
“What do you want to cook rice for when there’s a feast going on? Come on quick! Bring your daughter
along!”
Apparendy she had been waiting to go with us. Then my daughter said she fancied some chapchae. So we
went down together. The inner room and the verandah were full of people who had arrived before us, so we had
our table in the vinyl greenhouse. Next to us was old Koo, the closest friend of the old woman, sitting at a table
with his companions, all drinking merrily. He started teasing her saying, “Old woman, you came to see me? You
couldn’t wait, could you?”, and at once passed her a cup of wine. She tossed it down her throat at one gulp and
picked up her spoon and chopsticks. When the food on our table had nearly gone, the old men at the next table
started talking about the husband of Yamjon’s grandmother.
“Doksegi—do you think he’s still alive somewhere?”
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“Who knows? If he was, I wonder if he’d remember it’s his wife’s birthday today?”
“If he was here, he’d have called in the drummers and made it a grand party.”
“This is grand enough for people like us.”
“It makes you wonder how he could have walked away leaving an almost new bride and a little son behind.”
“He had no choice, did he? After what he’d done …”
“True, he was a bit over-active.”
“What about the people who worked for National Security? They were all the same.”
At this point, the old woman put down her spoon with a bang as she joined in the argument.
“The war was made by the Japanese bastards and the Big-nosed buggers. I know all about it. The Japs stirred
up MacArthur,\fn{Douglas MacArthur (1880-1964), the American Army general who commanded the United Nations forces during the
Korean War, after previously commanding Allied troops in the Pacific during World War II and supervised the postwar occupation of
Japan.} to sell them weapons. We were tricked, we didn’t have to go to war!”

Koo shouted, “That bloody woman, talking her nonsense again!”
She was not deflated.
“Come on, you old devil, let’s hear about what you did for the National Security!”
“I never did anyone any harm!”
“Nor have I!”
They croaked at each other “No” and “Nor” for a while until she sprang to her feet. The leg that visibly limped
when she carried things on her head or on her back in the litre was nimble enough as she hopped over to Koo and
grabbed him by the front of his jacket. The old man hit at her arm as he repeatedly cried, “Crazy old thing, crazy
old woman.” With her hand still clenching the front of his jacket they began to roll over. Still nobody bothered to
separate them. On the contrary, the old men were laughing as they said,
“They are throwing a fit again!”
Embarrassed and not knowing what to do I had taken my daughter away.
*
“Perhaps because no lives had been lost in the changes of power, the villagers were kind to us. They looked
after the paddies my parents had farmed and brought in sacks of rice and barley for us.”
The woman slowly went on with her story.
“Just the grain was not enough to keep us going. I had to give up school, but my brothers carried on.” When
her maternal uncle returned after the war he wanted them to live with him but his wife waved her hand in
rejection saying, “You never know what problems might come from taking them under our care.” The woman
herself, even though she had been young had not liked the idea of becoming attached to her uncle’s family. As
long as there were the village people who never left them out when there was any festivity or big event and made
sure they had their share of the food, she was confident that they would survive. Looking back, she thought it was
not so much her sense of duty as the elder sister that had seen the three of them through their hardships, as rather
the concern of the villagers, all of them.
“As I grew more sensible I set about earning some money. I sold steamed sweet-potatoes or maize and
sometimes I worked in an apple orchard. Looking back it seems a wonder that young as we were we managed so
well. What frightened us more than the hardships was …”
They had often been visited by the police, not to bring them news of their mother, but to put questions to them.
“Are you sure your father hasn’t been?” or “How did your brothers pay their school fees?” or “How did you
manage to buy that mosquito net?” and so on. Then they would say, “That’s OK then. But if your father or your
brother do come home at any time you must report it to the village office or the Home Guard Office, or you will
be punished.”
“Because we managed to get by without starving, they wanted to know how we did it. They threatened us that
if we did not report anything that happened we’d be punished.”
Every evening she was in torment feeling that her father might turn up. What sort of punishment would fall on
her if she did not report it? What would become of her father if she did?
“However, time passed so fast. While I was living a busy life, sometimes squatting in the fields pulling out
weeds all day under the scorching sun or scrabbling around in other fields after the harvest to glean a few radish
leaves or small sweet-potatoes, I became twenty, fully eligible for marriage. Through an arrangement made by my
maternal uncle I was married in a simple ceremony to the second son of a family as poor as our own. It was on the
condition that he’d come and live in our house with my younger brothers. The house having been lived in only by
children was in a mess and greatly in need of repair. My husband did the repairs and improved it. He was a kind
and energetic man and did a lot for the boys’ education. The elder one went only as far as middle school, but the
younger one went on to finish high school. Both of them were good and never went astray. Now they are
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independent and doing quite well for themselves. The elder one has a clock shop in Pusan and the younger one
…”
She had been married for some years. The elder of her two boys had gone away hoping to learn some skill,
while the younger was in his last year at high school. One day, late in the morning, her maternal uncle, who lived
on the other side of the river, came to see her. Her husband happened to be out helping to build a dam. Her uncle
didn’t want to go inside. He sat on the wooden verandah and called, “Yong-nai!” and then fell silent for a time. He
had never been like this before so she was baffled and felt a premonition. She wondered if he had some news of
her father, either that he had called, or he was dead.
“I can’t understand it, but the one I had always expected was my father, and not mother. Perhaps I had given up
the idea of meeting her again because I had seen her being taken away, or because, after seeing the body of that
woman teacher I believed that the same fate must have fallen on her. Even on the night after I was married I kept
thinking that father might turn up …”
Her uncle opened his mouth at last.
“Yong-nai, sister has been to see me and left again early this morning. She is out of prison. She was crying
ever such a lot, saying she had made you suffer far too much, and admired the way you have managed with your
two brothers.”
So the news was not of her father but of her mother! Then her going away again! There were so many things
she had wanted to tell her—and she had gone away just like that! For the first time in her life she strongly blamed
her uncle. ‘Why did you send her away? How is it possible! How could she go away so lightly without even
calling here? Uncle, please, let’s go and look for her. Let’s go now!’
“He comforted me and explained, ‘Even though they are out of prison, people like your mother are not free.
Your brothers are still not old enough to look after themselves and there is always the danger that this connection
could hinder their future, so I suggested that it would be better for her to go away without seeing you all.’
“What right did he have to say such things to mother and send her away like that? My brothers had made up
their mind from the beginning that they would never want to be civil servants … oh, dear. I went out to search for
her. I went to uncle’s house, to the bus station, all over the place, but in vain. She had disappeared without trace,
to a place where we would never find her. And after all she was here all the time … only a short distance away.”
The woman was dabbing her moist eyes with the back of her hand. The chilly face of the old lady seemed to be
moist as well. As I swallowed deep sighs, the woman spoke again.
“I didn’t feel like this while I was living with my brothers but as I had my own baby and became a mother
myself I understood my mother’s love for us afresh. In all likelihood, it was because of us, her three children, that
she was caught in that way. You see, she could have run away taking her eldest son, but she had turned back
because she could not leave us behind.”
Anyway, she had abandoned the hope of finding her and gone on living her own life. She had even put away
the thought of her father. She had given birth to her children and her brothers had grown up. Then a few days
before the wedding of the elder of the two brothers, she received by post quite a large sum of money. The sender’s
name was not given, but instinct told her it was from her mother. There was no way in which she could find the
address. Her mother had thoroughly sealed off the ways of finding it.
“Ever since, she’s been sending me money without fail on occasions such as marriages or my brothers’
birthdays. She even found out the birthday of my child … without fail …”
Yong-nai looked hard into my eyes as she asked, “Do you think mother was paying what she thought was a
debt to me for bringing up my brothers? If she thought like that she was wrong. I did not bring them up alone, did
I? My husband and the village people, all of them … even if I did, it is only natural. They were not strangers, they
were my own brothers. We are quite well off now without any worries about feeding the family.”
I understood it all. She used to gather wild herbs and take them to market, take on any kind of job anywhere.
When she saw a patch of empty soil on a path between the paddies she would plant beans or maize, and gather it
in with great efficiency, chestnuts fallen in the wood and even acorns. It was all a means of money for her
daughter. Alas, when she brought ginseng roots that she had thinned out of the plantation, why hadn’t I bought
any? I had complained that they were too small. Why didn’t I buy her a bowl of sausage soup when I saw her on
market day squatting down behind such things as dates and beans? Knowing perfecdy well that money was too
precious to her for her to buy herself even a bowl of noodle soup, why did I leave her, making excuses about
catching the bus and so on? When I went to the village office, and saw her limping into the post office, why had I
treated her with such indifference?
Yong-nai was looking down into her mother’s eyes. Under the dim electric light, perhaps because of the
shadows, they looked as if they were weeping. She went on endlessly looking into these eyes without closing
them. Probably she could not bring herself to accept the fact that her mother had passed away without exchanging
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a single word or giving her a chance to tell her the story of how hard it had been to survive.
“Mother,” she said, “I hear that now even the Complicity Law has been repealed. So why didn’t you think of
coming back.” At last she broke down and sobbed bitterly as she continued to hold tightly the edge of the quilt.
I said, “Dont you think we ought to wrap her in a shroud?” and went to the door.
Outside, the old man, Mr. Koo, stood abstracted in the darkness.
The wind finally blew down a bundle of firewood from the pile. Even the chimney seems to be shaky. When
spring comes, the house will be pulled down. I see now that it is not her cocoon. It is more like the shabby clothes
that she had begged and put on. He real cocoon made of her own juice is not her queer behaviour nor the rough
personality she had shown. It is her daughter and her sons … her own flesh and blood. That is not all. Her cocoon
is all these put together.
A woman is walking down from the other side of the mulberry bush. With her are two men in mouse-gray
overcoats. It is her. I see she has been to the grave with her brothers. They are about to turn into the hill path. In
my dream last night, the old woman was waiting for her children to come up like that. Can she now at last leave
that mud hut with a light heart?
The funeral had taken place immediately. Yong-nai had offered to summon her brothers and take her mother’s
body back to her home, but the head of the village said it couldn’t be done, as the funeral had been officially
assigned to him. Young men from the village got the communal bier out from its shed and bore the coffin to the
communal burial ground in the wood behind the village. Mr. Koo, who acted as the chief mourner, wept, cooing
like a wood pigeon all the way as he followed the bier. The old man who at her request would go dragging an ox
as far as that deserted patch of land deep in the wood to plough it, and when, in disagreement, would fight her
brandishing his fists … what, I wonder, was the significance of that close relationship between her and this old
man who, I understand, had helped with National Security?
*
“Mummy, aren’t you going to give me any dinner?”
It is my daughter calling from behind me.
“Yes, your majesty, of course I will.”
I turn round with a bright, big smile. There stands my daughter, the cocoon of my egoism, with a pure face
regardless of my selfishness, smiling cheerily.
15.49 The Bronze Mirror\fn{by O. Chonghui (1947-

)}

Seoul, South Korea (F) 10

After watching his wife pour flour into a large wooden basin the man left for his midday stroll. He had just
started out when he saw the girl next door coasting down the sloping alley on a bicycle. Her face drew tense as
she gave herself up to the speed, gripping the brake lever but not applying it. Her calves stood taut below her tight
cotton shorts.
He was walking straight toward her, but he couldn’t tell if the girl had noticed him as she braced her feet
against the oversize pedals, sitting erect instead of trying to cut the headwind. Her wind-blown hair and her
forehead, not tanned like the other children’s, registered briefly in his mind and then disappeared more quickly
than the smile playing on his aging face.
No one else was about, perhaps because of the unseasonable heat, making this unvarying leg of his stroll seem
thoroughly unfamiliar. As his eyes pursued the girl’s back, the image of her speeding through this alley of linked
gray walls and low roofs was sucked into the blur of the bicycle wheels like grass coming together after the wind
has cut a swath through it.
It was strangely quiet. Now and then he passed an open gate in the wall, but all he could see were empty yards
and limp bamboo blinds that screened the inhabitants from view. It was not yet time for the children to be
returning from school.
Twice the girl sounded the bicycle’s long, shrill bell, even though the alley was clear. She might suddenly have
recognized the dead silence around her, or perhaps she had grown tired of pedaling incessantly down the empty
way.
No doubt the girl had sneaked out of kindergarten. She disliked going there, and every morning he heard her
crying on the other side of the wall. But in the end she would open the gate in the wall, cross his yard, and set off.
On rainy days, wearing a yellow slicker that came down to her ankles, she lingered in his yard, picking out
puddles to splash in. On her way home from kindergarten she would rent a bicycle from the bicycle shop or play
house in the comer of his yard. His wife didn’t like the girl coming and going as she pleased, trampling the grass
and picking flowers. Something disappeared whenever she came by, his wife would tell him. And so she would
always examine the area where the girl had been playing.
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The girl’s mother worked at a beauty parlor on the middle floor of a three-story building facing the main street.
The building also contained a drugstore, a butcher shop, and a billiard hall. The girl’s father, who had been
working in the Middle East since shortly after her birth, had supposedly extended his assignment there.
Although the girl’s mother rarely came through the side gate to visit, the man saw her frequently. When it was
warm enough to open windows, the snip-snip of her shears would carry from the beauty parlor to the road when
the sound of the traffic simmered down. Now and then he saw her close the windows with a scowl because of the
noise. And late in the evening he would encounter her trotting along with some groceries. Still wearing the plastic
apron she used when giving permanents, she reeked of chemicals and hair. On her biweekly day off she would
squat in front of the drain in her yard and clear her throat.
“You wouldn’t believe this hair,” he had heard her say some time ago from the other side of the wall. “It gets
into everything—even my throat. So I try to keep my mouth shut when I’m working. The customers don’t think
I’m very sociable, but what can you do?”
The man’s slow pace brought him to the playground at the corner of the neighborhood. He saw the girl leaning
against her bicycle. Other children, scuttling about like crabs, were playing in a sandbox under the glare of the
cloudless sky.
“Hey, has anybody seen my kaleidoscope? Who stole it?” the girl asked.
“I don’t know,” the other children sniffled. Although the girl knew it would be in vain, she furiously dug
through the piles of sand she had scoured the previous evening and destroyed the caves and sand castles the other
children had fashioned. Then she climbed back on her bicycle saying,
“Whoever stole it better put it back by the time I come around again. If you don't, I’m going to get you. I know
who stole my kaleidoscope.”
As the man departed one step at a time, poking about with his cane as if it were a feeler, his stomach came to
life. The silence was enough to suffocate him, and the blinding sunlight gave him the shivers. In response to the
feeble gnawing in his stomach, his innards, hanging in clusters large and small, began to squirm. Only now did
these limp, worn-out organs reluctantly remind themselves of their function and regain some semblance of
vitality. When the weather grew hotter he would probably have to abandon this half-hour walk he had prescribed
for himself to stimulate his appetite for lunch.
Gradually growing short of breath, he stopped and wiped the sweat from his forehead while gazing attentively
at the curtains hanging thick and still in the open windows of the houses next to the alley. His route was always
the same, and he would stare at the monotonous path through this neighborhood of low, small houses shaped
exactly alike—a scene sufficient to arouse dread—and at everything else that appeared on his retina. But he didn’t
intend to observe or remember; he was not even conscious of looking.
At any rate, his strolls would have to be suspended when the days grew hotter. His shrunken, hardened internal
organs would not endure hot weather, so he would spend the summer sitting in an armchair in the shade recalling
scenes he had witnessed but never reflected on.
Though he had walked as slowly as possible for the thirty minutes, the back of his shirt was damp with
perspiration as he approached his house. He was satisfied. Exercise that made him sweat profusely was excessive
at his age, he believed, and so he made it a rule to exercise only to the point of breaking a sweat.
He considered his efforts to maintain his regimen important and worthwhile. Though it seemed he was forcefeeding himself on the passing days, he enjoyed obeying the rules and rhythms that controlled his body and his
life, as if he had no idea that one day everything would stop in an instant.
His wife, it turned out, had made enough dough for noodles to feed a dozen people. The expected visitors,
however, had sent word that they wouldn’t be coming for home worship after all. Instead they were going directly
to the mortuary at the general hospital; a church friend had just passed away after a long illness. As his wife told
him this, she gave him a brief, blank look, her hands still buried in the white dough filling the broad-mouthed
basin.
The dough, much more than the two of them needed, was rising as if it meant to overflow the rim of the basin.
A roller, a cutting board lightly floured to make noodle chopping easier, a wicker tray with colored garnishes, and
other implements were spread about the veranda.
In preparation for the guests, his wife had begun cleaning the yard and scurrying back and forth between the
kitchen and the veranda early that morning. After breakfast he had steeped himself in the vague tranquillity of his
wife’s busy footsteps, the muted sound of chopping from the kitchen, and the smell of hot cooking oil. Was he
anticipating the warmth of living in hannony with such vitality, even though he didn’t believe it refreshed him
anymore? Or was he simply growing sentimental about everyday life?
Perhaps his wife wasn’t nearly as disappointed about the visit as he had suspected. He couldn’t believe, now
that he thought about it, that her faith had suddenly become that profound.
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Was it last month that his wife had taken pity on those two women who were making their way around the
neighborhood, knocking on doors and proselytizing everyone? She had asked them in for a short rest, which had
turned into a four-hour lecture on church doctrine.
“Death is unconsciousness, not even worth the life of a dog, it is said. Hell is death itself; the word means
imprisonment in the earth …” The lecture was clearly audible where he lay in his room.
“I just thought they might want to sit down for a minute.”
Although his wife had spoken apologetically to him after the women left, the following Sunday she went to
their meeting place. There they had decided to make their first official visit to her home today.
Life imprisoned in the earth; glimmers of life crying out, imprisoned in the earth.
It must have been twenty years ago that Yongno was buried. Twenty years imprisoned in the earth—the same
amount of time he had spent among the living.
After his wife left to prepare his lunch, he remained for some time on the verandah looking at the garden, as
she liked to do. He tried to see, as if through her eyes, the place where her gaze would come to rest. The roses,
hyacinths, dahlias, and other summer flowers were at their peak. Their petals were wide open in the midday sun,
exposing the darker, deeper inner parts. Bees and butterflies inflamed with desire inserted their slender tubes deep
in the pistils and stamens in search of nectar. Yearning to bloom more and more, the flowers darkened and began a
slow trembling that he could scarcely discern. But by then he realized this was not the scene mirrored in his wife’s
eyes. As he watched the trees in the garden, lowering his head as if pretending to listen to the cries imprisoned in
the earth, their luxuriant foliage dropped leaf by leaf, the desiccated branches turned to fibers and burned blue like
phosphorus, and presently the places where the branches stretched out so proudly became empty space adrift with
callous death.
The bicycle passed the front gate, its bell piercing the empty space. If only he could call out and beckon her,
this girl who flew by like an arrow:
“Hey, there, come in and cool off—you ride like that all day and you’ll get sunstroke.”
If only he could plant in the girl’s mind for the rest of her life the memory, keen as light glinting on a blade, of
an old man’s trivial kindness.
His wife appeared with the meal tray. She had prepared his usual lunch of homemade noodles and a glass of
soju.
The noodles, though liberally decorated with the appropriate color of garnish, were completely bland. Without
a word he looked across at his wife. Seemingly unaware that the food lacked the slightest touch of salt, she had
lowered her head and was skillfully looping her own noodles about her chopsticks.
Was it because of his dentures? But he’d been wearing them for some time now. And besides, these homemade
noodles were a regular part of his diet now that he found it burdensome to eat hard food. He couldn’t find fault
with the way his wife had boiled the noodles. But how could she have forgotten the soy sauce? After all, she made
these noodles every day. As she sat there expressionless, eating the noodles, he resented and detested her almost
as much as he hated his internal organs for neglecting their role.
“Get me some soy sauce,” he said, suppressing his anger.
Sluggishly she got to her feet and returned with a small bowl of the condiment.
Since his teeth had been pulled and he had started wearing the dentures, he had lost most of the pleasure of
chewing and savoring but had grown very particular about the flavor of food. This, however, he refused to
acknowledge.
Those dentures! He had spent his working life as a petty official at City Hall. His assignment was almost
always the same—drafting clean copies of instructions from superiors or decisions reached by his department. He
enjoyed these scribal duties and never copied incorrectly or abbreviated any of the Chinese characters. Although
he knew that his drafts were tossed in the wastebasket as soon as they were approved and typed up, he was proud
of his clear, precise penmanship. When his deparbnent heads saw his finished drafts they always exclaimed,
“What a fine hand!”
Then one day his teeth had begun to loosen. When the gums became swollen and blue and the roots could be
seen, he realized he’d have to have all his teeth pulled and dentures fitted. He was much more angry than
frustrated at this betrayal. From then on, symptoms of debility appeared in all his internal organs, including his
stomach. His doctor told him these were common post-retirement symptoms. When you stop working all of a
sudden you get lethargic, and the body loses its tone and balance.
Retirement disease, the doctor had called it.
The doctor had told him it could happen to anyone, but this didn’t console him in the least. After all, he’d
never had to apologize to his superiors for anything, but now they’d put him out to pasture at retirement age, just
like the people who had merely coasted along dawdling away the hours. He had meekly accepted the decades
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spent in that gloomy, stuffy old office, but he just could not get used to the dentures. He couldn’t help resisting
those cold, hard, strange objects that irritated his soft gums.
Losing interest in his lunch, he smeared toothpaste on a small cloth and began to polish the silver ornament on
the handle of his cane. The simple, gentle movements of his hands seemed designed to soothe the walking stick,
and when he saw the silver regain its milky sheen, his anger toward the noodles, his wife, and the dentures
gradually subsided. After standing the polished cane next to the shoe cabinet, he sat down on the verandah and
stared in boredom at the garden.
He wondered if he had been dozing. He hadn’t heard the gate open, but there in the comer of the yard a young
man with an iron hook was removing the lid from the concrete housing of the water meter. His wife was squatting
with her back toward him, observing the movements of the young man’s hands. Above her white hair and bent,
bony waist, the noontide stillness, ebbing hardly at all, flowed heavily like quicksilver.
“Hey—will you look at that cricket, ma’am,” the young man said, recoiling as the insect sprang into the sunlit
open air. “It’s not winter anymore, so why don’t you roll up this stuff and bum it? That way you won’t have any
more bugs.”
The young man was referring to the chaff and straw spread over the water meter the previous winter to prevent
it from freezing. The man himself had seen insects that had hatched in the insulation during winter and then
nested and grown along the dark, moist interior of the housing.
His wife nodded in response. Her hair was snowy white. When his had started to grizzle prematurely, hers was
already gray. Turning around after seeing Yongno into his grave, he had suddenly realized that his wife, still
patting down the thin turf on the mound of red soil, had become white-haired.
“My boy was growing just like green bamboo,” his wife would say now and then to the peddler women she let
into the house, “and when he died, my hair turned completely white.”
Then she would explain to him that prematurely gray hair ran in her family.
“Honey, you look good with your hair dyed,” she would tell him, knowing he was particular about the way his
hair was barbered and dyed, “just like a young man.”
From the time gray first appeared in his hair, he had never been lazy about dyeing it. And now, with the white,
shiny dentures complementing his black, well-groomed hair, he looked much younger. Often he would gaze at
himself in the mirror as if looking at Yongno turned forty.
His wife looked idly at the water meter, then asked the young man as he was about to leave,
“How about cooling off before you go?”
“Okay. Could I have some water?”
The young man produced a handkerchief and mopped the sweat from his forehead and neck. He sat down on
the edge of the veranda, and before long the woman appeared with a porcelain bowl of sweetened water blended
with powdered roasted grain.
The man didn’t like the way his wife trotted out from the kitchen, continuously stirring the beverage as if
afraid the young man would leave. Clicking his tongue, he muttered to himself,
“Don’t do that. He’s just a common young fellow who does nothing but go around inspecting water meters.
You can see his type anywhere.”
The young man emptied the bowl in a breath. The man didn’t fail to catch his wife's flustered look as her eyes
greedily explored the young man’s sturdy neck and ripe-red chest revealed by his casually unbuttoned shirt.
“Thank you, ma’am.”
The young man wiped the moisture trickling from his mouth and licked his lips.
“The way he drinks isn’t decent either,” the man impotently muttered again. “Haven’t I told you, you can learn
a lot about people by the way they eat and drink.”
Remembering that the water pipe hadn’t been covered, the young man crossed the yard and replaced the
concrete lid. As a rule, the man recalled, water meter inspectors left without doing this. They merely lifted the lid
reluctantly with their hook, as if despising their job, and after reading the numbers on the meter they disappeared.
His wife would usually be left with the chore of replacing the cover.
“Say, young fellow, would you do me a favor?” his wife called out as the young man was about to disappear
through the front gate. Without waiting for an answer she went into the shed and came out embracing a heavy
toolbox, which she set down with a thump.
The young man stared rather impertinently at the woman and the toolbox as if to say,
“You cagey old lady, it looks like you’ll get your money’s worth in return for that drink.”
“This clothesline is too high,” she droned, ignoring his expression. “Could you lower it a bit? It’s so difficult to
hang the laundry. Only us old folks live here, and there’s no one to help out.”
“But if I lower it, the clothes’ll drag on the ground—though I suppose you could use it as a jump rope for the
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kids.”
The young man stared into the toolbox, arms folded.
“Besides, all these nails are rusty. If you’ve got your heart set on it I can do it, no problem, but I think it’s a
waste of time. Do you really think it’ll do the job if we tie it lower?”
Finally he rummaged through the toolbox and picked out a blacksmith’s hammer and some of the cleaner nails.
It wasn’t surprising that all the nails had rusted. Like the other tools the man had provided himself with—the
blacksmith’s hammer, a claw hammer, a small saw, a plane, and such—they had been virtually forgotten through
long disuse.
“So, can you get a snack now and then while you’re making your rounds?” his wife asked the young man.
“Yeah.”
The answer came indistinctly through the nails the young man held in his mouth. He quickly hammered in two
nails, and now the line tightly spanned the yard at the desired lower height. The line looked too low to the man.
Surely his wife would complain of brushing against it and go to the bother of taking it down that very afternoon or
the next morning.
“How can I repay you for your trouble?” his wife asked. “If you’re not that busy, how about a bite to eat? I can
boil up some noodles in a jiffy.” She glanced at the dough filling the basin, which she had left in the comer of the
veranda. Perhaps because of the warm weather and not just the yeast, the dough looked like a crazy, bloated thing.
“I’ve got several other houses to go to.”
“It must be hard work walking around all day. Don't your legs get sore?"
“I just wish people would tie up their dogs,” the young man sullenly blurted. He spat. “My pants are always
getting ripped. All I have to do is look at a dog and it starts nipping at my heels.”
The man watched his wife grudgingly follow the young man out, but heard no sound of the gate being latched.
The house became quiet again. The shadows of the trees in the yard were a little longer, and now the man could
sense only the flow of sunlight and time. No more did he hear the scuffing of his wife’s shoes. Instead there was
the slack, dreary clatter of bicycle wheels. He wondered if the girl, exhausted by the heat, having long forgotten
about her kaleidoscope, her face expressing unbearable boredom, was languidly walking her bicycle past the
street comer that his wife would be absentmindedly watching, her hand against the gatepost.
He went into his room and sat down at the desk. It had long been his habit to sit there with a blank expression,
rubbing faint ink stains, scars hollowed by knives, and scratch marks. He was comfortable in the chair, and much
closer to the scenes and sounds beyond the wall, the desk being next to the window.
He had bought the desk when Yongno was in middle school. Though he rarely used it for reading and writing,
because of its handy drawers the desk had remained there, occupying considerable space in the unheated part of
the floor.
He spread out the foil liner from an empty cigarette pack, folded it into a flower shape, and spat into it. Then
he opened the drawers, which were filled with water and electric bill receipts in addition to his reading glasses
and whatnot. He took out a pair of nail clippers and proceeded to trim his fingernails attentively.
He heard his wife gingerly pacing the verandah. Trimming his fingernails and opening the drawers shouldn’t
have to be a secret, he told himself, yet he cringed and kept still whenever she passed by the room. She had said
she was old enough to have turned into a spirit who could see and hear everything that happened in the house,
even if she was sitting quietly in a comer, but how could she know he was brushing away his dandruff, trimming
his fingernails, and opening and closing the drawers like children who sit unwillingly at their desks, hating to do
homework? And so he strained for any indication of someone outside the room, thinking that even a trivial hand
movement was a terrible plot if unknown to her.
Assuring himself that her steps had faded away, he took out the girl’s kaleidoscope, which he had stored deep
in one of the drawers. It was made of stout pasteboard rolled up and glued into a cylinder, and its surface was
alive with crayon colors.
He put the kaleidoscope to his eye and turned it round and round. Tiny pieces of colored paper gathered and
dispersed as light was refracted by the mirror in the tube, forming various flower shapes. These flowers struck
him as neither florid nor original. They were merely imitations whose single and double layers were formed by
the convergence and diffusion of the bits of paper. Somewhere he’d heard that the people of antiquity had tried to
understand the principles and logic of the universe by turning a kaleidoscope.
Was it the day before yesterday? He couldn’t be sure. He had left for his usual stroll, and upon emerging from
the neighborhood alley onto the main street he found a pattern of light spinning around him wherever he went. He
frowned while trying to deflect its rude touch on his shoulders, legs, and chest, terrified that his face would
suddenly shrink when the glittering white light carne to rest on it. It seemed to dance and jump like someone’s
soul between the street and the passersby. Closing his eyes to the strong rays, he shouted,
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“Who’s that playing with the mirror?” A bright voice flew to him:
“Hello, grandfather.”
There was the girl, sitting on the steps to the beauty parlor, a sharp piece of mirror in her hand.
“Now what are you going to do if you cut yourself?” Unfazed, the girl replied:
“They said I could ask somebody in a glass shop to cut this into a circle. Tomorrow we’re going to make
kaleidoscopes in kindergarten. You know what a kaleidoscope is? It’s a magic box where you can see everything.”
While saying this the girl ran across the street.
“Everything?” he responded to her back—not out of genuine curiosity, of course, but merely for the sake of
saying something. Then yesterday he saw the kaleidoscope next to her school bag on a bench at the playground.
As usual, he knew, she had rushed from kindergarten to the bicycle shop after flinging the satchel down, too
impatient to go home first. What could she see through this magic box? He picked up the kaleidoscope, craving to
see through the girl’s eyes all that she had seen. Concealing it inside his shirt, he watched intently all afternoon as
the girl vainly dug through the piles of sand to find the lost toy.
“Somebody stole my kaleidoscope. Teacher told me to hand it in for an exhibition.”
In tears the girl looked under the bench where her satchel and kaleidoscope had been, where she had already
looked time and again.
“We can see everything,” he munnured, mimicking the girl.
He turned the kaleidoscope quickly. The faster it turned, the greater the variety of patterns fonned by the
interaction of the mirror, glass, and bits of paper. What he saw now resembled bacteria dividing and multiplying at
an inconceivable speed. Was it because of the vivid sense of color created by the paper? he wondered.
His eyelids grew heavy, his body listless. It was the drink he took with lunch to help his digestion. He could
never resist this temptation to sleep, though he knew a nap would make him wake up at night and pace the silent
yard as if in a nightmare.
He returned the kaleidoscope to the drawer and started for the bathroom.
His wife was sitting on the edge of the verandah rolling a handful of dough between her palms.
“What are you making?”
“Oh, I’m just playing.”
Smiling sheepishly, she crushed the shape she had been fonning. A human, a dog, a horse, and other clumsily
modeled figures the size of a finger sat beside her.
He entered the bathroom and locked the door in order to remove his dentures.
The dentist had told him to try to wear the dentures until he was unaware of them, but he couldn’t fall asleep
unless he took them out and soaked them in a glass of clean water, kept within reach. But even then he couldn’t
get rid of the fear that in the short weightless state just before sleep there were only the dentures hanging heavily
by his side, and that one day they alone would wake up and chatter of their own accord until finally his body
vanished, leaving those cold, hard, lifeless things glaring cruelly in the void that had once been his life. And when
he was talking he would sometimes fall silent, convinced that it wasn’t him speaking, but the dentures chattering
and rattling.
He took out the dentures and his blackish, flaccid gums appeared in the mirror. Unable to hold their own
against the stubborn dentures, the soft gums were squashed and shrunken. Without the dentures his mouth was no
more than an empty, smelly, insignificant hollow.
After making sure the door was locked, he started carefully brushing the dentures with the same hidden, bitter
pleasure and shame he felt when he grasped his withered genitals in search of consolation that was sure to be
ephemeral and unavailing. Cleared of the bits of red pepper and the other remnants of his lunch, the dentures
shone fresh and clean. Their pink gumlike base looked healthy, like freshly sliced meat. Breathing heavily from
his efforts, he looked at the dentures. White with toothpaste foam, they seemed to be laughing. Then he looked in
the mirror. His black hair, like that of a young man, contrasted with his collapsed mouth, the shrunken furrow
between his upper lip and nose, and his cruelly sunken cheeks, making him appear younger indeed.
He returned to his room and lay down, his head on a box pillow and beside him the dentures soaking in a glass
of water. Falling asleep was always like walking down a dim, endless corridor. Haven’t I already turned into a
spirit, walking along the passage inside a tomb? he wondered.
His wife’s outline was clearly visible through the open door. Drifting in and out of sleep, he saw her hands roll
dough into the shape of a body with ears and horns and a tail and legs. It was a queer shape he had never seen
before. Standing it in line with the other figures at the sunny edge of the veranda, she began muttering to herself:
“Grandfather suffered from nightmares till the day he died, and he had these splitting headaches. He himself
didn’t know whether the headaches came from the nightmares, or the other way around. We asked a shaman to do
an exorcism and we had a blind man chant a Buddhist scripture, but those awful headaches just wouldn’t go
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away.”
By now he had heard the story of her grandfather, a well-known master carpenter, several times.
“He’d wake up screaming from an awful dream—late at night, early in the morning, whenever—and then roam
the house like a madman because of a headache. Grandmother used to say he’d built too many houses where
graves once were.”
Ahead of him, at an indistinct bend in the corridor, he sees a screaming old man with an arched back and a
white headband.
“That’s why Grandfather carved those strange animals with his pocket knife. They looked like elephants or
bears; whatever they were, they sure looked strange. Tapirs, I think he called them, and he said they ate
nightmares.”
His wife continued to form shapes from the dough in the basin.
“Grandfather left them at his bedside next to the spittoon. And so he figured that what he had coughed up into
the spittoon was actually the nightmares—the ones the tapirs had eaten all night long and thrown up first thing
in the morning. His dying wish was to have the tapirs with him in his coffin. I guess he thought he'd have
nightmares even after he died. Do dead people have dreams, too? I was a little girl then, and it was all very
strange to me, but now I can understand why Grandfather did that. Back in the old days didn’t people make mud
figures of their belongings—and their servants, too—and ask to be buried with them?”
His wife’s grandfather was sleeping comfortably now at the end of the long, faint corridor of time, the tapirs at
his side.
As if mesmerized by his wife’s slow, low-pitched chanting, he walked on through time, which was part buried
in oblivion and part risen dimly before him. It was just like film applied unevenly with sensitizer: part of it clearly
defined, almost luminous; part of it obscured, too dark. But he was not all that impatient to remember. Recalling
only the things he wants to recall is the insignificant privilege of an old man. But what was this place where he
hesitated to stop? An exhibition room in a museum he had once visited?
It was the room where clay figures, bronze mirrors, and other burial artifacts were displayed. When he saw the
mirrors, cleansed of tarnish after thousands of years in the earth, he felt he had died long ago. All alone, he
couldn’t hear even his footsteps on the thick carpet. That was the reason, he told himself, for the mysterious,
fleeting sentiment he experienced on his way out the long, dampish corridor.
What he had just buried, he thought as he turned away from Yongno’s grave, was not a hurriedly decaying
corpse that couldn’t endure the riotous vigor of spring, but a piece of a mirror.
“Grandmother, what are you making?”
As he heard this voice with its seemingly deliberate lisp, a squat shadow appeared in the front yard. It was the
girl next door, and she had changed into a white lace dress. He tried to struggle free from his shallow sleep, and
with a desperate effort was able to look more closely at the girl. She was clutching a doll to her chest, and her free
hand held a plastic basket with things for playing house. Had she finally grown tired of riding the bicycle?
“Back from kindergarten?” his wife asked as she continued to shape the queer-looking animals. Her voice held
no warmth. She always watched the girl with suspicion. His old wife distrusted everything.
“There’s no kindergarten today. It’s Saturday.”
“That’s a pretty dress you’re wearing.”
“My mommy bought it for me.” Again the girl made a point of lisping. He continued to look at the girl, trying
hard to think she was pretty.
But he failed, as usual. Her pale eyes turning gold as they absorbed the sun’s rays and her face sharp as an ax
blade were not at all pretty. She always looked a little lonely when she crossed their yard with the basket of her
very own playthings, or when she rode the swing in her yard, the doll under her arm. Even when the girl wasn’t
riding the swing, it sometimes creaked back and forth by itself.
Was it last summer that he had looked over the wall and seen the girl all those times? After stripping naked in
the sun-drenched yard she would jump up and down in her large wooden wading tub, splashing water every which
way. Almost in agony as he hid next to the rosebushes creeping up the wall, he would hear her sudden,
abbreviated laughter and observe her thin, light brown hair trailing down the back of her neck like corn floss, her
belly swollen like that of a pregnant woman, her little pink genitals.
“Grandmother, what are you making?” the girl asked again, the lace of her dress fluttering as she swayed back
and forth. Denied, rejected, unloved, she had learned early to play the coquette. With a graceful turn she spread
the hem of her dress like the petals of a flower and squatted. “They look strange, grandmother.” Still squatting,
she moved so close that her forehead was almost touching his wife.
“They’re called tapirs. They’re animals that eat bad dreams.”
“Do you have bad dreams, too? I always have scary dreams.” The girl picked a rose moss that had bloomed
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and crushed it between her fingers.
“Why do you do that?” his wife scolded.
Pretending not to hear, the girl continued in a clinging tone:
“I was flying just like a bird, but then I wondered what would happen if I wasn’t a bird and I fell. Right away I
was falling upside-down. It was so scary.”
“It’s because you’re getting taller. Not going to the bathroom before you go to bed can also make you have bad
dreams.”
The girl picked a dahlia and trampled it.
“I told you not to do that!” his wife shouted.
The girl stared spitefully at her.
“How many times do I have to tell you? Good boys and girls don’t break off flowers.”
The words came out one at a time in a much lower and firmer voice as his wife fought to control her anger. But
before she could finish, the girl had snapped a hydrangea and an Indian lilac from their stems.
“You just won’t listen. Bad girl—it’s time you learned a lesson—you understand?” His wife glared at the girl,
arm poised to strike. But then she dropped it feebly, for the girl, face ridden with fear, had cuddled up to her as if
to be embraced.
“Sometimes my quilt puffs up real thick and covers me all over so I can’t even breathe. No matter how much I
cry, my mommy can’t hear me.” The trembling words were like an appeal.
“You weren’t dreaming. You were having a nightmare. Here, take one of these and put it right next to you
when you go to bed. Then you’ll be all right.”
“Thank you, Grandmother.” The girl closed the precious tapir snugly in her palm as if it were a souvenir from
a temple or a seedling that would die if the roots were exposed. She looked as if she were crossing stepping stones
as she gingerly departed with the doll, basket, and tapir.
“Oh, now your dress is dirty.”
The girl looked back and saw a large stain where the hem of her dress had swept against the ground. She burst
into tears.
“My mommy’s gonna spank me if I get my new dress dirty. She told me not to touch it till my birthday party at
kindergarten.”
“Come here, I’ll brush it off. That’s why you shouldn’t plop yourself down just any old place,” said his wife,
surprised at the urgency of the terror expressed in these unexpected tears.
But the girl kept her distance. Full of resentment and fear, she flung aside the tapir and picked all the flowers
she could grab.
“Damn girl! I’m going to break your arm.”
His wife sprang up and chased the girl, who continued to wail as she fled. The girl’s crying retreated through
the side gate, and his wife returned, panting, to her seat at the edge of the verandah. She began kneading the
dough more roughly.
He heard a sound like the creaking of the front gate. A visitor? The girl riding her swing? But his wife gave no
indication that she’d heard anything. It wasn’t unusual for him to hear something she didn’t, or for her to see
something he couldn’t make out at all. Now and then he would hear the swing creaking in the middle of the night.
But when he told his wife, she would snort and turn on her side, saying,
“Why would a little girl want to ride a swing at night? It’s pathetic.”
Eventually, though, he would go outside as if drawn by the end of a disturbing dream. Hugging the wall, he
would gaze with the silliness of the lovesick at the swaying of the empty swing ridden only by the wind.
Untiringly his wife kneaded the dough and formed more tapirs. What bad dream could be disrupting the old
woman’s sleep? The old don’t sleep well, and they have many dreams, he told himself.
Shade was spreading throughout the yard, and the shadows of the trees were quite long now.
Looking at his wife’s white hair, the crimson flowers above her head, the trees burning blue in his mind’s eye,
he heard, as if drugged by another light slumber, a shrill, rending song from the other side of the wall:
Cuckoo, cuckoo,
Spring is here.
Cuckoo, cuckoo,
Peach blossoms fall.

“Damn girl, I’m going to have to break your habits the hard way!” his wife gasped, still angry.
Like rays of the sun, the girl’s singing clung to his eyelids, made heavy by his brief dozing.
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"All she has to do is touch a stem and she breaks it,” his wife muttered. Then, as if seeking agreement, she
called out to him:
“Are you asleep?”
After struggling to open his eyes, he examined his wife.
“You’d better exercise during the day if you want to get to sleep at night,” she said. “Instead of a drink with
lunch, why don’t you go for another walk after you eat?”
She may have been right. The soju he’d taken with lunch hadn’t stirred his limp stomach.
Without waiting for an answer, his wife continued to speak loudly, her voice full of an incongruous vitality. It
wasn’t so much a concern to make herself clear; rather, she was struggling to drown out the incessant singing.
“It’s so strange. These days I think a lot about the dead. Everything that happened during their lives comes into
my mind just as if they were still alive. And yet I honestly can’t remember the years we’ve spent together. No
matter how I try, they’re like a fuzzy dream that I can’t remember. Can you remember what it was like in your
forties and fifties? I just can’t picture how you looked then. I keep thinking maybe I’ve lived too long. Even the
yardwork’s getting to be too much. If I skip it for even a day, the weeds come up like hungry ghosts—especially
when the weather’s like this.”
The girl’s singing grew more shrill, and his wife paused. Then she continued in a much louder voice:
“‘Forget about the weeds.’ That’s what our boy said back then. What was the point of sorting them out from
the flowers? They looked better growing all together, he said.”
A smile rose on his face.
“What was it like when you were fifty? How about forty? Thirty? I just can’t remember. Tell me.”
Her questions were persistent and tantalizing, as if she were hypnotizing him. Afraid of an answer, she quickly
continued. Her voice and the girl's singing were like the dissonance of musical instruments competing with each
other.
“He was a lovely boy when he was twenty—I was so proud of him. That was the year he went to college. I can
remember it just as if it were yesterday. And those itchy feet of his.”
He didn’t want to listen to his wife anymore. Yongno was always telling them his feet were itchy. The boy had
never recovered from the frostbite he had suffered while riding atop his father’s rucksack on their way south
during the war. He said he felt better when he slept with his feet in a sack of cold beans, even in winter.
“Remember the time he lost my shawl at the ballet? I think he was five then. It was made of real silk,
something even the Japanese couldo’t get all that often. After the performance I put it around his shoulders so I
could go to the rest room. It probably fell off and the boy didn/t realize it. He could be dumb like that. Everybody
said bishop’s purple looked marvelous on me. I won’t have a second chance at something like that—not in this
life, anyway.”
How much longer would his wife tell the story of that lost shawl? Little by little her speech accelerated, as did
the hands making the tapirs. As the basin was emptied of dough, the row of tapirs became too tight to admit any
more.
“He was just twenty. What do people that young know? He thought he could turn the world around when he
should have been squeezing pimples. Can you believe it? The boy’s dead, and here we are still living like this.”
One spring day Yongno, fresh out of high school, had flown out of the house like a nighthawk, his schoolboy
crewcut not quite grown out and sticking up indignantly in all directions.
An old man does not reflect on his conduct, he thought; he does not await a new life that would require him to
do so.
The girl’s shrill singing grew louder and louder:
Cuckoo, cuckoo,
Spring is here.
Cuckoo, cuckoo,
Peach blossoms fall.

“She really is a bad girl.”
Everting her lips, his wife suddenly started crying.
“Kids are all the same.” It was a nuisance having to speak with his hollow, dentureless mouth, but he managed
to eject the syllables.
“No, the dead ones are special,” his wife sobbed, covering her face.
“Grandmother, what are you making?” There was the girl, standing in front of his wife. The signs of her own
crying had vanished.
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“Go away!” his wife said with a fierce wave of her hand.
“What’s the matter, grandmother? Why are you crying?”
“I told you never to come to this house again!”
“Grandmother, I’m going to make a kaleidoscope out of this mirror,” the girl said triumphantly. “My mommy
gave it to me. Somebody stole the one I made in kindergarten.” Without budging, she opened a compact to reveal
a round mirror.
“Don’t you lie to me. That’s brand-new. Don’t tell me your mom gave it to you. She’s still at the beauty parlor,
isn’t she? Fool around with your mom’s cosmetics and you’ll get another spanking from her.”
The girl glared fiercely at his wife, then ran to where the sun still shone in the yard. Aiming the mirror this way
and that, she found his wife’s face.
Blinded, his wife covered her face with one hand and motioned with the other.
“Get out of here!”
The girl responded with an amiable smile.
“Put that away! You rotten little girl. I’m going to tell your mother.”
“Then tell her! Squeal! Tell her everything!”
Bouncing about the yard, the girl continued to flash the mirror in his wife’s face. Frightened, his wife stepped
onto the veranda. The light from the mirror coursed by the line of animals drying white and firm and clung agilely
to his wife’s face, exposing its layers of wrinkles like aluminum foil crumpled and then spread out.
“Child, now child, for heaven’s sake go away. Don’t do that,” his wife pleaded tearfully.
The girl giggled, delighting in his wife's unexpected fright. To escape the mirror, his wife tottered into the
room where he was lying.
Now the light glittered constantly on his wife’s small, tear-soaked face and on the rims of his eyes and the
edges of his broken-down mouth. It seemed somehow a reflection from a mirror buried in the bottomless earth.
The girl wouldn’t put the mirror away until she found a more interesting game, perhaps not until the rays of the
sun had died out, perhaps not until night when her tired mother returned. But what could be more fun for a child
than driving the old into a feeble state of terror?
One corner of the yard was already submerged in shade, and the flowers had started to darken and close in the
thick gloom spreading up from the ground. How long would it last, that unseen flow of flower-blooming space
into the silent abyss?
He wondered what he could say to soothe his wife, who was no longer attempting to conceal her crying. She
needed some affectionate words. Feeling boyishly shy and a bit apprehensive, he opened his mouth, but his wife
couldn't understand his stammering. Frustrated, she pressed her ear to his mouth and asked over and over:
“What was that? What did you say? Did you ask if somebody came?”
He lay there, his hair as black as coal and his broken-down mouth open halfway, incapable of further speech.
The reflection from the mirror flitted from the ceiling to the walls and came to rest on the glass of water in
which the soaking dentures glittered bright and lucid. It seemed that they alone were trying to say something in
the silence, dark and calm against the light from outside.
144.135 Chuh Yong Lang And The Plague God: A Folktale\fn{by Moon Hee Chae (c.1950?-

)}
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It is said they just have to attach Chuh Yong’s picture on a gate, and the plague of the smallpox can’t approach
there.\fn{The wod “Lang” indicates a young gentleman.}
Why does the Plague God of smallpox quail by just glancing at Chuh Yong’s picture drawn on paper?
This is because he committed a dreadful sin to Chuh Yong, the very son of the dragon king of the East Sea. The
sin was something that never could be forgiven forever.
The following Chu Yong Ka,\fn{Ka means “a song.”} one of the famous Hyang Ka,\fn{Country songs popular during
the times of the States of Silla and Koryo (approximately the 1 st century BC-7th century AD) .} will disclose the secret.
On a bright moonlit night
Till late I strolled around
And came back to my bedroom,
Four legs there I found:
Two of them were my wife’s
But whose were the others?
Before, they had belonged to me,
But what can I do now they have been taken away!

248

This is Chuh Yong Ka, the famous native song of Silla, still known up to the present. This song, composed by
Chuh Yong, was written in the Sam Kuk Yu Sa\fn{One of the most famous books about the three kingdoms of Silla, Koguryo,
and Paikje.} at that time, and has been handed down for more than a thousand years. And Chuh Yong who was
thought to be the composer of this song was the son of the dragon king of the East Sea.\fn{ Another name for the Sea of
Japan.}
About one thousand and eighty years ago, in the fifth year of King Hun Kang, the 49 th king of Silla, the people
had so great a harvest all over the country and there was such an abundance of crops of every kind of grain that
everybody enjoyed the blessing of peaceful years.
One day, King Hun Kang was on his way home from the place which is called Wool San Man\fn{ Man: “a bay.”}
nowadays to see the ocean with his subjects. At the very moment when the king and his subjects were turning the
corner of Mt. Young Chui with the waving East Sea on the right side, strangely enough, they couldn’t discern their
way because of a sudden thick fog. King Hun Kang became so unpleasant that he called an il kwan\fn{The title of a
government official who predicted the weather. } who forecasts the weather in a hurry.
“Now, listen to me, il kwan! Why has the weather become suddenly dark and foggy, while it was so bright just
a moment ago?”
“Well, Sir. It must be the creation of the dragon king of the East Sea.”
“What? The creation of the dragon king? Do you say that I have done anything bad enough to make the dragon
king feel unpleasant?”
The king was so surprised with the il kwan’s answer that he asked in a hurry. Il kwan looked into the fog for a
while and opened his mouth slowly.
“No, it’s not because you made him unhappy, but the dragon king feels sorry because you were going to leave
here without giving him any token after your hard trip to this place.”
“Oh! Is that so? Then what would be the best thing to commemorate my visit here?”
When King Hun Kang asked him like this, the il kwan replied to him without hesitation to build a temple to
worship Buddha at the east foot of Mt. Young Chui.
“To build a temple? That’s a good idea! Then build a temple immediately at the east foot of Mt. Young Chui
and call it Mang Hae Sa which means a temple to view the ocean!”
“Yes, my lord!”
As soon as King Hun Kang commanded this, the thick fog lifted and the weather became bright mysteriously.
So King Hun Kang was so glad that he had given the order to his subjects.
“Listen, subjects! Now, the foggy cloud has disappeared. So from now on, call this place Kae Woon Po which
means cloud-lifted port!”
“Yea, my lord!”
So, thereafter, the place was called Kae Woon Po and after a while, on the very day when the temple Mang
Hae Sa was built at the east side of Mt. Young Chui, King Hun Kang visited the same beach again. But, this time,
very strangely, they could hear the quiet sound of music from somewhere as if it were welcoming the king’s visit
there. King Hun Kang also thought the event to be mysterious, so he asked the cause, but [the] il kwan didn’t give
an answer soon but was only smiling.
“What is this music? Tell me quickly!”
“Yes, sir! I guess this sound is from the palace of the dragon king in the East Sea.”
While the il kwan was saying like this to the king, suddenly the earth and the sky shook and the East Sea was
utterly upset, and then a large water pole swelled up to the sky. King Hun Kang was at a loss, and turned pale with
horror. But the il kwan was still smiling without any agitation.
“My lord! It is a good omen. So don’t be depressed!”
“What? Do you say this mishap is a good omen?”
“Yes, sir! It certainly is a good omen. There, look at that rock, my lord!” When the king looked over there, he
found a rock floating on the blue sea with many people sitting on it.
“Oh! Who are they?”
“Well, sir. I guess that the man would be the very dragon king.”
“What? The dragon king?”
While King Hun Kang was again very surprised and confused, the dragon king came to Hun Kang with his
seven children and knelt before the king.
“The dragon king of the East Sea is inquiring after you, the king of Silla.” With the dragon king’s courteous
greeting, King Hun Kang felt at easel and looked down upon the dragon king.
“Oh! Are you the dragon king of the East Sea?”
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“Yes, sir! I am the very dragon king and these seven children are mine.”
“Oh! Are they? By the way, why did you come here before me?”
“Well, Sir. For a long time, we deeply regretted because the charity of Buddha didn’t reach into our dragon
palace. Then, you, the king of Silla built Mang Hae Sa for us. So I really thank you very much, sir.”
And the dragon king again knelt and saluted politely. Therefore King Hun Kang became very pleasant, and so
he laughed loudly and asked.
“Is the grace of Buddha so great?”
“Of course, Sir. Now I am anxious if you would refuse my request which I present to you as recompense for
your great favor.”
“Tell me soon what it is! I’ll be willing to accept your wishes.”
The dragon king of the East Sea bowed several times as if he thanked the king and then he called one of his
seven children and let him stand up before the king. The dragon king opened his mouth and said,
“He is called Chuh Yong.”
“Chuh Yong?”
“Yes, Sir. I’ll send Chuh Yong to Suhrabul and let him take care of the political affairs of the king of Silla, so
don’t refuse my wishes, please.”
“You said Chuh Yong?”
King Hun Kang again muttered the child’s name to himself and looked into his face carefully. The beautiful
features, and the bright face … yes, he was a clever child every way.
“If you want this so sincerely, I’ll take him to Suhrabul personally and take care of him as my child.”
At Hun Kang’s reply, the dragon king was very pleased, so he returned into the water leaving Chuh Yong alone
with the king. Seeing the dragon king and his children disappear like the wind, King Hun Kang returned to
Suhrabul taking Chuh Yong.
Chuh Yong, who was to live at a palace in Suhrabul since that day, grew to be handsome day by day, and his
brain also was so clever that he won King Hun Kang’s love. He practiced military arts during the day, and at night
he devoted himself to studies. He was not only gifted but also clever, so he could understand almost ten things
when he learned only one thing. Moreover his mind was as broad as an ocean. So the older he grew, the more he
showed manly characteristics.
Since time passed too soon and Chuh Yong, the son of the dragon king of the East Sea became one of the
greatest scholars in Silla. So finally, the day had come for King Hun Kang to call Chuh Yong to consult about his
marriage.
“The maiden that I am telling you about is known to be the most beautiful maiden in Suhrabul. What’s your
opinion?”
“I’ll do anything you want. But I am afraid that such a beautiful girl would be too much for me.”
“Oh, well. But you’re my lovely son. So how can you not deserve the most beautiful woman? Now, you’d
better get ready for your marriage soon.”
“Yes, my lord!”
King Hun Kang was very happy to see Chuh Yong, who had grown up to be such a great man. It was by
accident that he had visited the sea, and built the temple. And now it couldn’t be a common event to get such a
fine son on account of such casual incidents.
After a while, a wonderful and magnificent banquet was held in excitement which swept the country. And
Chuh Yong was to have the most beautiful maiden, Kang, as his wife. She was tall and had black hair and a bright
visage. And besides, her high nose and bright eyes. Anyway, Kang’s features were really too beautiful and elegant
to speak about. Everybody talked in whispers that she was so beautiful that anybody would be fascinated by her
when they just glanced at her and even a witch would desire to possess her. Since Chuh Yong had married such a
pretty woman, he was very satisfied and he spent the days as if he were in a dream. And being so sentimental, he
used to play on a bamboo flute and walked alone in the garden of the palace. Indeed he spent the days very
happily.
Then, on a bright moonlight night, Chuh Yong was playing on the bamboo flute quietly with the window open.
The sound of the flute vanished into the moonlight, and he couldn’t go to sleep although it was nearly three
kyung.\fn{In Old Korea, the night was divided into five kyung; three kyung would have been between 11:00PM and 1:00AM. } So
Chuh Yong let his wife go to bed earlier, and he alone went down to the garden. The garden of the palace was
very quiet in the brilliant moonlight. Chuh Yong walked around the garden silently in meditation, and after a
while, he went to his bedroom.
He opened the door of the bedroom carefully trying not to waken his wife at the noise. But, oh! What a
surprise! Chuh Yong stopped suddenly with the door opened. His loving wife was sleeping embracing someone.
250

There were four legs sticking out of the quilt. The two legs were certainly his wife’s and the other two were surely
a stranger’s.
Chuh Yong was looking down at the four legs standing there for a while. Then he started to sing a surprisingly
charming song.
On a bright moonlit night
Till late I strolled around
And came back to my bedroom,
Four legs there I found:
Two of them were my wife’s,
But whose were the others?
Before, they had belonged to me,
But what can I do now they have been taken away!

The fine singing voice astonished the stranger and his wife. His wife started to weep loudly covering her face
with her hands. The stranger was at a loss and ran away to the corner of the room trembling with fear.
Strangely, the stranger’s appearance wasn’t far different from Chuh Yong’s. No! It was not only not far
different, but rather just the same as Chuh Yong’s. Therefore, the wife of Chuh Yong had shared the same bed
together because she mistook him to be her husband.
Chuh Yong at last laughed loudly. But still it couldn’t be a common event. The strange man knelt before Chuh
Yong with all of his body trembling.
“Master, Chuh Yong! I committed a deadly sin.”
“Ha, Ha! Well, what on earth are you that went to another man’s bed with his appearance?”
“Well, sir I am the plague god of smallpox originally. I was so covetous for your wife’s appearance that I
finally committed this sin.”
“Ha! Ha! The plague god! Ha! Ha!”
“I am really impressed by your noble nature and generous mind; when you saw the fact, you pretended not to
see and rather sang a song, while it’s natural you couldn’t be satisfied even if you’d kill me.”
“Ha! Hal Do you say you are impressed?”
“Yes, sir. From this time, I swear, I’ll never turn up anywhere you are, or even where your picture is hung.”
As soon as the plague god finished talking, he disappeared mysteriously.
*
Since this event happened, everybody used to hang Chuh Yong’s picture on their gates to prevent the plague
god of smallpox from coming in. And later, Chuh Yong’s dance and Chuh Yong’s play were made and this custom
has been handed down to these days. And the very song that Chuh Yong had sung before the plague god who slept
with his wife remains in the Sam Kuk Yu Sa as a Hyang Ka of Silla.
Now the rock on which the dragon king of the East Sea appeared from the water and delivered Chuh Yong to
King Hun Kang is in On San Myun of Wool Chu Koon in Kyung Sang Nam Province. If you look to the east side
of Pang Do Ri Beach, you could see Tong Back Island which has been very famous for it’s fine scenery from old
days.
And there is another island which is not farther than ten li\fn{C.400 meters.} and is washed by the waves. This
rocky island is the very Chuh Yong Island.
144.138 The Dae Woong Bo Sanctum In The Naeso Temple: A Folktale\fn{by Kim Kyung Pae (c.1950?Korea (F) 3
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“Monk, it seems that the carpenter isn’t coming today, either.”
“I guess so. He doesn’t seem to come.”
“Can’t you have the Dae Woong Bo sanctum built?”
“I’m afraid I can’t till I have departed from this life.”
“Well, Monk. You can, if only you have a carpenter, can’t you? I’ll go out tomorrow and get a carpenter. You’d
better go in now.”
“All right.”
The old priest rose up from his seat without hurrying. In the twilight the waves far out on the Yellow Sea
glittered across the Man Kyung Plain. The old priest stood still for a while, seeing the Pyun San Peninsula
reaching out toward the Yellow Sea. The old priest’s face was reddened by the setting sun. The old priest entered
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into the by-path in a pine grove dragging his cane. The young attendant followed him. The old priest came to a
sudden stop. Standing under an old twisted pine tree which rose high above, he looked up at it.
“Do you think that a man can grow as high as this tree, Sun Woo?”
“Monk, a man and a tree can not be of .the same height, can they?”
"”That’s right. That conclusion is derived from discrimination. I’m waiting now. I expect the carpenter will
come by himself. Nor all carpenters can build the Dae Woong Bo sanctum by trimming a tree like that. You don’t
have to leave this temple tomorrow. Only a carpenter of constancy and noble-spirit like that tree can build the Dae
Woong Bo sanctum.”
The old priest moved to walk away.
“Well, Monk. You’ve already been waiting for him out here for one year, but the carpenter hasn’t come. When
are you going to have the Dae Woong Bo sanctum built? Does it make any difference if a carpenter is a little short
of skill? I’ll go out and get a carpenter.”
“Hold your tongue. I said I was waiting for a carpenter to come by himself.”
“Monk, I think you can wait for him in the temple. You do not have to come out of the temple to this place
every day, I suppose.”
“Dear me, what a silly boy! It is the carpenter whom I’m waiting for. I am not here for nothing. I’m guarding
the Cave of the White Tiger.”
As soon as the old priest stopped speaking, the valleys echoed the roar of a big tiger. In a twinkling a huge old
tiger drew himself up to full height before the old priest. The horrible brightness of its eyes was blazing in the
glow of the sunset. In a moment an oppressive silence settled over all.
The old priest was about to pass the tiger swinging his cane as if nothing had happened. The tiger growled at
the old priest holding up its paws. The echoes of its roar resounded back among the hills.
“You must not. I can not allow you till I have the Dae Woong Bo sanctum built!”
Then the old Driest turned round to look at Sun Woo, passing the tiger.
“Hurry up, Sun Woo. How come you are standing there?”
But Sun Woo could not move. He was beside himself, shaking with fear. It seemed he would sink down to the
ground if he tried to move a step. The tiger was still staring at Sun Woo with his eyes shining brightly. The old
priest, going away, uttered one more word.
“You must not! I can not allow you till I have the Dae Woong Bo sanctum built!”
The old priest hit the pine tree beside him with his cane. It sounded loudly. The tiger disappeared like an arrow
leaving a loud roar.
All of Sun Woo’s body was drenched with perspiration. Then really out of his wits he called out to the priest
who was running hurriedly.\fn{This, of course, is incorrect English, from the following context. (H)}
“Monk! Monk! Let me go with you, please. Sir, have mercy on me!”
But the old priest kept on walking as if he thought that was none of his business. Sun Woo couldn’t remember
how he came back to the temple. He was still trembling with fear.
No sooner was the evening worship of Buddha over than it got dark. The mountain looked more lonely and
chilly because of the sigh of the boughs of the pine trees. The old priest was sitting on the foot stone of a pillar of
the Dae Woong Bo sanctum which had been burned down. The old priest, sitting motionlessly looked down the
mountain. After a while the moon came up over the mountain.
“Sun Woo! Sun Woo!” The old priest called Sun Woo who was still sitting down.
“Here, Sir.”
“Go out to the Ilzoo Gate and you;’ll see a person coming. All you have to do is to carry his package.”
“What? Sir.” Sun Woo could not answer quickly, gulping down his saliva.
“Why!”
“How can I go out to the Ilzoo Gate at this time of night?”
“Do you think there is any difference between the outside of the Ilzoo Gate and this place? Hurry up.”
“Well, Sir. How about sending—”
“No, I told no one but you to go out. I meant that you have to go there alone.”
“Well, I … will go.”
Sun Woo gave him an unwilling answer and walked towards the Ilzoo Gate. His heart throbbed again for the
fear which had been upon him at the sight of the tiger. Sun Woo was seized with horror, and it seemed to take
several hours for Sun Woo to move a step. When Sun Woo managed to arrive at the Ilzoo Gate, his heart sank
down. A long animal was lying with its back against the pillar.
Sun Woo tried to restrain the beat of his heart with bated breath. The beats of his heart banged strongly in his
eardrums. He was afraid the sound of his heart could be heard by that one. Sun Woo could move neither forward
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nor backward and stood there for a considerable time. After calming himself down, he found that it was a stranger.
After a while the wanderer who had been leaning against the Ilzoo Gate woke. Then Sun Woo resumed his
spirits. He rushed to him.
“Very glad to meet you. The monk told me to receive you.”
But the traveler was walking with a knapsack on his shoulder without a word. Sun Woo crossed the traveler’s
path and said,
“Sir, please give me your knapsack. The monk told me to carry your sack.”
The traveler looked down at Sun Woo silently and gave him his knapsack still in silence. The knapsack, not so
heavy at the beginning, became heavier little by little and at last it was so heavy that he could hardly carry it. Sun
Woo spoke to the traveler out of breath.
“Where do you come from, Sir? With what is your knapsack filled? It’s so heavy. Do you know my old monk
well? People say the old monk is a spiritually enlightened Buddhist, don’t they?”
But the traveler gave no response at all. Sun Woo was struck dumb. Sun Woo almost failed to come back to his
temple, groaning with the knapsack on his shoulder. The old priest was waiting for them. The traveler followed
him in silence.
From the day right after his arrival, the traveler looked for the trees to build the Dae Woong Bo sanctum. He
went up and down the hill with alacrity and cut the big trees and carried them down. The strange carpenter,
running through the trees, was like a prominent animal which was rambling about in the mountain.
Then he began to cut the wood. He sawed the timber into pillars and wooden beams for frames. He cut it all
into pillars and beams. In the next place he started to cut the timber into blocks about the size of a wooden pillow.
The carpenter kept on cutting the blocks silently for several months. The carpenter never quit his seat. He didn’t
seem to sleep. He paid no attention to any person approaching him. He only cut the wooden blocks silently.
Some monks were fond of talking about the old monk. The people occasionally discussed whether the
carpenter was insane, whenever looking at the old monk. But the old monk would only smile.
About five months passed since the carpenter had begun to cut the wooden blocks. People had almost forgotten
the affair of the sanctuary’s construction.
For the first time the carpenter took a plane instead of a saw. The carpenter began to smooth the wooden blocks
with the plane as usual.
Now almost one year was spent in smoothing the wooden blocks. Two years had passed by and the third year
was coming. The carpenter only smoothed the wooden blocks persistently in perfect order as if he had sunk into a
state of self-forgetfulness.
It was one day in the meantime. Sun Woo said to the carpenter scornfully,
“You, carpenter! When on earth are you going to build the sanctuary, always smoothing the wooden blocks like
this? In three days it’ll be just three years. Do you have a good reason for doing that?”
But still the carpenter smoothed the wooden blocks silently. Sun Woo got a bit angry. He hid a wooden block
in an attempt to play a trick on the carpenter who paid no attention to his saying.
Three days went by and it was just three years since the carpenter had begun to smooth the wooden blocks.
The wooden blocks were piled up in a heap. The carpenter got up putting the plane aside and began to count the
number of the wooden blocks. The crystal tears streamed down on his face when the carpenter finished counting
all the innumerable wooden blocks. The embarrassed carpenter collapsed down on the ground and kept on sitting
there for a long time beside himself. He wore a troubled look instead of the pious and joyous look he had worn
while working. The carpenter’s face lost its pinkish color and all at once became like that of an eighty-year-old
man.
The carpenter got up helplessly and began to pack his tools. He went to the old priest.
“Monk, possibly I am not yet predestined to have this calling. It seems that I have lacked the necessary
perfection to build the sanctuary.”
The carpenter had broken his silence for the first time since be came to the temple three years ago. The eyes of
Sun Woo became as large as baseballs with surprise.
“Why? Is there any reason for it?” the Monk uttered in a low tone.
“I am short of a wooden block. It indicates that my limitation can not reach karma, doesn’t it? I’m sorry,
Monk. Now I must go.”
“Stay here to build the sanctuary, Please. The wooden block doesn’t tell your limitation.”
“Thank you, Monk. Then I’ll build it without one.”
Sun Woo, listening beside them, was quite surprised. It seemed very strange to him to build the sanctuary with
wooden blocks. Furthermore it was inconceivable that the carpenter knew a wooden block had been lost out of
such an innumerable pile of wooden blocks. But the carpenter had already set to his work.
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The blocks were erected and frames were set up. In a twinkling the innumerable wooden blocks were being
piled up. The carpenter was running about the blocks high in the air, piling them up. At last the sanctuary was
accomplished by putting the beams on. They had to paint the sanctuary when the sanctuary was built. A mural
painter was sent for. The old monk talked seriously to the people not to look in the sanctuary till all work would
be finished.
The painter never came out of the sanctuary for about two months. He never ate. The people were anxious. A
few people lingered about the sanctuary with the hope of seeing the picture which was being painted in the
sanctuary. But they couldn’t peep in the sanctuary, for the carpenter or the old monk was on guard in front of the
sanctuary.
Among them Sun Woo wanted eagerly to look in the sanctuary. Sun Woo went near to the sanctuary. He said to
the carpenter,
“Say, the Monk wants you.”
The carpenter glanced at him and left the front of the sanctuary. Sun Woo peeped into the sanctuary through a
chink of the door. How odd it was! There was no painter but a pair of small brilliant birds with a brush in their
bills painting on the wall with the feather soaked in dye-stuff. Sun Woo was so curious that he felt an urge to go
in.
Sun Woo opened the door cautiously and slipped into the sanctuary. At that very moment the terrible roar of a
tiger was heard somewhere like an echo and the birds which had been painting flew away through the door which
was ajar.
When Sun Woo surprised at the roar of the tiger opened his eyes sanely, there were many people gathered
around him. The old priest was chanting an incantation to the big tiger which lay dead in front of the sanctuary.
Hearing the old priest’s incantation faintly Sun Woo fell into a coma again.
The old priest finished the incantation as follows.
… Monk Dae Ho,\fn{Monk Great Tiger.} where are you, for there can not be both life and death? Are you in the meat of
what is lying here, or in the spiritual world with meat left behind in the empty space? When the karma is done, the
causal relation is gone. A man is to be made not to fall into the causality but to be free from it when his karma is
finished. Monk Dae Ho, where then am I able to see your face hereafter? Good, it is good. The Dae Woong Bo sanctum
which you built will cherish the karma forever.” …

The old priest woke Sun Woo up quietly and took him into his room. Then they stayed indoors.
*
That was in the fall in 1633. That is, it was in the reign of King In Jo of the Yi Dynasty. The Rev. Chung Min, a
member of the royal family, concealed his whereabouts not long after the Dae Woong Bo sanctum was built again.
Though the sanctum was built without that one wooden block, now the Dae Woong Bo sanctum stands with a
grand appearance at the foot of the Pyun San Peninsula displaying its magnificent appearance. This Dae Woong
Bo sanctum, a typical building in po style of the Yi Dynasty, is designated as a national treasure. And the mural
picture, which was not finished then, is losing its color day by day in an eternal mystery.
144.141 Bong Whang Dai And Yool Lim Jung: A Folktale\fn{by Kim Won Sim (c.1950?-
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On the way to Kyung Joo,\fn{ The capital of Silla.} on the right side of the road, there’s a round pavilion which is
called Bong Whang Dai.\fn{Phoenix pavilion.} It looks like a small artificial mountain which is shaped like the egg
of a Bong Whang. It was made by the people by the order of the last king of Silla, King Kyung Soon.
And in the middle of the vast lawn, at the south side of the imperial tomb of King Mee Chao,\fb{ The 13th King of
Silla.} there’s a well called Yool Lim Jung. The legends about these two places are very interesting to represent the
Pung Su Ji Ri.\fn{A theory of geomancy.}
It was a balmy spring day. The garden in the court was full of the singing of birds. Walking in the front garden,
Tae Jo of Koryo,\fn{The first Koryo king, Wang Gun. Koryo was an ancient Korean state (918-1392AD) and was replaced by the
dynasty which ruled until the ultimate abolition of the monarchy by the Japanese in 1910. } was deep in contemplation.
“Two nations can not be maintained in one territory. Peaceful unification of three countries should be brought
about by conciliation rather than by force, since Silla is already on the decline. I have no clever tactics, however.”
Close at hand at Silla’s decline, Wang Gun, Tae Jo of Koryo, discussed day and night with civil and military
officials about how to unite the three countries. But he could not find any clever scheme. Even after the
conference with his officials, Wang Gun, strolling in the garden alone, was absorbed in the problem of unifying
the three countries. Thus, day after day he became paler and sometimes he even forgot to eat and sleep. He
stopped strolling to enjoy the birds singing. Feeling someone approaching, he turned his face.
254

“Why, My Lady! When did you come out here?”
There the queen stood with her head drooped.
“Your Majesty, please take care of your health. I’m afraid you seldom come to bed at night.”
“Oh, don’t worry so much.”
“But, at night I, the queen, am only a woman, too.” Wiping her tears with her sleeve, she sighed deeply.
“I was too tired to go to you at night. Don’t regard me as a heartless husband, Darling.” Wang Gun patted the
sobbing queen on the shoulder and took her by the hand.
“My Lady, I shall probably be too busy to care for other things until I unite the three countries.”
“Why do you think only of other things and neglect me without sharing yourself.”
“Until the unification is accomplished, I can’t take care of myself. Only after the task is done, can.1 talk about
our past memories with you. And then we can have a good time together all day long.”
“Only after uniting Silla,” the queen murmured over and over again.
“What are you thinking about, My Lady?”
“I have a good idea.”
“What’s the good idea?”
After a little hesitation she suggested to him that he send for some famous il kwans and ji kwans\fn{Geomancers.} who know about Pung Su Ji Ri in detail, and let them find Silla’s weakness.
Taking her by the hand, Tae Jo was thinking deeply.
“Well, Pung Su Ji Ri. Let me see, oh, that’s a wonderful idea.”
The queen was rather bewildered for he was so happy.
“Yes?”
“You have helped me greatly. As I’ve known for a long time, the topography of Suhrabul, the capital of Silla, is
like the shape of a ship running forth. To destroy Silla, we ought to sink the ship.”
Strolling in the blooming graden, the king conversed with her merrily. As if they knew the king’s joy the sun
was shining more brightly and the birds were singing merrily.
“How can you sink the ship?” He looked at her silently and said,
“We can find the way to do this by asking the brightest il kwan and ji kwan in Koryo as you told me.”
The queen had thought only that it might be possible to invade Sillla after the officials had studied the
topography of Silla sufficiently. Now she couldn’t understand the king’s scheme, however.
“If I achieve the unification of the three countries, some of. the praise shall be yours.”
“Thank you, Your Majesty, but I’ll not receive the prize, only I—“ He opened his eyes wide and asked,
“Only?”
“I have nothing to hope for if you only won't forget that I’m always waiting for you in the inner-room with all
my heart.”
Still Tae Jo and the queen walked hand in hand tightly.
“Hah-hah-ha. I see. After our project is done, I’ll rest in the inner-room and take your mind as much as you
please.”
“I’m too grateful, Your Majesty.”
“Hah-ah.”
The king gathered all the ji kwans and loyal men and discussed his plan with them. In respect to Silla, the king
began to recognize the geographical features of Silla is like a ship running forth and if they left it as it was,
someday Silla must be prosperous again. So the king ordered a ji kwan who was selected to leave for Silla with
the purpose of ruining Silla by sinking the ship.
The ji kwan who went to Silla spread a rumor that they should make a Bong Whang Dai in order to reconstruct
the country. At last, the king in the palace heard that rumor. King Kyung Soon heard about the well-known ji
kwan and ordered that he be brought to him. In this way, his stratagem succeeded and he stood before King Kyung
Soon.
“I’ve heard you are very distinguished in telling fortunes about geography. Tell me some good ideas in order to
reconstruct our country which is declining now.” It was not long until he, kneeling down before the king, opened
his mouth.
“I’m afraid to say. In my poor opinion if you wouldn’t do anything, whatever it might be, the fate of our
country will be.” As if he were very worried about the country, he spoke politely bending his head.
“Huh! As I expected, your love for our country is so tender. Now let me hear the result of your work.”
“Since the capital of Silla has a figure of a flying Bong Whang, if the Bong Whang should fly off, the country
would be in serious danger.”
But no one noticed him trembling a little or the sweat running down his back.
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“Huh-huh. Right! It sounds good. Now tell me.”
He told his idea to the king. To keep the Bong Whang from flying off, we should make some small mountainlike eggs of the Bong Whang here and there in Suhrabul and prepare some pure water for the bird to drink. And
then the Bong Whang could breed its eggs and always stay here drinking the water. Consequently our country
would stand again. Silla will be in peace year after year.”
Hearing the fate and the remedy, the king was so glad that he sprung to his feet.
“You are the very ji kwan of all ji kwans. Your love for our country is not a bit different from my most loyal
subject.”
“I’m so grateful, My Lord.” The king ordered him to come forth.
“Now, would you tell me how can I reward you?” Managing his trembling legs, he came forth to the king.
“I by no means wish to receive any reward for that. The only thing I hope is for you to command that small
mountains and wells be made for the Bong Whang.”
“I know, I know well.”
King Kyung Soon commanded the people immediately to gather and to make small mountains in the south
Kye Rim.\fn{A forest near Kyung Joo.} While making the small mountains like the eggs of the Bong Whang, they dug
deep wells for the fresh water. Every strong man in Suhrabul was called. The old men sighed deeply and said that
a war would break out.
“Mountains are made in the city.”
“Mountains?”
“Yes, they are making Bong Whang mountains to set the country in order.” So many young men gathered at
Suhrabul like clouds gathering and helped to make the mountains.
“Hah-hah-hah From now on, Silla will sing and enjoy peace for many thousands of years with our people.”
On the other hand, Wang Gun, Tae Jo of Koryo was dreaming of the great Koryo of tomorrow strolling in the
blooming courtyard with his queen. The scheme of [the] ji kwan was just fit to his purpose.
“Hah-hah, My Lady!”
“If so, is the king of Silla taking the figure of a ship sailing for the figure of a Bong Whang flying and making
the mountains?”
“Of course.”
To make the Bong Whang mountains upon the figure of a sailing ship is something like carrying a heavy
burden on the ship. And also digging the wells from which water comes out from underground will sink the ship
as if the holes were drilled beneath the ship. Silla is adding to her ruin time after time. Ignoring it, King Kyung
Soon who believes what the ji kwan from Koryo said, is mobilizing all the people to make mountains and to dig
the wells.
How pitiful the country is! Park Huk Gu Se, the founder of Silla, set up a country from a great egg, but now it
is so poor that the king is making mountains to breed eggs not to set the country in order, but to destroy it.
“It’ll not be long until he attains his dream of unifying three countries.”
“Hah-hah-hah. Hereafter all the people of one blood will live in peace under one state through three thousand
miles.”
In Silla many Bong Whang mountains were made here and there as well as in Kye Rim. With rock-smashing
noise several hundred carts were shaking all the city conveying the soil. The whole city seemed like they were
preparing a great banquet. The banquet was to force the people’s sweat, but it was by no means the same sweat as
those young and beautiful flowers of Wha Rang and Won Wha\fn{ A knighthood which was composed of the youth in Silla
for the country’s security and defence. } who were cultivating their wisdom and power. Though Suhrabul once showed
the prosperity with many thousands of tile-roofed houses, now ruined, its tide was running out.
At that time, King Kyung Soon could not sleep a wink. He couldn’t but believe the ji kwan’s words. It was
only Koryo Tae Jo and the ji kwan who knew the country’s fate which was dangerous like the ship laden with
mountainous burdens with holes in its body.
One night King Kyung Soon fell asleep with his princess after hearing the news from the officials that the
Bong Whang mountains were finished. He was really pleased and satisfied. After some time a noise was heard in
a dream or asleep:
“It’s the troops of Koryo, they are invading, invading.”
The people shouted. At last the ship of Silla sank from the holes in the bottom. The thousand-year history of
Silla had collapsed. It was just one thousand years old from the time when Park Huk Gu Se had set up the country.
While Silla was prosperous, their culture had no equal in its richness. Buddhism made the culture bloom and
flourish.
But this was all in vain because of one ji kwan’s stratagem. But now Wang Gun integrated the three divided
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countries and established Koryo to let the people of our blood peacefully live throughout three thousand miles.
*
Today we can find the “Egg of the Bong Whang.” A high and round hill in the right corner entering Kyung Joo
is the Bong Whang Dai, and Yoo Lim Jung, hollowed in a grass field south of King Mee Choo’s tomb is the well
of Sill a people dug at that time.
64.95 Days And Dreams\fn{by Kang Sok-kyong (1951-

)} Taegu, Taegu Province,

South Korea (F) 11

A spring scene of an ancient palace with forsythias in full bloom had replaced the mountain villa with smoke
coming from its stone chimney; and so winter was torn from the calendar on the wall in the corner. A week later, I
flunked my checkup. That happens a lot in this part of town, but I was really sore about it.
Sure, you can pick something up while you’re on the job, but who ever heard of a person failing her checkup
while she’s living with someone? I’d been living with Overton for two months, but that didn’t stop him from
playing around and making me eat my heart out. This time he’d picked it up from another woman and shuffled it
off on me.
It was bad enough having to be faithful to my new man. But an infection and a trip to the Monkey House? And
right at the beginning of spring? That was too much.
The first thing I did after leaving the health center was call the Fire Brigade and let Overton have it—told him
I was sick and tired of him playing around.
But Overton’s a sly one.
“Every man feels like playing around for a while,” he said. “You can understand, can’t you?”
I snorted. “You think men are the only ones who play around? Women are just the same. Wait until I make eyes
at another fellow while I’m living with you.”
Then I told him about the checkup, and he finally owned up. Maybe he’d had a checkup too. He told me in that
sulky tone of his that he’d get in touch with the woman he’d caught it from. He kept saying he was sorry, but I
figured I’d put the screws to him, so I said, “This is it!” and hung up.
The more I thought about it, the more steamed I got. In a month Overton would wind up his tour of duty and
head back to the States. He could have been faithful, figuring this would be the last time he’d live with a woman
in Korea, but it was the other way around. Let’s play with the girls to our heart’s content—that was his
philosophy. Hadn’t he acted like we were a heavenly match when we met two months ago? He lay there on the
bed, bouncing up and down in excitement, saying we’d met at the last minute through a whim of fate, and some
other bull.
On my way home from the health center I bought thirty sleeping pills and a bottle of soju. I tossed off twenty
of the downers with a glass of the liquor and passed out on the bed.
When I woke up I saw the sun shining through the window. It was the next afternoon. A transparent IV bottle
was hanging in the air and I had a needle in my arm. Overton’s blond hair brushed my eyelashes, and I grabbed
the needle and pulled it out.
Overton took my arm and started wailing:
“Honey, I was wrong. I won’t play around anymore. Go ahead and take it out on me, honey.”
I managed to keep from laughing. It was the first time I’d heard “honey” from him since we’d started living together. He looked pretty scared. But I figured that since I’d started in on him, I might as well go ahead and teach
him a lesson.
I closed my eyes and asked him for a drink of watcr. When he reached over with it, I lurched out of bed and
opened the nightstand drawer—still ten sleeping pills left. Overton stuck out his hand, but I stashed the pills under
my quilt.
“Don’t try to stop me. I’ll have to get high before I can go to the Monkey House.”
At ten that night I left for the Monkey Housc. The way I was feeling, I couldn’t walk there in broad daylight.
The pills made me feel like I was walking on air. I started humming to myself, like a soldier heading home on
leave. I turned down a big, quiet alley, passed some walls, and there it was. Its two stories—just like any other
public building, except for the lights showing on the second floor.
The small iron gate was locked. Not surprising—my watch said it was close to eleven. So I tossed my bag over
the wall. It rose like a heavenly body in the darkness, then disappeared. There was a lion’s head on the handle of
the gate. I got one foot up on it and was just able to grab the iron fence on top of the wall. Since I was still feeling
light on my feet, it wasn’t hard to climb over the wall and jump down.
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I had to wake up the custodian, and he was griping when he opened the front door. But that wasn’t the end of
the day’s commotion. I was assigned to the Chrysanthemum Room, and while the other girls were crowding
around me and giggling, we heard voices from the hall. One of the girls, Yong-ja, flung open the door and said:
“What the fuck is it this time?”
Mousie, the housemother, and two policemen were coming out of the Iris Room down the hall. The three of
them went into the Rose Room next door and made sure all the girls were there by calling off their names one by
one. Two of the Iris girls came out in the hall, and Yong-ja hollered again:
“What the fuck’s going on this late at night?”
“Someone escaped,” a girl answered. “One of the night guards saw someone climb over the wall and run
away.”
The policemen looked through all the rooms, but no one was missing. Finally they took a head count in the
Chrysanthemum Room; nothing unusual there either. Just imagine, someone escaping in the middle of the night!
We’d heard about a girl who went out through the window like Tarzan on a rope made out of ripped quilt casings;
she was a legend in her own time. Now there was a grate over every window.
The policemen checked their head counts, but they still weren’t ready to leave. I guess they didn’t want to give
up.
Mousie, who got her nickname because her face was pointy like a mouse, tilted her head in thought, then
pointed me out.
“This one climbed over the wall to get in—maybe she was the one the night guard saw. In the dark he might
have thought she was running away.”
“You came in over the wall?” one of the policemen asked me with a look of amazement.
As she escorted the policemen from the Chrysanthemum Room, Mousie added:
“You didn’t want to come here sober, so you popped some pills—that’s why you pulled that stunt.” Mousie had
all the answers. The girls started giggling again and one of them, Toma, yelled to Mousie’s back:
“Seems to me people like coming here. After all, someone climbed over the wall to get in.”
We often put on this kind of show when a girl comes in because of how awful she feels. But once she’s here
she usually finds something interesting to do. The day starts early. At home the girls can toss and turn in bed all
morning, but here everyone gets up at seven and cleans her room from top to bottom while the girls whose turn it
is are making breakfast. When we’re done cleaning we all flock downstairs. All we have with our rice and soup
are vegetables such as soybean sprouts—no meat—but we still have a pretty healthy appetite right from the
morning.
Except for mealtime, room cleaning and penicillin shots we’re mostly on our own. Sometimes we read old
magazines or watch TV, but mainly we pass the time playing flower cards and talking about this and that.
Naturally we get to know all about each other. When I was in the Chrysanthemum Room there was Yong-ja, who
started and ended every sentence with a swear word; and Toma, always ready to tell about her several “first”
loves. Then there was Ch’u-ja, who always went around with artificial eyelashes that looked like bristles, but
never washed her face. The youngest, Tina, was nicknamed Rattles because she couldn’t sit still for a minute. And
there was Sunny, who wanted to have her wedding in the mountains even though her luck was so wretched she
had to sell herself to the first man she ever had a crush on—thirty-year-old Sunny, her face already blue all over
from years of wearing lead-based makeup.
The oldest one in the room was Sun-ja, who was thirty-four. She looked gentle with her long face and the
corners of her eyes hanging down. There wasn’t anything special about her appearance, and she didn’t talk much,
so at first scarcely anyone looked twice at her. Sun-ja crocheted from morning till night. All she did was sit
against the wall like a shadow, her hands moving like a machine. The other girls seemed used to this. When they
played cards or talked, nobody tried to include her. And so the lace streamed into Sun-ja’s lap like a bubbly little
waterfall all day long.
The first day, I didn’t give her crocheting a second thought. But the next morning she started in as soon as she
got back from breakfast. That’s when I started to get curious. I lit a cigarette and sneaked up beside her and just
stood there.
Sun-ja wasn’t even aware of me. She sat poker-faced, eyes down, just moving those hands of hers automatically. Her thick hair spilled down both sides of her face, almost blocking her vision. The coarse hair didn’t go well
with her gentle face. I tested her with a question, as if I were prodding a worm.
“What kind of fun do you get out of that? Just looking at you always crocheting makes my bones ache.”
Sun-ja didn’t respond right away. She had to finish the row she was working on before she could look up. Then
she gave me a brief smile that seemed to say she knew me.
“I don’t do it for fun. It’s like busywork, that’s all.”
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“Did someone ask you to do it?”
“No. Maybe I do it like some people count their prayer beads.” I kept standing there, and then out of nowhere
Sun-ja asked:
“How old are you?”
“Twenty-six.”
“That’s a good age. I had my second baby when I was twenty-six. If I’d known better, I wouldn’t have done it.
I wonder how those kids are doing now.” Her hands stopped for a moment, then began crocheting again. I asked
where she was going to use the lace. It looked like a tedious business, like trying to dig dirt with a spoon.
“It’s going to be a bedspread. I’ve knitted a lot of things—a table cover, curtains, cushion covers. I can use
them when I get married, you know.”
“You’re … going to get married?”
“Some day.”
I smirked. Sun-ja jerked her head up, like a fish jumping out of water.
“You’d better believe it,” she said, dead serious. “I’d marry a black guy—I’d marry his grandfather.”
Now aren’t people the most interesting thing in the world, I said to myself. I’ve always thought so. Ordinary
humans all have their own little quirk when you look at them up close. It can be given to them at birth or created
by their circumstances. And isn’t that quirk the thing that makes a person what she is?
Living around the army base I meet all kinds of people. I look at this as an education in life, and maybe that’s
why I’ve had more unique experiences than others. Thanks to this education, I have plenty of things to talk about.
And maybe because I know how to talk—after all, I spend my days wagging my tongue—I tend to be popular
when people get together. The Monkey House was no exception.
On my fourth day in the Monkey House, once again some interesting stories popped up in the Chrysanthemum
Room. When it comes to fun, there’s nothing like dirty stories, and this time it was Yong-ja who started in. She
had just taken her turn in a game of flower cards.
“Fuck! Look at you rake in the dough with those shriveled-up little hands,” she said to Ch’u-ja, who already
had two thousand-won bills in front of her. “I know a small pepper is supposed to be spicier, but give us a break.”
Ch’u-ja wiggled her little toes and grinned.
“This GI told me I’m small all over. I’m short, my hands are small, and so is my mouth. So I said to him:
‘That’s right, I’m small all over, but there’s one thing that’s big, and you’ll find it when you get in bed with me.’”
Toma played a red bush-clover card, which wasn’t worth any points, and screwed up her face.
“All that talk about big and small is making my asshole ache again. I was having diarrhea like a faucet, and the
day before I came here I picked up a GI who wanted some anal sex. Bad luck. It felt like a billy club. No wonder
my rear end got torn. I kept saying I’d have to see a doctor about it, so I got another ten dollars out of him.”
“I thought only homos did that sort of thing,” said Sunny. “I wonder whether it hurts them. Just thinking about
them makes me laugh. I’d say lesbians are better. They look better, too.”
“You think so?” I responded. “Well, I know a lesbian. She’s a real beauty. I can see where even a woman could
fall for her. But I have to admit it felt creepy when she touched me.”
"You mean you slept with her?" Toma asked. She put her cards down and looked up with a scowl.
“I even had a marriage proposal,” I said, nonchalantly playing a card.
“From a woman?” Now they all put down their cards. Yong-ja threw hers down and took a cigarette.
I’d met her the week before I came to the Monkey House. I began as if I were playing a card I’d been keeping
up my sleeve. Overton was working the graveyard shift, and for the first time in ages I was able to be a lazybones
during the evening. It was about eight, I guess, when someone knocked on the door. It was An’s old lady. An runs
the club where I work. Next to her was a beautiful young black woman. She had a slender, oval face and thin lips
that weren’t like other blacks’. After An’s old lady made sure Overton was working the night shift she told me
why they had come.
The black woman was a soldier who had come to Korea from Japan for some emergency training, and she
wanted to be introduced to a Korean woman. An’s old lady told me she seemed to be looking for someone
friendly who could show her around. Before I could say anything, the woman gave me a smile and introduced
herself as Barbara. I looked at her evenly spaced teeth, and since I wasn’t sure what to say, I simply told her it was
nice to meet her.
At first I didn’t know what Barbara was really like. She’d brought a bottle of cognac, and we drank and talked
till midnight. She asked me this and that. She wanted to hear about the difficulties I’d had in making a living, and
I got to talking about my past—about my high school days, when I ran away from home because my family was
poor and didn’t get along; about the tough life I’d had since then.
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Barbara seemed to care about what I was saying. I could tell by the way her expression changed, depending on
what I was talking about. After I finished she asked:
“Are you satisfied with your life now?” I just said:
“I know what I have to do, and I do it.”
“Barbara’s twenty-two,” I continued. “Even though she’s younger than me, we could communicate just fine
because we’re both women; we were tuned in to each other. I opened the wardrobe to hang up her coat, and we
started putting down the rotten men we’ve known. She could see Overton’s leather jacket and his two suits. But I
didn’t tell her I was living with a man—told her I’d grabbed them from GIs who slept here and didn’t give me
enough money. That does happen now and then, right? So she curled those thin lips like a German shepherd and
said, “Those stingy bastards!” like she was spitting. She didn’t have much sympathy for them. I got a kick out of
that, and I added my two cents worth.
“But when it comes to going to bed I get kind of particular, even though I’m basically a free and easy sort.
Except for business, I can’t sleep with people I don’t know, especially since I sleep in the nude. So I just sat there
for a while. But Barbara got undressed in no time. All she kept on was a slip, and it showed everything. Her body
looked smooth and slippery, like a seal’s. She asked me why I wasn’t undressing. That was my style, I told her; it
wasn’t anything to worry about.
“Maybe ten minutes after I lay down, I felt like I was sinking because of all I’d drunk. Fortunately, I’d almost
forgotten there was somebody next to me, I was that high. But then it felt like my quilt was being lifted. I
wondered whether I was imagining things, so I perked up a little and listened. Then I felt a soft touch on my
waist. She’s just trying to find out whether I’m asleep, I thought. But before I had a chance to do anything she
lifted my shirt real gently. It was a strange feeling, so I held my breath. She felt my waist and then went toward
my chest. Her hand was warm, but it gave me the shivers because it was smooth like a snake. So I whipped over
on my side.
“That wasn’t the end of it. It couldn't have been five minutes later when she started feeling me up again.
Normally I would have yelled at her and got up to turn the lights on. But I didn’t feel like budging because I was
drunk. So I pretended I was talking in my sleep and told her I wanted a good night’s rest.”
While I was taking out a cigarette, Ch’u-ja and Sunny spoke up one after the other:
“You probably felt strange because it was a woman’s hand, right?”
“Black women are sexy, aren’t they?”
“Maybe I’m prejudiced,” I said. “She’s beautiful, all right, but I’m sorry, she doesn’t turn me on at all.” Everybody giggled, and then Yong-ja said:
“Fuck! I’d rather be a lesbian than get pushed around by all these stupid bastards. Did she say how you two
were going to get married?” Everyone's eyes were shining with curiosity, so I continued.
“She came back the next night. I hadn’t slept well the night before, and as soon as she left that morning,
Overton came home, so I didn’t have any time to relax during the day. After dinner that evening I sent Overton off
to work, and then Barbara knocked again. Instead of coming in she suggested going to one of the clubs. I was
exhausted, but I said okay since I was still curious about her. We headed toward the black clubs. A couple of years
ago when I was going out with blacks, that was my territory. So it was no problem showing her around.
“We went to the Blackjack Club and had ourselves another night of drinking. Barbara wanted to do some slow
dancing, and you know, when two women hold hands and dance slow, everyone starts looking their way. I’m
pretty tough inside, and even I got embarrassed. But Barbara didn’t mind. In fact, she was downright bold the way
she glided over the floor with her arm around my waist. As soon as we sat down, this black man comes up to us
chewing on a cigarette filter. The way he walked was enough to make me sick. He started to put on the make: '
“‘Lonely, sister? How’d you like me to be your partner?’ Barbara made short work of him:
“‘Sister? Forget it!’ Barbara doesn’t like blacks. But then we don’t always like Koreans either.”
“Maybe that’s why she’s a lesbian," Toma interrupted breathlessly. “Besides, it’s hard for a black woman to
marry a white man.” Then Yong-ja chimed in:
“Fuck! She probably has a big ax to grind against men. You can take only so much from them. Like they say, a
woman’s spite can make the earth turn cold in June. We could do a lot worse than being lesbians. I think I can
understand her.”
“I can understand her feelings too,” said Sunny. “But how can a woman sleep with another woman? That’s
what I want to know.”
“I’ll get to that,” I said, gesturing to Sunny to be patient. “We left the club, and two black guys hanging around
the entrance started whistling at us. One of them yelled from behind, 'Hey, tall girl, show me how long your
tongue is!' I had no idea what he meant. When we got home, Barbara started off by giving me forty dollars-for the
time I'd spent with her. And then out of the blue she said, 'I like you. Why don't we get married?' I couldn't be260

lieve it. I thought she was a little weird. How could two women get married? And then without batting an eyelash
she said, ‘I can satisfy you more than a man can. I can’t explain it now, but I can make you crazy; you won’t even
need the likes of a man.’ That’s when I remembered what the black guy had yelled at her. Then she said something
even more interesting. If I agreed to marry her, I’d first have to fmd a GI here—a man I could marry officially.
She said she’d stake me to a thousand dollars as long as I divorced the guy when I got to America. She told me to
look for a white man, since whites are more likely to fall for something like that. Then she’d give me the money.
And that wasn’t all: she’d send me two hundred dollars a month to live on until I found someone.”
“Fuck,” Yong-ja broke in. “That’s just a big con game.”
“Now who would believe that,” Tina agreed with a sneer. “Really!” None of this fazed me. I smiled and said:
“Barbara expected there’d be some doubters, so she had an explanation ready: ‘The last thing I’d do is doublecross you. We’re both women, so believe me,’ she said.”
“Even if I went along with that, I still couldn’t live with her,” said Sunny. “Oh, sometimes we say we don’t like
men, or we hate them. Still, women are supposed to live with men.”
“But if two women see eye to eye, there’s no law that says they can’t live together,” said Toma. “So what if
they’re lesbians? People live the way they want to. And so what if we’re whores? Except for worrying about
money, it’s great living around the base. No husband to treat us rough, no kids to worry us, no one interfering with
us.”
“That’s right,” said Sunny.
All this talk about Barbara had led us to accept our own lives, and without such thoughts to make us feel good,
how could we live? We women were facing up to life with our bodies as our only asset. We may not have smelled
like roses, but we got to learn all about life and freedom in our own way. We were all on the same wavelength as
we sat around and smoked, and then Sun-ja surprised us all.
“So what happened between you and Barbara after that?” she asked, holding her crocheting and looking at me.
No doubt she had been listening all along.
“She’ll look for another woman. I don’t have any mind to marry a lesbian. But if there’s anyone who’s
seriously interested, tell me, because Barbara’s only going to be here for a couple of weeks.”
My experience with Barbara seemed strange even to these women, who had had all sorts of experiences. Even
I didn’t know what to make of it. But as far as I was concerned, it was something to talk about and nothing more.
You can never tell what will happen in the future, but I didn’t want to be a lesbian. I wanted to be a woman who
wanted a man—that was the natural thing to do. I had said that to Barbara too.
“I understand you,” I had told her, “but I can’t accept your offer.”
I never would have thought that Sun-ja would be the one to show an interest in Barbara. It was the day I went
home from the Monkey House. I put on my makeup a little early and left for the club around six. I wondered
whether Overton would drop by while I was out. Ae-ja from next door had told me that he’d come around the
night before. But I decided I didn’t want to stay home.
The club was deserted. I was sitting over a martini when someone behind me called my name. I turned and saw
two women several feet away. One of them was Su-jin, who also worked at the club.
“Somebody’s looking for you,” she said, motioning to the other woman.
In the dim light, the second woman’s white dress seemed to be floating in the air. An expressionless face came
toward me like a mask and stopped.
“Wow, I thought you were a ghost,” I said.
“I went to your place, but they said you’d left for the club. You’re here early,” said Sun-ja.
“Being locked up five days made me itchy, I guess. And seeing you leave yesterday didn’t help matters. I just
couldn’t wait any longer.” Before I knew it Sun-ja had taken a seat.
“What brings you here?” I finally asked.
“Well … I wanted to ask you something. How could I meet Barbara?”
I had no idea what her intentions were.
“How come you're looking for Barbara all of a sudden?”
“Introduce me to her, will you? Tell her you know a good woman who could be her friend.”
“What’s this all about?” I gave her a suspicious look.
“Help me out, will you?” Sun-ja’s voice was subdued, but her face was cold and determined.”
“How?”
“I have to get to America. You think I came to this god-forsaken area for my health? At my age? I’m not going
to live in this country anymore. I want to leave any way I can.”
“And so you’re going to marry Barbara?” I asked, shaking my head. “It’s not going to be that simple.”
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“It won’t be any easier marrying a GI. There’s lots of pretty girls around; who’s going to propose to someone
like me? I’ve heard talk about the GIs being pulled out of Korea, and if that happens there’s going to be even
more women around. I have to get going on this. Just introduce me to Barbara. I’ll take it from there.”
Before I knew it Sun-ja had grabbed my wrist. Her hand was warm but sticky. I tried to pull free. In a softer
voice I said:
“So you’ve got your heart set on being a lesbian?” She snorted.
“I’d be a monkey in a circus if I had to. It’d be better than living around here. I get more scared every day—it’s
like hell.”
I gave up trying to talk her out of it. Sun-ja was all hot and bothered, like someone possessed. I was amazed at
the blindness of her obsession, and I snatched my hand away.
“Even if I arrange for Barbara to meet you, I’m not going to be there. I’m not a pimp and it’s not going to do
you any good if I get involved. What’s Barbara going to think if I show up acting like a marriage broker?”
“Then just let me know where I can get in touch with her. I’ll do the rest myself and see what happens.” Sun-ja
was so insistent, 1 felt like banging my head against a wall. I sighed and said:
“Don’t be in such a hurry. I think An’s old lady could introduce you. She’s the one who brought Barbara over
to my place. I’ll tell her about you. She won’t have anything to lose, so I’m sure she’ll do it.”
“Then, let’s go. There aren’t any GIs here yet. For all I know, it might be too late already,” said Sun-ja.
And so we carried it out on the spot. Like they say, strike while the iron is hot. I felt ridiculous introducing
Sun-ja to An’s old lady, but then I couldn’t just turn my back on her. If Sun-ja had simply gone there without an
introduction and started pleading her case, An’s old lady probably wouldn’t have taken her seriously.
Anyway, An’s old lady went right along with my request, and it looked like things were going to work out. She
wasn’t surprised when I told her Barbara was a lesbian. Maybe she knew it from the beginning. When I told her
what Sun-ja wanted, she didn’t seem particularly surprised about that, either. Half joking, I said:
“It’s about time she got sick and tired of men.” After she had heard me out and looked Sun-ja over, she asked:
“So, all I have to do is introduce her to Barbara? And you’ll pay me a commission if it’s a good match?” Then
she chuckled. A couple of years ago she was some hayseeds’ wife who couldn’t even keep the family finances
straight; now she was a skilled madam.
Sun-ja’s appearance at the club had taken me by surprise, but by the time I got back there I’d forgotten about it.
I was working again for the first time in two months. I went to the ladies’ room and put on a fresh coat of lipstick.
I hadn’t worn makeup in a while, and I felt like my face was a rusty dish that had been polished into something
quite serviceable. Also, I’d been going around in jeans all the time, but now I had a dress on that was open down
the front. I looked like a different woman.
I found a table in the middle of the club, and before long a blond-haired GI with a lot of freckles approached
me—I felt like my cheeks were on fire. For a second I thought it was Overton, but except for his blond hair he
didn’t really resemble Overton at all. This fellow Freckles kept silent to the point of making me yawn. All he did
was keep time to the music with his hands and watch people dance. His face was kind of ugly but it had some
cuteness to it. Whenever I took out a cigarette he’d almost jump at me with a light and grin. He looked like he had
a screw loose. All I did was blow smoke and stare into space.
Suddenly I caught sight of another blond head, and my heart started jumping. I decided to improvise, so I held
my glass out and asked Freckles for more beer. He gave me another grin and poured until the head ran over the
side. I gave a cheer and sucked up the foam. He filled his glass and I clinked it with mine.
“Bravo!”
Then I tilted my head back and started posing coquettishly. At that moment the large hand of a strong man
snatched my left wrist. Freckles’ eyes opened wide in surprise. I glared at Overton and tried to shake free. He
stuck his face in front of Freckles, completely ignoring me.
“Hey, friend, you're blond like me. This lady likes blond-haired men. Her fiance is blond too. Unless you have
some objections, I’ll be off with my lady.”
“My lady!” I snorted as Overton hauled me away by the wrist.
And that’s how I started living with that exasperating playboy again. Actually, if it was just exasperation I felt,
I couldn’t have lived with him—even if he had hauled me away by the neck. But to tell the truth, I liked him. Although he did what he wanted, he was a cheerful type. And he was man enough to be able to grab me by the wrist
and get away with it. I’d light into him for being a playboy, but I can’t say I disliked that part of him. When I first
met him he was losing his head over a woman named Mi-na. Strangely, it captured my heart the way he sat in
front of the dance floor all by himself and watched her dance. He was like a little boy who had lost his senses. I
hung around and pestered him and finally brought him home—success! Mi-na was the best looker in the Hilltop
Club, and I wasn’t about to take a back seat to her.
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He kept saying, “I’m waiting for Mi-na,” so I teased him and asked if she was his old lady. I’d gotten on his
nerves needling him like this, but finally he burst into laughter and said:
“Then are you my old lady?”
Now that we were together again, Overton was much more affectionate. He came straight home after work,
and he kept us supplied with cookies and canned goods. And there were no more excuses about going out to meet
a buddy—he seemed to have given up skirt-chasing for the time being.
The days he worked the graveyard shift he'd remind me to call him at work. It was funny to see him fussing
like a little kid, so I did it. He always sounded happy, and I could hear him over the phone drumming on his desk
while he questioned me:
“No guys chased you home? No one picked a fight with you?”
It was seven days since we’d started living together again. I’d sent Overton off to work and was lying down
when Ae-ja called me from next door:
“Are you sleeping?” Before I could answer, the door opened and she stepped in.
“Did you hear about Mi-ra? She’s dead.”
I was puzzled.
“She used to come over and see Chin-hui once in a while. Had a smile that lit up her face, remember?”
“The tall one, right? She wore baggy clothes like a hippie—they looked good on her. She was cute. How come
she’s dead all of a sudden?”
“A Korean man killed her early yesterday morning. A pimp. He stuck a pair of coal tongs between her legs.
Korean guys are really vicious!”
Ae-ja frowned and I shut my eyes tight. We get suicides and murders around here now and then, so those kinds
of things tend to bounce off us. But this one was so brutal it made my heart ache. Mi-ra was someone I knew. I
kept quiet for a while, and then Ae-ja started talking—it was an effort.
“They’ll get the son of a bitch, and soon. He can run, but he won’t get very far. He takes tickets at the Taeyong movie theater. He’s been convicted twice—drug addiction and gang fighting. They’d known each other
about two years. Seems everyone around her tried to talk her out of it. But when it comes to a relationship with a
man, that doesn’t work. All the girls know what pimps are like, but they can’t get away from them.”
“She must have been lonely. You can’t communicate very well with GIs.”
Ae-ja glanced at me as if I’d said something strange. Damn it! I said to myself. Don’t I feel lonely? Sure I do
—I just don’t advertise it. Ae-ja would unravel her tale of woe about as often as she ate, and now once again she
spelled out her version of the truth.
“Who can understand our loneliness? Fuck! All people think about is how to use us. Hasty has this classmate, a
girls’ middle school teacher, who’s always coming over to see her. She always asks Hasty to get her something
made in America. If I were Hasty, I’d grab that bitch by the hair and kick her out. And I’ve heard that some of the
girls are squeezed for money by their own families. If their families can’t pity them, how can they take money the
girls make by having their crotches ripped open and then use it for someone’s tuition? Family, friends or whatever
—they’re all a big headache.”
Three days later we heard the murderer had been caught. Chin-hili, who had been pretty close to Mi-ra and had
visited her house that day, told us the news. The man freely confessed his motive, saying that all Mi-ra gave him
was leftovers.
“She’d live it up with the GIs and then give him leftover sex. She gave him plenty of money and secondhand
clothes from the GIs, but they were leftovers too. All the bitch gave him was some damned foreigner’s leftovers.
That’s what he told the police,” Chin-hili said.
“The lousy son of a bitch,” said Ae-ja. “He’s nothing but a pimp who tried to drag down a defenseless woman.
Is he the only one who’s eaten leftovers? This whole country’s been living off other countries’ leftovers.”
“What he did was hateful, but the guy had his pride,” I said like a smartass. But actually the murderer’s
remarks hit home. Ae-ja was right. My mother told me that when I was a kid during the American military
occupation I used to suck on hard candy from the relief goods until my tongue turned red. So she made me spit
out any candy that colored the inside of my mouth. She’d get mad and say:
“Do those little sugary things fill you up?”
When I think about it now, it was our poverty that made her angry. When I was little, the five of us in our
family had to sleep under a single quilt, and we were always wrestling for a piece of it. And I grew up on leftovers
from relief goods. Cornbread was what we had at school, but even before I started school I used to eat it almost
every day. Since there was nothing to eat at home, I went to my sister’s school at lunchtime. Next to the
custodian’s room was the kitchen where the yellow cornbread was baked and piled as high as a house. The
custodian’s wife was a generous woman, and she used to let me snoop around in there and sample the bread.
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When it comes to English, I don’t feel inferior to anyone around the base. I’ve been good at it ever since
middle school. I didn’t have much interest in other subjects, but English would get me excited and I worked at it
without anyone forcing me. My English ability was the one thing I took pride in. Maybe it was a way of making
up for being poor. When I passed the church in our neighborhood, I would sometimes see American missionaries.
The white faces along with the Bibles in their hands seemed like peace itself. English was a symbol of peace and
wealth to me.
I left home after running into a middle school classmate who was working at one of the American army bases.
That was ten years ago, when I was an eleventh grader. Several months later I got money from a GI for the first
time, and suddenly I rememberd the cornbread I ate when I was young. I realized vaguely that I’d gone back to
where I started from, and I felt ashamed of myself.
By a strange coincidence, Chin-hui brought up the subject of Sun-ja the same day she told us about Mi-ra’s
murderer. Actually it’s not so strange, considering what a small world it is around the base. While we were talking
about Mi-ra and what a terrible shock her death was, Chin-hui mentioned the girls who had lived with Mi-ra.
“There were four of them,” she said, “and today one of them named Sun-ja moved out. I heard she cried like a
baby at Mi-ra’s cremation. She said she couldn’t stay there any more because she kept hearing laughter from Mira’s room. She looks kind of old. By the way,” she asked me, “do you happen to know her?”
“Which one?” There are more Sun-jas than you can shake a stick at, and besides, the Sun-ja I had met at the
Monkey House was disappearing into the farthest corner of my memory—that’s the indifferent part of me. So I
was more surprised than anybody when Chin-hui started talking about lesbians:
“This Sun-ja seems to be a lesbian. She looks like a nice person, but there’s something gloomy about her. Until
a few days ago there was a black woman who was in and out of Sun-ja’s room all the time. She came to Korea for
emergency training, and the two of them apparently hit it off and decided to make a go of it together. Don’t you
remember that black woman?”
“I’ll bet it’s Barbara!” I exclaimed in a low voice. Chin-hui and Ae-ja, living under the same roof with me,
knew about my experience with Barbara.
“I don’t think Sun-ja told her housemates much about Barbara,” Chin-hui went on. “She only shows off the
things she wants to. The day before Barbara left for Japan the two of them went to a department store in Seoul and
brought back a bunch of stuff. Having a woman’s point of view, Barbara picked out things Sun-ja really needed,
like a pair of tweezers. Sun-ja was amazed. Besides that, Barbara gave her a month’s living expenses—two
hundred dollars.” Chin-hui tilted her head to the side in thought.
“You know, I can’t figure out why Barbara took up with Sun-ja. I’m afraid you lost the pot of gold at the end of
the rainbow.” I knew it was a joke but I shook my head.
“I don’t believe in that. I can always catch the real McCoy.”
I can’t explain it, but from that moment, this business with Sun-ja started bothering me. When I talked with
An’s old lady I had made a point of telling her to go ahead and introduce Barbara to Sun-ja—but only if Sun-ja
really wanted it. And now to find that this crazy dream of hers had come true just like she wanted—it blew me
away. I had never expected it to work out so easily.
An’s old lady seemed to have figured out Sun-ja’s relationship with Barbara some time ago. When I asked if
she’d heard anything from Sun-ja she quickly replied:
“Didn’t you know she’s been coming to our club?”
“The Hilltop?” I didn’t show any more surprise after that. An’s old lady was wearing a gold ring I hadn’t seen
before, and I guessed they’d already left me out in the cold.
Two days later I saw Sun-ja at the Hilltop. A bunch of us were throwing a birthday party there for Harrison,
one of the gang in the Fire Brigade.
I left home before six. I’d set aside plenty of time to buy a gift for Harrison, but I found something at the first
place I went to, a folk art shop. I picked out a long Korean traditional pipe; it seemed like a good thing for him to
remember Korea by.
I was supposed to meet Overton at the club at seven. It would have been a pain in the neck to go back home, so
I went straight to the club even though I had some time to kill. It was a little after six, and none of the Gis had
showed up yet. Several of the girls were sitting around a table near the entrance. A husky voice came to me clearly
as I approached the table.
“You can say what you want, but Mi-ra’s more pitiful than us. She couldn’t give all her love to a Korean, or to
a GI either. A Korean man took her for all she was worth, and she ended up dead. And what a way to die—it’s too
cruel.”
“Fuck! As long as we’ve got to die, what difference does it make how we go?” said another girl.
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“But this isn’t just Mi-ra’s story. The Koreans don’t accept us, and neither do the Americans. Over and over we
sacrifice ourselves for dollars and we end up foreigners’ girls. Knocked around like fish on a cutting board. When
life’s as hard as this, dying young just isn’t fair,” said someone else.
Mi-ra was the topic of conversation wherever I went. And always she represented how bad women had it.
Sun-ja was sitting at the next table chain-smoking and watching the others. She was dressed in black, and her
tangled, wiry hair was held on each side by a white pin. It was a mourning outfit, but strangely enough it radiated
vitality. Again the husky voice sounded.
“The first thing we should do is wake up. Why should we sacrifice our money and hearts to these Korean
pricks? What good are they? GIs are cold as ice when they turn their backs on you, but they’ll propose if they like
you. Basically they care for women. Can you think of a Korean man who would propose to one of us?”
“The problem is that feeling doesn’t always go along with thinking straight,” said Chong-sun, one of the other
girls. “I get frustrated when I see girls kept by a pimp, but I can understand them. Let’s be honest: Is there anyone
of us who doesn’t want to get along with a Korean man? At least it’d be nice to have a man we could
communicate with as a friend. I wish I had a man I could see once a month—to take a trip and talk with. That’s
how I feel.”
While Chong-sun was talking in her unique way, unrefined but measured, everybody became quiet. Both the
girl with the husky voice and Chong-sun with her straight talk were right. I was just about to sit down when I saw
a man come through the door. I took a better look and saw he was Korean—a short, young fellow with ordinary
features. He scanned the interior, then went straight to a table in the middle of the club. Soon we were all staring
at him, but he remained composed even after glancing at us.
“He’s Korean, isn’t he?”
“He must be crazy. What’s he doing here?”
Koreans aren’t allowed in the clubs around the base. Since it was still early, perhaps the bouncer had stepped
out for a moment and not noticed him. The man gestured to one of the waitresses. She walked over to him with a
sassy look and took his order. A moment later she plunked down a bottle of beer on his table and left. The man
ignored our stares and filled his glass.
A girl with an acne-ridden face was the first to approach him. She was the one with the husky voice. The others
giggled. The girl stood in front of him, her hand on her hip.
“Hey, you, what do you think you’re doing here?”
The man looked up slack-jawed, blinked, tossed down his beer and refilled the glass. He didn’t seem to be
fazed. Chong-sun and another girl approached him. Chong-sun started making snide remarks:
“Look at you, so calm and collected. How about passing the glass and sharing instead of drinking by yourself,
Mister Stone Heart?”
“What’s a Korean man doing here?” said the other girl. “You don’t even think we’re human outside the club.”
Then I heard a high, shaky voice:
“There’s the door. Get out!”
I looked up. Before you could snap your fingers, Sun-ja had moved right in front of the man. With her hair and
her black clothing trailing behind her, she looked like a witch.
“Get out!” she shouted again, pointing to the door. The rest of the girls joined the crowd and took turns making
fun of the man, who sat there like a stone Buddha. Finally he emptied his bottle and got up, with Sun-ja still
standing over him. He gave her a stony look and walked toward the door. Laughter broke out behind him. The
man brushed past me and spit out two words in a low voice:
“Fucking bitches.”
It was his way of calling us whores.
When you think about it, the area around an American army base is like an island between Korea and the U.S.
An island is only an island—not part of the sea, not part of the mainland. And those of us on the island are only
whores for Westerners. Ignored by our motherland, we’re temporary sweethearts, nameless “honeys” for the GIs.
Since the GIs are stationed in Korea '”as a right, not a duty,” as the Americans would say, the island around a base
is not genuinely Korean. And when that political tidal wave they call troop withdrawal surges over us, the island
becomes a wasteland in a second. That’s what happened in Unch’on, the first island I landed on. The GIs were
pulled out of Camp Kaiser Number One and overnight Unch’on was ruined. “Out of Business” signs were everywhere and the clubs were nailed shut with two planks in the form of an X across the doors. Hundreds of girls were
scattered like dandelion spores. Since these islands have no roots, the girls living on them have no roots there
either. They know full well they can’t rely on the islands, and that’s why they have a pimp—or long for a one-way
ticket to the U.S. Mi-ra and Sun-ja were just extreme cases of this.
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Sun-ja had quite a past. Here was a woman who did day labor for other families from the time she was young,
only to grow up to be a housekeeper who was raped by her employer. It sounds like a common enough story, but
she was treated like an animal by the family. The man of the house slipped into her room whenever he was feeling
his oats. As a result, Sun-ja had two children by him while living under the same roof with his family. The man’s
wife put up with it all in order to keep Sun-ja tied to the family and working like a slave. Sun-ja washed their
college-age daughter’s clothing, even her underwear, and practically ran their rice mill by herself. Meanwhile, her
older child lost four fingers playing in the mill. Her rude, ignorant life was the reason Sun-ja had this wild dream
about going to America. She lost her love for her motherland, and the dream became an obsession.
Ultimately this thick-headed blindness carried her to her death. That night at the Hilltop Club was the last time
I saw Sun-ja. A week and a half later I heard she had fallen down the stairs from the second floor of the club and
died of brain damage. Her poor, ignorant parents were called to the scene and asked about surgery, but they
sneaked away without deciding what to do. An, the owner of the club, contributed some money for her medical
expenses, and then washed his hands of the affair. According to the doctor, she would have been a vegetable if she
had lived. In this meaningless way, she left the world of the living for the eternal America of her dreams.
The circumstances of Sun-ja’s life came to light the day after she died. The girls who lived with her thought
she was just another divorcee. They hadn’t been aware of the inhuman treatment she had suffered. Having finally
found out, they could only nod their heads in wonder.
Her housemates knew only two sides of her: the way she sat and crocheted all day without budging, and the
way she looked when she was drunk. When she drank, as one of the girls at the club put it, she drank until it came
out her ears. Then she went around the tables badgering the GIs to buy her another drink.
“She didn’t attract GIs,” the girl continued. “She drove them away.”
Maybe she was having that kind of a night when she fell down the stairs.
As the news spread about Sun-ja’s death, the GIs stopped coming to the club. This was the only real effect of
her death that I could see. I went to her cremation and with my own hands sent her ashes floating down the river.
Before they could call to mind her face, the ashes had slipped between my fingers and disappeared without a
trace. The same day, a letter for Sun-ja arrived from Japan:
“I love you and your agony. I hope I can be your savior. Think of our meeting as a blessing and please plan for
our future.”
Enclosed was a photo of Barbara showing her evenly spaced teeth in a smile. She looked as beautiful as a
black pearl. I couldn’t believe Sun-ja had tried so frantically to get this miraculous pearl that seemed sent by the
gods. But then she had believed in that dream of hers, and perhaps she had been happy during her brief time with
Barbara.
Everything returned to normal. An’s old lady kept saying what lousy luck it was, but she continued to wear the
gold ring. The club recovered. Everybody forgets as time wears on.
Sun-ja’s landlord could breathe easy. He said her death had prevented a disaster by drawing Mi-ra’s spirit away
from his house. He claimed that if she and Mi-ra had both died there, the place would have been haunted.
A “Room for Rent” notice was posted on the gate of the house Sun-ja had moved to so recently. Spring became
balmy and from one day to the next, dark pink blossoms spread like a watercolor over the wall of the house.
It wasn’t long before Overton would return to his homeland. On Friday, four days before his departure, he
came home from the base and asked me for a camera I’d been keeping for him. He said he was going out to take
some photos with a buddy.
I gave him a hard look and told him I’d left it at a friend’s. It was a lie, of course. I didn’t plan to lie, but then I
didn’t feel like handing over the camera without a fight. Overton shook his head.
“Come on now, don’t act like that. I promised this guy.”
“The only people who go around with a camera at night are the ones who take nude pictures. Is that what
you’re up to.”
“What the hell’s the matter with you?” said Overton.
“You should have told me before. It’s Friday night—my friend went out somewhere.”
“Bullshit!” Suddenly his face was all twisted. I was sitting nonchalantly on the edge of the bed, about to pour
myself another glass of peach champagne. He came toward me with big strides. His mouth was clamped shut and
his eyes were hard slits. I scowled at him and moved near the head of the bed. He stuck his hand out.
“I’ll ask you again. Give me the camera.”
“I told you, I don’t have it. It’s in the pawnshop. Give me some money if you want it back.”
He lunged toward me, and instinctively I threw the champagne bottle at him. He dodged it and the bottle flew
into the mirror on the dresser. There was a sharp crash, and I could see glass splinters glittering behind him.
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He was on top of me before I could escape-one hand holding me down by my hair, which was spread out on
the bed, the other hand on my neck. Since I couldn’t move my head, I tried to squirm free with my legs, but then
he squeezed them between his knees and I was trapped. I felt like I was being tied up.
“Son of a bitch!” I shouted.
He started choking me. I saw stars, and then I couldn’t breathe and my insides felt like they were about to
explode. My body started shaking, and his hands finally loosened a bit. I yanked my head to the side and bit his
arm. He howled and rolled off me. I sprang up, climbed over him, and jumped down from the bed. The silver bits
of the mirror seemed to be flowing in front of me. I was about to kick open the door when a piece of the bottle
flew by me, grazing my leg and shattering a couple of steps ahead. I skipped across the mess and got away.
As I ran toward the neighborhood police station I felt something missing near one of my knees. I stopped for a
moment and looked down. The right knee of my jeans was ripped; I had nearly been cut.
The first thing I did in the police station was look in the mirror. My neck was already discolored. It looked as if
black petals had been printed on it. I showed the marks to an MP.
“Look at this. One of your damn men tried to choke me. I want to press charges.”
The MP studied my neck and gave me a knowing smile.
“If he used a deadly weapon against you, you could demand compensation. But marks like that’ll be gone in
no time. No way you’ll be able to collect.”
“Can’t you put him in jail?”
“If you press charges, he’ll be deported.” The MP just kept on smiling, so I gave up and left. I went straight to
Chong-sun’s, and ran into Overton in front of her gate. Whenever I had a fight with him, I’d run over to her place
and hide out. He knew that, and there he was waiting for me. I started shouting as soon as I saw him.
“I pressed charges. You’re going behind bars. We’ll see how you like rotting away in jail for a while.”
“You know, I really liked you. I never thought about you as a business girl—but you acted like one, lying to
me about the camera. I felt betrayed. But it’s okay now—you don’t have to return it.”
He looked like he was about to cry, and his arms hung loose as if he was exhausted. I smiled complacently. I’d
been growling at him the past few days for no good reason, and the fight today was more of the same. Maybe I
was raising more of a fuss because his day of departure was approaching. It was my way of loving him..
The day before he left, Overton asked me for an address where he could get in touch with me. He told me he
had come to Korea two months after getting married, and the idea of having a wife hadn’t seemed very real. Now
he felt as if he was leaving his real wife, and he promised to write from the States.
I started giggling and told him I didn’t need his letters. If he could just give me ten dollars, I’d call his name
even in my dreams. It goes without saying that I didn’t give him an address.
The next day, Overton called me before boarding the plane. He told me to come over to the base and he’d give
me some money. I ran there like the wind, and he stuffed two hundred dollars in my hand saying:
“Pay off what you owe your madam.”
I gave him a violent kiss. I’d paid off my debt to the madam a long time ago, but I still had plenty of places to
spend the money.
123.41 The Gray Snowman\fn{by Ch’oe Yun (1953-

)}

Seoul, South Korea (F) 13

The events of that period almost twenty years ago have returned to my memory like a stage being lit. I see
them first as a somber, bluish green tableau. But then, as if through a window beside the tableau, a warm light
emerges. It was a period of confusion. And above all else, suffering. Because it was left unfulfilled? On the other
hand, are any of life’s stages ever brought to perfection? There are periods in our past that can’t be dismissed with
a flippant, “Oh, that time.” They may be short, those periods, but they work their influence throughout our lives.
Nevertheless, daily life is a powerful healer. Day after day, snow and rain have fallen, flowers have withered and
bloomed, and that period has gradually scabbed over, like a wound grown slowly insensible.
We—yes, it’s all right now to refer to myself as part of the group—we locked ourselves up evening after
evening in that rundown print shop, flush with a fever I didn’t understand. It was an ordinary corner print shop on
a seedy commercial street on the outskirts of Seoul. We met there every evening for almost three months, they and
I tethered to our work, neither of us knowing a thing about the other. Why does the name of that ordinary print
shop escape me? It must be selective memory—how else to explain it?
A short article I recently came across in the newspaper has brought back that period to me with the immediacy
of yesterday and today. The article was already a couple of days old, and finding it was even more of a
coincidence because, sitting in the reference room of the National Library, I was supposed to be looking at the
editorial page and not the city pages. I was doing research for a former professor who was writing a book.
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I can’t say I read that short piece. More accurately speaking, my eyes took in the contents, then swept over the
words with lightning speed. There, looming huge before me, was my own name. My heart jumped dizzily and for
a moment I sat stupefied. As the next shock wave hit, I cautiously scanned my surroundings, but as usual that
section of the reference room was nearly vacant. Besides myself there was only the man with glasses who for
several days had laid out on the desk before him some sort of statistical data before dozing for half the morning.
And then I read the article in a whisper, my lips moving, as if practicing words of tenderest affection. I read it
again and again, as though memorizing a formula that wouldn't register in my mind. This was the article:
A Korean woman was found dead in New York’s Central Park on the 26 th. The woman carried a long-expired
passport that bore the name Kang Hawon, age 41. The Korean Association, however, is questioning her identity.
The woman is listed as an illegal alien. An inquest revealed the cause of death to be starvation.
*
I checked the date of the newspaper, then flipped through the city pages of other dailies. In none of them did I
find anything similar. I returned to the page of the newspaper spread out before me. The violent palpitations of my
heart eased, and from a place deep inside me there gradually surfaced a peculiar sensation, accompanied by a faint
convulsion. At first I felt regret, a long-standing regret, it seemed, for something that could never be repaired. A
regret with no concrete object. But nestled in that regret was, paradoxically enough, relief.
If any of the others of us from that period had seen the article, what would his reaction have been? Shouldn’t
we have been dashing to the telephone and making contact with one another as soon as possible? But perhaps the
article had escaped their notice. More likely, I’d long since been forgotten by them. And perhaps, well before the
article appeared, they expected that an incident of this sort would happen sooner or later.
In spite of all this, I found myself rummaging quickly through my handbag for my old address book. Their
addresses remained, but I had never tried to contact them. In any case, these people’s important positions would
make it difficult for us to meet, even assuming I could reach them.
With trembling hands I excised the article with the point of my pen, then tucked it away in the address book. I
put away the reference materials, packed up my things, and left. The autumn sky was innocently clear.
*
We were four in number. Why has that word we always intimidated and discomfited me? We were not, of
course, we from the very beginning. And the many people who had known the others in the group would oppose
my use of we. But I will take the liberty of employing it, regardless of what they think.
What made us us was Alexei Astachev’s The Poetics of Violence: Biography of an Unknown Anarchist. The
title of this insignificant book is unimportant, though that title has lingered in my memory. It was a difficult
period. I’d completed my first semester at college and was forced by poverty to sell my textbooks in order to buy
new books for the following semester. This meant numerous trips to the secondhand bookstores along
Ch’onggyech’on. In one of the shops I found this book, whose author I’d never heard of, and obtained it for the
price of a meal of instant noodles. That black case-bound volume, now dimly distant in my memory, began with a
piece of agitation that read something like this:
“Comrades, if you have courage, throw away this book that has fettered you; if you are perceptive, read this
book and then add it to the fire.”
In those days I was intent on collecting banned books that I found at the secondhand book shops. It gave me
the sort of thrill one might get from collecting guns. They were also like money in the bank, something I could
sell when I ran out of cash, and because they were fated to leave my rented room someday I read my banned
books with a passion. But I was merely an impoverished student during that time, most ordinary and of no
account, someone frequenting the secondhand book shops of Ch’onggyech’on to make ends meet.
I was tormented, in those days, by a fear that someone from my hometown would come and take me back.
That would have meant giving up my tiny room, and so I never felt free.
*
My heart wasn’t really in my course work, and because I needed to earn spending money I began tutoring
younger children during the day. And till late at night, I would teach older children Korean, English, math—the
usual things—and occasionally “Ich bin, du bist” or “Comment allez-vous.” Though these were languages I’d
never studied formally, I’d teach them after a day’s brush-up; it was a common practice at the time.
I readily took on such jobs as they presented themselves. I knew that I might one day be exposed as
incompetent, but my immediate problem was to save up some money. I indulged in only one pleasure: upon
returning to my chilly room at night I would smoke, a habit I’d picked up in school.
The following semester I had no luck attracting students to tutor. Even before that semester was over I packed
up my texts and walked from my room at the high point of Y Precinct to Ch’onggyech’on. It seemed that money
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not spent on tutors was not spent on used books either. For there in the corner of one of the shops was a pile of
textbooks, unsold, that I had brought in before. It was that very visit that. led to my meeting a man I’ll simply call
An. The book shop owner gave me a telephone number, saying someone was looking for the book by Alexei
Astachev that I had obtained from his shop several months earlier. It was a day of omnipresent gloom, thick as the
bottom of a beer bottle. My empty stomach wouldn’t sustain me another day, and so I found a pay phone and
deposited my last coin.
With certain people it’s impossible to tell precisely where they belong, where they come from, what their
family background is … I mean those people who pop out of the woodwork right before your eyes, talk
nonchalantly about this and that, then disappear from your life. But in contrast with the superficial manner of such
people, An introduced himself in more tangible terms. He said he operated a small shop that printed business
cards and all sorts of greeting cards, that he enjoyed listening to music, and that Erik Satie\fn{ Aka Alfred Leslie
(1866-1925, French composer.} was his father. From such particulars I saw nothing in common between us, and I was
too burdened by the poverty that was my constant companion to take an interest in his affairs. My knowledge of
music was limited to what I heard over the radio, and it took me some two months to realize that the man with the
peculiar name whom An had jokingly called his father was actually a French composer. Anyway, I relinquished
the book and gained a week’s living expenses in return. An slipped the book into his briefcase without even
checking the title, then said in a noncommittal tone,
“From what I can tell, you’re in a tight situation—let’s see if there’s some work you could do for me.”
I wondered what it was that had prompted him to say this. My shabby clothes? My shriveled body, burdened
with melancholy since birth? Or perhaps the glint of a thirst hidden deep in my gaze? In those days I could hope
for nothing short of a miracle to rescue me, and it didn’t matter who the instrument of that miracle might be.
We met again two days later, and from then on I went to his print shop three afternoons a week to do odd jobs.
Proofreading, folding printed cards and invitations, and such. From time to time I also delivered orders. Thanks to
An I had a place to work and had some variety in my life. But I felt I could never trust a person who said his
favorite pastime was listening to music.
Deciding to take the coming semester off, I devoted myself full time to the print shop. Typesetting was added
to my odd jobs, and I delivered orders more frequently. There wasn’t that much work, and the three other
employees left without fail at the end of each workday. By dinnertime I would be wandering the still-unfamiliar
streets of Seoul before returning to my room. The coal briquette in my stove had always burned out by the time I
got home, which made it a chore to cook. I would take the clothes iron I’d picked up from who knows where,
prop it upside down on a few books, toast some cheap bread on it, and make do with that.
There was no doubt in my mind in those days that I would soon be dead. I even imagined the date of my death.
I was sure it would be April, maybe in the coming year, maybe in the year after. And since my death would attract
no notice, it would be some time before my mother’s sister—my only immediately family—was informed. Maybe
she would breathe a sigh of relief and say something like,
“Poor thing. She runs off with money and look what happens—she couldn’t even keep herself alive.”
When my death approached me in such vivid terms, I looked uneasily about my cramped room but I couldn’t
bring myself to venture out.
At such moments An’s face sometimes appeared. I couldn’t help but be startled by this bizarre association.
Although it was already several weeks since I’d met An, he rarely appeared at the print shop, and after that first
meeting we’d had no opportunity to talk person to person.
“You poor kid,” I would murmur to myself. “It’s because An’s the only one who’s been kind to you in Seoul.”
Glancing about the room, I would see on my squat table the thick book written in German by an Italian
historian. I had devoted myself to translating it, as if I were composing my last will and testament. A humbling
task for someone with no formal training in either Italian or German.
Like the tangled syntax of German, Italian, and Korean, life seemed impossible and unfamiliar to me. My
anticipation of death, on the other hand, was quite clear; I could live with it easily enough.
Winter arrived, and the orders for New Year’s greeting cards and funeral notices accumulated. I began working
late more frequently. A man named Chang, who managed the shop in An’s absence, seemed to feel this was a
great opportunity to make money by working overtime, but whenever he received a phone call from An he closed
the shop at the end of the normal workday and cleared us out. This happened twice or more a week, so to keep up
with the orders we had to work on weekends. This was fine with me since I was thankful for a reason to leave my
room each day. At work, no one spoke of An, and I couldn’t manufacture a way to bring him up in conversation.
The orders for seasonal greeting cards ended, and there followed a winter that was truly difficult to endure. I
tried my best to resist the urge to go home and visit my aunt. I felt that once I went back to the countryside, I’d
spill out all my bitterness, ask forgiveness, and just plop myself down there. The repetitive work at the print shop
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was a source of tremendous comfort to me. But when my loneliness became too much to bear, I sought out a
friend from back home, a nurse’s aide. I found her sick in bed in the very hospital where she worked, and in no
condition to ask me how I had been or where I was living. She told me she was recovering from an
appendectomy, but as I left the hospital I heard myself mutter,
“She’s lying; I’ll bet she had an abortion.”
It was then that I realized I had become so impoverished that I believed in no one.
How much of our behavior can be explained logically? It was after ten o’clock by the time I left the hospital,
but instead of going home I found myself headed toward the shop. I’d left nothing there, nor did I have work that
demanded finishing. The metal screen was down over the front door, but I could see a faint light inside. I grew
suspicious, for I distinctly recalled having turned off the light before locking up.
As I approached the back door I heard the sound of a machine. I tugged gently at the small door. The key was
in my handbag but I didn’t dare try it. Instead, I strained to listen. From the office inside came music and the lowpitched voices of three men. Their murmurs, now muted, now heated, formed a gentle harmony. By listening
carefully to the trio I was able to distinguish An’s voice, and I forced myself to focus on it. But it wasn’t loud
enough for me to understand, and its texture was frequently masked by the slightly deeper voice of one of the
others.
Needless to say, I didn’t knock on the door or call out his name. I just stood there. The steady turning of the
printing press, just audible from the front of the shop, sounded like a train approaching from a distance.
*
It was a month and a half before I was able to sit down with An face to face. He had invited me to dinner,
though at the time the invitation seemed more like a summons. It was a simple meal at a Chinese restaurant
downtown. The bus we took was packed, making conversation impossible on the way. At the restaurant our
surroundings were so noisy and chaotic that I had to shout at the top of my lungs to answer the simplest questions
about myself. It was a stunted conversation: at one point An asked where I was from, but I misunderstood the
question and in response told him the address of my rented room. Not that I had much to say, but I grew
progressively tightlipped nevertheless, leaving only stupid thoughts such as this to circulate inside my head: I
appreciate your giving me a job, because otherwise I’d have to go back home to my aunt’s place branded a thief,
and I’d rather die than do that, so there’s no telling what kind of trouble you’ve saved me from.
The winter air was clear and pure, and cold enough to freeze all the germs in the city. Following An toward the
Secret Garden in search of a place where it was easier to talk, I had an urge to tell him things I had never felt
before arriving here in Seoul. But as he walked just ahead of me he seemed preoccupied. He is obviously taller,
thinner, and older than I am, I thought. But he talks even less. What is there to connect us? I wondered anxiously.
An casually pushed open the door to a bar and entered. What would he tell me? Whatever it is, it’ll be a
complete shock to me, I thought, something decisive that I’ll never forget, something that will change my life all
at once. As I followed An through the door it occurred to me that I could simply return to my room. But it was too
late. I was enveloped by the warm, dense air inside. So, this is how people forge their destiny, I told myself.
Though aware of impending catastrophe, in a momentary lapse people give themselves up passively to some
unopposable system, and thereby have the compass of their lives reset. But this passivity is a choice too.
There are certain incongruities to a place that leave their mark in our mind. Take, for example, the beaming
face of the actress on the calendar hanging on the wall: she was on the other side of my beer glass, and I couldn’t
take my eyes from her. Trying to put off the fateful moment I knew was approaching, I watched that empty face
until her bright smile looked exaggerated and her gaudy clothes reeked of cheapness. Did people really pin up
such photos beside their beds?
“Well, what have you found out so far?”
An was so curt I couldn’t help flinching at his question. It startled me into silence.
“I know you’ve been checking up on me.”
I now understood why An had brought me here. It’s true that after that chance nighttime visit to the shop I had
gone back, but I had always stayed only long enough to pick out An’s voice. I was all the more surprised because
I had never been confronted by An or anyone else at that late hour. My face burned with shame. I felt as if I had
suddenly bumped into An while lurking in that dark alley outside the shop.
“I’m sorry.” My head drooped. The peculiarity of my actions became all too clear to me. I apologized once
more.
Arms folded, An solemnly examined my expression.
“Miss Kang, are you sure you can handle the consequences of your curiosity?”
Would he have understood if I had told him that I kept going out at night because death was tempting me,
harassing me, that I hovered about the print shop because I had no place else to go, that the sound of his voice
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from inside the door reassured me? Curiosity was not the issue. But he wouldn’t have understood.
“It’s … not a matter of curiosity,” I began. But I couldn’t continue. For some reason I found myself utterly
mute. When you travel at night, I silently asked, don’t you walk toward light? The light I chose was your shop;
why should it be a crime for me to journey there? Don’t you sometimes take comfort from something insignificant?
Like the sound of someone’s voice, or a certain ambiance? If I drew a bit of reassurance and comfort from your
voice and from envying what you and the others were doing, how could that be a problem for you? I swallowed,
and in doing so swallowed the words that An wouldn’t have understood. His expression still said,
“Well?”
“If you want, I’ll quit working there.”
I looked up at him and for the first time let resentment fill my face. It wasn’t hard to imagine how that made
him feel, for I had often encountered my twisted visage in the mirror.
“All right, then,” he said.
Just like that. Having nothing further to say, I took my handbag and slowly rose. But before I could leave he
added,
“Or, maybe you’d like to help us out in the evening?”
I took this as an attempt to lighten the mood. And in fact he was smiling, the whites of his eyes looming large.
Some people’s eyes are like that, my aunt had told me; I should be careful with such people. An’s smile was that
of someone who finds himself in a fix. I sat down again.
“Aren’t you going to ask what it involves?”
I shook my head. This man wouldn’t understand me at all, I kept telling myself. As we were about to catch the
last bus before curfew An handed me a folded sheet of paper.
“Remember the book you sold me? This was inside. I forgot all about it. Better keep an eye on it.”
It was a brief note and letter of invitation from my mother, who had left me with my aunt in order to go off to
the United States with a man who worked as a chauffeur for the American army. It had arrived after an interval in
which there was no word from her. Why the invitation, I don’t know. It may have been that the awfulness of the
news from our homeland that reached her abroad had reawakened long-dormant maternal sentiments. Or perhaps
her living situation had shown a slight improvement. Or else she was being frivolous, well aware I wouldn’t be
able to go to America. What I had brought with me to Seoul from my hometown were that letter and,
unbeknownst to my aunt, the money I had stolen to use for my college tuition. All of that money, to have been
used for my uncle’s hospital expenses, had come from the sale of family land. The letter had slipped my mind.
*
It was becoming plainer by the day that school was a pointless luxury. I decided to drop out and be done with
it. Having made that decision, I felt more settled. I obtained an application for a leave of absence and gave myself
plenty of time to fill it out. There was nothing unusual about this, for me or of course anyone else. It was my
second leave of absence from school. Moreover, in the year or more I had been at that school I had met virtually
no one. Now, nobody would look for me in the crannies of this huge city of Seoul. Nighttime visits to the print
shop became a part of my life, at first irregularly, maybe three or four times a week, and then most every day.
I was still in the habit of aimlessly wandering the streets. That tendency intensified, and I spent the long hours
before going to the print shop riding the bus from one end of the line to the other, or else walking most of that
distance. I guess this was more a propensity in me than a matter of killing time. It’s as if an incurable disease
inhabits the rare person who can never settle down in life. I wondered if anyone had walked the ins and outs of
Seoul as I had. I felt that by passing a place I’d invested it with a trace of my own life. This city still rebuffed me
with the same singular coldness as when I had first stepped off the train here: no matter how I touched, smelled,
or desired it, not one person or street accepted me. I seemed to drift over this earth like a spirit with no place to
settle. Where had I gone wrong?
But that period of wandering—which appears now through a gloom thick as a liquor bottle’s glass bottom—
was perhaps the most eventful time of my life. If not for it, there’d really be nothing to say about my life. Because
even though it was a period of misunderstanding, uncertainty, and suspicion, for me it was a beginning.
To this day I can't be sure why An invited me to work with him, and without questioning me further. It must
have been three months before the disappearance of their Cultural Revolution Association—an underground
movement established more than five years earlier—that I decided to join them. I wasn’t a confirmed socialist,
and although I collected books of that stripe, I wasn’t theoretically equipped to comprehend them. Nevertheless,
faithful to the employers who provided me my work, I read and proofread the writings they composed and, except
for the riskier cases, intermittently took on the chore of distributing them. At a time when any sort of
antigovernment movement collapsed as soon as it was uncovered, it was inconceivable to me that their activities
had continued for more than five years.
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Three people were responsible for the printing: An, Kim, and Chong, whom everyone called Scratch Paper
because he worked during the day at a precinct office. They mentioned an endless stream of names, but I didn’t
know and never asked if these were the actual names of real people. An, Chong, and Kim existed, and to me that
was sufficient. They never tried to exclude me from what they were doing or conceal their methods. We worked
together printing and proofreading leaflets that were distributed at demonstration sites and in the countryside. But
there was always a distinct distance between me and them. At times I wondered if they felt comfortable with that
distance, and I would lose sleep over it for days at a stretch. I made no effort to eliminate that distance between
us: life was already more than I could deal with.
One morning in a spasm of activity I rose and sent a letter to my mother in the U.S. There was nothing in
particular to occasion this letter. It wasn’t that I missed her. But by that particular date I was supposed to complete
the application for my passport, something difficult to obtain at the time and possible only if one had a letter of
invitation.
Mother, I turned twenty yesterday. I can’t believe it’s already twelve years we’ve been living
apart, and four years since you left for America. I hope your work at the stuffed animal factory isn’t
too difficult …

I had nothing more to write. I didn’t give her my address, nor did I mention the passport or what I was doing in
Seoul. That evening I silently threw myself into my work at the print shop. The next day I stayed at home. I
bundled myself in several layers of thick clothes and spent the entire day in my poorly heated room translating
that volume I’d abandoned, the book written in German by an Italian historian. I didn’t go to the print shop. More
than once, though, I found myself getting up and preparing to go out. Only when the midnight curfew signal was
sounded on the radio did I give up. I had not quite three pages of translation to show for my day’s work. The night
was unusually windy, and for once I wasn’t bored by the continual hacking and spitting of the drunks coming up
the hill. The more profound the cold, the deeper people seemed to sink into drunkenness.
The following day I went to the print shop a few minutes early and found An waiting alone for his comrades.
He immediately demanded to know how he could get in touch with me. My absence the previous evening had
held things up, and everyone had been quite worried about me. Something in his tone suggested he wasn’t so
much worried about me personally as he was slightly mistrustful and anxious. I thought of giving him my
landlady’s telephone number but didn’t want to create problems, and so I gave him my address and left it at that,
telling him that since I was a fugitive of sorts he was not, under any circumstances, to pass it on to anyone else.
With an expression of disbelief An looked deep into my eyes, trying to interpret my meaning. My situation was
very private, I told him. It wasn’t important whether he believed me. I guess I wanted to insinuate to these people
that in one sense my circumstances were the same as theirs.
*
Their nightly discussions became gradually lengthier, gradually more intense. I kept my eyes on the proofs and
made myself as small as possible in my corner but at the same time listened intently to An and the others. When
they vented their impassioned words I tried not to move, often feeling like a piece of needlessly heavy furniture
that merely took up a lot of space and was difficult to move around. I tried not to miss a word they said. For the
most part they talked about the vulnerability of their group and about their writing.
I knew virtually nothing about their personal lives. From their chats, however, I gradually came to learn
various incidentals: Chong had recently quit his job at the precinct office, Kim was writing drama criticism, An
and Chong were from the same province, and An had been expelled from a music school. But that was all. It was
only by chance remarks that I learned their ages. An was twenty-seven, Chong a year younger, and Kim, who was
married with two children, was three years older. There were names they often referred to when problems
involving their group came up. Among them was Kim Huijin, who seemed to be responsible for a considerable
portion of their planning. In fact I had proofread a couple of articles bearing that name on the by-line. Sometime
earlier I had developed the habit of trying to imagine the face of the person who had written what I was
proofreading. I endowed one person with a long beard, another with a sad, thin face. On rare occasions one or two
of these people dropped by the print shop, but of course there was almost never a match with any facet of my
imaginings. The rest of the time there were only the four of us at the shop, but my presence doubtless discouraged
the others from speaking at length about their private lives.
As I listened to them talk, a slender hope was born inside me, that the business of life didn’t have to be as
hellish as I made it out to be. I grew more optimistic, thinking I could become one of them by taking a more
positive attitude, instead of feeling that with each step I was sinking deeper into quicksand.
Slowly I came to a better understanding of the uses of the printed material with which I worked, and the effects
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they were meant to achieve. But I was still distant from them, and they were distant from me.
From time to time An would tell me as we left for home,
“Miss Kang, you can leave anytime you feel like quitting. I realize we’re giving you too much work and not
enough compensation.”
But far from quitting, I would arrive at the print shop before anyone else and keep to my seat until the words
“Time to go” dropped from someone’s lips. Kim began to tease me with a nickname—The Leech. But none of the
three asked me to join them at their meetings. The days passed in this state of uneasy balance.
One day as I returned home late my landlady popped outside all in a tizzy before I could even duck through the
small door in the front gate. A policeman had been there, she said. My gaze went to the lock on the wooden door
of my kitchen, which gave access to my room, a door I automatically locked before leaving. It didn’t seem to have
been opened. I sighed with relief and asked the landlady for particulars. All she would tell me was that the
policeman would return the following day. With a fearful expression she returned inside, slamming her door.
Should I call An? That might be risky, I decided. I examined my room for anything that might lead someone to
the shop. The row of used books against the wall caught my eye. Several of them might attract a policeman’s
attention, so I hid them in a bundle of clothes in the corner. I checked my watch. Ten minutes until midnight. I
gave up on the idea of calling An and plopped myself down on the floor. Since I was away only in the evening,
the coal briquettes that heated my floor rarely had time to burn out. I placed my hands and feet beneath my quilt
near the firebox and gave myself up to a stream of tears and feelings of fatalism. Lying open on my table was the
book that I seemed forever to be translating. Across it crawled a tiny spider.
I took one more look about the room, spread out my bedding, lay down, but couldn’t sleep. I tried to think of
all the ways my working at the print shop might be discovered. Almost immediately I had to pause. I knew too
little about the three who worked there. Weighed down by distrust and regret, I watched the night’s layers of
darkness present themselves before me. There was no one moment of utter blackness. I saw violet, I saw dark
gray … The colors of that anxious night when I awaited the policeman were simply splendid.
To my great surprise, the plainclothes detective who called the next day was merely interested in verifying my
identity—part of the process of issuing my long-forgotten passport. Since this was back when authorities would
actually interview people when they wanted genuine proof of identity, I took the detective to a hillside tearoom
where we could talk. Although I responded calmly enough to his questions, my heart pounded from start to finish.
The detective had given my room only a cursory glance, and his questions were routine. I told him I was taking
time off from school to visit my mother and was doing occasional tutoring to get by, and that my travel expenses
would arrive sooner or later from the U.S. Probably the most unbelievable part of the story, for me, was the idea
of actually going to the U.S. to see my mother. But I explained all of this with complete assurance. The detective,
neglecting the practice of accepting money for verification of identity, which applied even to persons of spotless
reputation, scurried away down the endless slope of the hill.
A month later, passport in hand, I took my mother’s letter of invitation and went to the heavily guarded
American embassy to complete the visa formalities. Fortunately, because my permanent address was that of my
aunt, there was nothing to rouse suspicion, even in the eyes of these officials who were concerned about illegal
immigration. And then, as if in revenge for the time and expense I’d wasted, I stuffed the passport into a bundle of
odds and ends and returned the banned books to their place against the wall.
Certain nights made me realize that these were dark times for them. Even the theatrical Kim, ordinarily a
jokester, would spend the whole evening silent and preoccupied while the others sat around the stove drinking on
empty stomachs. Small disagreements developed into arguments, and materials already printed were ripped up.
Those were the most difficult moments for me. I could see the others were trying to gauge my reactions,
wondering if they could argue openly in my presence. It was an awkward situation: I wouldn’t have felt
comfortable leaving first when there was nothing to do, and it was impossible for me to ask what was bothering
them. Waiting for those tense, anxious moments to pass, I would gaze inattentively at the books I brought to the
shop, books I’d been reading in my room to fill the interminable hours of daytime.
Once, Chong confronted An about me, suggesting that my participation in their activities put them at risk. An’s
only reaction was a grin. I wished he had defended me more vigorously, but what could he have said? He knew so
little about me.
This was the heyday of government censorship and official investigations, and almost daily the newspapers ran
articles about people being arrested and seditious publishing activities being squelched. But only a fraction of
these cases were ever reported.\fn{A reference to the period between 1961 and 1991, during which the Korean military ruled the
country, free elections were suspended, and opposition to the dictatorship was actively suppressed, particularly so during the regime of
Brigadier General Park Chung Hee (1917-1979, dictator of South Korea 1961-1979, when he was assassinated) .}

For some time now we had been gathering almost nightly at the print shop to complete a special publication of
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some three hundred pages. According to the others, two of the authors whose work we had recently typeset had
been taken into custody. An urged us on in our work, saying that scarcely a week remained until an absolutely
essential conference would be held. Because the work often kept the others at the shop past the midnight curfew,
and because someone had to remove any suspicious untidiness by morning, one or two of them regularly spent the
night there. Most of the time it was Kim and An. I had never seen them use the phone, but the manuscripts arrived
like clockwork nevertheless. After they left my hands as first proofs adorned with my question marks, they
returned with corrections and emendations a day or two later, without fail, in a plastic basket.
One night I remained at the print shop after curfew. It seemed the natural thing to do. Chong and Kim appeared
to have business elsewhere and had turned over their work to me early on. I told An I would finish up and he
could leave first, but he replied that he had something to write; he seemed to think it quite normal that I was
staying to assist him. I gave the stove a generous helping of coal from the tin bucket. The action seemed so
familiar it surprised me: it was as if I were heating a house I had long occupied.
An was writing at his metal desk with his back to me. I had been sneaking looks at what he was writing and I
wondered how it was developing. I examined his progress with great interest, like someone following the latest
episodes of a radio drama. I took the corrected proofs from the plastic basket. The wind whistling beneath the
flimsy window had grown colder with the coming of midnight. I opened the stove vent a bit wider, pulled my
chair alongside, and sat there with the galley proofs in my lap.
“Miss Kang,” he said nonchalantly, without looking up, “don’t you think you ought to wash your hands of this
work before you get implicated?”
For the first time since we’d met a hundred and eleven days ago he was speaking to me in plain speech forms,
dropping the polite endings from his verbs.
I looked at him with a blank expression, unsure how to take this. I decided to ignore his remarks and returned
to my proofs.
“You ought to resume your studies, find yourself a steady job, and get married.”
Perhaps because of the gloom that seemed to emanate from his face I took this banal remark, which I would
ordinarily have used as ammunition to put down the speaker, to be a deliberate insult.
“Because once everything blows up, you’ll have nothing but trouble ahead of you.”
He swiveled around toward me. The stove had just begun to heat up, and I pushed my chair back as I felt the
warmth radiate to my face. Was he joking? He didn’t seem to be. His exhaustion only served to sharpen the
contours of his face. I hardly recognized it. How could the same person’s face look so different? I scrutinized him
as if he were a stranger I’d encountered late at night.
“Now don’t take this the wrong way.”
“Mr. An, why are you devoted to something you’re so unsure of?”
“It’s not me who’s unsure. What I mean is, I’m hoping in the near future there will be a lot more people who
are sure.”
We fell silent for a moment. I was of two minds about our rare, whispered conversation. On the one hand I
hoped it would long continue, though I didn’t care what we talked about, and on the other I wished that gaze, so
weary and exhausted, would return to the page in front of him. An stretched his arms, and in a moment everything
seemed to return to normal. He turned back to his desk.
“Anyway, once we’re done with this particular project, I think it’s better if you stay at home until I get in touch
with you.”
Was this some plan they’d cooked up to get rid of me? True, a girl like me whose background and true colors
were uncertain must be troublesome to deal with. But I’d worked faithfully with them until now; what further
proof did they need?
“I’ll give you a little help with your tuition,” he added in a soft tone.
That hurt. Had my life these past few months grown so comfortable that my pride could be injured by this offer
of assistance? Even the warmth in his voice seemed to be coming from a cold, calculated distance.
“You don’t have to worry about me, Mr. An. I’ll soon be leaving the country. I’ve already arranged for my
passport.”
My sudden change of tone could well have sounded slightly farcical, but he didn’t look up again. Nor did he
respond to my words.
Two o’clock passed, and finally An seemed to be done for the night. He turned out the light over his desk,
unfolded his army cot, and lay down. I wasn’t sleepy. I had work to do, but I didn’t want to disturb his sleep, so I
added the remaining coal to the stove, narrowed the vent, then lay down on the nearby sofa, which An had left for
me because it was more comfortable than the cot. Although I had trouble falling asleep, I tried not to toss and turn
or to make noise. I tried to steady my breathing, but this just made me heave great sighs instead. I closed my eyes
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and imagined I was talking to An:
You don’t know a thing about me, Mr. An. I was born in the Ch’ungch’ong countryside. We were poor and
unhappy. And then my mother went to the city to find work, leaving me with my aunt’s family in the country. I
guess Mom sent some money for support, but I remained poor and unhappy. I dropped out of middle school, and
later took a high school equivalency exam. But none of these stages in my life seems real to me now. Am I the only
one who feels this way? That’s what I’d like to know. Or do others, even a little? For example, I don’t think you
feel like this at all—am I right?
I fell asleep to the sound of An’s regular breathing and his tossing and turning. Sometime later I vaguely felt—
as if I were dreaming of something from the distant past—the gentle pressure of someone tucking my blanket up
to my neck, and then that same person stroking my hollow, emaciated cheek, and I sank briefly into a sound sleep.
I seem to remember too that I sobbed as I slept.
*
For some time there had been more work on weekends than during the week, and so I should have realized that
news of a weekend off did not bode well. True, I’d been helping them only slightly more than two months, but
during that time I hadn’t once spent two consecutive days without working. It’s so strange: on the rare occasions
that I think back to that time I experience a distortion of my memories. Although we began work around seven in
the evening, I harbor the illusion that our labors took place at some dim hour late each night when not just the city
but the whole world was asleep. In any case, when they finally gave me a weekend off I convinced myself they
had some secret task to do, in which I couldn’t be involved. This was the kind of situation where our tacit
agreement came into play: I was to help with odd jobs, and was not privy to their internal affairs. And so An gave
no explanation. During those two days off I suffered from the doubts and defensiveness that often afflict those
who don’t belong.
My hillside room was an island threatened by the winter seas, and on that bleak island I waited desperately for
a visitor. Only my landlady called. On Saturday evening it snowed, and she knocked at my door, asking me to
crush my burned-out coal briquettes and sprinkle the ash on the slippery street. But I had none.
I applied myself to the book I was translating, which lay perpetually open on my table, but before I could
finish half a page I was worn out and gave up. I put on my only jacket, stuck my hands in my armpits to keep
them warm, and read a book that the three others were always talking about. I don’t recall the title or author, but
the title of a short piece I wrote after reading it proves that not even a person like me was immune to narcissism:
“Reflections on the Non-Historicity of an Alienation Called Poverty.” My weekend had gotten off to a slow start.
As night set in I started to feel settled. I no longer waited for anyone.
Morning arrived, and I threw off my solitary confinement. To make the time go quickly, I cheerfully cleaned
my long-neglected room, then strolled up and down the hilly street, now coated gray with snow, dirt, and ash,
whistling as I went. While the faint sunshine sneaked among the clustered plank houses, in a shaded area children
with chapped cheeks were making a snowman out of the gray snow. I watched as they made the body, set a round
head on top, attached two pieces of rock for eyes, and fashioned a mouth. I thought of the volume we were
printing, which was also undergoing finishing touches: early next week we would attach eyes to that book, and a
nose. I was seized by a peculiar excitement. Something was missing from the moment. Not people but work. And
not just any work, but the work I’d started a few months before. Even though I was an outsider doing odds and
ends, I needed the work I did at the print shop, with those three and no one else. When the children had finished
the snowman they shouted, “Hurrah!” I removed my muffler and wrapped it around the neck of the gray
snowman, who had become quite the stylish fellow with. his chopstick mustache. An had given me the muffler
one evening when we were short of coal, pulling it from his overcoat and circling it about my neck. I turned away
as the children burst out with another “Hurrah!” and I ran all the way up the hill.
*
I never was able to see that book finished. And I lost forever the opportunity to fit my cherished key in the
print shop’s worn-out door.
Finally, it was Monday. I left my room even before sundown. I could not show my face at the print shop just
any time I pleased, and so, to pass the hours, I walked the long distance to work. This time I wasn’t doing it to
save a bus ticket: An and Chong were insistent that I avoid encountering those who worked during the day at the
print shop, and it wasn’t difficult for me to imagine the effect such encounters might have had.
Call it fortune if you will, but I forsook my usual practice of turning down the alley that led to the back door of
the print shop. As soon as the entrance came into view in the distance, I saw at once that everything had gone
awry. The screen was up, the lights glaring, the glass door wide open. The lower half of the door was shattered; I
see it so clearly now, as if in a close-up. People were inside; they looked agitated. Outside the door stood two men
in suits, their backs to me, smoking. My heart jumped, then felt like bursting.
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Whatever you do, I told myself, keep calm and don’t bolt away. Don’t run, and whatever you do, don’t panic;
just cross the street. And for heavens sake, don’t look back.
I placed my trembling hands in my pockets, blended with the passersby, and came to a stop at a railroad
crossing. The red light seemed to block the way indefinitely. It was already dark, and though I was no longer at
risk of being spotted from a distance or pursued, in that short period at the crossing the world seemed to become a
den of treacherous informants. At any moment, I felt, someone next to me would cruelly grip my arm and whisper
in my ear,
“You’re Kang Hawon, aren’t you? Come along, and don’t try to resist.”
I was tempted to look into the faces of those around me, but I managed not to. I crossed the street, slunk into
the nearest alley, and came out on another main street. I reentered an alley … and when I had finally convinced
myself I was far enough from the print shop I started running. I have no memory of how long I ran or which
streets I took. But as I ran I did something I’d never done before: from out of my mouth came something like a
prayer, over and over again.
“Dear God, let me not be caught here, so that no harm will come to my comrades. I have nothing to lose, but
they do. They have much work to do.”
In short order I found out from the newspaper that all was lost: the materials we’d been printing for other
organizations were confiscated, not to mention the book we’d nearly completed. I read the names of a few of
those taken into custody, but there were none I recognized, apart from an author who was familiar from my
proofreading. As always with such newspaper articles, this three- or four-line summary of their activities was
tucked away where it wouldn’t catch most readers’ eyes. This did not guarantee that An and the others were safe.
But if the names by which I knew them were their real ones, then their capture did not appear in the press.
Anxious days began. My chest pounded at the slightest sound outside my door. It was really very peculiar; it
wasn’t fear that made my heart pound, but rather the waiting and the longing. More to the point, it was the waiting
for An. He was the only person who knew my address. More than that, his appearance one day might mean we
could resume our work.
The weather gradually became moderate. I spent several days in bed. I had a temperature but no illness, and
there was but one cure—sleep. Now and then my landlady quietly opened the door; she must have been worried. I
think she wanted to see if I was dead. I guess I didn’t want to disappoint her, for I kept perfectly still whenever
she looked in. When my throbbing anticipation turned to resignation, I reached the limits of my suffering. I
couldn’t bear the certainty that I would never again have the opportunity to work with the others. I felt pangs of
guilt and deluded myself into thinking it was my fault that their activities had been thwarted—that I had made a
mistake and somehow alerted the authorities.
I roamed the streets. But there was no way I could make contact with them. Nor was there any trace of the few
months I had spent with them. Well, there was that used-book shop in Ch’onggyech’on. But it turned out to have
changed hands. I also walked by the print shop. But the sign was gone and the shop looked as though it had closed
down ages ago and was now off-limits. With no one to make inquiries of, and no place I could phone for
information, I ended up back in my room, worn out. But even with a name or a number to call, what could I have
done? I was still terrified that through some act of mine they might come to harm. There was no logical possibility
of my seeing them again, but stubbornly I waited for one of them to appear.
Several nights later, exhausted though I was from trying to maintain my impoverished body, I woke and rose. I
sharpened the blunted feelers of my memory and began to send out signals for anything that could deliver me
from despair. But there was no receiver. I opened the notebook on my table and sat down. Mobilizing all of my
recollections, I wrote down one by one the titles of the pieces in the book we’d been preparing, essays I’d
proofread at least twice. I began to roughly outline their contents, as I remembered them. My memory had
mysterious blind spots, but just as often it put on an astonishing display. Occasionally an entire paragraph came
back word for word. During that one night I was able to reconstruct three essays, and the preface as well. There
were eighteen essays in all, two of them translations. Of those two, I had helped out on one, and I managed to
locate a copy of the original in the pile of paper I’d stowed away in a wrapping cloth. It took me all the next day,
but I finished that translation. Afraid my resurrected memories would fade, I kept feverishly at my work with
scarcely a thought of resting my eyes. A kind of prayer, I guess you could call it. Or perhaps auto-suggestion, a
superstitious belief that I could signal them as long as my memories were kept fresh.
Perhaps my prayer was answered, even though I was a nonbeliever, for around dinnertime I heard the plank
door to my kitchen gently rattle. And then the voice of my landlady,
“Student, come out—your cousin’s here.”
Cousin—my energy drained. I sat still, holding my breath. My landlady’s voice, now a murmur, continued
from outside. I closed the notebook, then—and I;’m not sure why I did this—I fished out my passport from the
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cloth wrapper and placed it on the table. Inspecting my cramped room, I calmly waited for my visitor to break
down the door and enter. Then I heard the voice of a second woman.
“Hawon, are you in there?”
The gentle tone almost convinced me that my visitor was a close friend or relative. Still, it was a voice I’d
never heard before. I instinctively sensed my visitor was somehow connected with An, the more so since I had no
female cousins. I’m not sure what it was about that voice, but I felt as if my last ounce of energy had slipped
away. Whether the owner of that voice that had called my name was the bearer of good news or bad, this was no
time to hesitate. I opened the door, ushered my visitor inside, and made a show of thanks to my landlady.
“My name is Kim Huijin. Mr. An gave me your address and said I should ask your help.”
The woman sat down next to me on the floor, gathered her legs to the side, and slumped against the wall. She
had with her a good-sized travel bag, and the hand that had set it down looked rough and knotty. That hand spoke
of physical and emotional impoverishment. She was pale, but no more so than I. Her face had a chilling beauty
that made me feel she had come from a faraway place and would vanish to another. But her expression and
general appearance skillfully camouflaged all these things. Her eyes had a feverish glimmer. I could see she was
ill, and I placed a pillow behind her back. We observed each other silently. For her this must have been a rare
moment of repose. Finally I ventured a question.
“Is everybody safe?”
“Some of them. But our group is pretty much broken up. Everything we were working on was confiscated and
everyone’s either in custody or a fugitive.”
“What about Mr. An?”
Kim Huijin’s expression turned to utter gloom and she closed her eyes.
“I don’t know. I just don’t know.”
In a soft voice she told me about several people she knew. I had met none of them, and most of the names were
unfamiliar. I wondered if An had told her anything about me when he gave her my address. But it was enough that
he had directed her to me, and almost immediately I felt all of my doubts about him evaporate. In a spirit of deep
trust, the kind you would find between longtime friends, she told me of the danger their group was facing. I’m not
sure why, but I could not tell her the truth about myself. Instead, I let her believe I had belonged to their group for
some time, and at her mention of unfamiliar names or names I had heard only occasionally at best, I put on a
concerned look as if they were intimate friends. In fact, in my heart I was concerned about them. After a slight
interval I timidly said,
“Whenever I heard your name I thought it was a man they were talking about.”
This seemed to have reminded her of something.
“Oh, I have a letter for you from Mr. An.”
Her tone had a certain uneasiness to it. From her bag she handed me a thin, sealed envelope with worn edges.
Instead of opening it in her presence I impulsively tucked it in my pants pocket and hurried out to the kitchen. The
arrival of news, so long in coming, had made me giddy.
I opened the vent to the concrete firebox and put the rice pot on, then cooked stew on the kerosene stove I’d
borrowed from my landlady. It seemed an eternity since the aroma of food had last come from my drafty kitchen,
and I found myself feeling jumpy. In all the time I had occupied this single room beneath the skies of Seoul, no
one had come visiting. I congratulated myself that this first visitor was not my aunt or a relative she had sent. I sat
down against the firebox and opened the letter.
Miss Kong,
This will have to be short. I’ve sent you someone as dear to me as my own self, along with a
request for help. For the time being it will be difficult for you and me to meet. To get to the point, I
have a very big favor to ask. Could you lend her your passport? It would be a great help. Because
of the nature of this request, I’ll understand if you refuse. But I’ll say it again: it would be more
helpful than anyone could imagine if you agree to it. If you do, I’ll leave the rest to you and Kim
Huijin.
An

Short and to the point—a businesslike letter. I gazed at this letter. Had it really been written by An? It was
certainly his handwriting. And did he have the right to ask me such a favor? Yes, he did. Why? But to this I had no
answer. Couldn’t An have phrased the letter differently? But even if he had, I might very well have been hurt just
the same, inconsolably so.
I returned with the meal tray to find Kim Huijin half reclining. She sat up and received the tray with trembling
arms. We finished the meal in silence. I had eaten meals like this a long, long time ago, silent meals taken late at
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night, oppression in the air, and I had cautiously observed the weary face across from me. On the other side of the
table had been Mom, home from work, her fatigue camouflaged by makeup, and opposite her was myself, no
more than eight or nine at the time. But Kim Huijin displayed a weariness different from Mother’s. Her face had
an unusual aura I hadn’t recognized till then, an aura I felt she had perseveringly nurtured to resist exhaustion. I
wondered if Kim Huijin was about as old now as my mother had been back then. No. Kim Huijin’s face looked
much younger. It didn’t know how to age.
Whenever I thought of her after that moment, I was seized by a kind of persecution complex. Her face, her
bearing, aroused in me something I had to find the words for. And there was nothing so difficult to define as her
beauty. She resembled so-and-so, or she looked like such-and-such; no, she had something about her that such
comparisons couldn’t hope to explain. The only word that occurred to me finally was the simplest of adjectives—
beautiful. Was this the fantasy of a lonely, immature girl? Certainly it wasn’t. Though I hadn’t known who was
calling me, as soon as I heard the voice outside my door hadn’t I produced the passport for her? I would have
sheltered her, or anybody else, letter or not. I was sure of it.
“You must have something on your mind, staring at me like that.”
I picked up the passport, which I’d pushed to the corner of the table.
“I’ve been thinking about what to do from now on.”
Kim Huijin reached across the table toward me. I took her hands without a word. They felt feverish. She gave
me a slight squeeze. I released my hands, then enveloped hers with mine. I never asked about her relationship
with An.
*
I sometimes wonder if this thing we call hope is a kind of narcotic. Whatever it is, the person who gets a taste
of it ends up unconditionally hooked on it. Then if her hopes are shattered, she feels the hellish agony addicts
experience when the drug wears off. And her anticipation of that agony makes her cling more strongly to her
hopes. The day Kim Huijin came to my room I watched her weary eyes fall shut and woke up to the fact that I’d
long been infected with a hope that was difficult to pinpoint. I knew that in one form or another it would end up
guiding me for the rest of my life. Obstinately expectant that my vague hope would be realized, I tended Kim
Huijin.
She was bedridden from the day she arrived. I nursed her in the evenings and roamed the far reaches of Seoul
during the day looking for people who could help her or provide news. But the addresses she gave me were wrong
or, with everyone so concerned about the political tensions, I was asked to go away and come by later when things
cooled off. There were also times—not so frequent, needless to say—that certain people provided material
assistance. In any event, though it was late in the game, I met many people who gave me strength. Through
contacting these various people I was able to see Chong, who’d been passing anxious days at a tearoom run by a
friend of his.
“Who is this! How did you know I was here? Are you by yourself?”
Chong looked at me with surprise, more worried than pleased, as if it were my ghost he was seeing. All too
clearly I saw in his expression the distrust that can overcome people under these circumstances.
Chong’s suspicions no longer hurt me, though. What really surprised him was the news that Kim Huijin was
bedridden in my room. Chong too was in seclusion, constantly fearful, and knew absolutely nothing about his
friends except that An had escaped to the countryside. I told him the contents of An’s letter and Kim Huijin’s
intentions and gave him my passport.
I wasn’t sure what connection there was between altering a passport and working at a precinct office, but three
days later Chong brought the passport back. He’d done a perfect job of replacing my photo with one of Kim
Huijin. But Chong was afraid of handing it over to me and placed it in a drawer instead. We were in a tiny alcove
to the rear of the tearoom, and Chong was drunk as could be. The hour was late but he kept trying to sit me down
so he could rattle on with his griping about An. An had been interested in my passport ever since I started working
with them at the print shop, he told me. It had all been planned. Yes it had, I told him—and An and I had done the
planning; we’d kept it secret from the start. But Chong was too drunk to listen carefully to what I was saying. And
he was furious that An was hurrying Kim Huijin off to the U.S. so that their problems wouldn’t escalate. I waited
for him to pass out, and when he started snoring I took the passport from the drawer and started to leave, thankful
that he’d obliged me before curfew.
“Hawon, I’m sorry!” he called out to my back.
I didn’t ask what he was apologizing for and I didn’t accept the apology. He’ll never understand me and I’ll
never see him again, I told myself. I felt oddly emotionless.
Kim Huijin stayed in my room about three weeks. During that period she slowly recovered and at times she
was absorbed in some kind of writing until late at night. When I had time I would sit beside her and continue the
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job of reconstructing the lost essays.
One night I awakened to a clattering in my kitchen. I opened the door and there she was, scrubbing away at the
cupboards and cook stove with a rag. Like a true cousin who from the goodness of her heart had come to help her
younger relation clean house, she had rolled up her sleeves and made the kitchen spotless. Hearing me, she turned
with a sheepish laugh, like someone caught red-handed in a secret activity. But in that laugh was a hint of a deeper
anxiety.
“Don’t worry—everything’s going to turn out all right,” she said.
By then she had returned to a semblance of health. While I made preparations for her trip I vaguely expected
An to visit. But that was impossible. The days went by without her ever seeing An or making secret contact with
her family in the countryside. The day she left my room, left this city of Seoul, left this nation, she gave me half a
dozen letters to mail and her bag, which was full of papers and things.
“Hawon, could you take care of this for me? It’s some trivial stuff I’ve written; when the time is right they can
see the light of day. I’m sure I’ll see you again. And I promise I’ll be back.”
With the altered passport and the ticket I’d obtained for her she left alone for Kimp’o Airport. For safety’s sake
I couldn’t see her off there.
I spent the days after her departure at home waiting and preparing myself mentally for the arrival of someone,
family or otherwise, who would carry me off to the police. But nothing happened to me. I finished reconstructing
all the essays and read every last one of the articles Kim Huijin had left me, and in all that time no one came
knocking at the door of my shabby dwelling. There was no doubt in my mind that Kim Huijin had departed safely.
Hints of spring were evident, but endless winter was the season of my mind. Not much sunlight reached the
neighborhood and the snowman still stood frozen upon the hill. A single postcard arrived, unsigned, bearing no
return address:
Miss Kang,
Thank you

And that was it. Presently I read a rather long article about An’s arrest, and then much later an article
containing a distorted and exaggerated commentary on the activities of my unnamed colleagues.
*
I always wanted to write something in the form of a short report about that period, starting out like this:
“I can see it now, the gloom of early winter on that endless road. Darkness lay everywhere, like the dense color
of a liquor bottle’s thick glass bottom, and yet it was during that melancholy journey that I first encountered the
word hope …”
It seems I still hold sacred those thoughts we printed, but I lack the talent to record that period with any
precision in writing. More to the point, there’s nothing in my existence that could be turned into a story. Who in
the world would care about my life, which has been like a bar of the drowsy music An listened to now and then
when he worked? An absurd idea.
Even if Kim Huijin had tried to make contact with me, it would have been impossible. For I myself left Seoul,
telling no one. I dropped out of school once and for all, returned to my aunt’s, and for years I helped her with the
farm work. At the same time, I ventured into other activities, wanting to share with those around me the color of
the hope I had tasted. My life since then has changed little.
Meanwhile, An became well known as a folk artist and activist, speaking out in the media. He gave several
lectures in a city not far from the rural area where I live. It’s already several years since the one occasion I went to
that city, around the time of one of those lectures. I asked the sponsors to give him a bag for me. Although I had
highly recommended this lecture to the young people in the village, I returned home once my duty was done. In
that bag were the materials Kim Huijin had left with me, along with the bundle of articles we’d worked on at the
print shop, which I’d managed to reconstruct and hadn’t read since. Later I saw some of those pieces in a
magazine.
There now remains no physical evidence within my reach that this period of my life ever existed. I take that
back. There is one piece of evidence: my unfinished translation of that Italian historian’s book written in German.
But that translation, my erstwhile remedy for anxiety and solitude, has been stuffed away so long now that the
paper has yellowed. And if there’s anything to say about that book, it’s that perhaps it’s been published in a
translation by a professional, someone better than I. I’ve never tried to find out for sure.
After that period I loved a man, the one and only time. But he left me to marry a friend of mine. If I had been
him, I would have selected my friend, too.
Several years ago I met a professor who had quit teaching and moved to the country to commit his life’s work
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to writing. He was a linguist and said he was preparing a book called Contemporary Sociolinguistics. He needed
someone who could help him with sources and proofreading, and I went to his house and volunteered.
I’m now his assistant, and I go up to Seoul once a week to look up sources for him at the library. But I’m not at
all sure when his book will see daylight: the expansive thoughts of this elderly professor only proliferate by the
week.
*
I walked toward the station to catch my train for the countryside. How could the sky in this season be so
innocently clear? And how could my suffering during that period be so fresh in my mind? Suffering knows no
aging. I guess because our ardent desires to be healed are so fresh and persistent. Shall I gather the neighbor
children this winter and build a huge snowman in the fields? We’ll fit the head with a long branch, an antenna to
send signals to the star of the woman who recently left this world. But wouldn’t those children know better than
anyone that a person doesn’t turn into a star when she dies? Of the person who disappears in pain from our lives,
all that is left in the hearts of those of us who knew her is a tiny scar of light.
15.85 A Shared Journey\fn{by Im Ch’oru (1954-
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You were nowhere to be seen. We were to meet next to the telephone booth where the road splits about a
hundred yards inside the entrance to the apartment complex.
Was I too early? I checked my watch—five to three. I was a bit more restless. Ever since I’d left the house, and
all the way here on the bus, I felt as if something had been tugging at the back of my neck. Actually, I suppose I’d
started feeling restless the previous night when you called, or, more precisely, that shocking night a week before
when you appeared for the first time in a year and a half. You’d come from out of that darkness, stealing over me
like a hypnotic drumbeat, and instinctively I had caught the smell of imminent destruction: my repose, the calm
and tranquil life I’d guarded until then, would ultimately be stirred up. Worst of all—and this was the dangerous
truth of the matter—I might have to put that life behind me once and for all. And so as that hypnotic drumbeat
gradually approached, I became more anxious, more restless. For that reason, when the warning light began to
flash urgently in my mind, alerting me to the danger, it would have been better had I at least adopted an
appropriate defense—or fled.
But I couldn’t escape. Because from that same far comer of my consciousness where an alarm was sounding
ceaselessly, I was besieged by another voice, one that ordered me with an all-powerful, imperious authority to
await this drumbeat and accept it. Finally, I had no choice but to do just that. Overwhelmed by the affection for
you that filled my heart, I realized I would eventually have to accept not only you but also the ominous
uncertainties you would bring.
Someone was there. Not too fast, I told myself as I turned toward the telephone booth. But then I relaxed. It
was a young woman. Through the transparent glass of the booth, I watched her lift the receiver and deposit a coin.
She was wearing house clothes, which made me think she might have been cleaning the floor in her apartment.
“Hi, it’s me … Yes … Any news? … Oh, really? She had the baby? … A boy? … What! … Oh no! After it was
born … Oh, my God! The poor thing …”
The woman’s face began to contort with tears.
“Another stillbirth … Oh, how awful … That’s the second time … Oh, how awful.”
The woman hung up. I quickly looked away before she emerged from the booth. Her head drooping, she
trudged back toward the apartment buildings, and I saw her heels rising in turn from her sandals. They looked like
two mouths opening and closing.
I checked my watch again. It was just past three. Still no sight of you. A mailbox stood next to the telephone
booth; its crimson color gave me a feeling of urgency I couldn’t explain. Suddenly, the word contact came to
mind, prompting me in spite of myself to look quickly in both directions. For some reason I was filled with an
intense animosity toward this unsavory word, which might seem appropriate in a spy movie or a cops-and-robbers
television show. I might have preferred rendezvous, a word with more feeling to it. Yes, a rendezvous with a friend
—I was waiting for a friend. But the phone booth was the meeting place I had decided on, and I had to admit that
anyone might readily use that distasteful word contact to describe the act of waiting for you then.
I lit a cigarette to dispel the unpleasant premonition that came over me like goose bumps again and again.
Taxis came and went on the road turning into the apartment complex, but there weren’t many people about. True,
it wasn’t rush hour, but it was more likely that the late autumn weather, which had sent the temperature
plummeting the previous day, was keeping people indoors. The concrete apartment buildings, looking like so
many upside-down apple crates, stretched endlessly in every direction under the oppressive gray sky. They were a
uniform composition of neatly arrayed buildings, equidistant from one another and coated with layer on layer of
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pink paint. Each side wore a number, and the end of each building appeared in sharp relief. The sight of those
bold angles provoked an intense disgust in me, and for a time I remained motionless where I was.
It was then that you appeared. I hadn’t expected you to come from outside the complex, and I almost didn’t
recognize you because of your outfit. The cap with the broad visor pressing down over your forehead reminded
me of sports day at a rural elementary school. Your navy blue jacket was emblazoned in yellow across the chest
with the word Hyundai. Dressed like that, you could pass without suspicion. But that cap and uniform, obtained
from who knows where, embarrassed me. They were like stage props—they didn’t become you. And to my eyes,
at least, they were less than convincing as a disguise.
“Well, you made it. Been waiting long?”
“No.”
You gave me a pat on the shoulder—an old habit of yours. But you were more restrained than in the old days;
the touch on my shoulder was like an afterthought. More evident than anything were the apprehensive looks you
kept casting in both directions. On the surface all seemed the same, but in actuality something was completely
different. It was obvious that something between us had changed, and that saddened me. I looked up at you.
“Where the hell did you come from? Somewhere around here?”
I felt the same anxiety, the same nervousness, as before.
“You’re not supposed to ask—remember? It’s better for both of us that way. What you don’t know won’t hurt
you.”
“Asshole.” I forced a grin. You responded with an ambiguous smile. The teeth that shone through your beard
gleamed exceptionally white. The lush growth of facial hair reminded me of a barley field gone to seed. It was
obvious you’d shaved hardly at all. I had asked you about this the day you surfaced. Anything to change the
appearance of your face, you had answered.
We set off toward the street, and I explained the train schedule. From downtown, three trains a day left for
Mokp’o. But there were more trains from the town of Songjong, because the Mokp’o—bound trains from Seoul
stopped there. Of course from downtown there was a bus for Mokp’o every ten minutes or so, you had explained
to me on the phone the previous day. But any way you looked at it, the train was safer, and that’s what you had
chosen.
“Good—then we’ll go by way of Songjong,” you finally had decided.
“We’re in luck—there’s a local train leaving there in about an hour. The problem is, how do we get to
Songjong?”
I wasn’t thrilled about the idea of riding a congested city bus.
“No problem—we’ll catch a taxi. I’ve got some money.”
Two men were chatting in the watchman’s cubicle at the entrance to the apartment complex. You strode past,
with me following. There were several things I was still wondering about, but I decided to keep my peace. As you
had said, it would perhaps be better for both of us that way. In any event, you were an enigma. I still didn’t know
for certain where you had been living. It was always you who had called me—the previous evening, too.
It was just past ten o’clock when you called. You had come straight to the point:
“Can you get me a train schedule for Mokp’o? And I’d like you to go there with me—how about it?”
I had a class the following day, and several courses were supposed to finish then. So it might have been my last
college class. But I couldn’t have cared less. Instead, I wondered what had prompted you to undertake a
potentially dangerous trip to Mokp’o, and why it was me you were asking to accompany you. But these, too, were
matters I decided to keep to myself. The answers would emerge in due course during the trip.
We caught a taxi in front of the apartment complex. The driver looked about forty. Since Songjong was outside
the city limits, we had to pay extra to go there, he informed us. We finally settled on a fare that was five hundred
won less than he had demanded.
The taxi rounded the sports complex and began crawling up an elevated highway. We kept silent for a while.
The mountains were visible in the distance. As always, their massive bulk seemed to embrace the city, keeping a
silent vigil over all below them. Their sprawling foothills accommodated some of the huddled throngs who had
moved to the city. We too had been born and raised there. Before I realized it, the mountains had become a deep
indigo—the color of melancholy. They looked gloomy.
As I watched the mountain skyline through the window, I suddenly thought of the year and a half in which we
had been separated. And now we were reunited, each of us with an end of the severed thread of time twined about
his fingers. Yes. The important thing was, we had met again. But we each realized we were not what we used to
be. Like soldiers returning from battle, we were the same people, but then we were no longer what we once were.
It had been a year and a half, but in truth it seemed like an eon, like a kind of vacuum. And between us now was
an awesome, bottomless canyon, a gaping maw that stretched as far as we could see. There we stood, each on his
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own dizzying height, gazing at the other in despair and confusion.
I felt awkward sitting shoulder to shoulder with you in the taxi. As I watched you in profIle, I tried to locate the
source of this feeling. Before long I had found it. It was the melancholy expressed in your thick beard, in your
puffy, lifeless cheeks, in the ever worrisome look in your eyes that belied your attempts at indifference. The
period of rupture between us was driven home in my mind more than anything else by the comical cap pressed
low on your head, and by the navy blue jacket with the unbecoming Hyundai written on it. And this was perhaps
what pained me so. Why should I have had to witness the pain and melancholy in your face? They seemed trivial
signs of weakness in one who had been so imposing, so full of vitality. But there they were, in plain sight, and we
had no choice but to accept them. Our psyches, wounded the previous summer, had yet to heal to the point where
we could look back dispassionately on what had really caused all these changes.
“How’s business?” you asked the driver.
“Don’t ask! God only knows when the price of gas is going to drop. And a few days ago they put another two
hundred taxis on the streets.”
It was discouraging to have so many taxis serving the population, the man continued.
You engaged him in idle conversation, probably to conceal your anxiety. But your tone of voice seemed a bit
forced. I noticed that the driver was sneaking looks at us in the rearview mirror now and then. Perhaps this was
nothing more than a habit all drivers had; whatever the case, it seemed to make you quite nervous. It had already
been a year and a half since your face had appeared on the wanted posters. Someone like this driver, more
concerned with eking out a living, would probably have difficulty matching the face in the poster with the
slovenly appearance you had adopted. But of course there were exceptions to this rule. At school the other day I
had overheard someone saying you had been seen near Rocky Pass. I was sitting on a bench in front of the
literature building. My heart jumping, I looked around to see who had said this, but it was someone I’d never seen
before. Probably you didn’t know him either. To be identified at any time in a completely unexpected place by
people one didn’t know—that was perhaps more frightening than anything.
We passed the industrial complex in Kwangch’on-dong and turned onto the road for Songjong. The lowering
sky became oppressive, making the asphalt stretching before us even more drab. Before long we had sped past the
veterans’ hospital on our left and crossed a hill. We were now outside the city limits. There were fewer and fewer
houses along the road, and fields came into sight. The taxi gathered speed.
That evening a week ago when you had surfaced, I had been watching television with my family when the
phone rang. It was Kim, of all people. He had graduated before me, and was studying for the civil service
examination.
“Well, this is a rare honor. What’s up?”
“Nothing much … just something I want to show you. Can you come over?”
“Now?”
I had no idea what this was all about, but suddenly I felt tense. Kim’s voice was somehow giddy, and that gave
me a hunch. All in a flurry I caught a taxi. I could barely contain my emotions as I walked down the pitch-black
alley to Kim’s rented room. I couldn’t believe that the prospect of seeing you after a year and a half—not such a
long time, really—was capable of stirring me up so. Looking back, I realize that during that period, which had
seen the passage of several seasons, the two of us, both almost twenty-seven, had gained more experience in the
ways of the world than one might have expected; we had aged too quickly.
My hunch was right. Kim was waiting outside the door to his landlord’s house. An hour before, you had shown
up out of the blue, he said as he led me into his room.
“Good to see you,” you said in a matter-of-fact tone. We clasped hands and for a moment greedily explored
each other’s face. And that was it. We could have leaped into each other’s arms, as in some grandiloquent drama.
Or we could have staged a grand emotional display, complete with tears welling in our eyes after being starved so
long for friendship. For, after all, we had assumed you were dead. Amazingly, though, we spoke sparingly. I tried
to control my uneven breathing.
“You’ve put on a lot of weight.”
“That’s what happens when you spend all your time eating and sleeping. Yes sir, I’m as fat as a hippo.”
It was just as you said. You had a large frame to begin with, but you’d never shown signs of becoming as fat as
you were now. The extra weight, which reminded me of soft bean curd, and the swollen stomach showing
between the buttons of your thin shirt, were completely unexpected. A haggard face and a body of skin and bones
were closer to what I had imagined. But I shouldn’t have been surprised. Obviously, you hadn’t had much
exercise; you had passed the time shut up in a room, too anxious to open the window even in midsummer. I soon
realized that your health was out of kilter. In a sense, you had swollen rather than just gaining weight.
“Well, you can be thankful for one thing—you must have done a lot of reading. Probably picked up a few
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smarts along the way, buddy.”
“Yeah, more or less … won’t get much use out of books now, though.”
I tried the bantering routine, as in the old days, hoping to smooth things out between us, but that didn’t work
either. Feelings of guilt, awkwardness, wariness, unease—so turbid and tangled they were forming an oppressive,
sticky barrier among the three of us. How could it possibly be? There was so much I had wanted to say, but here I
was fumbling for words as if I were speaking a language I had learned only superficially. But then, what was the
use of talking now about the autumn and winter, the spring and summer we had passed in your absence? How
could I describe to you all our gestures of despair, the countless emptied shot glasses, our incessant harping—
while all along we tried to ignore those empty seats in our classroom?
“I always thought you’d survive. You must have had a hard time.”
“Well, more or less … I didn’t have much choice, since I didn’t die.”
We chuckled at the same time. It hurt me to realize that your laughter was just as superficial as my own, and it
was all I could do to stomach it. Nor could I rejoin the severed thread of time. Our awkwardness was much more
noticeable now, and we both suffered in silent despair. That awkwardness disconcerted me as much as the
disparity between the imagined bag of bones and the real you swollen like a hippopotamus. For an instant I
examined the signs of deep exhaustion appearing on your face, and suddenly I shuddered. I had never expected to
see such hopeless fatigue emanating from you. Even the eyes of a wanderer wouldn’t have been so veiled with
fatigue. “I want to rest”—that was what your face seemed to be saying as you sat in front of me.
And so—in this state of exhaustion you had returned to our hometown of Kwangju. But in just a year and a
half this city of ours had changed into a neighborhood of strangers incapable of extending you a warm welcome.
You were as familiar with the city as always. You knew the alleys and the tiny mom-and-pop stores like the back
of your hand, each and every one of them—but the city would no longer remember you as you once were. For that
very reason, even now that you were back home, you could only skulk about at night like a bat, under cover of
darkness, and it was likewise for that reason that you were compelled to have a third party summon me, your
friend.
We crossed a long concrete bridge. Below, the meager braids of the river twisted through flatlands wearing the
subdued colors of late autumn. I lit a cigarette and rolled down the window halfway. The air gushed in. The road
became a broad straightaway near the airport, and the driver accelerated.
The station plaza wasn’t very busy. We crossed this plaza with its directional signs and the banners with their
official slogans. There was a police precinct house to the left. We passed a signboard containing information for
soldiers on leave, and entered the waiting room.
The timetable was displayed on a board attached to the top of the wall and tilted slightly toward the viewer
below. As we had expected, a local was scheduled to leave for Mokp’o in thirty minutes. What could we do until
then? You must have been wondering the same thing, because I turned to find you pacing in the comer. Avoiding
eye contact beneath the low brim of your cap, you were trying to control your anxiety, but I knew that deep down
inside you were agitated. I felt the same way. My nervousness took the form of a foolish notion that we were
extraordinarily conspicuous in the fetid waiting room, as if we were a different species of human being. Quite a
few people were pacing about this room the size of a classroom. Strangely, there was no seating to speak of. Then
I realized that all the seats were outside in the plaza, probably to ease crowding in the waiting room. The cool
weather, though, appeared to have driven most of these people inside, here to await their train in boredom.
What were we going to do? We knew there would be tearooms nearby, but you were opposed to waiting there.
At the same time, it would have been risky to remain in this crowded, disorderly waiting room. After hesitating
briefly, we decided to sit outside.
A dozen long, wooden benches were lined up in two rows. We sat down on the one farthest from the waiting
room.
We smoked in silence. Men and women, most of them country people, trooped in and out of the public toilet
nearby; the air was ripe with the stink of urine, and their clothes were permeated with the persistent smell of
ammonia.
Huddled on the bench across from us was a group of young people. The three fellows looked old enough to be
awaiting their draft notices. Their faces had a disagreeable alcoholic flush, and all of them looked like bums
through and through. The two girls couldn’t stop giggling. I wondered if they were on their way home from a
friend’s wedding. Peanuts, dried squid, and similar snacks were strewn about them. I couldn’t bring myself to
dislike them. Instead, I envied their complete indifference to their surroundings as they laughed and ate.
The outside of the station was covered with a dizzying profusion of posters: Prevent Fires ; Protect Nature ; a
counterespionage poster, Until Yesterday a Life of Deceit, From Today a Life of Truth . Next to them was a
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military recruitment poster and then a row of photographs of most-wanted fugitives.
Age-27; Height-5'9; Physical Description-handsome, tall and willowy build.
The description was surely there, and below it the photo of you in your high school uniform. I looked again at
the fat man with the thick beard and the ridiculous getup sitting beside me, a man who at first glance you would
think to be in his forties. I chuckled at the thought of the youth in the photo, and you turned to me with an
uncomprehending look.
“What’s so funny?”
“Nothing.” I chuckled some more. “Have you seen yourself in that photo?”
“Where?” Still laughing, I gestured with my chin toward the wanted poster. You looked briefly in that
direction, then shook your head.
“You should thank the fellows who made those posters. They say you’re handsome. And—get this—a tall and
willowy build!”
I laughed some more.
“Oh yeah?”
Finally you cracked a smile. But before long you gave a soft sigh and looked off into space. I fixed my eyes on
the tips of my shoes, full of remorse at what I had just said. I felt prickly all over, as if covered with sand. If only I
could have shouted, at the top of my lungs.
During the previous year and a half, we had encountered your face wherever we went—movie theaters,
tearooms, restaurants, train stations, drinking places, billiard halls. Anywhere we went, you were right behind us,
a nagging presence. The previous spring we had gone to Oleju Island for our senior-class trip, and there in the
room of our inn was the photo of you in your high school uniform. You had followed us that far. That night, we
drank ourselves silly and put on a disgusting display of behavior. But maybe it was easier to deal with you that
way. After all, we could keep you locked up in that thumb-sized photo from the wanted poster, add just the right
amount of emotion and a dash of rationalization, and then look at you as if we were leafmg through an old photo
album from time to time. If you couldn’t be with us in the flesh, at least your name lived on in our memories of
the past. And as long as you were frozen in those memories, we could at least drink ourselves to sleep.
Occasionally an irritating thought would provoke a shower of curses and complaints from us. And having
cursed and complained, we actually found it easier to throw ourselves back into the increased tedium and oblivion
of our daily lives. We were tired, unbearably tired, and we wanted so much to lose ourselves in sleep. We wanted
to sink passively into the misty chaos of a remote hell in which our consciousness was paralyzed, our spirit
strangled. Yes. We were sinking. There was no spark in our eyes, and before we knew it we were each sinking
little by little into a deep abyss.
“Let yourself go … into a deep, deep sleep … an eternal sleep … and never, ever awaken … a deep, deep sleep
… oh, so long …”
Such was the whisper that played about our ears like sweet music wherever we went. That whisper. That sweet
whisper. As we listened to the blasphemous command, we were sinking. And we were repeating that whisper, one
after another.
“Forget. … Forget everything. … The past is over; the memories can’t hurt you. … Forget the nightmares,
every last trace of them. … Wipe the slate clean—perfectly clean. … Because tomorrow is a new day, a brighter
day.”
And then you had reappeared. Why now? I had groaned in despair. You had dared to appear, dared to pick from
our sleepy brains the distasteful, chilling remnants of our nightmares. You were unmistakable proof that those
nightmares were something tangible. Remember … remember … remember. Somehow, when we were off guard,
you had popped out of the square of paper in which we had kept plotting to confine you—whether or not we had
realized it at the time—and there you were in the flesh, standing before us. Boldly, recklessly, you had churned
and thinned the syrup of our dreamy self-hypnosis. There would be more pain to deal with now.
The wind came up. Pastry wrappers and scraps of wastepaper cartwheeled past our feet. You had been smoking
one cigarette after another; I had kept looking at my watch. One of the drunken young fellows who had been
laughing and clowning began to retch. We got up.
We went to the gate where the tickets for our train were being punched. We each had our own ticket. You had
insisted on this: “Just in case …” We passed through the gate without incident, though. We sat down on the corner
of a brick-lined flower bed and waited. The salvia planted here and there had withered. The passengers in the train
on the far set of tracks cast indifferent looks in our direction. Beyond the train the sky loomed a shade grayer.
“I’m sorry,” you blurted. “It’s been one errand after another for you …”
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“What do you mean, ‘Sorry’? Asshole. Why this all of a sudden?”
I smiled in spite of myself, then suddenly wished I could take the words back, chew them up, and swallow
them. Nothing was clicking between us, and I had no idea why.
“Innocent people might get hurt on my account, and that keeps me awake nights. Doesn’t matter where I
move,” you muttered as you broke a matchstick in two.
A gust of wind brought with it the smell of rusty metal and the sulfurous odor of coal. Sitting there with your
broad back hunched over, you looked like a big kid who had been scolded. People getting hurt … but who was
doing the hurting, and who was being hurt? Were you an agent of pain, you who had to keep hidden even after
returning home? And was I a victim, I who could strut through life full of composure, without a care?
Suddenly I realized we had been making none of our usual attempts at humor. This knowledge filled me with
spite. We had never, ever, had such an embarrassing conversation before. Something had made us different from
what we had been, and I just couldn’t put my finger on it. All I could do was ask myself the same questions as
before.
Our train pulled up to the platform, and we boarded the last car. There were more empty seats than we had
expected. We sat down facing each other, tucked up against a window. The coach was worn and dingy. The
cushioning inside the blue fabric of the seats was almost gone, and wads of gum were stuck here and there.
The train left five minutes late. The sooty station and the low tin roofs of the surrounding houses slowly began
to recede. Every last one of those houses looked shabby, dismal. I watched the low, gray sky darken in the
distance over the center of the town. I wondered if it would rain. The train gathered speed and open fields quickly
unfolded beyond the window. Every now and then I saw a farmer harvesting late-ripening rice with a sickle. We
passed a cultivator loaded with sheaves of rice. And then a solitary dwelling with crimson peppers spread about its
roof. In the yard, girls with infants swaddled on their backs were playing jump rope with a length of rubber cord.
Finally I began to relax. You had pushed up your cap so that it sat askew, and had cast your gaze outside the
window. Suddenly I noticed a shadow of gloom flit across your forehead. It was that same fatigue I had noticed
when you surfaced. You hadn’t been able to rid yourself of that deep, gloomy fatigue, the exhaustion in your eyes,
which made me wonder if you were about to collapse. I felt new pangs of regret.
“I had to move fourteen times in Seoul,” you had said a few days before. “Sometimes I’d spend just one night
and they’d ask me to move on. You really get tired after a while. You get to feel you just can’t live like that
anymore. Sometimes I think, what the hell, why not just run outside and take what comes.”
A man in a uniform emerged through the glass-paneled sliding door at the end of the coach. Conductor, read
the crimson patch on his shoulder. He briefly stared at us, then passed through the car and out the door at the other
end. Our eyes met, almost by reflex, and then we looked away in embarrassment.
“Does Sunim know you’re in town?” I asked.
For a time you stared silently out the window.
“No …” You shook your head once, still without turning toward me.
“Why not? She’s the one who worries the most.”
“I wanted to, but … I really thought it would be best for both of us if I held off. Another case of what they
don’t know won’t hurt them.”
You lit a cigarette. Perhaps Sunim had received visitors, as you had suspected.
“Tell us the truth. We’re sure you know. Where is he?”
I wondered how she had answered.
“I have no idea”—that was what I had said, and perhaps Sunim had answered likewise. “I don’t know. You
think I’m protecting him? I don’t know. I tell you, I don’t know.” Perhaps she had shaken her head, like Cain did
after burying Abel and returning home, concealing his bloody palms. Yes. We didn’t know. And perhaps that made
things so much more convenient for us. As you had said, what we didn’t know wouldn’t hurt us. In any event,
even though I had to steady my legs and stand straight in front of them, I was somehow able to answer freely that
I was ignorant of your whereabouts. This firm denial was the honest truth, and not to be challenged. I had every
right to be indignant at having been made the object of unreasonable suspicions. Complete ignorance sometimes
makes people brave. And indeed, in this case it did. I was uncharacteristically brave then. In the end they had to
send me home without obtaining any information.
“We’ll give you the benefit of the doubt,” one of the men had said as I turned away. “But we’ll probably be
seeing you again.”
“Is she still teaching at that school?” you asked me.
“Who?”
“Sunim.”
“Probably. I haven’t seen her since I bumped into her last spring, but …”
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You turned back toward the window. Sunim had been looking through some books when I saw her at a
bookstore that day. I barely recognized her; she didn’t look well, and that bothered me. She said she was teaching
language at a middle school in the countryside where you could see the ocean. I asked her how she had been
getting along.
“So-so.”
She had smiled forlornly. But she said she enjoyed teaching the children.
“I’m living by myself, and when I’m bored, I read poetry. And I’ve picked up this embarrassing habit of
bawling.” Then she selected a book of poetry and quickly turned away. She looked so frail as she was swallowed
up in the wave of humanity outside. Only then did I realize that we hadn’t mentioned you at all.
“Have you been in touch with your mother?” I asked.
“No. But I telephoned my aunt not too long ago, so my mother must know. Of course, I didn’t tell her I was
back home. All she did was cry.”
You sent cigarette smoke streaming out the window as you talked. Some children were running one after
another along a narrow dirt path across a field. Once I had visited your house, to find your mother watering the
garden. She had recently begun to attend a Catholic church, and that day she asked if I would consider doing the
same. Your room had been left as it was. The books in your bookcase, your clothes hanging on the wall, the
English dictionary on the desk—all was the same as before.
“He’ll survive wherever he goes, the little stinker,” she had said as she watered the flowers, which were
withering because of a long dry spell. “I’m sure he’s alive somewhere. He’s not the type to roll over and die.”
The train passed a tiny station without stopping. The trains made irregular stops at such places—places that
lacked even a station house. I doubted we would arrive at Mokp’o on time. There was a bustle of passengers
coming and going every time we stopped. The turbid, murky water of the Yongsan River came into sight, coiling
among bare fields. The water moved sluggishly, as if it might cease flowing altogether. Reeds half covered with
mud stuck out everywhere along the riverbanks.
We kept silent for some time. Now and then we made abortive attempts to break that silence, but there were no
words to bring us together. I was always at a loss, because I didn’t know what to do with the severed fragments of
the words.
I talked about the last play we had been involved in. For three months we had spent cold winter evenings in an
empty lecture hall rehearsing that play, living on instant noodles. And then the notice had arrived forbidding us to
perform it. We had felt like embracing in tears. We had completed the sets and everything else, and two days
before the play was to have opened, we had bought some makkolli, launched into some songs we all knew, and
sang ourselves hoarse. Suddenly you had jumped up and gone on a rampage smashing the sets. The rest of us
were already feeling the makkolli, and we just sat and watched. It was just as if the pathos of the drama we were
to have performed were being played out in front of us.
And I talked about college—our friends and the few teachers we cared for, our classrooms smelling of chalk
and dust, the campus lawns and the wisteria benches, and that sweltering day the previous summer, which was so
abnormally dry, when we watched the desperate floundering of the goldfish in the nearly dried up pond in front of
the library, and the traces they left in the clumps of mud where they had slithered along on their stomachs.
“There’s something different about our hometown—and I don’t like it.”
I’d been wanting to say that for a long time. It was the truth. I was scared. When I met someone on the street, I
could read the shadow on his brow, the shadow of dark, nightmarish memories. And because of that, even the
faces of complete strangers would seem altogether familiar. I would see in their faces the same heavy fatigue,
something difficult to describe. If our eyes happened to meet, they would conceal their shriveled hearts, as if they
were lepers, look through me, and walk by—each and every one of them. And now, almost without my realizing
it, it seemed they all wanted to slip into a deep slumber. Slumber—that’s what it was. I disliked that lethargic
slumber of our hometown. That heavy, oppressive daytime slumber had become frightening. It felt like a tomb.
“You always did have a way with metaphors,” you said after hearing all of this.
You slowly turned to face me, then smiled. You had once remarked sarcastically that I had a problem—my
overindulgent habit of speaking in metaphors.
“I know you like to play it safe … but there are times when too much prudence can be no good,” you had said.
“Let me put it this way. Those big eyes of yours see so much, but that little mouth is afraid to say anything. Come
on, open that mouth wide. Or else close your eyes a little. That way, maybe you’ll have less trouble in the future.”
I still remembered those words clearly. Suddenly everything was dark. And then the overhead lights came on,
glaring fiercely, and for a time the clack of the wheels filled the coach. We had entered a tunnel. I felt disoriented,
as if I were sinking in fathomless water, suffocating. I felt the urgency of one being pursued by something, and
my eyes searched the opposite seat for your outline, which was growing indistinct.
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What are you doing back here? Why are you jumping out at us from the darkness we wanted to forget? For
God’s sake, leave us alone. We want to sleep. We don’t ever want to wake from this tranquil sleep, but only to lie
down for a long, long time. We had great affection for you—you know we did. And we still do—the same
amount. And you’ll be remembered by our children, and their children, forever—like the tailbone has survived to
remind humans they once had a tail. But we’ve put you to rest, memorial and all—I can’t help believing that.
Don’t dare show us the pelt of that pure, innocent animal—no, not even a drop of its blood, a tuft of its fur. For we
have removed that offering from the sacrificial altar. The ceremony is over. We did our part, and it’s only fair that
the almighty, benevolent God who returned Isaac to Abraham should allow us to enjoy nights of repose,
tranquillity, even boredom. It’s our turn to rest. So, we beg of you, leave us alone. We are tired. We are ever so
tired, and we want to sleep … sleep.
And then it was bright again. The overhead lights immediately went off. In that instant just before we emerged
from the tunnel, I had hastened to complete my secret betrayal of you in the darkness. For a time afterward, I was
afraid to look at you. My feelings were a tangled mess, difficult to distinguish. I felt as if I were swallowing a
huge lump of taffy. Perhaps it was guilt and rage toward who knows what, and perhaps self-hatred along with
compassion or melancholy toward myself. The darkness disappeared, as if sucked into the tunnel, but even then I
couldn’t free myself from that chaotic tangle of feelings. The winding river reappeared at a distance through the
window. You continued to sit silently opposite me.
The train lost speed, and a mosaic of tiled roofs appeared. Countless television antennas sprouted above them,
looking like insect feelers. We were approaching Yongsanp’o. From there a good thirty minutes remained to
Mokp’o, the end of the line. Passengers began removing their bundles from the overhead racks. An eight-minute
stop in Yongsanp’o, the conductor announced. The train came to a stop, and we tensed up again, straightening in
our seats.
Dusk slowly began to creep over everything. Through the windows we watched the passengers board and leave
the train. And then we slowly pulled away, leaving the station behind while the mercury lights over the platform
came on one by one. You were resting your head against the seatback, eyes closed, cap pulled low over your
forehead. I looked out the window at the gathering darkness. I cracked my knuckles one after another, feeling that
a part of me was collapsing, one piece at a time. I felt lonely. It was truly an unbearably lonely evening.
We had reached the outskirts of town. The clouds were darker, as if threatening a shower, and people were
scurrying for home. Someone on a bicycle rode by on a path beside the tracks, ignoring the train. Some toddlers
waved and shouted at us.
It was an utterly peaceful scene. The roofs clustered like oysters on the hillside began to lose their individual
outlines in the dusk and blend into one large mass. I imagined people turning down the paths to their homes,
women in the kitchens, their hands busy preparing supper for their families. I counted the lights as they came on
in the windows, looking like morning glories beginning to bloom, and I stole several cheerless looks at your face.
Suddenly I was choked up with a mysterious sorrow. I jerked my head away and looked outside again.
Fourteen times! It pained me to think about you constantly moving over the past year and a half—a
wearisome, tedious journey. And in the end you had returned. You had returned to the city that had nurtured you
until the age of twenty-seven. But that city—your hometown—had not welcomed you. And because of that, you
would have to wander its outskirts in hiding like some banished heathen.
It finally started to pour. The sparse, heavy drops of rain spattered against the windows of the coach, forming
lines of water. Some of the windows clicked shut. I stuck my hand outside. The cool raindrops felt gentle on my
palm.
Just then it happened. Without warning the emergency brakes were applied. The train lurched violently, and I
felt as if we would be pitched out of our seats. The train slid forward for a few seconds, then stopped. There was a
confused babble.
“We hit somebody!”
“Where! Where!”
Some of the passengers opened the windows and craned their heads out. Others sprang to their feet and went
outside.
“Good Lord! Looks like a woman.”
“Uh-uh. I think it’s a man.”
“Is she alive?”
“She couldn’t be. You ought to see the blood. My God, it’s awful!” With everyone exclaiming at once, the car
was soon in an uproar.
I stuck my head out the window and peered toward the front of the train. The victim appeared to have been
struck at a crossing. Several men in uniforms—probably the conductors—had gathered at the scene and were
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shouting to one another, gesticulating helplessly. A number of local people had gathered in a semicircle, and their
voices added to the confusion. From my vantage point, I couldn’t detennine the condition of the victim. I assumed
we were still in the outskirts of Yongsanp’o. It appeared to be a poor neighborhood, with low, wretched roofs
abutting one another. I sat down and ruffled my sodden hair.
“Looks like an accident.”
At this needless explanation you merely nodded.
The rain fell in torrents. Eventually the onlookers returned to the coach, their hems, cuffs, and collars dripping.
Before long the locomotive clunked back to life.
“Was she really trying to kill herself?”
“Hell no! There’s no stop sign at the crossing, and apparently the woman was hurrying home and couldn’t see
in the rain.”
“Seems she lived just across the tracks. People were saying she raised pigs and was awfully hard up.”
“God, what a mess! Killed on the spot.”
“She must have been toting a bucket of scraps. Bits of rice and other stuff scattered all over. It’s a damn
shame.”
“Is it true the insurance companies don’t pay a red cent if you’re run over by a train? What a way to go—
slaughtered like an animal.”
The train heaved into motion. Before we knew it, the city was out of sight and we were passing through fields
draped with darkness. For a long while we stared silently at the pitch black of the windowpane.
The raindrops, heavier now, drummed against the window, every staccato attack sounding like a volley of
gunfire. I shut my eyes tight. A short time before, when the train had eased its way past the accident site, we had
caught a glimpse of the corpse, covered by a straw sack. The instant that cold mass of flesh came into sight, we
had examined each other’s pale face. Almost immediately we each confirmed in the face of the other the traces of
an identical nightmare, and just as quickly we had looked away, as if by agreement. I closed my eyes and tried to
erase from my memory that dreadful image, which had come and gone in a flash, like an apparition. The straw
sack half covering the body, the inky water collecting on the ground beside it, a lone shoe, the white grains of rice
in the light at the crossing, the battered bucket, and the throng of onlookers—the onlookers.
The moment we saw these things, the blanket with which we had desperately tried to cover our nightmares was
mercilessly snatched away. And finally, beneath that blanket we were exposed in all our humiliating vulnerability.
Beneath that blanket were the chilling memories of the rape of our hometown. No, stop it! No! I shook my head
violently.
The rain continued its mad drumming against the window. Suddenly everything was blurry. I stole a glance at
your face. Your eyes were closed, your cap still low on your forehead. All in confusion, I wiped away my tears.
Some time ago, to my surprise, I’d fallen into this embarrassing habit of weeping. The tears would start dribbling
when I was drunk, or after a bad dream deep in the night. They’d quickly gather without reason, whether I was
surrounded by inattentive passersby on a familiar street, or tottering down a secluded alley on a dazzling spring
day. But you weren’t one to cry. In fact, I’d never seen you weep. Perhaps this was the very thing that
distinguished you from me. Knowing I was prone to tears, I quickly carne to realize the prudence of knowing
when to turn my back, and I carried that prudence about with me like a good-luck charm. You stupid idiot—you
hardly ever cried, and maybe that was why you were still a man without a name in this country where everyone
else was strutting about in broad daylight.
It was completely dark outside. The rain held steady, streaking the windows with water. The bright lights inside
the coach glinted on the glass, everywhere illuminating the sleek raindrops. There was only the ceaseless clack of
the wheels, producing regular vibrations, to break the deathly silence.
“What a pathetic pair we are—how about a drink?”
You hailed a passing vendor and bought a bottle of soju and a dried squid. I stared at you, wondering if we
were doing the right thing.
“Don’t worry. We’re not going to get drunk on one bottle.”
You broke out in a broad grin—something I hadn’t seen in so long that it almost shocked me. I accepted
without protest the plastic cup you offered me. It really had been a long time since we had shared a drink, I
realized. A year and a half. We drank to that lost time, and to the odd forlornness that dominated our reunion.
“What you said a little while ago, about being scared of our hometown …” You poured me a drink.
I remained silent, watching your eyes.
“I felt the same way at first. Even the time I went away, wandering like a leper from one room to the next,
didn’t feel as painful as living in our hometown. But that isn’t the reason I’m leaving this time. I’ll be back—it
won;t be long. I’m sure of it.”
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“You left the place where you were staying?”
“Um-hmm. You know, I think this is number fifteen, exactly,” you chuckled.
At this news I looked at you slack-jawed, my head suddenly empty of thought. An ambiguous smile played
about your lips. For some curious reason I couldn’t understand, that smile reassured me.
“You know, this is awfully sentimental, but this time I didn’t want to leave by myself. I’m not sure why. I
guess being alone I’d have felt like I was being exiled. That’s why I asked you to come along. I appreciate it.”
Again you chuckled.
“But your duties will be over when we get to Mokp’o, so you can relax. Come on, we’ll have one more, and
that’s it.”
I stared at the drink you poured me. I couldn’t say a word. At every clack and rattle of the train, the liquid
came perilously close to slopping over the side of the cup. Something hot was welling up in my throat, and I had
to bite my lip.
It was well past eight when we arrived in Mokp’o. We waited for some of the other passengers to get off,
watching them exit the platform like water surging toward a sluice gate. Again, I left first, as you had requested.
As we set off toward the exit gate, I sneaked a look behind me and saw you following slowly, your large frame
lost in a sea of unfamiliar faces. Once again I was painfully aware of the meaning of the short distance between
us.
We stopped in the plaza outside the station. The rain fell even thicker now. Traffic sped by, the headlights
making me dizzy. We bought a cheap plastic umbrella.
“I guess this is as good a place as any to say good-bye. Thanks. Sorry I dragged you all the way down here for
nothing. And I hope you won’t miss the last train home.”
“Don’t worry. There’s plenty of time.”
I grasped the hand you extended. Suddenly I had a premonition that I might never, ever see you again, and in
spite of myself I anxiously tightened my grip.
“You know … I should have figured out by now what to do with my life. But … I haven’t.”
You looked at me intently.
“Well, nobody’s going to tell you. That’s something only you can decide. But I think everything will turn out
well for you. More than anything else, you’re perceptive.”
Without a word I released your hand. For a moment I continued to feel the warmth of your palm. I told you to
take the umbrella, but you stuck it in my hand, stubbornly insisting I keep it
“I’ll be okay. You’ve got farther to go.”
You turned and hurried off through the rain. Soon I couldn’t see you anymore. Before I knew it, there was only
thick darkness filling the place you had been. Where could you be going? Had you found yet another place to
blend into and disappear? Barely sheltering myself with the flimsy excuse for an umbrella you’d forced onto me, I
remained where I was, examining the dark, desolate emptiness where you had stood. Only then did I begin to
realize that it was now my lot to somehow fill that space you had left me.
I turned and began to stride back toward the station. What you had said was true: I was on my own, and my
road home would be a long one.
15.94 The Poet Of Wonmi-dong\fn{by Yang Guija (1955-

)}

Chongu, South Cholla Province, South Korea (F) 9

Evidently they see me as reasonably satisfactory for a girl of seven, but I am more than that. To say that I know
all about the ways of life may sound big-headed but it is true that I have a clear insight into how things are in my
own family and enough sense to see through the minds of people in the village. It is not so surprising for, to tell
the truth, I must be eight or nine years old.
At the time I was born, I am told, I was such a poor thing that they did not expect me to live, so from day to
day they kept on putting off the registration of my birth. That is the reason for the uncertainty about my age, but it
was a good job that eventually they did get me registered, even if it makes me a seven-year-old. I can understand
my mother’s hopes at that time that I would not survive. My father’s not too bad, but she always snarls at me. I
don’t even mind so much her perpetual moaning about how I was unexpected, quite out of the blue, but she
decided to have me, hoping against hope, and I turned out to be just another of those hateful daughters.
I understand her, not because I am particularly mature for my age, but because I can see how things are at
home. By the time I was born my parents already had no fewer than four daughters, ranging from the eldest, a
fully-grown maiden of more than twenty to the youngest in her last year at High School. My mother, then fortythree, did not realize she was pregnant until she was three or four months gone. It was after consulting famous
fortune-tellers here and there that she decided to have me for they unanimously assured her that it would be a boy.
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In a situation like that, as if it was not enough to come out with a hole, I did not slip out easily either but turned
and twisted, almost killing her.
So here I am. I can’t say a word even if I had ten mouths. But there is nothing for my mother to be proud about
either—she keeps changing her mind about my age, eight one day and nine the next. She seems to think I am a
blockhead at adding up or taking away but I am not at all. It’s as clear as day that she went on hoping I would die
until I was well over three.
I don’t mean to go on about how badly I’m treated as the ugly duckling, for what I really want to talk about is
not trivial things like that but about the poet of Wonmi village. I know that I know a lot but even so I can’t explain
what poetry is all about. To my rough idea, it was something like uttering a few smart words with downcast eyes
on a moonlit night or by the seaside as the waves roll in, but from the way this poet goes about it, it doesn’t have
to be like that.
Besides him there are other characters in our Wonmi neighborhood. There is the “Wonmi Singer,” the “Wonmi
Beauty,” the “Know-all of Wonmi,” and so on. The singer is Mr. Urn of the Happy Photo Studio whom I call
“Uncle Urn,” but seeing that he failed to get through even the first round of the national song contest held recently
in Buchon, his singing can’t be all that good. The local beauty is Nora’s mum and I know she must be for she’s
the only one who uses purple nail varnish and she dyes her hair yellow. The “know-all” is my mum, I am ashamed
to say, ashamed because I know it is an insulting way of describing someone who meddles with other people’s
business and keeps getting into arguments at the slightest provocation.
The Wonmi poet has another nickname—“Mr. Mongdal.” It was Kyong-ja, the beautician at the Seoul Beauty
Salon, whom I call “Sister Kyong-ja,” who started calling him that, saying that with his deep-sunk eyes, his
unkempt hair standing on end and the dyed army jumper and threadbare jeans that he wears all through the year,
when you saw him at night, he made you think of a “mongdal ghost” which means the ghost of man who has died
unmarried. Not only Sister Kyong-ja but everyone else tends to treat him in a rather rude and contemptuous way
as if he were a child. The reason, I am told, is that he is slightly queer in the head. I don’t know when he started to
be like that or how bad he is, but certainly I can see that he is a little different from other people.
He lives in a second-floor apartment of the Mugungwha Housing Complex. On his balcony are a great many
plants and no fewer than three hanging bird cages. Inside, the air-conditioner hums all through the day in sununer,
which is a rarity in our neighborhood. They are a wealthy family. His father, who practices herbal medicine in the
town, has made a second marriage to a younger woman in his old age and is in the middle of enjoying his new
conjugal bliss. Mongdal is the youngest son and should have stayed on with his married elder brother, but has
moved in with his father, deep in the bliss of his new life. Kohung Auntie at the Golden Estate Agency keeps
criticizing this, saying that it is the sort of thing that only an idiot would do, but I can’t see why it should be
idiotic for a son to live with his own father.
If, as such a man, he has a friend, it is me, the only one. He is twenty-seven—some twenty years older than
me, but there is no doubt that we are friends. You will never believe this, but I have another male friend of twentyseven. Mr. Kim of the Lucky Supermarket, next door to our house, is the ward leader of the Fifth Street of
Twenty-Third District, Wonmi-dong. He used to be the most manly and interesting person that I knew. There was
a time when almost every day I used to sit on a chair under a beach parasol in front of his store and pass the whole
day happy in the fun of giggling with him. These days he rarely makes me laugh or hands over a Ju-ju bar or two
as he used to do. He has become rather abrupt. I know the reason well enough but what can I do but pretend that I
don’t? It is because last month my third sister, Sun-suk, suddenly left home and went to stay with my aunt in
Seoul. Everyone knew that there were fond goings-on between them. Then recently she became restless, and
fmally she went off to the city saying she would help her aunt who runs a clothes shop. She had indeed a pretty
face. It is not too much to say, as the local people do, that she was “a dragon that came out of a ditch.” It was a
shame for a girl like that to be stuck in a dump like our home. She hated it and was always grumpy.
I really hate to make this known, but my father is a rubbish man. From dawn to dusk he has to poke about with
rubbish bins, so he stinks. There is something else I don’t like to let out. It’s all right with my eldest sister, for she
has been married off to a farmer in Yangpyong, but I am embarrassed to talk about my second sister. At first she
was a bus conductor, then she worked at a sausage factory and after that was a waitress at a Tea Room. As a
twenty-six-year-old maid, she was so frantic to earn some money that she opened up a drinking house somewhere
in Gurodong. I went, there once and saw a man as tall as a flagpole lying asleep in her only room with his shirt
front flung open. As for her, she was lying on her tummy by his side turning over the pages of a magazine. That
was enough for me to understand how things are with her.
My mother, and my father, the rubbish man, thought that Middle School was enough education for their
daughters to marry with, but for some reason they sent Sunsuk as far as High School. That was asking for trouble.
“As a High School graduate I can’t work in a factory, I’d rather be a film actress,” she used to say with a grim
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expression. Of course, a girl like that could not be contented with Mr. Kim’s poky little shop.
It may strike you as odd that a seven-year-old, though I am really older than that, should get on with no one but
old bachelors, but it is not my fault. All my pals, including Nora, my favourite, started school this year or the year
before, and even the younger ones, whom I could put up with if I wanted friends, go to the kindergarten. So when
I went out after breakfast there was no one to play with except two-year-old urchins with dribbly noses. Even in
the afternoons things were no better, for the children just played among themselves and wouldn’t include me in
their games. So I became the odd one out and just stalked about. There were cheap kindergartens in our area, and
a couple of places where you could have piano lessons, but my mother was adamant. Even families living in one
room sent their children to the playschool, making a great din every morning, but I had never had even as much as
a dancing lesson. There are plenty of picture books or broken toys lying about the house that my father salvages
from rubbish bins, but I am no longer interested in them. I think I must be grown up.
It was in the spring of this year when, feeling like an outsider, I became friends with Mongdal. I was strolling
up and down in front of the Lucky Supermarket and casting a wistful glance now and again at Mr. Kim hoping he
would at some time speak to me. It was then that I noticed Mongdal casting glances at Mr. Kim in exactly the
same way. He took a crumpled piece of paper from the pocket of his dyed fatigues and hesitatingly wandered up
to an empty chair next to me as he smoothed the paper. He sat down, and when he spoke my name “Jai-suk” I
jumped and nearly died of shock. I knew of him as someone “with a screw loose,” and once I had teased him, I
admit, calling him to his face, “Mongdal ghost!” I was so startled I remained with my mouth wide open. His next
words staggered me even more:
You call me a dog,
A bastard of a dog,
You keep on calling me that.

I opened my eyes round. I had once called him “Mongdal ghost,” it’s true, but I can swear to God I never ever
called him a dog. So I shook my head vigorously. Whether he noticed it or not, he went on saying,
“You call me a dog, a bastard of a dog, you keep on calling me that …”
Even now I can’t believe it, but apparendy it was a so-called poem. What happened was that Mr. Kim, on
learning that Mongdal was a poet, had urged him to try and write a good poem. Thus asked, he had struggled with
might and main to compose one but in vain. It did not come out as he had intended, so he had copied out one by a
famous poet, and he was reading the last line.
“Come on, man. When did I ever call you that, eh?” said Mr. Kim teasingly as he tapped him on the shoulder
with an expression as if to say, “It does not surprise me.” That was that with him. As for me the shock of it all did
not wear off easily. I almost fancied that I must have insulted him by calling him that at some time and had
perhaps forgotten. Regardless of Kim’s response, Mongdal went about for the next few days reciting to himself
the poem of the dog and I made up my mind that I would become friends with him as well as Kim. To be the
friend of a poet seemed much more attractive than of the owner of a poky supermarket.
Even so, I did not have the pluck to go about for long with a man who was slightly queer. Besides, with Kim it
was always possible that he would offer me a boiled sweet or two or a Ju-ju bar any time when he felt like it while
Mongdal was no good in that way. All he did was talk about poems, think about them and want me to remember
them with him. In short, poetry was all that mattered to him. When the wind rose, “the sound that brushed past the
blades of grass” made his heart ache. When he saw a nun passing by he would suddenly cry
Seventeen,
Or twenty-one buttons
Imprisoned her.

He could pass the whole day, just reciting pieces by famous poets. That was not all. You could spend hours talking
about a particular phrase of a poem you knew, he told me. Of such was a poetic conversation. To be able to do
that, he said, he read poems all through the night. After reading and remembering them, lying on his tummy, all
night he made poetic conversations the next day.
Take away poetry, and he would be a very lonesome person just like me. During the day he had no other way
to spend his time than to stay at home with his youngish stepmother. So he just walked round the village again
and again to fill it in. Sometimes when I was sitting opposite to Kim talking about things that were not
particularly new, he would slink along and plonk himself down in one of the chairs, his back slighyly bent. He
seemed to me to cherish a desire, much stronger than mine, to make a friend of Mr. Kim. We would sit quite
comfortably for a while in the midday heat idling away the time, either reading the newspaper or dozing off until
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some customers turned up for a glass of cheap wine or some such thing. Then we would quickly vacate our chairs
and absendy watch Mr. Kim fussing about. Whenever Mongdal brought up the subject of poetry, Kim would
change it to something else so that he had to shut up and he rarely spoke about it while he was around. Instead it
all came to me. I was the sole listener to the incessant poetic conversation of the poet of Wonmi.
Until one particular event occurred, I had preferred to be with Mr. Kim. When he slapped my bottom with his
huge hand and called, “Hey, Jai-suk, my little sister-in-law,” I felt sort of good, so that unaware of myself I broke
into a smile. Sometimes when I was riding behind him on his motorbike on his delivery calls, the girls on their
way to their piano lessons would look at me with their fingers in their mouths as if they were dying from envy.
The mistress of Kohung House, whom I called “Kohung Auntie,” knew that Mr. Kim was friendly with every
chatty woman in the village and doing well from the sale not only of vegetables but fish as well, and she would
often say things about my sister Sun-suk with hidden sarcasm:
“All that Sun-suk has are a few good looks. Considering the way things are with her family, well, Mr. Kim, the
head man of the district, is too good a prize for her.”
Well, I can guess what’s in her mind. She has a daughter of her own, a year older than Sun-suk, whose looks
are a bit irregular and it drives her mad. Nevertheless, she was ridiculing the words of Eunhae’s grandmother
when she said the other day that she ought to be quick about her daughter’s marriage and get someone like Mr.
Kim as her son-in-law. She replied:
“In this day and age, what do parents have to do with it? Whatever they see in her, her eyes are on higher
things than a man like him. She wouldn’t let me even mention him. We had an offer, through a matchmaker, from
the assistant manager at the Bank, but she wouldn’t even consider it. Though it was only a technical one, she has
had a year’s taste of college life, and I have to say she’s very knowlegegable!”
Whenever I hear such words, I feel something itching madly at my throat. The reason for this itch is that I
knew yet another secret. This really is a very special one and if Kohung Auntie ever found out, I don’t know what
she would do about it. The thought of it worries me to death. Nobody will ever know who Dong-a, her daughter,
is in love with. It is something I happened to find out when I went to my friend Nora’s house to play with her last
spring. Even Nora herself hasn’t the slightest inkling so I have to worry over it all by myself.
After that, whenever I meet a member of Dong-a’s family I get even more restless. I have never breathed a
word of it to anyone until now so I am a bit reluctant but I can’t help it. Now that I have gone this far I might as
well bring it out. Dong-a is having an affair with a rough young man who helps Nora’s dad at his shop, Daishin
Facilities. It is no ordinary affair. That day last spring when I went to Nora’s I could not find her straight away. So
I casually walked round the corner of the house and peeped through a window at the side. I saw a man and a
woman sitting stuck to one another and behaving in a queer way. Well, Dong-a was bad enough but the man was
sweating like mad as he held her head , tight in his arms. It was even a bit scary.
I’m. wandering from the point .for no good reason. Anyway, Ithink it is rather a pity that my sister has thrown
over Mr. Kim. He hasn’t completely given up hope and whenever he sees me he never fails to ask if she has been
home. As for her, on her occasional home visits she never bothers so much as to cast a glance at the Lucky Super.
She was like that even before she left. During these visits she sometimes breaks into freshly abusing him saying,
“Ugh, that rascal, shabby as a beggars’ foot-wrapper!” Apparently he somehow found out the phone number of
my auntie’sclothes shop and he rings her up whenever he feels like it—she was gritting her teeth as she told me.
Close observation tells me that my sister has recently fallen in love with another man. She’s not like she used
to be and she changes her clothes anywhere and everywhere flinging off her underwear, and its daintiness catches
my eye and puts me in a flutter. If I lay my hands on them or feel them she slaps my wrist and says
“What do you think? Isn’t it pretty? You’ve never seen anything like this, Jai-suk, have you, eh? They are all
things I was given.”
It seemed queer to me for a chap to make a present of panties all loosely put together with delicate strings, and
I hated her even more when she behaved like that. At such times I felt sorry for Mr. Kim who did not know what
was gomg on.
There were occasions when Kim's human value seemed to go up through the presence of Mongdal. I was only
a child so nobody minded me hanging around under the beach parasols at the Lucky Supermarket but for
Mongdal, of the same age as Kim, to hang about the shop doing nothing and sometimes like me noisily sucking a
Ju-ju bar was different. The village elders as they passed clicked their tongues.
“They say he wasn’t like that at all until he went to college. I don’t know all the ins and outs but he was
somehow chucked out of it. It’s obvious, isn’t it, what students are like these days? Then he went away to do his
military duty and came back. It was from then on that he became like that. He goes on mumbling poems all the
time. It’s not like he’s gone completely mad. It is very difficult to know what to do with him. It’ll be the death of
me.”
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This was what Mongdal’s stepmother confided to Mr. Kim. She was a regular customer of the Lucky
Supermarket. “It’ll be the death of me” was her habitual phrase.
“If only he would go about in some decent clothes, at least to save my face … it’ll be the death of me.”
While I am on about his clothes, I may as well say that they would be just the thing for the errand boy of the
supermarket to wear. As we got bored stiff with sitting on the chairs doing nothing all day we often used to help
out with jobs that needed doing. A contribution that could be counted as our own initiative was to sprinkle the
ground in front of the shop with a hose. There was no better way to subdue the dust on the badly paved road or to
reduce the fierceness of the summer heat. Kim was pleased with our work and when we had finished he would
throw us a carton of yoghurt each as if to say, “Cheers!”
In this way, it came to pass that the number of Mongdal’s jobs grew, one by one, extending to such things as
cleaning the shop front, piling up the empty boxes in the basement store, and running errands for the drinking
guests. It seemed very strange that the larger the number of things he did the more lordly became Mr. Kim, while
Mongdal grew shabbier and humbler. Kim was not unaware of this, for once I heard him say in earnest, as he
embraced his shoulders,
“I am sorry to make a poet like you work like this. I am sure of your quality as a poet. One day when I am not
so busy I mean to give your poems a careful reading. I may look like a nobody but at school I used to write the
letters to the soldiers at the front for all of my friends. I was that good at writing myself.”
At that, Mongdal, greatly cheered, would busy himself even washing the chopping board on which fish were
headed and cleaned, and trimming the vegetables that lay around. But to this day Kim has never so much as
glanced at his notebook of poems. When Mongdal did manage to get hold of him and say that as his own poems
were not yet worth reading, wouldn’t he rather like to try the work of a well-known poet, offering a crumpled
piece of paper, Kim would make all sorts of excuses to get away from him. As he went, while Mongdal was not
looking, he would draw a circle in the air over his head with his finger. Unaware of this Mongdal always carried
crammed in his pocket crumpled pieces of paper with poems in readiness for Kim when the moment came. At this
point, also bored stiff by Mongdal’s poetic conversation, I would also leave, following suit by drawing a circle
with my fingers over my own head. Whether he was slightly mad or really mad, the poet of Wonmi, unperturbed
by all this, carried on calmly doing odd jobs in the Lucky Super as if he were an errand boy.
I want to make it quite clear that until about a fortnight ago, when a certain event occurred, I had secretly
hoped that Mr. Kim would become my third brother-in-law. I dislike my eldest sister’s husband (who is a farmer)
because he’s so old, more like a father; while my second sister, whatever she has done, is still officially a maiden.
My only chance of getting a brother-in-law lay in the hope that Sun-suk would marry a man like Mr. Kim, the
district leader. There is also my fourth sister, it is true, who is probably in love with a boy at the place where she
works as I notice that suddenly she seems to spend much more time on her toilet. But she has little chance of
getting married yet as there are two others before her. If Sun-suk married Mr Kim, it would mean that I could stay
put here at the Lucky Super by right. If I wanted to, I could eat even the Pangparae which is three hundred won.
When I thought of how all those tastefully displayed biscuits, chocolates and sweets would be within my reach I
could not help a cosy happiness spreading within me.
Then, exactly a fortnight ago, it happened, and because of that I have decided to give him up completely, as
well as all the goodies at his shop. I may be wrong, but I believe a hundred times over that my decision has been
right. I was the sole witness of that incident from beginning to end, but I haven’t spoken to anyone about it. For
some reason I didn’t feel like breathing a word. In this way, which is entirely my own, I have disqualified Mr Kim
as a prospective brother-in-law. The other matter required more courage. It was that since that day I have strictly
refused to let him slap my bottom and say “Hey, Jai-suk, my little sister-in-law” and so on. When he did it I
pushed him off and ran away. And of course I refused to take the Juju bars that he thrust at me.
It was after ten on an early summer morning when it happened. The quarrel between my mum and dad that had
been going on and off all through the day became a proper row by the evening. My fourth sister, who went out to
work, rarely came home before midnight, saying that she had been detained for some late-night job. So I had been
the only object on which my mother could vent her anger and I had been abused a great deal. The reason behind
their row was rather trivial. It started off with my mother nagging him after he had told her how he had found an
eighteen-carat gold necklace amongst the rubbish and exchanged it for four bottles of beer with which he had
happily wetted his throat on the way home. To cut a long story short, the point of her noisy accusations was that
instead of drinking it all up in four bottles of beer he could have put it round his wife’s neck—did he think that
would have brought him bad luck? The eighteen-carat ring on her finger that had slightly lost colour had been
picked up by dad in that way. The thought of what a nice set the two would have made angered her fiercely. A
lively argument that led by the evening to vile abuse and a beating from my father, so I had stealthily slipped out
of the house, as was usually the case, and was sitting on the chair in front of the supermarket. These quarrels
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happened frequently and I knew how it would end. Soon, father, having beaten her, would fall asleep and snore.
Mother, after squeezing out the last of her tears, would go out to the street dragging her feet and call “Jai-suk!” as
loudly as she could. Only then would I go in, as if unwillingly, get into bed and the morning of an another day
was sure to come.
It was about nine o’clock when I went out. Mr Kim was watching the evening news on his black-and-white
television in the room at the back of the shop and had not noticed my arrival. I cast a quick glance at the back of a
man who put up with an ancient television set, saying there was no need to change it as when he got married his
bride would no doubt bring a new one with her, took off my shoes, and folded up my legs on the chair. If I was
sleepy, I thought, I could rest my head on the table and doze off for a time. I was rubbing my droopy eyes and
shifting my body this way and that. That evening the street seemed unusually quiet. Even the paper shop and the
Photo Studio had turned off the lights of their signboards. As if it was a holiday, the Uri Butchers had even pulled
down the shutters. The hair salon next to it always had the lights off by nine anyway, as Kyong-ja, the beautician,
went home at night. The road that led from the Lucky Super towards the housing estate was pitch dark as it was
lined with empty building-sites. A dim light that leaked out from a laundry was a whole block away. Along the
unpaved, bumpy road piles of bricks and pebbles lay here and there.
At that moment I heard a noise from the direction of the housing estate—a scream or a moan that comes from
a retching. No, I could hardly have heard the sound for I was, more or less, wandering in my sleep. Come to think
of it, I am sure I was fast asleep at that moment. Maybe the reason for me thinking I heard a noise in spite of
being asleep is because I was looking at my mum and dad who had even followed me into my sleep, still fighting.
Anyway, whether the scream that cut the air was dream or reality I certainly heard it. When I started and opened
my eyes I saw someone dashing out of the darkness and running desperately towards the shop. Behind him came
two men panting for breath, as if they were after a deer that had sprung out of their trap.
It so happened that I was sitting out of the light and so out of their sight. It also happened that there was no one
else around the shop. Often, far more people than there were chairs for under the parasols would gather here and
drink noisily. They would be mostly laborers on their way home from a building site. There would also be local
people who often sat in a group to relax and enjoy the breeze. But none of them was there that night. While I was
staggered to be faced with such a situation so suddenly, the escaper ran straight into the shop. Of the two pursuers,
one stood in front of it while the other went inside, and I had a chance to observe them more clearly.
“Hey, bastard! Come out of there, can’t you!”
The man who shouted as he ran into the shop wore a red sleeveless singlet that showed powerful shoulders
glistening with sweat.
“Before I smash you up, come out, do you hear?”
The one in front of the shop, breathing heavily as he wiped the sweat from his forehead, held two jackets in
one hand. He was wearing a T-shirt and probably because of its sleeves and quiet colour, he looked rather milder
than the red shirt.
What was it? Unable to suppress my curiosity, I crept to the side of the shop and peeped through the side-door.
The runner had been laid flat, face downwards, by the kicks of the chaser, and Mr. Kim was shouting something
as he carried away into the room the beer boxes that lay around the victim in case the situation worsened.
“Mr. Kim, Mr. Kim. Please help me.”
It was just at that moment that these words slipped faintly from the lips of the fallen man. At the same time a
foot was pressed harder on his waist.
“Look here, are you a friend of this bastard? If so, do you want a bit of this as well?” shouted the red shirt
brandishing a beer bottle.
Mr Kim turned white.
“Why, what do you mean? He’s nothing to me! I don’t want anything to do with it. Both of you, please get out
of here and sort it out somewhere else, please.”
At that moment the man floundering on the ground twisted himself and just managed to get up. The face,
messed up with blood from his nose, caught my eye, and Good Heavens! it was Mongdal! I recognized his
bleached trousers and dyed jumper, and underneath the grim-looking shirt it was undoubtedly Mongdal. I had not
been able to see his face earlier because he had run into the shop so quickly.
“You bastard, where are you going to wriggle out? I’m going to beat you up and teach you a lesson.' White
teeth flashed as the red shirt roared. Mongdal instantly leapt into the room where the television was making a
noise. He knew there was a way out through there. But someone else got there first to block the way. Mr. Kim!
“Get out! Both of you! Whether you want to fight or not is up to you but just don’t ruin my business!”
The red shirt grabbed Mongdal by the neck. When he saw him being dragged out like a dog, the white shirt
spat through his clenched teeth with a squelch. The two men were on fire with drink and their glossy eyes were
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eerie. I quickly hid in a corner away from the light. I was terrified. I had no idea what I ought to do to help
Mongdal, who was now being dragged away. My heart beat so fast that I could not even breathe properly. Yet Mr.
Kim didn’t bother so much as to look out towards the road once as he tidied up his shop.
It was obvious that of the two men, the one in the red singlet was the more evil. He grabbed a handful of
Mongdal’s hair, wound it round his hand and dragged him along like a parcel. As his victim squirmed and
struggled against it his shins and waist were mercilessly kicked on. By now there were several passers-by who
watched them with frightened faces. When he saw the spectators Red Shirt pronounced authoritatively,
“Come on. A bastard like this must be handed straight over to the police. Come on!”
In front of the Golden Estate Agent’s lights, Mongdal exerted his last drop of strength and freed himself, but no
sooner was he free than he was caught again by his hair and his head bumped a concrete column beside the
Office. At the sound of it I shut my eyes. I was choking. I knew that if you went past the Happy Photo Studio and
Wonmi Papershop, there would again be an empty space with no glimmer of light, and that it was the last chance
to save him. He was desperately trying to stay near the lights of the shops as he was being dragged along. This
side of the road was quiet except for one or two people who were careful not to get swept into the row. All they
did was to click their tongues at the miserable sight.
“Hurry up, bastard! Let’s get to the police, do you hear!”
As the Red Shirt tugged at his hair, Mongdal, unable to stay on his feet, had to crawl on all fours like a dog.
“Why are you doing this to me … what have I done? … what have I …”
In front of the bright lights of the Happy Photo Studio, he shook his head in the man’s grip as he protested,
only to be kicked in the face. At last I shot out. With clenched fists I ran past them like the wind and ran into the
Wonmi Papers. Mr. Cho, the owner, had left his counting and was stretched out at the warm end of the room
watching the television, totally unaware of the turmoil outside.
“They are killing Mongdal!”
For a man of such size he was quick to grasp things. He ran out in a flash, saw Mongdal being dragged along
right in front of his shop, and spoke up loudly.
“If he has done something wrong you can call the police. What on earth are you hitting him like this for? Look
here, man, let him go.”
At this outpouring in an uncouth Kyongsang dialect, even the thug was slighdy taken aback.
“Mind your own business, mister! A sod like this has to be handed over to the police.”
“Rubbish! Look here! Call the police. You don’t have to take him there yourself:, beating him up all the way.
They’ll be here in a minute on motorbikes.”
“Look mister … this sod … do you know him?”
“I know him well—of course I do. This good young man. What has he done wrong for you to beat him to
death? Tell me!”
Only then did Red Shirt furtively let go of the hair he had been holding. Mongdal moved unsteadily to the side
of Mr. Cho.
“I haven’t done … anything wrong … I was just walking along … when they rushed at me … and started
hitting me.”
It was unfortunate that Mr. Cho took his eyes off them to listen to Mongdal who between his faltering words
was spitting out the blood that filled his mouth. One of the spectators standing some distance away shouted,
“Look—they’re running away!”
It was true. In the blink of an eye they had raced off. They were already on the road to the housing estate. I
could only hear the patter of their footsteps. They were already swallowed up by the darkness.
“We must go after them. We mustn’t let them get away with it!”
Whenever he had come, Mr. Kim was excitedly stamping the pavement. It was a sight to see him jumping up
and down as if he would run after them.
“You wouldn’t say that if you knew what they were like,” said someone. “They are—”
“Good heavens, they were saying so impressively that they must go to the police, and now look at them
running away!”
“So they just picked on him and started beating him up, is that it? We thought he must be really a thief or
something. How awful.”
“There’s too much light here from the shops. I can see they were going to take him somewhere dark and really
thrash him.”
“Earlier on, up the road there, I saw that young man just passing by when they stopped him and started picking
a quarrel. Oh, my! That poor chap’s been too badly hurt. It’s lucky he’s still alive.”
“Why didn’t you do something then?”
295

“How could I know what it was all about? I was just on my way to the chemist’s. I was scared, so I went round
the other way. When I was coming back I saw them still beating him and urging him to go to the police.”
Each of the spectators began loudly to put in a word. The street had been quiet, but now, however they may
have found out, people poured in from all the houses buzzing and pushing their way to have a look at Mongdal
covered in blood. With the damage to his hair and his clothes that had been scraping along the street and his
blood-smeared face, he really did look like a “mongdal ghost.”
“What is the world coming to? How can people be so evil?” While Mr. Cho was thus lamenting, Mr. Kim
jumped in again:
“I entirely agree with you. Somehow or other we should have caught those hooligans and handed them over to
the police.” Then he turned to Mongdal.
“How are you feeling now? What a mess you are in! Let’s go, I’ll see you home.” He helped him to his feet.
Alas, how gutless he was! Instead of shaking off that hand, he just went home supported by Mr. Kim.
A few days ago I saw him. It was ten days after. It would be too much bother to tell you how I spent those ten
days. When I used to have him around I didn’t realize it but now, without him, I was dying of loneliness. I felt as
if the day had expanded to forty hours. Now and again, to be honest, I did sit in a chair at the Lucky Super but as I
felt estranged from Mr. Kim I did not go there often. Not knowing that I had been peeping inside his shop that
night, he was as flippant as before.
“Jai-suk, my little sister, why don’t we see more of you these days? Don’t forget, will you, to let me know as
soon as Sun-suk gets home. Then I will give you this. How's that?”
What he was waving before me was, as usual, a bar of sweet bean mash. On the wrapper it said Nourishing
bean jelly and it was two hundred won. He knew I was dying to have one. But, no chance! When Sun-suk
comes, I would tell her everything and every detail of his mean and cowardly behaviour so that if there was some
slight thread of affection for him left, she would cleanly sever it. For some reason she had not shown so much as
the tip of her nose for nearly a month. According to mum, who had gone recently to Seoul, she gets two days off a
month from the foreign-goods shop where she works but she doesn’t bother to come home. Instead, on these days
she stays out all day and crawls back only at night. Apparently my auntie gets phone calls for her from three or
four men, or more, and she told my mother that the shop telephone rings for her all the time, enough to melt the
line, and the slut is so busy answering them all that she doesn’t get any work done. It’s clear that my auntie with
her peerlessly coarse way of talking, just like that of my mother, has poured out her fault in buckets so that my
mother’s conclusions, as she came home full of her shortcomings, were just what you’d expect of the “know-all”
of Wonmi.
“That lass, Sun-suk, she’s a ruined woman. We might as well make her a movie star or something like that. To
be honest, she’s better looking than Chang Mi-hi, the latest favourite—don’t you think so?”
“You must be mad, quite mad. Do you think anyone can become a star just like that? What a lot of rubbish you
talk.”
Even though he attacked my mother like this, my father usually ended up by laughing. It was the kind of laugh
that meant that in a family with too many daughters it is not too bad a thing if one of them can earn a living by
selling her looks.
“The people in Seoul—they have a good eye for looks. Apparently they follow her in crowds, as soon as she
appears in Myong-dong, urging her to become a film actress. She’s very annoyed about it saying she couldn’t care
less about her looks …” Some- times my mother, without a blush, would pour out such tales to Kohung Auntie,
and Kohung Auntie, still believing Dong-a’s eyes to be set on higher things, would start to brag about her so as
not to be outdone.
“Our Dong-a—she’s learning to play the piano these days and goes to classes on flower-arrangement as well.
She’s so busy. In this day and age, they say such accomplishments are very important.”
My mother was bad enough, but Kohung Auntie’s words made me very uncomfortable. If Dong-a marries that
rough young man from the Daishin Facilities, she won’t have any chance to arrange flowers, not even a single
marrow flower, let alone play the piano. If you look closely at grown-ups you will agree with me that they are
often like idiots who know only one thing. The way they talked about Mr. Kim after that event is one such
example.
“Mr. Kim, he really is a good sort. It’s only yesterday, I think, he went to see young Mongdal and took him a
tin of peaches. He constandy worries about him. To care like that for a man who, whatever you say, is mad, is a
proof of his extraordinary good nature.” Mr. Cho of the Paper Shop was talking like this to Mr. Um of the Photo
Studio. Um always treats Cho as an elder brother because he is three years his senior, and when I saw him
nodding in agreement with Cho and encouraging him on, I felt my heart would burst.
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Nevertheless, for some reason, I couldn’t speak openly about what happened that night. It must be because I—
Jai-suk Kim—am the best of all the good sort of people. I meant to talk about Mr. Mongdal’s getting out of bed
but yet again I have wandered off. Anyway he really was strange.
It must have been shortly after midday, for Nora had just gone home in a hurry, saying she had to get ready for
school, which was in the afternoon. On my way home I looked in the direction of the Lucky Super and saw
Mongdal, dripping with sweat, engaged in neatly piling up crates of drinks. After being thoroughly beaten up and
staying in bed for ten days his face was so pale and emaciated that I could hardly bear to look at it. Even so he
kept breaking into smiles as if he was pleased with something as he eagerly carried the crates. And at Mr. Kim’s
shop of all places. I opened my eyes wider to make sure. It was no mistake, it was him. How could he? He was
obviously out of his mind, I thought. Even though I knew he was a little mad, he could not possibly work like that
unless he had completely forgotten Mr. Kim’s behaviour on that night.
Could he have forgotten? Could it be that because of his head injury part of his memories of Kim’s deeds had
been completely wiped out? It was not altogether a wild guess. I remembered watching a TV serial in which,
owing to something called amnesia, a father did not recognize even his own son. Talking of imagination of this
kind, there is no other child whose imagination could match up with mine for my head is always full of all sorts of
strange, weird ideas, packed as tight as a sandbag. I have long since grown out of such childish ideas as that I was
not really the daughter of a rubbish man but the abandoned daughter of some great family. These days my
imagination turns rather to something of a more mature taste such as seeing myself as the result of love between
an extraterrestrial father and an earthly mother.
Anyway, by my brilliant imagining Mongdal was diagnosed as a patient suffering from a partial loss of
memory. The only thing that was left was to test whether my judgement was right. There was no need to wait any
longer. I went across to where he sat under the beach parasol after helping Mr. Kim around the shop. He was
reading something and I could tell without looking that it was one of the pieces of paper he carried about in his
pocket. How pathetic, I thought. On top of his already confused mind, he has added a disease called loss of
memory, and he is still reading nothing but poems.
“Another poem?” I said.
“Yes. A sad one, very sad.”
He broke into a happy smile as he lifted his wan face. Fancy—to smile after talking about a sad poem. I
frowned as I went and sat next to him, and in a very low voice I asked.
“Are you all right now?”
“Um. I was laid up reading poems, so I got better quickly.”
What did he mean by “quickly?” It had taken all of ten days. Once again I despaired of his hopeless mental
state.
“I was sitting here that night and I saw everything.”
“What did you see?”
“Mr. Kim turning you out, uncle …”
Momentarily his face sobered as he looked into mine. His eyes were not dim, as they had been of late, they
shone dark and bright. But it was only for a brief moment. As if determined not to meet my eyes he pretended he
was busy removing some scabs on his arm. I drew closer.
“Kim is a bad man. Isn’t that so?”
He slapped me on the wrist as he said, “No.”
But I went on harassing him.
“You know that, don’t you? I am right, aren’t I?”
Even then he pretended not to hear and kept on rubbing his elbow. Like an idiot. It wasn’t loss of memory after
all … I was getting more and more agitated and could bear it no longer, and he tried a different tune.
“This is a sad poem. Do you want to hear it?”
Phooey. Did he think I wanted to listen to such a thing? Regardless of whether or not I thrust out my lower lip
he was reciting it.
A silvery aspen yonder,
Its dry twigs invoking the wind within its own body and mind,
Is like a martyr under persecution.
Yet on the second view,
The silvery aspen yonder,
Like a martyr desiring persecution …

“You can read, can’t you?” he said. “You may as well keep this as I now know it all by heart.”
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He thrust upon me a crumpled piece of paper, saying it was a very sad poem. It did not look sad to me at all but
I kept feeling as if I would burst into tears. Like an idiot, and he had known it all along … silly Mr. Mongdal
…\fn{A note at this, the end of the story reads: The poems quoted in this story are by Kim Chong-whan, Yi Ha-sok and Hwang Ji-woo, in
order of appearance.}
179.164 Excerpt from Tae’s Sonata\fn{by Haemi Balgassi (1967-

)}

Seoul, South Korea (F) 8

I watch in dismay as Mr. Babbett’s skinny finger points first to Josh Morgan, then sweeps the air to hover over
my front row desk. The snickers trickle through the classroom, and I sink an inch lower in my seat. Why did Mr.
Babbett have to pair me with Josh Morgan of all people? Mr. Babbett, oblivious to the class’s reaction, says,
“I’m assigning South Korea to you two. A three-thousand-word written report will be due two weeks from
today.”
My face burns. South Korea. It had to be South Korea. I’d hoped—no, prayed, for a safe, non-Asian country
like Canada, or maybe Spain. Doesn’t Mr. Babbett realize how awkward this will be for me?
While Mr. Babbett continues to assign parmers and countries, I steal a glance toward Josh Morgan’s desk. A
smile plays at his lips as he studies a note, no doubt passed to him by one of his friends back there. Josh and his
group monopolize the rear half of the classroom. The Royals, Meg calls them. Snobs, I call them. Jerks.
Josh looks up from the note and catches me staring. I know even my ears are crimson now as I snap my head
to the front, fumbling for a pencil so I can pretend to jot down notes from the blackboard. I hear a sharp giggle
behind me, and recognize it as belonging to Krista Remington, one of the Royals. Now even the back of my neck
feels hot.
When the bell rings eight minutes later, I scoop my books into my arms and hurry out of the room. I’m already
halfway down the hall when I feel a tug on my sleeve.
“Hey, did you forget about me?” asks Meg, her lips puckered in mock annoyance.
Still feeling tense, I slow my stride so she can keep up with me. Meg has algebra next door to my geography
class. I usually meet her so we can walk to our lockers together, on our way down to the cafeteria for lunch.
Meg knows me well enough to sense that something is wrong. She also knows me well enough to sense that
I’m not ready to talk about it, but she presses anyway:
“What happened? Did you get a B on a test or something?”
We reach our lockers, and I twirl the combination to mine, toss books and folders in without caring how they
land. Meg realizes then that this is serious, so she quickly opens her locker, tosses her own books like she always
does, pulls out her lunch bag, and follows me wordlessly down to the cafeteria.
“I’ll find us a table,:” she says, and disappears behind the wall of kids in the a la carte line. I join the line,
dollar in hand, tempted to skip the slice of cheese pizza and half-pint of milk, but knowing that doing so will
mean humiliating stomach growls in study later on.
*
It takes me a full minute to spot Meg’s hand waving me over to the corner table. I’ve barely had a chance to
open the milk carton before she leans forward and says,
“So out with it, Tae. What’s going on?”
I take a bite of the square slice of cheese pizza. It’s lukewarm and greasy, as usual. I don’t tell anyone this, not
even Meg, but I actually kind of like school pizza. After all the Korean meals at horne, the cafeteria food is a
break in a way. Not that I don’t love Korean food, because I do. And my mom’s a terrific cook. It’s just that it’s
kind of nice pretending to be a normal American kid for a half hour every day.
“Well?” Meg’s fingers clutch her sandwich too hard, and purple jelly oozes onto potato chips. I shrug.
“Mr. Babbett gave me South Korea.” Meg looks disappointed.
“Oh. Is that all?” I fix her with a glare.
“That’s a lot! Why couldn’t he give me Canada or Australia or something?” Meg picks up a grape-jellied
potato chip.
“He probably thinks he’s making you happy, because you’re Korean,” she mumbles, her mouth full. I shake
my head.
“I don’t see him assigning Italy to the Italian-American kids. Or Ireland to Shawn McKenzie. It’s not fair.”
“So ask for a different country.” I drop the pizza back onto the paper plate, deciding that today it tastes like
cardboard.
“I can’t. He’s already assigned partners and everything.”
“Who’d you get?”
Meg gathers up the last crumbly pieces of the potato chips, tilts her head back, and sprinkles them into her
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mouth. I hesitate before telling her.
“Josh Morgan.”
Meg starts to cough, and chips spray everywhere. Sputtering, she reaches for my milk and gulps it down.
“Josh Morgan?” she says, her green eyes wide. “You’re doing a report on South Korea with Josh Morgan?” I
frown.
“Meg, this isn’t a good thing.”
“But Tae, he’s a Royal!”
“So what? I hate those snobs. You know that.”
“They’re not all snobs. I don’t think Josh is. He seems nice.”
“How do you know? You’ve never said two words to him.”
“Hey, I can just tell, okay? I have a fifth sense about these things.” I can’t help grinning.
“Sixth sense, Meg. Sixth.”
Meg crosses her eyes and sticks out her tongue, which is speckled with potato chip bits, and I laugh. Meg starts
to laugh, too, but then her smile fades. I follow her gaze and notice Krista Remington and another Royal, Paige
Milton, staring at us. I stare back at Krista, and for a long moment our eyes lock. Then, as if bored, she tosses that
golden French braid and walks out of the cafeteria, with Paige following a step behind, like a lady-in-waiting
serving her princess.
“I bet she wasn’t too happy about Babbett putting you and Josh together,” says Meg, wiping the jelly off her
chin with a napkin.
I bite my lip. not saying anything. I think about Krista’s scornful giggle in class earlier, and know that Meg is
right.
2
When I open the front door to the apartment, the pungent scent of kimchee tickles my nose. The air is spicy
from its red pepper flakes, and I find myself wondering what Josh Morgan and the Royals would think of
kimchee, of this smell. Krista Remington, I’m sure, would pinch her nose in distaste and turn a shade paler than
she already is.
“Taeyoung? Is that you?” I hear Umma, my mom, clanking pots in the kitchen.
“It’s me,” I call out, slipping off my shoes. Umma’s at the kitchen sink washing dishes, her hair pulled up in a
lopsided bun, beads of sweat lining her brow. She nods toward the table, and remarks in Korean,
“I just finished packing the kimchee. Will you help me take them to the store later?” I glance at the half dozen
gallon-sized jars, the fresh kimchee petals pressed snugly against the glass, a flaming rainbow of hot pepper red
and cool leafy green.
“Sure, Umma.”
I wonder why she bothers to ask me. She knows that I will say yes. What else would I say?
“Do I have time to change?” I ask her. She nods.
“Don’t forget to bring your homework.” She says this every time, too, as if I need to be reminded.
*
Half an hour later we’re downtown, parallel parking in front of the store. While Umma straightens the van, I
stare up at the gleaming sign: KIM’S ORIENTAL MARKET. Oppa, my dad, sprays that sign clean every week. The
first year, someone threw eggs on it. When Oppa saw the mess the next morning, he didn’t say a word. Just got
the ladder so he could scrape off the hardened yolk from the sign before customers came. Umma cried, I
remember, but as far as I know, she and Oppa never talked about what happened. If they did, I never heard them.
The bell chimes as we push open the door, and Oppa glances up from behind the counter, where he’s rubberbanding the day’s receipts. He hurries toward us when he sees our arms heavy with the kimchee jars, and takes
Umma’s from hers.
“There’s more in the car,” she tells him in brisk Korean, opening the refrigerated display case and gesturing to
the bottom shelf
Oppa puts the jar in, then takes mine and does the same.
“Now go do homework,” he tells me in English. Oppa always speaks English in the store, even to Umma and
me. In the five years we’ve been here, he’s become quite fluent, and his accent is nowhere near as heavy as
Umma’s.
“I’ll help you with the kimchee jars first,” I say, but he shakes his head firmly.
“No, homework more important. You have lot today?”
“Not really.”
“Good. Then you have more time to study for big algebra test next week, right?” Without waiting for my
answer, he hurries out to the van, picking up a cardboard box on the way so he can carry in all four jars at once.
299

With a sigh I make my way to the tiny back room, where Oppa keeps a filing cabinet, a small card table, and a
bookshelf stacked with paperback Korean novels and magazines for Umma. When business is slow, she
sometimes takes one up to the counter to read. She’s read every single one at least three times.
Back in Korea, she used to read two or three books a week. But Korean books are hard to come by here, so
now Umma takes the bus into New York City twice a year, to visit the Korean bookstores on Thirty-second Street.
She comes back with as many books as she can carry in two huge tote bags, her hands raw from clutching the
handles, her eyes shining like a kid’s on Christmas morning. And even though she tries to pace herself, she always
finishes the last one months before the next trip.
I shrug the backpack off my shoulder and slide out the Spanish textbook and the worn copy of The Outsiders
onto the card table. I decide to get the verb conjugations out of the way first. I’m almost done when Umma peeks
in the door and asks,
“You hungry? Want supper now?”
Her voice loses its grace when she speaks English. The words hesitate and stumble, as feet might if squeezed
into uncomfortable shoes.
“No, I can wait,” I tell her. “I want to finish my homework first.”
I can tell by the look on her face that she approves. She glances down at my notebook and frowns.
“What this?”
“Spanish.”
“Spanish?” She pronounces it Spah-nish.
“They make us take a foreign language,” I explain. “French, Spanish, or German.” Umma looks away.
“Just don’t forget your own language,” she says quietly in Korean. “Don’t forget.”
3
In homeroom the next morning, Meg turns around and asks,
“So, when are you and Josh going to set up a study plan?”
I don’t look up from The Outsiders as I say, “Meg, I have to finish this,” with just the right note of irritation.
Meg grabs the book from my hand and glances at the page number before I can take it back.
“Hmmph! I knew it. You’re reading ahead. Mrs. Simms said we only had to read two more chapters,
remember?”
“So?”
“So you don’t have to do this right now. Come on, talk to me about Josh Morgan.”
“What’s there to talk about? We have to do a report together. Big deal.”
“But—”
Before Meg can say anything else, the bell rings for first period. In the hallway, we separate, Meg turning right
to go to her science class around the corner, me heading toward the stairs for gym.
“We’ll talk about this at lunch,” she calls out.
I just wave her away with a smile. Honestly. For a best friend, she drives me nuts sometimes. Downstairs, I
almost collide with Philip Park, the only other Korean kid in the school. Philip’s family came here long before
mine did, when he was still a baby. Mr. and Mrs. Park gave all three kids English first names. There’s David, the
oldest, who’s in his first year at Yale (Mrs. Park boasts about him every time she comes into the store). Then
there’s Philip, who’s in my grade. Then Jenny, who’s eleven and one of the most obnoxious brats I know. She’s
more of a snob than the Royals. She and her mother both. Now Philip blushes when he sees me.
“Oh, hi, Taeyoung,” he mumbles.
I can tell that he doesn’t want to be seen with me. I don’t mind, because I feel the same way: It’s an unspoken
understanding we have, being the only oriental faces in school. We stick out like sore thumbs as it is. We’d just be
inviting more grief if we hung out together.
“Hi, Philip,” I say, walking past him. “Gotta run. Late for gym.”
*
In the locker room, I change reluctantly into the white shorts and red T-shirt. I hate gym. In Korea, I didn’t
mind it because the focus was more on exercise. But here it’s all about competition. So downright stressful if
you’re not a jock, which I’m definitely not. I’m always one of the last ones to be picked for a team. Why can’t
gym teachers just assign teams anyway? Don’t they know how humiliating it is to stand there in a herd, waiting
for some pompous jerk to point a finger and say, “Yeah, okay, I guess I’ll take her,” like I’m a charity case or
something?
Out in the gymnasium, everyone’s already milling around Mr. Jackson, the teacher. I groan as I realize he’s
picking out team captains for volleyball. Here we go again.
“We’re going to do this for the next two weeks,” he’s saying, smacking his bubble gum around the words like
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it’s a sport, too. “Teams will rotate at the whistle. You’ll play four teams each period. Schedules will be posted on
the wall starting Monday.” He turns to the kids he chose as captains and barks,
“Let’s pick some teams, people!”
That’s when I notice that Josh Morgan is one of the captains. And he’s staring right at me. He sees me looking
and turns away, just as Mr. Jackson says,
“Morgan, you first. Pick a man.” Josh points and says,
“Enzotti.” Chris Enzotti is a Royal, too. He and Josh sit next to each other in Mr. Babbett’s class. While the
rest of the captains take their turns, I stand there waiting to be put out of my misery: I stare at the floor, wondering
why gym is a mandatory class anyway. I mean, so what if kids never learn to play dodgeball in school? I feel a
nudge.
“He called you,” whispers Jody Marsh, the girl standing next to me. I glance up to find everyone staring at me.
“Kim, you awake?” Mr. Jackson sounds annoyed. “Morgan wants you on his team.”
I look over at Josh, but he’s bent over to tie his shoe. Recovering from my surprise, I walk over to his group.
That’s when I realize that it’s only Chris Enzotti and Todd Wakefield so far. With all these kids left to choose
from, why did Josh pick me? I can tell everyone else is wondering the same thing.
With the teams picked, Mr. Jackson sets us up in informal games, explaining that we’re just to have fun today,
that the real games will start on Monday. He goes through the rules quickly, but it’s hard to understand him with
the gum in his mouth. The first time I have to serve, the ball doesn’t make it over the net. Todd Wakefield shakes
his head and mutters,
“Oh, man. She’s gonna ruin us.” But Josh tosses the ball back to me and says,
“Try again. A little higher this time.”
My face red, I do as he says, and the ball barely makes it over. The rest of the game goes by in painful slow
motion. I feel my heart stop every time the ball soars my way, but I manage to hit it most of the time. Usually it
just goes straight up, and Josh or Todd or one of the others dives in front of me to hit it over the net on its way
down. At one point, Todd knocks me to the floor, trying to get to the ball before I can. He smacks it out of bounds,
and Josh says,
“What did you do that for? You should have let Tae get it.”
“She would have missed!”
Todd snarls, giving me a dirty look. He doesn’t bother to help me get up. Neither does Josh, who looks away.
When the whistle blows for the locker rooms, I feel as if someone’s set me free. I rush in to change back to my
jeans and sweatshirt, eager to leave Todd Wakefield—and the longest fifty minutes of the day—behind me.
4
I’m sitting at my favorite table at the library during final period, looking out at the courtyard and waiting for
the bell to ring, when Josh Morgan walks up and sits down across from me.
“Hi,” he says with that easy smile of his, as if talking to me is perfectly natural.
“Hi.”
Josh tilts his head, and a lock of his dark wavy hair falls into his eye. The boy needs a haircut, Oppa would say.
Josh smoothes the hair away from his forehead and says,
“So, we have that thing to do for Babbett’s class.”
He pauses to nod across the room to one of his Royal buddies, who looks surprised to see us together. I try to
imagine the look on Meg’s face if she were to see us now, too. One thing’s for sure—she would never let me get
away with not talking about it this time.
“Anyway,” Josh says, “I was thinking we should start getting a plan together, ’cause, you know, it’s going to
make up forty percent of our grade.”
Just then Philip Park walks by our table. He starts to say hi, but sees Josh and presses his lips closed, averting
his eyes to the bookshelves on the other side.
“Did you want to meet at my house someday next week? Or do you want us to study at your place?” Josh’s
question startles me.
“No, we can’t do it at my house,” I say quickly.
I use the word house on purpose, instead of apartment. I hate that word, apartment. None of the other kids live
at Colony Acres. Certainly none of the Royals. There are a few kids in the complex, but they’re all much younger
than me—kindergartners and grade schoolers mostly. I’m the only one there who takes the bus to the middle
school.
“Okay,” Josh says. “Then we can work at my house. Do you want to come over after school Monday?” The
bell rings, and I gather up my coat and backpack.
“Sure. Monday’s good.” I’m almost out the door when I hear him call out,
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“Don’t forget to have your parents write a note, so you can get a pass to ride on my bus.”
*
I love Fridays. Once school is over, that is. Why can’t Friday nights and Saturdays last three times as long as
other days? Sundays are okay, too, but by then I’m feeling all knotted up inside again, thinking of going back to
school the next day. It’s funny. In Korea, I liked school. I didn’t even mind having to go on Saturdays.
When I walk into the apartment, I can smell something frying in the kitchen, hear the oil sizzling. My stomach
rumbles. Umma’s making fried mondu, dumplings stuffed with ground beef and slivers of vegetables—bean
sprouts, carrots, and spinach. Nobody makes better mondu than Umma. Not even my grandmother.
“Can I have one?” I reach for the dish that already holds a small mountain of them. Umma motions to the
table.
“Sit down. I’ll fix you a plate.”
When we’re not at the store or around Oppa, Umma always speaks Korean to me. At home I don’t mind this,
but sometimes, when we’re at the mall or the grocery store, I wish she would speak English instead. Or better yet,
keep quiet. I know it sounds awful, but that’s how I feel. I mean, I love my mom, and I know she tries hard with
English. Especially at the store. But her accent is so heavy, most times nobody understands her anyway. Only
Oppa and me.
“How was school today?” she asks, putting a bowl of white rice in front of me.
She gets a small tub of cucumber kimchee from the refrigerator and puts that on the table, too. Then she fixes
me a plate of the fried mondu and sweet potato fritters. I hadn’t noticed the basket of fritters sitting on the counter.
They’re my favorite.
“It was okay,” I tell her, scooping up a fritter with chopsticks.
“Lot of homework?”
“No, not really.” Umma sighs.
“If you were in Korea, you’d have homework well into the night.” I shrug.
“Well, this isn’t Korea.” I say the words lightly, but really I’m annoyed with her. Why does she say that all the
time? It’s not like I asked her to bring me here. She and Oppa never gave me a choice. I decide to change the
subject.
“Are you going to sell the mondu and fritters at the store?” Umma shakes her head.
“No, it’s for church. You can bring it on Sunday when you go.” I stop before taking another bite of the rice.
“Me?”
“Aren’t you going?" On Sundays, Umma and I attend the Korean church service while Oppa tends the store.
“No, I can’t this week. There’s a truck coming in from New York, and I have to be at the store to help Oppa.”
She sees the question in my eyes and adds,
“I called the Parks. They’ll take you with them.” I drop my chopsticks.
“Umma, no. I’ll help out at the store, too.”
“Taeyoung, you’re not going to miss church.”
I think about riding in the car with the Parks. Mr. Park and Philip are okay, but Mrs. Park and Jenny? … Well,
it would be miserable, that’s all. I’d rather be in gym class than be trapped in a car with them. So I say,
“If you’re going to miss the service, why can’t I? It’s not fair.”
“You’re not going to miss church,” Umma says again.
She turns to the stove to flip the mondus. I swallow hard.
“Why do I have to go to a Korean church anyway? We’re not in Korea anymore. Why can’t I go with Meg to
her church? They pray to God, too, you know.” Umma stiffens.
“Don’t talk back to mother.”
She says this sharply, in English. I know I’m giving Umma a headache, but I don’t care. I can’t give up yet.
“Tell me why I can’t go with Meg to her church.” Umma shakes her head.
“It’s important to stay in touch with your Korean roots,” she says softly.
“If it’s so important, why did we come here?” Umma sighs.
“Taeyoung, finish your food and go do your homework. Don’t make me angry.”
She says this quietly, but I know she means business. Blinking back tears, I leave more than half the meal
untouched and escape to my room.
5
Saturday is our busiest day at the store. A lot of people come in to buy groceries for church the next day. Our
church isn’t like American churches. At the Korean Congregational Church, the service is just the first part. I
think a lot of people think of it as the boring part, something they have to sit through in order to get to the
interesting stuff. I bet that’s how Mrs. Park thinks. She doesn’t go to church to pray. She goes to show off.
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After the service, everyone gathers in the rec room for dinner. Families take turns bringing food in each week.
People love it when it’s our turn because Umma’s such a good cook. At Meg’s church, they don’t even serve
doughnuts.
Some families who come to church aren’t even Christian. Umma says they come for the company, to be with
other Koreans once a week. Oppa says they come for the gossip.
I spend Saturday morning bagging groceries for the customers. Mrs. Lee comes in to buy squid, which she
says she’ll stew for the church dinner. I wrinkle my nose at Oppa when she isn’t looking, and Oppa winks back.
Mrs. Lee will take perfectly good squid and make rubber out of it. She overcooks everything.
The bell chimes, and I look up to see Meg coming through the door.
“Hi, Meg!” Oppa greets her warmly. He likes Meg. He thinks she has a good sense of humor.
“Hi, Mr. Kim. Hi, Mrs. Kim.” She waves to Umma, who waves back from the corner shelf, where she’s
stacking noodle soup packages.
“What are you doing here?” I ask.
“I thought maybe we could go skating. They’re going to have games and prizes today.” Meg’s talking about
the roller skating rink across the street.
“Meg, 1 can’t. My parents need me to help.” Oppa overhears and says,
“You girls go ahead. Umma and 1 can take care of store.” When he sees me hesitate, Oppa reaches into his
apron pocket and hands me a ten-dollar bill.
“Go ahead, Taeyoung. And treat Meg, too.”
*
At the rink, we change into skates—rentals for me, new lavender ones with glitter laces for Meg that her
parents gave her for Christmas.
“You want to race?” Meg asks, her eyes taking on a familiar mischievous glint.
“Nope.” Meg knows perfectly well that I’m not a good enough skater yet to race anybody, never mind
someone like her who’s been skating almost as long as she could walk. Meg is a magician on skates. She can do
twirls and jumps, and glide like those ice figure skaters on TV. For someone who’s so clumsy, it’s amazing she’s
so graceful on wheels. Go figure.
“What do you want to do then?” she asks, sweeping her long blonde hair up into a high ponytail.
“Let’s just skate,” I tell her.
We head for the rink, and I find myself wishing we could stay on the carpet a while longer. I wonder how
many times I’ll fall on my butt this time. Last month, I stopped counting at twelve, and I sprained my hand and
had to skip a piano lesson. Umma wasn’t thrilled about that, but Oppa just said,
“Children fall sometimes, yuhbo.”
That’s what they call each other—yuhbo. It’s a Korean word husbands and wives use. My parents hardly ever
call each other by first names. Nobody else does either. Other Korean grownups call my mother Taeyoung-umma,
and my father Taeyoung-oppa, which just means Taeyoung’s mom and Taeyoung’s dad. My parents call Philip’s
mom David-umma, because David’s the oldest son. He’s the one at Yale.
Meg skates backwards so we can chat while I do my best to keep up with her, being careful to stay within an
arm’s reach of the guard rail.
“Oh, look,” she says, lifting her chin. “Some of the Royals are here.”
Sometimes I think Meg is obsessed with the Royals. I glance over and see Paige and Krista changing into their
skates. Paige notices us and whispers something to Krista, who looks up and smirks when she sees me. Why is
Krista Remington giving me dirty looks all of a sudden? She never cared that I was alive before. Is it all because
Mr. Babbett put Josh and me together for that stupid project? What does she think, that I’ll take him away from
her or something? As far as I know, they’re not even going out together. Besides, I’m not the least bit interested in
Josh Morgan … and I don’t care how ocean-blue his eyes are.
“Come on, Meg. Let’s sit down for a while,” I say, pretending I’m out of breadh.
We make our way to one of the alcoves off the rink and plop down on the bench. Suddenly Meg beams and
says,
“Hey, you’re wearing the friendship bracelet!”
I nod and hold out my arm so we can both admire it. Meg gave the bracelet to me last week for my birthday.
She made it out of embroidery thread. Green and fuchsia, my favorite colors. After a couple of minutes, Meg says,
“You don’t want to skate anymore?”
Before I can answer, the loudspeaker comes on, announcing a relay race. Everybody’s supposed to get into
teams of three. Meg looks excited. She loves games and contests. She even likes gym, though she’s no more an
adllete than I am when she’s not wearing her skates.
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“Come on, Tae. Let’s go find someone to be on our team.”
“Nah, let’s just sit and watch. My legs are sore.” Meg stares at me.
“You didn’t even skate around the rink two times.” When I don’t say anything, she stands up.
“Oh, come on. It’ll be fun.”
“I don’t want to, okay?” Just dlen Krista Remington calls out Meg’s name from across the rink.
“Hey, Megan! Do you want to team with Paige and me?”
Meg looks surprised. But I can tell she’s pleased, too. Her lips twitch into a silly grin, and I know she wants to
say yes. She glances down at me, and looks away quickly before I can read her eyes.
“Sure!” she yells back, and skates off to join them, leaving me sitting on the bench alone.
6
The Parks are late picking me up at the apartment next morning. Mr. Park gets out of the car to help Umma put
the foil trays of mondu and fritters in the trunk. Philip gets out, too, and asks me,
“Do you want to sit by the window? I don’t mind the middle.”
I glance into the car and see Jenny scowling up at me.
“There’s no way I’m sitting in the middle. I’ll get carsick,” she says with a pout. I turn back to Philip.
“Do you get carsick, too?”
“No.,”
“Okay, then. I guess I’ll take the window. Thanks.” Philip climbs back into the car and moves over to make
room for me.
“Ouch!” shrieks Jenny, poking him hard with an elbow. “Watch it! You’re squishing me.”
“Oh, grow up,” mumbles Philip.
He sees me fumbling with the seat belt and helps to snap it into lock. Umma leans into the window and thanks
Mrs. Park, who chortles that snooty laugh of hers and says,
“Don’t think anything of it. It’s our pleasure.” She says this in English, and I have to admit she sounds pretty
good. She’s been here a lot longer than Umma, after all. And I’ve heard Oppa say that the Parks have more
American friends than Korean ones. They even put up an American flag in front of their house on the Fourth of
July. During the ride to church, Jenny whines about some sweater at the mall.
“Why can’t we go pick it up today? I just know it’ll be gone tomorrow. I just know it!”
Mrs. Park, checking her makeup in the visor mirror, doesn’t seem to be paying attention. Mr. Park is fiddling
with the radio.
“Why don’t you grow up?” hisses Philip, looking exasperated.
“Why don’t you shut up?” snaps Jenny, her dark eyes glinting with anger. Her eyes narrow as she adds, “If we
didn’t have to give your girlfriend a ride home, we could stop at the mall after church.”
Jenny, watching her brother’s face flush, grins in triumph. It doesn’t last long, though, because suddenly she’s
screaming,
“Ooooouuuuuch!”
I study Philip’s face, but it’s expressionless. Still, I know he must have pinched her or something. From the
front seat Mrs. Park finally flips up the mirror and says,
“Philip! Jenny! Don’t start!”
She flicks off the radio and the talk show Mr. Park was listening to. I see Mr. Park’s shoulders tense, but he
doesn’t say anything.
*
At the church, Philip, Jenny, and I go downstairs to the rec room for Sunday school while Mr. and Mrs. Park
hurry toward the service, which is already under way. Philip holds the tray of sweet potato fritters while I hold the
one with mondus. Jenny doesn’t offer to help carry anything. We hear Reverend Kim’s voice echo from upstairs,
booming something about how charity starts at home.
Reverend Kim isn’t related to us in any way. Last year at the store, I heard Oppa tell an American customer
that the last name Kim is popular in Korea, like Smith is here. But that’s not really a good comparison. I only
know one Smith in my school, Sandra, and she doesn’t count because she spells her last name with a y: Smythe.
But even here in Massachusetts, I know at least five Kim families.
Oppa says there are probably dozens more we don’t know. Maybe hundreds. I read in a magazine that one out
of four Koreans is a Kim. I don’t think Smith even comes close to that.
*
When we get downstairs, we find a zoo. Little kids are everywhere, coloring, playing, running. Most of the
older kids are nowhere to be seen. Susan Lee, who’s a year older than Philip and me, sees us and waves us over.
“Mrs. Ho is sick today. I’m supposed to watch the kids down here until service is over,” she explains.
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Mrs. Ho is our Sunday school teacher. She’s in charge of all the kids fifteen years old and younger. The older
kids get to go up to the service with the grownups.
“Where is everybody?” asks Philip.
Aside from Susan, there are only two kids older than ten in the room. Ena Kim, the Reverend’s daughter, is in
the corner reading the New Testament, probably because her father’s going to test her on it later. Mark Cho is at
the table, doing a book report with one of those yellow and black cheat booklets.
“They’re outside,” says Susan. “I think some of the kids are playing basketball in the back.”
“Oh.” Philip sets the fritters down on the food table. He takes the mondus from me, too, and pushes aside
bowls and platters to make room for both trays in the center. I tell him that they don’t have to be in the middle, but
he puts them there anyway: There are a half dozen other dishes on the table. I lift the cover off a crockpot and
peek inside. It’s Mrs. Lee’s rubbery squid, simmering away. Philip turns to me.
“Do you want to go outside and watch the game?” When I don't answer right away, he quickly adds,
“We don’t have to play … unless you want to.” I shrug.
“Okay:” We’re almost out of the room when we hear Jenny say.
“What about me?” Philip whispers to me,
“Ignore her. Just keep walking.”
“Hey!” Jenny’s voice is a screech now. Philip whirls around so fast I step back in surprise. Jenny looks
surprised, too.
“Listen, you twerp, just stay away from me if you know what’s good for you, got it?” Jenny opens her mouth
to protest, but Philip stares her down, saying,
“I mean it, Jenny. You don’t want Mom and Dad to find out who really scratched the car door last week, do
you?” Jenny closes her mouth then, and Philip smiles.
“I didn’t think so.”
*
Outside, Philip asks, “Do you really want to watch the game? Or would you rather take a walk?”
“A walk? Where?” Philip points to a path leading into the woods behind the church.
“We’re going to have to get back soon, for dinner,” I tell him. “I promised my mom I’d wash the foil trays and
bring them back home.”
As soon as I hear the words come out, I want to take them back. I know the Parks never have to save
disposable foil trays. Mrs. Park is always showing off fancy new clothes and jewelry to Umma when she comes in
the store. They have a big fancy house in a small fancy neighborhood, where Josh Morgan and most of the other
Royals live. Mr. Park must make a lot of money at that computer company.
Philip and I walk in silence for a while. As we leave the church behind, I think about what happened yesterday
with Meg at the roller rink, and feel a lump form in my throat. How could she have gone off with Paige and Krista
like that? She’s supposed to be my best friend. She knows Krista hates me.
After the three of them won the relay race, I skated back to the carpet area, took off the rental skates, and
dropped them off at the return counter. I did all this extra slowly on purpose, to make sure Meg would see that I
was getting ready to leave the rink. I even caught her watching me as she stood there, acting all giggly and stupid
like she was Krista’s lady-in-waiting, too. But she didn't skate over to say good-bye. She never even waved.
We’re about a quarter mile into the woods when Philip says, “Can I ask you a question?"
“Sure. What?” Philip lifts a fist to his mouth and coughs, but I can tell it’s one of those fake coughs, the kind
you use when you're about to say something you don’t really want to say.
“Well, I was just wondering … are you and Josh Morgan going out?” I stop and stare at him.
“What? You’re kidding, right?” Philip’s face is red now, but I can’t tell if it’s because of the March wind or
because he’s embarrassed.
“I was just wondering because of the other day.”
“What about the other day?” Philip coughs again, and I’m pretty sure that it isn’t just the wind that’s making
him blush like that.
“At the library: You guys were sitting together.”
“Oh, that. We were just talking about the report we have to do together for Mr. Babbett’s class.”
I start to walk again, feeling relieved. For a second there, I was afraid he would say he heard a rumor going
around about Josh and me. That’s the last thing I need. Philip falls into step beside me.
“Josh is your partner? What country did you get?” I sigh.
“South Korea. Why, what did you get?”
Philip has Mr. Babbett’s class in the afternoon, with Meg. Philip grins and says,
“He gave Jody Marsh and me South Korea, too.”
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“He did?” I think about Mr. Babbett assigning South Korea to both Philip and me, and start to laugh. Philip
laughs, too, and soon we’re both coughing and doubled over, gulping for air.
“He asked me once if I ever lived in a rice hut,” sputters Philip when he can talk again. “I told him that I grew
up here, and that I don’t even know what a rice hut looks like.” I nod and say,
“Yeah, he asked me, too. I told him that Seoul’s a lot like New York City.”
I think back to how embarrassed I was when Mr. Babbett asked me the question last fall in front of the whole
class. He’d looked so disappointed when he heard my answer. He probably would have given me extra credit if
I’d told him that I grew up in a hut and worked in a rice paddy. For a guy who’s never been outside New England,
Mr. Babbett sure has definite ideas about what Korea must be like. I don’t think he believed me about never
having seen a rice paddy.
*
It isn’t until I’m lying in bed later that I remember Philip’s question about Josh and me. Why did he wonder if
we were going out? Why would he care if we were? I think about Philip pinching his sister in the car when she
called me his girlfriend. At the time I just thought Jenny was being a brat because she knew she wasn’t going to
get her new sweater. But now I’m not so sure.
I wish I could pick up the phone and call Meg, so she can tell me what she thinks of all this. Meg is really good
at finding the truth in situations. She’s always telling me she wants to grow up to be a psychologist, so she can
share her wisdom with other people. Meg’s aunt is a psychiatrist, but Meg says being a psychologist will be better
because you don’t have to go through medical school to be one.
Meg can’t stand the sight of blood. She says when we get to the high school next year, she’s going to take a
moral stand and refuse to dissect a frog in biology class. I don’t think it has anything to do with a moral stand. I
know Meg. She just can’t stand the thought of seeing all that frog blood everywhere. Anyway, I don’t know why
I’m thinking about her now. There’s no way I can call her. I won’t. Not after what she did yesterday. And as far as
I’m concerned, Megan Christine O’Reilly can take back her stupid old friendship bracelet and give it to Krista
Remington. I know I don’t want it any more.
Tugging the bracelet off my wrist, I hurl it to the other side of the room, where it lands on the floor, missing
the trash basket by a good foot. I hope Umma finds it tomorrow and throws it away. She’s always threatening to
do that if I keep forgetting to put away my things.
123.54 Lizard\fn{by Kim Yong-ha (1968-

)}

Seoul, South Korea (M) 5

Want to hear the one about the smoke woman? he asks me.
Sure, go ahead. He’s smoking a cigarette. Watching the smoke seep out of his mouth, twist, coil, and drift off.
Okay. One day a man’s body turns up. The officer at the scene finds the place littered with cigarette butts. The
place reeks of cigarette smoke—it’s so strong it covers up the smell of decomposition.
So? I look at him wide-eyed, urging him on.
So how’d he die? Good question. The officer investigates different possibilities. First, he schedules an autopsy.
Which is more involved than the usual exam—in an autopsy, you actually cut into the body as well as looking
around it for clues. And then the officer discovers something very interesting.
What’s that?
The man was naked from the waist down. And there was a large quantity of semen.
I’ve heard that men ejaculate when they die, I say with a shiver. He shakes his head.
That’s if you’re strangled. But there were no signs of strangulation on this guy. If you’re strangled, your neck
is all black and blue. None of that on him, though.
So?
So the officer starts to suspect there’s a woman involved.
He could have been masturbating, you know.
No he couldn’t. First of all, nobody dies masturbating. Second, the semen was too spread out. Strange as it all
seems.
I know nothing about how men masturbate, but he was so confident in his answer that I had to give in. He’s
always like that. No doubts about anything. Language seems to come so easy to him. No hesitating, no beating
around the bush. Talking to him is like watching a movie or reading a novel. All of a sudden he feels like a
stranger. How long has it been since he started coming into my room? How long since he spread himself so
naturally over the far corner of my bed? Oh, well. It’s all because of the lizard. I turned to look at my white walls.
They’re bare, except for the looming lizard.
What are you thinking about? He’s noticed I've turned my head.
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I look away from the lizard.
Nothing.
Men are always asking women what they’re thinking. But women don’t think the way men do. Men think with
their heads, but women think with their bodies. That’s why they can’t be as articulate as men. Really, it’s
something that just can’t be explained. All I can do is feel the traces of the man and the lizard. That’s why
“Nothing” is the only answer I can come up with.
Go on with the story, I tell him.
But he just offers me a weak smile and shakes his head.
Later.
He dresses and steps out. And off he goes, leaving me with a lizard, a dead man, and a large quantity of semen.
I have no idea where he’s going. He asks no questions, gives no answers.
I first met him in the fall of 1995. It was cold for that time of year, and extremely windy—a street sign blew
over on someone’s head that day. I was teaching English to junior high kids at a cram school in Kangnam at the
time. I was about to photocopy some handouts and in he walked.
Are you still looking for teachers? he asked.
The funny thing was, I’d seen him get out of the elevator and plod up to the door, and still he took me by
surprise. Maybe because he didn’t look like he had any intention of working at a cram school. What was it about
him? He was, after all, wearing the cram-school outfit—navy blue shirt and black pants—so what was it that
threw me off?
I guess you could say there was something otherworldly about him. There are people like that. People you
bump into on the street and come away feeling like you’ve bumped into a ghost. People you walk right up to
prepared to pass straight through. People who will turn into a heap of ash if you give them a little nudge. You can
see them in the subways, too. They look like they’ve been sitting there for centuries and aren’t about to go
anywhere. People who make it seem that the subways will run forever, just for them. There are people like that.
And he was one of them.
What do you teach?
Korean.
The way he said it was so awkward it made me doubt for a moment that we even taught it there. Korean …
Korean … I mumbled it over and over on our way to the principal’s office. And from that day on he taught
Korean.
*
You have to transform yourself, he mumbled to me the second time we went drinking. With that, he produced
an object wrapped in white paper and placed in on the table.
A present, he said.
I tore the wrapping off, and what I saw made me flinch. A lizard. A black metal lizard. It was so elaborate that
if I hadn’t touched it I’d have thought it was real.
Hang it so it looks like it’s crawling down your wall. You’ll get a rise out of your friends the first time they see
it.
I felt a bit leery about all this but put the lizard in my handbag nonetheless.
Where’d you buy it?
In the tropics. Lizards are as common as ants down there. From the time you’re a kid you get used to lizards
crawling over your belly and your legs. They’re everywhere. There’s even a lizard-worshipping tribe.
Really?
Did you know that a lizard’s tail grows back if you cut it off? That’s why lizards symbolize regeneration and
rebirth. People in Europe in the Middle Ages prayed to the salamander. They thought it was a fire-breathing
lizard; they believed salamanders lived in fire. Chameleons are lizards too. Lizards have no past. That’s what
makes them gods. For them there’s nothing but the present, an eternal present.
I gave him a long, hard look. I just couldn’t figure him out. I’d only been out with him twice, and yet not a
word about his past. I couldn’t tell you where he’d gone to school, where he was from, or where he’d worked.
We said goodbye and I went home and dutifully studied the walls of my room, which were bare except for a
single coat hanger. My friends tell me it doesn’t look like a girl’s room. Which makes me realize I’ve never
bought anything to decorate it. Not even the standard picture frame. A boring education will do that to you.
I hammered a nail into the wall opposite my bed and hung the lizard by the loop in its twisty tail. He was right
—it really did look like it was crawling down the wall. And suddenly the wall buzzed with tension.
I saw the lizard in my dreams that night. I knew it was supposed to be hanging motionless but there it was
crawling down the wall, slow and sinuous, expanding and contracting. The strange thing was, none of this struck
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me as the least bit extraordinary. It actually made me impatient to see it moving so slowly. I bolted awake and
looked at the wall. The lizard was hanging there, just where it’s supposed to be.
*
The lizard started coming to me right around the third time he and I went out drinking. I arrived at home that
night to discover that the boiler was off and my room was cold. The room looked exactly as it had when I left.
When that happens and you live by yourself you lose heart. You come home and open your door hoping for a
miracle—but nothing has changed. Then again, it’s supposed to be bad luck if you clean your room at night. So I
jumped into bed. The alcohol I’d drunk was leaving an uncomfortable path as it spread through my blood vessels.
I turned off the lights and stared at the lizard hanging on my wall. I played with the idea of giving it a name. But I
couldn’t come up with anything and in the meantime I drifted off to sleep.
The lizard is creeping down the wall. I can’t move. I feel like I’m tied down. I can’t make a squeak. There’s
music. The slow solemn beat of a drum. The rhythm is familiar but I can’t place it. The beat is punctuated by a
hiss. Is that what it sounds like when the lizard’s tongue flickers? I keep my eye on the lizard. It’s the only thing I
can do. The lizard is creeping toward my bed. And then he’s out of sight. He’s entered my blind spot. Now I’m
twice as scared. Scared, but excited. The hissing grows louder than the drumbeat. There, the lizard’s head, at the
foot of my bed. Suddenly I’m in a rain forest, still in my bed. There’s bright sunlight all around, and birdsong and
the distant beating of drums. The lizard has mounted my leg. I feel something I’ve never felt before, like an
electric shock. And then a voice, my father’s voice. I can barely hear it. He’s speaking very fast. I’m frightened.
I’ve been bad, I tell him. I don’t know what I’ve done but I beg his forgiveness. He’s naked and his face is angry
as it approaches my bed in the rain forest.
The lizard has slithered up my thighs. It’s embarrassing having my father there. His face is red with anger.
He’s going to beat me, I know it. I’m scared. The lizard has stopped. Out comes the tongue and it starts licking
my thighs. Feels like ice water running down my thighs. Uncomfortably cold, but gently ticklish. In spite of my
best intentions the lizard’s tongue awakens sensations long dormant. Father comes closer, looking back and forth
from me to the lizard. I can hear my mother’s laughter in the distance. She’s telling him,
See, I told you. I told you she’s got spunk.
Father doesn’t answer.
The lizard is moving up. It’s reached my vagina. I want to scream. But my father and mother are looking on.
Dirty whore. This lizard is yours? My father scolds me. I want to defend myself, but the words don’t come out.
Pleasure overwhelms me.
It’s all so strange. Never have I been satisfied by a man. They’re either in too much of a hurry or awkward. So
sex is always a drag for me. I don’t understand how men can be so horny and yet so incapable in bed.
I’m twenty-five and I’ve slept with three men. The first one was just a boy. He’d kiss like he was trying to suck
my tongue out, then tear my clothes off and penetrate me as fast as he could. I guess I should feel grateful he took
the time to kiss me. The second one would make a dash for the bathroom to wash himself as soon as he
ejaculated. He made me feel as if I had soiled him. And then he’d conk out for the night while the foreign
substance was still wiggling inside me. The third one was just plain scared of sex. He’d go through with it, but he
obviously wanted to get it over with as soon as possible. He kept asking, did he come too soon, was his penis too
small, was I really satisfied? It was so tiresome. No, he never gave me an orgasm, but it would have been worse to
disappoint him so I just lied. Oh yes, it was lovely—absolutely wonderful. And then he’d go to sleep. I don’t think
he really believed me.
But this is different. A sharp wave of pleasure spreads through me. I can’t bear it! I don’t hear the drumbeat
anymore. Can’t see Mom or Dad, either. And then I see the face of the man who gave me the lizard. He stands
there in the dark, a faint shadow, smiling. And then I’m awake. But I still can’t move. The sun is coming out. I
desperately force my eyes open and stare at the wall. The lizard is nowhere in sight. I shake my head violently,
trying to clear my head. I feel along the wall for the switch and my eyes return to where the lizard should be
hanging.
And there it is, exactly where it's supposed to be.
*
I lost contact with most of my friends the year I taught at the cram school. Most cram school teachers go to
work in the afternoon and don’t head home until well past midnight. My friends worked different schedules that
made it impossible for us to meet. But I was used to odd hours. Father was a minister in a small church, one he
had established himself. It was on the third floor in an apartment complex, and none too big—maybe a thousand
square feet or so. Mother was busy from sunup to sundown doing the things you would expect a minister’s wife to
do—keeping in touch with the parishioners, cleaning the sanctuary, helping Father with his sermons, and keeping
up with the housework. She was even busier the days there were early-morning and late-night prayer meetings.
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Father was always somber, Mother was always obedient, I was always bored. We lived in a small room off the
sanctuary; I felt like we were surrounded by hymns. Very rarely I’d catch a glimpse of Mother and Father having
sex. Father’s heavy breathing would wake me and I could hear Mother moaning from somewhere inside the
blankets. Her moans sounded like the inarticulate recitations of the parishioners. I never could understand what
she was trying to say. Sometimes she’d cry out. When she did that, Father scolded her.
And once in a while he beat her. The house was dirty; or where had she put the sermon? Mother took her
beatings silently, the big wooden cross looming over his head.
A large sign hung at the entrance to the sanctuary: Faith, Hope, Love. But neither Mother nor Father seemed to
have any hope for me, or faith or love for that matter. I spent my days playing on the swing in the neighborhood
playground or poking around the shops nearby. I hated church.
Years went by but Father’s church failed to grow. And then Mom disappeared. She left no word, just up and
vanished. The parishioners talked about her whenever they could, their gossip revolving about Satan, snakes, and
running away. At the time I was in the habit of drawing snakes in my diary. I’d be staring off into space and then
realize I’d filled the page with coils of snakes. I’d write Mommy, I miss you and decorate the words with writhing
reptiles.
Father remarried a churchgoer some ten years his junior and moved the church. I transferred to a university in
Seoul, able finally to leave home. I lied to my father when I spoke with him on the phone: Yes, I go to church
every day; the minister’s sermons are great, they’re really inspiring; and I’m in the choir. At school I majored in
mathematics. I spent four years struggling with differential calculus and integral calculus. The innocent and
straightforward world of mathematics appealed to me. The first midterm I ever took in differential and integral
calculus asked me to ‘prove that 1 is larger than 0.’ I did it using epsilon and delta. I even managed to produce a
complex drawing of a flower as part of a calculus problem. That’s how I spent my early twenties, hovering
between 1 and 0.
Even now I draw the occasional snake. I was never afraid of them, maybe because I never actually saw one in
the flesh. I remember the adults whispering into my young ears that a snake had wrapped itself around my mother.
What a joke. I knew what they said was all a lie. I think I was jealous of my mother. I wanted to run away from
that church and its oppressive hymns, too. To a place where I wouldn’t have a cross looking down on me all the
time.
*
The lizard entered me a few days after I had that dream. I think it was late in the afternoon and I was sitting in
front of the VCR with a cold beer, watching a Hollywood action flick, when I dropped off to sleep.
The dream begins with the lizard’s familiar movement. It’s darting down the wall. Doesn’t scare me one bit.
The lizard is coming toward the bed. I remember that if you cut off a lizard’s tail, it starts to grow back right away.
I’d like to talk to the lizard. The lizard climbs onto the bed. Mom is going somewhere. I’m sorry, Mom. I beg her
forgiveness, not really knowing what I’ve done wrong. The lizard has climbed up on my foot and it’s coming
closer. Its tongue is caressing my every curve. Oh, please. I can’t move, I bite down hard on my lip, I cry out.
I’m younger now. I’m lying down. I’m wearing a short skirt and there’s a ribbon in my hair. The lizard is
presenting me with an image. I’m a little girl and I’m playing with myself as I gaze at the naked images of Adam
and Eve. Excitement rushes over me. The scene changes. I’m in Sunday school, the minister’s daughter, touching
the penis of one of the boys in my class. I slowly lower his trousers, staring, wanting to put his penis in my mouth.
It’s suddenly bigger. And the boy is taller—he’s an adult. A lush forest of hair rings his penis, and I delight in
running my fingers through it. I put his penis in my mouth and feel it harden. My mouth starts to hurt. His penis
has turned into a block of wood and I can barely extract it from my mouth. But now it’s a neon cross. I kneel
piously before this red, glistening cross. My saliva is dribbling from it. I wonder who he is. I raise my head and
look into his face. I’ve never seen him before.
The lizard closes this image and proceeds to prowl my crotch, its tongue and tail teasing my vagina and inner
thighs. I’m sweating all over. The lizard’s head is coming closer and closer. Suddenly my legs are wide open. The
lizard is gazing at my sex. I’m embarrassed—it’s inspecting a part of me that I myself have never examined. He
draws his tongue in and starts to enter me. I thought it would hurt but it doesn’t. I am wet enough and this
knowledge both shames and excites me. I can feel the lizard wiggling into me. My head feels like it’s going to
explode. Now only its tail is visible. Something inside me is trembling violently. It could be the lizard, but I’m not
really sure.
What are you up to? Mom asks. Suspicious, she examines my bed from the corner of her eye. I pray that she
won’t see the lizard. Deeper, I beg it. She mustn’t see its tail. I urge it all the way inside me, but its tail is still
showing. Mother hasn’t discovered the lizard yet. Even with her looking on, my excitement slowly reaches a
climax. The ice-cold lizard is making its way deeper inside me. I grimace and try to contain my excitement.
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Mother looks on, dispassionate. Mother. I hurt terribly. She looks like she doesn’t believe me.
Mother wants to take the lizard away from me, I know she does. I tense my muscles to keep the lizard in. The
lizard crawls deep inside me, so deep that its tail isn’t showing anymore. Mom can’t see the lizard now. The
lizard is mine, all mine. I grin at my mother as that ice-cold lizard wiggles and turns inside me. Mother is grinning
back at me. Her grin grows wider. The head of a snake appears at her mouth, and the body slithers out. She bends
over to help it out. It looks like she’s vomiting.
Mommy, I ask her, where’s the baby?
It died, you know that. I mean, we killed it, don’t you remember?
Mommy, no. I didn’t kill it. I never saw it.
The snake that crawled out of my mother has vanished. I awake from my dream and look at the wall. The
lizard is gone. I shut my eyes again.
The dream resumes. The lizard starts wiggling inside my belly again. My anus throbs with pain. Please, no.
The lizard starts to slither out my backside. I want to have a baby. Mother. I'll have your baby for you, Mother. I
entreat her, fighting back my pain, but she leaves without listening. The lizard exits me. I am overcome with pain
and exhaustion.
I slowly wake and look at the wall. The lizard is nowhere to be seen. Of course not. Because it’s still with me,
asleep. The phone rings, clearing my head a bit more. Wrong number. I look up again at the wall.
The lizard is there, exactly where it’s supposed to be.
Since the lizard entered me that first time I've had sex a few times; an old boyfriend got back in touch. But it
was business as usual when I slept with him. Which is to say I felt nothing. The whole time we were having sex I
kept thinking about the lizard.
I wish your penis was colder, I told him. He sat up and said,
You've really changed. He had a very solemn expression on his face.
That was the end of that. He never came back. Maybe I really had changed, like he said. I snorted. And what if
I had? The man who gave me the lizard told me I had to transform myself. Well, isn’t that what you’d call
changing? I remembered his words when I looked at the lizard. It was showing up regularly in my dreams. It
would enter my anus and exit from my mouth, or enter through my vagina and exit through my eyes. Either way
the sensation was almost the same. The days after I had the dream I was too tired to talk. I did feel refreshed and
energized, though.
Once in a while at the cram school I’d see the man who had given me the lizard. He’d pass by with a
mysterious smile. I wondered sometimes if he was there in my dreams, watching. I felt like his eyes could see
right through me. Maybe that was why I felt myself blush whenever I spotted the nape of his neck. Why it was the
nape of his neck I can’t say. But once I saw him in the cram-school cafeteria in the basement. He was all by
himself, spooning hot soup and rice to his mouth. I stood at the door, my eyes fixed on his back. He ate silently,
his head lowered, while I focused on the nape of his neck. There was a stubborn tenacity in those clenched neck
muscles. They made him seem lonely. Something about that neck, I don’t know what, reminded me of the lizard. I
wanted to embrace him. It wasn’t even about sex. I just wanted to rush up to him, put my arms around him, and
press my lips to the nape of his neck. I couldn’t eat at the cafeteria that day.
I often saw him after that. He’d come over to my place once a month or so. We listened to music, shared a
drink. He didn’t want to have sex. I wasn’t interested, either. And so we’d sit together talking quietly and
refreshing each other’s drink. He said he enjoyed traveling. Working at the cram school was for him an ideal
arrangement—no relationships to commit to, and the freedom to leave at any moment.
And here we are. I’m waiting for him to come back and finish the story about the smoke lady. Then again he
may never come back. Maybe I’ll have to finish the story myself. I even started to imagine that he was back.
Come on, finish the story. The detective discovers the dead man’s diary at the scene. He starts talking. I light a
cigarette for him. The smoke seeps deep into my lungs.
The diary tells of a most captivating woman: Will I see her tonight? She overpowers my senses. I spend the
whole day just waiting for this woman.
He goes on with the story. The detective does some detecting and learns that the man graduated from college
but was unemployed and spent his days doing god-knows-what in his room—he was a vagrant, friendless in
Seoul. His few acquaintances said they never saw him with a woman. A prostitute, perhaps? He didn’t exactly
have the means to buy a woman. So who was she?
Didn’t you say he scheduled an autopsy? I ask. He answers:
He did, and the result was that the victim had had a fatal heart attack.
The detective then resumes his search for evidence, but finds nothing he can connect to the woman. So he gets
to thinking. He goes back to the scene, does yet another search, and a second diary turns up. This diary contains
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the following entry:
My one pleasure is making creations out of smoke. Yesterday I made a car and I made an
alcoholic beverage. I drank my smoky drink and drove my sporty car. I shut the windows tight to
keep the smoke inside my room and to keep the air still. And yet it lasts only a moment. I need a
woman.

The detective closes the diary and concludes his report. Direct cause of death: heart attack. He rules out
homicide and suicide. This was a case of death by natural causes.
I understand now, I say. The man created a woman out of smoke. He was caressed by her, and they had sex.
But he’s not allowed to touch her. She’ll disappear if he does. She slowly drifts down and embraces him. His
every sense is overwhelmed.
He nods in agreement. That’s right. But the detective keeps that part of the story to himself. Who will believe
him? And it makes little difference if no one does.
Cigarette smoke can be very comforting, I say, smoking a cigarette myself. I look up at the lizard. It looks
bigger than usual today. I crawl into bed, craving sleep. The man keeps his distance as usual. I turn off the lights
and drift off to sleep.
As I sleep, I sense someone opening the window to my room and climbing in. I think it’s him, but my head is
heavy. I hear him taking his clothes off. We’ve never slept together, and yet he calmly climbs into my bed as if he
were my husband. His hands move gently from my feet up my knees and thighs. His hands are cold. I feel goose
bumps all over. He climbs on top of me. His cold hard penis pushes inside me. Mustn’t shout. I steady myself.
And I mustn’t touch him. If I do he’ll vanish. His penis moves slowly. Violent pleasure explodes inside me. I
tremble with a satisfaction I’ve never felt with a man. A neon cross flashes in the distance. He’s thrusting more
strongly now. His cold penis slides all over my body. I’m soaked through. I’m afraid his cold penis will pierce me.
You must transform yourself, I remember him telling me. His words reverberate. Ahhh, I’m going away—go past
the tropical sunshine, through the forest of crosses, and you’ll arrive at the playground. I want to scream but
nothing comes out. My ears ring with the rhythmical beating of the tribal drums. It feels like his penis is coming
out my ears. My eardrums are about to explode.
I’m languishing. He gets up and dresses. And then he’s gone, like smoke. Carefully I open my eyes and look
toward the wall. The lizard is gone. I don’t bother to turn the lights on to make sure. I simply close my eyes again.
And fall asleep. A most tranquil sleep. I never want to wake up.
181.18 Autobiographical Statement\fn{by Liz Hwang-Mi Brown (19746

)}

Pusan, Pusan Province, South Korea (F)

I was born in Pusan, South Korea, on 12 December 1974. I’m almost twenty-one. I was adopted. I know
absolutely nothing about my birth parents. My mom’s Swedish, a third generation Swede. My dad is French. My
parents are both white, WASPs.\fn{White Anglo-Saxon Protestants} My dad’s a mutt and so is my mom even though
she likes to say she’s mostly Swedish.
My name was Kim Hwang-Mi when I came to the United States, that’s where my middle name came from.
Koreans always give their surnames first. It would be like Kim, Hwang-Mi. I don’t know if Mi was my middle
name but they always just say Kim Hwang-Mi. I don’t know what you would say first if you were friends with
someone, whether it’s “I’m Hwang-Mi” or not. I don’t know what it means, which is another big disagreement in
my family. My mother told me it meant “grand beauty” when I was young, but now she tells me she never said
that, so I don’t really know what it means.
As I said, I was born in Pusan, Korea, on the very southern tip of the peninsula. I lived there for two years until
I was adopted. My parents were thirty-eight at that time. My mom tried to find out about my birth parents, but she
couldn’t find anything. I think it was because of the culture, because they were Americans and the Koreans are
really racist. Also I know a lot of other people my age from Korea. It always says the same thing on the adoption
papers of anyone I’ve ever talked to—she was found abandoned. I do not believe that at all. It also says that they
don’t have any record at all of our pasts. Again, I don’t believe that. So I guess I don’t know anything about my
birth parents. It’s really very weird to think that I could have brothers and sisters out running around.
My parents decided to adopt because they had two boys. It seems that if your second child is not a girl, you
might as well stop, but they wanted a little girl … and my mom decided that she didn’t want to keep trying, since
she had a hard time with her pregnancies. Plus, my brothers were running her so ragged. That’s why they decided
to adopt. They went to Korea because they were thinking about Vietnam or some other war-torn country. Not that
311

Korea was really war-torn, but they also thought that they would get an older child, like a toddler or even older.
Because my parents were getting older (they are fifty-seven), I think they just wanted someone from Asia. I think
they would have even taken a child from India. My dad always thought Asian features were beautiful. It’s kind of
frightening to think that was the reason they wanted to adopt from Korea.
My fiance studied in Korea this past term and he spent some time in Pusan. I asked him if he saw any old
ladies running around that looked like me. I’m the one who got him interested in Korea because he loves me. He
was never that interested until we broke up, then he was all gung-ho with Korea and Koreans. He loved Korea,
except the Korean men. He says they are all chauvinistic. He’s so tall that he could step on them.
My father went to the journalism school at University of Missouri and got his degree there along with my other
uncles and my aunt. He works for the 3M corporation, the Minnesota Mining and Manufacturing Corporation. 3M
is divided into groups and sectors and he’s below the group vice-president. He’s a marketing manager of a group
and does a lot of foreign stuff with marketing. I don’t know a lot about what he does. I’ve never wanted to know
enough to spend a day at work with him. He’s pretty much a suit\fn{ One who normally works at a job requiring a suit and
tie; a descriptive, slightly derisive term:H } except he gets to wear sport jackets on Friday or a nice sweater. After he
retires, he’s planning on doing consulting work. He does a lot of graphics and related work.
My mother is a domestic engineer. That’s the p.c. (politically correct) term for a housewife. She takes tennis
lessons and walks around our pond. She’s always ironing clothes and watching the O. J. Simpson trial; it’s so sad.
My mom says she needs to get a job to pay for my wedding. I tell her,
“Mom, you don’t have to do that! We have plenty of money for a wedding, it’s not like I’m asking for a
wedding of two thousand people with crab cakes and lobster and a honeymoon across the universe.”
She’s taking computer classes so she can learn to use our personal computer. We’re a very computer-oriented
family. I have a laptop, my dad has a laptop and a desktop, plus two more desktops in our basement. Additionally,
he has his own computer at work and he’s getting a new power PC as soon as it comes out. I have two older
brothers. One is thirty-two and the other is thirty.
Both are my parents’ biological children. I don’t think my parents put too much pressure on me to succeed. Of
course, they wanted me to succeed in whatever I tried to do, but I always had high expectations of myself. I saw
where my brothers had failed and have tried to avoid their mistakes.
For instance, my fiance’s stepdad is a.psychologist, so I sat down to talk with him for a day. I just love having
relatives like this in the family. I love the free counseling! It’s great because he does dream analysis and all sorts
of cool stuff. I sat down to talk with him about my parents because I don’t get along with them very well.
For instance, the day before my fiance was going to leave last summer, we were going to go over to his house
to go rollerblading. I brought with me a bikini top and a T-shirt because it was hot outside and I wanted to get
some sun. But when I told my mom that I was going over to my fiance’s she said she didn’t like the idea of me
going over there in my bikini top without any adults around. I said,
“Mom, I don’t believe this. I’m twenty-one years old, he is twenty-four, we’re both adults! My brother was
married when he was twenty-three!” And of course she said angrily,
“Well fine then, go ahead!”
I’m sure she realized how stupid she sounded saying that. They’re always telling me,
“Don’t be late. Get home early.” In fact, if I were to come home at two o’clock in the morning they would say
the next day,
“Boy, you sure were out late last night. I think you should try to be home a little earlier tonight.”
My dad told me to be home before dark once. They hate the fact that I go out late. I drive a Nissan Pathfinder
when I’m at home, but they just have this idea in their head that people would do anything for this car. They were
worried that someone would carjack me or rush up to me at stoplights or something and try to get in. They said,
“This car is a really popular thing for teenagers nowadays, and I wouldn’t want anything to happen to it or
you.”
I’m staying in Woodbury, which is an upper class white suburb of St. Paul, and if I stay there, nothing is going
to happen to me. The worst thing that happens in Woodbury is speeding. I’m not going to South Minneapolis!
They’re just so overprotective.
This time, it was a lot better. They didn’t tell me once to be home by midnight. I’ve always had extremely
early curfews. I still have a curfew even though it’s not an official one. My fiance and I had our anniversary on
July third, and we went to see the fireworks and then to his house. I gave my mom a call and told her where I was
at about 11:30 PM. She wanted me to come home then. I said we were going to watch a movie, but she said,
“Try to be home soon, okay?” I replied,
“Mom, it’s only 11:30!” She still wanted me to come home right away and said,
“It’s late and I don’t know if I like the idea of you driving home by yourself when it’s late.”
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I think they discriminate. They think it’s worse because I’m female and they don’t believe that I can take care
of myself. They just think all these terrible things are going to happen to me, like I’ll get raped or something. I’m
just the type of person that if somebody were trying to attack me, I would just go crazy. I would be punching and
screaming and kicking as much as I could until I could pry him off me and then beat him some more! I would
probably find a garden hose or something and smack him.
My brothers were the same way as me. My older brother would just sneak out. He ended up moving out of our
house and into an apartment with his girlfriend at the time, who was three years older. My parents forced them to
get married because they were living together. We all hated her, but they’ve been divorced for six years now.
I’m the “parent pleasing child,” which is what my fiance’s father calls it. Maybe this is what sometimes
happens with the youngest child. They see what their older siblings do wrong and they try to avoid those mistakes
in order to to please their parents. I don’t really know though, since I don’t know much about psychology.
But really, because my brother was bad with credit cards, I know that I will never be bad with credit cards.
What really sucks is that I didn’t get my own credit card until this year because my parents thought I would
misuse it. They’re still saying that to me, always telling me to pay it off in full every time. I know that I would
pay it off soon, but they don’t trust me. All the mistakes my brothers made, they think I will do the same thing.
It’s really infuriating.
In school, my parents always said that they wanted me to do as well as I could. They never put pressure on me
for my grades. I think if I failed a class they would care, like most parents would, but they wanted me to do my
best. I never had any problems with any of my teachers. They were all pretty fair, at least on the outside. At my
school we had a TCEL program, which was English as a second language. Don’t ask me what TCEL stands for
because it’s a lot more than English as a second language. There were a lot of Cambodian and Vietnamese and
Laotian people in there. They couldn’t speak English at all, and I could speak English perfectly. My dad told me
that I came home once when I was really little and I asked him,
“Why don’t I have eyes like Mommy?”
But I don’t really remember any instances of teasing during grade school, and that’s when children are the
worst. There were some Japanese students that would be in the mainstream classes, because the Japanese start
teaching their kids English early. I remember this one kid who came over from Japan when he was about seven,
and he picked up English so fast that the next year he was already in our class. I knew a girl who was French. She
didn’t speak any English whatsoever, but they put her directly into our class, while they didn’t do that with the
Japanese students. I don’t know why.
I was teased more when I was in eighth grade while I was on the bus, by these guys that had nothing better to
do with their time. They would sit in the back of the bus, these little Aryan boys with blonde hair and blue eyes,
the kind of guys that were caught smoking pot and drinking in the bathroom. They were really low class people
and they weren’t very nice. They would bow at me and make Chinese sounds. They used to call me Ho Chi Minh.
I was only in the eighth grade, and I didn’t know who he was, so I looked him up in the dictionary. I saw he was
this famous Vietnamese leader. I asked them the next day if they knew who he was and of course they didn’t
know. I said,
“You guys are so stupid, get a life!”
We had lockers that opened in half. Some of the luckier people got the big lockers in the eighth grade. I did
because it went alphabetically. Anyway, one time somebody spit on the top of my locker. I don’t know if it was
intentional or not. And another time my locker was strung open and in it they wrote “go ok bitch!” I don’t even
know how someone would know which locker was mine! But I went home and told my mom and she went to the
principal.
If you call someone a gook, it means he/she is a Vietnamese. I was called Chink too, that means Chinese.
There’s no real slur name for Koreans. If you’re going to use racial slurs, at least get the right country! I don’t
remember what happened, I just remember that my Mom started to pick me up after school.
People had grown up a little by high school. During my freshman year, riding home on the bus, these guys who
were totally moronic to begin with were now total loners. By this time, I had a bunch of friends and we would
make fun of them. But I was reading this book for my Young Adult Literature class, possibly by a Korean author
whose last name was Lee, called Finding Our Voice. She wrote about people making fun of her and how others
would ignore it or pretend they were really busy.
Often, that’s what would happen to me. One girl, Anne, who was a really good friend of mine, sat there staring
straight ahead while I was bawling. I would stand up for myself and all they did was throw my words back into
my face and make fun of what I said. So I learned to just totally ignore them. I remember one time that it got
really bad. I was walking down the aisle and they bowed to me and I slugged them in the face! It never deterred
them, but I felt better.
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I went to a Korean culture camp between fourth and fifth grade. It was a day camp where you learned some of
the language. It’s where I bought my Korean dress. I don’t know what it is called. You can’t call it a kimono
because that’s a Japanese robe. It’s got these little straps that tie up, and then it is long and straight down to the
ground. Around the bottom there are little designs. The Koreans use really bright colors like red and fuschia
together, bright lime green and bright blue.
And then they have these little jackets. The jackets, depending on the kind of dress it is, have big poufy
sleeves. My jacket is way too small for me, while the dress is too long. Actually, it kind of fits me now, since I got
it in the fifth grade. At this camp, they taught us some of the language; I think I can still say “good morning
teacher” and I also know part of the Korean National Anthem. The camp was for adopted kids and was put on by
the Children’s Home Society, which was one of the agencies through which I was adopted.
We also learned how to make bulgoki, which my roommate has now turned into something completely unlike
its original form. But it’s really good. You marinate strips of steak with garlic and sesame seeds and soy sauce. It’s
really good. My roommate puts a lot of black pepper on it so you can’t taste anything else, and then we serve it
with rice. My roommate still makes it. I made it once during freshman year and then she thought it was really
good, so she would cook it and make little changes to it, and now she’s the one who cooks it. I make lasagna and
she makes bulgoki.
My best friend, who I've known since I was three, was talking about how I was her best friend, and her
grandmother said,
“But Nikki, she’s Korean!” And Nikki replied,
“So? I don’t care!”
Nikki was really young back then and already she knew that it didn’t matter. Her parents are really nice;
they’re like a second set of parents to me. They love me, but if Nikki ever dated a black man, she would be in
trouble! Anyone that was not a white man was unacceptable. It was fine to be friends, but according to her
parents, you just don’t marry them. It’s interesting because a lot of people don’t care if there’s an Asian person in
the family, but a black person would be totally taboo. Even some people that would have a problem with Asians
get over it sooner than with black people. I never quite understood that.
I remember there was a Native American girl in high school during my senior year. When she was a
sophomore or junior, she ended up leaving the school because things got too bad. People harrassed her using a
derogatory Indian term. They would write this word all over her locker and people would try to hit her in the
parking lot. Additionally, when I was a junior, there were less than ten black students in the whole school. There
were definitely more Asians in my high school than there were blacks.
Typically, the Asians in our town have more money than the blacks, because most of the Asians that came were
chemists from China, most of whom work for 3M, so there were naturally more Asians. One day, someone spray
painted obscenities about blacks on the track and on someone’s locker. It was really bad for a whole week for the
black people in our school.
Another interesting thing about my high school was that some of the really popular people were Asian. Emily
Barry was an adopted Korean and she was really popular. Sarah Lee, a year behind me, was Chinese. Every year
she was Winterfest queen for her grade. And our homecoming queen was a half-Chinese girl. So we had a black
homecoming king and a half-Chinese queen, which was really odd given the demographics of my school.
I didn’t find it easier to make friends with other Korean kids. One close friend that I had was Betty. She’s a
second generation Taiwanese, but we were friends simply because we were friends, not because of race. Another
girl, Amy, was also adopted Korean but she hated talking about that fact; it was a very sore subject with her.
I disagree with the term “Asian American.” I think it’s good to be proud of who you are and of your
background, but by adding Asian, that just sets you apart from everyone else. People say Asian American and
African American and Native American, but Caucasian people are just “white.” You don’t say Euro-American. It
just doesn’t seem right. They’re trying to be sensitive to it, but I have no ties to Asia other than my genes. As far
as nationality, I’m American. I guess it should be different if you were born here rather than if you were an
immigrant.
It’s hard to know what to call someone. I guess what you could say is American of Asian Heritage or
something. I was in the International Club at my school because I was interested in other countries, and
everybody that I was with assumed that I was a foreign student. I think that you can tell the difference between
foreign students and American-born Asians even by the way they dress.
I used to have an identity crisis because I wasn’t Asian and I wasn’t a white American. I always wondered if
we got funny looks because there was this white family and then me. I don’t think we ever really did. I always felt
that when people describe someone, they describe them by the way they look. And it’s easy to say “She’s black”or
“She’s Asian” by the facial features.
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I’ve never really been offended by that, but nobody ever says “they’re white” about a Caucasian person. I
guess that’s because white people have different features and different eye colors, so it never really bothered me.
As for being adopted, people would always refer to me as the “adopted Korean daughter,” or “the little girl that
they adopted from Korea.” When friends of the family first meet me, they would ask if I was adopted. I think
that’s kind of funny because it’s obvious! I still wonder if someone will judge me because of the way I look. It’s
not something that’s easy to hide and there’s nothing I can do about it.
I think my experiences are probably typical among other adopted Asians. One kid I know here, Than, talked
about it a lot with me because he wanted to go look for his biological parents. His mother actually knows who his
birth mother is, so he was kind of thinking about where he fits into things. We had a lot of discussions about that. I
think adopted people in general have a lot of the same feelings, wondering about their origins. I guess I don’t care
and I just want to know for medical reasons. I want to know stupid things like what my birth mother looked like
after having kids, if she had easy pregnancies, and if she had breast or cervical cancer so I would know whether
I’m at a high risk for cancer or other diseases. I wonder who I look like and from whom I got these dark circles
under my eyes.
I’ve never been treated differently by other Asian nationalities. I think it would be different if I went to that
country. People that come here generally want to broaden their horizons and have an open mind. It would
probably be different if I went there. I’ve heard that all the Asian cultures are racist. I think the Japanese and
Koreans have the most problems because of the wars. Korea has been bombarded from all around. They’ve been
attacked by both the Chinese and the Japanese. Koreans from Korea would look down on me because I don’t
speak the language or know anything about it. If I went to Korea I wouldn’t fit in. I would scream American even
though I look Korean. It doesn’t matter if you’re of Korean descent; if you’re an American citizen, then you’re
American. They would know that I’m American.
I was never pressured to date within my race. My parents just wanted me to pick a good one, and.I picked a
winner. He’s a great guy. We met at 3M. If you’re not a regular employee, you have to sign in. I worked with this
guy, Christopher, who had the same job as me. It was my first day of work without having someone lead me in, so
I had to sign my name and pick up my badge. I forgot to write something so I grabbed the pen out of this guy’s
hand, who was getting ready to write something. I said,
“Oh I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to do that.” I was so nervous.
And that was Steve. The guy behind him was Christopher. They had known each other for years, practically
since grade school. Well I could tell that Steve was giving me the once over. We were introduced and shook
hands. Then I bumped into him again where we had to use the computers. He came in and said,
“Hi, Chris! Oh, you’re not Chris!” And I said,
“No, I’m not, he’s in there.”
He went. into the next room and when they came out, they invited me to go to lunch with them, so I went. My
face was buried in my salad, I didn’t say much. He started asking me all these questions like,
“Where do you go to school? What year are you? Where do you live?”
I gave short answers, and that was our entire conversation. As time passed, we started going to lunch more
often and I began to think that he was really cute. Eventually we started talking and flirting more and more. I
would ride to work with my dad, because he had a close parking spot in the garage, but he would get off work
later than I did so I would start catching rides home with Chris and Steve. Then we were at lunch one day and
Steve asked,
“What are you guys doing this weekend?” Chris responded,
“Well I’m going to a party.” Steve said,
“Oh I was going to ask if you guys wanted to do something, but since you’re busy Chris …”
And Steve turned to me and asked if I wanted to do something. I said sure. I found out later that Steve had
asked Chris ahead of time if he was doing something so he would be sure it was just the two of us. Isn’t that
sweet?
So that’s how we started going out. I was so excited, but I tried to keep my cool. I told him once that I really
like Cheddar and Sour Cream Ruffles and he brought me some. Things progressed and I was a good friend, a
girlfriend, and a fiancée all within about six months. He hasn’t officially proposed yet, and I haven’t gotten my
engagement ring, but for all practical purposes we are engaged. I have my gown!
But he doesn’t consider it official yet until I get my engagement ring. I would have gotten it sooner, but he
made this promise to himself that he would not buy a ring until he got a job so that he could buy a beautiful ring. I
would love it if it was just on a typical day, out of the blue, and he walked in the door with the ring and said,
“Hey, do you want to get married?”
It doesn’t have to be with dinner and champagne. I want it to be “us.”
315

I think that Steve and I are both equal, because he doesn’t let me push him around at. all. It’s not in his nature
to push me around, so we’re really on equal ground. To my knowledge his family doesn’t have any problems with
my being Asian.
My major is English and my minors are German and biology. Everyone looks at me like I’m crazy. I speak
German, but I have never really had any desire to learn Korean. I got a scholarship here because I am a minority. I
think it’s wrong to give scholarships based solely on race, but if it’s going to help me, then I don’t mind. I just got
this dinky little $1,000 scholarship. It would have been more if my ACT score would have been higher.
I was in College Republicans for two years, where I was Adair County liaison last year. We coordinate
activities between the Adair County Republicans and College Republicans, but I never went to any of their
meetings. I did do a speak-out between Prism and College Republicans. I think you can guess where I stand on
the gay rights issues. I’m not Christian; I’m not white or wealthy. I believe we should help the environment, I
believe in the woman’s right to choose, I believe in equal rights for homosexuals, and I’m a right wing
Republican.
I’ve been in Phi Eta Sigma. I’m currently in LAP (Lifestyle Advocacy Program), the HIV/AIDS education
group on campus, and I am Red Cross trained and certified. The office of Multicultural Affairs sent me a letter
wanting to know if I would join a group because I was a minority. I said that I’d never seen any groups for
Koreans and I thought that exclusive groups only perpetuated racism and never helped anything. Needless to say,
they never sent anything else. I did get a letter from the head of multicultural affairs. He nominated me for some
award for outstanding minority students. They wanted me to fill out this application to be included in some book.
My parents thought it was pretty cool, but I just thought that it was something to put on a resume. I wanted to join
the gun and rifle club because I like target shooting, but I never found out anything about it. I also wanted to do
Model U. N. because I did it in high school and really liked it. I decided to come to a university in a small town
because there are too many diversions in a big city. I would never get anything done. I worked for a temp
company during the summer and for the last two summers I’ve worked for 3M. I have never had any problems at
any of my jobs, except boredom.
I disagree with Affirmative Action. I think that it’s good to try to even out the racial lines, and I guess I think
the idea behind Affirmative Action is good. It’s good to have people with different backgrounds. But as far as
getting a job goes, I think you should hire the best person for the job, regardless of race or sex. I think it’s wrong
to hire a black female when an Asian male would be more qualified for the job.
After I graduate from here, I’m going to get married and then go on to graduate school. I will definitely get my
master’s degree, then I plan to teach college-level British literature. Steve is going to work in computer science.
Then after I’m finished, he’ll go into graduate school for philosophy. Hopefully, he’ll end up teaching it. Nobody
usually puts computer science together with philosophy, but they’re both based on logic and step-by-step thinking.
I don’t really watch the news. I probably wouldn’t pay any more attention to news on Korea than I would to
anything else, unless it was something really important, like if Korean-born Americans were awarded $10,000,
then I’d really pay attention. I used to wonder, like most adopted children who think they don’t belong in their
family, if I was an Oriental princess, if I was really the daughter of some nobleman who would come find me and
I would be rich.
I’m a Lutheran, but I don’t go to church very often. I read Zen and the Art of Motorcycle Maintenance, if that
counts as studying an Asian religion! I read the Tao of Pooh. In addition, I have to read Siddhartha by Hermann
Hesse for German Culture. It’s about Siddhartha Gautama, the Buddha.
Someday I would like to go to Korea. The first place I want to go to, though, is England. There are a few
places that I really want to go, like England, Germany, and Italy, especially Florence. Steve wants to go to the
Orient. That’s fine with me, but I don’t want to go there first. Europe is the last place on his list
At least we agreed on a honeymoon spot. We want to go to the Bahamas or the Virgin Islands. It doesn’t mean
we’re going, but we want to go there—go on a cruise, para-sailing, scuba diving, and things like that. I just want
to go someplace where the water’s blue, the beaches are white, and it’s warm but not humid. The beaches here are
not exactly white. I can’t say the water’s that blue either.
I don’t think I could teach my kids about Korean culture because I don’t really know anything about it myself.
I always wonder about the age when kids start to realize that they look different. I think I came home with that
question about my eyes when I was in second grade, or maybe first grade. My mom would say [to that question],
“Honey, your eyes are beautiful.”
But that doesn’t help me out any, Mom! I don’t care what you think; you’re not those kids at school! I guess I
would say something like,
“You know, since I’m Asian, then I know every type of martial art known to man, and I’ll just go in tomorrow
and kick their asses.”
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But we joke around about martial arts. I really don’t know what I would say. It would probably depend on
what my kids look like, because some biracial look Asian, some look white, and others look inbetween.
In movies like The Joy Luck Club, Asians have a really positive image. I thought it was a great movie and I
cried. Margaret Chou, she’s funny, but not because she’s Korean. Her show was on for a half a season and it got
canned. I didn’t see it, though, so I don’t know if it was any good.
But I think in movies, especially older movies, there was a real negative stereotype about Asians: buck teeth,
squinty eyes, hunched over. But I think in recent years, it’s been more positive like in the Bruce Lee Story. And
Brandon Lee was in The Crow although he doesn’t look real Asian at all. Brandon Lee’s sister is also in the Bruce
Lee Story, and she doesn’t look Asian either. It’s interesting because Bruce Lee was a complete Chinese and Linda
was almost a Swede.
It’s funny that, genetically, both of their kids turned out the way they did, because I know some kids with one
Asian parent and one Caucasian parent that look really Asian. There have been Asians on soap operas; there’s one
on ER. But as far as prominent actors go, I can’t really name any.
As far as role models, I used to admire Rick Allen, the drummer from Def Leopard. Even though he lost his
arm in an accident, he still went on to be the drummer of a band.
He’s a good drummer, too. I always admired him because he had the strength to go on and not fall into the
depths of despair.
Most of the role models I look to now are literary people. I want to be able to write like Anne Rice, how she
uses description and draws me into the story. I also admire people like Watson and Crick, who discovered DNA.
And I think Penny Hardaway is really cute. I admire people because they could do things I couldn’t do. I know
how difficult those tasks were for me, so I always thought it was neat that they could do them.
I didn’t really have anyt role models when I was growing up.
I didn’t have any Asian role models.
I didn’t look up to Connie Chung. I just always thought that she wore too much eye makeup.

The Cathedral Church of the Virgin Mary of the Immaculate Conception, Seoul, South Korea
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The Cheongpyeongsa Buddhist Temple, Chuncheon, Gangwon Province, South Korea

The Kyesan Cathedral in Daegu, North Gyeongsang Province, South Korea
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The Dapdong Cathedral, Incheon, Incheon Metropolitan Cityh, South Korea
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The Church of the Blessed Virgin Mary, Gamgok, North Chungcheong Province, South Korea: two views
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The Wonhyosa Buddhist Temple, Gwangju, South Jeolla Province, South Korea

The Musangsa Buddhist Temple, nr. Daejeon, Daejeon Metropolitan City, South Korea
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The Hapdeok Catholic Church, Dangjin, South Chungcheong Province, South Korea: two views
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A church on Jeju island, Jeju Province, South Korea

The Jeonggwangsa Buddhist Temple, Ulsan, Ulsan Metropolitan City, South Korea
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The Beomeosa Buddhist Temple, Busan Metropolitan City, South Korea

The Suwon Jeil Church , Suwon, Gyeonggi Province, South Korea
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The Jeondong Catholic Church, Jeonju, North Jeolla Province, Souh Korea: two views

325

The Bongjeongsa Buddhist Temple, Andong, North Gyeongsang Province, South Korea

The Eunhasa Buddhist Temple in Gimhae, South Gyeongsang Province, South Korea
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