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Publisher’s Note

Foreign Languages Press is dedicated to the
editing, translating and publishing of books in for-
eign languages. Over the past several decades it has
published, in English, a great number of China’s
classics and records as well as literary works from
the Qin down to modern times, in the aim to fully
display the best part of the Chinese culture and its
achievements. These books in the original are fa-
mous and authoritative in their respective fields,
and their English translations are masterworks pro- .
duced by notable translators both at home and
abroad. Each book is carefully compiled and trans-
lated with minute precision. Consequently, the En-
glish versions as well as their Chinese originals may
both be rated as classics.

It is generally considered that these English
translations are not only significant for introducing
China to the outside world but also useful reading
materials for domestic English learners and transla-
tors. For this reason, we have carefully selected
some of these books, and will publish them succes-

sively in Chinese-English bilingual form.

Foreign Languages Press
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CANDIDATE FOR THE POST
OF CITY GOD

MY brother-in-law’s grandfather Master Song Tao, a local re-
cipient of a government stipend for bachelors of letters, was lying
sick in bed one day when an officer bearing a summons and leading a
white-blazed horse came to him and said, “You are requested to be
present at an examination.”

“The civil examiner has not yet arrived;how can an examination be
held out of the blue?” asked Master Song.

The officer fended the question off by insistently urging him to go.
Master Song climbed weakly onto the horse and followed him along
an unfamiliar road till they came to a walled city that looked like the
seat of a king’s authority. Before long they entered a magnificently
built official residence. A group of ten or so officials sat at the head
of a hall, none of whom he recognized except the God of War, Guan
Yu. Two low desks with floor cushions had been set up in front of
the hall. A bachelor of letters was already seated at the place farther
from the head of the room. Master Song sat down shoulder-to-shoui-
der with him. On each desk were a pen and a writing pad. Suddenly
a slip of paper bearing the composition topic glided down before his
eyes. The eight words on it were “One man, two men: with intent,
without intent.” The two scholars completed their essays and present-
ed them to the group at the head of the hall. One part of Master
Song’s essay read: “When a good deed is done with the intent of get-
ting a reward, goodness is not to be rewarded: when an evil deed is
done without intent, then evil is not to be punished.”

The deities passed the essay around, and there was no end to their
praise of it. They called Master Song forward and announced their
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Strange Tales from Make-Do Stadio

decision: “There is an opening for a city god in Henan Province that
you are qualified to fill.” Only then did Master Song realize what was
happening. He bumped his head pleadingly on the floor and sobbed:
“Since you deign to grant me your most partial appoint-ment, how
dare I stubbornly decline? But my old mother is in her seventies and
has no one to look after her. Please let me be with her until she lives
out her appointed span of years: then I will be at your service.”

An emperor-like deity commanded that his mother’s longevity entry
be checked. A clerk with a long beard brought out a record book
and, after leafing quickly through it, reported, “She has nine years
left on earth.”

Guan Yu resolved the general indecision by saying:“No trouble.
Have Scholar Zhang hold the seal of appointment in his stead until the
nine years are up. That will be fine.” Then he turned to Master Song
and said, “Even though you should assume your duties right away , in
order to promote benevolence and filial obedience, we will grant you
a nine-year extension this time. When that period is over we will
summon you again.  He then spoke a few words of consolation and
encouragement 10 the unsuccessful candidate. The two scholars kow-
towed and lefi the hall together. The unsuccessful candidate shook
Master Song’s band and accompanied him to the environs of the city .
He volunteered the information that his name was Zhang, coming
from Changshan. His parting gift was a poem which escaped Song’s
memory except two of the lines: “With flowers and wine, spring is
always here; without candle or lamp the night itself is bright.” Master
Song mounted his horse, said goodbye and left. As he entered his
own neighborhood he felt himself waking up as if from a dream.

At that time he had been dead for three days. His mother heard
moaning in the coffin and helped him out. Half a day passed before
he could speak. Song asked about Changshan and learned that, sure
enough, a scholar named Zhang had died there on the same day that
he had.

Nine years later his mother died as expected. As soon as Song had
finished making her funeral arrangements, he bathed and then entered
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Strange Tales from Make-Do Stodio

his bedroom and died. That day his in-laws, who lived just inside the
west gate of the city, saw him riding a horse with engraved harness
and crimson trappings, followed by a large number of coaches and
horses. Song walked into their halt, bowed once and ieft. In their as-
tonishment they failed 10 realize that he was a ghost. They ran to his
neighborhood to ask about him, only to find that he was already
dead. Master Song left a short autobiography but, unfortunately,
nothing remained of it after the disorder that swept cur land. Here I
give only a bare outline.
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THE MURAL

WHILE staying in the capital, Meng Longtan of Jiangxi and Mas-
ter of letters Zhu once happened upon a monastery. Neither the
shrine-hall nor the meditation room was very spacious, and only one
old monk was found putting up within. Seeing the guests enter, the
monk straightened up his clothes, went to greet them and showed
them around the place. An image of Zen Master Baozhi stood in the
shrine-hall. On ecither side wall were painted fine murals with lifelike
human figures. The east wall depicted the Buddhist legend of “Heav-
enly Maidens Scattering Flowers.” Among the figures was a young
eirl with flowing hair with a flower in her hand and a faint smile on
her face. Her cherry-red lips were on the verge og moving, and the
liquid pools of her eyes seemed to stir with wave-like glances. After
gazing intently for some time, Zhu's self-possession began o waver
and his thoughts grew so abstracted that he fell into a trance. His
body went adrift as if floating on mist; suddenly he was inside the
mural . Peak upon peak of palaces and pavilions made him feel as if
he was beyond this earth. An old monk was preaching the Dharma
on a dais, around which stood a large crowd of viewers in robes with
their right shoulders bared out of respect. Zhu mingled in among
them.

Before long, he felt someone tugging furtively at his sleeve. He
turned to look, and there was the girl with flowing hair giving him a
dazzling smile. She tripped abruptly away, and he lost no time fol-
lowing her along a winding walkway into a small chamber. Once
there, he hesitaied to approach any farther. When she turned her head
and raised the flower with a beckoning motion. he went across to her
in the quiet, deserted chamber. Swiftly he embraced her and. as she
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