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may be, certainly you can’t match that,” |
The young man then tried to do what the old :
innkeeper told him his father had done. Again he |
failed at first and had to practisc three morc ycars. |
Like the young man's mother, it turned out that |
all that the old innkeeper had told him had been |
made up ( £ i% ), because she, too, only wanted |
to save his life. But the hunter’s son, not question- |
ing her once, had practised until he could do the
tasks she said his father had done. The old inn- |
keeper was filled with amazement (1% 5 ). |
“With your skill now, surely you will avenge I
{Hyeerees 44 ) your father’ s death.” So saying, I
the old innkeeper prepared a bag with many rice |

balls for him to eat on the way. The hunter’s son |

thanked her and started out and went along the |
path leading into the heart of the Kumgang I
Mountains. |
The young man pressed deeper and deeper |
into the mountains. For days and days he wan-
dered ( #k4@ ) through the wilderness ( 3% ), |
After all, the Kumgang Mountains have twelve |
thousand peaks and stretch over a vast area, and |
he had no means of knowing { £ 3% #=14 ) just |

where the White Tiger was hidden. So he wan- |

dered on through the vast mountain ranges,

One day, while the hunter’s son was seated |
on a big rock nibbling (I wre, — & &b )
a rice ball, a ragged old woman stumbled { %% |
¥ ) up to him and said, “Excuse me, sir, Could ]
you spare an extra rice ball for me?” :

The hunter’s son handed the old woman |
several rice balls, which she ate ravenously ( X |
& # ). Then the old woman said, “We don’t |
see many strangers this deep into these mountains. |[
What brought you here?” |

When the hunter’s son explained, the old |
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wornan shook her head vigorously from side
to side. “Nay( 7 ), good fellow,” she said.
“Forget about shooting the terrible White
Tiger. He is too quick. As soon as the tiger
desires to pounce{ & £ ), his next prey { 48
F£ 4% ) is gone. From one day to the next , we
never know whether we are going to survive
to see the momow ( X B ). You are a young
man. You ought best to leave these mountains
at once and go hack home while your ' re still
alive!”

Then the hunter’s son replied that no,
he would not to leave. He thought how hard
he had practised for so many years, and that
now, with his skill, he knew he could smite
( £& ) the White Tiger after all. “Well,”
sighed the old woman, “if you are so sure,
then you should know that the only way to
shoot the White Tiger is to shoot him when
all you see is but a white dot on the horizon.
If you wait a single moment, too late,” here
she shook her finger, “or if you miss your
first shot, believe me, all will be lost for you.”

The old woman left. The hunter’s son
immediately took to ( # & *+---- J 1 )scan-
ning ( 424% ) the horizon until he was en-
tirely familiar with every curve ( # & ) and
shadow on each mountainside far and wide.
Thus he waited for hours, his gun at readi-
ness ( A &34 ). While the sun was
setting, a single white dot appeared in a frac-
tion of a moment ( fR-pt3 ) on a distant
mountainside. No dot had been there the mo-
ment before, the young man was certain of
that, Instantly, he fired at the white dot. His
heart pounding ( & 2\8%3F ), he raced to-

ward the mountainside where he had aimed
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