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Seventy-six

Mind-Spirit dwells at home, the demon returns to nature;
Wood Mother subdues together the fiend's true body.

We were telling you about the Great Sage Sun, who dallied inside the
belly of the old demon for quite a while until the latter dropped to the
ground, hardly breathing or speaking a word. Thinking that the demon
might be dead, the Great Sage released his hold somewhat on
the demon's innards, and, having caught his breath once more, the
demon chief called out, *“Most compassionate and merciful Bodhisattva
Great Sage, Equal to Heaven!”

When he heard that, Pilgrim said, ‘*“Son, don't waste your energy!
Spare a few words and just address me as Grandpa Sun!” As he had
great regard for his own life, that fiendish demon did indeed cry out,
“Grandpa, grandpa! It's my fault! I made a terrible mistake in
swallowing you, and now you're in a position to harm me. I beg the
Great Sage to be merciful and have regard for the life-seeking wish of
an ant. If you spare my life, I'm willing to send your master across
this mountain."”

Now, though the Great Sage was a warrior, he thought only of
the T'ang monk's progress. When he, a person not unreceptive to
compliments, heard how pitifully the fiendish demon was begging
him, he became kind-hearted again. “Fiend,” he cried, *'I'll spare you.
But how will you send my master off ?"'

“We have no silver or gold, pearl or jade, cornelian, coral, crystal,
amber, tortoiseshell, or any such precious treasure to give to you,”
said the old demon. “But we three brothers will carry your master on
a palanquin made of scented vines, and that's how we will send your
master across this mountain.”

“If you're going to take him across in a palanquin,’” said Pilgrim,
laughing, “‘that’s better than giving us treasures. Open your mouth
wide and I'll come out.” The demon chief did open his mouth wide,
but the third demon walked up to him and whispered, ‘‘Big Brother,
when he's about to get out, bite down hard. Chew that little monkey

1



2 THE JOURNEY TO THE WEST

to pieces and swallow him. Then he won't be able to torture you any
more.”

Pilgrim, however, heard everything. Instead of crawling out him-
self, he stuck out his golden-hooped rod ahead of him to see if the
way was clear. The fiend gave it a terrific bite; with a loud crack, one
of his front teeth broke to pieces. Withdrawing his rod, Pilgrim said,
“Dear fiend! I have already spared your life, but you want to bite me
and kill me instead ! I'm not coming out! I'm going to torture you until
you drop! No, I'm not coming out!”

“Brother,” complained the old demon to the third demon, “you’ve
victimized your own kin! It would have been better if we had invited
him to come out. You told me to bite him instead. He has not been

bitten, but my teeth have been sorely hurt. What shall we do now ?"”’

When that third demon saw that the blame was put on him, he
resorted to the method of “Piquing the General.” *Pilgrim Sun,” he
cried in a loud voice, “Your fame has been so loudly proclaimed that it
strikes the ear like a crack of thunder! I have been told how you dis-
played your power before the South Heavenly Gate, how you showed
your form beneath the Hall of Divine Mists, and how you have subdued
monsters and bound demons on the way to the Western Heaven. But
you are really nothing but an apish small-timer!"" *In what way am I a
small-timer?"’ asked Pilgrim. The third fiend said, ‘‘As the proverb says,

The valiant stays in the clear;

His fame spreads both far and near.

If you come out and let me fight with you, then you may consider
yourself a hero. How can you be satisfied with fooling about in some-
one’s stomach ? If you're not a small-timer, what are you?”

When Pilgrim heard these words, he thought to himself, ““Yes, yes,
yes! If I pull his intestines apart and bust up his bladder, I can finish off
this fiend right now. What's so difficult about that? Yet that will truly
ruin my reputation. All right! All right! You open your mouth wide,
and I'll come out to wage a contest with you. But the entrance to your
cave is too narrow for us to use our arms. You must get out to a more
spacious area.”’ On hearing this, the third demon called up at once all
the fiends; young and old, there were more than thirty thousand of
those monster-spirits. Each grasping a sharp weapon, they went out
of the cave to arrange themselves in the formation of the Three
Forces! and do battle with Pilgrim once he came out. The second fiend
supported the old demon as he walked out of the door, crying, ‘‘Pilgrim
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Sun, if you're a hero come out! There s a fine battlefield right here
for you to fight on.’

Even inside the demon's stomach the Great Sage could hear the din
and hubbub outside, and he knew that they had arrived at a spacious
region. He thought to himself: “If I don’t go out, it'll mean that [ have
gone back on my word. If I do, however, I don't know what this
monster-spirit with his human face but bestial heart is capable of
doing. He said at first that he would send my master across the moun-
tain, but actually he was trying to deceive me and bite me. Now he
has even ordered his troops here . . . All right! All right! I'm going to
take care of two things at once for him. I'll go out, but I will plant a
root firmly in his stomach.” He reached behind him and pulled off a
piece of hair from his tail, blew his immortal breath on it, and cried,
“Change!" It changed at once into a rope no thicker than a piece of
hair but some four hundred feet long. (The rope, you see, would grow
thicker once it was exposed to wind.) He fastened one end of the rope
to the heart of the monstrous fiend, but he left the knot loose enough

so as not to hurt the fiend for the moment. Taking hold of the other
end, he smiled and said to himself, “‘Even after I get out, he will have

to send my master across the mountain. If he refuses and raises arms
against me, I won't even bother to fight with him. AllI need to do is to
tug at this little rope, and it'll be as if I'm still in his belly.”

He then reduced the size of his own body and began to crawl out;
when he reached the lower part of the fiend's throat, he saw that the
monster-spirit had opened wide his square mouth, with fine teeth
standing above and below like rows of sharp swords. Quickly he
thought to himself, “That's not good! That's not good! If I leave
through his mouth and then try to tug at this rope, he'll bite through
it once he begins to hurt. I must get out through some place where he
has no teeth.” Dear Great Sage! Dragging the rope along, he crawled
further up the throat of the fiend until he entered one of the nasal
passages. A sudden itch in the old demon's nose caused him to *“Ah-
choo’ loudly, and Pilgrim was sneezed right out.

The moment Pilgrim was exposed to the wind, he stretched his
waist once and immediately grew to some thirty feet tall, with one
hand holding the rope and the other grasping the iron rod. Not
knowing any better, the demon chief, as soon as he saw Pilgrim,
lifted up his steel scimitar and hacked away at his opponent’s face.
Pilgrim parried the blow with one hand holding the iron rod. At the
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same time, the second fiend using a lance and the third fiend using a
halberd both rushed forward and rained blows on him. Putting away
his iron rod and letting the rope hang loose, the Great Sage leaped up
to the clouds and dashed away. He was afraid, you see, that once the
little fiends had surrounded him, he would not be able to carry out his
plan. He therefore jumped clear of their camp to reach a spacious spot
on the peak of the mountain. Dropping down from the clouds, he
grabbed the rope with both hands and tugged with all his strength,
and immediately a sharp pain shot through the heart of the old demon.
To lessen the pain, the demon clawed his way into the air also, but the
Great Sage gave his rope another yank. When the little fiends saw
what was happening out there, they all cried out: “O Great King!
Don't provoke him any more! Let him go! This little monkey has no
sense of the seasons! Clear Brightness? hasn't arrived yet, but he's
flying a kite over there already!” When he heard this, the Great Sage
gave the rope yet another mighty tug: hurtling through the air like a
spinning wheel, the old demon fell to the ground with a thud, making
a crater about two feet deep in the hardened loess beneath the moun-
tain slope.

The second and the third fiends were so terrified that they both
dropped down from the clouds and went forward to take hold of the
rope. “‘Great Sage," they pleaded as they both knelt down, *‘we thought
you were a lenient and magnanimous immortal, but you are no
better than a slippery sneak. We wanted to get you out to fight with
you, and that’s the honest truth. How could we know that you would
fasten this rope onto the heart of our elder brother?”

“You bunch of lawless demons,” said Pilgrim with a laugh, “you
have a lot of nerve! Last time you tried to bite me when you asked me
to come out, and this time you bring up all these troops against me.
Look at those thousands of fiend soldiers confronting me, and I'm
single-handed! That's not quite reasonable, is it? No, I'm yanking you
along! I'm yanking you along to see my master!”

Kowtowing along with his brothers, the old demon said, “Be
merciful, Great Sage. Spare my life, and I'll be willing to send the
Venerable Master across this mountain.” *If you want your life,” said
Pilgrim with another laugh, ““all you need to do is to cut the rope with
a knife.”

“Holy Father!" said the old demon. ““I may be able to cut off the
rope, but there’s still another strip of it fastened to my heart. It's
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sticking to my throat and making me retch. What shall I do?” “In
that case,”” said Pilgrim, “open wide your mouth and I'll go in again
to untie the rope.”

Greatly alarmed, the old demon said, “‘Once you go in, you might
refuse to come out again. That's too hard! That's too hard!" Pilgrim
said, “'I have the ability to untie the rope from the outside. After I have
done so, are you really planning to escort my master across this
mountain ?"’

“The moment you untie it,”’ replied the old demon, “‘we’ll escort him
at once. I dare not lie.” When he ascertained that the old demon was
speaking the truth, the Great Sage shook his body once and retrieved
his hair; immediately the fiend felt no pain in his heart. (That was the
deceptive magic of the Great Sage Sun, you see, when he fastened the
demon’s heart with a piece of hair. When the hair was retrieved, the
fiend’s heart no longer ached.)

Leaping up together, the three fiends thanked the Great Sage,
saying, ‘‘Please go back first, Great Sage, and tell the T'ang monk to
pack up his things. We'll bring a palanquin along to escort him."” The
various fiends all put away their weapons and went back to their cave.

After the Great Sage had put away his rope, he went straight back

_to the east side of the mountain, where from a great distance he could
already see the T'ang monk rolling all over the ground and wailing
loudly. Chu Pa-chieh and Sha Monk had the wrap untied and were
just in the process of dividing up the contents. *‘I needn’t be told whose
doing this is!" sighed Pilgrim to himself. “Pa-chieh must have in-
informed Master that I was devoured by the monster-spirit. Master is
wailing because he can't bear to part with me, but that Idiot is
dividing things up so he can run off. Alas, I wonder if I've got the right
interpretation! I'll call Master and see what happens.” He dropped
down from the clouds and cried, ‘“Master!”

On hearing this, Sha Monk at once began to berate Pa-chieh saying,
“You are

A sure coffin-maker

Who does in ev'ry taker!

Elder Brother is still alive, but you said he was dead so you could
engage in your shoddy business here. Isn't he the one calling now ?"

"I clearly saw him being swallowed by the monster-spirit with one
gulp,” said Pa-chieh. ““This must be an unlucky day, I suppose, and
his spirit has returned to haunt us.” Going straight up to him, Pilgrim
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gave Pa-chieh'’s face a whack that sent him stumbling. *‘Coolie,” he
shouted, “‘am I haunting you?"

Rubbing his face, Pa-chieh said, “‘Elder Brother, you were devoured
by that fiend. You. . . . how could you come alive again?"’

“I'm no useless moron like you!" replied Pilgrim. “'So he ate me,
but I scratched his guts and pinched his lungs. I also put a rope
through his heart and pulled at him until the pain was unbearable.
Everyone of them kowtowed and pleaded with me. Only then did I
spare their lives. They are now preparing a palanquin to take our
master across this mountain.” '

When he heard these words, our Tripitaka scrambled up at once
and bowed to Pilgrim, saying, ““O disciple! I have caused you great
inconvenience! If I had believed Wu-néng's words completely, I
would have been finished.” Raising his fists to punch at Pa-chieh,
Pilgrim scolded him, saying, “‘This overstuffed coolie! He's so slothful
and so callow | Master, please don't worry any more. Those fiends are
coming to take you across the mountain.” Even Sha Monk felt em-
barrassed by these words, so much so that he hurriedly offered a few

excuses for Pa-chieh. They then gathered up the luggage and loaded
it once more onto the horse’s back. We shall now leave them for the

moment waiting by the wayside.

We tell you instead about those three demon chiefs, who led the
flock of spirits to return to their cave. *‘Elder Brother,"” said the second
fiend, “I thought Pilgrim Sun was someone endowed with nine heads
and eight tails, but I can see what he actually is—a puny little ape!
Nevertheless, you shouldn’t have swallowed him. If we had just fought
with him, he could never have withstood you and me. With these
thousands of monster-spirits in our cave, we could have drowned him
just by spitting. But you had to swallow him into your stomach, where
he could exercise his magic to make you suffer. We certainly didn't
dare wage any contest with him then. Just now we said we were plan-
ning to escort the T’ang monk. That was all pretense, of course, because
your life was more important than anything else. Once we tricked him
into coming out, we would never escort that monk.”

“Worthy brother,” said the old demon, “what is your reason for
reneging?’’ “‘Give me three thousand little fiends,"” replied the second
fiend, “and put them in battle formation. I have ability enough to
capture that ape-head!” “‘Don’t ask for a mere three thousand,” said
the old demon. “You have my permission to call up the whole camp!



SEVENTY-SIX t7

Just catch him, and everyone will have made merit.”

The second demon at once called up three thousand little fiends and
had them spread out by the side of the main road. A blue banner-
carrier ‘was sent to convey this message: “Pilgrim Sun, come out
quickly and fight with our Second Father Great King."

When Pa-chieh heard this, he laughed and said, ‘O Elder Brother!
As the proverb says,

A liar can't fool his fellow-villager.

What sort of skulduggery, what sort of hanky-panky is this when you
tell us that you've subdued the monster-spirits, that they are fetching
a palanquin to escort Master? Now they are here to provoke battle.
Why ?"

“The old fiend,"” said Pilgrim, “was subdued by me. He wouldn't
dare show himself, for if he had caught even a whiff of the name Sun,
he would have a headache now! This has to be the second fiendish
demon, who can't stand the thought of escorting us. That's the reason
for this challenge to battle. Let me tell you something, Brother. Those
monster-spirits happen to be three brothers, and they all behave gal-
lantly toward each other. We are also three brothers, but there's no
gallantry at all among ourselves. I have already subdued the eldest
demon. Now that the second demon has shown himself, the least you
can do is to fight with him a bit. Is that too much to ask of you?"

“I'm not scared of him,"” replied Pa-chieh. ‘“‘Let me go and wage a
battle with him.” “If you want to go,"” said Pilgrim, “go!"”

Laughing, Pa-chieh said, O Elder Brother, I'll go. But lend me that
little rope of yours."" ““What for?"" asked Pilgrim. ““You don't have the
ability to crawl inside his stomach, nor are you capable of fastening it
to his heart. Why do you want it?"

“I want it fastened around my waist,” said Pa-chieh, “‘as a lifeline!
You and Sha Monk should take hold of it at the other end and then let
me go out there to do battle. If you see that I'm winning, loosen the
rope and I'll be able to capture the monster. If I lose, however, you
must pull me back, so that he won't be able to grab me."” Pilgrim smiled
to himself, saying, ‘““This is going to be some trick on Idiot!"" He did
indeed tie the rope around Pa-chieh’s waist and urged him to do battle.

Lifting high his muckrake, our Idiot ran up to the ledge of the moun-
tain and cried, ‘‘Monster-spirit, come out and fight with your ancestor
Chu!”" The blue banner-carrier went quickly to report: “Great King, a
priest with a long snout and big ears has arrived.” The second fiend
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left the camp at once; when he saw Pa-chieh, he did not utter a word
but lifted his lance to stab at his opponent’s face. Our Idiot went for-
ward to face him with upraised rake, and the two of them joined in
battle before the mountain slope. Hardly had they gone for more than
seven or eight rounds, however, when Idiot's hands grew weak and
could no longer withstand the demon. Turning his ‘head quickly, he
shouted, “Elder Brother, it's getting bad ! Pull the lifeline! Pull the life-
line!”

When the Great Sage on this side heard those words, he slackened
the rope instead and let go of it. Our Idiot was already fleeing in defeat.
The rope tied to his waist, you see, was no hindrance when he was
going forward. But when he turned back, because it was hanging
loose it quickly became a stumbling-block and tripped him up. He
scrambled up only to fall down again. At first he only stumbled, but
thereafter he fell snout-first to the ground. Catching up with him, the
monster-spirit stretched out his dragonlike trunk and wrapped it
around Pa-chieh. Then he went back to the cave in triumph, sur-
rounded by the little fiends all singing victory songs.

When Tripitaka below the mountain slope saw what happened, he
berated Pilgrim, saying, ‘“Wu-k'ung, I can’t blame Wu-néng for curs-
ing you to death. I see that there's no love or amity between you
brothers at all, only mutual hatred and envy! He was yelling for you
to pull the lifeline. How could you not do that and let go of the rope
instead ? Now he's been harmed. What shall we do?"

““Master,” replied Pilgrim, laughing, “you're always so protective,
so partial! All right, when old Monkey was taken captive, you didn't
show much concern. I was quite dispensable! But no sooner had this
Idiot been taken captive than you began to blame me. I want him to
suffer a little, for only then will he realize how difficult it is to fetch the
scriptures.”’ .

“O disciple,” said Tripitaka, ‘“you think I wasn’t concerned about
you when you were captured? But you, after all, are most capable of
transforming yourself, and I thought that surely you would not be
harmed. That Idiot, however, has a rather cambersome build, and he's
not agile at all. When's he's taken like this, he'll meet more ill than
good. You must go rescue him.” ‘“Master,” said Pilgrim, “don’t com-
plain any more. Let me go rescue him.”

He bounded quickly up the mountain, but he said spitefully to him-
self, ““Since Idiot wanted to curse me to death, I'm not about to gratify
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him so easily. I'll follow the monster-spirits and see how they plan to
treat him. Let him suffer a little first, and then I'll rescue him.” There-
upon he recited a magic spell ; with one shake of his body, he changed
into a tiny mole-cricket. Darting away, he alighted on the base of one
of Pa-chieh’s ears and went back to the cave with the monster-spirits.
The second demon led the three thousand little fiends, all blowing
bugles and beating drums, up to the entrance of the cave where they
were to be stationed. He himself took Pa-chieh inside and said, ‘‘Elder
Brother, I've caught one.”

The old fiend said, “Bring him here and let me have a look.” The
second demon loosened his trunk and flung Pa-chieh on the ground,
saying, “Isn't this the one?” “This one,”” said the old fiend, “‘is quite
useless!”

On hearing this, Pa-chieh spoke up: “Great King, let the useless one
go. Find the useful one instead and catch him.” “Though he may be
useless,” said the third fiend, “‘he is still Chu Pa-chieh, a disciple of the
T'ang monk. Let's tie him up and send him to soak in the pond in the
back. When his hairs are soaked off, we'll rip open his belly, cure him
with salt, and sun-dry him. He'll be good with wine when it turns
cloudy."

Horrified, Pa-chieh said, “‘Finished! Finished! I've run into a fiend
who's a pickle merchant.” The various fiends all joined in and had
Idiot hog-tied before hauling him to the edge of the pond. After shoving
him out toward the center of the pond, they turned and left.

The Great Sage flew up into the air to have a look, and he found our
Idiot half floating and half submerged in the pond, with his four legs
turned upward and his snout downward, snorting and blowing water
constantly. He was a laughable sight indeed, like one of those huge
black lotus roots of late autumn that has cast its seeds after frost. When
the Great Sage saw those features, he was moved to both anger and
pity. “What am I to do?"’ he thought to himself. “He is, after all, a
member of Buddha's Birthday Feast. But I'm so mad at him, for at the
slightest excuse he will divide up the luggage and try to run off. And
he's always egging Master on to cast that Tight-Fillet Spell on me. I
heard from Sha Monk the other day that he had managed to put away
a few private savings. I wonder if it's true. Let me give him a scare!”

Dear Great Sage! Flying near Pa-chieh's ear, he assumed a different
voice and called out: “Chu Wu-néng! Chu Wu-néng!" “Of all the
rotten luck ! mumbled an apprehensive Pa-chieh. “Wu-néng happens
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to be a name given to me by the Bodhisattva Kuan-shih-yin. Since I
followed the T'ang monk, I have also been called Pa-chieh. How is it
that someone at this place should know me as Wu-néng?" Unable to
restrain himself, Idiot asked, “Who is calling me by my religious
name?”’

“It is I,”" replied Pilgrim. “Who are you?' asked Idiot, and Pilgrim
said, “I'm a summoner.” '

“Officer,” said Idiot, growing more and more alarmed, “where did
you come from?"

Pilgrim said, “I've been sent by the Fifth Yama King to summon
you.” “Officer,” said Idiot, ‘“‘please go back. Inform the Fifth Yama
King that, for the excellent friendship he enjoys with my elder brother,
Sun Wu-k'ung, I should be spared one more day. Have me summoned
tomorrow.” “Rubbish!"” replied Pilgrim. ‘“As the proverb says,

When Yama at third watch wants you to die,

Who dares detain you till fourth watch goes by?

Hurry up and follow me, so I don’t have to put the rope on you and
pull you along.”

“Officer,” said Idiot, “‘I'm asking no big favor of you. Just look at my
face. You think I can live? I know I'm going to die, but I want to wait
one more day—until those monster-spirits have my master and the
rest of them captured and brought here. We can then enjoy a last
reunion before we all expire."”

“All right,” said Pilgrim, smiling to himself, “‘I have about thirty
other people here to be rounded up. Let me go get them first, and that'll
give you another day. You have any travel money? Give me some.”
Idiot said, “How pitiable ! Where does a person who has left home have
any travel money?” “If not,” said Pilgrim, “I'll rope you up and you
can follow me!” “Officer,” cried Pa-chieh, horrified, *‘please don’t rope
me |  know that little rope of yours has the name of the Life-Dispatching
Cord. Once you put it on me, I'll breath my last. Yes! Yes! Yes! I do
have a little, but not much.” “Where is it ?"" demanded Pilgrim. ‘“Take
it out quickly!”

“Pity! Pity!” replied Pa-chieh. “‘Since I became a priest, [ have
bumped into a few philanthropic families who wanted to feed the
monks. When they saw that I had a large appetite, they handed me a
few pennies more than they gave my companions. Altogether I have
managed to save about five mace? of silver, but all that loose cash is
hard to carry. When I last visited a city, I asked a silversmith to have



