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1. Gonbei the Duck-Hunter

nce upon a time there was a duck- hunter named
O Gonbei. Every day he’d go to the pond behind his house

to hunt for ducks, but he almost always came home
empty-handed, Gonbei, you see, was a very poor shot. When he
started shooting ,even the ducks seemed to laugh and tease him. But
that didn’t stop him from being ambitious.

“I wish there 'was a way to get a hundred ducks at once,”
Gonbei often thought. “Wouldn’t that be something!*

Well ,one day he had an idea. He gathered up all the old rifles
he could find, tied them together in a bundle, and rigged the
triggers with a string. Then he set out for the duckpond.

Unfortunately there were only four or five ducks at the pond
that day. “Just my tuck, “thought Gonbei, “Oh, well. Fout ot five
is better than none. *

He aimed his bundle of rifles and pulled the string , Blam|
Boom| Bang!

The explosion was so great that Gonbei ended up flat on the
seat of his trousers. But when the smoke cleared, he looked up to
see the ducks stilt flying about as if nothing had happened. He
hadn’t hit a single one.

“Quack, quack! You missed again, Gonbei,” laughed the
ducks , “Quack , quack )}

Gonbei went home empty- handed again tlin?t _day. ,But he



wasn’t about to give up. There must be a way to get a hundred
ducks at once,he kept telling himseif.

Day after day, week after week , Gonbei thought and thought
and thought. It was late in winter ,on the coldest ,snowiest night of
the year »When he finally had another idea. He found a long rope
and headed for the duckpond.

The pond was covered with ice,and a great flock of ducks
was sitting there,a8ll of them asleep. Gonbel tiptoed out onto the ice
and grabbed the first duck he came to. And, just as he’d hoped, it
didn’t even open its eyes. The night was so cold, you see,that all
the ducks had frozen solid |

“Yahoo|”shouted Gonbei. “There must be a hundred ducks
here. And they’re all mine for the taking!”

He spent the rest of the night tying up the ducks with his
rope. Theh , when he was finished ,he counted them all.

“wninety-seven, ninety-eight, ninety-nine, Well, that's not
quite & hndred, "he said to himself. “But not bad,not bad]”

Dawn had broken by the time Gonbei threw the Tope over his
shoulder and started for home, dragging the ninety- nine ducks
behind , But what do you think happened? He hadn’t got very far at
all when the ducks,warmed by the rising sun,began to thaw out,
One by one they started to flap their wings and head for the sky.
And Gonbei, still holding on to the rope, was carried along with
them.

“Whoa! Yikes! Heip!”

Up and up he went, and soon he was much too high to let
go.



“Help me) Somebody ] "screamed Gonbei. Not,of course,that
there was anything anyone could have done.

The ducks flew south for what seemed like hours. They flew
over the mountains,over a great forest,and over miles and miles
of rice paddies. Finally Gonbei couldn’t hold onto the rope any
longer, His hands slipped and down he went, hurtling head over
heels toward earth.

“0Oh , noooooooooco | 7

Crash !

Gonbel landed flat on his back in a big field of millet. It was
harvest time,and a number of local farmers working in the field
saw him plummet out of the clouds. They all dropped what they
were doing and ran to where Gonbei lay.

“Lordy| That fella fell from the sky!”

“Maybe he’s part duck--”

“Lock how his eyes are roiling around]”

They carried Gonbei to the farmhouse and put him to bed.
Later, when his eyes stopped rolling and he could talk again, he
told them what hhd happened. I

“Well, Gonbei”, sald one of the farmers, after they’d all
marveled at his stoty, “you’re a long way from home now. Why
don’t you stay with us awhile and help harvest the millet7”

So the next morning Gonbei went to work in the millet field,
It was a pleasant, peaceful life,and Gonbei rather enjoyed his new
job. Before even a week had passed, however, his big ambitions
began to get the best of him again. “There must be some way , "he
thought, “to pick a hundred bushels of millet all at once. ”



Weli,as fuck would hawve it,it was only a few days later that
Gonbei stumbted across the biggest millet plant he-or anyone clse,
for that matter-had ever seen. The grains of millet wers as big as
your head and so heavy that the tip of the plant was drooping
down to the ground.

“Gosh| There must be a hundfed bushels of gtain on this
one | "cried Gonbei. “Yahoo!”

He took hold of the plant with one hand and started to cut
with the other. And no sooner had the heavy grains dropped to the
ground than the giant plant whipped back upright , with Gonbei still
holding on.

Swooooosh |

“Yi-i-i-i-ikes]”

“Well” ,said one of the wotkers as he watched Gonbei Soaring
off toward the clouds, “there he goes again(”

Gonbei flew out of the millet field,over a few rice paddies,
and across a mountain range. Then ,almost before he realized what
had happened ,he was coming down over a strange town,

“Look out be-lo-o-ow!”

Splash]

Fortunately for Gonbei,he landed right in a big rain barrel.
Soon a crowd of townspeople were gathered around him,
gawking.

“Did you see that?”one of them said. “He fell out of the
sky1”

“Dyou think he’s an angel?”

“Awful shabby-looking angel ,if you ask me. ”

y-



They made such a fuss that Gonbei thought he would die of
embarrassment. He crawled out of the barrel,ran down the street,
and ducked inside the first open doorway he came to. 1t hap-pened
to be an umbrella-maket’s shop.

The umbrella-maker, 2 good-humored, kind- hearted fellow,
invited Gonbei to sit down, He of fered him a cup of tea and asked
how hed got so wet. Gonbei told him the whole story, and the
umbrella-maker laughed till tears ran down his cheeks.

“You’re an awfully amusing fellow , Gonbei, "he said. “Why
don you stay here and work for me?”

And so Gonbei became the umbrella- maker’s assistant. It
wasn’t a bad life,and he came to enjoy the job very much. He
worked hard coating the umbrellas with oil and drying them in the
sun,and he was sure he’d soon be turning out a hundred a day.

But one day Gonbei was in the back garden drying the
umbteilas when a strong wind began to blow,and one of them
started rolling away. Gonbei ran after it and grabbed the handle
just as the wind lifted it up into the air. And before he knew it ,he
was flying again.

People on the streets of the town stood staring up at Gonbei as
he disappeared among the clouds. “I declare,” said one of them,
“that fella sure seems to like the sky. ”

As a matter of fact, Gonbei was getting to like the sky pretty
well, “T guess I was just born to fly, “he said to himself. “My ,my,
what a view!”

Gonbei sailed across a mouniain range and over miles of
fields and forests and rivers and hjlls. He was having a wonderful
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time. But then,all of a sudden,an especially strong gust of wind
came along.

Crack] went the umbrella ,turning inside out.

“Uh- oh,” said Gonbei. He was falling again, head over
heels.

“Whos-a-a-a-al”

Splash |

This time,too,he landed in water. But when he came up for a
look, wiping his eyes and spluttering, guess what he saw. He was
tight back in the old duckpond near his house! The ducks were
flying around above him,quacking and laughing.

“Quack , quack ! Look who's back. Gonbei can fly but he can’t
catch us]”

Scowiing and shaking his fist at the ducks,Gonbel climbed out
of the pond. He was up on shore wringing out his shirt when he felt
something wet and slippery squirming around in his underwear. He
stepped out of his trousers and was astonished to find that they
wete full of loaches,his favarite kind of fish.

“Well, how do you like that?” said Gonbei, grinning.
“Loaches! And thete must be a hundred of them|”

He slung his trousers over his shoulder and set off for home,
happy as a man can be. “And next tite, ”he said to himself, “I'm
going to get me a hundred ducks]”
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2. Kintaro

nce upon a time,in a little house at the foot of Ashigara
O Mountain, there lived a baby boy and his mother., The

boy’s natne was Kintaro,and even as an infant he wag
unbelievably strong. By the time he could crawl, in fact,he was
as powetful as a full-grown man.

Kintaro was his mother’s pride and joy,and when he began to
walk she sewed him a beautiful, bright red shirt. On the front,
embrojdered in gold thread, was the character .kin, for Kintaro.
The shir was much too large for the baby bay , but his mother knew
it wouldn’t be long before it would fit just right. He was growing
bigger and stronger with each passing day. Ashigara Mountain was
way out in the country,far from any town or village,and Kintaro
was a true child of nature. His playground was the forest,and it
was easy for him to understand the feelings and languages of all
the forest creatures.

One day he and his mother were bathing in the hot spring
near their house when a group of animals gathered to watch.
Among the animals were a rabbit,a monkey, a squirrel,a deer,a
tanuki,and a fox. They wanted to play with Kintato ,but they were
too shy to approach him at first. It was the tanuki who finally
broke the ice. He jumped into the water ta paddle and splash about
with the boy,and soon Kintaro and the animals were the best of
friends.

Every day from then on , Kintaro would walk up the
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mountain to meet his animal friends. All day long they’d frolic
about in the forest,racing and playing games. Sometimes they held
wres-tling matches, just for fun, but of course Kintaro always
won. The only one who ever beat him was the squirrel. The
squirreiscramnbled up inside Kintaro’s baggy shirt and tickled him .
until he feu to the ground, giggling helplessly. The rabbit, who
always acted as teferee, lifted one of the squitrel”’ s paws and
shouted, “The ,winnet | "and everyone laughed.

But by the time Kintaro grew into his oversized shirt,he was
$o strong that the animals couldn’ win even when they all went
against him at once. One by one the husky boy would throw them
out of the ring as if they weighed nothing at all.

When the cold, cold winter came, the animals would crawl
into their holes,shivering,but the freezing weather didn*t seem to
bother Kintaro at all, Nor did the hot, hot afternoons of
midsummer. While everyone else was dozing in the shade,Kintaro
would run through the forest ot splash about happily in the tiver.
And during the terrifying storms of autumn, he would stand
cutside all night holding down his house 3o the wind wouldn’ blow
it away.

When Kintaro was five ,his mothet gave him 2 big, heavy
axe to carry with him when he went to the forest. Kintaro loved
it.

He would never use the axe as a weapon, of coltse-he was
such a gentle boy that he even took care not to step on any ants or
caterpillars whenever he walked in the forest-but he was glad to be
able to help out his mother by bringing home firewobd cach day.
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