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Once upon a time, in a
thatched cottage at the foot
of a mountain in the Zhuang
ragion, there lived a kind
hearted old woman and her
three sons. She was such a
master weaver of Zhuang
brocade that in her warks all
the patterns of animals and
plants were extremely vivid
and true ta life. She alsa
relied on this handicraft for
her livelihood and that of her
three sons, whom she raised

by herself
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One day, the old woman
went to the fair and when
walking by & shop was attracted
by a painting of rich colors
in the window. The painting
depicted tall wooden towers,
lively gardens, vast paddy
fields, and archards, vegetable
farms, fishponds, as well as
numerous chickens, ducks,
cattle and sheep. Fascinated by
the painting, she immediately
bought it and brought it home,



She unfolded the painting
and showed it to her sons. She
marveled, “How beautifull
How | wish we could live in

such a house!” The eldest son
and the second son smirked
and said, “Mom, you are
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daydreaming again!” But the
youngest son suggested,
"Mem, if you can weave a
piece of brocade exactly the
same as this painting and hang
t on the wall, by watching it
every day you may feel like
you are living in it.” The old
worman nodded happily at his
dea
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she therefore started
weaving an the loom. Patterns
in the painting were so
intricate that she attended
to every detail and the
progress was slow. Two years
passed and she was still at it,
The two sons couldn't halp
complaining, "Mom, you
are so slow! Now we have to
support the family by cutting
and selling firewood, Its so
tiring!™ Again the youngest
son said differenthy, “If Mom is
happy deing it, lst her, It you
twio are tired, just rest at home,
I'll go far firewood alone.”
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The old woman worked
day and night. Because
of the oil lamp and long
working hours, her eyes wera
so strained that they were
full of tears and sometimes
even blood. Where tears
fell upon the brocade, she
made patterns of rivers and
tishponds; where blood drops
fell, she made those of the sun
and flowers. Finally, after three
years, the splendid piece of
brocade was completed. She
couldn't take her eyes off it:
the tall wooden towers, lvely
gardens, golden paddy fields,
tlocks of chickens and ducks



Suddenly from the window
theme came a fierme blast of wind,
which swapt the brocade
off the wall and into the sky.
When the old woman wanted
to go after it, the piece was
already sailing across the sky
like a shadow towards the
east, She was so sad and

sassed out an the doorsten.
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The youngest son carried
har on his back and put her
on the bed. When she woke
up, she held the hand of the
eldest son and said, "Son,
please go to the east and
help me find the brocade and
bring it home!” He nodded
and started off in his straw
sandals and with a change of
clothes.




He kept walking for a
whole maonth until he met
an old woman who said to
him, "Your mom’s brocade
was borrowed by the fairies
living on the Sun Mountain,
They wanted to use it as an
example so they could weave
the same thing. | have a stone
haorse that can carry you to
the Sun Mountain, But the
conditions are these: when
crossing the Mountain of
Flames, no matter how hard it
I:'.-l]rf'l.‘il '_l,"(]l.l must not SCream;
when crossing the Sea of loe, no
matter how cold it is, you must
not tremble; otherwise you’ll
die.” He was so frightenad his
face turned pale.

Seeing this, the ald wornan
said with a smile, “If the pains
are too much [LJT :fl'::""u }-'L:i.l
can choose not to go. 1]l give
you a pack of gold. You can
take it I"I'.J"r'li-! 'rII'l[j HUF."FJI'.]” '_'f.;alljr
family.” He took the gold and
thought, “With this | can enjoy
a good life by myself." So he
went to the city with the gold.

¥ kAN AT, Gk
CT—AA, EE kR,
kit ARET g
4 A% A A oL &9 Al o 4 R AR
FT. ROBLTAKGEA

g LM LBt B IRAE R AR
m o 48k o R 69 ko B
FAGLrfirdE, TN
e EXFT, BETF
a7

EREEFH RERLRT
KR, TURE, Riflh—04T,
LEEFFTEFE! " E KBS
F, B "HTERELF, K—IA
TAAFAFIRIRE B F." TR, 4
HETHMAT .




ZEAREET, EHEHE
BL,FREXRS R, AL,
“FET AR e RS e
REALEEARRT! " S8
. B T—-THET, =%
T—AA, B8 TARELEE,
ERREFRT —BAE RS,
E_HETERT. BE, LiE
£ RRLEN T, LHEMET,

@

It had been three meonths
since the eldest son left. Lying
on the bed and with no idea
when he could come back,
the mother said to her second
son, "Son, please go help me
find the brocade and bring
it home. On the way pleage
alsa lock for your brother.”
The second son nodded and
started off. Like his brother,
he alsa walked for one month
and met the old woman, whao
repeated what she said to the
first young man, His tace also
tumed pale because of fear. In
the end he followed the sarme
path of his brother and went
to the city with the gift of gold
from the old woman



Another three maonths
passed. The mother was very

weak now and had worn out

her eyes gazing endlessly to
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nodded and saw him off
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The youngest son walked
day and night and it only
tock him half a menth to
amrive at the place where the
old warman showed up. She
repeated what she said to his
brothers and also presented
him with gold. He shook his
head and said, “MNo, | won't
take the gold. The brocade is
my mom's life. | must go find

it.”



He got en the back of the
stone horse and kicked its belly
te send it galloping. Riding
day and night for three days,
they arrived at the Mountain
of Flames, They braved the
flames that were soaring
high up inta the sky. In the
scorching heat the young man
could hear the sizzle of his skin
buming. He clenched his teeth
and held fast to the horseback.
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Having survived the
Mountain of Flames, they
were faced with the Sea of
lee, They jumped inta the sea
where the water was freezing
and giant waves infused with
ice beat the young man's
body. Chilled to the bone
and aching badly, the young
man kept a stiff upper lip and
held fast to the horseback




They triumphed through
the challenge of the Sea of Ice
and kept marching forward.
Finally they arrved at the Sun
Mountain, a mountain covered
with flowers in full bloom and
with a magnificent palace
standing on its top, glittering
in the sun. One could hear
girle laughing and singing in
the palace.
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The stene horse took the
young man straight to the
palace where he saw a group
of fairies learning to weave
brocade, with his mom's work
hanging on a pillar for their
reference, The fairies did not
seem to be surprised when
they saw the young man
coming. They smiled to him
and said, "It happens that
aur work can be done today
Tomorrow you can take it

home."



Late in the night,

a luminous pear Iuhr

up the whole palace as if it
were daytime, a fairy in a red
iress was still weaving. While
weaving, she also imagined
how wondertul it would be
to live in the place depicted
in the brocade. With such

thaughts, she urittingly wove

a portrait of herself in the S

brocade
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