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In tro duc tion

My work in sto ry tell ing has led me to be come a teach ing art ist in the class room.
In my school res i den cies, I work for an ex tended pe riod with the stu dents, teach ing
them sto ry tell ing tech niques. The res i dency of ten cul mi nates in a stu dent per for -
mance of the “Story Fest.” Much of my res i dency work fo cuses on Story The ater. In
my method of Story The ater, the en tire class has the op por tu nity to par tic i pate.

As a child, I grew up lis ten ing to sto ries about Ja pan. My fa ther, who was in the 
U.S. Navy, lived in Ja pan for a few years. He had an ob vi ous love for the coun try, its 
peo ple, and its cul ture. Through my fa ther’s tales, I fell in love with Ja pan as well. 

A few years ago, I at tended an arts in ed u ca tion in sti tute in Lou i si ana and was
in tro duced to Kamishibai by June Labyzon, an in struc tor who spent time in Ja pan
and learned the art of Kamishibai. I fell in love again; this time with Kamishibai. It
was sto ry tell ing, drama, and vi sual arts com bined. And it was from Ja pan! I knew I
had to use Kamishibai in the classroom. 

I re searched Kamishibai and learned as much as I could. When my friend
school li brar ian El len Miller asked me to do a res i dency for her school’s third-,
fourth-, and fifth-grade classes, I said ex cit edly, “I have a new idea.” Us ing
Kamishibai tech niques, I de vel oped a method of Kamishibai Story The ater that in -
volves the en tire class room of stu dents in the tell ing of one story. It is cre ative, fun,
and the stu dents en joyed the process.

This book out lines three meth ods of Kamishibai: class room kamishibai, in
which the whole class shares in the tell ing a sin gle tale; in di vid ual stu dent
Kamishibai, in which in di vid ual stu dents per form tra di tional Kamishibai; and
student-cre ated Kamishibai, in which the stu dents cre ate and per form their orig i nal
sto ries.

In cluded are twenty-five sto ries from Asia. Al though the larg est num ber of
sto ries are from Ja pan, I chose sto ries from other parts of Asia that I thought
worked well not only in tell ing, but also in il lus tra tion. There are other Asian coun -
tries with a tra di tion of pic ture tell ing, al though Kamishibai is unique to Ja pan. Pic -
ture tell ing is thought to have orig i nated in China; how ever, Burma, Laos,
Thai land, and Viet nam have a tra di tion of story cloths.

I want to ac knowl edge my art ist, Philip Chow, who is from China. His el e gant
orig i nal draw ings in black and white cap ture the spirit of Kamishibai. Thank you, Phil.

I hope you, too, will fall in love with Kamishibai. Clap! Clap! Let the sto ries be gin!
Mukashimukashi …
Once Upon a Time …
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Back ground of Kamishibai

Kamishibai Story The ater
Back ground of Kamishibai

In the Jap a nese lan guage, Kamishibai (kah-MEE-shee-bye) means “pa per
drama.” Kamishibai was a pop u lar form of street sto ry tell ing from the late 1920s
un til the early 1950s. The Kamishibai man was an itin er ant sto ry teller who trav eled
from vil lage to vil lage or neigh bor hood to neigh bor hood by bi cy cle. His main oc cu -
pa tion was sell ing candy. To en tice chil dren to buy candy, he en ter tained them
with sto ries.

To an nounce his ar rival, he loudly clapped to gether two pieces of wood called
hyoshigi (hee-yo-SHEE-gee). When the chil dren heard the clap ping, they came run -
ning much as to day’s chil dren do when they hear the sound of the ice cream truck.
Chil dren who pur chased candy were priv i leged with a po si tion in the front. Those
who did not buy candy were still able to stand be hind pay ing cus tom ers and lis ten
to the stories.

The Kamishibai man in serted large, of ten self-cre ated, il lus trated story cards
into a wooden stage strapped to the back of the bi cy cle. He be gan by say ing,
“Mukashimukashi,” mean ing “Once Upon a Time….” He dra ma tized the sto ries
with great flair, with each scene ac com pa nied by the il lus trated story cards. He told 
the sto ries in se rial fash ion, and when he came to an ex cit ing mo ment in the story,
he stopped, cre at ing a cliff hanger. This tech nique cre ated an tic i pa tion for his next
visit.

Kamishibai flour ished in Ja pan at a time dur ing great eco nomic de pres sion
dur ing and af ter World War II. Kamishibai was por ta ble, and it be came the poor
man’s the ater, en ter tain ing adults as well as chil dren. The art form al lowed those
who had lost their jobs due to the war the abil ity to earn a mea ger liv ing as a
Kamishibai man. Un for tu nately, with the ad vent of tele vi sion came the de mise of
Kamishibai. Adults and chil dren be came more in ter ested in the ex cite ment of the
mov ing pic tures and sound that television offered.

Re cently, Kamishibai has en joyed a re nais sance be cause school teach ers and li -
brar i ans have re vived this Jap a nese art of pic ture tell ing for the ben e fit of their
children.
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The Kamishibai Story
The ater Pro cess

In tro duc tion to Story The ater
Story The ater is the nar ra tion of events through dra matic per for mance. In

Story The ater, the sto ry teller per forms or dra ma tizes the sto ries through vo cal in -
flec tions, fa cial ex pres sions, and body movement.

There is no one right way to tell a story. Ev ery sto ry tell ing style has value. With 
that in mind, sto ry tell ing and Kamishibai Story The ater is a per fect way for stu -
dents with var ied learn ing styles to com mu ni cate their creativity.

Be fore I be gin ex plain ing how Kamishibai works and how to im ple ment it in
the class room, I would like to share some im por tant tech niques that will help your
stu dents ac cli mate to the at mo sphere of Story Theater.

Es tab lish ing an En vi ron ment of Trust
To “break the ice” so that the stu dents can get to know me better, I be gin with a

self-cre ated Kamishibai story. The act of sto ry tell ing is an in ti mate art and al lows
the stu dents to get to know me, thus al low ing them to trust me. You can re tell a tra -
di tional Jap a nese or Asian tale, or even re count an im por tant event in your life his -
tory through Kamishibai.

In Story The ater, trust is very im por tant. Through the act of dramatization, story- 
tell ers of ten ex pose them selves and their emo tions in a way never seen be fore. It is
the same for the stu dents. Some of the stu dents may have never had the op por tu -
nity to role-play or act out a part and may feel un com fort able do ing so in front of
their peers. In ad di tion, stu dents who are not ac cus tomed to shar ing their art work
in a com mu nity set ting may also feel self-con scious.

To es tab lish the en vi ron ment of trust, I in tro duce “The Class room Con tract,” a
con tract for grades 3 and up that en forces re spect and pre vents teas ing. It is read
orally and at the end of each state ment, the stu dents say, “I agree.” It helps set ex -
pec ta tions and guide lines for the du ra tion of my work with the stu dents.

Class room Con tract
The Num ber One Rule is RESPECT

• RESPECT FELLOW CLASSMATES—I will re spect my class mates at all
times. I will not laugh at them, make fun of them, or make them feel bad.
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• RESPECT TEACHER—I will re spect [teacher’s name] by lis ten ing to her and 
fol low ing di rec tions. Fail ure to do so will re sult in a be hav ior re port [or
other means of dis ci pline suited to your school’s en vi ron ment].

• RESPECT OTHER PEOPLE’S PROPERTY—I will re spect other peo ple’s
prop erty in clud ing my fel low class mates and my teacher(s). I will take care
of bor rowed items and put them back where they be long.

Al though I find that an oral con tract suf fices, you can pro vide a sig na ture line
and have each stu dent sign the con tract. If the class be comes un ruly, I sim ply pull
out the Class room Con tract and is sue a gen tle reminder.

In tro duc ing Kamishibai to Your Stu dents
Kamishibai Story The ater in volves not only the dra ma ti za tion of sto ries but a

vi sual art el e ment as well. It is a great way to in cor po rate lan guage arts, so cial stud -
ies, and vi sual arts si mul ta neously into a les son. Stu dents strengthen their se quenc -
ing and pre sen ta tion skills and learn about an other cul ture. With self-cre ated
Kamishibai, stu dents also strengthen their writ ing skills. The teacher or stu dents
can cre ate Kamishibai cards in ex pen sively on large poster board. In tro duce your
class to the con cept of Kamishibai by tell ing them the his tory of the art form. A
good way to do this is with Caldecott-Win ning au thor and il lus tra tor Allen Say’s
book, Kamishibai Man.

Back ground of Kamishibai     3
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Kamishibai cards are larger than pic ture books, mak ing the il lus tra tions eas ier
for the en tire class to view. There are typ i cally twelve Kamishibai cards in a mod ern 
Kamishibai set. The cards are viewed in se quen tial or der, with the text for the front
card printed on the back of the last card. When the teller has fin ished re count ing
each scene, the card in front is moved to the back. This con tin ues un til the story
ends. There is no break in the tell ing of the story. The front and back of the cards are
num bered in se quen tial or der to aid the Kamishibai teller in keep ing the story
sequence correct.

To make tell ing eas ier, the cards can rest on a ta ble in front of the teller, a
wooden Kamishibai stage can be used, or a tab le top ea sel can be em ployed. The
teller can also hold the Kamishibai cards in her lap and sit on a chair as the rest of
the class sits on the floor. When I cre ate my own Kamishibai cards, I cre ate five
story cards, il lus trat ing the most vi tal scenes of the story. I place the cards on a tab -
le top ea sel and sit in a chair next to the ta ble. The Kamishibai cards should be easy
to ac cess and change, so that the flow of the sto ry tell ing is not interrupted.

Be gin with cre at ing the story cards. Once you write your story (or use a tra di -
tional Jap a nese or Asian folk tale), choose which scenes you would like to il lus trate.
You can use as few as five cards or as many as you like. If you are not com fort able
re tell ing the story with out prompts, cut the story into man age able sec tions and
glue them to the back of the story cards. Re mem ber to place the text for the first card 
on the back of the last card. The text for the sec ond card is placed on the back of the
first card. The text of the third card is placed on the back of the sec ond card and so
forth. The ex am ple of your self-cre ated Kamishibai will in spire the stu dents to
create their own.

                          A stu dent-il lus trated Kamishibai card for “The Man in the Moon”
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Class room Kamishibai
There are many ways to use Kamishibai in the class room. This method al lows

the whole class to pres ent a story to gether and is a good way to in tro duce
Kamishibai when you don’t have a lot of time. Each stu dent will need poster board,
scis sors, glue, and draw ing sup plies (cray ons, mark ers, or col ored pen cils). The
poster boards should be cut to the same size for con sis tency when the story is pre -
sented. Mod ern Kamishibai sets are ap prox i mately 11 x 15 inches. For my stu dents,
I or dered large poster board from a lo cal art sup ply store and took it to a printer to
be cut in half. The pieces mea sured ap prox i mately 14 x 22 inches. The larger cards
al lowed the stu dents to cre ate vi su ally stun ning il lus tra tions that a large au di ence
had no dif fi culty view ing.

Se lect a story and tell or read the story out loud to the class so that they can fa -
mil iar ize them selves with the story. Ask them to vi su al ize the scenes of the story.
Each stu dent will be il lus trat ing a scene of the story.

Make a pho to copy of your se lected story or cre ate your own and print it. Count 
the num ber of stu dents in your class. Use a pen cil to draw lines di vid ing the story
into that many sec tions. For ex am ple, if you have twenty-five stu dents, the story
should be di vided into twenty-five sec tions. Num ber each of the sec tions and then
cut the story apart. Each stu dent should have a few lines each. It’s a good idea to
keep a mas ter copy of the story with each stu dent’s name writ ten be side his or her
lines.

The stu dents will then glue the lines of the story to the poster board. It is help -
ful to num ber the Kamishibai cards on back with large num bers so that you can eas -
ily track the story’s se quence. In the up per left cor ner on the back side of the poster
board, have the stu dents write their names, their teacher’s name, and their grade.
The ti tle of the story should be writ ten above their story lines. I use a mock poster
board to dem on strate. One side has the story lines glued in the mid dle of the poster
board with the ti tle writ ten above it. The stu dent’s name, teacher, and grade are
printed in the up per left cor ner of the poster board. The other side has a draw ing il -
lus trat ing the lines of the story. It is lam i nated for pro tec tion and hung at the front
of the class so that the stu dents can follow it as an example.

Once the back of the poster board has been com pleted, have the stu dents turn
their poster boards over and il lus trate the blank side. Each stu dent will have a dif -
fer ent scene to il lus trate. Some of your stu dents may feel ap pre hen sive about their
ar tis tic abil i ties. As sure them that you are look ing for the fla vor of the story and
that there is no wrong way to cre ate art. Re mind them to cre ate large il lus tra tions so 
that when they are pre sent ing their part of the story, the rest of the au di ence will be
able to see the pic tures. I en cour age the stu dents to fill the en tire space with color,
which gives the Kamishibai cards a vi brant look and makes the presentation vivid.

Keep the Kamishibai cards in the class room while they are work ing on them.
This elim i nates the pos si bil ity of the cards be ing lost or for got ten at home. If your
school has an art teacher, the Kamishibai pro ject would be a good op por tu nity for a
col lab o ra tive ef fort be tween you and that teacher.

Once the Kamishibai cards are com pleted, the stu dents can be gin re hears ing
their story. Al though they can read their lines, I en cour age stu dents to tell their part 
of the story, which does not mean mem o riz ing their lines. What they tell does not
have to match the lines of the story ex actly as long as they are con vey ing what is in
their scene. It typ i cally takes four class pe ri ods for the pro cess. The first class pe riod 
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is spent with the teacher tell ing the story, di vid ing up the story, pass ing the story
lines out, and work ing on the Kamishibai cards. The sec ond pe riod is spent com -
plet ing the il lus tra tions. The third pe riod is spent re hears ing the Kamishibai pre -
sen ta tion. The fourth pe riod is spent pre sent ing the Kamishibai story. Tips for
coach ing and cre at ing a grade-level Kamishibai Story Fest are included later in the
book.

In di vid ual Stu dent Kamishibai
In this method, stu dents pres ent their own Kamishibai tale in the tra di tional way.

Each stu dent is pro vided with a Jap a nese or other Asian folk tale. Each stu dent will
need poster board, scis sors, glue, and draw ing sup plies (cray ons, mark ers, or col ored
pen cils). As with the method de scribed in the pre vi ous sec tion, the poster boards
should be cut to the same size. The boards should be a man age able size for the stu -
dents to han dle and be stiff enough so that they do not bend when stu dents hold them.

For el e men tary stu dents, five to six cards per stu dent works well. It al lows stu -
dents to con vey the story with out over whelm ing them with too many il lus tra tions.
Al low the stu dents to di vide their own sto ries for il lus tra tion. In this way, they
choose which scenes they will il lus trate, and it helps them sequence their story.

It may help to have the stu dents cre ate a story board out line be fore they be gin
cut ting apart their story and cre at ing the il lus tra tions. Ask the stu dents to vi su al ize
the story and re mem ber the pic tures they see. What parts of the story are im por -
tant? Is there an ex cit ing mo ment in the story that the lis ten ers must ex pe ri ence? On 
a sep a rate sheet of pa per, have them write down what they think the im por tant
scenes are. If there are more than five or six, ask them to choose the most vi tal
scenes. These are the scenes they will illustrate.

6     Kamishibai Story The ater
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Mount the story on the back of the Kamishibai boards and then num ber the
boards. Re mem ber, the text for the front card is mounted on the back of the last
card. The text for the sec ond card is mounted on the back of the first card. This can
be con fus ing for the stu dents, so it helps to have a ready-made set of Kamishibai
cards to dem on strate.

Once the Kamishibai boards are il lus trated, they will need to be stored. Jumbo
en ve lopes can be pur chased on line or at an of fice sup ply store. Al ter na tively, stu -
dents can cre ate their own en ve lopes us ing butcher pa per or larger poster board for 
a stur dier en ve lope. Have the stu dents il lus trate and dec o rate their Kamishibai en -
ve lopes with art from the story and the story’s ti tle. This will also aid in match ing
the cards to the en ve lopes when the cards need to be stored.

When the stu dents pres ent their Kamishibai sto ries, en cour age them to hold
their boards at chest level, not in front of their faces. Some stu dents will tend to
want to hide be hind their Kamishibai cards. Ex plain that their fa cial ex pres sions
are as im por tant to the story as the il lus tra tions and that hold ing the cards in front
of their faces will muf fle their voices, mak ing it dif fi cult for the au di ence to hear
them. En cour age the stu dents to tell their sto ries rather than read them. If you de -
cide to have your stu dents read the sto ries, dem on strate how to read their cards
with out cov er ing their faces or looking down the entire time.

It is such a joy to see stu dents pre sent ing Kamishibai. When they are fin ished
with their pre sen ta tions, praise their suc cess.

Stu dent-Cre ated Kamishibai
In this method of Kamishibai, stu dents cre ate their own sto ries that they turn

into Kamishibai tales. In stu dent-cre ated Kamishibai, the 6 + 1 traits of writ ing are
nat u rally ad dressed:

1. Idea de vel op ment—Stu dents de velop the ideas and theme of the story.

2. Or ga ni za tion—Stu dents must tell things in or der and se quence the events
of the story so that the story has a be gin ning, a mid dle, and an end.

3. Voice—When stu dents cre ate their own tales, their in ner writ ing voice
emerges. It is the voice of the story crafter that af fects the story reader or
lis tener.

4. Con ven tions—Stu dents make use of a ti tle, spell ing, gram mar and us age,
para graph ing, cap i tal iza tion, and punc tu a tion.

5. Sen tence flu ency—Be cause Kamishibai is heavy on se quenc ing, sen tences
must make sense for the story to flow prop erly.

6. Word choice—Stu dents make use of nouns, verbs, and ad jec tives. Be cause of
the folk tale na ture of Kamishibai, sto ries tend to be rich in col or ful lan guage.

7. Pre sen ta tion—The rhythm and flow of the lan guage co mes to life when the
Kamishibai tale is shared aloud.
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Have the stu dents brain storm story ideas. Ask them the fol low ing ques tions:

• What do they want to write about?

• Who are the char ac ters in the story?

• What is the plot of the story?

• Where does the story take place?

• What is the con flict in the story?

The Kamishibai sto ries should have some pa ram e ters to guide the stu dents as
they are cre at ing their tales. Here a few sug ges tions:

• Write a story in a folk tale style. The use of magic, talk ing an i mals, and talk -
ing ob jects is en cour aged.

• Sto ries should have at least two char ac ters, not in clud ing the nar ra tor.

• Di a logue must be used be tween char ac ters.

• The story must have a con flict, a prob lem that has to be solved by the story’s
end.

• The story should be no lon ger than two handwrit ten, sin gle-spaced, lined
pages or three dou ble-spaced, typed pages.

If stu dents are hav ing trou ble cre at ing story ideas, pro vide them with story
start ers. Here are some sam ple start ers:

There was once an old man. One day, when he was walk ing to the vil lage, he
saw a __________ in the mid dle of the road. It be gan talk ing and said
__________________.

The earth shook and the sky black ened. When [name of char ac ter] peeked out
from be hind the bushes, he saw ____________________.

[Name of char ac ter] was a poor girl. She had noth ing but the clothes on her
back. One day, as she sweep ing, she saw a mouse. The mouse said
________________.

[Name of char ac ter] was afraid of gob lins. His fa ther told him that if he went
into the for est alone, he might be cap tured. One day, he saw a huge
___________________.

Rab bit threw a party at a time when the all the an i mals were friends. But when
________________ stole the ___________ from ________________, ev ery thing
changed.

To en cour age stu dents to cre ate their own story prompts, have them ask them -
selves, “What if?” For ex am ple, “What if pigs could fly?” The an swer to the “what
if?” ques tion is the story.

Once the stu dents have writ ten their sto ries, they must se lect which scenes to
il lus trate. Af ter se lect ing the scenes, have the stu dents mount the se quenced story
to the back of the poster board as pre vi ously dis cussed. Stu dents will then il lus trate 
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their sto ries and num ber the Kamishibai cards on the front and back. To com plete
the pro ject, stu dents can cre ate spe cial en ve lopes for the Kamishibai cards.

Coach ing
Praise and an at mo sphere of mu tual re spect are im por tant for suc cess for both

you and your stu dents. Here are some tips for suc cess ful coach ing:

• Give sug ges tions rather than tell ing them how to per form their part. For ex -
am ple, in stead of “Amanda, say it like this,” try “Amanda, what do you
think your char ac ter would sound like if he were an gry?”

• When prais ing stu dents, praise spe cific ex am ples. “Amanda, I like the way
you used your body as well as your voice to por tray the bear.” This will bol -
ster the stu dent’s con fi dence in her abil i ties.

• If a stu dent is hav ing trou ble with her part, speak to her in pri vate. If the stu -
dent re fuses to per form in front of her peers, re spect her wishes. Forc ing a
stu dent to per form when she is not ready can have se vere psy cho log i cal re -
per cus sions. If the part must be re as signed, do so with out fan fare.

• Some times, stu dents may have trou ble re mem ber ing the story. A quick
glance at the il lus tra tion can serve as a re minder. If the stu dent still has trou -
ble re mem ber ing his lines, of fer quiet story prompts. Some times sig nals or
hand mo tions can jog a stu dent’s mem ory.

I have had stu dents with be hav ioral dif fi cul ties ab so lutely shine in per for -
mance. The Kamishibai Story The ater pro cess al lows stu dents cre ative success.

                             A stu dent-il lus trated Kamishibai card for “The Girl Who Used Her Wits”
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Re hears als
Re hears als al low the stu dents to work through their fears and per fect their

pre sen ta tions. For many stu dents, stage fright or lack of self-con fi dence is the big -
gest in hib i tor to per for mance suc cess. Of ten they are afraid of “mess ing up” in
front of their peers. As sure them that you will help them with re minder lines and
prompts.

The other in hib i tor to per for mance suc cess is in ad e quate prep a ra tion. When
the stu dents know ex actly what to ex pect, they are more con fi dent in their roles.
Some el e ments to practice:

• Story open ings and closings

• Stu dents’ po si tion ing on the stage

• Hold ing the Kamishibai cards cor rectly

• En trances and ex its

• Mi cro phone us age

Talk openly with the stu dents about ways to coun ter act stage fright in clud ing:

• Tak ing deep, re lax ing breaths

• Warm ing up with ex er cises to get the blood mov ing

• Vi su al iz ing the story and work ing through any mis takes

• Paus ing for a mo ment to col lect their thoughts if they blank out
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If you are per form ing a class room Kamishibai, it is help ful to have the stu dents 
stay in line for ma tion in or der of the story. They can all be seated but while one
teller is at the mi cro phone, the next sto ry teller stands and gets ready to walk to the
mi cro phone. Af ter the teller is fin ished with his part, he re turns to the end of the
line.

Work with the stu dents as of ten as pos si ble, al low ing them to tweak their per -
for mance and to tighten their tim ing as a group. Be sure to have your copy of the
story handy in the event a Kamishibai card is miss ing. You may also want to des ig -
nate “pinch hit ters,” sto ry tell ers who can fill in if some one is ab sent on the day of
the performance.

Pre sen ta tion Tips—Dra ma tiz ing the Sto ries
When work ing with the sto ry tell ers, en cour age them to enun ci ate their parts

clearly and give the char ac ters dif fer ent voices. Voice in flec tion and tone are im por -
tant to the sto ry teller’s per for mance. Even with out great move ment, the sto ry teller
can con vey drama and emo tion in the story with ef fec tive use of the voice and facial 
expressions.

Man age ment and Or ga ni za tion Tips
If you are a drama teacher work ing with sev eral classes, you may find it help -

ful to cre ate a binder with tabbed sec tions for each grade. The tabs or ga nize the
Kamishibai sto ries you are us ing for each grade. Here are some tips for or ga niz ing
your binder:

• Sheet pro tec tors help pre serve your cop ies of the Kamishibai sto ries.

• When you are as sign ing story lines, write each stu dent’s first and last name
next to his lines on your copy of the story. Also write the teacher’s name and
grade at the top of your copy of the story.

• Make per sonal notes in the mar gin of your script(s) and keep them in the
sheet pro tec tors of your binder.

• Keep ex tra cop ies of sto ries in a folder in your binder for the in ev i ta ble mo -
ment a Kamishibai card goes miss ing.

Co or di nat ing a Kamishibai Story Fest
Al though the Kamishibai sto ries are great for in-class use, cre at ing a

grade-wide or school-wide Story Fest al lows the stu dent sto ry tell ers to share their
ef forts with an ap pre cia tive au di ence. Grade-wide Kamishibai Story Fests, where
each class per forms for their peers, de velop an at mo sphere of re spect and sup port
be cause each stu dent per forms during the Fest.

An other op tion is to have the class per form for lower grades. The youn ger stu -
dents ad mire the older stu dents, and the older stu dents come away with a sense of
ac com plish ment.
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Still an other al ter na tive is to per form a Fam ily Night Kamishibai Story Fest,
where par ents, grand par ents, and other fam ily mem bers are in vited. In this sce -
nario, stu dents stand proudly be fore their fam i lies in an tic i pa tion of their
performance.

Once you have de cided on your Kamishibai Story Fest, you will need to work
out these de tails:

• Lo ca tion of per for mance—Wher ever you per form—caf e te ria, gym, li brary, or
au di to rium—be sure to let the peo ple in charge of that space know ahead of
time. They will ap pre ci ate the ad vance no tice and can help with prep a ra tion.

• Sched ule—Co or di nate sched ul ing with ev ery one in volved, in clud ing other
teach ers, ad min is tra tion, staff, and parents.

• Par ents—If par ents are in vited, send notes home. Cre at ing a col or ful in vi ta -
tion sets the tone for a fes tive mood. Asian-themed pa per makes a ter rific
invitation.

• Dress—If the stu dents de sire, en cour age them to dress up in Asian at tire be -
fit ting the story.

• Space—Be sure that the space is set up for the per for mance well in ad vance.

• An nounce ments—Write up a blurb and give it to the morn ing an nouncer to
re mind stu dents and pub li cize the event.

Kamishibai Story The ater is an ex cit ing form of per for mance. It works well in
class room set tings as well as for larger au di ences. Stu dents have the op por tu nity to
shine. Fol low ing their per for mance, re ward the stu dents’ work by host ing a re cep -
tion in their honor or pass ing out award stick ers or cer tif i cates. A treat of Jap a nese
rice candy would also make a nice sur prise. Of course, the most re ward ing part of
Kamishibai is the pro cess it self. See ing stu dents per form ing with their beau ti ful
art work is a fan tas tic ex pe ri ence. You can be proud of the fact that you and your
class have worked in the line of an age-old tra di tion of Jap a nese pic ture tell ing,
keep ing Kamishibai alive and well. Oshimai.

The End
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The Bat tle Be tween
Wind and Rain

Phil ip pines

Above the earth, high in the sky, Thun der, Light ning, and Rain were
rest ing in the clouds. Rest less Wind danced be tween them, blow ing this
way and that way. He said, “Let’s make a storm.”

Thun der re plied, “We just made a fierce storm yes ter day. We now need 
to rest.”

Light ning agreed and said, “Yes, it is time to re lax.”

“But I’m bored,” whined the wind. He whirled around the clouds, mak -
ing them skit ter across the sky.

“I am rest ing, and I wish you would stop that,” said Rain ir ri ta bly. “We
are try ing to sleep.”

Wind laughed. “If you want me to stop, make me. I bet you can’t be -
cause I am stron ger than you!”

Rain an swered, “Wild Wind, why don’t you ever stay still?”

Wind roared, “I am Wind, the might i est of all the el e ments.”

Rain said, “Okay, you are the might i est. Now, may I nap?” Rain closed
her eyes.

As soon as she did, Wind blew an icy gust upon her. Rain shiv ered.
Wind said, “Let’s play a game. We will see who among us is the might i est.”
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An noyed, Rain said, “Fine. I will play your game. But if I de feat you,
you must prom ise to flee from me.”

Wind cried out, “Agreed! But if I de feat you, you must prom ise never to 
shed your tears upon the earth again.”

Al though Rain knew it was a risky bet, she prom ised. Wind and Rain
hov ered close above the earth. They saw a mon key climb ing the branches of 
a bam boo tree. Rain said, “Here’s the con test. The one who is able to make
mon key leave the tree wins.”

Wind laughed. “That is easy enough. Wind will win!” Wind drew in a
big breath and be gan blow ing. Rain knew that the bam boo would bend in
the wind. She hoped that the mon key would hang on.

As wind con tin ued to whip and whirl, the bam boo tree swayed back
and forth un til it nearly touched the ground. The mon key fiercely hung on
to the tree and would not leave.

Rain cried out, “Now it is my turn.” The clouds dark ened and Rain
driz zled. Warm and steady, the rain show ered upon the mon key. Still, he
held on to the bam boo tree.

“You can’t do it!” cried Wind. “The mon key will not let go. No one
wins!”

Rain an swered, “I am not done.” With full force, the sky opened and the 
wa ter poured down. Huge drops pounded the mon key. Fi nally, he scam -
pered out of the tree to find cover.

Rain smiled. “I did it! I won!”

Wind whined and wailed. Then he whirled away with out a word. He
had to keep his prom ise to Rain and flee when ever she was near.

To this day, when a strong wind rages upon the earth, the peo ple pray
for rain be cause they know that when she co mes, the winds will die down.
And that is the tale of the bat tle be tween Wind and Rain.
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The Boy Who Drew Cats

Ja pan

A long time ago in Ja pan, there lived a poor farmer and his wife. They
had a large fam ily and could barely af ford to feed them all. Their youn gest
son was weak and small, and al though he was clever, he was not fit for
work.

But he had an un usual gift for draw ing cats. He spent all of his time
draw ing cats!

Big cats, small cats, short cats, tall cats.

Here cats, there cats. Ev ery where, cats!

Cats, cats, cats. He drew cats, cats, cats.

His fa ther said, “Son, since you can not help out on our farm, your
mother and I must send you away. You will go to the vil lage tem ple and
study to be come a priest.”

So the boy was taken to the tem ple to study the priest hood. An old
priest be came his teacher, and the boy learned quickly. But at night, when
he needed to spend his time study ing, he did not. He spent all of his time
draw ing cats. On the walls and in the halls, on pa per and mats, the boy
drew cats!

Big cats, small cats, short cats, tall cats.

Here cats, there cats. Ev ery where, cats!

Cats, cats, cats. He drew cats, cats, cats.
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 Al though the priest loved the boy dearly, he could not stop him from
draw ing cats. The old priest called the boy over and said, “Son, since you
are un able to study the priest hood, I must send you away. But here is some
ad vice. If you see large places, avoid them all. You must take heed and stick
to small.”

The boy packed his bun dle of clothes and left the tem ple. He was sad,
but he knew the priest was right. He had the heart of an art ist, not a priest.
He walked for some time and day be came night.

The boy be gan to shiver from the cold and he knew he needed to find
shel ter. In the dis tance, he saw a tem ple. When he knocked on the door, he
found it was empty.

He went in side and looked around, “Look at these beau ti ful floors and
those lovely walls!” His heart jumped with joy as he sat down and pulled
out his paint and brushes.

He spent all night draw ing cats.

Big cats, small cats, short cats, tall cats.

Here cats, there cats. Ev ery where, cats!

Cats, cats, cats. He drew cats, cats, cats.

When he was fin ished, he looked around and was pleased with his
work. He was tired and needed to sleep. As he searched the big room for a
place to sleep, he re mem bered the old priest’s words. “If you see large
places, avoid them all. You must take heed and stick to small.”

So the boy found a small cab i net with a slid ing door and climbed in side. 
He started to doze off when he heard strange noises. Hiss ing and howl ing.
Grunt ing and growl ing. The boy was fright ened, and he stayed in the small
cab i net.

When morn ing’s light came, the sounds stopped. Care fully slid ing the
door open, the boy stepped out of the cab i net. He looked around. He saw
his cats on the floors and on the walls, but they were all in dif fer ent places
and in dif fer ent po si tions!

It was then that he saw some thing ly ing in the mid dle of the floor. It was 
a huge gob lin rat. The boy knew im me di ately that his cats had come to life
dur ing the night and saved his life. The boy bowed and said, “Thank you,
hon or able cats!”
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From that time for ward, the boy with the heart of an art ist drew to his
heart’s con tent. And, of course, he spent all of his time draw ing cats!

Big cats, small cats, short cats, tall cats.

Here cats, there cats. Ev ery where, cats!

Cats, cats, cats. He drew cats, cats, cats.

He be came a fa mous art ist known all over Ja pan for his beau ti ful
draw ings of . . . cats!
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The Boy Who
Wanted a Drum

In dia

Many years ago, there lived a poor woman and her son. Her son was
hard work ing and never com plained about his rag ged clothes and worn
shoes. The woman wanted to give her son a spe cial gift. She asked him, “I
am go ing to the mar ket to sell our grain. Is there any thing you want from
the mar ket?”

The boy had al ways wished for a drum. He could feel the beat of the
drum deep in side his heart. “Mother, I would like a drum,” he re plied.

The boy’s mother went to mar ket and sold her grain. She did not have
enough money to buy him a drum, but she didn’t want to come home
empty-handed. On the way home, she found a sturdy stick. She picked it up 
and said, “I will give this to my son.”

When she handed the stick to her son, he smiled and said, “Thank you,
mama.” He went out side to play and saw an old woman try ing to light her
chulha, her woodstove. The fire would not start. Big bil lows of smoke stung
her eyes and made her cry.

The boy asked gently, “What is the mat ter?”

The old woman an swered, “I can not light my fire.”

The boy re plied, “I have a sturdy stick. You can have it. You need it
more than I.”
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The old woman was de lighted. She took the stick and lit her fire. To
thank the boy, the old woman gave him a chapatti, a round, flat piece of
bread.

The boy walked on un til he came upon a mother and her cry ing child.

The boy asked gently, “What is the mat ter?”

The mother an swered, “My child is hun gry, and I have noth ing to feed
him.”

The boy re plied, “I have a chapatti. You can have it. You need it more
than I.”

The mother, who was the pot ter’s wife, was de lighted. She took the
bread and fed it to her hun gry child. To thank the boy, she gave him a large
pot.

The boy walked on un til he came upon a cou ple ar gu ing.

The boy asked gently, “What is the mat ter?”

The man, a washer man, an swered, “The pot I use to wash clothes in is
bro ken. I can not boil my clothes clean.”

The boy re plied, “I have a large pot. You can have it. You need it more
than I.”

The washerman and his wife were de lighted. They took the pot and put
their clothes in side. To thank the boy, they gave him a warm coat.

The boy walked on un til he came to a bridge. There, he saw a man shiv -
er ing in the cold with out even a shirt to cover him.

The boy asked gently, “What is the mat ter?”

The man an swered, “I was at tacked by rob bers. They stole ev ery thing,
in clud ing my shirt.”

The boy re plied, “I have a warm coat. You can have it. You need it more
than I.”

The man was de lighted. He put the coat on and it fit per fectly. To thank
the boy, he gave him a strong horse that the rob bers left be hind.

The boy walked on with his horse un til he ran into a wed ding party
with mu si cians, the bride groom, and his fam ily. They were sit ting un der a
tree with long faces.

“The boy asked gently, “What is the mat ter?”

Folk tales from Asia     21



The bride groom said, “We need a horse for our wed ding pro ces sion.
The man who was sup posed to bring us a horse is not here! What shall we
do? I will be late for my own wed ding!”

The boy re plied, “I have a strong horse. You can have it. You need it
more than I.”

The bride groom was de lighted. “You have saved the day! Let me re pay
your kind ness with a gift.” He spoke to one of the mu si cians and then
handed the boy a drum.

The boy was de lighted! “I have al ways wanted a drum. I can feel the
drum beat in side my heart. Thank you!”

They cel e brated their good for tune with mu sic. The boy waved to the
bride groom as he rode away on his strong horse. Then he ran all the way
home.

“Mama, mama,” he shouted. Look at my new drum!” He told her his
story and then played her the song from deep in side his heart.
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The Cow herd and
the Weav ing Maiden

China

Long ago, there was a young man named Cheng. Cheng was a cow -
herd. His cow was a fairy beast that had the power of talk ing.

They were sit ting on the grassy bank over look ing the river. Sud denly,
Cheng heard laugh ter and splash ing. He saw maid ens danc ing in the wa -
ter.

The cow said, “Those are the seven maid ens from the Heav enly King -
dom. Their beauty knows no match. But the fair est of the maid ens is the
Weav ing Maiden. She weaves the sun set into the clouds and uses threads of 
sil ver and gold.”

Cheng looked long ingly at the maid ens. He wished he could join them.
He was lonely.

The cow said, “Cheng, I know that you are lonely. You need to take a
wife. To mor row, re turn to this river. The heav enly maid ens shed their
robes and swim ev ery day. With out their robes, they are un able to fly back
to their king dom.”

So the next day, Cheng saw the heav enly maiden splash ing in the river.
He qui etly stole the Weav ing Maiden’s red robe. When it was time to leave,
her sis ters donned their robes and flew to the sky.
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The Weav ing Maiden looked for her robe but could not find it. Cheng
stepped out of the bushes with her robe. When the Weav ing Maiden saw
Cheng’s kind and hand some face, she did not mind stay ing be hind.

The Weav ing Maiden fell in love with Cheng and re mained on Earth as
his wife. To gether they had two chil dren, and all was well for a time.

But one day, the Em press of Heaven dis cov ered the spin ning loom
empty. For three years, the Weav ing Maiden had aban doned her du ties.
None of the other sis ters had the gift of weav ing like their sis ter.

The clouds, once shades of golden pink and sil very blue, were now dull
and gray. The Weav ing Maiden had a spe cial touch that brought the silken
clouds to life. The Em press of Heaven was fu ri ous.

The Em press flew down to Earth and scooped up the Weav ing Maiden.
The Weav ing Maiden’s chil dren cried, “Mama, mama!” but the Em press
took her away, high in the sky.

When the cow herd re turned from his work, he saw his chil dren cry ing.
He asked, “Where is your mother?” They told him about how their mother
was taken to the sky.

The cow herd and his chil dren were so sad. There was no way they
could fly to the sky to see the Weav ing Maiden.

The old cow spoke, “Fear not, cow herd, for I have a plan. Climb upon
my back, and I will take you to the Heav enly King dom.”

So the cow herd and his two chil dren climbed upon the cow’s back. The
cow jumped up and be gan fly ing to the Heav ens.

When they ar rived, the chil dren saw their mother weav ing the mag i cal
col ors into the clouds. They ran into her arms and cried, “Mama! Mama!”

The cow herd hugged the Weav ing Maiden and begged her to come
home. She said, “I can not. I am bound by my du ties. I do not have the power 
to leave.”

Just then, the Em press of Heaven saw them. She cried out an grily,
“How dare you en ter the Heav enly King dom!”

She cre ated a river of stars to sep a rate Cheng and his chil dren from the
Weav ing Maiden.

Cheng and his chil dren cried. Tears fell from the eyes of the Weav ing
Maiden and cre ated a storm cloud that rained heavily upon the Earth.

When the Em press of Heaven saw how sad the fam ily was, she soft -
ened. She, too, had a soft spot in her heart for love.
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She de clared, “The Weav ing Maiden can not for sake her du ties, but I
will per mit her to visit her Earth fam ily on the Sev enth Day of Sev enth
Moon.”

So on the Sev enth Day of the Sev enth Moon, the Weav ing Maiden is re -
united with her fam ily. When she sees her hus band, Cheng, and her two
chil dren, she wraps her arms around them and weaves a silken blan ket of
love.

In China, they cel e brate the Dou ble Sev enth. It takes place on the Sev -
enth Day of the Sev enth Moon. It is spe cial day in the Chi nese lu nar cal en -
dar, which fol lows the phases of the moon.

On a clear night, you can see the stars of the Weav ing Maiden and the
stars of the Cow herd and his chil dren. They move closer and closer to -
gether. When they are very close, you will know that it is time to cel e brate
the Dou ble Sev enth.
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King Croc o dile

Ma lay sia

Long ago, there lived a man named Hafiz who was fa mous for cur ing
the sick. One eve ning, he met an old man sit ting be side the road.

The old man cried, “Please help my daugh ter. She has a fish bone stuck
in her throat. If you save her life, I will give you as much gold as you can
carry from my pal ace.”

Hafiz thought, “Pal ace? Gold?! I will be rich!” He said to the old man,
“Yes, I will help you. Lead the way.”

Hafiz was sur prised to see the old man change into a croc o dile. The
croc o dile said, “Do not worry. I will not harm you. Hop on my back and I
will take you to my king dom. I am the king of croc o diles.”

Hafiz was alarmed. He cried out, “I can not breathe un der wa ter, and
my med i cine is for hu mans!”

King Croc o dile re plied, “My magic will pro tect you un der wa ter. At
home, we are hu mans. We only be come croc o diles to swim in the river or
bask in the sun. We must hurry or my daugh ter will die.”

Hafiz was afraid but the thought of gold com forted him. He climbed
onto King Croc o dile’s back and they dove into the wa ter. Soon, Hafiz was
in a bejeweled pal ace at the bot tom of the river.

The king of the croc o diles re moved his croc o dile skin and be came an
old man dressed in fine silk clothes. He sum moned his strong and hand -
some son, the prince.
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They led Hafiz to a room where the prin cess lay on a sofa clutch ing her
throat. When Hafiz ex am ined her, he found that a golden hair pin, not a
fish bone, was stuck in her throat. He care fully re moved the hair pin.

The prin cess sat up and took a deep breath. She was cured! King Croc o -
dile was pleased. He and the prince took Hafiz to the trea sure room. “Take
as much trea sure as you can carry,” said King Croc o dile.

Hafiz un tied his head cloth and filled it with gold and jew els. He also
stuffed as much gold as he could into his pock ets. When Hafiz fin ished, he
could hardly walk be cause of the weight of the trea sure.

King Croc o dile said, “My son will re turn you to the riv er bank. Now,
you must prom ise never to tell any one about this. As long as you keep this
se cret, the croc o diles will be your friends. But if you break your prom ise,
be ware!”

Hafiz prom ised and the prince re turned Hafiz to the riv er bank. It
wasn’t long be fore the peo ple of Hafiz’s vil lage be gan to ques tion his sud -
den wealth. The vil lage chief de manded that Hafiz share his story.

Hafiz had no choice. He told the chief about the King of the Croc o diles,
the prince, and the prin cess. The chief thought, “If Prince Croc o dile mar ries
my daugh ter, they will have to pay a large dowry, and we will be rich!”

King Croc o dile vis ited Hafiz’s vil lage of ten. He of ten spoke to the chief,
and they be came friends. Soon, the chief was in vited to King Croc o dile’s
pal ace. He brought his daugh ter dressed in the fin est clothes she owned.

The prince fell in love with the chief’s daugh ter. King Croc o dile said,
“My son the prince wants to marry your daugh ter. Chief, will you per mit
the wed ding of our chil dren?”

The chief said, “Yes, but the dowry must be enough gold to fill my rice
con tainer.” King Croc o dile agreed.

A few days later, King Croc o dile and the prince re turned with gifts of
silk, jew els, and gold. But there was not enough gold to fill the rice con -
tainer. No mat ter how much gold they put in, the con tainer never filled.

King Croc o dile be came an gry. “What is wrong with this con tainer?” he
cried, swing ing his arm. He ac ci den tally knocked over the con tainer. It was
then that the king and his son dis cov ered the fraud.

There was a small hole in the bot tom of the rice con tainer and be neath
that, a large box filled with the gold from their pal ace. King Croc o dile was
fu ri ous at be ing tricked.

Folk tales from Asia     27



He sum moned all the croc o diles from the king dom be neath the river.
The croc o diles swal lowed ev ery one in the vil lage in clud ing the chief and
his daugh ter. Al though Hafiz begged for mercy, they swal lowed him too
for be tray ing their trust and spill ing their se cret.

The king, an gry that he was be trayed, de clared war against hu mans.
Since that time, croc o diles no lon ger take their hu man shapes. They live in
their wa tery king dom be low the river. When the croc o diles do sur face, they 
are wary and on the look out for hu mans.

If you hap pen to be in a river in hab ited by croc o diles, watch out. King
Croc o dile is still an gry, and if he sees you, he may just SNAP!
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The Girl Who
Used Her Wits

China

There was once a fam ily with a fa ther, his three sons, and his two
daugh ters-in-law. The two daugh ters-in-law had just mar ried the two old -
est sons.

They soon grew home sick, and they pes tered their fa ther-in-law to
grant per mis sion to visit their mother.

The old man said, “I am tired of your con stant beg ging. You have barely
been mar ried to my sons and yet you wish to re turn home. You may leave
only if each of you brings me fire wrapped in pa per and wind wrapped in pa -
per. If you ful fill your tasks, you may leave as of ten as you wish. If you fail,
you may never re turn here.”

The two girls hast ily agreed and chat tered hap pily as they trav eled
home to their mother’s house. Sud denly, they re al ized their folly.

It was an im pos si ble task! Who could wrap wind or fire in pa per?! They
sat down by the side of the road and be gan to cry.

Just then, a young peas ant girl was rid ing by on her horse. She stopped
and asked, “Why are you cry ing?”

The two no ble wives told her the whole story, and the peas ant girl said,
“That is not so bad. There is a sim ple so lu tion. Come with me.”

The peas ant girl brought the two no ble wives to her house. She made a
pa per lan tern and handed it to the first wife. “This is fire wrapped in pa per.”
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Then the peas ant girl cre ated a beau ti ful fan. She handed the pa per fan
to the sec ond wife. “This is wind wrapped in pa per.”

The two wives thanked the young girl and dashed home, ex cited that
their so lu tion was so sim ple. When they showed the old man their ob jects,
he said, “I have been out wit ted! Who did this?”

The two wives told him about the young peas ant girl. The old man said, 
“If that girl is so wise, then she needs to marry my youn gest son.”

So the girl who used her wits mar ried the no ble man’s youn gest son.
The old man was so im pressed by her wis dom that he made her the head of
the house.

One day, a stranger came by and saw a great pile of stones in their yard.
In that heap, he spot ted a large jade of great value. He wanted the jade, so
he asked to speak to the head of the house. When the young woman ap -
peared, he was sur prised but be gan bar gain ing.

He of fered a large sum of money for the stones, say ing he would use the
stones for build ing a house. She agreed to sell the rocks, and the man said he
would re turn two days later to haul them away. The young woman won -
dered why he wanted the stones and searched through the rocks. At once,
she found the jade.

When the man re turned, the young woman said, “I found the valu able
jade in the pile of rocks. If you want the jade you must pay me the orig i nal
price you of fered for the rocks as well as a new price for the jade.”

The man saw that he was out wit ted and agreed. With their new found
wealth, the young woman and her fam ily built a new house. Over the door
of their house were the words, “No sor row.”

The em peror was pass ing by when he no ticed the in scrip tion. He asked
to speak with the head of the house and was sur prised to see the young
woman ap pear. He said, “No house is with out sor row. I will fine you for
your im pu dence. Weave me a cloth as long as this road.”

The young woman re plied, “I shall weave you your cloth as soon as you 
find the two ends of the road and tell me how many feet it is.”

The em peror re al ized he had been out wit ted. “Very well. Then I shall
fine you as much oil as there is wa ter in the sea.”

The young woman re plied, “When you tell me how many gal lons of
wa ter the ocean con tains, then I will gladly pro vide you with as much oil.”
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Again, the em peror was out wit ted. “Very well. Since you are so
quick-witted and able to read my mind, I will not fine you if you can tell me
this: This quail in my hand—do I mean to squeeze it or set it free?”

The young woman an swered, “Em peror, you have no right to fine me at 
all. But if you can an swer my ques tion, I will an swer yours and pay your
fine.”

The em peror smiled as he sat in his se dan chair. The young woman
said, “I am stand ing with one foot in side my house and one foot out side.
Am I com ing or go ing?”

The em peror did not know the an swer. Since he had been out wit ted, he
agreed not to charge any fines to the girl who had used her wits.

The em peror bid her fare well and con tin ued his jour ney. The young
woman and her fam ily pros pered and lived hap pily the rest of their days
be cause of her abil ity to use her wits.
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The Crab and
the Mon key

Ja pan

Crab and Mon key were great friends. One day, they saw each other as
they were out for a walk. Crab had a rice cake, and Mon key had a per sim -
mon seed. When Mon key saw Crab’s rice cake, he be came jeal ous. He was
hun gry and wanted to eat the rice cake.

Mon key spoke, “Crab, we should make a trade—my per sim mon seed
for your rice cake. Once you eat the rice cake, it is gone. But with a per sim -
mon seed, you can grow an en tire tree and have per sim mons for the rest of
your life!”

Crab thought it was a good idea, so he traded his rice cake for Mon key’s
per sim mon seed. As soon as Mon key re ceived the rice cake, he gob bled it
up.

Crab took the per sim mon seed home and planted it. With pa tience and
care ful tend ing, the tiny seed be came a big tree full of ripe per sim mons. But
Crab had a prob lem. He was un able to climb to the top of the tree to pick the
per sim mons.

Crab called his friend, Mon key. “Will you please climb my per sim mon
tree and pick some of the sweet fruit for me?”

Mon key thought of the de li cious per sim mons and said, “Of course, my
friend. I will be happy to help.”
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Mon key scam pered to the top of the tree and sat in the branches. He be -
gan pick ing the ripe per sim mons and eat ing them. Mon key threw the hard
green per sim mons at Crab, hit ting him on top of the head.

Once Mon key fin ished eat ing all the ripe fruit, he climbed down. Crab
was an gry, but he had a plan to get back at Mon key. Crab asked his friends,
Hor net, Chest nut, and Stone Mor tar, to help him. The next day, Crab in -
vited Mon key over for tea.

Mon key sat down near the fire. “Crab, you make the most de li cious tea,
and I loved your per sim mons.” The men tion of per sim mons an gered Crab,
and he gave his friends the sig nal.

Chest nut, who had been roast ing in the fire, burst out of the fire place
and burned mon key’s tail. Hor net flew down and stung Mon key on the
nose. Mon key jumped up to run out side, but Stone Mor tar was sit ting
above the door and fell down on top of Mon key’s head, giv ing him a huge
lump!

Mon key saw that there was no es cape, so he bowed low be fore Crab. “I
am sorry for steal ing your ripe per sim mons and throw ing the hard green
ones at you. I prom ise never to do such a thing again. Please for give me.”

Crab ac cepted Mon key’s apol ogy, and they were friends once more.
Mon key learned his les son and never again tried to trick his friend.
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The Her mit
and the Worms

Phil ip pines  

In a time of great magic, there lived a wise old her mit. His hair was
white, and his beard hung down to his knees. He spent most of his time
pray ing and med i tat ing in a dark cave on the slope of a moun tain.

One day, he came out of his cave to gather wild fruit to eat. Just out side
his cave, un der neath a rot ting log in the moist soil, lived two fat wrig gling
worms. As the hunched her mit be gan walk ing, he heard a voice yell,
“Watch out! You will step on us!”

The old her mit looked around but did not see any one. “Down here, old
man,” said the voice. The her mit bent down and saw the two worms. One of 
them spoke. “You nearly crushed us. You go about your busi ness with out
no tic ing the world around you. You hu mans are un car ing and self ish.”

“It is not so!” cried the her mit. “Per haps there is some thing I can do
for you. I will change you into peo ple so that you can teach other hu mans 
how to care about the world. You can spread mes sages of kind ness and
com pas sion.”

The worms agreed to the plan and with a wave of his hand, the her mit
turned the two worms into a man and a woman. The old man called them
Juan and Juanita. He gave them his bless ing and said, “Go and live among
the peo ple. Do not for get your mis sion.”
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Juan and Juanita be came hus band and wife. They cul ti vated a small
patch of land and built a mod est house. Af ter har vest ing the fine crops that
grew on their farm, the cou ple be came wealthy af ter just a few sea sons. At
first, they treated ev ery one with kind ness and gave to those in need. But
soon greed took over.

In a few short years, they be came the wealth i est peo ple in town. They
built a man sion and hired ser vants. Their house was the larg est in the prov -
ince. It was sur rounded by a tall wall and golden gates. Don Juan and Doña
Juanita wore jew els and ex pen sive cloth ing and made friends only with
other wealthy peo ple.

They treated peo ple poorly and kept all their money to them selves. The
more they made, the more they wanted. There was never enough gold to
sat isfy Don Juan and Doña Juanita.

One day, they threw a lav ish party for their rich friends. A ser vant came 
to Doña Juanita and said, “There is a beg gar at the gate and he will not
leave. We have of fered him food and money but still, he will not leave. He
in sists on see ing you and Don Juan.”

“Can’t you see that I am busy?” said Doña Juanita ir ri ta bly. “Send the
dogs to chase him away. I don’t have time for beg gars.”

“Doña Juanita, we have al ready sent the dogs and they came back
whim per ing. I am afraid that he will stay there all night.”

The mis tress was an noyed. “Fine. Don Juan and I will send him away
our selves.”

So Don Juan and Doña Juanita left their party and walked to the gate.
“What do you want, old beg gar?” asked Don Juan.

“I wish to be in vited into your house as a guest,” said the old man with
white hair and a beard that hung to his knees.

Doña Juanita placed her hands on her hips and said harshly, “We don’t
have time for peo ple like you.”

“You must leave at once,” or dered Don Juan.

The old beg gar said, “Per haps if you lived as you had be fore, you
would have time to think about peo ple like me for I am the old her mit who
gave two worms a chance at life as hu mans. You for got your mis sion and
have be come the un car ing and self ish hu mans you de spised just a few
years ago.”

Doña Juanita cried out, “No, please. We are sorry! We will change.
Please don’t take ev ery thing away!”
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But it was too late. With a wave of his hand, the man sion, the tall wall,
and the golden gates dis ap peared. Don Juan and Doña Juanita found them -
selves in the soft dirt as they were be fore … two fat, wrig gling worms.
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La zy bones

Laos

There was once a man so lazy that ev ery one called him La zy bones. His
morn ings, af ter noons, and nights were spent laz ing around. No one had
ever seen him work a day in his en tire life.

La zy bones lived un der a wild fig tree. He was so lazy that he wouldn’t
even reach up to grab a fig. He would sim ply open his mouth and wait for
the figs to fall in. The towns peo ple would say,

Sit ting around all day is just plain crazy

Oh, La zy bones why are you so lazy?

He would an swer, “While you are liv ing a life of hard work, I am liv ing
a life of lei sure,” and he would con tinue to laze around.

One day, a mighty wind blew some of his wild figs into the river. The
figs floated downriver. The king’s daugh ter was sit ting on the riv er bank
when she spot ted the float ing figs. She reached in and grabbed a few.

The prin cess ate one of the figs and ex claimed, “These are the most de li -
cious fruit I have ever tasted! I shall marry the man who owns this fruit!”

She showed the king the figs and told him her plans. The king or dered
ev ery one with figs to come to the cas tle so that his daugh ter could taste the
fruit.

Each time some one pre sented the prin cess with figs, she would shake
her head no and say,

Though these figs are good to eat

The figs I want are per fect and sweet
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Mean while, La zy bones con tin ued his daily rou tine. He lay un der his fig 
tree, opened his mouth, and waited for the figs to fall in.

When the prin cess turned all the figs away, the king was de ter mined to
find out who owned the figs his daugh ter loved so much. He asked ev ery -
one he knew if there were figs in the land that had not been sam pled by the
prin cess.

Some one said, “Your High ness, the figs your daugh ter seeks be long to
La zy bones. He doesn’t work at all. He lives un der his fig tree, opens his
mouth, and waits for the figs to fall in. He was too lazy to make the jour ney
to the cas tle.”

When the prin cess heard this, she de cided to visit La zy bones her self.
She found his vil lage and asked the peo ple about him. They an swered,

Sit ting around all day is just plain crazy

Oh, La zy bones he is so very lazy!

They told her where his fig tree was, and sure enough, he was ly ing un -
der the tree with his mouth wide open wait ing for the figs to fall in.

The prin cess reached up and grabbed some figs. When she tasted them,
she ex claimed,

These figs are de li cious and sweet

These are the figs I want to eat!

She told La zy bones of her search and her de sire to marry him. Since he
was too lazy to go to church to get mar ried, La zy bones and the prin cess
were mar ried right un der the fig tree.

When the king found out the prin cess mar ried some one so lazy, he ban -
ished her from the king dom. Though the prin cess was sad that her fa ther was 
up set, she lived in con tent ment with La zy bones un der the big fig tree. They
lay un der the tree, opened their mouths, and waited for the figs to fall in.

They were happy for a time, but sud denly, trag edy struck. The prin cess
had grown used to eat ing the figs, and they gave her good health. When the
fig tree stopped bear ing fruit, the prin cess be came very sick.

La zy bones re al ized that he loved his wife very much and would do
any thing to nurse her back to health. He got up and be gan work ing. He
planted new fig trees. The trees be gan grow ing, and the land pros pered.

Once the prin cess had her fill of the de li cious figs, she re cov ered. Once
again, La zy bones and his wife were happy.
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Word reached the king of La zy bones’ ef forts to nurse his daugh ter back
to health. He wel comed her and her new hus band back into the king dom.

From that time on, La zy bones lived in the lap of lux ury. And though he
could live a life of lei sure in the cas tle, he chose to work for the things that
mat tered most. He con tin ued to plant fig trees and har vest its de li cious fruit 
for his wife.

Sit ting around all day is just plain crazy

Oh, La zy bones, he works and is no lon ger lazy!
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The Leg end
of the Lion City

Sin ga pore

Many moons ago, there lived a king named Sang Nila Utama. He loved
travel, hunt ing, and ad ven ture. He heard that there was good hunt ing in
the jun gles of Tanjong Bentam and so he set sail.

When the king ar rived on the is land, he spot ted a mighty stag. He drew
his sil ver dagger and hurled it at the an i mal, but it was fleet of foot and ran
swiftly away. The stag ran through the jun gle to the top of a hill.

The king chased the stag up the hill, but when he reached the sum mit,
the stag was nowhere to be seen. On top of the hill was a large rock. The
king climbed up and looked across the is land to the vast sea.

In the dis tance, he saw a stretch of white sand. It was an other is land. He
asked his clos est ad vi sor the name of the is land. The ad vi sor an swered,
“That is the land of Temasek, your High ness.”

The king or dered, “Tell the men to pre pare to sail. We are go ing to
Temasek.”

The king and his men set sail to ward the is land. All at once, the skies
dark ened and light ning ripped across the sky. Thun der bel lowed and the
winds wailed. Rain and waves bat tered the ship.

King Sang Nila Utama’s ship be gan tak ing in wa ter. The men bailed fu -
ri ously but the ship be gan to sink. The king or dered, “Throw our cargo
over board. Make our ship lighter.”
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The men be gan throw ing large, heavy boxes over board. But no mat ter
how much they threw into the sea, the ship con tin ued to be bat tered by the
vi o lent waves.

The king knew they had sailed into the heart of the storm and that the
Sea King needed to be ap peased. In des per a tion, the king threw his crown
into the ocean as an of fer ing and begged the Sea King to spare the ship.

Im me di ately, the storm broke. The skies cleared and once again the sun
shone upon the king and his men. It seemed that the Sea King was happy
with his new jew eled crown.

The ship made it to Temasek, and the king fell in love with the white
sands and flow er ing plants. He was ex plor ing the jun gle when he came
upon a ma jes tic crea ture.

The an i mal had a black head with a furry mane, a white neck and chest,
and a red body. It moved with grace and stared at the king with fierce
golden eyes. The king was awe struck by the gi gan tic beast.

The beast shook his head and roared. He leaped over the stunned king
and dis ap peared into the jun gle. When the king de scribed the crea ture to
his ad vi sor, his ad vi sor said, “Your maj esty, you must have seen a Singa, a
lion. You could have been killed. It is a sign of good luck. The Singa has
blessed you.”

The king was so im pressed with the ma jes tic beast that he said, “I wish
to make this is land my new home. I wish to live in the land of the great
Singa.” The king gave the is land a new name, Singa Pura, or Lion City, in
honor of the great beast who blessed the king.
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Lit tle One-Inch

Ja pan

There was once a sweet old cou ple that wished, more than any thing, to
have a child. One day, af ter they went to the shrine and prayed, they heard
a tiny cry com ing from a clump of grass. When they looked down, they
found a teeny tiny baby boy wrapped in a cherry red blan ket.

The baby was so small, he was no big ger than a per son’s thumb! The
woman ex claimed joy fully, “He is the an swer to our prayers. We shall call
him Lit tle One-Inch.”

When Lit tle One-Inch grew older, he said to his par ents, “You have
given me much love and raised me well, but it is time that I ex plore the
world and make my own for tune.” Though his par ents were sad, they
helped Lit tle One-Inch pre pare for his jour ney.

They gave him a nee dle to use as a sword, a wooden rice bowl to use as
a boat, and a chop stick to use as an oar. With his nee dle sword at his side,
Lit tle One-Inch waved good bye to his par ents and floated down the river in 
his rice bowl boat, pad dling with his chop stick.

Af ter float ing for many miles, his boat was turned over by a frog. Lit tle
One-Inch swam to the bank and found him self be fore a great lord’s house.
He called out and a man ser vant came to the door. The ser vant looked
around but did not see any one.

“Down here!” cried Lit tle One-Inch. “Look down here!” When the ser -
vant looked down, he saw Lit tle One-Inch stand ing on top of the lord’s
wooden san dals. The ser vant brought him be fore the lord of the house.
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“Well, well. What have we here?” asked the lord.

Stand ing straight and tall, Lit tle One-Inch re plied, “I am Lit tle
One-Inch, and I wish to be come one of your war riors. I may be tiny, but I am 
strong.”

The lord was im pressed with Lit tle One-Inch’s bold words. “I shall
make you the per sonal guard of my daugh ter, the prin cess.” The prin cess
and Lit tle One-Inch soon be came the best of friends.

One day, the prin cess and Lit tle One-Inch went to visit a nearby tem ple. 
Sud denly, a ter ri ble green ogre jumped out from be hind the bushes and be -
gan chas ing the prin cess.

Lit tle One-Inch drew his sword and stuck the ogre’s toes. It only made
the ogre an grier. The ogre picked up Lit tle One-Inch and swal lowed him
whole. “Oh no!” cried the prin cess. “Poor Lit tle One-Inch!”

But Lit tle One-Inch was strong and clever. He be gan prick ing the in side
of the ogre with his nee dle sword over and over. The ogre was in so much
pain that he spit out Lit tle One-Inch and ran away. As the ogre fled, his
magic ham mer fell to the ground.

The prin cess ran and picked up the ham mer. “Lit tle One-Inch, with the
ogre’s magic ham mer, we can make a wish. What do you wish?”

Lit tle One-Inch smiled, “I wish to grow to full size.”

The prin cess waved the magic ham mer in the air and sang, “Lit tle
One-Inch is mighty but small, please let him grow so he can be tall.”

With ev ery wave of the ham mer, Lit tle One-Inch grew, inch by inch by
inch, un til he was a full-size war rior. The prin cess jumped up and down
with joy.

They ran home to her fa ther, and the lord was pleased with Lit tle
One-Inch. The tiny but strong war rior had saved his daugh ter’s life. Lit tle
One-Inch and the prin cess were mar ried, and they lived a happy life, never
to be both ered by ogres again.
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The Magic Bro cade

China

Long ago in China, there lived a mother and her three sons. She was a
widow and had to sup port her boys, so she be gan weav ing bro cades. Over
the years, she grew very skill ful. Her bro cades were made of rich fab ric with
threads of sil ver, gold, and silk. The weaver soon be came fa mous, for she had 
a spe cial gift of mak ing flow ers and birds ap pear as life like as life it self.

One day, the woman sold her bro cades at the mar ket. On her way
home, she saw a breath tak ing paint ing. It was a paint ing of a large field
with a white house in the mid dle. It was filled with beau ti ful gar dens, trees
heavy with ripe fruit, and col or ful birds. She was so en chanted by the paint -
ing that she bought it. When she ar rived home, she showed the paint ing to
her three sons.

She ex claimed, “If only we could live in such a place!”

The el dest son scoffed, “That is but a silly dream, mother.”

The sec ond el dest son also laughed, “You shouldn’t fill your head with
such non sense!”

The youn gest son of fered com fort. “Mother, per haps you could weave
a bro cade like the paint ing. It will be al most as nice as ac tu ally be ing there.”

The woman smiled. “Thank you. That is just what I will do.” She be gan
weav ing and barely stopped to take a rest. She wove late into the night and
in the early morn ing. She wove al though her back ached and her eyes
burned. She would not stop.
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The el der sons com plained, “Mother you weave all day and night and
never sell any thing. We have to work so hard chop ping wood to sell to feed
us all!”

But the youn gest son did not want his mother to worry. “It is okay. I
will chop enough wood for us all.” And he did.

Day af ter day, night af ter night, the woman con tin ued her weav ing. A
year passed. Tears from her eyes dropped onto the bro cade and formed a
spar kling pond. An other year passed. Blood from her eyes dropped onto
the bro cade and pro duced fi ery red flow ers. Fi nally, at the end of the third
year, the woman’s bro cade was fin ished. She stepped back to ad mire her
work when a sud den wind picked up the bro cade, and car ried it out of the
win dow. With a loud cry, she fol lowed the bro cade. But it was too late. It
dis ap peared over the ho ri zon. Fran ti cally, she searched for her beau ti ful
trea sure but it was no where to be found. It had van ished.

Heart bro ken, the weaver be came sick and begged her sons, “Please
find my trea sure. It means more to me than any thing. I put my soul into
that bro cade!”

The el dest jour neyed to find the bro cade. He came to a moun tain pass
where an old, white-haired woman sat in front of a stone horse. She asked
him, “Are you look ing for the beau ti ful bro cade?”

“Yes,” he an swered. “I will do any thing to get it back.”

The old woman said, “Maybe you will and maybe you won’t. The fair -
ies have sto len your mother’s bro cade. They find it so beau ti ful that they are 
copy ing the de sign. If you want to find the bro cade, you must put your two
front teeth in the stone horse’s mouth so he will come to life. Af ter he eats
ten pieces of red fruit from this tree, climb upon him. He will take you to
Sun Moun tain, where the fair ies live. But first, you must pass through
Flame Moun tain and then cross the Sea of Ice. If you shud der even the
slight est, the horse will turn back into stone and you will per ish.”

The el dest son be came afraid. Just the thought of fi ery flames and the
icy sea made him shud der. He did not want to go.

The old woman laughed. “I can see al ready that you will not be able to
stand the jour ney. Take this box of gold and live com fort ably.”

The el dest son took the gold and went hap pily on his way. When he did
not re turn home, the weaver be came more ill. So the sec ond el dest jour -
neyed to find the bro cade. He came to the same moun tain pass where the
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old, white-haired woman sat in front of a stone horse. She asked him, “Are
you look ing for the beau ti ful bro cade?”

“Yes,” he an swered. “I will do any thing to get it back.”

The old woman said, “Maybe you will and maybe you won’t.” Just as
she told his brother be fore him, she ex plained the tasks. The sec ond el dest
son be came afraid. Just the thought of fi ery flames and the icy sea made him 
shud der. He did not want to go.

The old woman laughed. “I can see al ready that you will not be able to
stand the jour ney. Take this box of gold and live com fort ably.”

When the sec ond el dest son did not re turn home, the woman grew
deathly ill. So the youn gest son jour neyed to find the bro cade. He came to
the same moun tain pass where the old, white-haired woman sat in front of
a stone horse. She asked him, “Are you look ing for the beau ti ful bro cade?”

“Yes,” he an swered. “I will do any thing to get it back.”

The old woman said, “Maybe you will and maybe you won’t. The fair ies
have sto len your mother’s bro cade. They find it so beau ti ful that they are
copy ing the de sign. If you want to find the bro cade you must put your two
front teeth in the stone horse’s mouth so he will come to life. Af ter he eats ten
pieces of red fruit from this tree, climb upon him. He will take you to Sun
Moun tain, where the fair ies live. But first, you must pass through Flame
Moun tain and then cross the Sea of Ice. If you shud der even the slight est, the
horse will turn back into stone and you will sink to the bot tom.”

With out think ing twice, the youn gest son took out his two front teeth.
He placed them in the stone horse’s mouth, and it came to life. Af ter the
horse ate ten red fruit from the tree, the youn gest son mounted the horse,
and it sped away to Flame Moun tain. Red and gold flames danced wildly.
The boy urged his horse through the red-hot flames.

Once through the flames, they came to the Sea of Ice. The young man
felt the cold squeez ing his lungs. But he spurred his horse on, and they trav -
eled across the sea. Though the cold numbed him through and through, he
did not even shud der the slight est. When he emerged on the other side, he
saw Sun Moun tain.

They sped up the moun tain side un til he was at the door of a great pal -
ace. He en tered and walked down a long hall way. At the end, he found
shim mer ing fair ies sit ting at a loom, copy ing his mother’s bro cade. One
spoke and said, “We are nearly fin ished copy ing your mother’s bro cade.
Stay the night and we will re turn it to you to mor row.”
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The young man sat down. The fair ies fed him, and he felt re freshed. Fi -
nally, his eyes grew heavy and he fell asleep. One of the fair ies was so sad
that she had to part with the orig i nal bro cade, she em broi dered a pic ture of
her self into it. When the young man awoke, he found the bro cade hang ing
on the wall. He care fully wrapped it up and tied it to his body. He mounted
his horse and gal loped away.

Again, he trav eled through the Sea of Ice and Flame Moun tain. At the
moun tain pass, the old, white-haired woman greeted him with a smile. The
young man re moved his front teeth from the horse, and it turned back into
stone. “What cour age you have, young man,” she said as she handed him a
pair of em broi dered slip pers. “Wear these, and they will bring you home
swiftly.”

He thanked the old woman and donned the slip pers. Soon, he was
home. His mother was in bed, her face pale and her eyes closed. “Mother,”
he whis pered in her ear, “I have your bro cade!”

Im me di ately, her eyes flut tered open. As soon as she saw the bro cade,
her strength re turned. She jumped out of bed and said, “Let us un roll this
trea sure out side!”

When they un rolled the bro cade, a strange and mag i cal thing hap -
pened. The threads of the bro cade trem bled and a large field with a white
house ap peared. Flower-filled gar dens came to life. The trees were heavy
with ripe fruit and col or ful birds flew above. It was ex actly as the woman
had wo ven it ex cept for one thing. Stand ing near the shim mer ing fish pond
was a beau ti ful girl in red. It was the fairy who had em broi dered her self
into the bro cade.

The kind woman was thrilled with her good for tune. The beau ti ful
fairy girl and the youn gest son were mar ried, and they all lived hap pily
ever af ter.
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The Magic
Pa per Charms

Ja pan

Once there was a wise old priest and his ap pren tice who lived in a
moun tain tem ple. The ap pren tice was a young mis chie vous boy who did
not al ways lis ten to his mas ter. The mas ter warned him, “Do not climb up
the moun tain too far, for the Yamanba lives there, a ter ri ble mag i cal moun -
tain woman. She will catch you and eat you up!”

The boy laughed and said, “There is no such thing as a Yamanba, old
man. That is just a wives’ tale.”

The priest shook his head at the boy. “Just in case, you better take these
magic pa per charms. Should you ever meet the Yamanba, you may need
them.” The boy took the charms from the old priest and stuffed them in his
robe pocket, for get ting about them.

One day the boy saw some de li cious chest nut trees up the moun tain.
He loved chest nuts and climbed up the moun tain to gather them. He heard
a noise be hind him and turned to see a kind old woman.

She smiled at him and said, “The chest nuts are ripe and de li cious, but
they need to be cooked. Why don’t you come to my house and I will cook
them for you.” The old woman looked harm less, so the boy agreed.

When they ar rived, the old woman cooked the chest nuts, and the boy
greed ily ate them. He filled his stom ach and be came sleepy. He yawned
and fell asleep.
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A few hours later when the boy awoke, he peeked into the next room
and saw a ter ri ble moun tain woman hunched over a large pot! Her face was 
yel low, her eyes were red, and her tan gled white hair stuck out ev ery -
where. She had long nails and sharp teeth. It was the Yamanba!

“Oh no!” the boy cried out. “The old man was right!” The Yamanba
turned and looked at the boy.

“So you have dis cov ered me! Never mind. You will make a very tasty
din ner!” She slurped as she added spices to the pot.

The boy had to think fast. “I have to go to the bath room,” he said. He
crossed his legs and be gan to dance around.

“Very well,” said the Yamanba im pa tiently. “But I shall see that you do
not es cape!” She tied a strong rope around his waist, and he went into the
bath room.

“I should have lis tened to my mas ter!” said the boy. “Now I am in big
trou ble! I better come up with a plan!”

The Yamanba called, “Are you done yet?”

“Just a min ute. I’ll be out soon,” an swered the boy. It was then that he
re mem bered the magic pa per charms the old priest had given him. He had
an idea. He pulled out one of the charms and stuck it to the wall.

“Magic charm, please pre tend to be me when she calls.” The boy un tied
the rope, climbed out of the win dow and ran as fast as he could.

The Yamanba called again, “Are you done yet?”

“Just a min ute. I’ll be out soon,” an swered the magic pa per charm,
sound ing just like the boy. The Yamanba kept call ing for the boy, and the
pa per charm con tin ued giv ing the same an swer. Be com ing sus pi cious, the
Yamanba fi nally looked into the bath room. “The boy is gone! He tricked
me!” She ran af ter the boy.

Al though the boy had run far, the Yamanba was faster. Soon she was
right be hind him. “Oh no!” cried the boy. He pulled out the sec ond magic
pa per charm and threw it be hind him. “Magic pa per charm, be come a
river!”

A roar ing river rushed be tween the Yamanba and the boy. But she too
had her own magic. She opened her mouth and sucked up the river. Soon,
she was right be hind him again. “Oh no!” cried the boy. He pulled out the
third magic pa per charm and threw it be hind him. “Magic pa per charm, be -
come fire!”
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A blaz ing fire cre ated a wall be tween the Yamanba and the boy. But she
blew the river out of her mouth and put out the fire. The boy ar rived at the
tem ple door and shouted, “Mas ter, mas ter, please let me in. The Yamanba
is go ing to get me! You were right! I prom ise to lis ten to you from now on!”

The priest opened the door and let the boy in. The boy hid in side a jar.
When the Yamanba ar rived, she asked, “Where is that boy who ran in
here?”

The old priest an swered, “There is no boy.”

“Fine. I know you are hid ing him, but I will eat you in stead,” said the
Yamanba.

“Why don’t we play a game over some mochi, some sweet rice cakes?”
asked the old man. The Yamanba licked her lips. She loved mochi, so she
agreed.

As she stuffed a mochi into her big mouth, the old priest said, “I hear
that you can turn your self into any thing you want. Can you turn your self
into some thing big like a moun tain?”

The Yamanba laughed. “Of course I can. That is easy.” In the blink of an
eye, she grew larger and larger un til she be came a moun tain.

The old man clapped his hands. “Most ex cel lent. But I am sure that you
can not turn your self into some thing tiny like a soy bean.”

The Yamanba laughed again. “Of course I can. That is easy.” In the
blink of an eye, she shrank smaller and smaller un til she be came a soy bean.

And just like that, the old man picked up the soy bean with his chop -
sticks and ate it up. Yummy in his tummy. From that time on, the young
boy al ways lis tened to his mas ter, and years later, he be came a wise old
priest him self.
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The Magic Pot

China

Mr. and Mrs. Chin were old and poor. They had a small house in the
moun tains and a tiny patch of land on which they grew fruit and veg e ta -
bles. Mr. Chin would har vest the pro duce and sell it at the mar ket in the
vil lage.

One day, on his way home from the mar ket, he saw a large black pot in
the mid dle of the road. He said, “What a nice pot! Why, with this pot my
wife could cook rice, with this pot my wife could stew, with this pot my
wife could cook soup with noo dles!”

It didn’t seem to be long to any one, so Mr. Chin car ried the heavy pot
home. When Mr. Chin ar rived home, his wife greeted him at the door. He
gave her the pot and said, “This nice pot is for you, dear wife.”

Mrs. Chin was de lighted. She said, “What a splen did pot. Why, with
this pot I could cook rice, with this pot I could stew, with this pot I could
cook soup with noo dles!”

Mr. Chin groaned and rubbed his stom ach. “Wife, please do not speak
to me of food. I am so very hun gry!”

Mrs. Chin said, “I have an idea. Why don’t we use the pot now?! I will
cook some rice.” Mrs. Chin ran to the kitchen and re turned with a bag of
rice. She held the rice over the pot.

What Mr. and Mrs. Chin did not know was that the bag of rice had a
small hole at the bot tom. A sin gle grain of rice fell into the pot. Mrs. Chin
saw it fall and looked in side the pot. “Aaaah!” she screamed.
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“Wife, wife, what is the mat ter?” cried Mr. Chin, think ing that some -
thing was wrong.

Mrs. Chin said, “We have a magic pot!”

Mr. Chin said, “That’s ri dic u lous. It is an or di nary pot. How can it be
magic?”

Mrs. Chin re plied, “One grain of rice fell into the pot and two grains of
rice came out! It is a magic pot that dou bles ev ery thing you place in side it.
I’ll prove it.” Mrs. Chin pulled a chop stick from her hair.

Lo and be hold, one chop stick went into the pot and two chop sticks
came out. Mr. Chin gasped. “It is a magic pot!”

Mrs. Chin was ex cited. “Hus band,” she said, “let us dou ble ev ery thing
we own!” They be gan plac ing ob jects in side the pot. One bowl went into the 
pot and two bowls came out. One mat went into the pot and two mats came
out. One pil low went into the pot and two pil lows came out!

Af ter they had dou bled most of their be long ings, Mrs. Chin had a bril -
liant idea. She went to the back of the house and re turned with a gold coin
in her hand. One gold coin went into the pot and two gold coins came out!

She smiled at Mr. Chin and placed the two gold coins into the magic
pot. Two gold coins went into the pot and four gold coins came out. Four
gold coins went into the pot and eight gold coins came out.

Eight gold coins went into the pot and six teen gold coins came out. Six -
teen gold coins went into the pot and thirty-two gold coins came out.
Thirty-two gold coins went into the pot and sixty-four gold coins came out.

Sixty-four cold coins went into the pot and one hun dred twenty-eight
gold coins came out! One hun dred twenty-eight gold coins went into the
pot and soon, there were too many gold coins to count! Mr. and Mrs. Chin
were rich!

Mr. and Mrs. Chin put the magic pot away in the kitchen, but that night, 
Mrs. Chin could not sleep. She kept think ing about the magic pot! Early in
the morn ing, she crept into the kitchen and pulled out the magic pot.

“Oh, magic pot. You have changed our lives for the better! I love you!”
She bent over to hug the pot and sud denly, Mrs. Chin fell in! One Mrs. Chin
went into the pot and two Mrs. Chins came out! They screamed!

Mr. Chin came run ning, and when he saw two Mrs. Chins, he screamed
too! “I can barely han dle one wife. How will I han dle two?”
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The two Mrs. Chins be gan to ar gue. The first Mrs. Chin said, “I was here 
first. You must leave!”

The sec ond Mrs. Chin said, “He is my hus band too, and I am here to
stay!”

Mr. Chin yelled, “Please stop! Surely, there must be a so lu tion to this
prob lem!”

It was then that the first Mrs. Chin whis pered into the ear of the sec ond
Mrs. Chin. They called Mr. Chin over, and when he was close to the pot,
they pushed Mr. Chin in! One Mr. Chin fell into the pot and two Mr. Chins
came out!

Both sets of Chins looked at each other, and that’s when the first Mrs.
Chin had an other bril liant idea. With the gold from the magic pot, she built
a house next door for the new cou ple. When the neigh bors passed, they
com mented on how much they re sem bled each other. They said, “We must
be see ing dou ble Chins!”
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The Magic Tea ket tle

Ja pan

There was once a priest who loved to drink tea. One day, in an old sec -
ond hand shop, he found a lovely iron tea ket tle. He brought it home and
pol ished it. He put wa ter into the ket tle and placed it over the fire. “I can’t
wait to drink my tea,” said the priest.

The fire blazed and the ket tle be came hot ter and hot ter and hot ter un til
sud denly, a very odd thing hap pened. The ket tle grew the head of a badger, 
four badger feet, and a big bushy badger tail.

The badger tea ket tle hopped off the fire and danced around. “Ooh, ooh, 
ooh, that is hot, hot, hot!” He be gan run ning out the door.

The old priest ran af ter him and caught the badger tea ket tle. As soon as
he picked it up, it turned back into a reg u lar iron tea ket tle. The priest said,
“You must be a be witched tea ket tle. I can not have that kind of mis chief in
my tem ple.”

So the priest found a junkman and sold the tea ket tle for a very small
price. The junkman was pleased to have found such a bar gain. He brought
the tea ket tle home, pol ished it, and placed it in the mid dle of the ta ble.

The ket tle grew the head of a badger, four badger feet, and a big bushy
badger tail. It spoke to the junkman, “Hello.”

The junkman was star tled. “Oh my good ness. Not only have you grown 
a head, legs, and a tail, but you can also talk!”
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The badger tea ket tle said, “That’s right. I am no or di nary tea ket tle. My
name is Bumbuku, which means ‘Good Luck.’ The priest put me over a fire
and burned me, so I tried to run away from him. If you treat me kindly, feed
me rice cakes, and prom ise never to put me over a fire, I will make you a
very rich man.”

The junkman said, “I prom ise. But how will you do that?”

Bumbuku an swered, “I can do all sorts of tricks and peo ple will pay to
see me per form!”

Bumbuku was right. Peo ple from all over the land paid to see
Bumbuku, the Magic Tea ket tle of Good Luck per form. He bal anced on a
tight rope while fan ning him self with one hand and eat ing rice cakes with
the other. The peo ple cheered and cheered for Bumbuku.

Bumbuku and the old junkman be came good friends. As Bumbuku
prom ised, the junkman be came rich. One day, the junkman said,
“Bumbuku, you have been so good to me. You must tire of do ing these
tricks ev ery day. I have all I need now. Per haps you should re turn to the
tem ple and live the rest of your days peace fully.”

Bumbuku cried out, “No, don’t take me back there. The mean priest
will burn me alive if he puts me over the fire!”

The junkman said, “Bumbuku, I will take care of ev ery thing. You will
have no wor ries for the rest of your life.”

The junkman went to the tem ple and told his story to the priest. The
priest said, “If I had known Bumbuku was a magic tea ket tle of good luck, I
would never have placed him over the fire. He is wel come to stay at the
tem ple for as long as he likes.”

So Bumbuku and the old junkman bid each other fare well. Bumbuku
stayed at the tem ple. They never placed Bumbuku over the fire, and they
fed him his fa vor ite food, rice cakes. The old junkman of ten vis ited
Bumbuku, and Bumbuku lived the rest of his days peace fully.
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The Man in the Moon

Viet nam

In a small vil lage of the east ern coun try, there lived a rich land owner
who owned many fields. He had many ser vants work ing for him—among
them, a young boy named Cuoi. Cuoi was kind hearted, hard work ing, and
al ways did what he was told. One day, he was asked to go into the for est to
chop wood.

Cuoi lost his way as he day dreamed about be com ing rich and tak ing a
beau ti ful bride. It was then he saw a wounded baby ti ger on the ground.
Afraid that the cub’s mother would find him, Cuoi hid in a nearby tree. The
baby ti ger groaned in pain.

Sure enough, the mother ti ger re turned to see her cub hurt and cry ing.
She turned around and be gan walk ing to ward Cuoi’s tree. Cuoi was ter ri -
fied. He thought he had been dis cov ered and held his breath. To his sur -
prise, the ti gress walked past his tree to a tree be hind him, climbed up the
other tree, and bit off some leaves.

She re turned to her baby cub and placed the leaves on its wound. Sud -
denly, the wound healed, and the baby ti ger jumped up. Cuoi was as ton -
ished. It was a tree with magic leaves! When the ti gress and her cub left,
Cuoi climbed down from his tree and dug up the magic tree.

Cuoi planted the tree be hind his house and took care of it, wa ter ing its
roots with fresh clean wa ter ev ery day. He pulled off the leaves and made
med i cine with it. When he gave the med i cine to sick peo ple, they were
healed im me di ately. Cuoi soon be came a rich and fa mous doc tor.
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One day, Cuoi was trav el ing home when he wan dered to a small
spring. There, he saw a girl ly ing un con scious on the bank. Feel ing sorry for
her, he picked her up and brought her home. He nursed her back to health
with the magic med i cine from his tree. They fell in love and were mar ried.

All was well ex cept for one thing. Cuoi’s wife could never re mem ber
the in struc tions her hus band gave her. She would ei ther for get them or mis -
un der stand him en tirely. One day, Cuoi was pre par ing to jour ney to the
next vil lage to tend to a sick man. He said, “Give my tree wa ter, clean and
fresh.”

Af ter Cuoi left, his wife tried to re mem ber what he said. “What did he
tell me to do? Oh yes! I re mem ber now! He said, ‘Give my tree gar bage, it
needs trash.’ ” So she brought the trashcan to the tree and dumped all the
gar bage onto its roots. Sud denly, the tree be gan to up root and fly to ward
the sky.

Cuoi’s wife screamed, “Help! Help! The tree is fly ing away!”

Cuoi was nearly home when he heard the cries and saw his tree fly ing
up. He ran and jumped up. Cuoi man aged to grab onto a root as the tree
rose higher and higher.

His wife called out, “Cuoi, come down!”

But Cuoi could not let go. The tree was too high. He hung on and rose
higher and higher un til he reached the moon. The tree set tled down and be -
gan grow ing right on top of the moon!

Soon af ter, a beau ti ful girl ap peared. “I am the Moon Maiden. Wel come
to your new home.”

Al though Cuoi missed his wife very much, he could not leave the
moon. The moon was now his home. To this day, if you look at the moon,
you can see Cuoi and his magic tree.

In Viet nam, when the moon is full in the mid dle of Au gust, there is the
Mid-Au tumn Fes ti val. Par ents buy moon cakes and rice pa per lan terns for
their chil dren. The chil dren carry the lighted lan terns and cel e brate the Au -
tumn Fes ti val with songs. They look up into the night sky and re mem ber
Cuoi and his magic tree. They see the man in the moon.
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Momotaro,
the Peach Boy

Ja pan

There once lived a kind wood cut ter and his wife. More than any thing,
they prayed for a child. One day, when the wood cut ter went into the for est
to work, the old woman went to the river to wash clothes. As she was wash -
ing, she saw a gi ant peach float ing down the river.

She reached in and pulled out the peach. “What a fine peach you are,”
she said. “My hus band will be very pleased to see you.”

She brought the gi ant peach home. The wood cut ter was de lighted, “We
have been blessed. I can not wait to taste this de lec ta ble fruit!”

He was about to carve the peach with a knife when a voice in side cried
out, “Wait, don’t cut me!”

The as ton ished wood cut ter dropped his knife when the peach split
apart and a lit tle boy stood in front of him and his wife. The boy said, “I
have been sent to you in an swer to your prayers.”

The wood cut ter and his wife were de lighted. They named the boy
Momotaro, which means Boy-of-the-Peach. Momotaro grew up to be a fine
young boy. When he was fif teen, he said, “Mother and fa ther, you have
been good par ents. Now I must ven ture off on my own to help my coun try.
Not far from here is Oni Is land, the land of the ogres. I must find a way to
de feat the Oni so that they will stop ter ror iz ing our peo ple.”
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Though the wood cut ter and his wife were sad to see their son leave,
they knew in their hearts that he would re turn. Be fore Momotaro left, his
mother packed him some mil let dump lings.

Momotaro be gan trav el ing to Oni Is land. Along the way, he stopped for 
a bit to eat. As he ate his mil let dump lings, he saw a spot ted dog. The dog
barked, “Rof, rof, rof!” Momotaro of fered the dog his dump lings, and the
dog ate hap pily.

When he fin ished eat ing, the dog asked, “Where are you go ing?”

Momotaro said, “I am go ing to Oni Is land to de feat the ogres.”

“Then I will come with you,” said the dog. “You will need help.”

They be gan trav el ing to Oni Is land when they hap pened upon a mon -
key. The mon key chat tered, “Kia, kia, kia!”

The spot ted dog growled at the mon key, and the two be gan to quar rel.
Momotaro said, “Stop it, both of you. We need to go.”

The mon key asked, “Where are you go ing?”

Momotaro said, “We are go ing to Oni Is land to de feat the ogres.”

“Then I will come with you,” said the mon key. “You will both need
help.”

They be gan trav el ing to Oni Is land when a pheas ant jumped out in
front of them. The dog and the mon key were about to at tack the pheas ant
when Momotaro said, “Stop it, all of you. Eat some mil let dump lings. We
need to go.”

The an i mals hap pily gob bled up the mil let dump lings. The pheas ant
asked, “Where are you go ing?

Momotaro said, “We are go ing to Oni Is land to de feat the ogres.”

“Then I will come with you,” said the pheas ant. “You will all need
help.”

Dur ing the jour ney, a strange thing hap pened. The three an i mals, who
did not nor mally get along, be came friends. They ar rived at the sea’s edge
and Momotaro and the an i mals built a boat. They crossed the ocean to Oni
Is land, the land of the ogres.

As they ap proached the is land, they saw the ugly ogres. Momotaro an -
nounced, “Sur ren der now be fore you re gret it!”

The ogres laughed, “Ho, ho, ho, ho, ho! You will never de feat us, lit tle
boy, with your puny an i mal army! Ho, ho, ho, ho, ho!”
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The ogres un der es ti mated the power of de ter mi na tion. Momotaro and
his friends charged the ogres. The pheas ant pecked at them, the mon key
scratched at them, and the dog bit their legs. Momotaro waved his sword
high and asked, “Now will you sur ren der?”

The ogres wea rily agreed that Momotaro and his an i mal friends had de -
feated them, and so the ogres sur ren dered and prom ised to stop ter ror iz ing
the peo ple of Ja pan. They also pre sented Momotaro with the most won der ful 
trea sure you can imag ine: gold, sil ver, pre cious jew els, and magic ob jects.

Momotaro loaded their boat with the trea sure and re turned home.
Momotaro and his friends were cel e brated heroes. They had their friend -
ship and all the mil let dump lings they could eat. From that time on, their
lives were just, well, peachy.
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The Mon key
and the Croc o dile

Phil ip pines

Mon key lived in a great big, beau ti ful tree, and that tree was cov ered
with his fa vor ite fruit in the whole world—man gos. Mon key loved to eat
the golden, ripe, and juicy man gos.

One day, croc o dile swam downriver. He stopped in front of Mon key’s
tree. Mon key was eat ing a sweet, de li cious mango when Croc o dile asked,
“Mon key, what are you do ing?”

Mon key re plied, “Ooooo, Aaaaaaa. I am eat ing man gos.”

Croc o dile asked, “Mangos? What’s a mango?”

“A mango is a sweet, de li cious fruit that is yummy in your tummy.
Would you like to try one?”

Croc o dile an swered, “Uh-huh.”

So Mon key reached up, grabbed a sweet, de li cious mango, and threw it
down to Croc o dile. Croc o dile ate the mango and said, “Mmmmm. Yummy. 
Do you have any more?”

Mon key reached up, grabbed an other sweet, de li cious mango, and
threw it down to Croc o dile. Croc o dile ate the mango and said, “Mmmm.
Yummy!” Ev ery day, Croc o dile would swim down river and say, “Hey
mon key, do you have any man gos?”
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Mon key would reach up, grab a sweet, de li cious mango, and throw it
down to Croc o dile. Be cause Croc o dile vis ited ev ery day, he and Mon key
be came very good friends.

One day, Chief Croc o dile found out that Croc o dile was friends with
Mon key. He de vised a plan to get Mon key to the vil lage. He pre tended to
be very sick. Croc o dile asked, “What’s wrong, Chief?”

The chief an swered, “I am very sick. I need the heart of a mon key to get
better. You must go and bring Mon key to the vil lage. Tell him that we are
hav ing a party in his honor and in vite him. Then swim him on your back
here.”

Croc o dile and Mon key were friends and Croc o dile did not want to
bring Mon key to the vil lage. But he did not dare dis obey his chief.

So Croc o dile swam down river. When he ar rived at Mon key’s tree, he
shouted, “Hey, Mon key!”

Mon key poked his head out of the tree and an swered, “Hi, Croc o dile!
Do you want a mango?”

Croc o dile an swered, “Ac tu ally, my chief sent me here to in vite you to a
party in your honor.”

Mon key was ex cited. He jumped up and down. “Oooooo. Aaaaaaa. A
party? I like par ties.” He climbed down the tree and stood in front of Croc o -
dile. “But how will I get there? I can not swim.”

“You can hop on my back and I will swim you there,” an swered Croc o dile.

So Mon key hopped onto Croc o dile’s back, and they be gan swim ming
up river. Then in the mid dle of the river Croc o dile stopped. “Mon key,
there’s some thing I must tell you. My chief is not re ally throw ing a party in
your honor. He sent me to get you be cause he is sick and needs the heart of a 
mon key to cure him.”

Mon key said, “The heart of a mon key? Re ally? I wish you’d told me
that in the first place. I never travel with my heart. I left it up in my tree. If
you swim me back to my tree, I’ll go get it.”

Croc o dile an swered, “Okay.” And he swam down river, stop ping in
front of Mon key’s tree. Mon key hopped off his back and climbed up the
tree.

Croc o dile waited and waited and waited. Fi nally, he called out, “Hey,
Mon key!”
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Mon key poked his head out of his tree, made a big mon key face, stuck
his tongue out, and said, “Prrrrrrrr.” He reached up, grabbed a sweet, de li -
cious mango and threw it at Croc o dile, hit ting him square on the nose.
“Take that to your chief! Who is the big ger fool now?”

Croc o dile swam off, leav ing Mon key in the mango tree. That is how
Mon key out smarted Croc o dile. To this day, mon keys and croc o diles stay in 
their sep a rate parts of the jun gle. If you ever walk through the jun gle, watch 
out. Be cause mon keys still throw things from the tops of the trees, think ing
it might be a croc o dile com ing back to trick them.
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The Mouse’s Wed ding

Ja pan

Long ago, there lived a rich mouse who had a beau ti ful daugh ter
named Sachiko. Sachiko had a suitor, a hand some but poor mouse by the
name of Makoto. Makoto wanted to marry Sachiko.

One day, Makoto came to visit the fam ily. They sat at the ta ble and
drank tea. Fa ther Mouse, “I wish to marry Sachiko. May I have your
per mis sion?”

Fa ther Mouse laughed. “I am a rich mouse. My daugh ter can not marry
a com mon mouse like you. She must marry the might i est crea ture in the
world.”

Makoto an swered, “Fa ther Mouse, I prom ise to work hard and give
Sachiko ev ery thing that she needs.” But Fa ther Mouse would not hear of it
and sent Makoto away.

Fa ther Mouse spoke to his wife. “Wife, Sachiko has a suitor, a com mon
mouse. But I can not let my daugh ter marry un less she mar ries the might i est 
crea ture in the world. Ev ery one knows the might i est one is Mr. Sun.”

Mother Mouse nod ded. “Of course. Per haps you should see him and
ask him to marry our Sachiko.” Fa ther Mouse thought it was a good idea
and set off to see the Sun.

When he ar rived, he greeted the Sun with a bow. “Good day, Mr. Sun. I
want my daugh ter to marry the might i est crea ture in the world. Since you
bring light to the world, you must be the might i est.”
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The Sun smiled, “I am flat tered but I am afraid I am not the might i est.
When Mr. Cloud passes by, he cov ers my face, there fore, he must be the
might i est.”

Fa ther Mouse thanked the Sun and con tin ued on his jour ney. When he
found the Cloud, he greeted him with a bow. “Good Day, Mr. Cloud. I want 
my daugh ter to marry the might i est crea ture in the world. Since you cover
Mr. Sun, you must be the might i est.”

The Cloud smiled, “I am flat tered, but I am afraid I am not the might i -
est. When Mr. Wind co mes near, he blows me across the sky, there fore, he
must be the might i est.”

Fa ther Mouse thanked the Cloud and con tin ued on his jour ney. When
he found the Wind, he greeted him with a bow. “Good Day, Mr. Wind. I
want my daugh ter to marry the might i est crea ture in the world. Since you
blow Mr. Cloud across the sky, you must be the might i est.”

The Wind smiled, “I am flat tered, but I am afraid I am not the might i est.
When I ap proach Mr. Wall, he stops me in my tracks, there fore, he must be
the might i est.”

Fa ther Mouse thanked the Wind and con tin ued on his jour ney. When
he found the Wall, he greeted him with a bow. “Good Day, Mr. Wall. I want
my daugh ter to marry the might i est crea ture in the world. Since you stop
Mr. Wind in his tracks, you must be the might i est.”

The Wall smiled, “I am flat tered, but I am afraid I am not the might i est.
Do you see that hole in me? That hole is made by the might i est crea ture
around. He has the power to chew right through me!”

Fa ther Mouse asked, “Hon or able Mr. Wall, what crea ture has that kind
of power?”

The Wall laughed. “Why, it’s the mouse! You mice must be the might i -
est and stron gest crea tures in the world!”

Fa ther Mouse was sur prised. He thanked the Wall and jour neyed
home. And you can guess what hap pened next! Fa ther Mouse granted
Makoto per mis sion to marry Sachiko be cause the mouse was, af ter all, the
might i est crea ture in the world! And they lived hap pily ever af ter. Squeak!
Squeak!
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The No ble Frog

China

In Old Cathay, there lived a Chi nese gen eral and his wife. They prayed
for a baby. It seemed as though their prayers were be ing an swered, for the
wife con ceived and gave birth. But the birth was a great shock to ev ery one
for she did not give birth to a baby but to a frog as large as an in fant child!

The mother of the frog had no choice but to set him loose in the gar den.
He re turned daily for his food and grew in size. The frog’s fa ther was away
fight ing a civil war. Word reached the fam ily that he had been cap tured.

The frog spoke to his un cle. “Un cle, you must take me to the cas tle so
that I may ask the em peror to help me save my fa ther’s life.”

No sooner had they ar rived at the cas tle when they heard the em peror
de cree, “Who ever ban ishes the re bels and sets my gen eral free can marry
Mei Ling, my only daugh ter.”

Mei Ling was of un com mon beauty. The moon paled in com par i son to
her glow ing splen dor. She had a smile that stole many hearts.

When the frog saw Mei Ling, his heart leaped with joy. Not only would
he de feat the en e mies and bring his fa ther home, he would also win the
hand of the lovely prin cess!

The frog in sisted on an au di ence with the em peror. When he was
brought be fore the em peror, the frog bowed low. “Most hon or able em -
peror, my fa ther is the gen eral of your army. He has been cap tured by en -
emy troops. I wish to free him and bring him home, but I re quest your
help.”
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The em peror looked at the frog with dis be lief. “How can you, a lowly
frog, ex pect to de feat my en emy? Nev er the less, I will help you only be cause 
your fa ther has given me many years of loyal ser vice and I wish his safe re -
turn. I will give you a horse and a few sol diers. That is all.”

The frog thanked the em peror and set off on his white horse with his
tiny army. They trav eled to the far re gion of the land and faced the em -
peror’s en emy. When the en emy army saw the cav alry the em peror had
sent, they roared with laugh ter. There was no way this tiny army and ri dic -
u lous frog on a white horse could de feat them.

They charged the frog and his army. The frog spit poi son that rained
upon his en emy. The poi son par a lyzed them and the frog and his sol diers
res cued the gen eral and the other im pris oned sol diers.

There was much re joic ing when the frog re turned a hero. He had saved
his fa ther the gen eral and freed the em peror’s army. The frog said to the
em peror, “You pro claimed that who ever freed the gen eral and de feated the 
en emy could marry Mei Ling, your only daugh ter.”

The em peror was aghast! There was no way he would al low an un -
sightly crea ture like this frog marry his daugh ter. Fi nally he said, “Come
back to mor row. If you can pick out my daugh ter from a group of maid ens,
you may have her hand in mar riage.”

That night the frog dreamed that the prin cess wore a yel low chry san the -
mum in her hair. The next day, the em peror had Mei Ling and all the maid ens
dress alike. Mei Ling had placed a beau ti ful yel low chry san the mum in her
hair. The frog hopped to Mei Ling and tugged at her gown with his mouth.

The em peror was not happy but he had to keep his word. The frog
asked for a suit to be made for the wed ding, and the em peror scoffed,
“What good will a suit do a frog?”

The frog an swered, “The clothes make a man.” So a suit was made for the
frog. When the frog put on the suit, he shed his frog skin and be came a dash ing 
young man. Mei Ling was ec static. The frog man and Mei Ling were mar ried.

The em peror couldn’t un der stand how the young man fit into a frog’s
skin so he stole the skin and tried it on. Once he put the skin on, he was no
lon ger able to take it off. The dis be liev ing em peror had no choice but to al -
low his new son-in-law to rule in his place.

From that mo ment for ward, Mei Ling and her hus band ruled wisely
and justly. As for the old em peror, he be came ac cus tomed to his life as a
frog and spent the rest of his days hop ping hap pily about the pal ace gar -
dens and sleep ing on a grand lily pad. And they lived hap pily for the rest of
their days.
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The Pur ple
Hen Spar row

In dia

One day Hen Spar row was sit ting on the edge of a cloth maker’s pot of
dye. She fell in, and when she flew out, she was pur ple!

Hen Spar row flew home un aware of her fate. When her hus band, Cock
Spar row saw her, he was star tled. Never be fore had he seen a pur ple bird.
“Who are you?” he asked.

“It is I, Hen Spar row,” his wife an swered. Cock Spar row was shocked.
He flew into a state of frenzy and be came so up set that his feath ers fell off.
He flew to a nearby Pipal tree, sat on the branches, and cried.

Pipal asked, “Cock Spar row, what is wrong?”

Cock Spar row an swered,

“Hen Spar row is dyed pur ple, now I feel blue.

Tell me, tell me, what shall I do?”

Cock Spar row’s sad ness be came Pipal’s sad ness, and she, too, be gan
cry ing. She was so up set that she dropped her leaves.

Af ter a while, Buf falo came by to rest in the shade of Pipal’s leaves. He
was shocked to see that Pipal was bare.

Buf falo asked, “Pipal, what is wrong?”

Pipal an swered,

“Hen Spar row is dyed pur ple, now I feel blue
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Tell me, tell me, what shall I do?

Cock Spar row lost his feath ers,

So I have dropped my leaves.”

Pipal’s sad ness be came Buf falo’s sad ness, and he, too, be gan cry ing. He
was so up set that he cast his horns. Af ter a while, he went for a drink from
the river.

When River saw Buf falo with out his horns, River asked, “Buf falo, what
is wrong?”

Buf falo an swered,

“Hen Spar row is dyed pur ple, now I feel blue.

Tell me, tell me, what shall I do?

Cock Spar row lost his feath ers,

Pipal dropped her leaves,

So I have cast my horns.”

Buf falo’s sad ness be came River’s sad ness, and she, too, be gan cry ing.
She was so up set that she be came salty.

Soon af ter, Pea cock came to the river for a drink. When he tasted the
salty wa ter, he asked, “River what is wrong?”

River an swered,

“Hen Spar row is dyed pur ple, now I feel blue,

Tell me, tell me, what shall I do?

Cock Spar row lost his feath ers,

Pipal dropped her leaves,

Buf falo cast his horns,

So I have be come salty.”

River’s sad ness be came Pea cock’s sad ness, and he too, be gan cry ing.
He was so up set that he plucked his bril liant plume. He walked to the vil -
lage and sat by the shop keeper’s store. When the shop keeper saw Pea cock
with out his plume, he asked, “Pea cock, what is wrong?”

Pea cock an swered,

“Hen Spar row is dyed pur ple, now I feel blue,

Tell me, tell me, what shall I do?

Cock Spar row lost his feath ers,

Pipal dropped her leaves,
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Buf falo cast his horns,

River be came salty,

So I have plucked my plume.”

Pea cock’s sad ness be came the shop keeper’s sad ness, and he, too, be gan 
cry ing. He wept and wailed un til he lost his senses. The king’s cook came to
buy some pep per and curry, but the shop keeper gave her gar lic and rice.
See ing that the shop keeper had lost his senses, the cook asked, “Shop -
keeper, what is wrong?”

Shop keeper an swered,

“Hen Spar row is dyed pur ple, now I feel blue.

Tell me, tell me, what shall I do?

Cock Spar row lost his feath ers,

Pipal dropped her leaves,

Buf falo cast his horns,

River be came salty,

Pea cock plucked his plume,

So I have lost my senses.”

The shop keeper’s sad ness be came the cook’s sad ness, and she, too, be -
gan cry ing. The cook walked back to the pal ace. She moaned and she
mourned. When the queen saw the cook’s dis tress, she asked, “Cook, what
is wrong?”

Cook an swered,

“Hen Spar row is dyed pur ple, now I feel blue.

Tell me, tell me, what shall I do?

Cock Spar row lost his feath ers,

Pipal dropped her leaves,

Buf falo cast his horns,

River be came salty,

Pea cock plucked his plume,

Shop keeper lost his senses,

So I shed my tears.”

The cook’s sad ness be came the queen’s sad ness, and she, too, be gan
cry ing. The queen danced un til she was al most out of breath. When her son
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saw her danc ing, he be gan drum ming. When the king saw the prince drum -
ming, he be gan strum ming the zither. The cook be gan sing ing,

“Hen Spar row is dyed pur ple, now we feel blue.

Tell us, tell us, what shall we do?

Cock Spar row lost his feath ers,

Pipal dropped her leaves,

Buf falo cast his horns,

River be came salty,

Pea cock plucked his plume,

Shop keeper lost his senses,

Cook shed her tears,

So with mu sic, your maj es ties mourn.”

The pal ace’s sad ness be came the peo ple’s sad ness, and they, too, be gan
cry ing. And that is how ev ery one came to mourn the Hen Spar row’s fate.

As for the Hen Spar row, she was fine. When she saw her re flec tion in
the wa ter, she thought, “I look pretty in pur ple.” She flittered and flut tered
with joy. To this day, Hen Spar row proudly preens her pur ple feath ers.
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Shen and the
Magic Brush

China

There was once a boy named Shen. But he was no or di nary boy, for
Shen was blessed with ex traor di nary tal ent. When he dipped his brush in
paint and stroked the color on a sur face, his paint ings came to life.

One day, Shen heard the sweet chirp ing of crick ets. It made him want to 
paint a cricket. So he dipped his brush and be gan paint ing on the road.

A her ald from the Im pe rial Pal ace hap pened to be walk ing along.
“Stop!” he cried, “You are de fac ing the prop erty of the em press of China!”
The man looked down and saw Shen’s cricket. Sud denly, the cricket came
to life and jumped up.

“I can’t be lieve it!” the man said. “It’s magic!” He brought Shen to the
Im pe rial Pal ace to meet the em press.

The em press looked at Shen and said, “I am very un happy. My pal ace is 
dreary. And I am weary. Paint me some thing ex traor di nary to make me
happy.”

Shen thought for a mo ment and then bent down. He dipped his brush
and painted some thing ex traor di nary. When Shen was fin ished, he picked
it up. It was a col or ful, ripe peach.

The em press cried, “A peach! You paint me an or di nary peach?! You
should be pun ished!” She or dered Shen to the dun geon and took away his
brush.
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The em press said, “His brush must con tain the magic. Paint me a
golden throne!” The her ald picked up the brush and be gan paint ing but
noth ing hap pened. Many tried, but no one could get the brush to work.

Frus trated, the her ald threw the brush into the dun geon. Shen was
lonely in the dun geon by him self but now he had his brush so he be gan
paint ing. With ev ery stroke of the brush, he felt better.

Shen painted roll ing hills, tall bam boo, a beau ti ful panda, and a ma jes -
tic stal lion. The walls shim mered with beauty and then came to life. The
horse looked at Shen and whin nied.

“Yes,” said Shen, “I would like to go home.” He climbed upon the
horse’s back. The em press heard the sound of the horse and or dered the
dun geon door opened. Ev ery one was sur prised to see Shen gal lop ing
away.

The royal her ald and the em press’ guards jumped on their horses and
chased af ter Shen. Shen painted a large wa ter fall, but they passed right
through it. Shen then painted a grove of bam boo trees, but they stam peded
through it.

Fi nally, Shen painted a val ley be hind him. The royal her ald and the Im -
pe rial guards saw it, but it was too late. Down they fell!

The em press fol lowed too, but on foot. She be came lost for ever in
Shen’s elab o rate land scape. As for Shen, he re turned home to his fam ily. He 
never once painted for gain. Shen only painted things that made the world
more beau ti ful.
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The Sing ing Tur tle

Ja pan

In the land of the ris ing sun, there lived two broth ers. One was hard -
work ing, and the other was lazy. The hard work ing brother cared for his sick
mother, fix ing her sup per even af ter a long day work ing in the rice fields.

On the other hand, the lazy brother was never sat is fied with any thing
and al ways com plained. No mat ter how hard the other brother worked, the 
fam ily never had any money be cause the lazy brother spent it all.

One day, the hard work ing brother said to his mother, “I am go ing into
town to sell this wood to make us some money. When I re turn, I will make
us sup per.”

The lazy brother just yawned and lay in bed. Their mother said, “Don’t
work too hard, son.”

The hard work ing brother went into town and stayed all day. Un for tu -
nately, he did not sell a sin gle stick. Dis cour aged, he be gan trav el ing back
home through the for est. He sat down in front of a tree near a pond where
he of ten ate lunch.

He be gan to cry. “I have not sold a sin gle stick! My fam ily will have no
sup per to night!”

Sud denly, he heard a voice. “Why are you cry ing?”

The young man looked around and saw no one. The voice spoke again,
“Your nose is run ning. You’d better wipe it.”

Sur prised, the young man looked around again. “Who is speak ing?” he
asked.
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“I am,” said the voice. “Look down.”

The brother looked down and saw a small tur tle. He dried his tears and
wiped his nose on his sleeve. “I didn’t know tur tles could talk!” he said, sur prised.

The tur tle re plied, “Not only can I talk, I can sing too! Any way, why
were you cry ing?”

The young man told the tur tle the whole story. When he was fin ished,
the tur tle said, “Since you have fed me so of ten, it is my turn to feed you.”

The brother said, “I don’t want to eat you! Be sides, I have never fed you
be fore.”

The tur tle laughed. “No, silly! That’s not what I meant. I will sing for
you when you bring me into town. Peo ple will pay to hear me sing. You can
keep the money. It is my gift to you since I have been eat ing your left overs
and crumbs ev ery time you eat your lunch here.”

So the young man agreed and took the tur tle into town. The tur tle was
right. Though the tur tle did not sing very well, peo ple dropped many coins
in the bas ket to hear him sing be cause it was such a strange and won drous
sight to see and hear a tur tle sing ing.

When the young man re turned home, he in tro duced his mother to the
tur tle and told her the whole story. She said, “You are a fine tur tle! Thank
you for your kind ness!”

The next day, the hard work ing brother was bath ing the tur tle. The lazy
brother said, “Give me that tur tle. I bet I could bring home more money
than you!” He snatched the tur tle from his brother and ran into town.

When the towns peo ple gath ered, the lazy brother bragged about how
the tur tle could sing. The towns peo ple dropped their coins in the bas ket
and waited for tur tle’s song. But the tur tle wouldn’t open his mouth. He re -
fused to sing, re main ing si lent.

The lazy brother be gan to yell, “Sing, tur tle sing!” But still, the tur tle
stayed quiet and re treated into his shell.

The towns peo ple be gan to yell, “Give us our money back. That’s just an
or di nary tur tle. You tricked us!” They were so an gry that they chased him
out of town.

Tur tle walked home to the fam ily’s house. The mother and the hard -
work ing brother were so glad to see the tur tle. The tur tle told them the
story. The mother and hard work ing brother in vited the tur tle to live with
them, and he sang hap pily for the rest of his days. They al ways had enough
to eat, and their lives were filled with laugh ter and song.
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Wa ter melon

Viet nam

Many moons ago, there lived a great king. The king had a son named
An-Tiem. An-Tiem was lazy and of ten dis agreed with his fa ther. This made 
the king so an gry that he ban ished An-Tiem and his wife to a de serted is -
land, hop ing that An-Tiem would learn to be come a more pro duc tive per -
son.

An-Tiem was al lowed to take a small por tion of dried food. The dried
food lasted one month, and af ter that, An-Tiem and his wife, Minh, had to
for age for their own food.

They lived in a rock cave, and there were no trees or an i mals on the de -
serted is land. Life was very hard, and they fished at the wa ter’s edge or dug 
for clams in the sand.

One day, An-Tiem found a group of noisy crows de scend ing from the
sky. They were fight ing over what An-Tiem thought was meat. An-Tiem
and his wife hun gered for meat so they were de ter mined to take it from the
crows.

Gath er ing stones from the beach, An-Tiem threw them at the crows.
Pelted by the stones, the crows were fright ened and flew away.

An-Tiem ran to gather the meat, but when he saw the food, he dis cov -
ered that it was not meat at all. It was some type of fruit. An-Tiem was dis -
ap pointed, but he brought the strange fruit to his wife.

The fruit had a hard, dark green shell. Pep pered with small black seeds,
the in side of the fruit was as red as ru bies. It was juicy and when An-Tiem
and his wife ate the fruit, it melted in their mouths.
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Minh ex claimed, “Oh, this fruit is de li cious! It’s as sweet as honey and
its juice is as re fresh ing as wa ter!”

An-Tiem agreed. “This fruit is so good; we shall plant it and cul ti vate it.
From this fruit we can eat and drink. But what shall we call it?”

Minh said, “It is a melon full of wa ter—let’s call it wa ter melon!”

An-Tiem and Minh tilled a large por tion of land. They planted the wa -
ter melon seeds, and vines grew quickly, pro duc ing many more wa ter mel -
ons. Soon, the is land had so many wa ter mel ons that An-Tiem and his wife
could not eat them all.

They left some of the mel ons for the birds, and when the birds flew in,
An-Tiem caught a few and roasted them for din ner. Life was get ting eas ier,
but An-Tiem and his wife were lonely.

An-Tiem came up with an idea. “Our wa ter mel ons are so de li cious that
I know other peo ple will want to eat them. Let’s carve our names into the
hulls and set them afloat. Oth ers will dis cover the fruit and word will travel
to my fa ther that we have dis cov ered a new fruit. The fruit can help bring
money to our coun try, and my fa ther will for give me.”

Minh agreed. “That is a fine idea, hus band.” They set to work right
away and carved their names into many wa ter mel ons. They threw them
into the sea, and the wa ter mel ons trav eled far and wide.

Fish er men picked up the fruit and were de lighted with the wa ter -
melon’s sweet taste. They found An-Tiem’s is land and asked An-Tiem to
ex change his wa ter mel ons for food, clothes, and money.

In less than a year, many peo ple moved to An-Tiem and Minh’s is land.
They cul ti vated wa ter melon and be came rich. Word reached An-Tiem’s fa -
ther, the king. When the king heard this news, he was pleased. An-Tiem
had proven him self.

It was around the time of the New Year. An-Tiem was for given, and he
and his wife re turned to the pal ace. They taught the peo ple how to cul ti vate
wa ter melon. They con tin ued to pros per and live the rest of their days in
hap pi ness.

To this day, the peo ple of Viet nam plant wa ter mel ons, and this story
is told to chil dren. Dur ing the New Year’s cel e bra tion, wa ter melon is
served to honor An-Tiem. Since then, wa ter melon has been a sym bol of
for give ness.
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“The Bat tle Be tween Wind and Rain” was adapted from “The Bat tle of the Wind and the Rain” in
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Wyndham (New York: Julian Messner, a Di vi sion of Si mon & Schuster, 1971).
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dren’s Fa vor ite Sto ries ed ited by Flor ence Sakade (Rutl and, VT: Charles E. Tuttle, 1958); “The
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“The Her mit and the Worms” was adapted from “The Her mit and the Two Mag gots” in Phil ip pine
Myths & Leg ends by Gaudencio V. Aquino (Quezon City, Phil ip pines: Na tional Book Store,
1992) and “The Her mit and the Two Worms” in Fil i pino Chil dren’s Fa vor ite Sto ries re told by Li -
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by Kevin Crossley-Hol land (Ox ford, Eng land: Ox ford Uni ver sity Press, 1998) and “The Magic 
Bro cade” in Best-Loved Folk tales of the World ed ited by Joanna Cole (New York: An chor Books,
1982).

“The Magic Pa per Charms” was adapted from a Jap a nese Kamishibai play by Miyoko Matsutani
called The Three Magic Charms (New York: Twin kle Tales for Kids, 2002) and “Sanmai no
Ofuda” from Folk Leg ends of Ja pan Website: http://web-Ja pan.org/kidsweb/folk.html.

“The Magic Pot” was adapted from “Two of Ev ery thing” in The Arbuthnot An thol ogy of Chil dren’s
Lit er a ture, Third Edi tion ed ited by May Hill Arbuthnot (Glenview, IL: Scott, Foresman, 1961)
and Two of Ev ery thing by Lily Toy Hong (Mor ton Grove, IL: Al bert Whit man, 1993).

“The Magic Tea ket tle” was adapted from “The Magic Tea ket tle” in Jap a nese Chil dren’s Fa vor ite Sto -
ries ed ited by Flor ence Sakade (Rutl and, VT: Charles E. Tuttle, 1958); “The Magic Ket tle” in
Best-Loved Folk tales se lected by Joanna Cole (New York: Ban tam Books by Doubleday 1982);
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ford, Eng land: Ox ford Uni ver sity Press, 1958); and “Bunbuku Chagama” from Folk Leg ends
of Ja pan Website: http://web-Ja pan.org/kidsweb/folk.html.

“The Man in the Moon” was adapted from “The Man in the Moon” in Flight into Fan tasy: A Col lec -
tion of Viet nam ese Tales trans lated by Minh Thuy Tran (Ma ple Grove, MN: Mini-World, 1985)
and “The Mi rac u lous Ban yan Tree” from Sky Leg ends of Viet nam by Lynette Dyer Vuong (New 
York: HarperCollins Chil dren’s Books, 1993).

“Momotaro, the Peach Boy” was adapted from “Peach Boy” in Jap a nese Chil dren’s Fa vor ite Sto ries
ed ited by Flor ence Sakade (Rutl and, VT: Tuttle Pub lish ing, 1953); a Jap a nese Kamishibai Play
by Miyoko Matsutani called Momotaro the Peach Boy (New York: Twin kle Tales for Kids, 1998);
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Phil ip pine Leg ends by Gaudencio V. Aquino (Ma nila, Phil ip pines: Na tional Book Store, 1972)
and “The Mon key and The Croc o dile” in Fa vor ite Folk tales from Around the World ed ited by
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“The Mouse’s Wed ding” was adapted from a Jap a nese Kamishibai play called “The Mouse’s
Wed ding” by Seishi Horio (New York: Twin kle Tales for Kids, 1997); The Mouse Bride by Joy
Crowley (New York: Scho las tic, 1995); “The Beau ti ful Mouse Girl” in Jap a nese Folk tales by
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2004); “Ma Liang and His Magic Brush” in Tales the Peo ple Tell in China by Rob ert Wyndham
(New York: Julian Messner, a di vi sion of Si mon & Schuster, 1971); and Liang and the Magic
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http://kicon.com/sto ries/wa ter melon/e_index.html.
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Fol low ing are some print and Web re sources that will help you to cre ate your own Kamishibai
Story The ater.

Bib li og ra phy
de Las Casas, Dianne. Story Fest: Craft ing Story The ater Scripts. Teacher Ideas Press, 2005.

Gillard, Marni. Story Teller Story Teacher. Sten house Pub lish ers, 1996.

Grif fin, Barbara Budge. Stu dents as Sto ry tell ers: The Long and Short of Learn ing a Story. Grif fin
McKay, 1995.

Kinghorn, Har riet R., and Pel ton, Mary Helen. Ev ery Child a Sto ry teller: A Hand book of Ideas. Teacher 
Ideas Press, 1991.

Na tional Sto ry tell ing Net work. Tales as Tools. The Na tional Sto ry tell ing Press, 1994.

Say, Allen. Kamishibai Man. Hought on Mifflin Com pany, 2005.

Sima, Judy, and Cordi, Kevin. Rais ing Voices: Youth Sto ry tell ing Groups and Troupes. Li brar ies Un -
lim ited, 2003.

Webliography
The World Wide Web is a great place for story re search. Here are some of my fa vor ite sources for
Asian folk tales and in for ma tion on Kamishibai.

Ashliman’s Folk tales and Fairytales: http://www.pitt.edu/~dash/ashliman.html

Pro fes sor D. L. Ashliman, through the Uni ver sity of Pitts burgh, main tains one of the
most com pre hen sive Websites on folk and fairy tales.

Ab so lutely Whootie Sto ries to Grow By: http://www.storiestogrowby.com

A fab u lous site with folk and fairy tales from around the world de vel oped es pe cially
for kids. Teach ers will en joy the les son plans and ed u ca tional con tent of the site.
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Aaron Shepard’s Folk tales: http://www.aaronshep.com/sto ries/folk.html

Chil dren’s Au thor Aaron Shepard of fers an ex ten sive col lec tion of folk tales, myths,
and leg ends, in clud ing sto ries from Ja pan and China.

Folk Leg ends of Ja pan: http://web-Ja pan.org/kidsweb/folk.html

With eigh teen il lus trated tra di tional Jap a nese folk tales, this site is a goldmine of
Kamishibai sto ries.

Kamishibai for Kids: http://www.kamishibai.com

Filled with great in for ma tion on Kamishibai, this is the site to pur chase mod ern
Kamishibai card sets and the Kamishibai stage.

Na tional Clear ing house for U.S.–Ja pan Stud ies: http://www.in di ana.edu/~Ja pan/kamishibai/
in dex.html

View a Kamishibai story, “The Ogre Who Sank Down to the Bot tom of the Sea”; ac -
cess a Kamishibai teacher study guide; and find a bevy of in for ma tion on Ja pan. This site
is great for a unit on Ja pan.
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