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This collection of Japanese fairy tales has 
been translated from the modern version 
written by Sadanami Sanjin. These stories 
are not literal translations, and though the 
Japanese story and all quaint Japanese 
expressions have been faithfully preserved, 
they have been told more with the view to 
interest young readers of the West than the 
technical student of folk-lore
At all times, among my friends, both young 
and old, English or American, I have always 
found eager listeners to the beautiful le-
gends and fairy tales of Japan, and in telling 
them I have also found that they were still 
unknown to the vast majority, and this has 
encouraged me to write them for the chil-
dren of the West.

Y. T. O. 
Tokio, 1908.
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MY LORD BAG OF RICE

Long, long ago there lived, in Japan a brave warrior known to all as Tawa-
ra Toda, or “My Lord Bag of Rice.” His true name was Fujiwara Hidesato, 
and there is a very interesting story of how he came to change his name.
One day he sallied forth in search of adventures, for he had the nature of 
a warrior and could not bear to be idle. So he buckled on his two swords, 
took his huge bow, much taller than himself, in his hand, and slinging his 
quiver on his back started out. He had not gone far when he came to the 
bridge of Seta-no-Karashi spanning one end of the beautiful Lake Biwa. 
No sooner had he set foot on the bridge than he saw lying right across 
his path a huge serpent-dragon. Its body was so big that it looked like the 
trunk of a large pine tree and it took up the whole width of the bridge. 
One of its huge claws rested on the parapet of one side of the bridge, 
while its tail lay right against the other. The monster seemed to be asleep, 
and as it breathed, fire and smoke came out of its nostrils.
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At first Hidesato could not help feeling alarmed at the sight of this horri-
ble reptile lying in his path, for he must either turn back or walk right over 
its body. He was a brave man, however, and putting aside all fear went 
forward dauntlessly. Crunch, crunch! he stepped now on the dragon’s 
body, now between its coils, and without even one glance backward he 
went on his way.
He had only gone a few steps when he heard some one calling him from 
behind. On turning back he was much surprised to see that the monster 
dragon had entirely disappeared and in its place was a strange-looking 
man, who was bowing most ceremoniously to the ground. His red hair 
streamed over his shoulders and was surmounted by a crown in the sha-
pe of a dragon’s head, and his sea-green dress was patterned with shells. 
Hidesato knew at once that this was no ordinary mortal and he wondered 
much at the strange occurrence. Where had the dragon gone in such a 
short space of time? Or had it transformed itself into this man, and what 
did the whole thing mean? While these thoughts passed through his mind 
he had come up to the man on the bridge and now addressed him:
“Was it you that called me just now?”
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“Yes, it was I,” answered the man: “I have an earnest request to make to 
you. Do you think you can grant it to me?”
“If it is in my power to do so I will,” answered Hidesato, “but first tell me who 
you are?”
“I am the Dragon King of the Lake, and my home is in these waters just 
under this bridge.”
“And what is it you have to ask of me?” said Hidesato.
“I want you to kill my mortal enemy the centipede, who lives on the moun-
tain beyond,” and the Dragon King pointed to a high peak on the oppo-
site shore of the lake.
“I have lived now for many years in this lake and I have a large family of 
children and grand-children. For some time past we have lived in terror, 
for a monster centipede has discovered our home, and night after night it 
comes and carries off one of my family. I am powerless to save them. If it 
goes on much longer like this, not only shall I lose all my children, but I my-
self must fall a victim to the monster. I am, therefore, very unhappy, and 
in my extremity I determined to ask the help of a human being. For many 
days with this intention I have waited on the bridge in the shape of the 
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horrible serpent-dragon that you saw, in the hope that some strong brave 
man would come along. But all who came this way, as soon as they saw 
me were terrified and ran away as fast as they could. You are the first man 
I have found able to look at me without fear, so I knew at once that you 
were a man of great courage. I beg you to have pity upon me. Will you 
not help me and kill my enemy the centipede?”
Hidesato felt very sorry for the Dragon King on hearing his story, and rea-
dily promised to do what he could to help him. The warrior asked where 
the centipede lived, so that he might attack the creature at once. The 
Dragon King replied that its home was on the mountain Mikami, but that 
as it came every night at a certain hour to the palace of the lake, it would 
be better to wait till then. So Hidesato was conducted to the palace of 
the Dragon King, under the bridge. Strange to say, as he followed his host 
downwards the waters parted to let them pass, and his clothes did not 
even feel damp as he passed through the flood. Never had Hidesato 
seen anything so beautiful as this palace built of white marble beneath 
the lake. He had often heard of the Sea King’s palace at the bottom of 
the sea, where all the servants and retainers were salt-water fishes, but 
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here was a magnificent building in the heart of Lake Biwa. The dainty gol-
dfishes, red carp, and silvery trout, waited upon the Dragon King and his 
guest.
Hidesato was astonished at the feast that was spread for him. The dishes 
were crystallized lotus leaves and flowers, and the chopsticks were of the 
rarest ebony. As soon as they sat down, the sliding doors opened and ten 
lovely goldfish dancers came out, and behind them followed ten red-
carp musicians with the koto and the samisen. Thus the hours flew by till 
midnight, and the beautiful music and dancing had banished all thou-
ghts of the centipede. The Dragon King was about to pledge the warrior 
in a fresh cup of wine when the palace was suddenly shaken by a tramp, 
tramp! as if a mighty army had begun to march not far away.
Hidesato and his host both rose to their feet and rushed to the balcony, 
and the warrior saw on the opposite mountain two great balls of glowing 
fire coming nearer and nearer. The Dragon King stood by the warrior’s 
side trembling with fear.
“The centipede! The centipede! Those two balls of fire are its eyes. It is co-
ming for its prey! Now is the time to kill it.”
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Hidesato looked where his host pointed, and, in the dim light of the starlit 
evening, behind the two balls of fire he saw the long body of an enormous 
centipede winding round the mountains, and the light in its hundred feet 
glowed like so many distant lanterns moving slowly towards the shore.
Hidesato showed not the least sign of fear. He tried to calm the Dragon 
King.
“Don’t be afraid. I shall surely kill the centipede. Just bring me my bow 
and arrows.”
The Dragon King did as he was bid, and the warrior noticed that he had 
only three arrows left in his quiver. He took the bow, and fitting an arrow 
to the notch, took careful aim and let fly.
The arrow hit the centipede right in the middle of its head, but instead of 
penetrating, it glanced off harmless and fell to the ground.
Nothing daunted, Hidesato took another arrow, fitted it to the notch of 
the bow and let fly. Again the arrow hit the mark, it struck the centipede 
right in the middle of its head, only to glance off and fall to the ground. 
The centipede was invulnerable to weapons! When the Dragon King saw 
that even this brave warrior’s arrows were powerless to kill the centipede, 
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he lost heart and began to tremble with fear.
The warrior saw that he had now only one arrow left in his quiver, and if 
this one failed he could not kill the centipede. He looked across the wa-
ters. The huge reptile had wound its horrid body seven times round the 
mountain and would soon come down to the lake. Nearer and nearer 
gleamed fireballs of eyes, and the light of its hundred feet began to throw 
reflections in the still waters of the lake.
Then suddenly the warrior remembered that he had heard that human 
saliva was deadly to centipedes. But this was no ordinary centipede. This 
was so monstrous that even to think of such a creature made one creep 
with horror. Hidesato determined to try his last chance. So taking his last 
arrow and first putting the end of it in his mouth, he fitted the notch to his 
bow, took careful aim once more and let fly.
This time the arrow again hit the centipede right in the middle of its head, 
but instead of glancing off harmlessly as before, it struck home to the crea-
ture’s brain. Then with a convulsive shudder the serpentine body stopped 
moving, and the fiery light of its great eyes and hundred feet darkened 
to a dull glare like the sunset of a stormy day, and then went out in black-
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ness. A great darkness now overspread the heavens, the thunder rolled 
and the lightning flashed, and the wind roared in fury, and it seemed as if 
the world were coming to an end. The Dragon King and his children and 
retainers all crouched in different parts of the palace, frightened to de-
ath, for the building was shaken to its foundation. At last the dreadful ni-
ght was over. Day dawned beautiful and clear. The centipede was gone 
from the mountain.
Then Hidesato called to the Dragon King to come out with him on the 
balcony, for the centipede was dead and he had nothing more to fear.
Then all the inhabitants of the palace came out with joy, and Hidesato 
pointed to the lake. There lay the body of the dead centipede floating on 
the water, which was dyed red with its blood.
The gratitude of the Dragon King knew no bounds. The whole family came 
and bowed down before the warrior, calling him their preserver and the 
bravest warrior in all Japan.
Another feast was prepared, more sumptuous than the first. All kinds of 
fish, prepared in every imaginable way, raw, stewed, boiled and roasted, 
served on coral trays and crystal dishes, were put before him, and the 
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wine was the best that Hidesato had ever tasted in his life. To add to the 
beauty of everything the sun shone brightly, the lake glittered like a liquid 
diamond, and the palace was a thousand times more beautiful by day 
than by night.
His host tried to persuade the warrior to stay a few days, but Hidesato insi-
sted on going home, saying that he had now finished what he had come 
to do, and must return. The Dragon King and his family were all very sorry 
to have him leave so soon, but since he would go they begged him to 
accept a few small presents (so they said) in token of their gratitude to 
him for delivering them forever from their horrible enemy the centipede.
As the warrior stood in the porch taking leave, a train of fish was suddenly 
transformed into a retinue of men, all wearing ceremonial robes and dra-
gon’s crowns on their heads to show that they were servants of the great 
Dragon King. The presents that they carried were as follows:
First, a large bronze bell.
Second, a bag of rice.
Third, a roll of silk.
Fourth, a cooking pot.
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Fifth, a bell.
Hidesato did not want to accept all these presents, but as the Dragon 
King insisted, he could not well refuse.
The Dragon King himself accompanied the warrior as far as the bridge, 
and then took leave of him with many bows and good wishes, leaving 
the procession of servants to accompany Hidesato to his house with the 
presents.
The warrior’s household and servants had been very much concerned 
when they found that he did not return the night before, but they finally 
concluded that he had been kept by the violent storm and had taken 
shelter somewhere. When the servants on the watch for his return cau-
ght sight of him they called to every one that he was approaching, and 
the whole household turned out to meet him, wondering much what the 
retinue of men, bearing presents and banners, that followed him, could 
mean.
As soon as the Dragon King’s retainers had put down the presents they 
vanished, and Hidesato told all that had happened to him.
The presents which he had received from the grateful Dragon King were 
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found to be of magic power. The bell only was ordinary, and as Hidesato 
had no use for it he presented it to the temple near by, where it was hung 
up, to boom out the hour of day over the surrounding neighborhood.
The single bag of rice, however much was taken from it day after day for 
the meals of the knight and his whole family, never grew less—the supply 
in the bag was inexhaustible.
The roll of silk, too, never grew shorter, though time after time long pieces 
were cut off to make the warrior a new suit of clothes to go to Court in at 
the New Year.
The cooking pot was wonderful, too. No matter what was put into it, it 
cooked deliciously whatever was wanted without any firing—truly a very 
economical saucepan.
The fame of Hidesato’s fortune spread far and wide, and as there was no 
need for him to spend money on rice or silk or firing, he became very rich 
and prosperous, and was henceforth known as My Lord Bag of Rice.
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THE STORY OF URASHIMA TARO, THE FISHER LAD.

Long, long ago in the province of Tango there lived on the shore of Japan 
in the little fishing village of Mizu-no-ye a young fisherman named Ura-
shima Taro. His father had been a fisherman before him, and his skill had 
more than doubly descended to his son, for Urashima was the most skillful 
fisher in all that country side, and could catch more Bonito and Tai in a 
day than his comrades could in a week.
But in the little fishing village, more than for being a clever fisher of the 
sea was he known for his kind heart. In his whole life he had never hurt 
anything, either great or small, and when a boy, his companions had 
always laughed at him, for he would never join with them in teasing ani-
mals, but always tried to keep them from this cruel sport.
One soft summer twilight he was going home at the end of a day’s fishing 
when he came upon a group of children. They were all screaming and 
talking at the tops of their voices, and seemed to be in a state of great 
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excitement about something, and on his going up to them to see what 
was the matter he saw that they were tormenting a tortoise. First one boy 
pulled it this way, then another boy pulled it that way, while a third child 
beat it with a stick, and the fourth hammered its shell with a stone.
Now Urashima felt very sorry for the poor tortoise and made up his mind to 
rescue it. He spoke to the boys:
“Look here, boys, you are treating that poor tortoise so badly that it will 
soon die!”
The boys, who were all of an age when children seem to delight in being 
cruel to animals, took no notice of Urashima’s gentle reproof, but went on 
teasing it as before. One of the older boys answered:
“Who cares whether it lives or dies? We do not. Here, boys, go on, go on!”
And they began to treat the poor tortoise more cruelly than ever. Urashi-
ma waited a moment, turning over in his mind what would be the best 
way to deal with the boys. He would try to persuade them to give the tor-
toise up to him, so he smiled at them and said:
“I am sure you are all good, kind boys! Now won’t you give me the tortoi-
se? I should like to have it so much!”
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“No, we won’t give you the tortoise,” said one of the boys. “Why should 
we? We caught it ourselves.”
“What you say is true,” said Urashima, “but I do not ask you to give it to me 
for nothing. I will give you some money for it—in other words, the Ojisan 
(Uncle) will buy it of you. Won’t that do for you, my boys?” He held up the 
money to them, strung on a piece of string through a hole in the center 
of each coin. “Look, boys, you can buy anything you like with this money. 
You can do much more with this money than you can with that poor tor-
toise. See what good boys you are to listen to me.”
The boys were not bad boys at all, they were only mischievous, and as 
Urashima spoke they were won by his kind smile and gentle words and 
began “to be of his spirit,” as they say in Japan. Gradually they all came 
up to him, the ringleader of the little band holding out the tortoise to him.
“Very well, Ojisan, we will give you the tortoise if you will give us the mo-
ney!” And Urashima took the tortoise and gave the money to the boys, 
who, calling to each other, scampered away and were soon out of sight.
Then Urashima stroked the tortoise’s back, saying as he did so:
“Oh, you poor thing! Poor thing!—there, there! you are safe now! They say 



18

that a stork lives for a thousand years, but the tortoise for ten thousand ye-
ars. You have the longest life of any creature in this world, and you were 
in great danger of having that precious life cut short by those cruel boys. 
Luckily I was passing by and saved you, and so life is still yours. Now I am 
going to take you back to your home, the sea, at once. Do not let yourself 
be caught again, for there might be no one to save you next time!”
All the time that the kind fisherman was speaking he was walking quickly 
to the shore and out upon the rocks; then putting the tortoise into the wa-
ter he watched the animal disappear, and turned homewards himself, for 
he was tired and the sun had set.
The next morning Urashima went out as usual in his boat. The weather was 
fine and the sea and sky were both blue and soft in the tender haze of the 
summer morning. Urashima got into his boat and dreamily pushed out to 
sea, throwing his line as he did so. He soon passed the other fishing boats 
and left them behind him till they were lost to sight in the distance, and 
his boat drifted further and further out upon the blue waters. Somehow, 
he knew not why, he felt unusually happy that morning; and he could not 
help wishing that, like the tortoise he set free the day before, he had thou-
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sands of years to live instead of his own short span of human life.
He was suddenly startled from his reverie by hearing his own name called:
“Urashima, Urashima!”
Clear as a bell and soft as the summer wind the name floated over the 
sea.
He stood up and looked in every direction, thinking that one of the other 
boats had overtaken him, but gaze as he might over the wide expanse 
of water, near or far there was no sign of a boat, so the voice could not 
have come from any human being.
Startled, and wondering who or what it was that had called him so cle-
arly, he looked in all directions round about him and saw that without his 
knowing it a tortoise had come to the side of the boat. Urashima saw with 
surprise that it was the very tortoise he had rescued the day before.
“Well, Mr. Tortoise,” said Urashima, “was it you who called my name just 
now?”
The tortoise nodded its head several times and said:
“Yes, it was I. Yesterday in your honorable shadow (o kage sama de) my 
life was saved, and I have come to offer you my thanks and to tell you 
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how grateful I am for your kindness to me.”
“Indeed,” said Urashima, “that is very polite of you. Come up into the 
boat. I would offer you a smoke, but as you are a tortoise doubtless you 
do not smoke,” and the fisherman laughed at the joke.
“He-he-he-he!” laughed the tortoise; “sake (rice wine) is my favorite refre-
shment, but I do not care for tobacco.”
“Indeed,” said Urashima, “I regret very much that I have no “sake” in my 
boat to offer you, but come up and dry your back in the sun—tortoises 
always love to do that.”
So the tortoise climbed into the boat, the fisherman helping him, and after 
an exchange of complimentary speeches the tortoise said:
“Have you ever seen Rin Gin, the Palace of the Dragon King of the Sea, 
Urashima?”
The fisherman shook his head and replied; “No; year after year the sea 
has been my home, but though I have often heard of the Dragon King’s 
realm under the sea I have never yet set eyes on that wonderful place. It 
must be very far away, if it exists at all!”
“Is that really so? You have never seen the Sea King’s Palace? Then you 
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have missed seeing one of the most wonderful sights in the whole univer-
se. It is far away at the bottom of the sea, but if I take you there we shall 
soon reach the place. If you would like to see the Sea King’s land I will be 
your guide.”
“I should like to go there, certainly, and you are very kind to think of taking 
me, but you must remember that I am only a poor mortal and have not 
the power of swimming like a sea creature such as you are—”
Before the fisherman could say more the tortoise stopped him, saying:
“What? You need not swim yourself. If you will ride on my back I will take 
you without any trouble on your part.”
“But,” said Urashima, “how is it possible for me to ride on your small back?”
“It may seem absurd to you, but I assure you that you can do so. Try at 
once! Just come and get on my back, and see if it is as impossible as you 
think!”
As the tortoise finished speaking, Urashima looked at its shell, and strange 
to say he saw that the creature had suddenly grown so big that a man 
could easily sit on its back.
“This is strange indeed!” said Urashima; “then. Mr. Tortoise, with your kind 
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permission I will get on your back. Dokoisho!”[2] he exclaimed as he jum-
ped on.
[2] “All right” (only used by lower classes).
The tortoise, with an unmoved face, as if this strange proceeding were 
quite an ordinary event, said:
“Now we will set out at our leisure,” and with these words he leapt into 
the sea with Urashima on his back. Down through the water the tortoise 
dived. For a long time these two strange companions rode through the 
sea. Urashima never grew tired, nor his clothes moist with the water. At 
last, far away in the distance a magnificent gate appeared, and behind 
the gate, the long, sloping roofs of a palace on the horizon.
“Ya,” exclaimed Urashima. “That looks like the gate of some large palace 
just appearing! Mr. Tortoise, can you tell what that place is we can now 
see?”
“That is the great gate of the Rin Gin Palace, the large roof that you see 
behind the gate is the Sea King’s Palace itself.”
“Then we have at last come to the realm of the Sea King and to his Pala-
ce,” said Urashima.
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“Yes, indeed,” answered the tortoise, “and don’t you think we have come 
very quickly?” And while he was speaking the tortoise reached the side of 
the gate. “And here we are, and you must please walk from here.”
The tortoise now went in front, and speaking to the gatekeeper, said:
“This is Urashima Taro, from the country of Japan. I have had the honor of 
bringing him as a visitor to this kingdom. Please show him the way.”
Then the gatekeeper, who was a fish, at once led the way through the 
gate before them.
The red bream, the flounder, the sole, the cuttlefish, and all the chief vas-
sals of the Dragon King of the Sea now came out with courtly bows to 
welcome the stranger.
“Urashima Sama, Urashima Sama! welcome to the Sea Palace, the home 
of the Dragon King of the Sea. Thrice welcome are you, having come from 
such a distant country. And you, Mr. Tortoise, we are greatly indebted to 
you for all your trouble in bringing Urashima here.” Then, turning again to 
Urashima, they said, “Please follow us this way,” and from here the whole 
band of fishes became his guides.
Urashima, being only a poor fisher lad, did not know how to behave in a 
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palace; but, strange though it was all to him, he did not feel ashamed or 
embarrassed, but followed his kind guides quite calmly where they led to 
the inner palace. When he reached the portals a beautiful Princess with 
her attendant maidens came out to welcome him. She was more beau-
tiful than any human being, and was robed in flowing garments of red 
and soft green like the under side of a wave, and golden threads glim-
mered through the folds of her gown. Her lovely black hair streamed over 
her shoulders in the fashion of a king’s daughter many hundreds of years 
ago, and when she spoke her voice sounded like music over the water. 
Urashima was lost in wonder while he looked upon her, and he could not 
speak. Then he remembered that he ought to bow, but before he could 
make a low obeisance the Princess took him by the hand and led him to 
a beautiful hall, and to the seat of honor at the upper end, and bade him 
be seated.
“Urashima Taro, it gives me the highest pleasure to welcome you to my 
father’s kingdom,” said the Princess. “Yesterday you set free a tortoise, 
and I have sent for you to thank you for saving my life, for I was that tortoi-
se. Now if you like you shall live here forever in the land of eternal youth, 
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where summer never dies and where sorrow never comes, and I will be 
your bride if you will, and we will live together happily forever afterwards!”
And as Urashima listened to her sweet words and gazed upon her lovely 
face his heart was filled with a great wonder and joy, and he answered 
her, wondering if it was not all a dream:
“Thank you a thousand times for your kind speech. There is nothing I could 
wish for more than to be permitted to stay here with you in this beauti-
ful land, of which I have often heard, but have never seen to this day. 
Beyond all words, this is the most wonderful place I have ever seen.”
While he was speaking a train of fishes appeared, all dressed in ceremo-
nial, trailing garments. One by one, silently and with stately steps, they en-
tered the hall, bearing on coral trays delicacies of fish and seaweed, such 
as no one can dream of, and this wondrous feast was set before the bride 
and bridegroom. The bridal was celebrated with dazzling splendor, and in 
the Sea King’s realm there was great rejoicing. As soon as the young pair 
had pledged themselves in the wedding cup of wine, three times three, 
music was played, and songs were sung, and fishes with silver scales and 
golden tails stepped in from the waves and danced. Urashima enjoyed 
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himself with all his heart. Never in his whole life had he sat down to such a 
marvelous feast.
When the feast was over the Princes asked the bridegroom if he would 
like to walk through the palace and see all there was to be seen. Then the 
happy fisherman, following his bride, the Sea King’s daughter, was shown 
all the wonders of that enchanted land where youth and joy go hand in 
hand and neither time nor age can touch them. The palace was built of 
coral and adorned with pearls, and the beauties and wonders of the pla-
ce were so great that the tongue fails to describe them.
But, to Urashima, more wonderful than the palace was the garden that 
surrounded it. Here was to be seen at one time the scenery of the four 
different seasons; the beauties of summer and winter, spring and autumn, 
were displayed to the wondering visitor at once.
First, when he looked to the east, the plum and cherry trees were seen in 
full bloom, the nightingales sang in the pink avenues, and butterflies flitted 
from flower to flower.
Looking to the south all the trees were green in the fullness of summer, and 
the day cicala and the night cricket chirruped loudly.
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Looking to the west the autumn maples were ablaze like a sunset sky, and 
the chrysanthemums were in perfection.
Looking to the north the change made Urashima start, for the ground was 
silver white with snow, and trees and bamboos were also covered with 
snow and the pond was thick with ice.
And each day there were new joys and new wonders for Urashima, and 
so great was his happiness that he forgot everything, even the home he 
had left behind and his parents and his own country, and three days pas-
sed without his even thinking of all he had left behind. Then his mind came 
back to him and he remembered who he was, and that he did not belong 
to this wonderful land or the Sea King’s palace, and he said to himself:
“O dear! I must not stay on here, for I have an old father and mother at 
home. What can have happened to them all this time? How anxious they 
must have been these days when I did not return as usual. I must go back 
at once without letting one more day pass.” And he began to prepare for 
the journey in great haste.
Then he went to his beautiful wife, the Princess, and bowing low before 
her he said:
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“Indeed, I have been very happy with you for a long time, Otohime Sama” 
(for that was her name), “and you have been kinder to me than any words 
can tell. But now I must say good-by. I must go back to my old parents.”
Then Otohime Sama began to weep, and said softly and sadly:
“Is it not well with you here, Urashima, that you wish to leave me so soon? 
Where is the haste? Stay with me yet another day only!”
But Urashima had remembered his old parents, and in Japan the duty to 
parents is stronger than everything else, stronger even than pleasure or 
love, and he would not be persuaded, but answered:
“Indeed, I must go. Do not think that I wish to leave you. It is not that. I must 
go and see my old parents. Let me go for one day and I will come back 
to you.”
“Then,” said the Princess sorrowfully, “there is nothing to be done. I will 
send you back to-day to your father and mother, and instead of trying 
to keep you with me one more day, I shall give you this as a token of our 
love—please take it back with you;” and she brought him a beautiful lac-
quer box tied about with a silken cord and tassels of red silk.
Urashima had received so much from the Princess already that he felt 
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some compunction in taking the gift, and said:
“It does not seem right for me to take yet another gift from you after all 
the many favors I have received at your hands, but because it is your wish 
I will do so,” and then he added:
“Tell me what is this box?”
“That,” answered the Princess “is the tamate-bako (Box of the Jewel 
Hand), and it contains something very precious. You must not open this 
box, whatever happens! If you open it something dreadful will happen to 
you! Now promise me that you will never open this box!”
And Urashima promised that he would never, never open the box whate-
ver happened.
Then bidding good-by to Otohime Sama he went down to the seashore, 
the Princess and her attendants following him, and there he found a large 
tortoise waiting for him.
He quickly mounted the creature’s back and was carried away over the 
shining sea into the East. He looked back to wave his hand to Otohime 
Sama till at last he could see her no more, and the land of the Sea King 
and the roofs of the wonderful palace were lost in the far, far distance. 
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Then, with his face turned eagerly towards his own land, he looked for the 
rising of the blue hills on the horizon before him.
At last the tortoise carried him into the bay he knew so well, and to the 
shore from whence he had set out. He stepped on to the shore and lo-
oked about him while the tortoise rode away back to the Sea King’s re-
alm.
But what is the strange fear that seizes Urashima as he stands and looks 
about him? Why does he gaze so fixedly at the people that pass him by, 
and why do they in turn stand and look at him? The shore is the same and 
the hills are the same, but the people that he sees walking past him have 
very different faces to those he had known so well before.
Wondering what it can mean he walks quickly towards his old home. Even 
that looks different, but a house stands on the spot, and he calls out:
“Father, I have just returned!” and he was about to enter, when he saw a 
strange man coming out.
“Perhaps my parents have moved while I have been away, and have 
gone somewhere else,” was the fisherman’s thought. Somehow he be-
gan to feel strangely anxious, he could not tell why.
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“Excuse me,” said he to the man who was staring at him, “but till within the 
last few days I have lived in this house. My name is Urashima Taro. Where 
have my parents gone whom I left here?”
A very bewildered expression came over the face of the man, and, still 
gazing intently on Urashima’s face, he said:
“What? Are you Urashima Taro?”
“Yes,” said the fisherman, “I am Urashima Taro!”
“Ha, ha!” laughed the man, “you must not make such jokes. It is true that 
once upon a time a man called Urashima Taro did live in this village, but 
that is a story three hundred years old. He could not possibly be alive 
now!”
When Urashima heard these strange words he was frightened, and said:
“Please, please, you must not joke with me, I am greatly perplexed. I am 
really Urashima Taro, and I certainly have not lived three hundred years. 
Till four or five days ago I lived on this spot. Tell me what I want to know 
without more joking, please.”
But the man’s face grew more and more grave, and he answered:
“You may or may not be Urashima Taro, I don’t know. But the Urashima 
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Taro of whom I have heard is a man who lived three hundred years ago. 
Perhaps you are his spirit come to revisit your old home?”
“Why do you mock me?” said Urashima. “I am no spirit! I am a living man—
do you not see my feet;” and “don-don,” he stamped on the ground, first 
with one foot and then with the other to show the man. (Japanese ghosts 
have no feet.)
“But Urashima Taro lived three hundred years ago, that is all I know; it is 
written in the village chronicles,” persisted the man, who could not belie-
ve what the fisherman said.
Urashima was lost in bewilderment and trouble. He stood looking all 
around him, terribly puzzled, and, indeed, something in the appearan-
ce of everything was different to what he remembered before he went 
away, and the awful feeling came over him that what the man said was 
perhaps true. He seemed to be in a strange dream. The few days he had 
spent in the Sea King’s palace beyond the sea had not been days at all: 
they had been hundreds of years, and in that time his parents had died 
and all the people he had ever known, and the village had written down 
his story. There was no use in staying here any longer. He must get back to 
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his beautiful wife beyond the sea.
He made his way back to the beach, carrying in his hand the box which 
the Princess had given him. But which was the way? He could not find it 
alone! Suddenly he remembered the box, the tamate-bako.
“The Princess told me when she gave me the box never to open it—that it 
contained a very precious thing. But now that I have no home, now that 
I have lost everything that was dear to me here, and my heart grows thin 
with sadness, at such a time, if I open the box, surely I shall find something 
that will help me, something that will show me the way back to my beau-
tiful Princess over the sea. There is nothing else for me to do now. Yes, yes, 
I will open the box and look in!”
And so his heart consented to this act of disobedience, and he tried to 
persuade himself that he was doing the right thing in breaking his promise.
Slowly, very slowly, he untied the red silk cord, slowly and wonderingly he 
lifted the lid of the precious box. And what did he find? Strange to say 
only a beautiful little purple cloud rose out of the box in three soft wisps. 
For an instant it covered his face and wavered over him as if loath to go, 
and then it floated away like vapor over the sea.



34

Urashima, who had been till that moment like a strong and handsome 
youth of twenty-four, suddenly became very, very old. His back doubled 
up with age, his hair turned snowy white, his face wrinkled and he fell 
down dead on the beach.
Poor Urashima! because of his disobedience he could never return to the 
Sea King’s realm or the lovely Princess beyond the sea.
Little children, never be disobedient to those who are wiser than you for 
disobedience was the beginning of all the miseries and sorrows of life.
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THE ADVENTURES OF KINTARO, THE GOLDEN BOY.

Long, long ago there lived in Kyoto a brave soldier named Kintoki. Now 
he fell in love with a beautiful lady and married her. Not long after this, 
through the malice of some of his friends, he fell into disgrace at Court 
and was dismissed. This misfortune so preyed upon his mind that he did 
not long survive his dismissal—he died, leaving behind him his beautiful 
young wife to face the world alone. Fearing her husband’s enemies, she 
fled to the Ashigara Mountains as soon as her husband was dead, and 
there in the lonely forests where no one ever came except woodcutters, 
a little boy was born to her. She called him Kintaro or the Golden Boy. 
Now the remarkable thing about this child was his great strength, and as 
he grew older he grew stronger and stronger, so that by the time he was 
eight years of age he was able to cut down trees as quickly as the wo-
odcutters. Then his mother gave him a large ax, and he used to go out 
in the forest and help the woodcutters, who called him “Wonder-child,” 
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and his mother the “Old Nurse of the Mountains,” for they did not know 
her high rank. Another favorite pastime of Kintaro’s was to smash up rocks 
and stones. You can imagine how strong he was!
Quite unlike other boys, Kintaro, grew up all alone in the mountain wilds, 
and as he had no companions he made friends with all the animals and 
learned to understand them and to speak their strange talk. By degrees 
they all grew quite tame and looked upon Kintaro as their master, and he 
used them as his servants and messengers. But his special retainers were 
the bear, the deer, the monkey and the hare.
The bear often brought her cubs for Kintaro to romp with, and when she 
came to take them home Kintaro would get on her back and have a ride 
to her cave. He was very fond of the deer too, and would often put his 
arms round the creature’s neck to show that its long horns did not frighten 
him. Great was the fun they all had together.
One day, as usual, Kintaro went up into the mountains, followed by the 
bear, the deer, the monkey, and the hare. After walking for some time up 
hill and down dale and over rough roads, they suddenly came out upon 
a wide and grassy plain covered with pretty wild flowers.
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Here, indeed, was a nice place where they could all have a good romp 
together. The deer rubbed his horns against a tree for pleasure, the mon-
key scratched his back, the hare smoothed his long ears, and the bear 
gave a grunt of satisfaction.
Kintaro said, “Here is a place for a good game. What do you all say to a 
wrestling match?”
The bear being the biggest and the oldest, answered for the others:
“That will be great fun,” said she. “I am the strongest animal, so I will make 
the platform for the wrestlers;” and she set to work with a will to dig up the 
earth and to pat it into shape.
“All right,” said Kintaro, “I will look on while you all wrestle with each other. 
I shall give a prize to the one who wins in each round.”
“What fun! we shall all try to get the prize,” said the bear.
The deer, the monkey and the hare set to work to help the bear raise the 
platform on which they were all to wrestle. When this was finished, Kintaro 
cried out:
“Now begin! the monkey and the hare shall open the sports and the deer 
shall be umpire. Now, Mr. Deer, you are to be umpire!”
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“He, he!” answered the deer. “I will be umpire. Now, Mr. Monkey and Mr. 
Hare, if you are both ready, please walk out and take your places on the 
platform.”
Then the monkey and the hare both hopped out, quickly and nimbly, to 
the wrestling platform. The deer, as umpire, stood between the two and 
called out:
“Red-back! Red-back!” (this to the monkey, who has a red back in Ja-
pan). “Are you ready?”
Then he turned to the hare:
“Long-ears! Long-ears! are you ready?”
Both the little wrestlers faced each other while the deer raised a leaf on 
high as signal. When he dropped the leaf the monkey and the hare ru-
shed upon each other, crying “Yoisho, yoisho!”
While the monkey and the hare wrestled, the deer called out encoura-
gingly or shouted warnings to each of them as the hare or the monkey 
pushed each other near the edge of the platform and were in danger of 
falling over.
“Red-back! Red-back! stand your ground!” called out the deer.
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“Long-ears! Long-ears! be strong, be strong—don’t let the monkey beat 
you!” grunted the bear.
So the monkey and the hare, encouraged by their friends, tried their very 
hardest to beat each other. The hare at last gained on the monkey. The 
monkey seemed to trip up, and the hare giving him a good push sent him 
flying off the platform with a bound.
The poor monkey sat up rubbing his back, and his face was very long as 
he screamed angrily. “Oh, oh! how my back hurts—my back hurts me!”
Seeing the monkey in this plight on the ground, the deer holding his leaf 
on high said:
“This round is finished—the hare has won.”
Kintaro then opened his luncheon box and taking out a rice-dumpling, 
gave it to the hare saying:
“Here is your prize, and you have earned, it well!”
Now the monkey got up looking very cross, and as they say in Japan “his 
stomach stood up,” for he felt that he had not been fairly beaten. So he 
said to Kintaro and the others who were standing by:
“I have not been fairly beaten. My foot slipped and I tumbled. Please give 
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me another chance and let the hare wrestle with me for another round.”
Then Kintaro consenting, the hare and the monkey began to wrestle 
again. Now, as every one knows, the monkey is a cunning animal by na-
ture, and he made up his mind to get the best of the hare this time if it 
were possible. To do this, he thought that the best and surest way would 
be to get hold of the hare’s long ear. This he soon managed to do. The 
hare was quite thrown off his guard by the pain of having his long ear pul-
led so hard, and the monkey seizing his opportunity at last, caught hold 
of one of the hare’s legs and sent him sprawling in the middle of the dais. 
The monkey was now the victor and received, a rice-dumpling from Kin-
taro, which pleased him so much that he quite forgot his sore back.
The deer now came up and asked the hare if he felt ready for another 
round, and if so whether he would try a round with him, and the hare con-
senting, they both stood up to wrestle. The bear came forward as umpire.
The deer with long horns and the hare with long ears, it must have been 
an amusing sight to those who watched this queer match. Suddenly the 
deer went down on one of his knees, and the bear with the leaf on high 
declared him beaten. In this way, sometimes the one, sometimes the 
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other, conquering, the little party amused themselves till they were tired.
At last Kintaro got up and said:
“This is enough for to-day. What a nice place we have found for wrestling; 
let us come again to-morrow. Now, we will all go home. Come along!” So 
saying, Kintaro led the way while the animals followed.
After walking some little distance they came out on the banks of a river 
flowing through a valley. Kintaro and his four furry friends stood and lo-
oked about for some means of crossing. Bridge there was none. The river 
rushed “don, don” on its way. All the animals looked serious, wondering 
how they could cross the stream and get home that evening.
Kintaro, however, said:
“Wait a moment. I will make a good bridge for you all in a few minutes.”
The bear, the deer, the monkey and the hare looked at him to see what 
he would do now.
Kintaro went from one tree to another that grew along the river bank. At 
last he stopped in front of a very large tree that was growing at the wa-
ter’s edge. He took hold of the trunk and pulled it with all his might, once, 
twice, thrice! At the third pull, so great was Kintaro’s strength that the roots 
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gave way, and “meri, meri” (crash, crash), over fell the tree, forming an 
excellent bridge across the stream.
“There,” said Kintaro, “what do you think of my bridge? It is quite safe, so 
follow me,” and he stepped across first. The four animals followed. Never 
had they seen any one so strong before, and they all exclaimed:
“How strong he is! how strong he is!”
While all this was going on by the river a woodcutter, who happened to 
be standing on a rock overlooking the stream, had seen all that passed 
beneath him. He watched with great surprise Kintaro and his animal com-
panions. He rubbed his eyes to be sure that he was not dreaming when 
he saw this boy pull over a tree by the roots and throw it across the stream 
to form a bridge.
The woodcutter, for such he seemed to be by his dress, marveled at all he 
saw, and said to himself:
“This is no ordinary child. Whose son can he be? I will find out before this 
day is done.”
He hastened after the strange party and crossed the bridge behind them. 
Kintaro knew nothing of all this, and little guessed that he was being fol-
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lowed. On reaching the other side of the river he and the animals separa-
ted, they to their lairs in the woods and he to his mother, who was waiting 
for him.
As soon as he entered the cottage, which stood like a matchbox in the 
heart of the pine-woods, he went to greet his mother, saying:
“Okkasan (mother), here I am!”
“O, Kimbo!” said his mother with a bright smile, glad to see her boy home 
safe after the long day. “How late you are to-day. I feared that something 
had happened to you. Where have you been all the time?”
“I took my four friends, the bear, the deer, the monkey, and the hare, up 
into the hills, and there I made them try a wrestling match, to see which 
was the strongest. We all enjoyed the sport, and are going to the same 
place to-morrow to have another match.”
“Now tell me who is the strongest of all?” asked his mother, pretending not 
to know.
“Oh, mother,” said Kintaro, “don’t you know that I am the strongest? The-
re was no need for me to wrestle with any of them.”
“But next to you then, who is the strongest?”
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“The bear comes next to me in strength,” answered Kintaro.
“And after the bear?” asked his mother again.
“Next to the bear it is not easy to say which is the strongest, for the deer, 
the monkey, and the hare all seem to be as strong as each other,” said 
Kintaro.
Suddenly Kintaro and his mother were startled by a voice from outside.
“Listen to me, little boy! Next time you go, take this old man with you to 
the wrestling match. He would like to join the sport too!”
It was the old woodcutter who had followed Kintaro from the river. He slip-
ped off his clogs and entered the cottage. Yama-uba and her son were 
both taken by surprise. They looked at the intruder wonderingly and saw 
that he was some one they had never seen before.
“Who are you?” they both exclaimed.
Then the woodcutter laughed and said:
“It does not matter who I am yet, but let us see who has the strongest 
arm—this boy or myself?”
Then Kintaro, who had lived all his life in the forest, answered the old man 
without any ceremony, saying:
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“We will have a try if you wish it, but you must not be angry whoever is 
beaten.”
Then Kintaro and the woodcutter both put out their right arms and gra-
sped each other’s hands. For a long time Kintaro and the old man wrest-
led together in this way, each trying to bend the other’s arm, but the old 
man was very strong, and the strange pair were evenly matched. At last 
the old man desisted, declaring it a drawn game.
“You are, indeed, a very strong child. There are few men who can boast 
of the strength of my right arm!” said the woodcutter. “I saw you first on 
the banks of the river a few hours ago, when you pulled up that large tree 
to make a bridge across the torrent. Hardly able to believe what I saw I 
followed you home. Your strength of arm, which I have just tried, proves 
what I saw this afternoon. When you are full-grown you will surely be the 
strongest man in all Japan. It is a pity that you are hidden away in these 
wild mountains.”
Then he turned to Kintaro’s mother:
“And you, mother, have you no thought of taking your child to the Capi-
tal, and of teaching him to carry a sword as befits a samurai (a Japanese 
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knight)?”
“You are very kind to take so much interest in my son.” replied the mother; 
“but he is as you see, wild and uneducated, and I fear it would be very 
difficult to do as you say. Because of his great strength as an infant I hid 
him away in this unknown part of the country, for he hurt every one that 
came near him. I have often wished that I could, one day, see my boy a 
knight wearing two swords, but as we have no influential friend to introdu-
ce us at the Capital, I fear my hope will never come true.”
“You need not trouble yourself about that. To tell you the truth I am no wo-
odcutter! I am one of the great generals of Japan. My name is Sadamitsu, 
and I am a vassal of the powerful Lord Minamoto-no-Raiko. He ordered 
me to go round the country and look for boys who give promise of remar-
kable strength, so that they may be trained as soldiers for his army. I thou-
ght that I could best do this by assuming the disguise of a woodcutter. By 
good fortune, I have thus unexpectedly come across your son. Now if you 
really wish him to be a SAMURAI (a knight), I will take him and present him 
to the Lord Raiko as a candidate for his service. What do you say to this?”
As the kind general gradually unfolded his plan the mother’s heart was 
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filled with a great joy. She saw that here was a wonderful chance of the 
one wish of her life being fulfilled—that of seeing Kintaro a SAMURAI befo-
re she died.
Bowing her head to the ground, she replied:
“I will then intrust my son to you if you really mean what you say.”
Kintaro had all this time been sitting by his mother’s side listening to what 
they said. When his mother finished speaking, he exclaimed:
“Oh, joy! joy! I am to go with the general and one day I shall be a SAMU-
RAI!”
Thus Kintaro’s fate was settled, and the general decided to start for the 
Capital at once, taking Kintaro with him. It need hardly be said that Ya-
ma-uba was sad at parting with her boy, for he was all that was left to her. 
But she hid her grief with a strong face, as they say in Japan. She knew 
that it was for her boy’s good that he should leave her now, and she must 
not discourage him just as he was setting out. Kintaro promised never to 
forget her, and said that as soon as he was a knight wearing two swords 
he would build her a home and take care of her in her old age.
All the animals, those he had tamed to serve him, the bear, the deer, 
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the monkey, and the hare, as soon as they found out that he was going 
away, came to ask if they might attend him as usual. When they learned 
that he was going away for good they followed him to the foot of the 
mountain to see him off.
“Kimbo,” said his mother, “mind and be a good boy.”
“Mr. Kintaro,” said the faithful animals, “we wish you good health on your 
travels.”
Then they all climbed a tree to see the last of him, and from that height 
they watched him and his shadow gradually grow smaller and smaller, till 
he was lost to sight.
The general Sadamitsu went on his way rejoicing at having so unexpecte-
dly found such a prodigy as Kintaro.
Having arrived at their destination the general took Kintaro at once to 
his Lord, Minamoto-no-Raiko, and told him all about Kintaro and how he 
had found the child. Lord Raiko was delighted with the story, and having 
commanded Kintaro to be brought to him, made him one of his vassals 
at once.
Lord Raiko’s army was famous for its band called “The Four Braves.” The-
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se warriors were chosen by himself from amongst the bravest and stron-
gest of his soldiers, and the small and well-picked band was distinguished 
throughout the whole of Japan for the dauntless courage of its men.
When Kintaro grew up to be a man his master made him the Chief of the 
Four Braves. He was by far the strongest of them all. Soon after this event, 
news was brought to the city that a cannibal monster had taken up his 
abode not far away and that people were stricken with fear. Lord Raiko 
ordered Kintaro to the rescue. He immediately started off, delighted at 
the prospect of trying his sword.
Surprising the monster in its den, he made short work of cutting off its great 
head, which he carried back in triumph to his master.
Kintaro now rose to be the greatest hero of his country, and great was the 
power and honor and wealth that came to him. He now kept his promise 
and built a comfortable home for his old mother, who lived happily with 
him in the Capital to the end of her days.
Is not this the story of a great hero?
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THE STORY OF PRINCESS HASE. 

Many, many years ago there lived in Nara, the ancient Capital of Ja-
pan, a wise State minister, by name Prince Toyonari Fujiwara. His wife was 
a noble, good, and beautiful woman called Princess Murasaki (Violet). 
They had been married by their respective families according to Japane-
se custom when very young, and had lived together happily ever since. 
They had, however, one cause for great sorrow, for as the years went by 
no child was born to them. This made them very unhappy, for they both 
longed to see a child of their own who would grow up to gladden their 
old age, carry on the family name, and keep up the ancestral rites when 
they were dead. The Prince and his lovely wife, after long consultation 
and much thought, determined to make a pilgrimage to the temple of 
Hase-no-Kwannon (Goddess of Mercy at Hase), for they believed, accor-
ding to the beautiful tradition of their religion, that the Mother of Mercy, 
Kwannon, comes to answer the prayers of mortals in the form that they 
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need the most. Surely after all these years of prayer she would come to 
them in the form of a beloved child in answer to their special pilgrimage, 
for that was the greatest need of their two lives. Everything else they had 
that this life could give them, but it was all as nothing because the cry of 
their hearts was unsatisfied.
So the Prince Toyonari and his wife went to the temple of Kwannon at 
Hase and stayed there for a long time, both daily offering incense and 
praying to Kwannon, the Heavenly Mother, to grant them the desire of 
their whole lives. And their prayer was answered.
A daughter was born at last to the Princess Murasaki, and great was the 
joy of her heart. On presenting the child to her husband, they both deci-
ded to call her Hase-Hime, or the Princess of Hase, because she was the 
gift of the Kwannon at that place. They both reared her with great care 
and tenderness, and the child grew in strength and beauty.
When the little girl was five years old her mother fell dangerously ill and 
all the doctors and their medicines could not save her. A little before she 
breathed her last she called her daughter to her, and gently stroking her 
head, said:
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“Hase-Hime, do you know that your mother cannot live any longer? Thou-
gh I die, you must grow up a good girl. Do your best not to give trouble 
to your nurse or any other of your family. Perhaps your father will marry 
again and some one will fill my place as your mother. If so do not grieve 
for me, but look upon your father’s second wife as your true mother, and 
be obedient and filial to both her and your father. Remember when you 
are grown up to be submissive to those who are your superiors, and to be 
kind to all those who are under you. Don’t forget this. I die with the hope 
that you will grow up a model woman.”
Hase-Hime listened in an attitude of respect while her mother spoke, and 
promised to do all that she was told. There is a proverb which says “As the 
soul is at three so it is at one hundred,” and so Hase-Hime grew up as her 
mother had wished, a good and obedient little Princess, though she was 
now too young to understand how great was the loss of her mother.
Not long after the death of his first wife, Prince Toyonari married again, 
a lady of noble birth named Princess Terute. Very different in character, 
alas! to the good and wise Princess Murasaki, this woman had a cruel, 
bad heart. She did not love her step-daughter at all, and was often very 
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unkind to the little motherless girl, saving to herself:
“This is not my child! this is not my child!”
But Hase-Hime bore every unkindness with patience, and even waited 
upon her step-mother kindly and obeyed her in every way and never 
gave any trouble, just as she had been trained by her own good mother, 
so that the Lady Terute had no cause for complaint against her.
The little Princess was very diligent, and her favorite studies were music 
and poetry. She would spend several hours practicing every day, and her 
father had the most proficient of masters he could find to teach her the 
koto (Japanese harp), the art of writing letters and verse. When she was 
twelve years of age she could play so beautifully that she and her step-
mother were summoned to the Palace to perform before the Emperor.
It was the Festival of the Cherry Flowers, and there were great festivities 
at the Court. The Emperor threw himself into the enjoyment of the season, 
and commanded that Princess Hase should perform before him on the 
koto, and that her mother Princess Terute should accompany her on the 
flute.
The Emperor sat on a raised dais, before which was hung a curtain of fi-
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nely-sliced bamboo and purple tassels, so that His Majesty might see all 
and not be seen, for no ordinary subject was allowed to look upon his 
sacred face.
Hase-Hime was a skilled musician though so young, and often astonished 
her masters by her wonderful memory and talent. On this momentous oc-
casion she played well. But Princess Terute, her step-mother, who was a 
lazy woman and never took the trouble to practice daily, broke down in 
her accompaniment and had to request one of the Court ladies to take 
her place. This was a great disgrace, and she was furiously jealous to think 
that she had failed where her step-daughter succeeded; and to make 
matters worse the Emperor sent many beautiful gifts to the little Princess to 
reward her for playing so well at the Palace.
There was also now another reason why Princess Terute hated her step-dau-
ghter, for she had had the good fortune to have a son born to her, and in 
her inmost heart she kept saying:
“If only Hase-Hime were not here, my son would have all the love of his 
father.”
And never having learned to control herself, she allowed this wicked thou-
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ght to grow into the awful desire of taking her step-daughter’s life.
So one day she secretly ordered some poison and poisoned some sweet 
wine. This poisoned wine she put into a bottle. Into another similar bottle 
she poured some good wine. It was the occasion of the Boys’ Festival on 
the fifth of May, and Hase-Hime was playing with her little brother. All his 
toys of warriors and heroes were spread out and she was telling him won-
derful stories about each of them. They were both enjoying themselves 
and laughing merrily with their attendants when his mother entered with 
the two bottles of wine and some delicious cakes.
“You are both so good and happy.” said the wicked Princess Terute with 
a smile, “that I have brought you some sweet wine as a reward—and 
here are some nice cakes for my good children.”
And she filled two cups from the different bottles.
Hase-Hime, never dreaming of the dreadful part her step-mother was 
acting, took one of the cups of wine and gave to her little step brother 
the other that had been poured out for him.
The wicked woman had carefully marked the poisoned bottle, but on 
coming into the room she had grown nervous, and pouring out the wine 
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hurriedly had unconsciously given the poisoned cup to her own child. All 
this time she was anxiously watching the little Princess, but to her amaze-
ment no change whatever took place in the young girl’s face. Suddenly 
the little boy screamed and threw himself on the floor, doubled up with 
pain. His mother flew to him, taking the precaution to upset the two tiny 
jars of wine which she had brought into the room, and lifted him up. The 
attendants rushed for the doctor, but nothing could save the child—he 
died within the hour in his mother’s arms. Doctors did not know much in 
those ancient times, and it was thought that the wine had disagreed with 
the boy, causing convulsions of which he died.
Thus was the wicked woman punished in losing her own child when she 
had tried to do away with her step-daughter; but instead of blaming her-
self she began to hate Hase-Hime more than ever in the bitterness and 
wretchedness of her own heart, and she eagerly watched for an oppor-
tunity to do her harm, which was, however, long in coming.
When Hase-Hime was thirteen years of age, she had already become 
mentioned as a poetess of some merit. This was an accomplishment very 
much cultivated by the women of old Japan and one held in high este-
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em.
It was the rainy season at Nara, and floods were reported every day 
as doing damage in the neighborhood. The river Tatsuta, which flowed 
through the Imperial Palace grounds, was swollen to the top of its banks, 
and the roaring of the torrents of water rushing along a narrow bed so di-
sturbed the Emperor’s rest day and night, that a serious nervous disorder 
was the result. An Imperial Edict was sent forth to all the Buddhist temples 
commanding the priests to offer up continuous prayers to Heaven to stop 
the noise of the flood. But this was of no avail.
Then it was whispered in Court circles that the Princess Hase, the daughter 
of Prince Toyonari Fujiwara, second minister at Court, was the most gifted 
poetess of the day, though still so young, and her masters confirmed the 
report. Long ago, a beautiful and gifted maiden-poetess had moved He-
aven by praying in verse, had brought down rain upon a land famished 
with drought—so said the ancient biographers of the poetess Ono-no-Ko-
machi. If the Princess Hase were to write a poem and offer it in prayer, 
might it not stop the noise of the rushing river and remove the cause of 
the Imperial illness? What the Court said at last reached the ears of the 
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Emperor himself, and he sent an order to the minister Prince Toyonari to 
this effect.
Great indeed was Hase-Hime’s fear and astonishment when her father 
sent for her and told her what was required of her. Heavy, indeed, was the 
duty that was laid on her young shoulders—that of saving the Emperor’s 
life by the merit of her verse.
At last the day came and her poem was finished. It was written on a le-
aflet of paper heavily flecked with gold-dust. With her father and atten-
dants and some of the Court officials, she proceeded to the bank of the 
roaring torrent and raising up her heart to Heaven, she read the poem she 
had composed, aloud, lifting it heavenwards in her two hands.
Strange indeed it seemed to all those standing round. The waters ceased 
their roaring, and the river was quiet in direct answer to her prayer. After 
this the Emperor soon recovered his health.
His Majesty was highly pleased, and sent for her to the Palace and rewar-
ded her with the rank of Chinjo—that of Lieutenant-General—to distingui-
sh her. From that time she was called Chinjo-hime, or the Lieutenant-Ge-
neral Princess, and respected and loved by all.
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There was only one person who was not pleased at Hase-Hime’s success. 
That one was her stepmother. Forever brooding over the death of her 
own child whom she had killed when trying to poison her step-daughter, 
she had the mortification of seeing her rise to power and honor, marked 
by Imperial favor and the admiration of the whole Court. Her envy and 
jealousy burned in her heart like fire. Many were the lies she carried to her 
husband about Hase-Hime, but all to no purpose. He would listen to none 
of her tales, telling her sharply that she was quite mistaken.
At last the step-mother, seizing the opportunity of her husband’s absen-
ce, ordered one of her old servants to take the innocent girl to the Hibari 
Mountains, the wildest part of the country, and to kill her there. She inven-
ted a dreadful story about the little Princess, saying that this was the only 
way to prevent disgrace falling upon the family—by killing her.
Katoda, her vassal, was bound to obey his mistress. Anyhow, he saw that 
it would be the wisest plan to pretend obedience in the absence of the 
girl’s father, so he placed Hase-Hime in a palanquin and accompanied 
her to the most solitary place he could find in the wild district. The poor 
child knew there was no good in protesting to her unkind step-mother at 
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being sent away in this strange manner, so she went as she was told.
But the old servant knew that the young Princess was quite innocent of 
all the things her step-mother had invented to him as reasons for her ou-
trageous orders, and he determined to save her life. Unless he killed her, 
however, he could not return to his cruel task-mistress, so he decided to 
stay out in the wilderness. With the help of some peasants he soon built 
a little cottage, and having sent secretly for his wife to come, these two 
good old people did all in their power to take care of the now unfortuna-
te Princess. She all the time trusted in her father, knowing that as soon as 
he returned home and found her absent, he would search for her.
Prince Toyonari, after some weeks, came home, and was told by his wife 
that his daughter Hime had done something wrong and had run away 
for fear of being punished. He was nearly ill with anxiety. Every one in the 
house told the same story—that Hase-Hime had suddenly disappeared, 
none of them knew why or whither. For fear of scandal he kept the matter 
quiet and searched everywhere he could think of, but all to no purpose.
One day, trying to forget his terrible worry, he called all his men together 
and told them to make ready for a several days’ hunt in the mountains. 
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They were soon ready and mounted, waiting at the gate for their lord. He 
rode hard and fast to the district of the Hibari Mountains, a great com-
pany following him. He was soon far ahead of every one, and at last 
found himself in a narrow picturesque valley.
Looking round and admiring the scenery, he noticed a tiny house on one 
of the hills quite near, and then he distinctly heard a beautiful clear voi-
ce reading aloud. Seized with curiosity as to who could be studying so 
diligently in such a lonely spot, he dismounted, and leaving his horse to 
his groom, he walked up the hillside and approached the cottage. As he 
drew nearer his surprise increased, for he could see that the reader was 
a beautiful girl. The cottage was wide open and she was sitting facing 
the view. Listening attentively, he heard her reading the Buddhist scrip-
tures with great devotion. More and more curious, he hurried on to the 
tiny gate and entered the little garden, and looking up beheld his lost 
daughter Hase-Hime. She was so intent on what she was saying that she 
neither heard nor saw her father till he spoke.
“Hase-Hime!” he cried, “it is you, my Hase-Hime!”
Taken by surprise, she could hardly realize that it was her own dear fa-
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ther who was calling her, and for a moment she was utterly bereft of the 
power to speak or move.
“My father, my father! It is indeed you—oh, my father!” was all she could 
say, and running to him she caught hold of his thick sleeve, and burying 
her face burst into a passion of tears.
Her father stroked her dark hair, asking her gently to tell him all that had 
happened, but she only wept on, and he wondered if he were not really 
dreaming.
Then the faithful old servant Katoda came out, and bowing himself to the 
ground before his master, poured out the long tale of wrong, telling him 
all that had happened, and how it was that he found his daughter in such 
a wild and desolate spot with only two old servants to take care of her.
The Prince’s astonishment and indignation knew no bounds. He gave up 
the hunt at once and hurried home with his daughter. One of the com-
pany galloped ahead to inform the household of the glad news, and the 
step-mother hearing what had happened, and fearful of meeting her hu-
sband now that her wickedness was discovered, fled from the house and 
returned in disgrace to her father’s roof, and nothing more was heard of 
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her.
The old servant Katoda was rewarded with the highest promotion in his 
master’s service, and lived happily to the end of his days, devoted to the 
little Princess, who never forgot that she owed her life to this faithful retai-
ner. She was no longer troubled by an unkind step-mother, and her days 
passed happily and quietly with her father.
As Prince Toyonari had no son, he adopted a younger son of one of the 
Court nobles to be his heir, and to marry his daughter Hase-Hime, and in 
a few years the marriage took place. Hase-Hime lived to a good old age, 
and all said that she was the wisest, most devout, and most beautiful mi-
stress that had ever reigned in Prince Toyonari’s ancient house. She had 
the joy of presenting her son, the future lord of the family, to her father just 
before he retired from active life.
To this day there is preserved a piece of needle-work in one of the Bud-
dhist temples of Kioto. It is a beautiful piece of tapestry, with the figure of 
Buddha embroidered in the silky threads drawn from the stem of the lotus. 
This is said to have been the work of the hands of the good Princess Hase.
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MOMOTARO, OR THE STORY OF THE SON OF A PEACH.

Long, long ago there lived, an old man and an old woman; they were 
peasants, and had to work hard to earn their daily rice. The old man used 
to go and cut grass for the farmers around, and while he was gone the 
old woman, his wife, did the work of the house and worked in their own 
little rice field.
One day the old man went to the hills as usual to cut grass and the old 
woman took some clothes to the river to wash.
It was nearly summer, and the country was very beautiful to see in its fresh 
greenness as the two old people went on their way to work. The grass on 
the banks of the river looked like emerald velvet, and the pussy willows 
along the edge of the water were shaking out their soft tassels.
The breezes blew and ruffled the smooth surface of the water into wave-
lets, and passing on touched the cheeks of the old couple who, for some 
reason they could not explain, felt very happy that morning.
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The old woman at last found a nice spot by the river bank and put her 
basket down. Then she set to work to wash the clothes; she took them one 
by one out of the basket and washed them in the river and rubbed them 
on the stones. The water was as clear as crystal, and she could see the 
tiny fish swimming to and fro, and the pebbles at the bottom.
As she was busy washing her clothes a great peach came bumping down 
the stream. The old woman looked up from her work and saw this large 
peach. She was sixty years of age, yet in all her life she had never seen 
such a big peach as this.
“How delicious that peach must be!” she said to herself. “I must certainly 
get it and take it home to my old man.”
She stretched out her arm to try and get it, but it was quite out of her rea-
ch. She looked about for a stick, but there was not one to be seen, and if 
she went to look for one she would lose the peach.
Stopping a moment to think what she would do, she remembered an old 
charm-verse. Now she began to clap her hands to keep time to the rolling 
of the peach down stream, and while she clapped she sang this song:
“Distant water is bitter,
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The near water is sweet;
Pass by the distant water
And come into the sweet.”
Strange to say, as soon as she began to repeat this little song the peach 
began to come nearer and nearer the bank where the old woman was 
standing, till at last it stopped just in front of her so that she was able to 
take it up in her hands. The old woman was delighted. She could not go 
on with her work, so happy and excited was she, so she put all the clothes 
back in her bamboo basket, and with the basket on her back and the 
peach in her hand she hurried homewards.
It seemed a very long time to her to wait till her husband returned. The old 
man at last came back as the sun was setting, with a big bundle of grass 
on his back—so big that he was almost hidden and she could hardly see 
him. He seemed very tired and used the scythe for a walking stick, leaning 
on it as he walked along.
As soon as the old woman saw him she called out:
“O Fii San! (old man) I have been waiting for you to come home for such 
a long time to-day!”
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“What is the matter? Why are you so impatient?” asked the old man, 
wondering at her unusual eagerness. “Has anything happened while I 
have been away?”
“Oh, no!” answered the old woman, “nothing has happened, only I have 
found a nice present for you!”
“That is good,” said the old man. He then washed his feet in a basin of 
water and stepped up to the veranda.
The old woman now ran into the little room and brought out from the 
cupboard the big peach. It felt even heavier than before. She held it up 
to him, saying:
“Just look at this! Did you ever see such a large peach in all your life?”
When the old man looked at the peach he was greatly astonished and 
said:
“This is indeed the largest peach I have ever seen! Wherever did you buy 
it?”
“I did not buy it,” answered the old woman. “I found it in the river where I 
was washing.” And she told him the whole story.
“I am very glad that you have found it. Let us eat it now, for I am hungry,” 



73

said the O Fii San.
He brought out the kitchen knife, and, placing the peach on a board, 
was about to cut it when, wonderful to tell, the peach split in two of itself 
and a clear voice said:
“Wait a bit, old man!” and out stepped a beautiful little child.
The old man and his wife were both so astonished at what they saw that 
they fell to the ground. The child spoke again:
“Don’t be afraid. I am no demon or fairy. I will tell you the truth. Heaven 
has had compassion on you. Every day and every night you have lamen-
ted that you had no child. Your cry has been heard and I am sent to be 
the son of your old age!”
On hearing this the old man and his wife were very happy. They had cried 
night and day for sorrow at having no child to help them in their lonely old 
age, and now that their prayer was answered they were so lost with joy 
that they did not know where to put their hands or their feet. First the old 
man took the child up in his arms, and then the old woman did the same; 
and they named him MOMOTARO, OR SON OF A PEACH, because he 
had come out of a peach.
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The years passed quickly by and the child grew to be fifteen years of age. 
He was taller and far stronger than any other boys of his own age, he had 
a handsome face and a heart full of courage, and he was very wise for 
his years. The old couple’s pleasure was very great when they looked at 
him, for he was just what they thought a hero ought to be like.
One day Momotaro came to his foster-father and said solemnly:
“Father, by a strange chance we have become father and son. Your 
goodness to me has been higher than the mountain grasses which it was 
your daily work to cut, and deeper than the river where my mother wa-
shes the clothes. I do not know how to thank you enough.”
“Why,” answered the old man, “it is a matter of course that a father should 
bring up his son. When you are older it will be your turn to take care of us, 
so after all there will be no profit or loss between us—all will be equal. In-
deed, I am rather surprised that you should thank me in this way!” and the 
old man looked bothered.
“I hope you will be patient with me,” said Momotaro; “but before I begin 
to pay back your goodness to me I have a request to make which I hope 
you will grant me above everything else.”
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“I will let you do whatever you wish, for you are quite different to all other 
boys!”
“Then let me go away at once!”
“What do you say? Do you wish to leave your old father and mother and 
go away from your old home?”
“I will surely come back again, if you let me go now!”
“Where are you going?”
“You must think it strange that I want to go away,” said Momotaro, “be-
cause I have not yet told you my reason. Far away from here to the nor-
theast of Japan there is an island in the sea. This island is the stronghold 
of a band of devils. I have often heard how they invade this land, kill and 
rob the people, and carry off all they can find. They are not only very wi-
cked but they are disloyal to our Emperor and disobey his laws. They are 
also cannibals, for they kill and eat some of the poor people who are so 
unfortunate as to fall into their hands. These devils are very hateful beings. 
I must go and conquer them and bring back all the plunder of which they 
have robbed this land. It is for this reason that I want to go away for a short 
time!”
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The old man was much surprised at hearing all this from a mere boy of 
fifteen. He thought it best to let the boy go. He was strong and fearless, 
and besides all this, the old man knew he was no common child, for he 
had been sent to them as a gift from Heaven, and he felt quite sure that 
the devils would be powerless to harm him.
“All you say is very interesting, Momotaro,” said the old man. “I will not 
hinder you in your determination. You may go if you wish. Go to the island 
as soon as ever you like and destroy the demons and bring peace to the 
land.”
“Thank you, for all your kindness,” said Momotaro, who began to get re-
ady to go that very day. He was full of courage and did not know what 
fear was.
The old man and woman at once set to work to pound rice in the kitchen 
mortar to make cakes for Momotaro to take with him on his journey.
At last the cakes were made and Momotaro was ready to start on his long 
journey.
Parting is always sad. So it was now. The eyes of the two old people were 
filled with tears and their voices trembled as they said:
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“Go with all care and speed. We expect you back victorious!”
Momotaro was very sorry to leave his old parents (though he knew he 
was coming back as soon as he could), for he thought of how lonely they 
would be while he was away. But he said “Good-by!” quite bravely.
“I am going now. Take good care of yourselves while I am away. Go-
od-by!” And he stepped quickly out of the house. In silence the eyes of 
Momotaro and his parents met in farewell.
Momotaro now hurried on his way till it was midday. He began to feel 
hungry, so he opened his bag and took out one of the rice-cakes and sat 
down under a tree by the side of the road to eat it. While he was thus ha-
ving his lunch a dog almost as large as a colt came running out from the 
high grass. He made straight for Momotaro, and showing his teeth, said in 
a fierce way:
“You are a rude man to pass my field without asking permission first. If you 
leave me all the cakes you have in your bag you may go; otherwise I will 
bite you till I kill you!”
Momotaro only laughed scornfully:
“What is that you are saying? Do you know who I am? I am Momotaro, 
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and I am on my way to subdue the devils in their island stronghold in the 
northeast of Japan. If you try to stop me on my way there I will cut you in 
two from the head downwards!”
The dog’s manner at once changed. His tail dropped between his legs, 
and coming near he bowed so low that his forehead touched the ground.
“What do I hear? The name of Momotaro? Are you indeed Momotaro? 
I have often heard of your great strength. Not knowing who you were I 
have behaved in a very stupid way. Will you please pardon my rudeness? 
Are you indeed on your way to invade the Island of Devils? If you will take 
such a rude fellow with you as one of your followers, I shall be very grateful 
to you.”
“I think I can take you with me if you wish to go,” said Momotaro.
“Thank you!” said the dog. “By the way, I am very very hungry. Will you 
give me one of the cakes you are carrying?”
“This is the best kind of cake there is in Japan,” said Momotaro. “I cannot 
spare you a whole one; I will give you half of one.”
“Thank you very much,” said the dog, taking the piece thrown to him.
Then Momotaro got up and the dog followed. For a long time they walked 
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over the hills and through the valleys. As they were going along an animal 
came down from a tree a little ahead of them. The creature soon came 
up to Momotaro and said:
“Good morning, Momotaro! You are welcome in this part of the country. 
Will you allow me to go with you?”
The dog answered jealously:
“Momotaro already has a dog to accompany him. Of what use is a mon-
key like you in battle? We are on our way to fight the devils! Get away!”
The dog and the monkey began to quarrel and bite, for these two ani-
mals always hate each other.
“Now, don’t quarrel!” said Momotaro, putting himself between them. 
“Wait a moment, dog!”
“It is not at all dignified for you to have such a creature as that following 
you!” said the dog.
“What do you know about it?” asked Momotaro; and pushing aside the 
dog, he spoke to the monkey:
“Who are you?”
“I am a monkey living in these hills,” replied the monkey. “I heard of your 
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expedition to the Island of Devils, and I have come to go with you. Nothing 
will please me more than to follow you!”
“Do you really wish to go to the Island of Devils and fight with me?”
“Yes, sir,” replied the monkey.
“I admire your courage,” said Momotaro. “Here is a piece of one of my 
fine rice-cakes. Come along!”
So the monkey joined Momotaro. The dog and the monkey did not get 
on well together. They were always snapping at each other as they went 
along, and always wanting to have a fight. This made Momotaro very 
cross, and at last he sent the dog on ahead with a flag and put the mon-
key behind with a sword, and he placed himself between them with a 
war-fan, which is made of iron.
By and by they came to a large field. Here a bird flew down and alighted 
on the ground just in front of the little party. It was the most beautiful bird 
Momotaro had ever seen. On its body were five different robes of fea-
thers and its head was covered with a scarlet cap.
The dog at once ran at the bird and tried to seize and kill it. But the bird 
struck out its spurs and flew at the dog’s tail, and the fight went hard with 
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both.
Momotaro, as he looked on, could not help admiring the bird; it showed 
so much spirit in the fight. It would certainly make a good fighter.
Momotaro went up to the two combatants, and holding the dog back, 
said to the bird:
“You rascal! you are hindering my journey. Surrender at once, and I will 
take you with me. If you don’t I will set this dog to bite your head off!”
Then the bird surrendered at once, and begged to be taken into Momo-
taro’s company.
“I do not know what excuse to offer for quarreling with the dog, your ser-
vant, but I did not see you. I am a miserable bird called a pheasant. It is 
very generous of you to pardon my rudeness and to take me with you. 
Please allow me to follow you behind the dog and the monkey!”
“I congratulate you on surrendering so soon,” said Momotaro, smiling. 
“Come and join us in our raid on the devils.”
“Are you going to take this bird with you also?” asked the dog, interrup-
ting.
“Why do you ask such an unnecessary question? Didn’t you hear what I 
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said? I take the bird with me because I wish to!”
“Humph!” said the dog.
Then Momotaro stood and gave this order:
“Now all of you must listen to me. The first thing necessary in an army is 
harmony. It is a wise saying which says that ‘Advantage on earth is better 
than advantage in Heaven!’ Union amongst ourselves is better than any 
earthly gain. When we are not at peace amongst ourselves it is no easy 
thing to subdue an enemy. From now, you three, the dog, the monkey 
and the pheasant, must be friends with one mind. The one who first begins 
a quarrel will be discharged on the spot!”
All the three promised not to quarrel. The pheasant was now made a 
member of Momotaro’s suite, and received half a cake.
Momotaro’s influence was so great that the three became good friends, 
and hurried onwards with him as their leader.
Hurrying on day after day they at last came out upon the shore of the 
North-Eastern Sea. There was nothing to be seen as far as the horizon—not 
a sign of any island. All that broke the stillness was the rolling of the waves 
upon the shore.
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Now, the dog and the monkey and the pheasant had come very bravely 
all the way through the long valleys and over the hills, but they had never 
seen the sea before, and for the first time since they set out they were 
bewildered and gazed at each other in silence. How were they to cross 
the water and get to the Island of Devils?
Momotaro soon saw that they were daunted by the sight of the sea, and 
to try them he spoke loudly and roughly:
“Why do you hesitate? Are you afraid of the sea? Oh! what cowards you 
are! It is impossible to take such weak creatures as you with me to fight 
the demons. It will be far better for me to go alone. I discharge you all at 
once!”
The three animals were taken aback at this sharp reproof, and clung to 
Momotaro’s sleeve, begging him not to send them away.
“Please, Momotaro!” said the dog.
“We have come thus far!” said the monkey.
“It is inhuman to leave us here!” said the pheasant.
“We are not at all afraid of the sea,” said the monkey again.
“Please do take us with you,” said the pheasant.
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“Do please,” said the dog.
They had now gained a little courage, so Momotaro said:
“Well, then, I will take you with me, but be careful!”
Momotaro now got a small ship, and they all got on board. The wind and 
weather were fair, and the ship went like an arrow over the sea. It was 
the first time they had ever been on the water, and so at first the dog, the 
monkey and the pheasant were frightened at the waves and the rolling 
of the vessel, but by degrees they grew accustomed to the water and 
were quite happy again. Every day they paced the deck of their little 
ship, eagerly looking out for the demons’ island.
When they grew tired of this, they told each other stories of all their exploi-
ts of which they were proud, and then played games together; and Mo-
motaro found much to amuse him in listening to the three animals and 
watching their antics, and in this way he forgot that the way was long and 
that he was tired of the voyage and of doing nothing. He longed to be at 
work killing the monsters who had done so much harm in his country.
As the wind blew in their favor and they met no storms the ship made a 
quick voyage, and one day when the sun was shining brightly a sight of 
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land rewarded the four watchers at the bow.
Momotaro knew at once that what they saw was the devils’ stronghold. 
On the top of the precipitous shore, looking out to sea, was a large castle. 
Now that his enterprise was close at hand, he was deep in thought with 
his head leaning on his hands, wondering how he should begin the at-
tack. His three followers watched him, waiting for orders. At last he called 
to the pheasant:
“It is a great advantage for us to have you with us.” said Momotaro to the 
bird, “for you have good wings. Fly at once to the castle and engage the 
demons to fight. We will follow you.”
The pheasant at once obeyed. He flew off from the ship beating the air 
gladly with his wings. The bird soon reached the island and took up his po-
sition on the roof in the middle of the castle, calling out loudly:
“All you devils listen to me! The great Japanese general Momotaro has 
come to fight you and to take your stronghold from you. If you wish to 
save your lives surrender at once, and in token of your submission you 
must break off the horns that grow on your forehead. If you do not surren-
der at once, but make up your mind to fight, we, the pheasant, the dog 
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and the monkey, will kill you all by biting and tearing you to death!”
The horned demons looking up and only seeing a pheasant, laughed and 
said:
“A wild pheasant, indeed! It is ridiculous to hear such words from a mean 
thing like you. Wait till you get a blow from one of our iron bars!”
Very angry, indeed, were the devils. They shook their horns and their 
shocks of red hair fiercely, and rushed to put on tiger skin trousers to make 
themselves look more terrible. They then brought out great iron bars and 
ran to where the pheasant perched over their heads, and tried to knock 
him down. The pheasant flew to one side to escape the blow, and then 
attacked the head of first one and then another demon. He flew round 
and round them, beating the air with his wings so fiercely and ceaselessly, 
that the devils began to wonder whether they had to fight one or many 
more birds.
In the meantime, Momotaro had brought his ship to land. As they had ap-
proached, he saw that the shore was like a precipice, and that the large 
castle was surrounded by high walls and large iron gates and was strongly 
fortified.
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Momotaro landed, and with the hope of finding some way of entrance, 
walked up the path towards the top, followed by the monkey and the 
dog. They soon came upon two beautiful damsels washing clothes in a 
stream. Momotaro saw that the clothes were blood-stained, and that as 
the two maidens washed, the tears were falling fast down their cheeks. 
He stopped and spoke to them:
“Who are you, and why do you weep?”
“We are captives of the Demon King. We were carried away from our 
homes to this island, and though we are the daughters of Daimios (Lords), 
we are obliged to be his servants, and one day he will kill us”—and the 
maidens held up the blood-stained clothes—”and eat us, and there is no 
one to help us!”
And their tears burst out afresh at this horrible thought.
“I will rescue you,” said Momotaro. “Do not weep any more, only show 
me how I may get into the castle.”
Then the two ladies led the way and showed Momotaro a little back door 
in the lowest part of the castle wall—so small that Momotaro could hardly 
crawl in.
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The pheasant, who was all this time fighting hard, saw Momotaro and his 
little band rush in at the back.
Momotaro’s onslaught was so furious that the devils could not stand 
against him. At first their foe had been a single bird, the pheasant, but 
now that Momotaro and the dog and the monkey had arrived they were 
bewildered, for the four enemies fought like a hundred, so strong were 
they. Some of the devils fell off the parapet of the castle and were da-
shed to pieces on the rocks beneath; others fell into the sea and were 
drowned; many were beaten to death by the three animals.
The chief of the devils at last was the only one left. He made up his mind 
to surrender, for he knew that his enemy was stronger than mortal man.
He came up humbly to Momotaro and threw down his iron bar, and kne-
eling down at the victor’s feet he broke off the horns on his head in token 
of submission, for they were the sign of his strength and power.
“I am afraid of you,” he said meekly. “I cannot stand against you. I will 
give you all the treasure hidden in this castle if you will spare my life!”
Momotaro laughed.
“It is not like you, big devil, to beg for mercy, is it? I cannot spare your wi-
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cked life, however much you beg, for you have killed and tortured many 
people and robbed our country for many years.”
Then Momotaro tied the devil chief up and gave him into the monkey’s 
charge. Having done this, he went into all the rooms of the castle and set 
the prisoners free and gathered together all the treasure he found.
The dog and the pheasant carried home the plunder, and thus Momota-
ro returned triumphantly to his home, taking with him the devil chief as a 
captive.
The two poor damsels, daughters of Daimios, and others whom the wi-
cked demon had carried off to be his slaves, were taken safely to their 
own homes and delivered to their parents.
The whole country made a hero of Momotaro on his triumphant return, 
and rejoiced that the country was now freed from the robber devils who 
had been a terror of the land for a long time.
The old couple’s joy was greater than ever, and the treasure Momotaro 
had brought home with him enabled them to live in peace and plenty to 
the end of their days.


