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76. Mind-Spirit dwells at home, and demons revert to nature; 
Wood Mother together subdues the fiend’s true self.
77. A horde of demons affront native Nature; 
The One Body bows to True Suchness.
78. At Bhikṣu he pities the infants and summons the night gods; 
In the golden hall he knows the demon speaking on the way and virtue.
79. Searching the cave for the fiend he meets Long Life; 
The proper lord of the court sees the babies.
80. The fair girl, nursing the yang, seeks a mate; 
Mind Monkey, guarding his master, knows a monster.
81. At Sea-Pacifying Monastery Mind Monkey knows the fiend; 
In the black pine forest three pupils search for their master.
82. The fair girl seeks the yang; 
Primal spirit guards the Way.
83. Mind Monkey knows the elixir source; 
Fair girl returns to her true nature.
84. “Priests are hard to destroy” completes great awakening; 
The Dharma-king attains the right, his body’s naturalized.
85. Mind Monkey envies Wood Mother; 
The demon lord plots to devour Chan.
86. Wood Mother, lending power, conquers the fiendish creature; 
Metal Squire, using his magic, extirpates the deviates.
87. The Phoenix-Immortal Prefecture offends Heaven and suffers drought; 
The Great Sage Sun advocates virtue and provides rain.
88. Reaching Jade-Flower, Chan convenes an assembly; 
Mind Monkey, Wood, and Earth instruct disciples.
89. The yellow lion-spirit in vain gives the Muckrake Feast; 
Gold, Wood, and Earth disturb with a scheme Mount Leopard’s-Head.
90. Masters and lions, teachers and pupils, all return to the One; 
Thieves and the Dao, snares and Buddhism, quiet Ninefold-Numina.
91. At Gold-Level Prefecture they watch lanterns on the fifteenth night; 
In Mysterious Flower Cave the Tang Monk makes a deposition.
92. Three priests fight fiercely at Green Dragon Mountain; 
Four Stars help to capture rhinoceros fiends.
93. At Jetavana Park he asks the aged about the cause; 
At the Kingdom of India he sees the king and meets his mate.



 
94. Four priests are feted at the royal garden; 
One fiend vainly longs for sensual joys.
95. Falsely assuming true form, the jade hare’s caught; 
True Yin returns to the right to join Numinous Source.
96. Squire Kou gladly receives a noble priest; 
The elder Tang does not covet riches.
97. Gold-dispensing external aid meets demonic harm; 
The sage reveals his soul to bring restoration.
98. Only when ape and horse are tamed will shells be cast; 
With merit and work perfected, they see the Real.
99. Nine times nine ends the count and Māra’s all destroyed; 
The work of three times three done, the Dao reverts to its root.
100. They return to the Land of the East; 
Five sages become perfected.

Notes
Index
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SEVENTY-SIX

Mind-Spirit dwells at home, and demons revert to nature;
Wood Mother together subdues the fiend’s true self.

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

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

Now, though the Great Sage was a warrior, he thought only of the Tang Monk’s progress. When he,
a person not unreceptive to compliments, heard how pitifully the fiendish demon was begging him, he
became kindhearted again. “Fiend,” he cried, “I’ll spare you. But how will you send my master off?”

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

“If you’re going to take him across in a palanquin,” said Pilgrim, laughing, “that’s better than
giving us treasures. Open your mouth wide and I’ll come out.” The demon chief did open his mouth
wide, but the third demon walked up to him and whispered, “Big Brother, when he’s about to get out,
bite down hard. Chew that little monkey to pieces and swallow him. Then he won’t be able to torture
you any more.”

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

“Brother,” complained the old demon to the third demon, “you’ve victimized your own kin! It
would have been better if we had invited him to come out. You told me to bite him instead. He has not
been bitten, but my teeth have been sorely hurt. What shall we do now?”

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

The valiant stays in the clear;
His fame spreads both far and near.

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



 
When Pilgrim heard these words, he thought to himself, “Yes, yes, yes! If I pull his intestines apart

and bust up his bladder, I can finish off this fiend right now. What’s so difficult about that? Yet that
will truly ruin my reputation. All right! All right! You open your mouth wide, and I’ll come out to
wage a contest with you. But the entrance to your cave is too narrow for us to use our arms. You must
get out to a more spacious area.” On hearing this, the third demon called up at once all the fiends;
young and old, there were more than thirty thousand of those monster-spirits. Each grasping a sharp
weapon, they went out of the cave to arrange themselves in the formation of the Three Forces1 and do
battle with Pilgrim once he came out. The second fiend supported the old demon as he walked out of
the door, crying, “Pilgrim Sun, if you’re a hero, come out! There’s a fine battlefield right here for you
to fight on.”

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

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

The moment Pilgrim was exposed to the wind, he stretched his waist once and immediately grew to
some thirty feet tall, with one hand holding the rope and the other grasping the iron rod. Not knowing
any better, the demon chief, as soon as he saw Pilgrim, lifted up his steel scimitar and hacked away at
his opponent’s face. Pilgrim parried the blow with one hand holding the iron rod. At the same time,
the second fiend, using a lance, and the third fiend, using a halberd, both rushed forward and rained
blows on him. Putting away his iron rod and letting the rope hang loose, the Great Sage leaped up to
the clouds and dashed away. He was afraid, you see, that once the little fiends had surrounded him, he
would not be able to carry out his plan. He therefore jumped clear of their camp to reach a spacious
spot on the peak of the mountain. Dropping down from the clouds, he grabbed the rope with both
hands and tugged with all his strength, and immediately a sharp pain shot through the heart of the old
demon. To lessen the pain, the demon clawed his way into the air also, but the Great Sage gave his
rope another yank. When the little fiends saw what was happening out there, they all cried out: “O
Great King! Don’t provoke him anymore! Let him go! This little monkey has no sense of the seasons!
Clear Brightness2 hasn’t arrived yet, but he’s flying a kite over there already!” When he heard this, the
Great Sage gave the rope yet another mighty tug: hurtling through the air like a spinning wheel, the



 
old demon fell to the ground with a thud, making a crater about two feet deep in the hardened loess
beneath the mountain slope.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Leaping up together, the three fiends thanked the Great Sage, saying, “Please go back first, Great
Sage, and tell the Tang Monk to pack up his things. We’ll bring a palanquin along to escort him.” The
various fiends all put away their weapons and went back to their cave.

After the Great Sage had put away his rope, he went straight back to the east side of the mountain,
where from a great distance he could already see the Tang Monk rolling all over the ground and
wailing loudly. Zhu Eight Rules and Sha Monk had the wrap untied and were just in the process of
dividing up the contents. “I needn’t be told whose doing this is!” sighed Pilgrim to himself. “Eight
Rules must have informed Master that I was devoured by the monster-spirit. Master is wailing
because he can’t bear to part with me, but that Idiot is dividing things up so he can run off. Alas, I
wonder if I’ve got the right interpretation! I’ll call Master and see what happens.” He dropped down
from the clouds and cried, “Master!”

On hearing this, Sha Monk at once began to berate Eight Rules, saying, “You are
A sure coffin-maker
Who does in ev’ry taker!

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

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

Rubbing his face, Eight Rules said, “Elder Brother, you were devoured by that fiend. You . . . how
could you come alive again?”



 
“I’m no useless moron like you!” replied Pilgrim. “So he ate me, but I scratched his guts and

pinched his lungs. I also put a rope through his heart and pulled at him until the pain was unbearable.
Every one of them kowtowed and pleaded with me. Only then did I spare their lives. They are now
preparing a palanquin to take our master across this mountain.”

When he heard these words, our Tripitaka scrambled up at once and bowed to Pilgrim, saying, “O
disciple! I have caused you great inconvenience! If I had believed Wuneng’s words completely, I
would have been finished.” Raising his fists to punch at Eight Rules, Pilgrim scolded him, saying,
“This overstuffed coolie! He’s so slothful and so callow! Master, please don’t worry any more. Those
fiends are coming to take you across the mountain.” Even Sha Monk felt embarrassed by these words,
so much so that he hurriedly offered a few excuses for Eight Rules. They then gathered up the luggage
and loaded it once more onto the horse’s back. We shall now leave them for the moment waiting by
the wayside.

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

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

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

When Eight Rules heard this, he laughed and said, “O Elder Brother! As the proverb says,
A liar can’t fool his fellow-villager.

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

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

“I’m not scared of him,” replied Eight Rules. “Let me go and wage a battle with him.” “If you want
to go,” said Pilgrim, “go!”

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

“I want it fastened around my waist,” said Eight Rules, “as a lifeline! You and Sha Monk should



 
take hold of it at the other end and then let me go out there to do battle. If you see that I’m winning,
loosen the rope and I’ll be able to capture the monster. If I lose, however, you must pull me back, so
that he won’t be able to grab me.” Pilgrim smiled to himself, saying, “This will be some trick on
Idiot!” He did indeed tie the rope around Eight Rules’s waist and urged him to do battle.

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

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

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

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

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

He bounded quickly up the mountain, but he said spitefully to himself, “Since Idiot wanted to curse
me to death, I’m not about to gratify him so easily. I’ll follow the monster-spirits and see how they
plan to treat him. Let him suffer a little first, and then I’ll rescue him.” Thereupon he recited a magic
spell; with one shake of his body, he changed into a tiny mole cricket. Darting away, he alighted on
the base of one of Eight Rules’s ears and went back to the cave with the monster-spirits. The second
demon led the three thousand little fiends, all blowing bugles and beating drums, up to the entrance of
the cave where they were to be stationed. He himself took Eight Rules inside and said, “Elder Brother,
I’ve caught one.” The old fiend said, “Bring him here and let me have a look.” The second demon
loosened his trunk and flung Eight Rules on the ground, saying, “Isn’t this the one?” “This one,” said
the old fiend, “is quite useless!”

On hearing this, Eight Rules spoke up: “Great King, let the useless one go. Find the useful one
instead and catch him.” “Though he may be useless,” said the third fiend, “he is still Zhu Eight Rules,
a disciple of the Tang Monk. Let’s tie him up and send him to soak in the pond in the back. When his
hairs are soaked off, we’ll rip open his belly, cure him with salt, and sundry him. He’ll be good with
wine when it turns cloudy.”



 
Horrified, Eight Rules said, “Finished! Finished! I’ve run into a fiend who’s a pickle merchant.”

The various fiends all joined in and had Idiot hog-tied before hauling him to the edge of the pond.
After shoving him out toward the center of the pond, they turned and left.

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

Dear Great Sage! Flying near Eight Rules’s ear, he assumed a different voice and called out: “Zhu
Wuneng! Zhu Wuneng!” “Of all the rotten luck!” mumbled an apprehensive Eight Rules. “Wuneng
happens to be a name given to me by the Bodhisattva Guanshiyin. Since I followed the Tang Monk, I
have also been called Eight Rules. How is it that someone at this place should know me as Wuneng?”
Unable to restrain himself, Idiot asked, “Who is calling me by my religious name?”

“It is I,” replied Pilgrim. “Who are you?” asked Idiot, and Pilgrim said, “I’m a summoner.”
“Officer,” said Idiot, growing more and more alarmed, “where did you come from?”
Pilgrim said, “I’ve been sent by the Fifth Yama King to summon you.” “Officer,” said Idiot, “please

go back. Inform the Fifth Yama King that, for the excellent friendship he enjoys with my elder
brother, Sun Wukong, I should be spared one more day. Have me summoned tomorrow.” “Rubbish!”
replied Pilgrim. “As the proverb says,

When Yama at third watch wants you to die,
Who dares detain you till fourth watch goes by?

Hurry up and follow me, so I don’t have to put the rope on you and pull you along.”
“Officer,” said Idiot, “I’m asking no big favor of you. Just look at my face. You think I can live? I

know I’m going to die, but I want to wait one more day—until those monster-spirits have my master
and the rest of them captured and brought here. We can then enjoy a last reunion before we all expire.”

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

“Pity! Pity!” replied Eight Rules. “Since I became a priest, I have bumped into a few philanthropic
families who wanted to feed the monks. When they saw that I had a large appetite, they handed me a
few pennies more than they gave my companions. Altogether I have managed to save about five
maces3 of silver, but all that loose cash is hard to carry. When I last visited a city, I asked a
silversmith to have it forged into a single piece. He turned out to be most unscrupulous, for he stole a
few candareens and I was left with a piece of silver weighing but four maces and six candareens. You
may take it.”

“This Idiot,” said Pilgrim to himself, smiling, “doesn’t even have a pair of pants on him. Where can
he be hiding it?” He asked, “Hey, where’s your silver?”

“It’s stuffed inside my left ear,” replied Eight Rules. “I’m all tied up, and I can’t get it for you.



 
Take it out yourself.”

On hearing this, Pilgrim reached into the ear and found the piece of silver: shaped like a saddle, it
did in fact weigh about four mace and six candareen. When he took hold of it, he could no longer
refrain from letting out a loud guffaw. Recognizing at once that it was the voice of Pilgrim, our Idiot,
floating in the water, began to let loose a string of abuses. “You damned BanHorsePlague!” he cried.
“I’m in such straits already, and you have to come extort money from me!”

“You overstuffed pig!” said Pilgrim, laughing. “In his attempt to protect Master, old Monkey has
undergone who knows how much affliction. But you even manage to stash away private savings!”
“Shame on you!” replied Eight Rules. “What sort of private savings is this? It’s something that has
been shaved off my teeth! I couldn’t bring myself to spend it on my mouth. I was hoping to save it for
one garment on my back, but you have to scare it out of me. Give me back a little of that silver!” “Not
even half a candareen,” answered Pilgrim.

“I’ll give it to you as ransom money then,” scolded Eight Rules, “but you’d better rescue me.”
“Don’t be impatient,” said Pilgrim. “I’ll rescue you.”

He put away the silver and changed back into his original form; with the iron rod he teased and
guided Idiot in and then hauled him out of the pond by his feet. After he was untied, Eight Rules
leaped up and took off his shirt to wring out the water. Shaking it a couple of times, he draped it on his
body again, still dripping wet. “Elder Brother,” he said, “open the back door and let’s scram!”

“Escaping through the back door,” said Pilgrim, “is that manly behavior? Let’s fight our way out
through the front door.” Eight Rules said, “But my feet are numb from being tied up. I can’t move.”
“Just be quick and follow me,” said Pilgrim.

Dear Great Sage! He opened up with his iron rod and fought his way out; Eight Rules, though still
feeling the numbness, had no choice but to follow him. When they reached the second-level door, they
found the muckrake standing there. Pushing the little fiends aside, Eight Rules grabbed his weapon
and began to rain blows left and right. After he and Pilgrim went through those three or four levels of
door in this manner, they managed to slaughter countless little fiends. When the old demon heard of it,
he said to the second demon, “That’s some fine person you’ve caught! Now look at what Pilgrim Sun
has done! He has robbed us of Zhu Eight Rules and they have struck down the little fiends at our
door!”

Leaping up hurriedly, the second demon grasped the lance and ran out of the main gate. “Brazen
ape!” he shouted in a loud voice. “You insolent creature! How dare you insult us like this!”

On hearing this, the Great Sage stood still, while the fiendish creature, without another word,
attacked at once with the lance. Pilgrim, the expert (as it were) was not exercised; wielding his iron
rod, he faced his opponent head on. Thus the two of them began a magnificent battle outside the cave:
old, yellow-tusked elephant became a man

And sworn bond-brother to a lion king.
Because the big demon prodded and urged,
They all plotted to eat the priest of Tang.
Great Sage, Equal to Heav’n, of vast magic powers
Would help the Right to quell spirits perverse.
Inept Eight Rules fell to malicious hands,
But Wukong saved him, got him out the door.
When the fiend king gave chase, flaunting his strength,
Rod and lance joined up, each showing its might.
The lance of that one came like a python slicing through the woods;
The rod of this one soared like a dragon rising from the sea.
The dragon, cloud-shrouded, rose from the sea;
The python, mist-enwrapped, sliced through the woods.
Come to think of it, ’twas for the Tang Monk
That they strove bitterly without restraint.



 
Though that Eight Rules saw the Great Sage fighting with the monster-spirit, he did not step forward
to help his companion at all. Standing the muckrake on the ground at the mouth of the mountain, he
merely stood there and stared dumbly at them. When the monster-spirit saw how heavy Pilgrim’s rod
was, how tautly executed were his thrusts and parries, without the slightest hint of weakness or
mistake, he blocked the rod with his lance and stretched out his trunk to seize his opponent. Pilgrim,
however, knew exactly what was happening; raising the golden-hooped rod horizontally high above
his own head with both hands, he permitted the monster-spirit to wrap his trunk around his waist, but
his hands remained free. Look at him! His two hands played with the rod on top of the monster-spirit’s
trunk like a drum majorette twirling a baton!

When he saw that, Eight Rules beat his breast and cried, “Alas, that monster-spirit’s so unfortunate!
When he caught hold of a ruffian like me, he had even my hands wrapped up so that I could not move
at all. But when he caught hold of a slippery creature, he didn’t bother to wrap up his hands. All those
two hands need to do is to jab the rod into his trunk. There’ll be pain and snivel in that nostril. How
could he hold on to his prisoner?”

Now Pilgrim actually had not thought of doing that, but this time Eight Rules managed to give him
an idea. Waving the rod once to turn it into a staff over ten feet long and having the thickness of a
chicken egg, he jabbed it into the monster’s trunk. Horrified, the monster-spirit loosened his hold at
once with a loud snort. Pilgrim changed hands and, grabbing hold of the trunk, gave it a mighty tug.
To lessen his pain, the monster-spirit walked forward in the direction he was pulled. Only then did
Eight Rules have the courage to approach them and rain blows onto the monster-spirit’s side with his
muckrake.

“No! No!” cried Pilgrim. “You have sharp teeth on your rake. If you puncture his skin and make
him bleed, Master will blame us again for hurting life when he sees this. Just hit him with your rake
handle.” Accordingly, our Idiot lifted the rake handle and gave the monster a blow with each step he
took, while Pilgrim pulled him in front by the trunk. Like two elephant tenders, they herded the
monster down the slope, where Tripitaka stood waiting with unblinking eyes. When he caught sight of
them approaching noisily, he called out, “Wujing, can you see what it is that Wukong is dragging
along?”

Sha Monk took one look and said, smiling, “Master, Big Brother is pulling a monster-spirit by his
trunk. What a lovely sight!”

“My goodness! My goodness!” said Tripitaka. “Such a huge monster-spirit! And what a long nose
he has! Go and tell him, if he is gracious enough to escort us across this mountain, we’ll spare him.
We shouldn’t hurt his life.”

Hurrying forward to meet them, Sha Monk said in a loud voice, “Master says not to hurt him if that
fiend is willing to escort us across this mountain.” On hearing this the fiend immediately went to his
knees and made a sort of wheezing reply. Since his trunk was gripped by Pilgrim, you see, he sounded
as if he had a severe cold. “Venerable Father Tang,” he huffed, “if you’re willing to spare my life,
we’ll fetch a palanquin to escort you.”

Pilgrim said, “We master and disciples are all gracious winners. We believe you, and we’ll spare
your life. Go fetch the palanquin quickly. If you change your mind again, we’ll certainly not spare you
once we capture you.” After he had been freed, the fiend kowtowed and left, while Pilgrim and Eight
Rules gave a full report to the Tang Monk. Overcome by embarrassment, Eight Rules began sunning
his clothes in front of the slope to dry them, and we shall leave them for the moment.

The second demon, trembling all over, went back to the cave. Before he arrived, the little fiends had
already made the report that he was taken captive and led away by the trunk. In dismay, the old demon
and the third demon were just in the process of leading the troops out when they saw the second
demon returning alone. After they had welcomed him back and asked him what had happened, the



 
second demon gave them a complete account of the Tang Monk’s kind words and the claim of being a
gracious winner. As they stared at each other, no one dared speak up for a long time. Then the second
demon said, “Elder Brother, are we ready to escort the Tang Monk?”

“What are you saying, Brother?” asked the old demon. “Pilgrim Sun is in truth a kind and
benevolent ape. When he was first in my belly, he could have finished me off a thousand times if he
wanted to harm me. Just now, when he caught hold of your trunk, he could have given you a lot of
trouble if he had refused to set you free and squeezed the tip of your trunk until it was punctured. Let’s
make the necessary preparations quickly and go escort them.”

“Yes, let’s escort them! Let’s escort them!” said the third demon with a laugh.
“Worthy Brother,” said the old demon, “you sound as if you are miffed. If you don’t want to escort

them, the two of us will go instead.”
“Let me inform my two elder brothers,” said the third demon, laughing some more. “If those priests

did not want us to escort them and simply chose to sneak across this mountain, they would have been
lucky. But since they insisted on our escorting them, they would certainly fall into my ploy of
‘Seducing the Tiger to Leave Its Mountain.’”

“What do you mean by ‘Seducing the Tiger to Leave Its Mountain?’” asked the old fiend.
“Call up all the fiends in our cave,” replied the third fiend. “We’ll select one thousand from ten

thousand of them, one hundred from that thousand, and then sixteen from that hundred. In addition, we
want to select thirty more.”

“Why is it,” asked the old fiend, “that you want to select sixteen little fiends and then thirty more?”
“The thirty little fiends,” replied the third demon, “will be selected for their culinary skills. We’ll

give them some fine rice, thin noodles, bamboo shoots, tea sprouts, fragrant mushrooms, straw
mushrooms, bean curds, and wheat glutens, along with the order that they should set up camp at every
twenty- or thirty-mile interval to prepare meals for the Tang Monk.” “And what do you want the
sixteen fiends for?” asked the old fiend.

“Eight of them will haul the palanquin,” said the third fiend, “and eight will shout to clear the way.
We three brothers will accompany all of them for a distance. Some four hundred miles west of here
will be my city, where I will have my men and horses to relieve us. Once we get near the city, all we
need do is this, this, and this, so that those master and disciples will have no chance at all to look after
each other. If we want to seize the Tang Monk, we’ll have to rely on those sixteen demons to bring us
success.”

When he heard these words, the old fiend could not have been more pleased; it was as if he indeed
had snapped out of a hangover or awakened from a dream. “Marvelous! Marvelous! Marvelous!” he
cried, and he at once called together all the fiends. He first selected the thirty members to whom he
gave the foodstuff. Then he selected sixteen of them and they were told to haul out a palanquin made
of fragrant vines. As they walked out the door, he gave them this instruction also: “You are not
permitted to wander off somewhere in the mountain. Pilgrim Sun happens to be a monkey full of
suspicions. If he sees all of you milling about, he may suspect something and see through our plot.”

Leading the throng up to the side of the main road, the old fiend cried out in a loud voice:
“Venerable Father Tang, today does not clash with the dread day of Red Sand. 4 We are here to invite
the Venerable Father to cross this mountain.”

On hearing this, Tripitaka said, “Wukong, who are those people that are calling me?” Pointing with
his finger, Pilgrim said, “That’s the monster-spirit old Monkey subdued. He has brought a palanquin
to escort you.”

“My goodness! My goodness!” said Tripitaka, his palms pressed together as he bowed to Heaven.
“If it hadn’t been for the ability of my worthy disciple, how would I be able to proceed?” He then went
forward to salute the various fiends, saying, “I am greatly beholden to your love. When this disciple



 
returns eastward with the scriptures, he will proclaim your virtuous fruits to the multitudes of
Chang’an.”

As they kowtowed, the fiends said, “Let the Venerable Father ascend the carriage.” Being of fleshly
eyes and mortal stock, that Tripitaka did not perceive that this was a trick. The Great Sage Sun, too,
was a golden immortal of the Great Monad, who was by nature honest and upright. Since he thought
that the experience of captivity and release had truly subdued the fiend, he did not expect any intrigue
nor did he examine the situation carefully before he complied with his master’s wishes. After telling
Eight Rules to load the luggage onto the horse and Sha Monk to follow the rear, he himself took up the
lead, his iron rod resting across his shoulders. Eight of the little fiends lifted up the palanquin while
eight others shouted to clear the way. With the fiend chiefs supporting the carrying-poles of the
palanquin on both sides, the master sat amiably in the middle of the carriage as they took the main
road up to the tall mountain.

Little did they realize, however, that once they were under way, sorrow would arrive in the midst of
gladness. As a Classic says, “At prosperity’s end reversal’s born.”

They’ll meet Jupiter in their fated hour
And baleful spirits of those hung to death!

That group of fiendish demons, of course, were most united in their efforts to gather around Tripitaka
and most diligent in their service to him night and day. Hardly had they traveled thirty miles before
they presented him with a vegetarian meal, and when they reached fifty miles, they fed him again.
They even stopped before it was quite dark so that the master could rest. Throughout this leg of the
journey, the fiends behaved most properly, and the pilgrims in their daily meals were fed to their
hearts’ content. When they paused to rest, they found a nice place where they could sleep soundly.

They proceeded in this manner toward the West for some four hundred miles, and they suddenly
found themselves approaching a city. The Great Sage, his iron rod uplifted, was walking about a mile
ahead of the entourage, when the sight of that city gave him such a fright that he fell to the ground,
hardly able to get up. Since he had always been so bold, you ask, what was it about the sight of that
city that so terrified him? He discovered, you see, that the city was full of vicious miasmas. It was

Crowded with fiends and monstrous demons;
At four gates were all rapacious spirits.
Their commander was an old striped tiger;
Their captain, a white-faced, ferocious cat.
Deer with jagged horns did carry their mail,
And wily foxes walked along the roads.
Circling the city were thousand-foot snakes
And huge, long serpents blocked the thoroughfares.
Grey wolves barked orders beneath the towers;
Leopards guarding arbors roared like humans.
Those waving flags and beating drums were fiends all;
Watchmen and patrol, all mountain spirits.
Cunning hares opened doors to ply their trade;
Wild boars toted their loads to do commerce.
This in years past was a great and noble court.
Now it’s a city of tigers and wolves.

As the Great Sage lay there nursing his fear, he suddenly heard the sound of wind behind his ears.
He spun around to discover the third demon with both hands aiming a square-sky halberd directly at
his head. Leaping up, the Great Sage wielded his golden-hooped rod to face his adversary. The two of
them, both thoroughly aroused,

Huffed and puffed, without exchanging a word;
Clenched their teeth, as each wanted to fight.



 
Then the old demon chief appeared and, after shouting an order, lifted up his steel scimitar to hack at
Eight Rules. Hurriedly abandoning the horse, Eight Rules attacked with his muckrake. The second
demon also grasped his lance to stab at Sha Monk, who parried the blow at once with his fiend-routing
staff. Thus three demon chiefs and three monks, each engaging the other, began a most bitter battle
right on top of that mountain. Those sixteen little fiends, all obeying the command, immediately went
into action: they grabbed the white horse and the luggage before they overpowered Tripitaka in his
palanquin, hauling him forward until they reached the edge of the city. “By the scheme of our Father
Great Kings,” they shouted, “we’ve caught the Tang Monk here!”

Those monster-spirits in the city, old and young, all ran down and opened wide the city gate. At the
same time, they immediately gave the order that all the banners should be rolled up and the drums
stopped; there were to be no battle cries or the beating of gongs. “The Great King had told us before,”
they said, “that we were not to frighten the Tang Monk. The Tang Monk could not withstand fear, for
once he was frightened, his flesh would turn sour, and he wouldn’t be good to eat.” All those fiends,

In great delight, beckoned Tripitaka;
Each bowing, they received the master priest.

They took the Tang Monk and his palanquin and carried him right up to the Hall of Golden Chimes,
where they invited him to take a seat in the center and presented him with tea and rice. As they
swarmed all over him, the elder was in a daze, for not a single person familiar to him met his sight.
We do not know what will happen to his life; let’s listen to the explanation in the next chapter.



 
SEVENTY-SEVEN

A horde of demons affront native Nature;

The One Body bows to True Suchness.1

We shall not tell you for the moment about the affliction of the Elder Tang. Instead, we shall speak of
those three demon chiefs, all united in their minds and efforts, who were engaged in a strenuous
conflict with the Great Sage and his brothers halfway up the mountain east of the city, a battle that
was something like

An iron brush scrubbing a copper pan:
Each party’s tough and hard.

What a fight!

Six substances and forms,2 six weapons;
Six body features and six sentiments;
Six evils of six organs from six desires;3

A contest waged on six paths—six forms of birth.4

In the comforts of spring of Thirty-six Halls,5

Each of six forms or features6 had a name.
This one’s golden-hooped rod
Had thousands of styles;
That one’s square-sky halberd
Was fierce in a hundred ways.
Eight Rules’s muckrake was savage and strong;
The second fiend’s lance, able and in good form.
Young Sha Monk’s treasure staff, no common thing,
Had intent to kill;
Old demon chief’s steel scimitar, fine and sharp,
Would spare none, once upraised.
These three were a true monk’s guardians whom none could face;
Those three were brazen wild spirits who mocked both lord and law.
At first it was so-so,
Then the battle turned fierce;
When six persons all used the magic of flight,
They each tumbled and turned on the edge of clouds.
In a moment the belched out mist and fog darkened Heaven and Earth,
And all you heard were the growls and roars.

The six of them fought for a long time until gradually dusk sett led in; since the sky was already misty
and a strong gust was blowing, it became completely dark in no time at all.

Now Eight Rules already had huge ears that hovered over his eyes, making the world seem more
opaque than ever to him. His arms and legs slackened, and he no longer was able to parry the blows.
As he turned to flee in defeat, his muckrake trailing behind him, the old demon gave him a blow with
the scimitar that almost took his life. It was fortunate that he missed Eight Rules’s head, but a few
bristles on his neck were shaved off. He was, however, chased down by the old demon, who opened
wide his mouth and caught Eight Rules by the collar. The demon took his prisoner into the city, threw
him to the little fiends to have him bound in the Hall of Golden Chimes, and then mounted the clouds
once more to join in the battle.

When Sha Monk saw that things were going badly, he turned to flee after one last halfhearted blow
with his treasure staff. The second fiend flung out his trunk with a snort and wrapped him up, hands



 
and all. He was brought into the city, where the little fiends were instructed to have him bound
beneath the steps of the hall also. Then the second fiend rose into the air to try to capture Pilgrim.

When Pilgrim saw that his two brothers had fallen into captivity, he realized he was unable to
oppose three adversaries. As the saying goes,

Even a good hand can’t withstand two fists;
And two fists can’t oppose four hands.

With a cry, he broke through the weapons of those three fiendish demons and fled by mounting the
cloud somersault. When the third fiend saw Pilgrim somersaulting away, he shook himself and
revealed his original form. Flapping both his wings, he immediately caught up with the Great Sage.

How could he do this so readily, you ask? When Pilgrim caused great disturbance in the Celestial
Palace, even one hundred thousand warriors from Heaven could not catch hold of him, for a single
cloud somersault of his would traverse the distance of one hundred and eight thousand miles. But one
flap of this monster-spirit’s wing, however, could cover ninety thousand miles, and thus two flaps, in
fact, would send him past the Great Sage. That was how the Great Sage fell into his clutches. The grip
of the fiend was so firm that he could not move left or right at all, nor could he even exercise his
magic power to escape; for when he enlarged himself, the fiend’s clutch would loosen somewhat, and
when he reduced his size, the fiend tightened his grip accordingly. He was thus taken back to the city,
dropped to the ground, and he too was bound and placed together with Eight Rules and Sha Monk. As
the old demon and the second demon came forward to meet him, the third demon joined them to
ascend the treasure hall. Ah! Little did they realize that they had not bound Pilgrim; it was more like
sending him off!

It was about the hour of the second watch, when all those fiends, after they had greeted each other,
pushed the Tang Monk down the steps of the hall. When the lamplight revealed to the elder his three
disciples all bound up and lying on the ground, he fell down at Pilgrim’s side. “O disciple!” he sobbed.
“When we met with an ordeal, it was customary for you to exercise your magic powers outside so that
you could seek assistance, when necessary, to subdue the demons. This time even you have been taken.
How could this poor monk lay claim to his life?”

When Eight Rules and Sha Monk heard these words of anguish from their master, they, too, began
to wail. Pilgrim, however, replied with a smile, “Master, relax! And stop crying, brothers! Let them do
what they will, but you will not be harmed. Let the old demons quiet down first, and we’ll be on our
way.”

“O Elder Brother,” said Eight Rules, “you’re fibbing again! Look at the way I’m tied up! When the
ropes are just the least bit loosened, they immediately spit some water on them to make them tighter.
A skinny fellow like you probably doesn’t feel a thing, but that’s a plague on a fatso like me! If you
don’t believe me, just look at my shoulders. The ropes have cut at least two inches into my flesh. How
could we escape?”

“Not to mention the fact that we’re bound by hemp ropes,” said Pilgrim with a laugh. “Even if they
use coir cables as thick as a rice bowl, I’ll treat the matter as lightly as an autumn breeze blowing past
my ears! You needn’t wonder about that!”

As the three brothers were conversing, they also heard the old demon say, “Our Third Worthy
Brother is most capable and most intelligent! His marvelous plan did indeed succeed in capturing the
Tang Monk! Little ones, five of you will go bail water; seven of you will scrub the pots; ten of you
will start the fire; and twenty of you will go fetch the iron steamer. Let’s have those four monks
steamed for us brothers to enjoy. We’ll give each of you a small piece of their flesh so that you can all
attain long life too.”

On hearing this, Eight Rules shook all over and said, “Elder Brother, listen to that! That monster-
spirit’s planning to have us steamed and eaten!” “Don’t be afraid,” said Pilgrim. “Let me see if he’s a
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