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Con Giap ( Tales of the Chinese Zodiac ).

Chuot

Vao nam Ti, bé gai Chyou tré thanh nit chua tdi cao cua loai gimnham. Ching may cho ¢6 mdt chiéc 4o choang lam bing 16ng bach
thir va két nhimg chiéc dudi chudt cdng co gan hat cudm vao méi toc den dai ciia ¢6. C6 cAm trong tay mot chiéc truong nhé — that ra
chi 1a mot cdy gdy — duoc trang tri bang mdt cip chudt chi cir hét nhay maa roi lai giao cdu trén mot vién ngoc bich nho dinh & dinh
truong.

Thay vi vang, chung tién céng cho ¢6 nhimg miéng bo 16n lam tir sita bo tot TAy Tang va nhitng mau thit mubi nho. Sudt nhimg dém
thau Chyou ngdi nghe nhimg chuyén thong kho bat cong tir than dan ciia minh. Véi cay than trugng chudt chi, cd ban phat phép mau
cho bon chudt cong va lii chudt nhat. Co giup ching tim luong thuc va chd ngu ém 4m moi khi troi muwa. C6 ban phét cho ching thudce
doc trir meo va day ching cdingh¢ thuét tinh xdo cua mon tu vé ctia loai gamnham (c6 da 1a luc dang huyén dai trong mon nay.)

Co6 cam quyen vuong tridéu cia minh mdt cach xudt sic. Loai chudt tan dwong sy thong thai va long hao tim cua co. Chung dung
nhiing chiéc vudt ti hon dé vé chan dung ciia c6 va dién nhing v6 hai kich trén nhimng san khau nho lambang tre va nhimg mau lua.

Chi c6 gi chudt nhay tj hiém la khong vui miy. Gi lap muu trong nhﬁ'ng ong cong, dudi nhﬁ'ng mai vom va déi khi trén nhiing ngon
cay. Gi gleo nhiing 161 bia dét va gat hai nhiing su 04n hon. Li chudt cong nhép bon vdi gd — san sang bay té thai do cua chiing véi
vuong triéu — va trong nhung c4i dau ma minh dy, mot ke hoach dugc thanh hinh.

Chién tranh, den t6i va dim mau, d6 ra tir vuong qudc loai chudt. Chét choc lan dan cho dén khi xic chudt nghén day dudng s cua
loai ngudi, 1am can tré ca nhimg con ngua trén phd.

Trong chiéc 40 choang bang 16ng chudt bach voi cay than trugng, Chyou cau hon tién to — nhing con vat vi dai da timg tung



hoanh trong viing nay rat lau trude khi b tran ngap bai phd xa va chiém cir boi loai ngudi. To 16n va bit khoan dung, nhimg con vt tién
strnay da tiéu diét sach s& bon chudt. Chung da thuong ga chudt nhay va chinh Chyou dap di gi vai chiée giay den thanh nhi cua co.

Nhung sau khi tran chién cudi cing két thuc va hai bén di dém xac tir si, [ chudt tién s khong mudn quay lai thé gic'ri ngém cﬁa
chung. Gio day ngay ca Chyou mic du van gur ghé nit vuong cia loai gam nhdm, ciing phai dé chimg bong dang ching va lan tron mdi
khi c6 tréng thiy nhimg con mit vang sang quic cia chung.

Dich tir nguyén tac Anh van, “Rat”, trong Tales of the Chinese Zodiac, cua Jenn Reese.

Rat

In the Year of the Rat, the girl-child Chyou became high priestess of rodents. They made her a cloak from the fur of white mice and
wove beaded rat tails into her long black hair. In her hand, she carried a small scepter—a stick, really—adorned with a pair of shrews
that danced and mated and danced some more on a small jade platform at the top.

Instead of gold, they brought her great morsels of yak cheese and smaller pieces of ham. Chyou sat long nights and heard her
subjects' tales of woe and injustice. With her shrew wand, she cast spells for the rats and the mice. She helped them find food and warm
places to sleep when it rained. She gave them cat wards and monkeybane, and taught them the fine art of rodent self-defense. (In which
she was already a black belt six times over,)

Her reign was a good one. The rodents celebrated her wisdom and lauded her generosity. They painted pictures for her with their
small paws and performed comedies on a small stage built from bamboo and scraps of raw silk.

Only the jealous gerbil was unhappy. He plotted in sewers and under porches and sometimes in the tops of trees. He sowed lies and
reaped resentment. The rats joined him—ever ready to display their feelings toward authority—and in their clever heads a plan was
formed.

War, dark and bloody, spilled forth from the rodent realms. The dead and dying grew in number until their bodies clogged the roads



and hampered the horses in the human streets.

In her cape of white mice and with her scepter, Chyou called upon the spirits of the ancient ones—the great creatures that had
hunted long before cities had sprouted and become infected by humanity. Huge and without mercy, these rodents of old destroyed the
rats. They wounded the gerbil and Chyou herself crushed it with one of her dainty black sandals.

But even after the last battle had been fought and the dead on both sides counted, the ancient ones refused to return to their
rightful place in the underworld. Now even Chyou, who is still high priestess of the rodents, must watch the shadows and run when she
sees their glowing golden eyes.

Trau

Vao nam Stru, Ting-an quyét dinh cay x§i nhimg manh rugng ctia minh va trong stc vat thay vi cdy cdi. Gi mua hat giéng tir mot vi su
gia, ong ta xuat hién nhu mot sy tring hop tinh ¢, vao dung céi ngéy Ting-An nay ra caiy dinh doc dao Ay.

Cai gia pha1 tra dé co nhu’ng hat gidng nay? Ting-An phai mit vg. Ting-An lai cho 1a gi da dugc gia hoi, di ngay ca vi su gia ciing
nhin méat bit man khi khap khiéng dit vo ga di.

Nhung khong ¢6 vo bén canh, Ting-An ching c6 ai dé chimsoc rudng dong. Gi dén bén con triu — con vat biét vang 161 hon vo gi,
lai cling manh khoé hon — va néiring "Néu nguoi gitp ta cay bura va gieo giéng, ta s& phong cho nguoi la vua cua tit ca nhimg loai vat
moc Ién trén canh déng cuata." Con trau ung thuén.

Muia dong khic nghiét 1am cho manh dét cing nhu da. Tlng -An va con trau lam Vlec quén gio gidc sang trua chiu téi. Ca hai trd nén
gdy comvi lam viéc cét luc, nhung chang bao lau manh d4t da sin sang cho viéc gieo glong

Trén ludng dét thir nhat, Ting-An trong nhimg con nhlm, vi gd cho ranh chung xAu xi va du sao thi gd van luén quén tudi nudc cho
ludng dau tién. Trén luong thu nhi, g tha nhing hat giéng mau nau to tron ma ga hi vong la s& moc 1én thanh nhimg con Ign béo tot.
Trén nhimg ludng ké tiép ga trong ngdng, ngua, nal g4, trau va cho soi.

Gi c6 mdt chiit phan van vé lii soi. Gi nghl néu con vo bén canh, chic han nang di khuyén gi ding trong chung. Nhung Ting-An
van luén thich hinh anh cia ché s6i— g van tudng tuong minh c6 tu chit cia mot con s6i — va khong thiy gi dang hai ca.

Ting-An va con trau tiép tuc cong viéc. Ho che chin nhiing hat gidng va bon tudi chiing, ngay ca trong nhiing ngay nong nhit.
Ching bao lau, nhirng con tha bt dau nay mam.

Lii trdu 16n nhanh va khoé. Bon lon va ngdng béo ntc, nai va ngua thi thanh nhi, va ga thi 6n d0. Con s6i va nhim thi dudng nhu
khong thay phat trién ti nao.

Cr mdi vai gio, con trau lai di doc theo nhiing luéng d4t ciia nhitng than dan twong lai va ban phat nhitng huan tir vé tinh cham chi va
long trung thanh. N6 1a mot con vat d& mén, va 10 18 ctia n6 rat cam dong. Nhimg con vt 16n nhanh hon, khoé¢ hon va thé nguyén trung
thanh v6ino.

Va 10i, kip khi hdu hét nhiing con vat da bat dau chin rung khoi cudng, Iii s6i vut trdi Ién timg long dat, Ion phong, va bt dau giét
nhiing con vat khac noi.

Ting-An rinh xem tir mt chd an toan trong nha, s¢ diéng ngudi. Tuy nhién, con trau lai khong thé dtiing yén nhin than dan ciia n6 bi
sat hai. N6 nhay bd vao bay s6i, dung simg ddm thung bung ching va dimnét chung bang nhiing chiéc vé manh mé ctia no, va vai gio



sau nd chét mot cach anh diing dé bao vé than dan.

Khi binh minh dén, nhitng con s6i con séng s6t phong vao rimg, twoi tinh va béo tot, va thanh qua lao dong ciia Tinh-An khong con
gingoai mot ludng dat voinhitng con nhim chét do.

Dich tir nguyén tac Anh van, “Ox’, trong Tales of the Chinese Zodiac, cia Jenn Reese.

Ox

In the Year of the Ox, Ting-An decided to plow his fields and sow them with animals instead of plants. He bought the animal seeds
from an old monk who appeared, coincidentally enough, the same day that Ting-An got his brilliant idea.

The price for the seeds? Ting-An's wife. Ting-An considered it a bargain, however, and even the old monk wore an irritated
expression as he hobbled off with her.

But without his wife, Ting-An had no one to help him till the ground. He approached the ox—who had always been a better listener
than his wife, and was quite a bit stronger, too—and said, "If you help me till the soil and plant these seeds, [ will make you king over
all the creatures that grow in my fields." The ox agreed.

The harsh winter had turned the ground as hard as stone. Ting-An and the ox worked themselves for hours in the morning and
hours in the afternoon and even more hours at night. They grew lean from their labors, but soon the ground was ready to be sown.

In the first row, Ting-An planted porcupines, because he thought they were ugly and he always forgot to water the first row anyway.
In the second row, he dropped fat brown pellets that he hoped would grow into succulent pigs. In subsequent rows he planted geese,
horses, deer, chickens, oxen, and wolves.

He was a little unsure about the wolves. He suspected his wife would have talked him out of those, if she had still been there. But
Ting-An had always like the look of wolves—imagined himselfone at heart—and saw no harm in it.

Ting-An and the ox continued to work. They covered the seeds and watered them, even on the hottest of days. Soon, the animals



began to sprout.

The oxen grew fast and strong. The pigs and geese grew fat, the deer and horses graceful, and the chickens loud. The wolves and
porcupines didn't seem to grow at all.

Every few hours, the ox walked up and down the rows of his soon-to-be subjects and delivered speeches about hard work and
loyalty. He was a charismatic creature, and his words were heartfelt. The animals grew faster and stronger and promised him their
fealty.

And then, just as most of the animals began falling from their stalks, the wolves burst from the ground, fully formed, and began to
kill the others.

Ting-An watched from the safety of the house, stricken with fear. The ox, however, would not stand by and watch his people
slaughtered. He rushed into the fray, goring wolves with his horns and crushing their skulls with his mighty hooves, and when he died,
hours later, it was in the brave defense of his people.

At dawn, the surviving wolves loped off into the woods, smiling and fat, and Ting-An was left with a row of half-dead porcupines to
show for his work.

Cop

Néam Ién nim tudi, Suyee mong udc c6 mdt em gai, va vao nam Dén, udc mo cta cd bé thanh su that. Pia em gaira doi manh khoé chi
trir mot didu: mit n6 khong mo duge. Sau mdt tudn ciing khong mo. Sau mot thang cling khong. Sau mot nam, hai nim, rdi ngay ca nam
nam, cling khong.

Suyee cung me va em du hanh dén tdn nhimg mién bién ca xa x6i dé thinh cau chita chay cho d6i mét cua bé gai. Mdi ngudi lai chi
bao mdt phuong thic khac nhau.

Ong ldo Ko tim cach nay d6i mit con bé bang nhiing thanh diia tron nhung vdo mau dai bang, nhung khong hiéu qua. Mot ba mu
trong thi trdn khuyén ho dit nhiing dd vat xinh dep chung quanh con bé hong du né6 md mét. Suyee va me lam theo, nhung vi ho khong
gidu c6 miy, déng d6 vat xinh dep qua nho bé nén khong du hiéu nghiém. Mot ong lang trong thanh phd dinh cit d6i mi mit ciia con bé
di, nhung me Suyee khong dong y.

Mot ngay no, khi Suyee lang thang trong rimg tim kiém nhitng hon cudi ngd nghinh c6 bé gip phai mjt con cop. D con vat that to
16n va trong that dit ton, 1ong trén dinh tai né da nga xim va nhitng van vén trén ngudino ciing di nhat mau. Miéng nd chi con mot chiée
nanh I6n duy nhat.

"Ong la cop," Suyee noi. "Cé phai 6ng sip an thit toi khong?"

"Khéng, trir phi nguoi chay that cham," con cop néi. "Ta gia qua roi, ta sap di chau to tién trong Khu Rimg ctia Bong Dém Bat Tan."

"Hay qué nhi," Suyee noi, c6 lamra vé I8 phép. That ra, c6 bé nghi khu rimg thi ddng s¢ va dém thi qua tdi. Va 16i, vi qua mét moi, ¢o
ké cho con cop nghe vé dira em gai mii ciia minh.

Con cop kién nhan ling nghe, va khi c¢6 bé ké xong, né noi, "Nay con, hiy dén va nhd céi nanh cua ta." Suyee cho dé chila mot 1vi
phinh dy, nhung vi c6 chila mot dira tré, cam by ciing chang lam c6 s¢ miy. C6 bé budc dén gan con cop, dung mdt tay nim lay chiéc
nanh va kéo ra. Chiéc nanh tudt ra mot cach dé dang, chi cd it mau ri theo.



"Téinay hiy dat no dudi gbi ciia emcon," con cop noi. Va chithé, né nhim mit qua doi.

Suyee quyét dinh khong ké cho me biét vé moén qua cua con cop. Me cd da gia va nghéo khd, ba da hau nhu mit hét moi niém hi
vong. Pémdo, Suyee ru em gai ngu rdi chudi chiéc nhanh con dinh mau dudi gbi em.

Sang homsau, Suyee tinh gidc vi tiéng cuoi ciia me, tiéng cuoi ma ¢o da khong dugc nghe gan mot nim qua. Suyee chay ra ngoai. Me
6 va em gai dang namtay quay vong cudi vui.

"That mau nhiém," me cd noi.

Suyee nhin em gai, va em c6 nhin lai véi d6i mit vang ruc ctia con cop. Em gai ¢d mim cudi, hai chiéc nanh nhon lap linh trong miéng.

"Di Suyee," em gdi cd bdo, "hdy chay vao rung véiem."

Dich tr nguyén tac Anh van, “Tiger”, trong Tales of the Chinese Zodiac, ciia Jenn Reese.

Tiger

When she was five, Suyee wished for a sister; and in the Year of the Tiger, her wish was granted. The baby was born healthy save for
one thing: it wouldn't open its eyes. Not afier a week. Not after a month. Not after a year, or two years, or even five years.

Suyee and her mother and her sister traveled to the wide ocean and back seeking advice about the girl's eyes. Everyone suggested
something different.

Old man Ko tried to pry her eyes open with rounded sticks dipped in eagle's blood, but it didn't work. One town's wisewoman
suggested they surround the girl with beauty to tempt her eyes to open. Suyee and her mother tried, but as they were not very wealthy,
their small pile of beauty wasn't enough. A doctor from a big city wanted to cut the girl's eyelids away, but Suyee's mother refused.

One day, Suyee was wandering through the forest collecting funny rocks when she encountered a tiger. Although the creature was
huge and dangerous-looking, the tips ofits ears were grey and its stripes had begun to fade. Just one large fang remained in its mouth.

"You're a tiger," Suyee said. "Arve you going to eat me?"



"Not unless you run very slowly," the tiger said. "I'm old, and I'll soon join my sire in the Forest of Endless Night."

"Sounds nice,"” Suyee said, trying to be polite. In truth, she thought the forest was scary and night was altogether too dark. And
then, because she was tired, she told the tiger about her blind sister:

He listened patiently, and when she was done, he said, "Child, come here and pull on my fang." It sounded like a trap to Suyee, but
as she was a child, traps didn't scare her much. She walked to the tiger, wrapped one hand around its last tooth, and pulled. The fang
popped out easily, trailing only a little blood.

"Put my tooth under your sister's pillow tonight," the tiger said. And with that, it closed its eyes and died.

Suyee decided not to tell her mother about the tiger's gifi. Her mother was poor and tired, and had very nearly lost hope. That
night, Suyee tucked her sister into bed and slipped the bloody fang under her small head.

The next morning, Suyee awoke to the sound of her mother's laughter, a sound she hadn't heard in almost a year. Suyee ran outside.
Her mother and sister were holding hands and spinning as they laughed.

"It's a miracle,” her mother said.

Suyee looked at her sister, and her sister's great golden tiger eyes looked back. Her sister smiled, and two sharp fangs glinted in
her mouth.

"Come, Suyee," her sister said, "and run with me through the forest.”

Thé

Vao ndm Mio, Peisun quyét dinh hoa ndi long ciia minh 1én xip banh tring mong mau nudc tra.

Nang nhd nim chiéc rAu tho dai va thét chung lai béng mdt sg¢i chi. Nang le“iy trom mot thdi myc qui ciia Lo Kim va mai n6 1én mot
vién s6i tron tria thAm dim nuéc mét cia chinh nang. Rdinang chAmngon bt 16ng vao viing myc den nhanh.

Buc hoa diu tién trong qua nhoé nhoet. Nang quén vén giit dng tay 4o phai, va né da xo4 nhoa burc tranh. Mot con nai den nho bé
tim cach nhay ra khoi trang gidy, nhung déi chan di dang khong chiu ndi sirc ning cua nd. N6 ving vay nhu dang tim cach vuot ra khoi
mdt viing lay, nhung chiu thua. Trang gidy cir niu no6 lai.

Ba btic hoa ké tiép cling that bai: mot chiéc banh trung thu, mot chiéc chén dung nhiing qua dao, va mdt con tri. Peisun quéng chung
vao dong sudi. Nang mong dugc thoa nguyén nhung khiéu v& cua nang lai qua kém. Nang cin phai tim sdu trong tim tuéng dé thiy
duoc khat vong thuc sy ciia minh.

Nang phac hoa ngon nai gan qué minh. Ngon niii v& vun thanh bui dat khi nang dinh tréo 1én. Chiéc luge nang v& cho me bi v lam
d6i. Con dé néng v¢& khua chan gdy, nhung khéng mdt chut thanh am néo phat ra.

Peisun quang nhiing birc hoa bi hong xudng dong nude va thép glay v& clir mong dan. Myc can thém nude, va nudc méit nang nho
nhanh 1&n vién soi. Khi chung cham mét soi, myc bén tung 1én manh glay con laiva tao thanh mdt vong tron.

"Diy 16i!" Peisun thdt 1én, va nang gio vang trang ra khoi trang gidy, tha vao bau troi, réi nang nhin theo né cho dén khi trai tim nang
cling méin khai tron day nhu doa tring ram.

Dich tir nguyén tac Anh van, “Rabbit”, trong Tales of the Chinese Zodiac, ciia Jenn Reese.



Rabbit

In the Year of the Rabbit, Peisun decided to paint her heart's desire on a stack of thin, tea-stained rice paper.

She plucked five long whiskers from a rabbit and bound them with a piece of string. She stole an ink stick from Old Kim's special
stock, and rubbed it against a smooth river rock wet with her own tears. Then she dipped the tip of her brush in the small pool of
black.

The first image was blurry. She forgot to hold the sleeve of her shirt with her left hand, and it smeared the image. A small, dark grey
deer tried to jump from the page, but its two deformed legs couldn't bear its weight. It struggled as if trying to pull itself from a marsh,
but failed. The page sucked it back in.

The next three pictures were also failures. Peisun tossed the sheets into the creek: a moon cake, a bowl of plums, a pheasant. Her
hunger drove her desire, but her skill was not enough. She needed to dig deeper inside her heart, to find her true desire.

She sketched a mountain near the town where she grew up. It crumbled into dust when she tried to climb it. Her mother's comb
broke in two. The cricket rubbed its legs, but no music came out.

Peisun's sheaf of pages thinned as she dropped her failed images into the water. The ink needed more moisture, and her tears fell
readily onto the stone. When they struck, ink splashed onto the remaining piece of rice paper and formed a circle.

"Of course!" Peisun said, and she lifted the moon off the page and into the sky, where she stared at it until her heart was just as full.

Rong

Vao nam Thin, Kwong nhit dugc mot chiée vay sang lap lanh canh cai giéng va demno vé cho vo, vind lam 6ng nhé dén bién ca. Bt
ké 6ng camno theo cach nao, hodc anh dén c6 mdy dén déu, chiéc vay van lung linh va toa sang tya nhu anh mit troi dang khidu vii trén
dai dwong: mau xanh, sic luc va man mii mudi bién.

Vo cia Kwong, Lian, rat thich chiéc vay, nang treo n6 trong bép dé c6 thé ngamno sudt ngay khi nang dang lam bép. Lian bat dau



danh cang luc cang nhiéu thi gio ngdmnghia chiéc vay. Banh thi bi chay xém, com thi nhdo nhu chéo.

Mot démno, khi Kwong goi nang di ngu, lai chang thay nang dau. Ong di tim va thiy nang dang ngdi trén ghé nhin chiam cham vao
chiéc vay.

"Cai gi trong 4y hép hon nang vay?" Ong hoi.

"Mt co cong chila," Lian dép. "c6 cong chua tir ddy bién sau, toc co dai nhu cum rong bién va mit c¢6 trong nhu ngoc trai, sang ruc
trén lan da mit xanh min. C6 mic mdt chiéc 4o dai thanh thoat va canh d6 1a mot chi ca bac ti hon lﬁp lanh dang nhay di€u luan vii. Va,"
Lian tiép, "co ta 1a con gai cua thiép."

Kwong lau bau. Ong yeu vo minh nhung khong chiu ndi chuyén dién ro nay Téi d6 ong da phai rang nudt bita com véi ca chay va
tra nguoi. Co6 I& 6ng nén dong y cho nang mdt dira con, dé nang con c6 chuyén dé lo hon la ctr mo mong.

Ngay hom sau Kwong ddy sém va dem chiéc vay vao thanh. Ong ban n6 cho mot ngudi chuyén suu tim d6 la roi dung s tién dy
mua mdt chiéc nidu com méi cho vg. Ong nghi dang 18 minh khong bao gid nén nhit chiéc vay cii ki dy, di né co sang lap lanh hay
khong.

Khi Kwong vé dén nha véi mon qua cho vo, nang da di dau mat. Ong tim sau vuon, trong phong ngu trong nha bep — dén hailan —
Va vO € ra rang nang da khong con & day nita. Ong I4n thén ra ngoai ngd va thiy minh lai dén bén chiéc giéng xua. Ong nhin qua thanh
giéng va cét tiéng goi vao trong long giéng tdiden "Co ai day khong?"

Sau mot khoanh khic kéo dai, c6 don, tiéng vo ong cat Ién tir day giéng sau. "Thiép ta 16i cung chang, Kwong, nhung thiép phai
quay vé lai v&i nguoi chdng cii ciia minh 1d mot Thuy Long, va véi con gai cua thiép véi ngudi dy. Co6 mdt bi gao trong chan va mé rau
vira hai du6i thung. Mong chang vui séng!"

Tur chuyén nay, Kwong hoc dugc mt bai hoc dit gia: dimg bao gio nhit mdt vat la co6 mui vi cia dai duong, du n6 c6 dep nhu thé
nao dinira, néu ban d3 iy mot ngudi dan ba ma ban tim thay trén bo bién.

Dich tir nguyén tac Anh van, “Dragon”, trong Tales of the Chinese Zodiac, cua Jenn Reese.

Dragon



In the Year ofthe Dragon, Kwong found a glittering scale by the well and brought it home to his wife, for it reminded him of the sea.
No matter how he held the scale, or how dim the light, the scale shimmered and glowed like the sun dancing on the surface of the
ocean: blue, green, and smelling of salt.

Lian, Kwong's wife, was delighted with the scale and hung it in the kitchen, where she could look at it all day while she worked.
Lian began spending more and more time gazing at the scale. The bread burned and the rice cooked so long it became one white,
gooey mass.

When Kwong called her to bed one night, she did not come. He found her sitting on a chair in front of the scale and staring at its
surface.

"What do you see that entrances you so?" he asked her:

"A princess," Lian said. "A princess of the deep ocean, with long hair like tendrils of thick kelp and eyes pure white, like pearls,
glowing in the smooth green skin of her face. She is wearing a flowing dress and near it, little silvery fish dance and sparkle in
patterns. Also," Lian said, "she is my daughter.”

Kwong grunted. He loved his wife, but did not care for this madness. That night he had suffered through a dinner of burnt fish and
cold tea. Maybe he should have agreed to father a child for her, so she'd have something to do besides daydream.

The next day, Kwong awoke early and took the scale into town. He sold it to a man who collected oddities, and used the money to
buy a new rice pot for his wife. He never should have picked up that old scale anyway, glittering or not.

When Kwong got home with his present, his wife was gone. He searched the yard, the bedroom, and the kitchen—twice—and was
forced to admit that she just wasn't there. He wandered outside and once again found himself at the well. He peered over its edge and
called "Hello" into the darkness.

After a long, lonely moment, his wife's voice floated up from the depths. "I'm sorry, Kwong, but I've returned to my first husband, the
water dragon, and to our daughter. There's a bag of rice in the cupboard and some freshly picked vegetables in the basin. Have a good



lif‘e/N

From this, Kwong learned a valuable lesson: never pick up strange ocean-scented objects, no matter how pretty, if you've married a
woman who you found on a beach.

Ran

Vao nam Ti, Jin-Hua bj mot con rin luc bé xiu ¢ doi mit den rat nhé va nanh nhon nhu dau kim cén. N6 cén vao ban tay nang khi
nang dang khom nguoi hai hoa trong vuon, vi thé sin tay nang chup Iy con ran nho.

“Nguoi phai tha ta ra,” con ran rit 16n, “anh chi em ta rat dong va rat dir. Ho s& tra thu cho cai chét cua ta bé’mg nanh doc, va dua toan
b6 than nhan cta nguoi vao mién 4c mong khong mot 15ira.”

“Noi thé 1a dii r0i,” Jin-Hua déap, va nhét con rdn nho vao vao cai tii da day ciia nang.

Mot tuan sau, Jin-Hua m taira va dat cho con rdn mot cai dau chudt. Con rin noi “Gio d¢ay anh chi emta dang roi khoinhiing hang 6
toi tam. Ho dang vuot qua nui ddi bién ca. Ho s& timra nguoi, va chinh nguoi cing tat ca nhimg ngudi than yéu ctia nguoi s& bi ném vao
con dau d6n dién cudng vo tan.”

“Pugc,” Jin-Hua tra 101. Nang dong miéng tai lai, sau khi con réin nho vira kip dép liy cai diu chudt va nubt ching.

Su viéc ctr tiép dién nhu thé khoang hai thang. Mdi 1An Jin-Hua mé miéng ti dut thirc an cho con rin, nd lairit 16n mot 10 nguyén doc
dia diy han thu danh cho nang va nhitng ngudi than yéu cua nang.

Mot bubi sang, Jin-Hua nhin ra manh vuon nho cua minh, va dudng nhu mdi ngon c6 déu dong day. Bdy rin di dén. Jin-Hua budc ra
don ching.

Ca nghin con rin bao quanh nha nang thanh mdt viung xanh luc. Mot con trong chung trudn Ién trudc va noi.

“Nay, con Ngudi. Nguoi bit giit mot dong loai cia ta,” né noi véi giong thi thao va d6i mit nho nhu dau kim.

“Ta co glu cau hoang tir lac loai ciia cac ngum Jin Hua tra 10i. “Cau duoc nudi bang nhfmg dau chudt ngon nhét va dugc giit & mot
noi an toan 4map, mic du cdu rat dit va da bat ngd cén ta trong luc ta khong hé khiéu khich cau.’

“D3i tra, toan nhimg 10i ddi tra!” con rén trong boc rit 1én.

“Khéng déi tra dau,” thu linh cua dan rin noi. “Chung ta da di tim nguoi miy namrong dén khi tim dwoc noi giit nguoi & ddy.”

Va Jin-Hua chiém duogc long tin cta toan loai rén trén thé gian ngoai trir mot con, va nang ciing duoc mién nhiémnoc ran sudt doi.

Dich tir nguyén tac Anh van, “Snake”, trong Tales of the Chinese Zodiac, ciia Jenn Reese.

Snake



In the Year of the Snake, Jin-Hua was bitten by a tiny green viper with black pinprick eyes and sharp needle teeth. It bit her in the
hand as she bent to pick a flower from her garden, so she grabbed the little snake instead.

"You must release me," the snake hissed at her, "for my brothers and sisters are many, and quick to anger. They will avenge my death
with poison and fangs, and ferry all those you love into a land of living nightmare from which there is no escape.”

"That's quite enough of that talk," Jin-Hua said, and shoved the little snake into her thick leather pouch.

A week later, Jin-Hua opened her pouch and fed the snake the head of a mouse. It said, "Even now, my brothers and sisters are
leaving their nests and holes, their shadows and their dark places. They are winding their way over mountains and across seas. They
will find you and those you love and you will all be plunged into the insanity of never-ending pain."

"Right," Jin-Hua said. She closed the pouch, but not before the little viper grabbed the mouse head and swallowed it.

It continued like this for almost two months. Jin-Hua opened the pouch to feed the snake, and it hissed a vile curse involving her,
her loved ones, and immense torture and discomfort.

One morning, Jin-Hua looked out into her small yard, and it seemed as if the very grass itself were moving. The snakes had arrived.
Jin-Hua went outside to greet them.

Thousands of snakes surrounded her house in a great green mass. One slithered forward and spoke.

"You. Human. You have one of ours," it said, with its whispering tongue and pinprick eyes.

"[ have your runaway prince," Jin-Hua said. "He has dined on the finest mouse heads and been kept warm and safe, despite his vile
and unprovoked attack on my person."

"Lies, all lies!" hissed the viper in her pouch.

"They are not lies," the leader of the snakes said. "We had been looking for you for years until your captivity led us here."

And so Jin-Hua gained the respect of all the snakes in the world save one, and was immune from poison her whole life long.

Ngua



Vao nam Ngo, Anshi d€o mdt con ngya nho cho con trai minh Ia Ryo. Ong son nhitng cai vo ti hon mau den va cit mot lon téc cua
minh dé laimbom va dudi cho con ngya. D6i mét, luon ludn 1a diémkho khan nhat, Anshi dinh bang hai hat tdo tron tria.

Ryo nhén liy con ngya g, 6mn6 vao 1ong nguc bé bong ciia minh, rdi chay di choi sau nha. Khi démvé, vo Anshi goi con vao an toi
nhung khong thay thang bé. Anshi tim khip moi noi, nhung thay vi Ryo, ho chi tim thdy nhiing ddu v6 ngua nho bang méng tay in trén
nén dat 4m. Anshi lan theo, nhung chiing d bién méit noi bia rimg.

Trong khi nguoi vo mii than khoc, Anshi déo mot con ngua khac. Ong ki cang tac bdn céi chan nhanh va kho¢, véi chiée ¢d cong va
qui phai. C)ng lai cit mot lon téc ciia minh dé 1am bom va dudi cho no, va tim duoc hai hat tao nira cho doi mét. Anshi dem san phém cua
minh ra vuon va chiam chi nhin né trén tay, trong doi mot diéu gi d6 xay ra.

Khong bao lau, didu d6 da xay ra. Con ngua cai ti hon viing vy cai dau nhur mot dira bé lic dau tinh gidc, roi go 1én ban tay cta ong
v6ibon caivo son den. Poi mit bang hat tdo nhin 6ng nhu do hoi, va Anshi gat dau.

Muiromra ngap tran dau 6c 6ng. Trong khoang khic giira hai tiéng v6 ngua, ngucn ong thu nho lai bang kho ngucn con ngua va ong
ngdi lén chiée hmg go phéng li ciia n6. Co giang chung quanh ho nhw mt canh ddng lia mi xanh. Anshi vudt c6 con ngua céi va noi,
“Hay demta dén chd con traita.”

Ong camthiy nhiing bap thlt bang gd ciia con ngya ndi cudn 1én trude khind phong nude dai qua khoi tham c0. Gi6 dém xéo vao mat
Anshi nhu nhitng mong vudt mém. Ong bam chit Vao bom ngua — vao md toc ciia 6ng — va gap ngudi xudng. Khi dén bén bia rimg,
con ngyua phong lén. Pau 6¢ 6ng tran ngdp mii tao, rdi ca hai dén mdt canh ddng co vang bao la, diy ngudi va ngua. Mot ngdi lang.

M6t nguoi dan 6ng dén gin Anshi. “Cha oi,” ngudi iy néi, “con day, Ryo!” Anshi dinh cii lai — Ryo cua 6ng chi m6i sau tudi —
nhung nguoidan 6ng 6mchamldy 6ng, va Anshinhén ra con trai minh. N6 di tré nén cao 16n va manh khoé, v6i d6i mit that gibng me.

“Ryo,” Anshindi, giong 6ng dac lai, “me con lo 1éng 14m. Con phai vé véicha.”

“Cudc song con la & ddy thua cha,” Ryo dap. “Con d3 c6 vo va ba con.”

Tim Anshi ngimg dap, nhung 6ng thay niém vui suéng trén guong mit con trai va khong thé nho 18. Con céi 16n nhanh dén cha me
chung cling khong ngo.

Anshi rat dao ra va bat tay ngay vao viéc, ddo ra bén con ngya ti hon cho gia dinh ciia con minh. Ong gat nhimng giot nudc mit chyc
roi, 1i bao, “Cha mong con vé tham thuong xuyén.”

Dich tir nguyén tac Anh van, “Horse”, trong Tales of the Chinese Zodiac, ciia Jenn Reese.

Horse



In the Year of the Horse, Anshi carved a miniature stallion for his son Ryo. He painted its tiny hooves black and cut off a lock of his
own hair to fashion its mane and tail. For eyes, always the trickiest, Anshi embedded two perfect apple seeds.

Ryo took the wooden horse, hugged it to his small chest, and ran off to play behind the house. When night came, Anshi's wife called
their son to dinner, but the boy didn't come. Anshi searched everywhere, but instead of Ryo, they found only hoofprints the size of
fingernails in the moist earth. Anshi tried to follow them, but the trail ended at the edge of the forest.

While his wife cried, Anshi set to work on another horse. He took great care to carve its legs strong and swift, its neck curved and
noble. He used another clump of his own hair for its mane and tail, and found two more apple seeds for eyes. Anshi took his creation
into the yard and stared at it in his hand, waiting for something to happen.

And soon, something did. The little mare shook her head like a child shaking off sleep, and pranced on his palm with her painted
hooves. Her apple-seed eyes held a question, and Anshi nodded.

The smell of hay filled his head. In the space of a hoofbeat, he had shrunk to the horse's size and now sat upon her smooth wooden
back. Grass surrounded them like a green field of wheat. Anshi stroked the mare's neck and said, "Take me to my son."”

He felt the horse's wooden muscles bunch just before it sprang into a gallop across the lawn. The night air raked Anshi's face like
soft claws. He clung to the horse's mane—to a tufi of his own hair—and hunkered low. When they reached the edge of the forest, the
mare jumped. His mind erupted with the scent of apples, and then they were in a vast golden meadow filled with horses and people of
all sorts. A village.

A man approached Anshi. "Father," he said, "it's me, Ryo!" Anshi wanted to protest—his Ryo was but six years old—but the man
hugged him, and Anshi recognized his son. He had grown strong and tall, with eyes like his mother's.

"Ryo," Anshi said, his voice thick, "your mother is worried. You must come back with me."”

"l have a life here now, father," Ryo said. "A wife and three children of my own."

Anshi's heart faltered, but he saw the joy in his son's eyes and could not weep. All children grow up faster than their parents expect.



Anshi pulled out his knife and set to work immediately, fashioning four new miniature horses for his son's new family. He wiped the
unborn tears from his eyes and said, "I hope you'll visit often."”
Dé

Chiang ai cam thiy bat ngd, ngoai trir chinh Yahan, trudc sy kién 13, trong ndam Mii, gi dem 1ong yéu mot con dé.

N6 dep la thudng, con dé cua gi, véibo 16ng bac lap lanh va nhing banh xe gd nho thay cho nhimng chiéc v6. Nhung ngudi ta khong
bao gio chip nhén cai viéc yéu dé mot cach cong khai, ngay ca & mot noi héo linh nhu ngéi ling Rang Pong nay, va Yuhan bit budc phai
déu kin tinh yéu ctia minh, theo ca nghia den Ian nghia bong.

Yuhan dat con dé ctia minh theo mdt con duong mon quanh co 1én niii cho dén khi ga tim ra dugc mdt cai hang nhé nhung 4m ctng.

“0 day nang s& tranh dugc mua gio, swong sém, ciing nhu nhing tran lii mia xuan.”

Con dé chang noi gi ca, chinhin gd v6i véi d6i mit nau tron ngd nghéch.

Su Hnlang cua con dé khong lamnan long Yuhan. That ra, ga con c6 gang gap d6i dé lay long no6 bang cach leo 1én hang khong chi
mot hai lin mot ngay, ma ca mudi hai lin, tay bé ddy qua cap va mén ngon vat la dé 1am cho né vui va dép lai tinh yeu cua ga.

Nhung cong viée lam cia Yahan trd nén kho khan. Gi 1a ngudi tho sira gidy duy nhat cia lang, va tir trude dén gio gi chi vira du st
cang dang cong viéc. Thoi tiét cang ngay cang lanh hon, mua cang ngay cang 1on hon, va sb gidy Yuohan phai sira ¢ nhanh chéng ting
1én nhu tinh yéu cua ga danh cho con dé. Nhitng khi khong 1én tham y trung nhan, Yuhan lai dong giay mdi cho minh, vi chi mdt ngay di
vé trén ngon nui dy ciing di lam déi gidy rach nat va lam d6i chan g phdng dop nhiéu chd.

Du vay, con dé van khong dap lai tinh yéu cua Yuhan.

Cubi cing, sau nhiéu thang troi deo dudi, Yahan khong con sic luc dé leo 1én ngon nui nita. D6i chan dAm mau cua gi sung gap doi
s0 v&i binh thuong va dau nhirc v6 cing. Dan lang Rang Dong gian dit vi chit lvong té hai ciia nhitng d6i gidy, va Yahan bét budc phai
khoa cira budng rém. Gi nghi dén con dé cua minh dang c6 don trong hang tbi trén dinh nui, va 1an dau tién, trai tim gi khong co cam
gi4c tan v& vi mdi tinh don phuong.

“C6 18 s6 troi khong dinh,” Yohan thi thim, va 1ong gi nhe hin khi nghi vay. “C6 18 lan sau, ta nén yéu mdt nguoi dan ba, nang sé&
chamséc vét thuong cho ta, gitip d& cong viée cho ta, va chiu dé ta hon nang.”

Nhung nhitng ngudi thong tué & lang Rang Dong lai nghi ra diéu hay hon, vi d sip dén nam Than, va ho da duc ra mdt con khi dep
nhét v6ibo 1ong bang déng xodn va bo ring bang dudong thoi.

Dich tir nguyén tac Anh van, “Goat”, trong Tales of the Chinese Zodiac, ciia Jenn Reese.

Goat



It came as a surprise to no one except Yuhan himselfthat, in the Year of the Goat, he fell in love with one.

She was particularly beautiful, his goat, with a gleaming coat of silver threads and small wooden wheels instead of hooves. But
people frowned on overt goat love, even in the remote village of Sunrise, and Yuhan was forced to keep his love hidden, both literally
and figuratively.

Yuhan rolled his goat up a long, winding path in the nearby mountains until he reached a small but cozy cave.

"Here you shall be protected from the wind and rain, from the early morning frost, and from the floods of springtime.”

The goat said nothing, but simply regarded him with the dull brown circles of her eyes.

Her silence didn't deter Yuhan. In fact, he redoubled his efforts to win her affection by climbing the trail to her cave not merely once
or twice a day, but a full dozen times, his arms laden with gifis and treats to amuse her and bind her heart to his.

But Yuhan's work suffered. He was the town's only cobbler, and he'd never been more than just adequate at the task. The weather
grew colder, the rains fell harder, and the number of shoes Yuhan needed to mend swelled as quickly as his love for the goat. When he
wasn't visiting his true love, Yuhan was making himself new shoes, for just one day's worth of treks up the mountain and back ruined
his soles and covered his feet in blisters.

And still, the goat refused to return Yuhan's love.

Finally, afier months of wooing, Yuhan grew too weak to make the journey up the mountain. His bloody feet had swollen to almost
twice their normal size and throbbed painfully. The citizens of Sunrise were angry at the poor condition of their shoes, and Yuhan was
forced to keep his door bolted shut and the curtains drawn over his two small windows. He thought of his goat, alone in that dark cave
in the mountain, and for the first time, his heart did not threaten to break with the pain of unrequited love.

"Perhaps it was not meant to be," Yuhan whispered, and his heart lightened at the thought. "Perhaps next time, I will fall in love
with a woman, and she will tend to my wounds and help me in my business, and let me kiss her."

But the wise people of Sunrise knew better, for it was soon to be the Year of the Monkey, and they had already fashioned a most



beautifil specimen with fur of curled bronze and teeth of molded sugar:
Khi

Lic sét danh vao mot than cay ciia qua phu Mingmei, mudi hai con khi roi ra tir nhitng nhanh cay. Vi vira méi qua nam Than, ba qua
phu xem céi diém ay 1a mot phuc 16n.

Sau con khi c6 bo 1ong vang, ba qua phu dem ting cho sau gia dinh nghéo nhat trong ling. Ba con khac c¢6 nhimg vong tron do choi
chung quanh mit, ba ting chiing cho ba ngudi dan lang bi van rii nhat trong nim vira qua. Vi ba con con lai, ba dem con c6 mau long
mau xanh duong cho con gai minh, vi c6 ta c6 dlra con trai vira mat vi bénh sét, va dem mdt con cod long tréng nhu nép cho emba la Jin-
Hua, ngudi chua bao gio biét dwoc mui vi tinh yéu.

Con con khi ldng den, Mingmei giir lai cho minh. N6 nhé hon nhiing con khi kia, thoang thoang mui giing, va nhin ba chdm cht véi
d6i mat nau long lanh. Ba dit tén n6 1a Lao, c6 nghia la song lau, mong ring nd s& ¢ véi ba that nhiéu nimnira.

Lio t6 ra that hitu ich trong nha. N6 rira chén, chit cii, va con hai qua cho Mingmei tir nhiing canh cdy cao nhat. Nhung vao moi
budi tdi, khi Mingmei lui v& nghi lung trén chiéc giwong nho trong phong, con khi khong chiu theo vao. Mingmei thiép ngii trong n6 chi
choé va tiéng ndi ddng lanh canh, nhung khong damhé mit xem Lio dang lam gi.

Nhiéu thang troi qua. Nhitng gia dinh nghéo trd nén giau c6, nhimg ngudi kém may mén tré nén hanh phuc hon bao gio. Con gai
Mingmei lai c6 bau, va em gai Jin-Hua ciia ba vira ¢6 mdt anh chdng that dep trai tir lang bén. Chi c6 con khi cia Mingmei la vAn mang
mot diéu gi bi in, v6i mau 16ng den thom mui gl‘mg va d6i mit sau nhu bong dém.

Vao mdt démno, Mmgmel tinh gidc vi mot tleng thét. Khong con ngai chimg kién bi mat cua Lio nira, ba chay vao bép. Lao dang nam
trén san v6i vét thuong tram trong, mdt cai ndi mop méo trong ban tay van veo cua né. Qui gan d6 1a nguoi chdong quéa ¢d cua qua phu
Mingmei.

“N6 chdng cy ta di miy thang qua,” chdng ba noi. “Ctr mbi démta dén dé dua nang vé nha ta & ¢5i am, 13 mdi dém con khi nay lai cu
xé mit ta rdi ddp ta bang miy cai chao gang, bét ta phai théi lui. Nhung démnay ta da thing.”

Mingmei méit ngén 1¢, chang biét noi hodc nghi gi. Ba di khong nhin thiy chdng subt mudi hai nim qua, tir khi 6ng qua doi vao nim
Than cua giap trude. Nhung ba biét minh phai lam gi. Mingmei git 14y caindi tir tay Lio va dap vao dau chdng.

“T6is& vé bén 4y khinao s troi goi,” ba noi, “khong phai khi nao 6ng quyét dinh.”

Chdng ba bo di, tay 6m dau, khong bao gio quay lai. Mingmei chdm soc con khi den dén khi binh phuc, va ca hai van con song dén
bay gio.

Dich tir nguyén tac Anh van, “Monkey”, trong Tales of the Chinese Zodiac, cuia Jenn Reese.

Monkey



When lightning struck Widow Mingmei's tree, a dozen monkeys fell out of its branches. As it was newly the Year of the Monkey, the
Widow took this as a sign of great fortune.

Six of the monkeys had fur the color of gold, and so the widow gave them to the six poorest families in the village. Three of the
monkeys had bright red rings around their eyes, so she gifted them to the three villagers who had suffered from the worst luck in the last
year. Of the remaining three monkeys, she gave the blue-furred one to her daughter, who had just lost her only son to fever, and she gave
the rice-white monkey to her sister Jin-Hua, who had never tasted love.

But the black monkey, Mingmei kept for herself. It was smaller than the others, smelled vaguely of ginger, and watched her
constantly with its glassy brown monkey eyes. She named it Tao, meaning long life, for she hoped it would stay with her for many years.

Tao proved quite useful around the house. It washed dishes and chopped wood, and even fetched fruit for Mingmei from the highest
branches of her trees. But at night, when Mingmei retired to the small cot in her bedroom, the monkey would not follow. Mingmei fell
asleep to the sounds of screeches and clanking metal pots each night, but didn't dare look to see what Tao was doing.

Months passed. The poor families grew wealthy, the unlucky ones found themselves happier than they'd ever been. Mingmei's
daughter was once again pregnant, and her sister Jin-Hua had married a handsome man from another village. Only Mingmei's monkey
remained a mystery, with its black ginger-scented fur and eyes full ofnight.

And then one night, Mingmei awoke to a scream. No longer caring to hide her eyes from Tao's secret, she ran into the kitchen. Tao
lay gravely wounded on the floor, a dented pot in his twitching paw. Next to him knelt Widow Mingmei's long-dead husband.

"For months he has fought me," her husband said. "Each night I have come to bring you home with me, to my house on the other
side of death. Each night, this monkey has raked my face and hit me with iron pans, and forced me away. But tonight I have won."

Mingmei, her eyes full with the promise of tears, did not know what to say, nor what to think. She had not seen her husband since
the last Year of the Monkey, the year he had died. But she did know what to do. Mingmei lified the pot from Tao's hand and struck her
dead husband in the head.



"I'll go to the other side when the time is right," she said, "not when you decide it's time."

Her husband left, holding his head, and never returned. Mingmei nursed the black monkey back to health, and the two are living
still.

Ga

Vao nam Dau, Chen ndam mo thiy mot con ga tréng khong 16 v6i cai mo ctmg nhu d4 va d6i mat 16n nhu vang tring trong dém. Con ga
trong con 4c mong bang qua lang qué md tan nha cira, nhd tung cay cdi, va glet chét nhung suc vat qua cham chéan khong chay thoat
moéng vudt ciia n6. Va mdi dém — vi sudt chin démlién Chen déu thdy nhimg gidc mo giéng hét nhau — anh phai 6m tai dé khong phai
nghe thiy t1eng gy thau tr01 cua con vat.

Chen cho rang nhung gidc mo nay la mot diém bao tir troi, va anh can phai canh bao moi nguoi vé cai van han khong tranh khoi nay.
Anh dem diéu nay ké cho ba ldo thong thai trong lang, ba chi cudi vao mit anh. Anh 1én phé n6i véi vi quan toa, vi nay suyt chut nira thi
giamanh vao nguc. Nhung vithay chua trén nui ling nghe chuyen cua anh, nhung lai khong chiu dong tay, viho van thuong la vay

Va cir mdi lan Chen thiép ngu trén chiéc givdng dudi gbe cdy, con 4c mong lai dén phé tan gidc ngii cia anh. Anh ludn tinh gidc voi
tay dan chat vao tai.

Ban diu, Chen thiy so nhiing con ga tréng sau vuon nha hang x6m. Anh chay trén mdi khi mot trong chiing x6ng ra va nhimg ngudi
lang giéng tim ra anh hai ngay sau trén mot ngon cdy. Nhung vé sau, ndi hoang s¢ bién thanh sy cim gidn. Mdi khi di d4u anh déu cam
theo mot chiéc riu nhoé ¢ ludi bang bac va bit dau lang thang trong ving, cit ¢ bit clr con ga nao ma anh gip phai. Anh chat dut dau
chiing va deo mot chudi chan ga khé chung quanh cé.

Cudi cing, Chen tim dén mot ngdi dén giita mot canh ddng rong 1on. Mot vi ting ra hiéu cho anh lai gdn va moi anh vao trong. Chen
dinh chi nghi chan uéng nuéc nhung anh ciing nghe theo 16 vi ting. Anh nghi rang rét cudc da c6 ngudi chiu ling nghe 16i nhin cua
thuong dé.

Chen budc qua nhimng hanh lang ma vang dugc rai diy nhiing hat bip kho. Nhitng ngon dudc bap bung doc theo tudng, hét chiéu
nhiing burc tranh ¢ xua vé& ngudi va ga séng véinhau trong thanh binh. Pay 14 chdén nao? Sao anh khéong tim thdy noé sémhon?

Mic du mau van nhé tir cy riu ludi bac — no da nhé nhu vy mﬁy thang rdi — Chen tiép tuc budc sau vao dén. Cubi ct‘lng, anh gép
phal mot phu nit toc den rit dep v6i mot chiée vay do6 mém mai. Ba ngdi trén mot chiéc ngai vang cham tr hinh con ga trong dang vuon
¢ gay, chiéc mao kidu hanh vuon dén thién dinh. Chen dén truéc mit ba.

“T6i dd mo thay mdt con ga trdng khong 16,” anh noi. “No s& tiéu diét tat ca ching ta.”

Nguoi dan ba gat dau. “Gidc mo cua anh ding la mdt diém bao,” ba noi, “va Dai Co s& hién xudng dé bao thu chung ta. Cudc chién
giita nguoi va ho di lién luy dén tat ca. Cac vi than d¢a nhan giri nguoi i canh cdo ma nguoi khong chiu hru tam.”

Chen mo miéng dinh néi mot didu gi, bat ctr didu gi, nhung dd qua mudn. Pang sau vi nit ting, con ga tréng vang di md cai mo cing
nhu d4 va bt dau gay.

Dich tir nguyén tac Anh van, “Rooster”, trong Tales of the Chinese Zodiac, ciia Jenn Reese.

Rooster



In the Year of the Rooster, Chen dreamed of a giant rooster with a beak as hard as stone and eyes the size of the moon at night. His
nightmare bird pecked its way across the countryside destroying houses, uprooting trees, and killing the animals too slow to run from
its massive clawed feet. And each night—for Chen had this very same dream nine evenings in a row—he awoke clutching his ears to
shield himself from the creature's sky-splitting crow.

Chen was convinced these dreams were a portent sent by the gods, and that he was supposed to warn everyone of their impending
doom. He took his message to the village wisewoman, who laughed at him. He went next to the nearby town and spoke with the
magistrate, who nearly had him thrown in jail. The monks on the hill listened, but did nothing, as was their way.

And every time Chen slept, in his bed or under the trees, the nightmare came and ravaged his sleep. Always, he woke with his hands
pressed hard against his ears.

At first, Chen was frightened of the roosters in his neighbors' yards. He ran and hid when one got loose and the neighbors found
him two days later at the top of a tree. But soon, Chen's fear became hate. He carried a small silver-tipped axe wherever he went and
began wandering the land, slaughtering every rooster he could find. He chopped off their heads and wore a string of dried rooster feet
around his neck.

Eventually, Chen came to a temple in the middle of a vast field. A monk beckoned him closer and bade him enter. Although Chen
thought only to stop for water, he did as the monk requested. Finally, he thought, someone will listen to the warning the gods have
sent.

Chen walked through gilt halls strewn with hardened kernels of corn. Torches flickered along the wall, illuminating ancient
drawings of men and roosters living together in harmony. What was this place? Why hadn't he found it sooner?

Though blood still dripped from his silver-tipped axe—it had dripped for months now—Chen proceeded deeper into the temple. At
last, he came to a beautiful dark-haired woman wearing a flowing red robe. She sat on a golden throne carved like a rooster about to
crow, its glorious comb reaching up towards the heavens. Chen stood before her:



"l have dreamed of a giant rooster,” he said. "It will come and destroy us all."”

The woman nodded. "The dream was indeed a portent," she said, "and the Great Rooster will soon descend upon us to wreak his
vengeance. Your war against his people has doomed us all. The gods sent you a warning that you did not heed."

Chen opened his mouth to say something, anything, but it was too late. Behind the priestess, the golden rooster had opened its
stone-hard beak and begun to crow.

Cho

Vinam 4y la nam Tuét, va vi Hsien da quéa chan chudng véi cai than thé gia nua ctia minh, vao hom Chu Nhat ga bén xudng phién cho
Thit va mua cho minh mdt tim than nang bén muoi can ciia mot con cho.

Cudc ph?\u thuét that don gian. Hbn cia Hsien duoc rit ra va bé vao mot chiée hop son mai nho véi hai chiéc diia tho ra ngoai. Boi
diia duoc cam Ién phia trén ¢b ctia con ché gidng nhu cimnuat. Mot chiée vong ¢d nho dét bang soi — Hsien chon mau xanh luc day chat
namtinh tré trung — dung dé che ché chiéc hop va co cho.

Hsien tung tang budc ra ngoai khong khi mia xuén v&i bdn chiée chdn manh mé. Gi dwoc chu y ngay tic thi. Nhu'ng co gai dep vo
dau gi va ludn nhitng ngoén tay chai chudt cua ho doc theo lung gi. C6 hai ba d& thuong con s& ca mong gi! Ching bi miy muoi nam rdi
khong c6 mot ngudi dan ba — ngay ca mot ba xdu xi di nita — lai thém s& vao cai méng 1ép cua tAim than cii cua ga.

L& duong nhién 1a gi tiéc nudinhitng mau sic.* Va gi chinhin thiy toan dau gbi thay vi nhirng khuén mit. Mui rac ruéi trén dudng
lambung gi s6i suc. Nhung lung g khong con dau nira. Mong gi g6 lach cach trén hé phd va gi cir mo rong mém, dé chiée lui 1é hin ra
ngoai.

“Pugc lim,” Hsien nghi thdm. “Vay méi dung. Minh di khong nén chd qua lau dé hoan than.”

Du vay gi ciing hoi bin khoan vé con ché. N6 1a mot con choé dep, bip thit sidn chic nhung gy. Hon cia con ché di di ddu khi da bi
hén cua Hsien thay vao? Cau hoi ¢ 1§ danh cho nhiing vi ting sihodc cic quan chirc cao cdp cua chinh phi, nhung né cir 4m anh ga
sudt démay qua dén ca ngay homsau. Gi cam thiy mon diém tam bang thit vun that nhat nh&o va dai nhach, ¢t nhu comnu qua lia.

“Cho 1a loai vt dep va trung thanh,” Hsien chi nghi, vi gi ching no6i dugc véi cai mdm day ring va chiéc ludi to hong.

Va diéu Ay cir dan vat ga mai subt miy ngay dém, cho dén phién chg Thit vao Chua nhat ké. B da cii cia Hsien vin niam trong ké ta
lanh, nhio nhoet va co quip. R rang 14 ching c6 ai thém dé mét dén.

Hsien ngdm nghia tim than ctia minh mot hoi lau, mic cam toi 16i cua gi tan bién trudce cai bong cua cai vo homhemnhin nhyi ma g
mang qué lau. Cudi ciing, g thim nghi, “Chac han hon con ché da duge cu ngy mot noi tot hon nhiéu. Ping vay, ta da giup cho ca hai.”
Va dugc thuyét phuc boi y nghi d6, gi tung tang ra khoi hang Thit di tim chd dé te.

Dich tir nguyén tac Anh van, “Dog”, trong Tales of the Chinese Zodiac, cuia Jenn Reese.
Dog



Because it was the Year of the Dog, and because Hsien had grown tired of his ancient body, he went down to Meat Swap on Sunday
and bought himselfthe body of a forty-pound mutt.

The operation was a simple one. Hsien's consciousness was extracted and sealed in a small lacquer box with two chopsticks
sticking out. The chopsticks slid into the back of the dog's neck like a plug. A little woven collar—Hsien chose a manly and youthful
green—protected the box and the dog's neck.

Hsien trotted out in the cool spring air on four strong legs. He received more attention instantly. Beautiful women patted his head
and dragged their manicured fingernails along his back. Two sweet ladies even touched his rump! It had been decades since a woman
—even an ugly one—had wanted to feel the sag of his old body's ass in her hand.

Of course, he missed the colors. And now kneecaps filled his vision instead of faces. He could smell the garbage on the street, and it
made his stomach growl. But his back didn't hurt. His claws chattered on the sidewalk and he let his mouth hang open, his tongue loll
out.

"Yes," Hsien thought. "This feels right. I should never have waited so long to switch bodies."

It troubled him slightly, though, about the dog. He was a beautiful specimen, well-muscled but lean. Where had the dog's soul gone
when Hsien's had been inserted? Possibly it was a question for the monks or the high government officials, but it nagged at him
through the evening and into the next day. Even his breakfast of meat scraps tasted dull and sticky, like overcooked rice.

"Dogs are beautiful, loyal spirits," Hsien thought, for he could no longer speak with his mouthful of teeth and his big pink tongue.

And so it continued for many days and nights, until the next Sunday Meat Swap. Hsien's old body was still on the freezer shelf,
sagging and hunched. Apparently no one else had wanted it.

Hsien studied his body for many long minutes, his guilt dissipating in the shadow of that decrepit hairless prison he'd worn for so
long. Finally, he thought, "I'm sure the dog's soul is in a far better place than this. Yes, I'm doing us both a big favor" And, mostly
convinced, he trotted out of the Meat Swap to find some place to piss.



Len

Vao nam Hoi, 1o nong Enyi hung nudc dai tir bén con lon noc rdi ché vao chén tra ciia con trai minh. Vi vo ldo di qua doi, Enyi cn
ngudi phu gitip trong nong trai, nhung Bunsang qua 6m yéu khong thé lam ruong hay ngay ca kéo nhimg bo rom. Lio néng nghi ring
mui lgn s€ lam con trai minh an khoé va Ién nhanh.

Thay vivay Bunsang lai tr6 bénh, sudt nam dém lién md hoi tir co thé néng sot ctia né lam uét ca nhimg timkhan trai giuong. Khino
do bénh, n6 cang gy hon xua, nhung gio ddy mili n6 lai thinh nhw miii lon va né c6 thé ngiri dwoc mui trimg ran tir nha hang x6m, du nha
4y cach xa ca ngay duong.

Lio nong Enyi hoan hon vi dira con trai thoat chét, nhung ciing buc minh vi ké hoach khong thanh. Lio cét ¢ mdt con lon rdi nhing
mot chiéc khan cii vao mau ciia né. Sang homsau khi Bunsang vira buéc ra khoinha tim, lio nong quén con minh véi cai khan ¢Am mau.

Mot lan nita, Bunsang ngi bénh. Con s6t con nong hon lan trude, nd nam liét giwong sudt mudi ngay lién. Khi tinh gidc, né ngiri mui
gi6 10i tuyén bd rang hai ngay nita troi s& mua, rang hoang hau méi vira lam ¢6 dau thom lén d6i hai ctia minh, va raing mén ga nudng 1o
trong mdt phd xa chua dugc chin im.

Bunsang ¢ trong nha sudt ngay, ngln khong khi va tuyen b6 nhiing 101 doan cua minh. Aido vira danh roi mot sot tra xuong song. O
phia déng, mot con méo nho vira giét va an con chudt ddu tién cua no. Phia bén kia ring nui, chi né dang ngdi trong nha chdng méi va
khéc ra nhiing giot nudc mit mian nhu mudi.

Lio nong Enyi thir mot phuong cach cudi cing. Lio giét con lon 16n nhit trong dan, cit iy qua tim rdi xay nhuyén. Lio dinh ding
tim lgn xoa 1én bung con trai khiné dang ngt, nhung khi ldo budc vao phong, Bunsang tinh gic.

"Con nghe thay mui chét chéc, thua cha, va con ciing ngiri thdy dwoc niém tuyét vong tir hoi thd cua cha," Bunsang néi. "Nhung néu
cha lamnhu thé, chic chan 1a con s& chét."

Lio nong Enyindi gian. "Néu mi kh()ng lamrudng duoc thichila d6 bo di. Ta thé dé mi chét con hon phi comcua gia dinh."

Bunsang guc dau. "Con da ngui thay quyét dmh cua cha. Hiy lam nhu cha muén.’

Lao nong Enyi bdi tim con lon 1én 10ng nguc gy go ciia con minh. Trudce khi ldo nhac tay ra, dira nho da bat dau chét, mit né to va
dai di. Loi cubi cung no6 ndi la, "Me dang don cho con trén thién duong, me 1a huong vi ciia cam va mua ha, 1a yéu thuong va dong nudc
mat trén d6i chan con." Lio nong té quy, dau d6n vi 1o trin trdi, ldo cau xin su tha thir tir ngudi vo da khuét.

Lio chén thing bé véinhiing con lon, va tir ddy, ngay ca md lon ciing 6 muii cam.

Dich tir nguyén tac Anh van, “Pig”, trong Tales of the Chinese Zodiac, cua Jenn Reese.

Pig



In the Year of the Pig, Farmer Enyi collected spit from his four hogs and poured it into his son's tea. Since his wife had died, Enyi
needed more help on the farm, but Bunsang was too skinny to work in the fields or even to haul bales of hay. The farmer thought the
hogs' essence would make his son eat more and grow strong.

But Bunsang grew sick instead, and spent five long nights staining his sheets with sweat from his feverish body. When he finally
recovered, he was thinner than ever, only now he had a pig's keen nose and could smell the eggs cooking in the neighbor's house, even
though the neighbors were a day's walk away.

Farmer Enyi was glad his son had not died, but frustrated that his plan hadn't worked. He slaughtered one of his pigs and soaked
an old towel in its blood. When Bunsang came out of his bath the next morning, the Farmer wrapped his son in the bloody rag.

Once again, Bunsang became sick. His fever burned hotter this time, and he stayed in bed for all of ten days. When he awoke, he
sniffed the air and declared that it would rain in two days, that the Empress had spilled perfume on her shoes, and that the chicken
grilling over the pits in the distant City was not yet thoroughly cooked.

Bunsang stayed inside all day, sniffing the air and making his proclamations. Someone had dropped a crate of green tea into the
river. To the east, a kitten had killed and eaten its first mouse. Over the mountain, his sister was sitting in her new husband's house and
crying tears that tasted of salt.

Farmer Enyi decided to try one last time. He killed the largest of his pigs, cut out its heart, and ground it into a paste. He intended
to rub the heart over his son's stomach while the boy slept, but when he entered the room, Bunsang awoke.

"[ smelled the slaughter, Father, and I smell the frustration on your breath,” Bunsang said. "But if you do this thing to me, I will
most surely die.”

Farmer Enyi grew angry. "You are useless to me unless you can work the fields, boy. I would rather you die than take food away
from the rest of the family."

Bunsang lowered his head. "I smell your resolve. Do as you will."



Farmer Enyi smeared the pig's heart over his son's emaciated chest. Even before he removed his hand, the boy started to die, his
eyes wide and wild. The last thing he said was, "Mother is welcoming me in heaven, and she is oranges and summer, love and cool
water on my feet." The Farmer fell to his knees, stricken by these words, but it was from his dead wife that he begged forgiveness.

He buried the boy with the pigs, and from then on, even their bacon smelled of oranges.



