From: 西游記 (明)吳承恩 著  第三十三回
Student Translations
1. Mimi Chan
Practitioner Sun pretended his ignorance, “Where do you two come from?” 


“From the Lotus Cave” was the monster’s response. 


“And whereto?” 


“As commanded by our kings, we’re to catch Practitioner Sun.” 


“Is that the one following Monk Tang to the west?” asked the Practitioner.


The other monster nodded, “Exactly, that’s him. Do you know him?” 


“That rude monkey,” the Practitioner confirmed. “Yes, I do know him. He’s irritating. I should go along and help you get that scamp.” 


“Master, we don’t need your help,” the first monster declined. “Our two kings are powerful. They have exercised their power and moved three huge mountains to lay on his back. He can’t move a finger now. They gave us two magical treasures to bring him back.” 


“What magical treasures,” he questioned. 


“What I’ve got is a Red Calabash, and the other one is a Jade Kalasa,” the Stinging Monster replied. 


“How do they work?” 


“Just turn any of them upside down and call out his name,” the monster explained. “When he replies, he’ll be drawn into and trapped in it. Then we’ll put onto it a spell tape  that reads ‘As Commanded by the Supreme God”, which will turn that monkey into pus within two hours.”

The Practitioner managed to hide his surprise, thought, “What fierce treasures. In the Heavenly Day Duty Officer’s warning, he mentioned five magical treasures. Here are two. How about the other three?” He smiled to the monsters, “Mates, can I have a look at your treasures?” They didn’t suspect at all, but took out the magical objects from their sleeves, then handed them to him. The Practitioner laughed from the inside, “Good stuff. If I just jerk my tail and spring away, these come effortlessly into my hands.” Yet he soon retorted himself, “No it won’t do. I could have snatched them, but it’ll ruin my reputation. This is simply rubbery and nothing else.” So he returned the treasures, saying, “I’m not too impressed. Just wait till you see what I’ve got.” 

The monster requested, “What do you have? Show it to us folks and grant us some blessings.” 

That smart practitioner plucked a hair from his tail. He rubbed it and then called out, “Appear!” All of a sudden, that hair was turned into a purple calabash trimmed with gold, nearly forty centimeters’ tall. He took it out from behind his lower back, “See my calabash?” The Astute Monster picked it up, and remarked after some examination, “Master, your calabash has a stunning look, but not very functional.” 

“How is it not functional?” 

It replied, “Both of our treasures can hold as much as a thousand people in it.” 

“That’s only for human. Not precious at all,” the Practitioner retorted. “My calabash, you have no idea, can even hold the sky!” 

“It can hold the sky?”
 “It can hold the sky for sure.” 

The monster questioned, “How do we know that you’re not lying. We won’t buy into that until you showed us some proof. Otherwise, we’ll take it as bragging.” 

“If the sky pisses me off,” the Practitioner stroke an attitude, “I could draw it in seven, eight times a month. If not, I won’t touch it for half an year.” 

The Astute Monster was impressed, “Brother, his treasure can hold the sky. Let’s exchange with him.” “That’s good stuff. For the sky,” the Stinging Monster replied. “How would he care for my calabash that’s only for human?” “If he wouldn’t, let’s give him the kalasa as well to match up its worth.” 

The Practitioner thought to himself joyfully, “A fake calabash for a real one, plus a kalasa. That’s one for two. What a bargain.” He grabbed the Astute Monster by its arm, “Mine is for the sky. Are you allowed to swap?” 

“If it’s really for the sky, we swap. Call me your son if I don’t!” 

“Alright, “he answered. “Let me proof it to you.” 

He lowered his head, casting a spell to call on God of the Day, God of the Night and Gods of the Five Directions. “Speak to the Jade Emperor on my behalf. Tell him that Practitioner Sun has converted to a cultivated Buddhist. I’m on the journey to the West, accompanying Monk Tang to fetch Buddhist scriptures. Great mountains hinder our way, and my master is in danger. I’m trying to trick the evil monsters to give me their magical treasures. I hereby request the Heaven to assist me, giving me half a double-hour to darken the sky. If the Heaven refuses, I shall go up to the Hall of Miraculous Mist and make a havoc out of it!”
…
One of the gods he summoned hurriedly came down, whispering by his ear, “Prince Ne Zha is coming to help.” The Practitioner looked up, and saw auspicious clouds signaling the presence of deity. He then turned to the monsters, “I am to take the sky now.” 

“Just do it,” it said. “What’s with those mumbling?” 

“I was casting a spell to summon powers,” was his reply. 

Both monsters had their eyes wide open, wanting to see clearly how would he proceed to catch the sky. The practitioner threw the fake calabash high up. You see, the calabash was made by one single hair. How heavy could it be? So it rode on the wind of the mountain peak, floating in the air for a good hour. Upon the South Gate in the Heaven, Prince Ne Zha spread out a sheet of black flag, covering the sun, the moon, and all of the stars. All of a sudden, the sky was inky black, while the universe pitch dark. The two monsters were in awe, “It was near noon when we spoke just now. How could it become dusk in just a blink of an eye?” 

“The sky is caught in my calabash,” the Practitioner explained. “How could it not be dusk!” 

“Then how could it be so dark?” 

“With the sun, the moon and all the stars in the calabash, how could it not be dark!” 

“Master,” the monster said. “ From where do you speak?” 

“Right in front of you, aren’t I?” 

It reached out its arms and groped in the darkness, “I could only hear your voice, but can’t see your face at all. Master, where are we?” 

“Don’t move a toe,” the Practitioner played with the monsters. “We’re at the shore of Bohai Sea. Should you be careless and fall down, it’ll take you seven, eight days minimum before you reach the bottom!” 

“Alright! Enough! That’s it! Release the sky,” exclaimed the monster. “We know how it works now. Should it last a while longer, we might fall into the sea, not returning home!”
The good Practitioner knew that he had them fully, thus cast the spell once again. Prince Ne Zha received the signal and retrieved the flag, revealing the broad daylight of noontime. “Excellent!” the monsters laughed in excitement. “I’m the biggest fool not to swap such treasure!” The Stinging Monster took out its calabash and the Astute Monster took out its kalasa. Both were handed to the Practitioner, who gave them the fake calabash back. The Practitioner now had the treasures in hand, but he wouldn’t stop just here. He plucked a hair from below his belly button, turning it into a coin with a whiff. “Mate, go and buy a piece of paper with the coin.” 

“What for?” the monster asked. 

“I’ll draft a official document with you,” the Practitioner answered. “You swapped two man-holding objects for my sky-holding treasure, but you might change your mind. It’ll be troublesome, be it any point of the future, if you think that you should’ve decided other wise. So it’s better to have receipts for both parties to keep.” 

“Come on,” it said. “There’s no writing brush or ink. Forget about receipts. I’ll swear an oath.” 

“What oath?” 

“I will swap two man-holding treasures for one sky-holding treasure of yours.” The monster went on, “I hereby swear no regrets, or I will be plagued for all four seasons of the year.” 

The Practitioner smiled, “I won’t regret. If I ever do, I will be plagued just as you.” 

After the oath, the Practitioner jerked his tail and sprung to the South Gate to thank Prince Ne Zha for his help. The prince went back to the Hall to report the mission, returning the flag to King ZhenWu. The Practitioner stood by the skyline, watching the two monsters from above.
2. Daphne Chang
“Where do you hail from?” demanded Monkey, as if he’d been in the dark.

“From the Lotus Cave,” the imp replied.

“And where are you heading for?”
“We’re under our Great King’s command to capture Monkey the Novice.”
“Monkey what?” queried Monkey.

“Monkey the Novice,” the imp repeated.

“Is he the novice who escorts the Tang Priest in search of the scriptures?” asked Monkey.

“Exactly, exactly,” the imp spluttered. “Do you know him?”
“That presumptuous ape,” Monkey declaimed. “Not only do I know him, but I’m irritated at him too. Let me join you to catch the ape. I can help you.”
 “Thank you, Master,” was the imp’s reply. “But we don’t need your help. Our Junior King is a sorcerer. He’s already moved three mountains to crush him, and now he can’t even budge. We are sent to seal him in our precious containers.”
“What kind of containers?” Monkey wondered.

“Mine is the Red Gourd,” the Deft Imp declared. “And his is the Jade Bottle.”
“How to captivate him in them?” inquired Monkey.

“Just reverse them,” the imp stated. “The bottoms to the sky, the mouths to the earth, then shout out his name. If he answers, he’ll be sucked inside. Then stick on a label: ‘Supreme Lord Lao: to be dealt with urgently in accordance with the Statutes and Ordinances.’ This will take care of him. He’ll become pus in no time.”
Hearing this, Monkey was stupefied, muttering to himself, “Stupendous. That’s stupendous. The Duty God of the Day has informed me that they own five treasures. These sure are two of them. I wonder what the rest are.” He turned to the imps. “Hey, men,” Monkey smiled, “may I have a look at your treasures?” 

The ignorant imps knew no tricks, producing the treasures from their sleeves and handing them to Monkey with both hands.

“Superb. Brilliant,” Monkey gloated inwardly. “What if I just flick my tail and whir off in a wind? Why not? They gave them to me.” Then he changed his mind, “that’s no good. Even if I manage to rob them blind, it would only tarnish my reputation. It’d be daylight robbery.” So he handed them back and said, “I haven’t showed you my treasure yet.”
“What treasure?” the imp showed great interest. “Will master let out secular eyes set upon it? This will bring us luck.”
Monkey reached down for his tail, plucked a hair, twiddled it, and chanted, “Morph!” The incantation turned the hair into a gold and red gourd, one foot and seven inches long, which he produced from behind his waist. “Fancy a look at my gourd?” The Nimble Imp caught it, scrutinized it, and commented, “Master, sure your gourd is big and well-shaped, but it’s useless.”
“What do you mean by useless,” Monkey retorted.

“You see,” the imp replied, “each of our treasures can contain one thousand people.”
“The capacity of one thousand people is nothing to boast of. With mine, you can hold the sky.”
“The sky?” the imp doubted.

“Absolutely the sky,” Monkey chimed.

“What if you’re lying,” the imp remained uncertain. “We’ll never believe you unless you show us the feat,”
“If the sky exasperates me,” added Monkey, “I’ll confine it in my gourd seven times a month. Otherwise I just leave it alone for half a year.”
“What a sky-holder, bro. Let’s swap our gourd for his,” the Nimble Imp calculated.

“A sky-holder for a men-containing gourd? He won’t agree,” the Deft Imp gibed.

“If he disagrees, then throw the Jade Bottle in,” the Nimble Imp said.

Monkey chuckled to himself, “A gourd for a gourd, and a bottle for free. What a bargain. I’ll certainly say yes.” He strode to the Nimble Imp, clutched him, and asked, “You want to swap your treasures for my sky-holder?”
“As long as it can hold the sky, I’ll swap them with you,” the imp replied. “You have my promise. If I break it, I’d be your son.”
“Fair enough,” Monkey said, “Let me show you how to hold the sky.”
With that, Monkey bowed his head and recited an incantation to summon the Day Patroller, the Night Patroller and the Earth Protector. “You go report to the Jade Emperor on my behalf,” proclaimed Monkey, “I’ve been veered to the right track, escorting the Tang Priest to the Western Heaven in search of the scriptures. Mountains obstruct our progress. Mishaps befall on my master. I have to trick the imps out of their treasures. So I implore Him to lend me the sky. I’ll just put it away for an hour to swindle them. Any hint of refusal will trigger a skirmish in His Palace of Clouds.”…


The Patroller flew down to whisper in Monkey’s ear, “Prince Nezha is coming to your aid.” Monkey looked up to see auspicious clouds whirling, a harbinger of god. He then turned to the imps, “time to put the sky away.”

“Put it away now or never,” spat the imp, “and stop playing for time.”

“I’ve just exercised my magic power. And now.”

The imps goggled to see how he put the sky away. He hurled up the fake gourd, which, as you could see, was only as light as a hair. The gusts round the summits caught it, kept it swirling and hovering in the midair until it landed an hour later. By then Prince Nezha had unfurled the Black Banner at the Southern Gate of Heaven, hiding away the sun, the moon, and the stars. It was like a bottle of ink spilt all over the world and the cosmos was dyed indigo.



“It was midday when we were talking,” the imps squeaked, “but now it’s dusk.”

“Since I’ve put the sky away, it’s impossible to tell the time. It’s sure to be dusky.”

“How come is it so dark?”

“Now that the gourd contains the sun, the moon, and the stars, there’s no light out here. Of course it’s murky.”

“Master?” the imp attempted, “where does your voice come from?”

“I’m right in front of you,” Monkey replied.


“I can only hear your voice, but I can’t see your face,” the imp reached out his hands to feel him, “Master, where’re we?”

“Don’t fidget!” Monkey hoodwinked him, “we’re on the precipice above the Balhea. A slip, you’ll fall off, fall and fall and fall and fall, till you hit the bottom seven days later.”

“Enough, enough,” the imps were panic, “let the sky out. We know how to put it away. If you keep hiding it a moment longer, someone will slip, and we’ll never make it home.”
Seeing that the imps were convinced, Monkey recited the incantation to alert Prince Nezha, who then furled the banner, and out shone the noonday sun.

“Fantastic! Fabulous! What a treasure,” the imps guffawed. “Sure if we don’t swap with him, we’d be really ungrateful.” So Deft Imp produced the Red Gourd, and Nimble Imp magicked out the Jade Bottle. Both handed their treasure over to Monkey simultaneously, while Monkey gave them the fake gourd. With treasures in hand, Monkey still wanted to make it final. He plucked a hair from under his belly button, blew a magic breath on it, and turned it into a copper coin. “Boy,” he bade, “take this coin to buy a piece of paper.”
“What for?” the imps asked in unison.

“I want to write up a contract with you,” Monkey said cunningly, “after all, you exchanged two men-holders for just one sky-holder. I’m afraid there’ll be any grievance when days turn to months, months to years. So we need written agreement to prevent later regrets.”
“There’s no brush or ink. How are you going to write?” the imp scoffed. “Better to swear on an oath.”
“What oath?”
“We exchanged two men-holders for your sky-holder. If we regret, we shall suffer from plagues all year round.”

“I’ll never regret,” Monkey giggled, “if I regret, let me too suffer from plagues all year round.” Then he jumped tail in the air, onto the Southern Gate of Heaven, where he thanked the prince’s help with the banner. The prince reported to the palace, and returned the banner to the True Martial God. Meanwhile Monkey stood amid the clouds, watching the two imps.

3. Robert Fox
From: Journey to the West, Chapter 33, (Ming) Wu Chengen

“From where do you come?” asked Monkey, already knowing the answer. “From Lotus Cave,” the imp replied. “On orders from our king, we’re off to capture Sun the Wandering Monk.” “Capture whom?” “Sun the Wandering Monk,” the imp repeated. “The Sun Wukong going west with Tang Sanzang in search of the scriptures?” “The very one, the very one!” said the demon. “Do you know him?” “Aye, he’s an ill-mannered jackanapes,” said Monkey. “Know him I do. I have a score to settle with him as well. May I accompany you? Perhaps I can assist in capturing him.” “Your reverence,” said the imp, “we shan’t be needing your help. Our king has performed a bit of sorcery for us – he’s dispatched three mighty mountains to pin Sun down. The ape can’t move an inch. And we’ve been given two treasures with which to contain him.” “What treasures?” asked Monkey. “Mine is the ‘Crimson Calabash,’” said the delicate demon, “and his is the ‘Jade Demijohn.’” “And how will you contain him?” Monkey asked. “Turn the bottom to the sky, the mouth to the earth and call Sun’s name,” the imp said. “If he answers he’ll be imprisoned within; seal the vessel with a label bearing the incantation ‘By the Order of the Sage Laozi: Obey Immediately!’ and he’ll turn to pus before a second watch is sounded.

Monkey’s heart skipped a beat: Lethal! Lethal! The [Gong Cao] had told him there were five treasures. Here were two – but what of the other three? “Good gentlemen,” Monkey said. “Please allow me to a closer look at the invaluable items.” Innocently, the demons drew the treasures from the sleeves of their garments and proffered them to Monkey, presenting the precious articles with both hands. Good things! Good things! Monkey exulted to himself. With a switch of my tail I could be gone like a gust of wind and the treasures would be mine – just as if they were gifts. Immediately he thought better of it. No good! No good! Stealing them in broad daylight would only sully my good name. “You haven’t seen my treasure yet, have you?” said he, returning the items to their owners. “What priceless object does Your Reverence have?” asked one of the demons. “Might you show it to laymen such as ourselves that we be safe from catastrophe?”
4. Marko Kovacevic
Knowing full well the answer, the monk, however, deliberately asked: “And where, may I ask, do you two fellows come from?” 

The demon replied, “ We come from Lotus Cave.” 

The monk again asked, “And where, good sirs, are you heading?”

“We have instructions from our king to arrest Monkey,” the demons replied.

“Arrest who?” the monk questioned once again.

“Arrest a traveler named Monkey,” the demons repeated.

Monkey himself then asked, “It is that the fellow that travels with the monk Xuan-zang?” 

“That’s him!” the demon quickly replied, “You’ve also heard of him?”

“Yes I know him, a very uncouth monkey to be sure,” the monk replied. “I too have a bone to pick with him. Allow me to assist you in his capture.”

The demon replied, “Monk, your help is not needed, our king has very powerful dharma magic. He has called upon the three mountains to bury him under their girth; immobilized as such, we will use these objects to bind him.” 

Curious, the monk asked, “And what sorts of objects are those?” 

The demon replied, “This here is called the Red Gourd, while my partner holds the Jade Flask of Purity.”

“And how will they bind him?” the monk asked.

The demon replied, “When this gourd is turned upside down, all I need is to call out his name; if that rascal responds, he will find himself trapped within the gourd; once this Ma Zu talisman has been affixed on mouth of the gourd, Monkey will immediately be turned to dust.”    

Hearing this, the monk inwardly gave a start. He said, “Very impressive! I’ve heard from the God of Days that there are, in total, five of these precious objects. Before me are two of them, what are the other three like I wonder?” Giving a smile, the monk went on to ask, “Good sirs, may I take a look at your items?” Familiar with all sorts of trickery, the demon pulled the two flasks from his sleeve and handed them over to the monk. Seeing them, the monk inwardly jumped for joy. He said, “What wonderful, wonderful things! If….  Handing the objects back the monk said, “Perhaps you have not yet seen my object?” One of the demons replied, “The Reverend also has one, does he? Will he give us a demonstration of its powers?” The monk reached over and plucked a fine hair from the tail of one of the demons. Rubbing it between his fingers, he called out “Metamorph!” The hair transformed into a large, violet and gold gourd about 1 ½ feet in length. Grabbing it at its waist, the monk held it aloft and said, “Here it is.” Taking the gourd, the demons gave it a look-over and said, “Monk, this gourd is large, and its shape is certainly pleasing to the eye, however it seems quite useless.” The monk replied, “Useless? What do you mean?” The demons replied, “Our magic items, for example, can each hold up to a thousand people inside.” “That’s it?” the monk said. “Those gourds of yours are not worth a penny. This gourd here can hold the entire heavens.” “The whole heavens?” the demons asked. “That’s correct. The whole heavens.” the monk replied. “ I’m afraid I don't believe you,” one of the demons said. “We would need to see a demonstration.” The monk said, “When the heavens get on my nerves, in this bottle it goes seven or eight times a month. However if it manages to stay on my good side, six months can go by without me imprisoning it within this gourd.” The bug-like demon turned to his partner and said, “Brother why don't you do an exchange with him.” The other demon, who was wraith-like in form, replied, “His gourd can hold the entire heavens, while mine only hold peoples—why would he trade with me?” “If he’s not willing,” said the bug-like demon. “We can throw in my crystal bottle as part of the deal.” The monk inwardly jumped for joy and said, “A gourd for a gourd, plus the crystal bottle. I think that’s very fair.” …. “If it does hold the heavens can we change,” asked the bug-like demon. The other demon replied, “If it does what he says we can trade, otherwise….” To both the monk replied, “Ok, Ok, a demonstration you will get.”   　

Lowering his head, his hands twisting into a mudra, the monk began to recite a spell. Calling out to the Gods of Night and Day, along with the… he said, “Please deliver this message to the Jade Emperor for me: Tell him that Monkey—who has converted to Buddhism—is traveling with Xuan-tang to retrieve sutras from the Western realms. The way is long and the mountains are high, and this monk has encountered all sorts of trials and tribulations. I hope to trick these two demons into trading their magical items with me. With the greatest respect, I ask his assistance in completion of this task by sealing in the heavens and Monkey for an hour. If he is not willing, then ascend to the Hall of Miraculous Mist and mobilize the heavenly troops.”

5. Julia Szu-tu

“Where are you both from?” Xing-Zhe asked wittingly. “From the Lotus Flower Cave,” the monster replied. “Where to?” “We’re going to catch Sun Xing-Zhe at our Great King’s command.” “Catch what?” “Sun Xing-Zhe.” “Can you possibly mean the Sun Xing-Zhe who accompanies Tang-Seng to get the Buddhist sutras?” “You guessed it. You know him?” “That hoity-toity monkey? Of course I know him. He’s kind of getting on my nerves, actually,” Xing-Zhe offered, “Why not let me go with you to capture him. Just want to be of some help.” “Master, I don’t think we need that,” the Monster ventured, “Our Second Great King is well-versed in some magic tricks, and has dispatched three mountains to bog him down. No way for him to move a single step. My King also ordered us to use two magic jars to pack him inside.” “What jars?” “Mine is ‘Red Gourd’ and his ‘Jade Jar’,” the Miserly Monster answered. “So how do you pack him?” “Just put them upside down and call out his name. The jars will pack him inside the moment he responds,” the Elf went on in full confidence, “All we need is stick a note that reads ‘Most Exalted Lord Lao Commands to Execute with Haste’ onto them. Within few minutes, the monkey will become nothing more than a lump of rotten meat.”
Amazed, Xing-Zhe thought to himself, “That’s groovy! The sheriff told me in confidence that there are five magic jars existing, and now two of them are just about to reveal themselves! So what about the other three curious jars?” “You both let me take a look at your magic jars,” he brimmed. Not in the least aware of his hocus-pocus, the Elf produced the two jars from his sleeves, which it handed over to Xing-Zhe with both hands. While contemplating the devices, Xing-Zhe figured joyously, “Great stuff! I may just flip my tail now and spring off in a whiff of wind, pretending they were gifts for me.” However, on second thought he decided, “No, no, that will not do. I will not bear to see my reputation ruined by the accusation that I looted in broad daylight.” On this thought he returned the jars to the Elf, “So, you both haven’t looked at mine.” That titillated the monster, “Master, what precious device you have? Let us steal a look and have our mortal plague dispelled.”
6. Arlene Hsu

“Where do you two come from?” Monkey asked knowingly.


“From Lotus Cave,” the goblin answered.


“And where are you going?”


“I received an order from my lord to capture Monkey the monk.”


“To capture who?”


“Monkey the monk.”


“As in the monk going on a pilgrimage with Tang Sanzang, Monkey the monk?”


“Right you are. You know about him?”


“That monkey is a bit rude. I know him. I’m a little irritated by him as well. I’ll go with you and help you capture him.”


The goblin said, “Master, I don’t need your help. My two lords know some tricks. They sent three mountains to weigh him down to motionless, and gave me two talismans to pack him.”


Monkey asked, “What kind of talismans?”


Scrimpy answered, “Mine is ‘Red Calabash,’ and his is ‘Cleansing Jade Bottle.’”


“How to pack him?”


The goblin explained, “Put the talisman upside down and call his name. Once he answers, he will be packed inside. Stick a magic figure written ‘the great deity above all, come quickly under my order’ on it. Then, he will melt into pus after a while.”


Monkey was startled by what the goblin has said and thought, “Amazing! The celestial official on daily duty then informed me that they had five talismans. Now there are two. I wonder what the rest three are like.” 

He smiled, “Can you two let me have a look at the talismans?”

The goblin didn’t know better, so he took out the two talismans inside his sleeves, and gave them to Monkey with both hands. 

Monkey looked at the talismans, felt pleased with himself secretly, “Wonderful! Incredible! Now if I lash my tail, jump up and leave like that, the talismans will be gifts for me.” And then he thought, “No, no! I can snatch them away for sure, but that will ruin my reputation. It’s staging a robbery in full daylight.” So he returned the talismans to the goblins and said, “You haven’t seen my talisman.”

“What does our master have for a talisman? Show it to us ordinary folks for getting rid of bad lucks.”

What a monk! He plucked out a hair from his tail, twisted it, and yelled, “Transform!” The hair transformed into a big golden crimson calabash, about three feet and two inches long. Monkey took it out from his waistband and said, “Take a look at my calabash.” 

Goblin the Clever took it in his hands, examined it and said, “Master, your calabash is really big and good looking, but it’s not useful.”

“Why?”

“Each of my two talismans can hold a thousand people.”

Monkey said, “Yours can hold people. Big deal! My calabash can even hold the sky!”

“Hold the sky?” the goblin said.

“Hold the sky.”

The goblin said, “You’re lying. Show us how you do it, or we won’t buy it.”

Monkey said, “If the sky annoys me, I will hold it seven or eight times a month. If it doesn’t, I won’t bother to hold it for half a year.”

Clever said, “Brother, his talisman can hold the sky. Let’s exchange ours with his.”

Scrimpy said, “His can hold the sky. How will he want to have one to hold the people instead?”

“If he says no, we can give him the cleansing bottle as well.” Clever added.

Monkey felt delighted and thought, “A calabash for a calabash, and a cleansing bottle for extra. One for two, it’s good business.” So he stepped forward, grabbed Clever and asked, “If it holds the sky, will you exchange?”

“If it does, I’ll do it. If I don’t, I’ll be your son.”

“OK, OK. I’ll show you.”

The Monkey King bowed his head, made a gesture, and recited a spell to call the god of day watch, the god of night watch, and the gods of all protection, “Send my message to the emperor of all gods immediately that I, Monkey, summit myself to the right consequence and help Tang Sanzang collect the sutra. Mountains stand in our way, and my master is in trouble. I would like to lure the goblins to exchange their talismans with me. I’ll pray for a million times. Please lend me the sky and close it under pretence for an hour, so I can succeed. If you say no, I’ll go up to your Lingxiao Palace and declare a war to you!”

…

A god of patrol came down quickly and whispered in Monkey’s ear, “Prince Nuozha came to help you.” Monkey looked upwards and saw auspicious clouds answered a god. He then turned around to say to the goblins, “Let’s hold the sky.”


The goblin said, “You go ahead and hold it. What do you mumble all the nonsense for?”

Monkey replied, “I was focusing myself and reciting a spell.”

The goblins focused their eyes on him to see how he held the sky. Monkey threw the fake calabash up into the sky. You see, the calabash was transformed from a strain of hair, so how heavy could it be? Therefore, it was blew away by the wind up the mountains, floated for half an hour, and fell down. Up at the Southern Sky Gate, Prince Nuozha spread out a black flag and concealed the sun, the moon, and the stars.

Dye the cosmos with ink; decorate the universe with indigo.

The two goblins was so shocked, “It was about noon when we were talking. How can it be at dusk so soon?”

“Now I have held the sky, so you can’t tell the time. Of course it’s at dusk.” Monkey said.

“Why is it so dark?”

“I held the sun, the moon, and the star. There’s no light out there, so it’s dark.”

The goblin asked, “Master, where are you?”

“Aren’t I in front of you?”

The goblin reached out his hands and groped, “I can hear you, but I can’t see you. Master, where are we?”

Monkey lied, “Don’t move your feet. We are now by the shore of Bohai Sea. If you step over the shore into the sea, you won’t touch the bottom in seven or eight days!”

The goblin was freaked out and yelled, “OK, OK! Release the sky. We know how you hold it. If we stay a little longer and fall into the sea, we’ll never get home!”

Monkey knew he had bought his words, so he recited the spell again to alert the prince to retrieve the flag. And the sun beat down at noon.

The goblin grinned, “Amazing, amazing! This talisman is wonderful. If I don’t exchange mine with you, I won’t be a good son who can support my family!”

So, Scrimpy handed over the calabash, and Clever took out the cleansing bottle to Monkey altogether. Monkey gave the goblin the fake calabash. Now that Monkey had gained the talismans, he wished to get rid of the goblins once and for all. He plucked out a hair below his navel, blew it, and it transformed into a coin.

“Kiddo, take it to buy a piece of paper.”

“Why?” The goblin asked.

“I’ll write a contract with you. You exchanged your two man-holding talismans with my sky-holding one, but I’m afraid one of us may feel indignant. After a long time, it will be troublesome if one of us regrets. So, we should write it down into records.” Monkey explained.

The goblin said, “But we don’t have a pen or ink, how can we write a contract? What about I’ll take an oath with you?”

“Like what?”

The goblin said, “I exchange my two man-holding talismans with your sky-holding one. If I regrets, I’ll suffer from plagues at all times.”

Monkey smiled, “I’ll never regret. If I regret, I’ll suffer from plagues at all times like you.” After taking the oath, he leapt upwards, lashed his tail, and landed at the Southern Sky Gate. He thanked Prince Nuozha for helping him spreading the flag. The prince went back to the palace to report upon his completion of the task, and returned the flag to Zhenwu Buti. Monkey stood upon the sky, watching the goblin.

