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Publisher's Notes



雷峰塔 Leifeng Pagoda

"Once upon a time…", such is the beginning of a story that may have accompanied many people through their childhood no matter what country they live in and what language they speak. When we grow up, we remain keen on one kind of stories or another. This is because stories always keep us at a fascinating distance: things that take place around us may drive home to us a timeless truth, while remote or illusory stories may as well be relevant to reality or reflect the problems of today.

However, if a story is linked with the name of a country, what can the listener expect from it?

The China Stories series is dedicated to those who are fond of stories and hope to know about China. The reason why we have chosen this way of storytelling is that while people nowadays may easily get to know a country by turning on the television, surfing the Internet or touching a cell-phone screen, we believe stories make China look more vivid, serene and down-to-earth than media or political or economic commentators, historical archives or museums do.

Our stories or "storytellers" generally fall into two categories. Firstly, small works of big names in contemporary Chinese literature, such as The Love Story of a Young Monk by Wang Zengqi and Ah, Xiangxue by Tie Ning; Secondly, Chinese tales told by writers from other lands from the "other" perspective, like The Magic of the White Snake by the German freelancer Helmut Matt. The differences in settings, plots and the storytellers' personalities have added to the charisma of our stories. This China Stories series will maintain its openness by putting forth new stories, so as to present a rich, varied three-dimensional China to our readers. In this sense, this series is catered not only to foreign friends but also to Chinese-speaking natives so that they can observe this country from a fresh point of view. 

Instead of lengthy narratives that may wear our readers down, the China Stories series is a collection of short stories and novellas that are meant for a pleasant reading experience, an experience that is made all the more delightful by our elaborately produced bilingual texts and beautiful illustrations.

Whether the story-teller or the listener comes from China or elsewhere, we believe that you can derive your own impression of China from these stories, and feel closer to it whether it was familiar or strange to you before you lay your hands on the China Stories series. So let's read China stories, and get a taste of China from them.

Foreign Language Teaching and Research Press

 March, 2012


出版说明

“很久很久以前……”，许多人的童年或许都伴随着这样开头的故事，无论她或他身处哪个国家，说着何种语言。当我们长大，依然热衷于各种故事。因为故事总是与人们保持一种远近适宜的奇妙距离：身边发生的故事有时能让人悟到恒久长远的道理，而遥远的甚至虚幻的故事又能使人联想到现实的处境，回应当下的问题。

而当故事与一个国家的名称联系在一起的时候，又会给听者一种怎样的期待？

《中国故事》系列丛书献给那些喜欢听故事并且希望了解中国的人们。之所以选择这种方式而不是别的——毕竟，现在想了解一个国家，打开电视，浏览互联网，或者触摸一下手机屏幕就可以做到——因为我们相信，比起新闻媒体、政经评论或者历史文献、博物馆陈列中的中国，也许故事所反映的那个中国来得更真切，更沉静，也更实在。

故事的来源，或者说“讲故事的人”大体有两类。一方面我们收集了现当代一些中国文学大家的小作品，例如汪曾祺的《受戒》，铁凝的《哦，香雪》；另一方面，来自中国以外的作者们基于“他者”的视角重述中国的传奇，例如德国赫尔穆特·马特先生的《白蛇传奇》。故事的背景和事件彼此不同，更因叙述者的个性特征而平添魅力，本系列还将不断推新以保持一种开放性。因此呈现给各位的这一套丛书应该是丰富和立体的，希望借此传达的中国形象也能更加真实、丰满。从这个意义上讲，丛书的目标读者应不仅仅限于海外的朋友，其实也包括以中文为母语的读者们，以便透过新鲜的角度来观察这个国家。

这里没有宏大的叙事，而是以中短篇小说的篇幅给读者绝不沉重的阅读体验。这种轻松感还将通过我们精心提供的双语文本和优美插图得到进一步的体会。

无论讲故事的人以及听故事的人是来自中国还是其他国家，我们都相信您能从故事中获得自己对于中国的印象，对这个已经熟悉或者还很陌生的国度，更多一点儿亲近——阅读中国的故事，品味故事中的中国。

外语教学与研究出版社

 2012年 3月


Preface to the Chinese-English Version

Two years after publication of the original German version, this book is now ready to reach readers beyond the German-Chinese language barrier. The eminent history of China, its philosophy and culture, as well as the moving myths and fairy tales still, today, provide the fundamentals for the lives of the people of the Middle Kingdom. The legend of the white snake is known everywhere in China — for centuries this drama has touched the hearts of humankind. 

A classic Chinese work seen through the eyes of a European evolves into a new story: what will Chinese readers think of this well-known tale transformed yet again? Two very different cultures join in a drama of love and passion; sprung from the deep emotions of the apparent conflict, a new world emerges in which time and space have lost their power. 

Above all, I would like to thank my wife, Linda, who with great sensitivity and much understanding for the poetic language of the original version successfully translated my novel and made the publication of this Chinese-English version possible. 

My thanks also go to my publisher, FLTRP, especially to Ms. Deng. Without her aid and support, this book would never have been printed in China. 

It is my heartfelt wish that this story opens the eyes of its readers for the unique fascination and magic that arises when various cultures meet, enabling them to take first step toward a mutual understanding and to find ways of sharing common expression. 

Helmut Matt 

Herbolzheim, March, 2012


中英对照版序

在《白蛇传奇——中国的魔法世界》中德对照版出版两年之际，该书的中英对照版如今问世，呈现给德、汉两种语言之外更多的读者。中国源远流长的历史，璀璨的哲学和文化，以及动人的神话传说，时至今日，仍在为这个国家里人们的生活提供根基。“白蛇传”的故事在中国家喻户晓，几个世纪以来，一直震撼着人们的心灵。

一部中国经典作品，透过一位欧洲人的视角，演化成一个新的故事。中国的读者们对这个经久流传又被重新诠释的故事，会有怎样的看法？两种完全不同的文化在一部爱情传说中交织、融合。从表面的冲突之下蕴藏的深切情感中，一个新的世界展现出来，让时间和空间都失去了力量。

首先，我要感谢我的妻子琳达。她敏感又充满感知力，成功地将我原作中诗意的语言翻译成英文，使这本中英对照本得以出版。

我还要感谢这本书的出版商，外语教学与研究出版社，尤其要感谢邓女士。由于她的无私帮助和大力支持，这本书才得以在中国问世。

我衷心祝愿，这个故事能够让读者体会到不同文化交汇时所展现的独特魅力与魔力，使其迈出相互理解的第一步，并找到分享共同感情的方式。

赫尔穆特·马特

2012年3月于赫伯兹海姆


Preface to the Chinese-German Version

China is a fabulous world of stories, myths, and legends. Despite the extensive destruction in its long history, the country retained an abundance of unique natural, cultural, and intellectual treasures.

Everything has its own significance, and each custom reveals a deeper meaning. This is one of the discoveries made during my journeys through-out China.

The landscapes and natural beauties of a country are always closely relat-ed to its cultural values. In China, almost each place tells its own story.

Zhejiang is a province in Southeast China. For many Chinese people, the West Lake of Hangzhou, vibrant capital of the province, is one of the most beautiful places in the whole country. Even visitors from Western countries let themselves be inspired by the age-old cultured landscape. In order to experience the romantic beauty of the West Lake to its full extent, it is worthwhile to view the landscape in historical perspective in regard to its tales and legends. The Legend of the White Snake is one of the four most famous and most touching love dramas in Chinese history. The mythos is portrayed closely interwoven with the West Lake, its land-scapes and inhabitants in this book.

The story itself is inseparable from the customs and traditions of the country. Understanding the plot and its background landscape becomes easier if its historical and traditional context is considered.

It was not my intention to simply renarrate the Legend of the White Snake. The large variety of versions and interpretations would not allow this at any event. Landscape and legend provide only the framework. In my novella, the protagonists are reborn and the plot recreated in a unique epic relationship to the places described in the story.

Most of the photos were taken on my trips to Beijing and to the south-eastern province of Zhejiang. I want to thank the German Service of China Radio International, especially Director Sun Jingli for giving me permission to use several illustrations and photos. 

It is my sincere wish that this book find a large number of readers and that it may contribute to a greater open-mindedness and better understand-ing of China, its customs, landscapes, and people.

Helmut Matt

Herbolzheim, Germany, August 2008


原中德对照版序

中国是一个充满故事、神话与传说的国度。即使经历沧桑变迁，这个国家依然保留着无穷无尽的自然、文化和精神宝藏。

一切都有个说法，在每一个习俗的背后都隐藏着深刻的涵义。这便是我在中国之行中的感悟之一。

一个国家的人文与自然景观总是和文化价值紧密相连。在中国，几乎所有的地方都在讲述自己的故事。

浙江省位于中国东南部，其省会杭州是一个活力四射的城市，那里的西湖堪称中国人眼中最美的地方之一。来自西方的游客们也不禁会被这古老的文化景致深深吸引。若要感受她全部的魅力与浪漫，应当把风景与当地的传说联系起来。《白蛇传》是中国古代四大爱情传奇之一。本书向您呈现的就是这个故事和西湖风景及百姓生活之间的渊源。

白蛇的故事本身和中国的风俗习惯密不可分。如果对这段历史和传统的关联有所了解，就会更容易理解故事情节和作为背景的风景名胜。

单纯去复述《白蛇传》的故事并不是我写这本书的目的。毕竟，它已经有太多的版本和解说了。风光和传说构成了叙述的框架。人物和情节在这本书里得到了重新塑造，并且和故事发生的地点有着史诗般的联系。

书中所用的大多数照片是我在北京和浙江旅行时拍摄的。在这里也衷心感谢中国国际广播电台德语部及其主任孙景立先生慷慨授权我使用一些插图和照片。

衷心希望本书能拥有众多读者，为帮助我们以更知性和更开放的心态去感受中国的风土人情略尽绵薄之力。

赫尔穆特·马特

2008年8月于德国赫伯兹海姆


The Mysterious Jiaozi

A fine drizzle touches the skin. Behind tender veils of slowly-rising mist, the silhouettes of oriental gardens arise like shadows out of the tranquility of the magic lake. Not the slightest breath of air can disturb the deep peace and quietness. The laws of time and space lose all power. Each season exposes the beauty of Hangzhou's West Lake in its own guise. The mystic poetry of the landscape cannot be felt more deeply or intensely than on a foggy and rainy day in the early summer – scenery portrayed in age-old Chinese paintings. These enchanted places are the home of touching myths, tales, and legends.

The lake itself, as well as the history of its origin, even has a very special mythological background. A long time ago, in a time when all creatures on earth lived in unique harmony with the powers of heaven, there once was a dispute amongst the emperors of the earth, dragon, phoenix, and the goddess of heaven. In deep sadness about this disturbance of harmony, a tear dropped out of the eyes of the goddess of heaven and fell down to the earth as a precious pearl. There, where the divine tear touched the land, one of the most beautiful waters in China was created – the West Lake of Hangzhou.

Still today, dragon and phoenix are said to be the embodiment of the terrestrial lordship of emperor and empress. While the dragon expresses imperial attributes like power, wealth, and luck, the phoenix symbolizes the empress and represents traits such as wisdom, steadiness, and longevity.

It is not surprising that, at the same time, this almost magical place marks the stage for one of the most touching love dramas of Chinese literature – the legend of the white snake. It is the great saga of eternity and time, of love and passion, and of life and death.

The warming sun of the receding winter days, whose rays of sunlight made the snow on the arc of bridge melt faster than on both its ends, gave the "broken bridge in the melting snow" its mysterious name.

The sun was shining. It was an early spring day in March, a long time ago. Families with children stood cheerfully next to the broken bridge, just gathering around a huge steaming kettle out of which an old man offered hot and tasty Jiaozi. Even in old times this kind of stuffed food was regarded as beloved delicacies of Chinese cuisine. The old man's Jiaozi was widely known and so popular that it usually didn't take long till the kettle was empty.

"There are just a few tiny Jiaozi left," mumbled the old man with true regret when the little boy Xu Xian appeared holding his father's hand. "It's almost time for me to go home."

"Most incredible," thought his father, as little Xu Xian, after eating only a single Jiaozi, was completely full and refused to eat any more. Mr. Xu almost forgot about this strange incident. It didn't take long though until he began to wonder if something peculiar or extraordinary had happened on that spring afternoon near the broken bridge, because since eating the single little Jiaozi, his son strictly refused to eat. He was completely without appetite but showed no signs of sickness or weakness. After three days, as Xu Xian still refused to eat, his father took him by his hand: "Come on boy, let us see the old man next to the broken bridge again. I really want to know the truth about the Jiaozi he gave you last time."

It had become cooler again. New snow covered the bridge. Once again the old man's kettle stood there. The scent of tasty and fresh Jiaozi filled the air and lots of people gathered around the steaming pot.

"How strange," muttered the old man behind his kettle, deep and meaningful. "A Jiaozi like this only happens once in a thousand years. Nobody knows what effects it may unleash."

Father Xu had not the time, nor patience for such baffling messages. For days, his son refused to eat – quick help was urgently required. Before he could even utter a reply, the old man grasped the boy, laughed and held him upside down over the balustrade. Instantly, the Jiaozi fell out of the boy's mouth and down into the water – just as fresh and mouth-watering as it had been three days ago. Xu Xian's appetite returned immediately – as if nothing spectacular had ever happened to him. Bewildered but satisfied, Mr. Xu returned home with his son – of course, without ordering another Jiaozi.

This is just the prologue of our story. There are several variations of this event in the Chinese mythology – sometimes it's totally left out.


神奇的饺子

蒙蒙烟雨，轻润着肌肤。在细纱般的薄雾后，隐约可见平静湖面上东方园林的剪影。没有一丝风来破坏这静谧。时间和空间已失去力量。杭州西湖的秀美四时不同。初夏时节，特别是烟雨连绵的日子，西湖更显现出一份神秘的诗意之美——宛若古老的山水画卷。这片神奇的土地也诞生了无数神话、故事与传奇。

其实关于西湖的来历，本身就有着颇具神话色彩的说法：本来人间与天界还是和平共处的，但突然有一天，地神、玉龙、金凤还有王母争执起来。王母感伤于天地和谐被破坏，不禁黯然泪下，泪珠掉到地上化作璀璨的珍珠。珍珠汇聚成了中国最美的湖泊之一——杭州西湖。



Solitude at the West Lake
静谧无风的西湖


至今，龙与凤在中国仍然被看作人间帝王与帝后的象征。龙是帝王的标志，象征权力、财富还有幸运；凤代表帝后，意味着智慧、恒心和长寿。

不难理解，这片具有神话色彩的土地成为中国文学中著名的一幕爱情剧——《白蛇传》的诞生之地。这是一部关于永恒与时间、爱情与激情、存在与消逝的伟大传奇。

冬日将去，阳光渐暖，拱桥中央的积雪在日光的照耀下融化的速度要比桥两端快得多，这就是“断桥残雪”这个神秘命名的由来。

阳光普照大地。这是很久以前的一个早春三月天。断桥前聚集了不少大人和孩子，他们围着个巨大的蒸锅，一个老人正在卖冒着热气的香喷喷的饺子。早在那时，这种带馅儿的面食就已经是中国饮食中令人喜爱的美味。老人的饺子可谓远近闻名，总是不多一会儿就卖光了。

“现在只剩下最后几个小饺子了，”当父亲牵着小许仙的手走到卖饺子老人面前的时候，老人带着歉意说，“我也差不多该回家了。”

“太奇怪了!”父亲看到小许仙吃下一个小饺子后就饱得说什么都不想再吃了，着实有点纳闷。当时老人也没有多想什么。但不久他就开始怀疑那个初春的下午在断桥边是否发生了什么不同寻常的事情。因为自从吃了那个小饺子，小许仙真的什么也不吃了。他没有一点食欲，但却没有任何生病或是虚弱的症状。三天过去了，许仙仍然没有食欲，于是许老牵起儿子的手说：“孩子，咱们得再去断桥边拜访那位老人，我要知道他到底在你上次吃的饺子里做了什么手脚。”

天气乍暖还寒。新下的雪覆盖在断桥上。卖饺子老人的锅放在老地方。空气中弥漫着饺子的香味，热气腾腾的大锅旁已经围了好多人。

“稀奇吧，”卖饺子的老人意味深长地说，“这饺子可是千年一遇的。没有人知道它到底有什么奇妙的作用。”

许老可没耐心接受这种猜谜式的说法。几天了，他的儿子一直不想吃东西，得赶紧想法子才是。可没等许老做出什么反应，卖饺子的老人就大笑着把许仙头朝下提起来拎到桥边，这下那只饺子就从小许仙的喉咙掉进了水里——依旧像三天前一样新鲜和香气扑鼻。许仙也马上恢复了胃口，好像什么事情都没有发生过似的。许老又惊又喜，也没敢再买饺子，赶快带着儿子回了家。

这便是故事的前奏。中国的神话传说对此有不同的说法。在一些版本里甚至根本找不到这个片段。


Turtle and White Snake

At the top of the Evening Glow Mountain, the Leifeng Pagoda arises high above the southern bank of the West Lake, in front of a stage set with dragon boats and fishermen's barges gliding soundlessly over its surface at the break of day. Originating from the epoch of the Five Dynasties and the Ten Kingdoms, it was built in the year 975 at the command of the Wuyue Emperor Qian Chu. In celebration of the birth of his son, conceived by his favorite concubine surnamed Huang, the emperor raised a monument in the form of an octagonal wooden and stone structure.

During the Ming Dynasty, Japanese pirates burned down the wooden parts of the pagoda, leaving nothing but the remains of a stone skeleton that can still be seen today in old Ming paintings.

During the course of the following centuries, the inhabitants, strong-ly believing in the wondrous powers of the stones, carried away the ruins piece by piece. On September 25th, 1924, the remains collapsed completely, leaving only a mound of stones.

In 1999, the provincial government of Zhejiang finally decided to rebuild the pagoda according to the original architecture – but now as a solid construction of steel, concrete and glass. The foundation walls and the hidden treasures of the ruins remain and can be seen by visitors today. Whilst workers were rebuilding the fundament of the new structure, the appearance of a white snake amongst the timeworn ruins of the pagoda was reported to have been seen…

It happened at a time in the long-forgotten days of the Southern Song Dynasty – for reasons not even known today, a very unusual Jiaozi fell over the railing of the broken bridge far down into the depths of the West Lake. An eerie silence hovered above the lake – a subtle force keeping the waves in motion. Not even in the deepest regions of the lake could it remain unnoticed that the Jiaozi from the mouth of a young Chinese boy was a very special one indeed. 

In those days, a white snake named Bai Suzhen lived there just below the bridge. Being of divine origin, by living a pure, ascetic, and exemplary life, she aspired for many years to become one with the mortal body. A deep yearning for all human concerns touched her heart. None of her desires was stronger than her devout wish to lead a life amongst those beloved human beings. 

Talking and dreaming about the life of mankind on the banks of the West Lake, she spent long nights together with her best friend Xiao Qing, a green snake who also lived quite close to the broken bridge. There were many things they had already heard about the world of the humans – business and trade, music and dance, love and sorrow. How they truly wished to experience the true meanings behind all of these concepts!

Not very far away from the broken bridge there also lived an old tur-tle named Fa Hai. For many years already, he had been watching both of his neighbors. Filled with a deep distrust, he secretly listened to their private talks. Hate and disgust filled his heart upon hearing the two friends doting on the human world, as nothing was more foreign or alien to his nature than disorder. Nothing could be more condemnable than any deviation from what the turtle considered the norms and laws of eternal existence.

On that particular morning as Mr. Xu rushed home – happy and content about the cure of his son Xian's mysterious illness, Fa Hai, green with jealousy, watched and saw that his unloved neighbor, as if driven by a magical force, was deeply attracted to the unique Jiaozi which only moments before has fallen out of the throat of a young boy down into the calm waters of the West Lake. In an instant, Fa Hai realized that the white snake, with the aid of the savory delicacy, was about to escape from the depths of her native waters. 

"Treason," yelled Fa Hai furiously, enraged about the alleged crime. Calling on his entire strength, the turtle tried in vain to prevent the divine snake Bai Suzhen from devouring the magic Jiaozi. Arising from the pureness of her life and the many years of abstinence, the goddess was bestowed by such an overwhelming power that nothing could hinder her reaching the magic Jiaozi and swallowing it immediately.


乌龟和白蛇



The Leifeng Pagoda
雷峰塔风光

在西湖南岸的“夕照山”上矗立着雷峰塔，面对着破晓之际就已经慢慢划过湖面的龙舟和渔船。雷峰塔建于五代十国时期，相传是公元975年吴越国王钱俶为了庆贺他的宠妃黄氏生子而下令建造的一座石木结构的八角塔。

明朝时日本海盗入侵，将雷峰塔木质结构烧毁，只剩了石头塔身。透过明代的画作人们可以追忆当时的苍凉景象。

周遭的百姓们都相信那些石块有神奇的法力，所以多年以来就有人不断地从塔身废墟上偷石头带走。最后到了1924年9月25日，雷峰塔完全倒塌了，只剩下一堆石块。

1999年浙江省政府决定按照原样重新修建雷峰塔——当然，为了安全起见，这次用的是钢筋、水泥和玻璃。原有的塔基和在废墟中幸存的珍宝被保留了下来，因此今天的游客仍然可以看到塔的原貌。然而在重建工程刚开始的时候，有人说，在工地的瓦砾间出现了一条白蛇……

很久以前的南宋年间，一粒不寻常的饺子从西湖断桥边落进了水里，人们至今还无法揭开饺子的谜团。当时的湖面出奇地宁静——有一种特别的魔力拂动着水波。深深的水底也难以掩埋关于这个来自一个中国男孩口中的神奇饺子的故事。

就在这桥下面，当时住着一条名叫白素贞的白蛇。她本是仙身，通过多年的清苦修炼来到人间。白素贞打心眼里渴望成为一个完完全全的凡人。她最大的夙愿，莫过于能够生活在她所钟爱的凡人中间。

她和她最好的朋友小青——一条也住在断桥附近的青蛇——常常一起彻夜谈论和憧憬西湖岸边的生活。关于人间的事情，她们已经听说过许多——比如生意和手艺，音乐和舞蹈，还有爱恋和忧伤。她们俩多么想有朝一日能亲身体验这些词儿背后的含义！

离桥不远，还住着一只名叫法海的老乌龟。他暗中观察这对邻居已经有很多年了。法海总是满腹狐疑地偷听两位芳邻的彻夜长谈。当听到两人憧憬人间生活的时候，仇恨与憎恶充斥了他的心，因为在他看来，没有什么比不合规矩更难以忍受的了。他认为，任何背离他所谓的规范和准则的想法都应当受到惩罚。

就在许老欢天喜地带着饮食恢复正常的孩子回家的那一天，法海这只嫉妒成性的乌龟发现，他所憎恨的邻居如同受到魔力驱使，被刚从一个男孩嘴里吐出来掉到西湖平静湖水里的那只饺子深深吸引。法海立刻意识到，有了这个美食的帮助，白蛇便可以从湖底逃走了。

“真是大逆不道！”法海不禁大吼，为白蛇的所谓罪行而震怒。于是乌龟使出浑身解数，企图阻止白蛇吃到饺子，但却没能做到。至纯的生命力和长年的清苦修炼赋予白蛇制胜的法力，她抢到了那粒神奇的饺子，立刻吞下了它。


The White Lady

"Thinking of Jiangnan, then I cherish Hangzhou above all.

At the mountain's temple, I searched for cinnamon blossom in the moonshine.

On a pillow, the prefecture's pavilion has sent me a picture of the ebb and flow of the tides.

When can I once again be a traveler?"

Bai Juyi – the famous poet from the Tang Dynasty – gave his name to one of two dams which divide the West Lake into three sections (Bai Causeway). The exquisiteness of the landscape indeed asks for poetic expression. Even the old masters of Chinese literature have told about the lake's unique beauty. Consequently, the lake's second dam (Su Causeway) carries the name of another famous poet — Su Dongpo.

The number "three" is a very important number in Chinese philosophy. It symbolizes the triad of heaven, earth, and human beings. The configuration of the West Lake into three parts is no coincidence. The entire landscape is the embodiment of the genius of human thinking. The largest of the three islands, the Xiao Yingzhou Island, also known as the "Fairy Island in the Ocean" with its idyllic ponds, its fragrant tea houses and dreamy gardens, is located in the center. In the southern part, three small stone pagodas arise meaningfully out of the "Three Moon-reflecting Ponds" – another name for the "Fairy Island in the Ocean".

After battling Fa Hai and securing the wondrous Jiaozi, Bai Suzhen, the white snake, was quite near her goal of living a life in human form. She had been spared many further years of ascetic life in the deep waters of the lake. After a few days, the enchantingly stunning young lady began her pursuit of finding a dwelling on the shores of the West Lake. A small wooden house not far from the broken bridge, whose inhabitants had left only a short time ago, seemed to please her quite a lot. Swiftly, an agreement was made with the owners about the price, so that nothing now stood between her moving into the new home.

No one knew where she came from or what her name was. People referred to her only as "the white lady". She lived in a small wood-en house on the shore of the West Lake, not far from the broken bridge. She was like the beautiful moonlight reflected on tranquil waters and yet foreign and enigmatic. The people of the West Lake held her in high regard for her endearing and humble nature. Still, something mysterious in her manner kept most of them at respectful distance.

Three years had passed since the day when Bai Suzhen began her life as the beautiful white lady close to the shores of her home waters. From time to time, the people of Hangzhou spoke about her. They told each other stories of her magical powers and supernatural abilities. On sunny days, she liked to sit on a stone bench on the "Fairy Island in the Ocean" talking to a green snake sprawled next to her in warm sunlight. Passersby, upon observing this strange scene, put their heads together and whispered in bewilderment.

In those days, the goddess Xiao Qing lived in the West Lake of Hangzhou – in the shape of a green snake. For many years, she was Bai Suzhen's closest friend. They had spent many long nights sitting together philosophizing about existence, and dreaming of human life, and the infinite power of love – experiences they would probably never be able to have down in the cool waters of the lake.

Xiao Qing, too, had no greater desire than to live as a human. She missed her friend Bai Suzhen a great deal, since she had left her home just below the "Broken Bridge". Also missing her companion dearly, Bai Suzhen often arranged to meet Xiao Qing for private conversations in the park – mostly on the "Fairy Island in the Ocean", a place both of them loved very much.

Once again, the two ladies had planned a date for a cozy chat in the gardens. Bai Suzhen was so looking forward to seeing her friend, whom she had not seen for days, again. This time, though, Xiao Qing, the green snake did not come. "Strange," Suzhen thought to herself, "Have I the wrong day in mind?" But on the next day and the days to come, the green snake did not appear.

It was the tenth day. Sad and full of sorrow about the loss of her best friend, Bai Suzhen, on her way home along the waterfront, suddenly caught sight of a young man selling snakes. Even today, snake meat is considered a delicacy in some Chinese provinces. Spotting her green friend amongst the poor captured creatures, the white lady felt a stab in her heart. Instantly, she bought the green snake, craning its neck, tears in its eyes. At the moment of release, in front of the astonished merchant, the green snake turned into a beautiful, slender young woman. The deep love of the white lady combined with the joy of liberation from unspeakable distress gave Xiao Qing the power to transform into a human being. Finally, her deepest wish had come true. Ecstatic, she flew into the arms of her friend. And from then on, they never left each other's side.


白娘子

“江南忆，最忆是杭州。

山寺月中寻桂子，

郡亭枕上看潮头。

何日更重游？”

西湖被两条长堤一分为三。一条堤坝以唐代诗人白居易而命名（即白堤）。诗意的风光的确需要用诗一般的语言来描绘。很早以前，中国的文人墨客们就在赞咏西湖的美景了。无怪乎西湖的第二条长堤借用了另外一位大诗人苏东坡的名字（苏堤）。



Spring Dawn at Su Cause-way
苏堤春晓

在中国智慧学说中，三是一个非常重要的数字。它象征着天、地、人。西湖一分为三也绝非偶然。整个景观设计显然颇具匠心。在湖的中央是三个岛中最大的一个——“小瀛洲”，意思是“海洋中的小仙岛”。岛上有田园风格的池塘，清香飘荡的茶室，还有梦幻般的园林。岛南矗立着三座小石塔，因此“小瀛洲”还有一个别有韵味的名字，叫做“三潭印月”。


白蛇白素贞战胜法海得到了那枚神奇的饺子，她变成人的梦想也就快要实现了。她不必继续在水下进行更多年头的修行。仅仅几天之后这位神秘而又美丽的年轻女子便来到西湖岸边寻找住处。离断桥不远有一座小木屋几天前刚刚空出来，让白素贞很是中意。她很快和房主谈妥价钱，就顺利搬入新居了。

没有人知道她从哪儿来，也没有人知道她的芳名。人们称她为“白娘子”。她住在西湖岸边离断桥不远的一座小木屋里。她就像静静的水面上倒映的月光般美丽，与众不同，还充满着神秘。这里的人们欣赏她可爱而又谦逊的品行，但是因为她身世不明，大多数乡亲们不免对她敬而远之。

白素贞以白娘子的身份在湖边住了差不多三年。杭州城的人们有时会谈起她。有人说她会魔法，拥有超自然的能力。在阳光灿烂的日子她喜欢坐在“小瀛洲”的一块石凳上和一条晒太阳的青蛇聊天。过往的行人看到这一幕，也都好奇地凑到一起窃窃私语。

仙女小青当时还是以青蛇的形态生活在杭州的西湖里。多年以来她一直是白素贞的挚友。长夜里，她们总是一起思索“生存”这样的命题，憧憬人类的生活，也幻想去感受她们在冰冷的湖水中从未体验过的爱情的无穷魅力。

小青也非常想变成人。自从白素贞离开断桥下的家之后，小青就十分想念她这位好友。白素贞自然也很挂念小青，所以她们就约好一起到园子里叙旧聊天，通常都是在“小瀛洲”岛上，这是她们两个都喜欢的地方。

又到了在园中叙旧的日子。相别多日终将得以一见，素贞很是期待。谁知小青这一天却没有如约前来。“奇怪，”素贞暗想，“莫非是我记错日子了？”——可自打那一天之后，青蛇再也没有露过面。

已经是第十天了。失去挚友的素贞伤心地走在回家的路上，她忽然看见岸边的林阴路上有个卖蛇的年轻人。蛇在中国的一些省份至今还被视为佳肴。白娘子发现她的好朋友青蛇和其他可怜的同伴们一起被关在笼子里卖，顿时觉得心如刀绞。白素贞二话没说就买下了那条正探着头，眼中带泪的青蛇。在重获自由的那一刻，青蛇摇身变作一位漂亮苗条的妙龄少女，把一旁的蛇贩看得目瞪口呆。白娘子的深深怜悯以及小青自己转危为安后的喜悦都赋予她变身的魔力，她的愿望终于也实现了。由于过于激动，她倒在了挚友的怀里，两人自此便形影不离。


Love at the West Lake

Today, the Xiao Yingzhou Island can be reached by a zigzag footbridge. A trip on one of the gondolas, excursion ships, or dragon boats, known to glide almost soundlessly over the water's surface, offers a very special experience. In fact, the "Fairy Island in the Ocean", which is the reason nicknamed poetically "Santan Yinyue", is in realityof four small ponds. These "reflections of the moonlight" are most impressive during the Mid-Autumn Festival generally in September. The island is famous for its lovingly designed gardens with classical Chinese stone lamps, balustrades, bridges, and benches. The artful arrangement of the landscape creates unique perspectives of space and distance. Objects near and far melt together and cannot be discerned from one another. Everything appears natural and untouched, yet nothing has been left to chance. Although it can hardly be perceived, every detail has been minutely planned. Just as the West Lake in general, the Xiao Yingzhou Island in particular expresses the great, thousand-year-old Chinese garden and landscape architecture.

The Emperor Qianlong of the Qing Dynasty was moved by his great love of the West Lake and commissioned the construction of a miniature replica in Beijing — the Qingyi Garden, which is the predecessor of the Summer Palace. It was built to compensate for the great distance to Hangzhou and to prevent Qianlong from having to forgo the pleasures of his beloved lake. The Qingyi Garden and West Lake are like sisters, quite similar at first sight but different substantially in many details.

Both are the embodiment of one and the same creative human mind – conceived by the spirit and forged by the hand of man but of heavenly beauty.

Once again, spring came. Camellias and azaleas rose against the warming beams of sunlight of late April days. Arm in arm, Bai Suzhen and Xiao Qing strolled along the waterside promenade. 



"A true man can be identified by his deeds," the green lady said with a meaningful smile. Oh, how she loathed all braggarts, snobs, self-proclaimed leaders and dignitaries. "Empty shells, gossipers, show-offs, people without sense or reason. They are not worth wasting even a single breath on."

Bai Suzhen smiled approvingly. "Yes, you are right, my dearest Xiao Qing. The world is full of petty losers… Will we ever meet a real man? Someone who respects us as women and who in every fiber of his being is undeniably a true man?"

As both the lovely ladies strolled along the lakeside promenade, in animate conversation, a young man came towards them from the other end of the broken bridge. His black hair was combed backwards in a handsome manner. Bai Suzhen, rooted to the spot, seemed almost electrified. Never before had she felt such a sensation, that of a million butterflies fluttering, rising and dipping erratically in the pit of her stomach. "Could this be love? " she asked herself.

"True love always comes directly from the heart and the willingness to help others is the first step," Bai Suzhen thought by herself. She closed her eyes and using all her supernatural strength called on the elements for help. 



The attractive young man was no other than Xu Xian, the boy who in his childhood had eaten the magical Jiaozi, which had erased all traces of hunger and appetite for three long days. Upon catching sight of the two beautiful ladies, he, too, was enrap-tured; his eyes drawn to the white lady, her brilliant eyes, noble appearance and the air of elegance surrounding her every movement.

Surprised by the unexpected thunderstorm, he immediately recog-nized the unfortunate situation of the two damsels in distress who had found a most insufficient shelter under an old gingko tree. Quick of wit, he dashed to a peddler selling umbrellas quite near. Due to the torrential rains, all of the umbrellas, except one, were already sold. Without a moment's hesitation, he bought the umbrella and raced as quickly as he could back to the gingko tree to offer the two ladies his assistance. 

"Either him or no one," Bai Suzhen thought to herself. She was deeply touched by the selflessness of the young man who escorted them home under the shelter of his umbrella. Suzhen was suddenly stricken by an overwhelming, deep affection towards Xu Xian, standing before her dripping and wet to the skin. Then and there, she instantly confessed her love to him.

Overcome by the bliss of young love, Xu Xian also opened his heart. 



Rain had long since stopped to be replaced instead by the most marvelous sunshine as Bai Suzhen and Xu Xian still stood, tightly embraced, next to the entrance of Suzhen's house. Meanwhile Xiao Qing, the green lady, quietly withdrew, deeply moved by the unexpected good-fortune of her beloved friend.


西湖之恋

如今，人们可以沿着一条蜿蜒的九曲桥游览“小瀛洲”岛，乘上木舟、游船或龙舟悠然划过水面更是别有韵味。“小瀛洲”上分为四面湖水，它还有一个诗意的别称叫“三潭印月”。这个“三潭印月”到中秋之时景象尤为令人难忘。小岛还因古雅秀美的园林建筑而闻名遐迩，那里有十分讲究的中式石灯、栏杆、小桥与长凳。这些精巧的陈设形成了独有的空间与距离感。远景和近景相互融合，打破了距离的固有之意。一切都是那么自然而然又充满生机，完全不让人感到突兀。尽管一切都出自人工设计，但参观者却感觉浑然天成。同整个西湖一样，“小瀛洲”堪称千百年来中式园林与景观的重要代表。

清朝的乾隆皇帝就非常喜欢西湖，所以在北京建造了一个小的“仿制品”清漪园——颐和园的前身，这样，即便距离杭州千里之遥，他也可以经常看到自己心爱的景致了。清漪园和西湖形同姊妹，乍看上去极为相似，不过许多细节之处还是有所区别。



The Summer Palace –The Marble Ship
颐和园：石舫

这两处风光都是同一种创造精神的表达——虽出自工匠之手、人的智慧，但是却巧夺天工。

又是一年春来到。山茶花与杜鹃花颔首轻摇，向四月末温暖的阳光致意。素贞和小青手挽着手漫步在西子湖畔。素贞叹了一口气说：“这世上有真爱吗？”她多么渴望能够遇到一个人，分享她的感情、她的思想，还有她全部的激情。她虽然已尽享“人间”的生活，但却无法排遣孤独，以及对爱情和二人世界的向往。

“观察一个人的行为举止，就可以判断出他是不是一个真正的男人。”小青一边说着，一边意味深长地笑。她实在看不惯好多人的自以为是、徒有其表、指手画脚和卖弄权势。“对于那些空壳子，无聊者，夸夸其谈以及没思想没灵魂的人，根本不值得浪费一分一秒的时间。”

素贞闻言微笑，点头称是。“对，你说得没错，我亲爱的小青。这个世界上到处都是不足称道的等闲之辈……但是，我们究竟能不能遇见一个真正的男人呢？一个能够尊重我们女人的真正的男人？”

正当这两位漂亮的女子沿着湖堤言谈甚欢的时候，从断桥的尽头迎面走来一位青年男子，一头乌发潇洒地束在后面。白素贞有如被电流击中一般呆住了。此前，她还从来没有过这种心旌摇荡的感觉，如同无数只蝴蝶纷纷在她的心窝上振翅、徘徊、飞舞一般。“难道这就是爱情？”她心中暗问。

“真爱总是发自内心，主动相助则是真爱的前奏。”素贞寻思着。她于是闭上眼睛，运用法术，请求雷神相助。短短一会儿，天上就乌云压顶，之后大雨如注。她和小青赶紧跑到一棵老银杏树下，可是雨越下越大，想要在树下避雨决不是长久之计。

这位充满魅力的青年不是别人，正是当年那个吃了神奇的饺子后三天没有胃口的许仙。他也注意到这两位美貌的女子，特别是白娘子，她明亮的双眸，高贵的仪容，还有优雅的姿态令他心中一动。

许仙虽然被这突如其来的怪天气弄得莫名其妙，但他立刻想到那两位女子，发现她们就躲在老银杏树下，勉强躲避这狂风暴雨。于是他不由自主地向附近一个卖伞的小贩奔去。因为下雨，小贩的生意很好，只剩下最后一把伞了。许仙不敢迟疑，买了伞直奔银杏树下，好帮助两位女子。

“除了他，不会有人是我的真命天子了！”素贞心想。许仙将她们送至家门，这种无私的帮助令人感动，素贞对这个浑身湿透的青年男子产生了强烈的好感,她立刻向他表白了心迹。

许仙为这新来的爱情所晕眩，随即也敞开自己的心扉。“我简直无法呼吸。没错，当我第一眼看到你的时候，就被你的美丽吸引。透过你天蓝色的眼睛，我可以看到你的内心深处，我知道你的感觉千真万确。”他牵住素贞的手，拥她入怀，不断亲吻她的额头、眼睛和嘴唇。两个灵魂似乎在这一瞬间紧紧融合。

大雨已停了很久，阳光重又照耀大地，但是这对年轻人仍然站在素贞的小屋前，紧紧相拥。小青悄悄地退到一边，心中也被好友突如其来的好运深深打动。


Wedding

While walking along the waterside promenade or the paths through the islands of the West Lake, one can quite often see young bridal couples clothed quite similarly to their Western counterparts: the brideall in white, the groom wearing an elegant black suit. What seems self-explanatory to us today, is in fact really quite surprising. Accord-ing to Chinese tradition, white and black are the colors of mourning and death. In former times, the Chinese wedding, called "Yingqin", was dominated by bright colors, especially red, the color of happiness. The bridal couple was dressed in red, the entire house decorated in bright red colors, red lucky charms, and red paper lanterns – red, wherever an eye rested.

In ancient China, the wedding was a ceremony full of poetry and folk traditions. Usually, the young couple did not know one another person-ally before the day of the wedding. The girl was not allowed to see the groom before the wedding ceremony. When the groom's family came to the home of the bride to pick her up, the bride, covered by a red veil, would start to cry – a symbolic act expressing grief about the upcoming separation from her family.

The ceremony began by the bride stepping over a basin in which an open fire had been ignited. This was meant to burn away all evil of the past and to bring only pure happiness into the new marriage. There-after, the couple proceeded to the groom's house to perform the traditional "kotau", to pay homage to Heaven and Earth, the parents, and also to each other. Finally, in the "Dongfang", the bridal couple's bedroom, the groom was allowed for the first time to lift the red veil and to see his bride face-to-face.

During the evening wedding banquet, it was the bride's duty to propose a toast to the guests. The festivities wound down with the lively tradition of "Nao Dongfang" in which the young couple had to perform more or less tricky, and sometimes funny, tasks. Especially in the Hangzhou region, it was often customary for the guests to pretend to kidnap the bride. It was up to the groom to find the bride and free her by paying ransom to the "kidnappers" in the form of presents, and payment for food and drinks.

It was a different kind of wedding that Bai Suzhen and Xu Xian cel-ebrated as Suzhen had no parents and lived completely alone in her house on the banks of the West Lake. Not at all traditional –but nevertheless, it was a celebration of which the people of Hangzhou would speak about for a long time to come. Many were startled and even frightened upon seeing Suzhen dressed entirely in white, the color of death. But never before had human eyes seen a bride of such beauty and purity. Xian, too, wearing a gorgeous red silk vest and traditional, colorful headdress made the appearance of a young god. It was a very intimate but tasteful celebration with selected guests, an exquisite banquet, nice food and drinks held until late in the night. All the same, the people of Hangzhou were afraid that the white color of the wedding dress would bode ill for the future. 

On the eve of the day that Xian looked into the eyes of his beloved Suzhen, both vowed to each other to share life, fate, and love for eternity. The all-consuming power of their emotions was stronger than any social convention or restriction. Nonetheless, it was not easy for Xu Xian to disclose his final decision to his parents. At first, they were deeply indignant and angry at not having a chance to influence the outcome of such a major decision. But upon seeing the beautiful and endearing white lady for the first time, they were quite overcome and immediately took her to their hearts.


婚礼

如今在西湖堤畔或通往湖中小岛的路上散步的时候，经常能见到新婚燕尔的年轻夫妇，他们的衣着几乎和西方国家的新郎新娘无异：新娘披一身白色婚纱，新郎往往穿着华贵的黑色西装。对于现在的我们来说这也许稀松平常，要在以前简直不可思议，因为根据中国传统，白色和黑色代表着悲痛和死亡。在过去，中国的婚礼也叫“迎亲”。迎亲要以亮色为主，尤其是红色——所谓的喜庆之色。新婚夫妇穿的是红色服饰，整个房子也都以大红装饰，红色的喜字，红色的灯笼，放眼望去，红彤彤一片。

在古老的中国，婚礼是一场极富诗意和民俗风情的仪式。通常，新婚夫妇在婚前彼此素未谋面。新娘在婚礼前不能看到新郎的脸。当男方将披着红盖头的新娘从娘家接走的时候，新娘就开始哭泣，表达自己与家人离别的痛苦。



Luxun-Theme Park near Shaoxing: Kidnapping of the Bride
绍兴鲁迅主题公园：新婚之夜抢新娘

婚礼伊始，新娘要跨过一个火盆，这象征着以前的烦恼全部都被化为灰烬，婚姻将是幸福的新开始。之后，新人们要在男方家里行跪拜礼，一拜天地，二拜父母高堂，最后是夫妻对拜。进入“洞房”之后，新郎终于可以掀开新娘的红盖头，第一次与自己的妻子四目相对。

当晚还要大宴宾客，新娘要向每位到访的来宾敬酒。特别有意思的是最后的“闹洞房”。新婚夫妇必须完成各种又难做又有趣的任务。尤其是在杭州地区常有这样的习俗，客人们假装绑架了新娘，新郎必须找回自己的爱人，为此不得不用礼物、美食和佳酿来换回新娘。

许仙和素贞的婚礼与众不同。因为素贞没有双亲，她不过是孑然一身住在西湖边的小房子里。婚礼虽不是按照传统仪式来操办，但杭州的百姓们还会常常提起。素贞身着一袭白色的衣裙，这可是办丧事的颜色，让很多人都吃了一惊。但是他们从来都没有见过如此美丽纯洁的新娘。许仙穿着华丽的红色丝绸马褂，戴上彩色的传统头冠，看上去就像一个风华绝代的神仙。受邀的宾客们来到这个低调却极富品位的婚宴，在美食与好酒的带动下，一直庆祝到深夜。尽管如此，杭州的人们还是不禁担心白色的礼服会带来厄运。

就在这个晚上，当成为夫妻的许仙与素贞深情对视的时候，他们彼此就用眼神彼此给予了承诺，同甘共苦，永远相爱。情感的力量超越世俗社会所有的道德要求和束缚。对许仙来说，要告诉父母自己的决定并不是件容易的事。一开始二老十分生气，因为他们在儿子的终身大事上没能施加什么影响。可是，当美丽而又贤淑的白娘子第一次出现在他们面前时，他们大喜过望，立刻从心底里接纳了她。


Tea and Medicine

Traditional pharmacies are as much a part of the city of Hangzhou as its tea and marvelous tea houses. The Huqingyutang Pharmacy in the Dajing Street, established in 1847 by Hu Xueyan, was famous for its great history and its widespread range of applications of traditional Chinese medicine.

Medicine produced in the rear parts of the building were sold in the entrance hall. Since 1989, the entire pharmacy with an area of about 3000 m2 has become a museum. Visitors can learn about the origin, the development and applications of traditional Chinese medicine in great detail, as well as its significance in Chinese and world medical history.

The tea museum of Hangzhou, located amidst a charming park is also well worth visiting. The handsome and very informative col-lection provides a large range of facts about the past and present of tea planting, as well as the great tea culture of the province of Zhejiang.

Longjing, the village of the dragon spring, is located not far from Hangzhou. The most famous green tea of China grows between picturesque mountains and green deciduous woodland. Up at the top of the village where tourists seldom venture, the authentic "old" dragon spring shimmers mystically in the sunlight, giving the village its name. Almost completely destroyed in the 1970s, the old well was renovated only a few years ago. As this well never runs dry, people in Longjing believe that its source can be none other than a dragon's mouth. In China, dragons have a large variety of attributes. They can symbolize power, wealth, influence, and luck. From time to time, one can see people standing at the edge of the dragon well, stirring in the water with a long stick, the eyes focused intently on the water. In Longjing, there is a saying that people who are able to catch sight of a dragon in the moving waters of the well will lead a life filled with luck, wealth, and happiness. 

Today, a charming tea house surrounded by green gardens invites the visitors to stay for a while. The emperor Qianlong of the Qing Dynasty greatly loved this part of the country and held the fine green Longjing tea in such high regard that he placed 18 of the most precious tea trees under his personal imperial protection. Up to this very day, these trees are the true pride of Longjing and a very profitable source of income as well. At the village's annual tea auction, prices of more than 14000 Euros per 100 grams are reached.

For Bai Suzhen and Xu Xian, they were years filled with happiness and true love. It was Suzhen's idea to open a pharmacy for traditional Chinese medicine quite close to the West Lake. Her love of mankind and compassion for the poor, sick and weak was the reason for her preoccupation with traditional medical knowledge. Due to her magical skills as an immortal goddess and her rapidly increasing medical knowledge, it didn't take long for her medicines and cures to become well known and famous throughout the country. Many people travelled from afar because they had heard about the miraculous effects of the medicines of the Hangzhou pharmacy. In spite of low prices, the poor even received all their medication free of cost, Suzhen and Xian soon came to remarkable prosperity.

Suzhen's best friend Xiao Qing, the green lady, had bought herself a little loft in the same neighborhood as the pharmacy, close to the lake. She loved to sit together with Suzhen and Xian in the evenings having tea, sometimes talking and laughing or even sharing quiet and reflective moments. Suzhen was very glad and appreciative that Xiao Qing, energetically helping wherever she could, was so supportive. Especially since her business had meanwhile become so famous, she and Xian would not have been able to do all the work by themselves. As Xiao Qing also had magical powers at her command, she was an exceptionally important assistant and confidante for Suzhen with whom she regularly exchanged ideas on the making and mixing of medicines.

The people of Hangzhou loved Suzhen and Xian for the friendliness of their characters, their generosity, courtesy, and helpfulness. They were often seen walking on the lake's islands, along the lake promenade or near the broken bridge – hand-in-hand, happily laughing and joking.

"You look especially happy today, sweetheart." The sun was shining and the little tea house on the "Fairy Island in the Ocean" was very busy that day. Suzhen sipped from her cup of green tea. "You are so attentive, dear," Suzhen whispered with a tender smile. "Today, I feel absolutely wonderful. I also have a very special surprise for you." Upon uttering these words, her face was transformed by a blissful smile. "We'll soon have to buy children's shoes," Suzhen beamed with pleasure.

Xian was quite overjoyed. Leaning over to his beautiful wife, he tenderly gathered her into his arms and kissed her forehead. "Nothing in the world can now dampen our happiness," Xian whispered tenderly, not in the least suspecting what disasters were brewing at this very hour.


茶与药

在杭州，传统的中药店就如同茶叶与雅致的茶楼一样，是整个城市不可分割的一部分。位于大井巷的胡庆余堂，是胡雪岩在1847年创建的药店，因其悠久的历史以及对传统中医应用范围的大力拓展而极负盛名。



Pharmacy in Hangzhou
杭州的药店

药店的后厅是制药的地方，顾客则可以在前堂买药。自1989年以来，这个药店已经变成了占地三千平方米的博物馆。在这里，游客们可以详尽了解传统中医的起源、发展和应用，以及中医在中国乃至世界医学史上的重要地位。

杭州还有值得一看的地方，那就是隐身于优雅园林之中的茶博物馆。在那里，精致而丰富的展藏能让参观者们充分了解到茶叶种植的历史和现状，感受浙江省悠久的茶文化。

离杭州市区不远，就是著名的龙井村。在如画般的山脉和绿色的落叶林中，生长着中国最著名的绿茶——龙井。在游客罕至的村子顶头才是真正意义上的“老”龙井，它在阳光的映照下闪着神秘的光，也成为村名的由来。这口井在20世纪70年代曾经被毁，直到近几年才又重新修好。因为这井从来没有干涸过，所以人们相信井水是从一条龙的口中喷出的。在中国，龙具有多重含义，它是权力、财富、名望以及幸运的象征。时常可以看到很多人站在井边，用一根长棍搅动井水，然后聚精会神地观察水的变化。据说，谁在搅动井水时看到龙的身影，就会有好运、财富和幸福终身相伴。



Teahouse in Longjing
龙井的茶楼

在翠绿的园林中央有一座舒适的茶馆，游客可以在此驻足停留。早在清朝年间，乾隆皇帝就非常喜欢这个地方。他十分钟爱龙井茶，特地精选出18株最为珍贵的茶树给予皇家级别的保护。如今这些茶树仍是龙井人的骄傲，同时也成为他们非常可观的收入来源。在村子一年一度的拍卖会上，100克茶叶的价格甚至会高达14000欧元。

许仙和白素贞度过了几年幸福快乐的爱情生活。在素贞的建议下，他们在西湖边上开了一家中药店。出于对人们的关爱和对贫弱及病痛者的同情，素贞留心学习了许多中医药的知识。她本身具有的神力和迅速积累的医疗知识，使得她的药方和医术很快就全国闻名，不少人远道而来，就是为了试一下杭州名药的神奇功效。尽管药价低廉——而且对穷人是不收钱的，素贞和许仙还是在不久之后就变得十分富足。

他们最好的朋友小青，就在西湖边的药店附近买了一个小房子。她非常喜欢晚上和素贞许仙夫妇一起喝茶，或是打趣说笑，或是沉默静思。素贞看到小青愿意在药店助一臂之力，自是十分欢喜，因为他们的药店名声在外，病人实在太多，有时根本忙不过来。而且小青也通法力，是一个非常得力的助手，她值得信任，经常与素贞一起商量药方的配制问题。

由于待人友善，慷慨大方，加上谦恭有礼和乐善好施，大家都非常喜欢素贞和许仙。人们常常可以看到，他们或是在湖心岛上，或是在湖边小路，或是在断桥边款款散步——手牵着手，微笑低语。

“你今天看上去格外开心，我的娘子。”那天，阳光明媚，“小瀛洲”的茶馆里一派繁忙的景象。素贞微笑着呷了一口绿茶。“你好眼力，亲爱的，”她微笑着低声说，“我今天确实特别高兴，有一份惊喜要带给你。”说这番话的时候，她满面春风。“我们不久就需要买童鞋了。”

许仙难以抑制心中的喜悦。他向娇妻探过身，温柔地将她揽入怀抱，亲吻着她的额头。“现在还有什么能妨碍我们的幸福呢？”他柔声说道——殊不知，这时候灾难正在悄悄来临。


The Evil Monk and the Turtle

Buddhism is one of the major religions in China. In the vicinity of Hangzhou, there are also several Buddhist sanctuaries. The Lingyin Monastery is quite possibly the most famous of them. "Monastery for the refuge of the soul", is one way in which we could translate the Chinese name "Lingyin Si". Another name would be the "Monastery of the wonder working timelessness". It is the almost audible silence, the tangible holiness of Buddhist sanctums which attract the attention of even people of Western cultures. Incense sticks, burning paper money, people lost in deep devotion, the omnipresence of dragon or phoenix symbols – all embellish the scenery with a touch of remoteness, standstill and eternity. Mystical Feilai Feng – Buddha Statues, chiseled in rock faces are stone witnesses of the unity of the religious human spirit with the eternity of nature. Stone pagodas, relief art, statues and calligraphic works gather in a harmonious unity with thesingularly beautiful gardens, idyllic ponds and wonderful old bamboo forests.

The history of the Lingyin Monastery goes back to the epoch of the Eastern Jin Dynasty. The Buddhist philosophy originally came from ancient India and was soon carried to the East by missionaries. The monk, Huili, was one of the first Indian missionaries who came so far eastward. In the year 328 A.D., he had such a considerable number of followers that he laid the foundation for the building of the Lingyin Monastery – still today one of the largest and richest Buddhist monasteries in China. He was convinced that the mountain where his temples was to be erected was holy – carried exactly to this very place by the decision of the gods and the powers of heaven.

During the pogroms against the Buddhists in the 9th century, the temples were largely destroyed – just to be rebuilt less than 100 years later even bigger and more beautifully than ever before. In the years of the Wuyue kingdom at the beginning of the 10th century, more than 3 000 monks prayed in the nearly 300 temple halls, towers, and pavilions of the monastery. 

In the middle of the 19th century, during the Taiping uprising, the Lingyin Monastery was almost completely destroyed for the second time. It was not to be reconstructed in today's shape until the end of the Qing Dynasty around the beginning of the 20th century. The fact that the monastery survived through the Cultural Revolution was due to the personal accomplishment of the former Prime Minister Zhou Enlai, a staunch advocate for the preservation of cultural values.

Oversized "Laughing Buddha" statue almost fill completely the "Hall of the Kings of Heaven". People kneel in front of the divinity, burn incense and pray for good fortune and health for themselves and their loved ones.

The Jinshan Monastery, yet another oriental sanctuary, was the source of all sinister things that should shatter life and happiness of the young lovers from the West Lake.

Fa Hai the malicious turtle still lived in the West Lake seeking revenge for the scandalous behavior of Bai Suzhen. Not for a single moment had he given up his hope that the day would come when he – like Bai Suzhen – would be able to leave the depths of the lake and lead a life in human form. Neither humanism nor high ideals were the reason for Fa Hai's desire to move to the shores of the West Lake. Deeply ashamed of his appearance as an ugly tur-tle, his heart was filled with egoism, hate, spitefulness and jealousy towards humans. No, not only Bai Suzhen, but the entire human race should one day pay the penalty for the many years of his mis-erable existence as such a pathetic creature. 

As Fa Hai had not the strength to transform himself into a human, he decided to embark on a long journey to heaven – the home of the highest Buddha. Through the power of the Buddha he would be able to succeed in taking the shape of a human being. But instead of talking with the Buddha, Fa Hai lurked for hours in front of his temple waiting until the hour of sleep had come. Soon after the last lights had gone out and all residents of heaven had fallen asleep, the turtle snuck into the bedrooms of the great Buddha. "Keep quiet," Fa Hai whispered to himself continuously as he stealthily crept past the sleeping Buddha into the wardrobe. Grasping the cloak, the wand, and the sacrificial bowl, he silently slunk away into the night.

Equipped with these divine insignia of power, it was quite easy for Fa Hai to turn himself into a human being – at least outwardly. Fa Hai, the ugly turtle, had turned into Fa Hai, a not less ugly "man". His appearance was so revolting that he was struck with panic upon catching the first glimpse of himself in the reflection of the quiet lake. His exterior had visibly become the spitting image of his soul.

That such an abysmally ugly man surely would never find a spouse did not seem to bother Fa Hai. At once, he proceeded on his way to the nearby Jinshan Monastery. Intending to go into hiding as a monk, he would then begin the execution of his diabolic plans.

Soon after entering the monastery, Fa Hai began to make himself noticed, taking the role of spokesperson for the monks. With malevolence and systematic intrigue, distrust and jealousy were sown among the brethren. Fa Hai, continuing his machinations soon had himself nominated as their abbot. 

Ever since the day Fa Hai started living in the Jinshan monastery, strange and unexplainable things began to happen in the whole district. People were beset by unknown illnesses and the baffled doctors had their hands full of work. No one had even the faint-est idea that its cause was the vicious game of the false abbot, tak-ing fiendish pleasure in watching other people suffering. Nothing seemed more unbearable to him than the sight of healthy, happy, and cheerful, laughing humans. With the use of his magical power, he conjured up illnesses, hardship and disasters and was delighted about every death caused.

People did suspect that an evil wizard was the perpetrator of all these disconcerting incidents, yet no one had an explanation or even the slightest suspicion. Behind the silent and tranquil monastery walls, unnoticed by the outside world, the hate-filled turtle-man became more and more involved in his heinous task – nothing and nobody would be able to stop him. Not even the brethren of the monastery had an inkling of the dastardly deeds of their abbot.

And yet, much to the surprise of the impostor, the degree of damage he had tried to cause was noticeably limited. The people of Hangzhou seemed to be stronger and more resistant to illnesses than he supposed. The harder he tried, the more ineffective his black magic appeared. Or was there a force opposing him? For quite a long time Fa Hai could not find an explanation – until the day when one of his brethren told him about the pharmacy near the West Lake…


恶和尚与丑乌龟



Lingyin Monastery
灵隐寺

佛教是中国最主要的宗教之一。在杭州附近就能找到不少佛教寺庙，其中最著名的就是灵隐寺。灵隐寺翻译过来的意思是“灵魂隐蔽之寺”，抑或是“远离尘嚣以见神迹的寺庙”。这种能听到的寂静和能感受的庄重，即便是来自西方国家的游客们也同样可以乐在其中。袅袅的熏香，燃烧的纸钱，朝拜的人群，还有随处可见的龙凤图案——所有这一切都为寺院平添几分梦幻、沉寂和永恒的气息。飞来峰上那些充满神秘色彩的石佛，见证着人类宗教精神和恒久自然的曼妙结合。石塔、浮雕、塑像、书法，连同那些秀丽的园林、宜人的潭水和古老的竹林，共同构成了一幅和谐的画面。



A Corner of Lingyin Monastery
灵隐寺庙宇一角

灵隐寺的历史要追溯到东晋时期。佛教起源于古印度，很早就传到中国。印度高僧慧理便是最早的传教者之一。早在公元328年，他就广纳门徒，这些人数可观的追随者们成为他创建灵隐寺的重要基础。灵隐寺时至今日仍是中国最大、最富有的寺庙之一。慧理深信，建寺的那座山是神圣的——正是神的旨意和上天的力量，分毫不差地选定了这个位置。

在9世纪佛教遭到压制的时候，这个寺庙也受到了严重的破坏——但是不出一个世纪，人们又把它翻修一新，使得它比以前更宏伟更漂亮。在10世纪初的吴越年间，有超过三千名僧人在近三百个殿堂、楼阁里修行。

19世纪中期，也就是太平天国年间，灵隐寺遭到了史上第二次毁灭性破坏。直到20世纪初清朝末年才被重修，也就是我们今天看到的样子。在“文化大革命”期间，当时的总理周恩来力主文化保护，灵隐寺并没有受到太大的破坏。

一个巨大的弥勒佛像几乎占据了整个天王殿。人们在佛像面前跪拜焚香，为自己和所爱的人祈求幸福和健康。

金山寺，另一座东方风格的寺庙，也是破坏西子湖畔许仙与素贞爱情和生活的起点。

法海这只阴险的乌龟，依然待在西湖里，处心积虑地酝酿如何报复白素贞。他从未放弃过离开西湖的念头，也想和素贞一样，变成人生活在陆地上。但是吸引他的不是对人的热爱和高尚的理想，而是自私、仇恨、恶毒以及对人类的嫉妒。他为自己是只乌龟而感到羞耻。他想要素贞甚至整个人类为他多年来的耻辱付出代价。

由于仅凭自己的法力无法变成人，法海于是长途跋涉来到天上寻找如来佛祖。他妄图借助佛祖的力量将外表变成人形。但是他并没有直接去跟佛祖说，而是悄悄躲在寺里，直到夜深人静。灯火全熄，所有的神灵都休息了，这只乌龟偷偷地爬进如来佛的卧房。“千万不要出声！”法海不断对自己说。他偷偷经过沉睡的佛祖，钻进他的衣柜，拿走袈裟、禅杖和金钵用来修炼，悄悄潜入夜色中。

借用这些器物上的法力，法海至少在外表上变得像人了。可是，变成人形的法海和原来的乌龟一样丑。这副面孔十分可憎，以致他第一次看到自己在湖水中的倒影时，也险些被这副尊容吓倒，外表正是他内心深处的真实写照。

如此丑陋的人一般无法找到伴侣，但法海却全然不在乎。他立即前往金山寺，在那里剃发为僧，以便实施他那邪恶的计划。

刚进寺院，法海就用花言巧语蛊惑那里的僧人。他不断地在和尚之间挑起是非争端，到了最后竟然所有的人都对他顺从起来，还推举他做寺里的住持。

自从法海来到金山寺以后，整个地区就接连发生了许多奇怪的事情，到处都是得怪病的人，医生们也束手无策。没人猜得到这其实是寺里假住持的邪恶把戏。他看到其他人受苦，心中就幸灾乐祸。他人的健康、幸福和快乐是他最难以忍受的。他的法力给人们带来的是疾病、不幸以及灾难，每当有人因此而死的时候，他就暗地里高兴。

人们也开始猜测，这连串的怪事背后定然隐藏着一个恶毒的巫师，但是却没有谁能识破这一切，哪怕是发现嫌疑。在金山寺与世隔绝的高墙背后，这个心中充满仇恨的人形龟还在不断地祸害百姓——没有什么可以阻止他，就是他的师兄弟们也不知道这个所谓住持的种种恶行。

然而，令恶和尚吃惊的是，他的卑劣伎俩无法完全得逞。杭州的百姓们抵抗疾病的能力比他想象的要强，他越是费劲，法力似乎就越弱。难道有人能够克除他的法力？法海百思不得其解，直到后来他的师弟跟他提起了西湖边上的那家药房……


The Hangzhou Pharmacy

"China is the home of the tea ceremony. One of her children wandered to Japan. One can say that this child grows there and is healthy."

— an anonymous Japanese tea connoisseur

Chinese tea houses have their own rules and a unique magic that cannot easily be described in words. As we meanwhile know, the tea culture is a central element of the Chinese world. In most of the tea houses of Hangzhou, visitors can even today participate in traditional tea ceremonies. It is not easy to understand each individ-ual step of the solemn procedure.

Chinese tea ceremonies are complex systems consisting of Confucian, Daoist and Buddhist elements in which the strong ties be-tween existence and spirit are singularly manifested. Confucianism builds the core of the spirit of Chinese tea ceremonies. Drinking tea generates a great harmony that unifies understanding and friendship. There is hardly any festive event in China that is not opened with a cup of tea. There is a close relationship between tea and the five elements – metal, wood, water, fire and earth. Tea represents the pantheistic basic concept of Chinese philosophy.

The master of ceremonies opens Chinese tea ceremonies – Gong Fu Cha – by cleaning the tea cups with hot water. After that, tea leaves are put into the pot which then is filled up with hot water. This first infusion just opens the leaves and reduces the bitterness of further infusions. For the following "Infusion of the Fine Flavor", the tea master fills up the pot a second time with water, lets the tea steep for up to half a minute and pours the infusion in layers into the tea cups. The infusions are then repeated several times with the same tea. High-quality teas allow up to 15infusions. Each infusion takes ten seconds more than the one before, and the taste changes from one infusion to the next.

In a contemplative mood, Suzhen moved her cup aside, waiting for the next infusion of the tea master. "I really have a bad feeling. There is something foul about the things that have been going on here." Xian wrinkled his brow. "Yes, you are surely right. Every day there are one or two new diseases. Without you, people here would be dying in droves.I still don't completely understand how you do it, but I believe in you and your work."

Suzhen smiled at his words. "I have a sneaking suspicion," she whispered meaningfully. Xian did not know that, in former times, his wife had lived in the depths of the West Lake dreaming of a new ex-istence as a woman. In spite of all their open-mindedness, she hadn't yet had the courage to confess the complete truth to her beloved husband. 

She was aware of great danger and suspected that Fa Hai, the hostile turtle from the dark regions of the West Lake, had something to do with all of these strange happenings. And yet, she could hardly be-lieve that Fa Hai would have been able to leave the lake and lead a life as a human being near its shores. The miscreant had never led the pure and virtuous life that was known as the basic requirement for transformation into a human being. The possibility that he could have succeeded, through deceit and theft, didn't even cross her mind.

In utter contrast to Fa Hai, Bai Suzhen felt deep love for the world and all its creatures. Her doors were open at all hours of the day and night for people in distress or in need of medical treatment.

She used her magical powers and never stopped until she found a cure for even the most extraordinary sicknesses. Both she and Xian had all their hands full and hardly found even time to sleep. With their excellent medicines, their helpfulness, and charity, they were able to reduce the degree of damage which Fa Hai had tried to cause with his black magic. Their pharmacy was so well-known that there was almost no one around Hangzhou who hadn't ever heard of it.

Life near the West Lake, their work in the pharmacy, their commitment to sick and needy people – all this brought both of them even closer together than ever before. They helped each other wherever they could, and both of them learned how important it is to be able to rely on one another.

Bai Suzhen and Xu Xian were very happy about the precious friendship with Xiao Qing, who tirelessly supported them. Without her help, they surely would not have been able to accomplish all of their endeavors. "Especially in bad times, you can tell a true friend." Bai Suzhen thought and smiled when she saw with what great enthusiasm Xiao Qing has tackled her work.

"Oh, how nice it is, sitting here in a tea house, after having such a wonderful evening dinner, and pondering on god and the world." Xian often remarked at the end of a long work day. Especially on warm summer days, the serene loveliness of the lake and gardens affected them deeply. Reveling in their youth, they enjoyed each moment and learned that their dedication to others was nothing less than a reflection of the love which they felt for each other. 

It was a starlit night at the end of June. Suzhen and Xian were sitting on a bench at the Fairy Island in the Ocean. "I think we should decorate the nursery with colorful silk hangings. We also have no cradle…" Suzhen said, tenderly cuddling up against Xian's shoulder. Sitting there after a long day's work, surrounded by the stillness of the night, it was easy to see that she enjoyed watching the starry sky mirrored in the motionless surface of the West Lake. This was the easiest way for her to forget all her worries, to become one with the harmony of nature, and to let the happiness of the moment reflect on her soul.

"Who'll care about the sick people when I bear our child?" This question and others kept passing through Suzhen's mind. She was looking forward to their new life of three and was convinced that she would be able to prepare a sufficient amount of medication for the inevitable resting days. 

Knowing that there was no reason to be concerned, she nevertheless was gripped by an uncommon uneasiness that night. Since the early afternoon, she had several times had the feeling of being observed. First, she put the blame on the advanced stage of her pregnancy. Then, as she talked to Xian about their child, she suddenly felt two burning eyes watching her from the nearby bamboo forest. At the instant that she moved her eyes towards the direction of this omi-nous observer, she heard a rustling and the quick footsteps of a personrushing away. "Had Fa Hai really succeeded in leaving the depths of the lake as a human being?" Bai Suzhen had an uneasy sense of the upcoming doom.

"Xian, I think we are in great danger," Suzhen said. "We really have to watch out for our child. Come on, let's go to bed. Tomorrow, a lot of work will be waiting for us!" Alarmed, Xian took Suzhen's hand to bring her home. Never before had he seen his wife in such a state of worry. 


杭州药店

“中国才是茶道的故乡，在那里出生的一个孩子后来东渡日本。可以这么说，这孩子在日本成长得还不错。”

——一位日本茶道爱好者

中国的茶馆有自己的门道和独特的魅力，很难用言语来描述。我们现在渐渐知道，茶文化是中国人日常生活的核心要素之一。在杭州的多数茶馆里，人们至今仍然可以体验到传统的茶道。要理解这庄严程序的每一个步骤，可不是件容易的事情。

中式茶道是集合了儒释道元素的一套复杂体系，在这个体系里，物质与精神巧妙融合。儒家思想是中国茶艺的精髓所在，理解和友谊在饮茶的过程中幻化成一种和谐之美。在中国，几乎每个节日或是庆典都至少要以一杯茶作为开端。茶还与中国的金、木、水、火、土五行学说结合，体现出中国泛神论智慧的基本思想。

喝功夫茶的时候，茶艺师要先用热水洗茶碗，再将茶叶放进茶壶里加入热水。沏第一道茶只是为了让茶叶舒展并去掉其中的苦味。接下来的步骤，也就是“玉液回壶”，茶艺师要给茶壶第二次蓄满水，静候大约半分钟后再依次倒入不同的茶碗里。之后再不断地重新沏茶，质量上乘的茶叶可反复沏十五次。每次泡的时间要比前一次长十秒钟左右，如此一来，每次的味道都有所不同。

素贞沉思着把茶碗推向一旁，等茶师傅来添新茶。“我有一种不祥的预感，要发生大事情了。”许仙闻言皱起了眉头：“你说得没错。每天都有一两个人新染上病。要是没有你的话，这些人都会陆续死掉。我到现在也不知道你是怎么开方子帮他们治病的，但是我相信你和你的医术！”

素贞淡淡一笑。“我隐约觉得有个人很可疑。”她意味深长地低声说道。许仙并不知道自己的妻子以前曾是生活在西湖水下那条渴望变成人的白蛇。虽然她对自己的丈夫十分坦诚，但是对这件事情她却一直保守着秘密。

她感到危险正在渐渐逼近，怀疑这一切都和西湖里那只充满邪恶的乌龟——法海有关系。不过她猜不透法海是如何离开西湖变成人形在附近生活的。要知道，只有常年静心修炼才能拥有人形，心怀恶念可做不到。她没有想到，这个家伙竟然窃取了如来佛祖的宝物帮自己变成了人。

与法海完全不同，素贞修炼成人是因为她为世界和生命所感动，心怀深爱。只要有人处于危难或需要医治，无论多早多晚，素贞都会敞开大门接纳他们。

她使用法术，哪怕是最不同寻常的病，她也能开出治愈的良方。她和许仙常常忙得不可开交，废寝忘食。借助于良药、热心以及对贫民的救济，他们减弱了法海巫术的破坏程度。两人开的那家药店声名鹊起，在杭州附近地区几乎无人不知。

西子湖畔的生活，药店里的工作，还有对病人无微不至的关怀——这一切都使得许仙和素贞二人更加亲密无间。他们彼此支持，也深深懂得，信任对方是多么重要。

挚友小青无私的帮助也是他们的福气。要是没有她的话，他们根本无法完成那些繁杂的工作。“患难见真情。”每当看到小青操劳的时候，素贞就会笑着想到这句话。

“在一顿丰盛的晚饭之后闲坐茶馆，聊聊神仙和尘世，这是件多么惬意的事情呀！”许仙常会在辛苦劳作一整天后发出这样的感叹。尤其是在暖洋洋的夏日里，湖光山色以及园林的幽静深深感染着他们。年轻的他们享受着每一刻时光，也体验到为他人付出的辛劳也正是他们彼此间爱情的体现。

这是六月底的一个夜晚，繁星点点。素贞和许仙坐在小瀛洲岛的一块石凳上。“我想我们用五彩的绸缎来装饰孩子的房间，可惜咱们还没有童床……”素贞温柔地将头靠在许仙肩上。每当结束一天的工作，她都会享受夜的宁静，观赏映在湖面的星空，这样她便会很快忘却烦恼，和自然融为一体，感受内心深处片刻的欢愉。

“孩子一旦降生，谁来照顾这些病人呢？”类似的问题不止一次困扰着她。她自然非常向往三口之家的生活。她也想好了，事先准备出足够的药品以备不时之需。

她明白自己其实有些杞人忧天，但这一晚，她还是忐忑不安。从下午开始，她就觉察到有人在暗中观察她。一开始她以为是怀孕的正常反应。当她和许仙谈起未来的孩子时，突然感觉到不远处的竹林里有一双闪闪发光的眼睛正紧盯着她。可当她向那个方向望去，却只听到沙沙声，仿佛有人奋步疾走。“难道法海真的变成人，离开西湖水底了吗？”白素贞有一种不祥的预感。

“许仙，我们可能要大难临头了，”素贞说，“我们得好好照顾腹中的孩子。走，快回家休息吧。明早还有一堆活儿等着我们呢。”许仙不安地挽着素贞的手，两人回到家中。在此之前，他还从未见过自己的妻子如此忧心忡忡。


The Dragon Boat Festival

Originated in the southern provinces of China, the Dragon Boat Festival is celebrated on the 5th day of the 5th lunar month according to the traditional lunar calendar. The history of the festival dates back to the era of the Warring States.

Qu Yuan is known as the first great poet of Chinese literature. He lived from 340 B.C. to 278 B.C. and descended from the noble house of the kings of Chu, one of the most powerful states like Qin in that period of time.

The Chinese historical records describe Qu Yuan as a highly talented and diplomatically skilled patriot who stood up for his country and the king of Chu with all his heart.

At the same time, Qu Yuan wrote many songs and poems that still today are part of the most important cultural heritage of China. His elegy "Li Sao", the "Song of Sadness after Separation" – a romantic as well as a politically relevant poem – is today known as the most comprehensive work of its kind in Chinese literature. In this poem, the author expresses his hope that the king of Chu be able to choose the major positions of his state wisely to succeed in resisting the opposing state of Qin. "Li Sao" broke all the limits and archaic restrictions of the structure of poems and songs of its time. In view of its eloquence and expressiveness, it opened new dimensions for poetic works in ancient China. Qu Yuan's work is considered as the origin of the romantic realism of Chinese poetry.

In his famous poem "Tian Wen", in which he asks the powers of heaven 172 questions about astronomy, geography, literature, and philosophy, Qu Yuan challenges the fundamental principles of the weltanschauung of his time. Still today, people in China love the beauty of his metaphoric expressions, the personification of flowers and trees, as well as the imaginative description of magical fairies.

His hope, as expressed in "Li Sao", that the state of Chu would succeed over the opposing Qin did not come true. On the contrary, corruption among the bureaucracy increased more and more. Due to systematic intrigues and denunciation, Qu Yuan was stripped of his official title as well as his influence, resulting in a deep alienation from the ruling class.

The state of Chu increasingly lost its influence and was conquered by the state of Qin in the year 278 B.C. Totally despaired about these changes and his personal powerlessness, he drowned himself in the nearby Miluo River.

Among the common folk, Qu Yuan was quite popular and was held in high esteem for his pure disposition. As residents of the banks of the Miluo River saw that their highly-respected patriot and poet Qu Yuan walked into the waters of the river to take his life, they immediately took to their dragon boats in an effort to rescue him.

This unsuccessful attempt was the origin of the Dragon Boat Festival, which still today is celebrated in memory of the famous poet Qu Yuan.

The Dragon Boat Regatta is always the highlight of the Dragon Boat Festival. After the start signal is given, the boats shoot in one direction through the waters. Even more so than the athletic achievements, spectators are attracted by the richly-decorated and colorful dragon boats.

The adults decorate their clothing or their necks with colorful little silk pouches which are strung on multi-colored cords and are filled with fragrant spices and herbs to ward off plagues and severe illnesses.

At the dawn of the 5th lunar month, families in China start preparing their Zongzi – a traditional dish which is only served on the Dragon Boat Festival. Zongzi are sticky rice balls wrapped in bamboo leaves that are filled with Chinese dates, sweet soy mash, ham, shrimps, peanuts, egg yolk and sometimes also with meat – depending on the region. Whereas in the north, generally the sweet Zongzi are served, people in the more southern regions prefer the hearty varieties. Zongzi are eaten in place of the rice balls which people at the time had thrown into the river to keep the fishes away from the dead body of Qu Yuan.

It was the evening of the Dragon Boat Festival. The red gold rays of the setting sun were reflected on the tranquil surface of the lake. Everywhere, cheerful people stood around in groups, conducting animated conversations, laughing and enjoying the final hours of a beautiful holiday.

"I think this is the most beautiful dragon boat regatta I have ever seen," Bai Suzhen nibbled blissfully on a Zongzi filled with ground meat. She, her husband Xian, and their friend Xiao Qing had found a seat in a cozy tea house to have some food and green tea and watch the colorful dragon boats returning to the various landing stages of the lake.

Not all guests who had come to the West Lake that night were in good spirits and enjoying themselves. For weeks, Suzhen had had the dim feeling that she was being watched undeviatingly by a pair of invisible eyes. Xian, who had not noticed these incidents, tried to calm her down. "There really is nothing," he consistently repeated. "Pregnant women are often extremely sensitive to sounds and external impressions."

However, Suzhen's feelings did not deceive her. It was Fa Hai, the fake monk who, for days, had not lost sight of her. 



From this day on, he followed his former rival at every turn, waiting with stubborn patience for the perfect moment of revenge. He long since had detected that Suzhen was an expecting mother, and that she therefore was not in full possession of her magical power. This weakness had to be taken advantage of.

On the evening of the Dragon Boat Festival, unobtrusively, he had a seat in the same tea house where the three friends were enjoying the late evening hours drinking green tea and eating Zongzi. Seating himself perfectly behind a camellia bush, he was able to observe their every single move without being discovered by anyone.

When Xian went to the bathroom to wash his hands from the sticky Zongzi, Fa Hai followed him. "There is an evil demon sitting right at your table," he whispered into Xian's ear. Nearly scared to death, the horror-stricken young man stared wide-eyed into the grotesque face of the false monk. "No, don't be afraid. I only have your best interests at heart," Fa Hai said in a hushed tone. "I am a man of god from the nearby Jinshan Monastery, and I came to warn you because you are in great danger." Slowly regaining his composure, Xian uncomprehendingly peered into the wicked eyes of the man standing across from him.

He absolutely couldn't believe what this man had told him.

"The white lady at your table is not at all a human being but a nasty poisonous snake just waiting for the right moment to destroy you," Fa Hai spat.

"What nonsense," Xian replied, "Suzhen is the kindest and purest human creature I ever met in my life!"

"Believe me, there is a sinister demon lurking just behind the friendlyface – a demon that endangers us all. Just drink a glass or two of schnapps or rice wine with her, and you will recognize her true identity," the nasty monk rasped insinuatingly and slunk away.


端午节

每年农历的五月初五是传统的端午节，最先兴起于中国南方。说起它的由来，可以追溯到战国时代。

屈原是中国文学史上第一位伟大诗人。他生于公元前340年，卒于公元前278年。屈原出生在楚国的贵胄之家，那时，楚国同秦国一样可算是当时最有影响力的国家之一。

从中国史书的描写中可以看出，屈原是一位极具才华和外交能力的爱国者，他将毕生的精力都献给了楚国，特别是楚王。

与此同时，屈原还创作了大量的诗歌，这些诗作至今仍被视为中国最重要的文化遗产。他因不满现状而创作的《离骚》——“离别后的忧郁之歌”，是一部既浪漫又充满政治色彩的诗赋。它可谓是中国文学史上此种体裁中涵盖面最广的作品。诗中表达了诗人希望楚王能在重臣的鼎力辅佐之下抵抗秦国的夙愿。《离骚》冲破当时诗歌传统框架的束缚，以其非凡的文采与表现力为中国古代诗歌开创了新的空间。屈原因此成为中国浪漫现实主义抒情诗歌的鼻祖。

在著名的《天问》一诗中，嵌有他向上天提出的172个涉及天文、地理、文学及哲学方面的问题，以这些问句，屈原向构成当时世界观的根本要素提出了质疑。至今中国人还是十分热爱他那种比喻手法的美感，花草树木的拟人化以及对魔幻色彩的神界充满想象力的描写。

可惜，《离骚》里所寄予的抗秦愿望并没有得以实现，相反，楚国的官场腐化日益严重。精心筹划的阴谋与可耻的告密使得屈原失掉了官位和影响力，与统治阶级的关系日渐疏远。

楚国江河日下，于公元前278年终为秦打败。屈原深感无望，伤己之落魄，于是投江殉国，葬身汨罗江。

屈原在民间颇受爱戴，人们景仰他的高风亮节。当汨罗江沿岸的居民看到他们爱戴的爱国诗人在江边郁郁独行并纵身跃入江中时，他们立刻跳上龙舟，想要挽救他的生命。

这次徒劳的解救便是端午节的来历，至今人们仍以此种方式来纪念这位著名的诗人。

端午节的高潮历来是赛龙舟。竞赛开始，所有的龙舟便朝同一个方向冲去，令观众兴奋的并不是单纯的胜负，那些宏伟壮观、五彩斑斓的龙舟本身就极具吸引力。

成年人用五色丝线串起的香囊、荷包来装饰自己的衣服和脖颈，香囊中装有清香的药草和香料，有着预防疾病的功效。

每当农历五月将临，传统的中国家庭就开始准备在端午节才会吃到的东西——粽子。粽子是用竹叶包起来的糯米团，里面的馅料因区域的差别而不同，通常有红枣、豆沙、香肠、虾、花生仁、蛋黄，有些时候还会加上肉。北方一般会吃甜粽子，而南方则各具特色。当年人们用米团来引开鱼群，以免屈原的尸体葬身鱼腹，粽子就是这种米团的翻新。

这是端午节的傍晚。落日映红了西湖水面。四处都是欢乐的百姓，他们三五成群围坐在一起，亲热地聊着天，一同享受这美好节日最后几个小时的时光。

“这可是我见过的最精彩的龙舟赛。”素贞一边品尝着肉粽一边开心地笑道。素贞、许仙和朋友小青三人一块儿来到一家舒适的茶馆里吃饭，在饮绿茶的同时还能欣赏停泊在湖上的色彩斑斓的龙舟。

当晚流连在西湖岸边的，可不全是在欢度佳节的人。好几个星期了，素贞一直感觉到有双看不见的眼睛在盯着她。许仙对此毫无知觉，只是安慰娘子说：“其实什么都没有，”他总是这样解释，“女人一旦有喜了，就会对外界的一点小动静都变得特别敏感。”

但是素贞的感觉并没有错：实际上就是那个假冒的和尚法海每天在暗自跟踪她。一天晚上他听说西湖边有家药店出售神药，就赶到了杭州。他想知道，究竟是谁破坏了他辛辛苦苦的“成果”。透过药店的窗户，他看到一个年轻人正在给一位女子看病。他的背后守着一个穿白衣和一个穿青衣的女子。法海立刻认出这位美丽的白娘子白素贞就是以前西湖水底里的那条白蛇。

从那天起，他便每天都循着敌人的踪迹，耐心等待下手报复的机会。他早就发现，素贞已有身孕，无法正常支配她的法力。法海决定利用这个弱点。

端午节的晚上，许仙三人在茶馆里吃粽品茶之时，他也偷偷地躲在那里。他狡猾地隐蔽在山茶花的后面，这样就可以观察到这几个人的一举一动却又不被发现。

当许仙起身去洗手上粘的粽米之时，法海悄悄地跟在后面。“小子，你旁边坐着的是一个邪恶的魔鬼。”他对许仙耳语道。许仙被突然出现的这个假冒和尚的丑脸吓了一跳。“别怕，我这是为你好，”法海压低着声音说，“我乃金山寺的高僧，此番特来提醒你，你现在处境危险。”许仙惊魂未定，他迷惑地望着面前这个男人眯起来的邪恶的双眼。

他简直无法相信这个人所说的一切。

“坐在桌边的白娘子实际上根本就不是人，而是一条邪恶的毒蛇。她一直伺机加害于你。”法海说道。

“胡说，”许仙答道，“素贞是我这辈子见过的最善良最纯洁的人。”

“相信我，在她友善外表的背后隐藏着一个恶魔，它会危害我们所有人。只要你和她喝一两杯烈酒或是黄酒，一切就会真相大白。”恶毒的和尚用刺耳的嗓音故作神秘地说完，便扬长而去。



The Terrible Rice Wine

The over 2 500-year-old town of Shaoxing is located in the southeast of Hangzhou, in midst of the Yangtze Delta region. With its innumerable historical buildings, narrow streets, and romantic, almost Venetian canals, the town is one of the most precious pearls of the southeastern province of Zhejiang. 

Bustling market places, as well as quiet corners, tranquil tea houses, and excellent restaurants – there are few places where the true essence of this tradition-rich country can be encountered so vividly as in Shaoxing. Taking a tour through the historic canals, sitting in one of the old wooden boats steered by local knowledgeable oarsmen is a very special way to experience the most scenic sites of the town.

Shaoxing is the hometown of Lu Xun, one of the most important pioneers of modern Chinese literature. The streets of his childhood are now an open-air museum that invites its visitors onto a fascinating journey through time back onto the world of the late 19th century.

The town is also the most important center of the Chinese rice wine production. The state-run Shaoxing County Winery produces about 30 000 tons of this fine beverage which in Chinese cuisine is often used as a refined flavoring for many gourmet dishes.

Shaoxing rice wine is available in a variety of tastes – from very dry to quite sweet. Today, the dark brown liquor is exported worldwide and can be found in almost every Asia Store of the world. In the entire province of Zhejiang, especially in Shaoxing, rice wine is the favorite drink for festivities of all kinds. It is drunk out of very small glasses which after each toast are refilled out of larger ones. The traditional "Ganbei", meaning "bottom up", is not to be missed.

Visibly distressed from the talk with the strange monk on the evening of the Dragon Boat Festival, Xian returned to his table where the two ladies were waiting for him. "No, nothing has happened," he said, as he saw Suzhen anxiously looking up to him, "I am just tired. Come, let's go home!" 

No, the words whispered into his ear by the monk simply could not be true. 



Before even finishing her first glass of sweet dessert rice wine, she began to notice the first side effects of the alcohol. She sensed that the pregnancy in combination with the wine had weakened her to such a degree that quite soon she would not have the strength to keep up her human appearance. After a tender kiss, she returned to her bedroom to find some sleep.

Barely reaching her bed, she became aware that her human body began turning back into the shape of a white snake leaving her with nothing to do but crawl deep under the bed's blanket. Xian continued to sit on the stone bench in front of the house for a while enjoying a few more glasses of wine. 

Walking up to the bedroom, he had almost completely forgotten about the incident with the monk. Slightly tipsy, he took off his clothesand pulled the blanket aside. Seeing the snake below, his shock was so immense that he lost consciousness and fell to the ground, his body stiff as a corpse. 


可怕的黄酒

在杭州的东南方向，长江三角洲的中部，坐落着一座有着2 500年历史的名城——绍兴。众多年代久远的建筑，狭窄的街巷，还有浪漫的、让人联想到威尼斯的运河，使绍兴成为浙江省东南部的一颗明珠。



Shaoxing 
绍兴

这里有热闹的集市，也有寂静的角落，有安闲的茶馆，也有上好的餐厅——很少有哪个地方能像绍兴城这般，可以令人如此真切生动地感受到这个具有悠远文化传统的国家的真正灵魂。如果你有幸在当地船工的带领下坐着小木船在河上游玩，就有机会体验这个城市最美丽的一面。

绍兴是中国现代文学奠基人之一——鲁迅的故乡。他童年时住过的街道现在变成了一个露天博物馆。来到这里就仿佛回到19世纪末期作一次神奇的时间之旅。



Lu Xun Open-Air Museum in Shaoxing
绍兴鲁迅纪念馆

这里也是中国最重要的黄酒产地。国家级的绍兴酒厂年产三万吨精美佳酿，它们还往往被用作佳肴的调料。

绍兴的黄酒有诸多不同的种类，从无甜味的到甘甜口味的都有。这种深褐色的饮品如今已出口全球各地，几乎在世界上所有的亚洲商店都可以买到。在浙江全省，特别是绍兴，黄酒都是庆祝佳节最受欢迎的饮料。人们用很小的酒杯喝黄酒，喝完便马上续满新杯。“干杯”就是“把杯子里的酒喝干净”，自然是免不了的。

可想而知，端午节那晚与这个怪和尚的一番谈话，令许仙再回到桌前面对等候他的两位女子时，已是心绪不宁。“没事，我一点儿事都没有，”当素贞用关切的眼神望着他的时候，他连忙搪塞道，“我只是有些累了。走，咱们回家吧。”

不，和尚那些耳语绝不可能是真的。可是那些刺耳的话搅得许仙心慌意乱。他回家后，从橱柜拿出两只杯子和一壶酒。“来，素贞，咱夫妻二人把盏两杯再去安寝。”素贞以前从来没有喝过任何酒，也完全不知道喝酒会有什么后果。这一晚，她心情不错，也没推辞，便开始饮酒。

第一杯酒下肚，酒劲开始发作。素贞意识到怀孕和酒力让她虚弱许多，甚至都没有足够的气力来维持人的形态。于是在温柔一吻之后，她便匆匆回卧房休息。

还没来得及上床，她就发现自己已然恢复了白蛇的原形。没有办法，她只能钻进被窝躲了起来。许仙自己独自坐在石凳上又喝了几杯。

待他想要安寝之时，几乎已经忘了那个和尚所带来的不快。他欣慰地脱掉外衣，把被子朝自己这边拉了一把。当他看到床上蜷着的白蛇，吓得魂飞魄散，一头栽倒在地上，完全失去了知觉。


The Trip to Kunlun Mountains

"Shan" is the Chinese word for a mountain or mountain range. The Kunlun Mountains lie in the far west of the country, thousands of kilometers away from Hangzhou. The almost 3 000 kilometer-long mountain chain with peaks of up to 7 723 meters, runs through the autonomous regions of Xinjiang and Tibet and other provinces and is largely a rocky, barren landscape.

In Chinese mythology, Kunlun Mountains are a sacred place, for they are thought to be the place where the magnificent Jade Palace of the Yellow Emperor Huang Di was located. This legendary ruler is regarded as the forefather of the Chinese nation. According to a legend dating back to the Warring States Period, there was a heavenly guard standing next to him. This guard had the head of a human and the body of a tiger with nine tails. Furthermore, it described Kunlun Mountains as a place of beautiful flowers and exotic plants and many rare animals. Huang Di kept a house bird that assisted him in keeping his clothes and household in order. Everywhere in the mountains exquisite, soft white jade could be found – its crystal clear, creamy nectar providing a source of nourishment for the Yellow Emperor.

Revolutionary inventions such as the wagon, the boat, and the Chinese calendar are attributed to this legendary mythological figure. His wife Lei Zu is thought to have taught the Chinese people how to breed silkworms and to weave beautiful cloth of their threads.

The power of the Yellow Emperor was boundless. His empire reached from Kunlun Mountains in the west all the way to the eastern seashore. After living for 100 years, a dragon took him home to heaven. 

In ancient Chinese philosophy, the mythological site is regarded as the paradise of Daoism.

It didn't take long until Bai Suzhen had recovered sufficiently to be able to regain her beautiful female figure. But as she stood up from her bed, she was aghast at seeing Xian's paralyzed body lying on the floor. There could be no doubt that there was a connection between her husband's pitiful state and her temporary weakness. No, it was most unbelievable that the appearance of a white snake in the matrimonial bed could alone have been the reason for Xian's petrified state. An evil spell had taken possession of his soul and had weakened his will completely, so that after the appearance of the white snake in his bed, his life seemed to be hanging only on a silk thread. But now, being found immobile on the floor by his wife, his life was no longer in danger. Suzhen realized immediately that neither the conventional medicines nor her magic could release him from the evil spell holding him in its rigid grip.

Bai Suzhen knew that there was only one being who had the power to cause such as this. Although she could not fathom how Fa Hai could possibly have been able to leave the depths of the West Lake, there was absolutely no doubt that his demonic magic had bewitched her lover. 

She had to try everything to bring him back to life. However, in what frame of mind would Xian find himself when he regained consciousness?

But until then, there was a long way to go. She immediately ran over to her pharmacy where the books and folios containing scientific essays on medicine and pharmaceutics were kept. She took one book after the other off the shelf of her comprehensive library. There simply must be an antidote against the curse weighing heavily on Xian. What could it be?

It was not until the first weak rays of the morning sun touched upon the surface of the lake that Bai Suzhen, 



Not wanting to lose time, she ran over to Xiao Qing's dwelling. Her friend, the green lady, sleepily opened the door, but became instantly awake as Suzhen started telling her what had happened. Xiao Qing promised to look after Xian and would make sure that he received the best care as long as Suzhen was gone.

It was a long way to Kunlun Mountains. Suzhen packed her travelling case and evoked the power of the elements. Sitting down on a white cloud, she commanded it to take her far west to the Kunlun Mountains. 

In spite of the strong east wind, it took four days until the white lady reached her destination. She let the cloud take a small break, but made it clear that she would be needing its assistance again in a few hours. "If I am not back until tomorrow night, you need not wait for me. I will then fly back to Hangzhou with one of your sisters."

The place where the medicinal plant grew was not far away from the abandoned Jade Castle of the Yellow Emperor. For centuries, no human heart had beaten in this desolate area. And yet, memories of the reigning forefathers of long-forgotten dynasties were omnipresent.Fallen statues, broken jars and abandoned weapons burst asunder.They are silent witnesses of a long since perished empire.

In spite of the detailed plans of the site, it took Suzhen more than three hours to reach the exact location where the herbs were to be found. She knew that the season for the plant that she was searching for was coming to an end, but hoped that in spite of all the wild goats at least a few could still be found.

There! Hundreds of these plants were growing underneath a ledge of white rock. One or two of them would have been enough for Suzhen's needs. But evidently the powers of heaven were in no mood to share their property voluntarily. 

As Suzhen approached the field where the herbs were growing abundantly, she suddenly heard screeching sounds coming at her from all directions. Before she could even touch a single leaf of the desired plants, an army of innumerable white cranes besieged the terrain – ready to attack and annihilate the intruder. 

Up against such superiority, it was simply impossible for Suzhen, in spite of all her magical powers, to reach even a single leaf of the required plant. Deciding to risk everything, Suzhen gathered every last drop of magical power to call the most powerful deity of the mountains, the "old immortal of the South Pole", to her help.

"Who dares to interrupt the deep silence of our mountains?" Su-zhen told the immortal the entire heart-breaking tale of her life, from the depths of the West Lake up to the dramatic incidents on the eve of the Dragon Boat Festival. 

Moved by Suzhen's touching account, the immortal ordered their guards, the white cranes, to fill a basket with the required herbs at once.

In friendship and harmony, the white lady said farewell to the immortal of the mountains, climbed up onto the same cloud that had brought her here only a few hours ago and headed back eastward to her beloved West Lake – in order to release her husband Xian from the magical stupor.


昆仑之行

“shan”在汉语里的意思是山或山脉。昆仑山位于中国西部，离杭州有数千里之遥。它横跨新疆、西藏两个自治区和其他省份，延绵近3000公里，最高峰有7723米，大部分是高原荒漠。



Kunlun Mountains
昆仑山

在中国的神话中，昆仑山是一处圣地，因为那里是传说中中华民族的人文始祖——黄帝的玉宫所在地。从战国时代的传说中可以得知，黄帝身旁有一个人面虎身、身后长有九条尾巴的山神守护。据说，昆仑山上长满奇花异草，还有很多罕见的动物。黄帝还养有一只家禽，帮他整理衣物和料理家事。山上到处都是白色炫目的软玉，黄帝吃的就是这些从软玉里提炼出来的晶莹剔透的玉膏。

很多开创性发明，如车、船和黄历等都要归功于黄帝这位传奇人物。他的夫人嫘祖教会了人们如何从蚕蛹中抽丝织成漂亮的衣物。

黄帝的力量无人可以匹敌。他的领地西起昆仑，东至东海。当他百年的生命结束后，一条龙将他带回了天上。

这个神秘的地方在中国哲学中被看作是道教的天堂。

没过多久，白素贞便又恢复了美丽的人形。但是当她从床上坐起，看到僵卧在地的许仙，立刻花容失色。无疑，她可怜的夫君落得如此下场和她的虚脱变形有关。可是，仅仅因为看到枕边人变成白蛇便僵死过去也是不太可能的。一定是邪恶的魔法将他的灵魂占据，令他的意志力如此脆弱，只是瞅了白蛇一眼便奄奄一息。现在，白娘子发现他虽然躺在地上毫无知觉，却也不再有什么生命危险。她立刻意识到，无论是凡间的医药还是她的法力都无法将他从这个诅咒中解救出来。

白素贞猜想，只有一个人是暗施魔法的黑手。尽管她并不知道法海究竟是如何离开西湖湖底的，但毫无疑问是这个邪恶的巫师对她的爱人下了毒手。

她必须尽一切可能来救活许仙。可是，即便他清醒过来，精神状态又会变成什么样呢？

不过现在可没时间想那么多。她立刻跑回药店，那里有各种各样的医药书籍。她一本接着一本地翻阅。一定有解除诅咒的办法，可究竟是什么呢？

清晨第一缕微光映照在湖面上时，她终于在一本古书里找到了能起死回生的解药。只有昆仑山上的一种灵芝仙草可以化解这一诅咒。如何配制这种草药让它发挥神力，书上写得很详细。

为了争取时间，她快步来到小青的房间，她的朋友，那位绿衣女子，睡眼惺忪地打开房门。她听完素贞的一番诉说，立刻睡意全无。小青发誓，在素贞回来前定会尽全力照顾许仙。

去昆仑山的路途遥远。素贞立刻打点行囊上了路，她念了口诀，召来一朵白云，向昆仑山飘去。

尽管有强劲的东风相助，白娘子还是用了四天四夜才飞到昆仑山。她让云朵稍事休整，提出也许几个时辰后还要用到这朵云。“如果到明晚我还没有回来，你就不用等我了。我会和你的其他姐妹一同飞回杭州。”

灵芝仙草长在离废弃的黄帝玉宫不远的地方。数百年来人迹罕至。但是对这位祖先的记忆历经数个朝代仍无所不在。倒塌的塑像，破损的酒器，还有丢弃的兵器残破零碎。这一切都是这个昔日王国无声的见证。

尽管图纸很详细，素贞还是花了三个多小时方才找到仙草生长的地方。她知道，仙草的生长季节就快过去，况且还有许多野山羊在这里觅食，但应该还是能找到几株的。

找到了！在一块白色岩石的下面长着上百株仙草。其实一两株就足够用了。当然，天神并不会这么轻易地就将自己的东西拱手相让。

素贞刚刚靠近仙草生长的岩石，四周便传来奇怪的声响。就在她快要碰到梦寐以求的仙草之时，突然飞来数不清的白鹤——谁要是敢碰这仙草，它们可绝不肯放过。

素贞尽管有法力，但是在这种情况下就算是拿一株都是不可能的。素贞只好孤注一掷，她用尽仅存的法力召唤最强有力的山神——南极仙翁。

“是谁胆敢惊扰我们的仙山？”素贞向仙翁一五一十地述说了事情的原委，从西湖湖底一直到端午节之夜。

山神被素贞的真情打动，命令那些白鹤立刻给素贞衔得一篮子仙草。

在友好和谐的氛围中，白娘子向仙翁拜谢道别，乘上先前那片云朵回转东方，飘向她所钟爱的西湖，去解救人事不省的许仙。


The Awakening

China is the land of sounds and the art of music. One of the oldest musical instruments is the bell. About 4000 years ago, the first bell was cast in China. Already in the Shang Dynasty in the 16th Century B.C., chimes and bells had become an early manifestation of musical art.

As Buddhism began spreading over China, bells and drums gained an ever-increasing important role in rituals. The most famous historical Chime Bell is exhibited in the Hubei Provincial Museum in the city of Wuhan. In the year 433 B.C., the Warring States Period, King Hui of the Chu State ordered the construction of an entire set consisting of 64 individual bells: 19 were placed in the first row, 45 in the two rows behind. It was meant as a gift for the marquis Yi of Suizhou, capital of the state of Zeng, and was presented in the same year on the occasion of a state visit.

Bells can also be heard from the heights of Nanping Hill in the twilight hours when monks in the Jingci Temple assemble for the common prayer. The Nanping Bell is one of the very special places of interest in Hangzhou. As the sun begins to set over the West Lake, the sound of the resonating bell shrouds the landscape with an aura of consecration and prayer.

The sound of the Nanping Bell had just trailed off as Bai Suzhen, poised on her cloud, floated down to the nocturnal Hangzhou. 

In her hand, she held a basket filled with the herbs of Kunlun Mountains. "Good that you finally came back home. His constitution has not changed since you left," Xiao Qing exclaimed as she beheld her friend standing in the doorway of the pharmacy, "I see you were quitesuccessful." She took the basket out of her friend"s hand and took her in her arms.

"Let us start our work right away ," Suzhen said with a shaking voice.

The tea, brewed from the mountain herb and suffused with a powerful spell, should return Xian"s life and consciousness. It was quite unpredictable to foresee in which state of mind he would find himself after awakening from his coma. 

And indeed – a small cup of the drink was enough, and Xian openedhis eyes. His gaze seemed confused and distressed, eyes as round as saucers, "Where am I? What happened? Oh…" Upon sighting Suzhen, he involuntarily saw the white snake in front of him again. It required the great efforts of the two ladies to calm him down.

"I think the time has come to tell you the whole truth about me and my history," Suzhen started in a demonstrative peaceful tone, "This is the only way that you can overcome your fear and for you to find your way back to me. Please believe me, I love you more than ev-erything else in this world – and will always do so. "

The white lady told him about the time when she lived as a white snake in the depths of the West Lake. She talked about her friendship with Xiao Qing, about her desire to live as a human among the humans, about the magical Jiaozi, her fight with the turtle, and her  transformation into the white lady.

It was quite hard to discern how much Xian was able to understand the things which Suzhen had told him with great intensity. For a long time his gaze seemed distressed and very confused until he finally leanedback, closed his eyes and fell into a fretful sleep.

Exhausted from the long journey to Kunlun Mountains with its toils and troubles, Suzhen felt a deep fatigue spread throughout her body. Seated next to her friend Qing, who had long since fallen asleep on her shoulder, she too simply had to grant herself some rest. 

Was it the call of the owl in the park or did another voice awaken him? Unnoticed by the two sleeping ladies, Xu Xian stood up from his chair like a sleepwalker, drank a cup of the remaining tea which Suzhen had prepared for him, and left the house – without shoes and with his shirt only half-way closed.

An invisible hand seemed to lead him without him being aware of it. This "hand" led him directly to the Jinshan Monastery where the fake monk already awaited him. As soon as his feet had stepped behind the monastery walls, Fa Hai let the wrought iron door fall closed just behind him.

It was a diabolic plan that Fa Hai had contrived. He had cast a spell on Xu Xian to hold him as a hostage and a decoy in his monastery. It surely would not take very long until the white lady would appear at the monastery. He knew that the birth of her child was near. Without losing any time, this weakness must mercilessly be taken advantage of.

The heavy monastery door had hardly closed with a groan and a click of the lock, as the evil spell vanished in an instant. Xian rubbed hiseyes and tried to orient himself, "Where am I? What and who has driv-en me here?" 

Fa Hai smiled maliciously. "You are my prisoner. Forever! There is no power on earth that can get you free! Through you I will gain control over the foul witch Bai Suzhen! Believe me, I will destroy her!" Fa Hai hissed through his ugly yellow teeth.

Once again in full possession of his mental faculties, he rea-lized that he had become the victim of demonic forces. His wife Suzhen was a goddess – or was she a snake? What was she really? Was that of any importance? He loved his beautiful and tender wife deeply and was sure of her undivided love – only that countedand nothing else.

Little by little his memory returned. Suzhen"s words after awakening from unconsciousness, her confession, her report about the journey into the Kunlun Mountains – everything appeared clearly and vividly before his eyes. No, it was not his true self who had tried to con-vince his wife Suzhen to drink rice wine. Tears slowly began to fill his eyes…

Xian was trapped. His greatest fear was that through him Suzhen would be forced under the control of the villain. "I must study each and every detail of his habits. Every creature has its weakness – even a scoundrel like Fa Hai. There must be a way to escape from this prison." Xu Xian had meanwhile gained complete control over himself again. "There is no need to let him know about this," Xian thought by himself. He came to the conclusion to appear most naïve and fanciful in front of his captor to delude him into a false sense of security, thereby giving himself the opportunity to slip from his grasp and to escape from his power. Surely, he would find a way to freedom…


苏醒

中国是音律和音乐艺术之国。最古老的乐器当属钟。早在约4000年前，中国人就已发明了古钟。到公元前16世纪的商代，以钟奏乐已相当普遍。



Chime Bell
编钟

随着佛教的推广，钟和鼓在宗教仪式上发挥着越来越重要的作用。在位于武汉的湖北省博物馆里，有着最为著名的编钟表演。早在战国时代，公元前433年，楚惠王下令建造由64个独立的钟组成的三排式编钟：第一排19个，后面两排共45个。它成了同年楚惠王拜访曾国都城随州时送给曾侯乙的礼物。

每当傍晚时分，南屏山净慈寺在做礼拜之时也会敲钟。“南屏晚钟”是杭州的著名景点之一。日暮时刻，西湖上钟声回响，空气中弥漫的满是祝福与祈祷的气息。

当白素贞驾着祥云回到日暮时分的杭州之时，南屏寺的钟声还余音袅袅。

她手里拎着从昆仑山带回的一篮仙草。“你终于回来了，太好了！自你走后，他的情况没有任何好转。”小青一看到她的朋友站在药店门口，便冲着她喊了起来。“看来，你果然找到了仙草。”她从素贞手中接过篮子，二人紧紧相拥。

“我们赶快开始吧！”素贞的声音有些颤抖。

用仙草和法术煮出的茶应当可以救许仙的命，让他恢复神智。只是没人知道，苏醒过来的他精神状态将会怎样。

实际上，只消一盏茶的药量就已足够，许仙苏醒过来，他睁大眼睛迷惑地看着周围的一切。“我这是在哪里？发生了什么事情？哦……”当视线停在白素贞身上的时候，他眼前不禁又浮现出那条白蛇。素贞和小青颇费了一番周折才让他平静下来。

“我想，是时候向你讲真话，告诉你我的故事了，”素贞的语气十分平静，“只有这样，你才能战胜恐惧重新回到我的身边。请相信我，我爱你胜过世上的一切──而且我将永远爱你。”

于是，白娘子从她还是西湖中一条白蛇的时候开始说起。她讲到和小青的友情，讲到对人类生活的憧憬，还有那只饺子，和乌龟的争斗以及变成白娘子的经过。

很难想象素贞这一股脑儿的讲述，许仙到底能明白多少。他的眼神一直很困惑，到后来他向后一靠，闭上眼睛，在不安中昏昏睡去。

昆仑之行艰辛困苦，令素贞疲惫不堪，身旁的小青也已伏在她的肩膀上睡着了，她也确实需要歇息一下了。

不知是园子里的兽鸣还是其他的声音，将许仙惊醒。他梦游般地从椅子上站起，没有打扰两个正在熟睡的女子，喝了一口素贞为他煮的茶，连鞋也顾不上穿，半敞着衣裳就出了家门。

一只看不见的手在牵引着他，他却对此丝毫没有察觉。这只手把他直接引到金山寺，那个假和尚法海正在寺里候着他。许仙刚刚踏进寺门，法海便赶紧将铁门紧闭。

这是法海想出的一个阴险的诡计。他让许仙中了魔法，以便把他作为人质关在寺里，这样不久之后白娘子就会寻到寺里来。他也知道，素贞的孩子很快就要出生。他要及时利用素贞法力减弱这个良机。

当大门吱吱嘎嘎关上的时候，施在他身上的咒语也随之消除。许仙揉揉眼睛试图辨清方向：“我在哪里？是谁把我带到这里？”

法海奸笑道：“你现在可逃不出我的手心了！这个世上没人能把你救出去！有了你，我就可以打败那个丑陋的妖精白素贞。你放心，我一定会除掉她的！”法海龇着他那难看的大黄牙怪叫着。

许仙已经完全恢复了神志，他马上意识到，自己成了魔鬼的牺牲品。他的妻子素贞就是一个仙女，或者，她本是一条蛇精？她究竟是什么呢？问这些有意义吗？他是如此爱她，一个温柔与美丽兼具的女人，他坚信他们不渝的爱情——这是最重要的，其他都微不足道。

渐渐地，记忆越发清晰。在他苏醒之后素贞所诉说的身世故事和昆仑之行，突然变得明晰和鲜活起来。骗自己的娘子喝雄黄酒的那个人并不是真正的自己。他眼中渐渐盈满泪水……

许仙呆在地牢里。他最担心的是素贞因为他而落入魔掌。“我必须仔细观察他日常习惯的每个细节。任何生物都有它的弱点，即使邪恶如法海。肯定有一条能够逃离牢狱的生路，”许仙现在已经彻底恢复如常，“但这不能让法海知道。”许仙暗下决心，在那个和尚面前尽可能装得幼稚和糊涂，这样才能让他放松警惕，使自己有机会逃走。他一定能找到这样的机会……


The Battle

"Jing Ju" is the Chinese name for the Peking Opera. The Chinese operabelongs to one of the world"s oldest complex art forms. Performed throughout all of China, the Peking Opera is a kind of musical drama that uses the artistic elements of singing, reciting, pantomime and martial arts to present true events, as well as epic stories and legends from the country"s long history. Even people who do not understand the language will be thrilled by the unique singing technique, the fascinating facial masks, the acrobatics and the beautiful costumes.

Not far away from the West Lake, in Shaoxing there is a very famous opera house. In the heart of the old town, directly next to one of the idyllic water ways, the great myths of the nation as well as regional dramas are performed. 

One of the great dramas of the Shaoxing Opera is the dramatic story of "White Snake from the West Lake". It is also performed in other opera houses of the country – in various interpretations –and belongs to the four most important love stories of the Chinese nation.

The artistic masks painted on the performers" faces appear especially animated in combination with mimic forms of expression. Highly precise and exceedingly delicate movements and gestures accompanied by subtle musical sounds alternate continuously with impressive acrobatic fighting scenes. Combat and war often compose the core of the plot. Weapons of all kinds such as shields, swords, lances, or hammers belong to the major requisites of many performances. Just as in the opening scenes of an opera, war and combat scenes are accompanied by deafening, rhythmic drum and percussion sounds. 

The break of dawn had already begun. "He"s gone!" Bai Suzhen had a premonition of evil upon seeing the empty armchair. She looked outside and in all rooms of the house. How on earth could she have left her Xian unwatched for such a long time? She shook Xiao Qing who was still peacefully sleeping.

"Wake up, Qing! Xian is gone!" She could hardly compose herself. "It is completely my fault. How could I Sleep so long? Xian was not at all yet in his right mind."

"No, you should not accuse yourself – after such a long journey and in your constitution," Xiao Qing tried to calm her friend, "We must try to find him. That should not be too difficult. I"m just afraid that he might find himself in a dangerous situation."

"Yes, you are right," Suzhen replied, "It"s senseless to waste time wallowing in self-reproach while my poor Xian is possibly in danger." Quickly, she drank only a cup of water, wrapped a long thin silk scarf around her neck and stepped toward the door. "I have to leave, dear Qing. There"s no time to lose. I"ll try to get in contact with Xian through thoughts. That will lead me to him. I feel that he is in great danger. Keep well."

"No, Suzhen, I will certainly not let you go alone. Not under any circumstances! It is quite possible that you may need my help."

Suzhen smiled as Qing grabbed her hand and left the house with her, "Let"s go!"

And so, the white lady and the green lady went together to search for Xu Xian, Suzhen"s lost husband.

In fact it didn"t take long until Suzhen suddenly had a complete picture in her mind: the entire way to the Jinshan Monastery and even her captured husband Xian appeared clear as crystal. 



Passing the last houses at the edge of the town, crossing through moist grasslands and breezy bamboo groves, the two ladies, after several hours of an exhausting foot march, finally reached a narrow, stony path from where a mountain with a monastery at its peak appeared in the distance. "That is where he must be. Let us walk faster." Suzhen quickened her step, pulling Xiao Qing by her hand.

An uncanny, even spooky silence enveloped the Jinshan Monastery. Suzhen lifted the heavy iron ring and let it fall against the old wooden door.

There was no reaction, no sign of life. Suzhen knocked once again. No sound interrupted the deep silence.

"I see you didn"t dare come here alone! " A raspy voice broke forth from the opposing ledge. Fa Hai, expecting the visitors, had therefore spent the night outside.

Xiao Qing was horrified. Never before in her life had she seen such a grotesque face. She felt that it was not a human being standing there, but in contrast to Suzhen, she did not immediately recognize that this monstrosity rearing above them was, in fact, the jealous turtle from the West Lake.

"My time has come. Xu Xian is under my control. You will never see him alive again. Now you will pay for betraying me in the depths of the West Lake by stealing the Jiaozi which was my prerogative." 



This was war. In a flash, Suzhen sent a howling, wild blast of wind towards the rock face that her opponent was only able to keep on his feet through the utmost of efforts. While he sent one flash of lightning after the other to attack Suzhen, she countered by evoking the forces of the waters. An enormous powerful tidal wave rose up against the fake monk. An entire army of sea monsters attacked him. Again and again, he was able to skillfully dodge away and hold his place on top of the rock"s peak. He, Fa Hai, also had his allies down there in the lake and knew exactly how to destroy an opponent with heavy sea waves. And so, Suzhen also had to sidestep time and time again to avoid his barrage of sea waves and bolts of lightning.

Xiao Qing, with her rather humble magical powers, also tried to help Suzhen as much as possible. She successfully managed to reach the rear side of the rock from where Fa Hai continued his attacks against them. Thus, the evil abbot had to defend himself on two sides.

At first, it seemed as if he would not be able to keep up much longer. Wave after wave besieged him from two sides, taking his full concentra-tion to keep standing and to try one counterattack after the other.

As the sun was reaching its zenith, the fierce battle was still in full swing. Horrified and fearful, the monks looked through the windows of their monastery – unable to understand the dramatic events taking place just in front of the monastery door. Meanwhile, Suzhen realized that this kind of warfare would never lead to a conclusion. At the same time, she felt her strength slowly giving way. The long battle and the upcoming birth of her child had taken her toll. She gave Xiao Qing a sign that she would not be able to bear up against the hostile attacks of the opponent much longer.

Xiao Qing understood immediately. Fighting her way back to Suzhen piece by piece, she renewed her attack on Fa Hai"s outcrop with double intensity, sending sea wave after sea wave. Finally, she succeeded in reach-ing her friend"s hand and, in a flash, was able to liberate her from the paralyzing force of the monk"s sorcery.

The rescue occurred literally in the last minute. Bai Suzhen could almost stand upright no longer. Who knows what else could have happened if a friendly farmer would not have taken pity on them and driven them home on his cart.

Beaten, in despair, and deeply ashamed about the disgrace of submission, Suzhen leaned against to her friend. "We must free him! If I only knew how! Who knows what other spells the fake monk may cast over my poor husband? We have to start a new attempt as soon as possible. But first, I must finish something important. Our child will be born in a few weeks. I have to make sure that it will not be in danger…"


斗法

京剧在汉语里发音是“Jingju”。中国的戏曲是世界上最古老的自成体系的艺术形式之一。京剧在全国广为传唱，它以唱、念、做、打等形式，表现这个国家历史长河中的真实事件、史诗和传说。即使你听不懂，那也不要紧，你还是会被它独特的唱腔、迷人的脸谱、精彩的特技和美丽的服饰深深吸引。



Peking Opera: The White Snake 
京剧：白蛇传

距西湖不远，在绍兴城里有一座著名的戏院。它位于老城的中心，一条拥有田园风光的河道旁。这里既上演在全国广为传诵的传奇大戏，也会有一些地方戏曲表演。

在绍兴剧里，最著名的就数西湖上的传说《白蛇传》了。这个故事在中国的其他剧种里有着不同的版本，属于中国四大爱情传说之一。



Shaoxing Opera
绍兴剧

演员充满艺术气息的脸谱造型和精湛的表演技艺使得整个故事生动感人。美妙的音乐伴随着风格独具的优美动作，令人眼花缭乱的杂耍般的武打穿插其中。打斗的场面往往是剧情的高潮。各式各样的兵器，诸如盾牌、刀剑、长矛和大锤等等是很多表演所必需的行头。像很多开场那样，战争和打斗的场面往往伴随着锣鼓一类的打击乐器所发出的响亮的、节奏感强烈的乐声。

已是清晨。“他不见了！”白素贞看着空空的椅子，不祥的预感涌上心头。她房里房外查看了一番。怎么能这么长时间没人照看许仙呢？素贞使劲摇着还在熟睡的小青。

“快醒醒，小青，许仙不见了！”她无法使自己平静下来，“都是我的错。我怎么能睡这么长时间？许仙还没完全恢复过来呢。”

“你不要责怪自己——你路途遥远，太过劳累，”小青试着安慰自己的朋友，“我们必须找到他。这应该不太难。我只是担心他现在处境不妙。”

“是啊，”素贞答道，“怎么能在这危急时刻光顾着自责呢，也许我的许仙正在危难之中。”她喝了一杯水，裹上头巾奔出门去。“我得走了，亲爱的小青。没时间了，我必须试着通过意念找到他。我能感觉到他处境危险。再见。”

“别，素贞，我无论如何不会让你一个人去的！说不定你会需要我的帮助。”

当小青拉住她手的时候，素贞会心一笑，两人一齐离开了家：“我们走！”

于是，两位女子踏上了寻找素贞夫君许仙的征途。

事实上，没花多长时间素贞便找到了去金山寺的路，而且还用意念感知到许仙被囚禁起来。“他被关在金山寺里，没法逃出来。虽然我不能直接感觉出到底是谁捉住了他，但毫无疑问，我能猜出这都是那个人的阴谋诡计……”

远离城边最后一幢房屋，踏过潮湿的草地，穿过清新的竹林，经过几小时的艰难跋涉，两位女子来到一条狭窄的石径。走到石径尽头，便可看到山头的寺庙。“他应该就是被关在那里。我们再快一点儿。”素贞拉着小青加快了步伐。

一股特殊的邪气笼罩着金山寺。素贞叩响了古老的木门上沉重的铁环。

什么动静都没有。素贞再次叩门，但是除了寂静，寺里全无回应。

“你果然不敢一个人来这里！”对面的岩石后突然传来嘶哑的声音。法海已经在这里等了一晚上了。

小青一惊。她这辈子还没见过如此丑陋的脸。她觉得对面的那个根本不是人——和素贞不同，她并没有认出这个丑八怪就是当年西湖水底里那只嫉妒成性的乌龟。

“这一天终于来了。许仙此刻在我手里，你是不可能活着见到他了。现在你得为当年在西湖湖底抢走我的饺子付出代价。”法海放出一道硕大的闪电。要不是素贞及时把小青拉到地上，她一定会被击落桥下，跌进深渊。

双方展开了一番较量。素贞冲着对面的山崖唤起一阵狂风，法海倾尽全力才得以站稳。当他又向素贞劈出一道道闪电的时候，素贞已经开始召唤西湖的波浪，掀起巨大的洪水冲着这个假和尚淹了过去，而且一浪接着一浪，但每次都被他狡猾地躲过，在岩石顶部站稳了脚跟。法海也有很多江河的同盟者，他晓得如何用巨浪灭掉对手。所以素贞不得不一次又一次地抵挡法海发来的洪水和闪电。

小青也用她单薄的法力来帮助素贞。她试着从山崖的背面向法海进攻。这招数很管用，法海腹背受敌。

起初，法海似乎快要招架不住。从两个方向涌过来一波接着一波的洪水，他必须集中精力才能站稳，同时还要进行反攻。

已经快到正午时分，激战还在继续。院里的和尚透过窗子惊慌地看着这一切，他们不知道寺庙前到底发生了什么。素贞也逐渐明白，这样下去分不出胜负，同时她觉得自己的法力越来越弱。长时间的酣战和即将出生的孩子十分消耗她的体力，她示意小青，自己不能再继续打下去了。

小青立刻会意。她边使出双倍的力量掀起阵阵的洪水向法海发起进攻，边向素贞退去。终于，她抓住了朋友的手，立刻带她逃离了法海的攻势。

几乎是在最后一刻她们终于获救了。素贞几乎已经无力站起身来。要不是一位好心的农夫同情她们，用车把她俩带回家，谁都不知道将会发生什么。

带着失败后的绝望以及深深的羞耻，素贞将身体倚靠在小青身旁。“我们必须救他出来！可我不知道该怎么办，谁知道这个假和尚还会对我可怜的夫君施什么法术，咱们得尽快想出办法。不过，在此之前我还要办一件重要的事情，再过几周我们的孩子就要出世了，我不能让他有任何危险……”


The Moon Festival

"Zhongqiu Jie"could be translated as "Mid-Autumn Festival". Accord-ing to the Chinese lunar calendar, it is celebrated on the 15th day of the 8th lunar month because on this day the moon is completely full. Since the early days of the Tang Dynasty, the Chinese emperors worshipped the powers of heaven. In spring they rendered homage to the sun, while in autumn sacrifices were made to the moon in its honor. The old custom of offering sacrifices to the moon on the Mid-Autumn Festival still exists today. In this context, the term "Moon Festival" or "Yueliang Jie" has become the more common name for this day. Together with the Spring Festival and the Dragon Boat Festival, the Moon Festival is one of the three great festive events of the country. Most people use this holiday for family reunions, and family still today has a higher significance in Chinese society than in Western countries.

The Moon Festival also offers the possibility of enjoying one of a variety of public events. Depending on the region, there are lantern or flower exhibitions, acrobatics, dragon's dance and several other attractions. 

During the festival season, the popular mooncakes are eaten through-out all of China. They are small filled pastries shaped like a full moon – originally dedicated to the powers of heaven. Depending on the region, mooncakes can have either a hearty-crispy or sticky-sweet flavor. The type of filling ranges from Chinese dates, green tea, or bean mash to egg yolk and pork meat. 

The myths and legends concerned with the origin of this festival are an expression of the cultural diversity and beautiful poetry of the people in the nation.

The most well-known story tells about the destiny of the moon goddess Chang'e, a niece of the Lord of Heaven. Immortal was also her husband Houyi, a bold god of war whose arrows never missed their targets.

Then, in the early days of human history, the earth was in an appalling state and hardly habitable. Wild animals and poisonous snakes moved around and endangered the residents. The situation was so threatening that the Lord of Heaven decided to send his best bow marksman Houyi down to earth to restore peace and well-being.

Houyi was aghast when he and his wife arrived on the earth. The situation was even more dreadful than he had imagined in his worst nightmares. Dead bodies of humans and animals everywhere. As soon as the two gods set foot on the earth, they were immediately attacked by a giant olive-green lizard lashing its poisonous tail dangerously about. Without hesitation Houyi grabbed his bow, took an arrow out of his quiver and killed the monster with a well-aimed shot into its heart.

It didn't take long until Houyi had situation on earth under his complete control. He was just about to complete his mission when suddenly ten suns appeared simultaneously in the sky. They were, in fact, the sons of the King of Heaven, and who, just to pass time, and with the undaunting high spirits of youth, decided to "put heat on" the earth. An unbearable heat evolved on the earth. All plants withered and dried up, forests and corn fields broke into flames, people and animals died en masse from dehydration due to the extreme heat.

When Houyi saw what was happening, he tried to negotiate with the sons of heaven to make them give up this vicious game. As it became absolutely clear that they had no intention of relenting, he grabbed his bow and – in deep compassion with the tortured creatures on earth – shot nine arrows in succession up into the sky. One sun after the other died out and disappeared from the sky. Only when the last of the suns surrendered and accepted his guilt did the archer cease his fire.

Enraged about the crime against his sons, the King of Heaven put a ban on the two gods Houyi and Chang'e, irrevocably prohibiting them from returning to heaven. "Whoever values life on earth above the sons of heaven does not deserve to live here in my realm," he shouted with indignation, "I condemn you to live on the earth for-ever!"

At first, both seemed to enjoy the beautiful days on the planet just beginning to revive to a new life. But soon, Chang'e began missing her divine friends and the heavenly prosperity. Homesickness for the life in heaven tormented her heart so deeply that she started heaping more and more reproaches on her husband. He was to blame that they had to live such a dire life in banishment.

Houyi loved his wife Chang'e very much. He felt to blame for his wife's mental anguish and started looking for ways to break the ban to make it possible for them to return to the heavens. After weeks of unsuccessful searching, he met an old man who told him about the goddess Xi Wangmu. She lived in the Kunlun Mountains and was said to possess great magical power and wide-spread medical knowledge. "It is said that she has invented a medicine with which one can ascend up into the heavens," the old man whispered.

Houyi did not hesitate for a single moment. On foot he started the long and burdensome walk up into the western Kunlun Mountains. The goddess, Xi Wangmu, gave him a warm welcome and invited him to partake in a great feast. Touched by his story, she readily agreed to give him the medicine. Initially, she had developed it for herself, but meanwhile, she felt so at home and happy in the Kunlun Mountains that she probably would never again feel a desire to return to the heavens. "The drops are only enough for one person," Xi Wangmu regretfully remarked, "You really have to ask yourself if you want to live on this planet without your wife Chang'e. I am sorry to say that I cannot produce more of this medicine because I have forgotten the recipe."

Not wanting to affront the goddess, he accepted the present, but decided never to tell his wife about it. Under no circumstances did he want to lose his beloved wife. After returning home, he secretly hid the small bottle in a cupboard which only he used and told his wife that he had not been able to find the castle of the goddess.

Chang'e had a vague feeling that her husband was trying to hide something from her. She couldn't bear it and started secretly rummag-ing through all of her husband's boxes and drawers. Finally, she held the mysterious little bottle with the inscription of Xi Wangmu in her hands.

She loved her husband very much, but curiosity and her desire to return to the heavens were so strong that, after some hesitation, she swallowed the drops. After a short while she was flooded by a feeling of lightness. It didn't take long before her body rose from the earth and began to ascend into the heavens. 

Houyi was stricken by deep sorrow when he returned home and found the small, empty medicine bottle from the Kunlun Mountains. He knew that he would never see his wife Chang'e again. His love for her was immeasurable; not wanting to endanger her with his arrows, he decided to forbear attacking the heavens, instead leading a life filled with grief about the loss of his beloved wife.

It didn't take long until the news that Chang'e had returned to her castle spread like wildfire throughout all of heaven. And consequently, the King of Heaven also heard about it. Although he had put the ban primarily over her husband, he was enraged about Change's singularly willful and unlawful return to heaven. In punishment of this crime, he ordered her to be banned to live on the moon for all eternity. 

Chang'e had to move to the uninhabited moon where she henceforth lived in deep loneliness in the Guanghan Palace. Her only companion was a little rabbit who cooked her food and prepared her medicines. She often looked back on the happy days she had spent together with her husband. On the 15th day of the 8th lunar month, when the moonlight was of unique brightness, her despair was even harder to bear. She then sat down on a moon stone next to her little rabbit and shed bitter tears.

The hot summer days gradually drew to a close. In the Jinshan Mon-astery, the branches of the apple trees, laden with their heavy sweet fruits, began to bow down ever deeper. The landscape, bathed in the shimmering glow of moon beams, appeared enchanted. The Mid– Autumn Festival lay ahead, and Xu Xian was still in the power of the fake monk.

Bai Suzhen had recovered quite well from the consequences of the battle against Fa Hai, and yet, she had to accept that a new effort to rescue her husband could not be considered before the birth of her child. In the twilight hours, she often sat at the West Lake on a bench, looking sadly up into the hills where the evildoer kept her husband Xian as a prisoner.

"Don't be afraid, dear Xian. I will get you out of there. Just a few more days…"

In a mixture of grief over the separation, worry for her loved one, and anger about her current helplessness, she defiantly wiped the tears out of her eyes.

Xian had used the past weeks in captivity keeping a lookout for a way to escape. His abductor allowed him to move freely within the mon-astery, but there was no question about leaving the monastery grounds.Xian knew that Fa Hai kept him closely guarded and that the real monks also had to keep an eye on him. He told them that Xian was obsessed by an evil demon who permanently tried to force him to flee from within the monastery walls.

"We have to protect him from the demon's harm," he preached over and over again to his brethren, "Under no circumstances can our poor brother be allowed to return to the world of the humans, because then, the demon will destroy him."

Not all of the monks believed the fake monk. He had lied to them too often. How could it be possible that an evil demon was hiding behind Xian's friendly character?

One morning – the abbot was once again away – one of the older monks sat down next to Xian on the steps. "I don't believe Fa Hai. You are not obsessed by an evil demon. I don't know why he keeps you imprisoned here, but I am convinced that he does you a great wrong."

Xian at once put his trust in the friendly man and began to tell him his whole story. He spoke about Suzhen and her friend Xiao Qing, about the West Lake, his pharmacy, and about all the work that his poor wife now had to do without his help. He recounted the evening of the Dragon Boat Festival, the monk who had ambushed him, thesnake in the matrimonial bed, and his loss of consciousness. He vaguely remembered how he, completely dazed and driven as from an external power, had set forth to the monastery and that he hadn't regained complete control of his faculties until the monastery door had fallen in its lock behind him.

Touched by Xian's fate, the old monk repeatedly shook his head, "You were horribly mistreated, my friend, but don't be afraid. Your suffer-ing will soon be put to an end."

Fa Hai would punish them all – there was absolutely no doubt about it. And yet, there must be a way to help this poor prisoner. Nothing else would suffice for the old monk to keep his clear conscience. 

At the beginning of the coming week, Fa Hai would once again leave the monastery for a few hours – this would be the right moment. The monks would work in the garden in front of the monastery. While doing so, they would accidentally forget to lock the door.

"You must be careful. After you pass through the door into the garden, you have to keep to the left. Between the osmanthus bushes, you will find the way out. I will keep the other monks busy so that none of them will notice you."

"Heaven will reward you, pious monk." Deeply grateful, Xu Xian looked into the old man's eyes.

Everything worked out as planned. From his window, Xian was able to observe everything that was happening in the inner courtyard of the monastery. He saw when the fake monk left around noon. The sound of his steps hadn't yet completely faded away as a group of monks, equipped with buckets and garden utensils, opened the door to the monastery garden and began pulling weeds out of the beds. Quite soon, the monks were so busily sunk in their work that they did not notice as Xian slipped through the door as quick as a flash and vanished between the osmanthus bushes. 

He ran as quickly as his feet could carry him. How much had he yearnedfor this moment!

Suzhen was not at home, so he ran directly over to the pharmacy with-out taking notice of the intriguing smell that had filled the rooms of his house. "She is at work for sure," he thought.

In the pharmacy, Xiao Qing was just busy serving a customer. She almost couldn't believe her eyes as she saw Xian standing in the doorway. 



"No, I found the house empty and came directly over here. I will look for Suzhen on the island right away."

Suzhen sat on a stone gazing reflectively into the quiet water of the little pond. In only a few days, she would give birth to the child. Everything was prepared. She was so sad that Xian would not be able to see his child.

Quite soon, she would have to make another attempt to free her beloved from the turtle's clutches. She had already worked out a new offensive strategy and was in the process of weighing the pros and cons of each step to be sure that there were no weak points.

But there! Was she dreaming or had the miracle that she had so eagerly hoped for really happened?

"Is it really you, Xian?" Suzhen was overwhelmed by a feeling of sheer elation so strong that it almost took her breath away. She wantedto run to meet him, but her legs didn't make a single move. She just stood there with her arms wide open. How could this be happening? Xian ran to her and kissed her. She held him ever so tightly, sobbing for happiness. "Now I have you back completely, your hands and your heart."

"Suzhen, I know you are a goddess and that you once lived a life as a snake. I am not afraid of you – I love you more than anyone or anything else in the world. I was caught in a spell. The paralysis and fear that gripped me upon seeing you as a snake were not a reflection of my true feelings for you. It was the work of the evil monk who had kidnapped me." Xian was highly agitated, and it was not easy for Suzhen to interrupt his flow of words.

"No, dear Xian, I know quite well that it was not you who simply stoleaway in the quietness of the night. This was the curse of the fraud-ulent monk, Fa Hai, who in reality is a turtle from the West Lake. But for now, let us forget about the darkness of the past. Tomorrow you shall tell me about everything that happened to you during your imprisonment. Today is the Moon Festival. I baked delicious moon cakes so that tonight we can celebrate together with our dear Xiao Qing, be happy, eat my cakes, and enjoy the festive glow of the moonbeams over the West Lake. It must be a sign from heaven that today of all days, the day of the Moon Festival, you were able to escape from the clutches of a malicious brute. Don't you think so too?" 

"Behind the prison walls, I lost all sense of space and time. If I hadn't been able to free myself today, I wouldn't have known that the Moon Festival is being celebrated. Yes, this can only be heavenly destiny, because our love is eternal."

On this day, the two lovers spent the happiest hours of their lives together. A loving heart never beats stronger than after a longseparation.

In the evening, Xiao Qing the beautiful green lady arrived at their house. Together, overjoyed and in high spirits, they celebrated the reunion and the Moon Festival with Suzhen's fragrant moon cakes and fine tea from the valley of the Old Dragon Well.

In the hour when the reflection of the moon appeared as a golden sphere in the silent waters, all three sat together on the stone bench in front of their house, from where they had a wonderful view over the lake, the moon, and numerous fireworks of the night.


中秋节

“中秋节（Zhongqiu Jie）”可翻译为“秋天中间的节日”。它在中国阴历第八个月的第十五天，月亮在这一天正值满月。早在唐朝初年，皇帝就有春天祭日、秋天祭月的祭天礼制。在中秋节向月亮献祭的这个习俗一直保留到现在。所以这一天也往往被称作“月亮节”。中秋节、春节还有端午节一并构成中国的三大传统节日，人们在这一天要举家团圆，这种家庭的理念要比西方国家深入得多。



Moon Cake
月饼

中秋节这一天还会举办很多活动，依地区的不同，有灯笼展、花展、杂技、舞龙以及其他吸引人的节目。

全国的人们在这一天都要吃月饼。这是一种满月形状的、带馅儿的小点心，最早是古时候人们向上天祭祀的贡品。有的地方月饼酥脆，有的地方则比较绵软。馅儿也不一样，有枣泥、绿茶和豆沙，还有蛋黄甚至猪肉的。

关于中秋节的由来有许许多多的民谣和传说，它们充分表现了中国文化的多元性以及中国人民充满诗意的性格。

其中最著名的要数嫦娥奔月的故事。嫦娥本是玉帝的外甥女，而她的丈夫后羿也是一个有着不死之身的天神，一个常胜将军，箭无虚发。

在远古之初，大地还是一片蛮荒的状态，到处都是野兽和毒蛇，威胁着初民的安全。于是玉帝决定让他最好的弓箭手后羿来到人间，为人类带来安宁的生活。

当后羿和妻子来到人间的时候，他被眼前的景象惊呆了。这比他想象的最坏的情形还要恐怖。到处都是人与动物的尸体，这两位天神甚至还未落脚站稳，一只绿色的大蜥蜴便突然用它那剧毒的尾巴向他们发起攻击。后羿毫不犹豫地抓起他的弓，从箭袋里抽出一支箭，一箭射中那只怪物的心脏。

没用多长时间，后羿就让人间恢复了秩序。当他就要完成任务的时候，天上又同时出现了十个太阳。它们实际上是玉帝的儿子，纯粹出于消遣和青年人的精力过剩想让大地一次“热”个够。大地因此酷暑难耐。所有的植物都枯死了，森林和田地也燃起了熊熊大火，大批的人和动物都死于干渴和炎热。

后羿看到这些后，曾试图说服玉帝的十个儿子停止这个可怕的游戏。但他发现这一切都是徒劳，出于对受难生灵的怜悯，他张弓搭箭，向天上一连射了九箭，直到最后一个太阳终于投降认错的时候，后羿才罢休。

玉帝知道后暴跳如雷，给后羿和嫦娥下了禁令，禁止他们重返天庭。“谁视凡间生命比我儿子生命更重，便不配在我的王国里生活，”他愤怒地吼叫道，“我要罚你们永远呆在凡间。”

起初，万物开始复苏，对这两个人来说似乎生活还算美好。但不久之后，嫦娥便开始怀念起天上的朋友和天庭奢侈的生活。对天庭的思念折磨着她，所以她开始不断地埋怨丈夫，完全是因为他的错，才使得自己被放逐凡间，忍受这悲惨的生活。

后羿十分疼爱嫦娥。他对妻子的心痛感到内疚，于是便开始寻找打破禁令返回天上的法子。经过数周毫无结果的搜寻后，他遇到了一位老人，给他讲起了西王母的事情。这位王母娘娘住在昆仑山，法力无边，对草药十分熟悉。“听说西王母发明了一种草药，吃下去便可成仙。”老人在他的耳边悄悄地说道。

后羿不敢耽搁：他一个人徒步向西跋涉，经历重重险阻终于来到昆仑山。西王母十分热情地召见了他，邀他一起进餐。她被后羿的故事打动，很愿意把草药交给他。此药最初原是王母娘娘为自己配制的，但是她渐渐爱上了昆仑山，觉得在这里生活很幸福，不再想回到天上。“不过，这草药只够一个人喝，”西王母带着歉意说道，“你可要好好想想，是否愿意与妻子嫦娥分离，独自在人间生活。我可没法再配制出更多的草药，因为我已忘记了配方。”

为了不冒犯西王母，后羿收下了药，但是决定干脆不把这件事告诉他的妻子。因为他实在不想失去自己的爱妻。回家以后，他把药罐藏到了自己的一个小柜子里。他对妻子说，没有找到西王母的宫殿。

嫦娥猜测后羿一定是有什么事儿瞒着她。她无法继续忍受下去，把她夫君的箱箱柜柜全都翻了一遍。最后她找出了那只带有西王母封印的神奇药罐。

嫦娥深爱自己的夫君后羿，但是好奇心以及重回天庭的愿望又是如此强烈，她迟疑了一阵，便把所有的药都喝了下去。过了不久，她的身体变得轻飘飘，没一会儿，便发觉自己正离开地面向天上飞去。

后羿回到家中，发现他从昆仑山带回的罐子空空如也，不禁痛心疾首。他知道，再也见不到自己的爱妻嫦娥了。他那么爱她，怕箭矢伤到她，所以也放弃了进攻天庭的念头，一个人生活在痛苦之中。



Chang'e
嫦娥

没多久，嫦娥归来的消息便像野火一样在天庭传开了，玉帝自然也知道了此事。虽然他最初只是想惩罚后羿，但是对嫦娥的鲁莽以及未经许可便飞回天庭的做法也十分气恼。为了惩罚她，便把她永久地幽闭在月亮之上。

嫦娥只得一个人生活在无人居住的月亮上，孤独地徘徊在广寒宫里。在那里，仅有一只会做饭和捣草药的兔子相伴。嫦娥时常想起和丈夫在一起的幸福生活。每年八月十五月亮又圆又亮的时候，她就分外忧伤，和那只兔子一块儿坐在月牙石上，伤心地啜泣。

炎热的夏天即将过去。金山寺的苹果已经熟透，枝丫弯弯，满是沉甸甸的甜美的果实。月夜里，暮色苍茫，整个风景笼罩在一片神秘的氛围之中。中秋将至，许仙却仍在邪恶的法海手中。

白素贞已从上次与法海激战的疲惫中完全恢复，但是她必须先忍耐些许时日，直到孩子出世以后她才可以再去救许仙。她常常在日落后一个人坐在西子湖畔，忧郁地望着那个坏家伙关押许仙的山丘。

“别怕，我亲爱的许仙。我会把你救出来的。再多等几日……”

时而是分别的悲哀，时而是对爱人的担忧，时而又是对自己无能为力的懊恼，三者混杂在一起，撕扯着她的心，但她却毫不气馁，倔强地抹去眼中的泪水。

许仙在过去的几周里费尽心机，四处寻找逃跑的可能。法海允许他在院里活动，但是想要出得寺院却是绝不可能。许仙心里很明白，法海时刻紧盯着他，甚至连那些真和尚们也都受命看着许仙，因为法海跟他们说，许仙已为妖魔所控，这妖魔一直想要诱惑他逃出寺院。

“我们必须保证他免受妖魔的伤害，”法海向众僧反复念叨着，“无论如何我们不能让他再一次陷入魔掌，否则他就没命了。”

但是，并不是所有的和尚都相信这个假和尚，因为他骗人的次数太多了，许仙如此善良的一个人怎么可能被妖怪附体？

一天早晨，法海像往常一样出了门，一个老和尚坐到了许仙身旁的石阶上。“我不相信法海的话，你的心没有并被妖魔占据。我虽不知道他为什么要把你抓到这里来，但是我想，他肯定是冤枉你了。”

许仙立刻对这位和蔼的老人产生了信任，向他讲述了自己的故事。他说到素贞，说到小青，说到西湖以及湖边的药店，还有那许许多多的工作，现在只能由可怜的素贞一个人来操劳。他说起端午节那晚，有个和尚向他说了些不吉利的话，还有那天在床上看到白蛇后失去了知觉。他隐隐约约记得，在冥冥之中有一种力量带着他来到金山寺，当他终于恢复知觉醒时，却发现自己已被关了起来。

老和尚被许仙讲的故事打动，不断地摇着头。“你被人陷害了，我的朋友，别害怕，你的苦难就要到头了。”

法海若是知道了此事，不用说，肯定会惩罚所有的人。即便如此，必须得帮助这位可怜的被囚禁者。唯有如此，才能让老僧人心安。



Lingyin Monastery
灵隐寺

下周一法海又要出去一些时辰，机会难得。僧人们那个时候都要在寺前的院子里干活，他们肯定会顾不上锁门。

“你要万分小心。穿过花园门后要从左边走，在桂花丛中有一条出门的小路，我会让其他师兄弟们一直忙活，到时候就没人会顾得上你。”

“上天会保佑你的，慈悲的高僧。”许仙十分感激地望着老和尚。

一切就像预计的那样。许仙从窗子可以看到和尚们在院子里劳作。午间时分，法海出去了。他前脚刚走，僧人们就打开大门带着桶和其他工具在院子里面除起草来。僧人们干得十分起劲儿，谁也没发现许仙闪电般地跑过大门，消失在桂花丛中。

他飞也似地往家里赶。他多么期待这一刻的到来！

素贞并不在家中，于是他又马上奔向药店。他完全没有留意到房间里充满了诱人的香气。“素贞肯定是在干活。”他想。

药店里，小青正忙着招呼一位病人。当许仙站在门口的时候，小青简直不敢相信自己的眼睛。“天哪，我们可想死你了！”她立刻跑过去扑到他的怀里，“素贞今天下午不过来了。她跟我说，她想先做一些点心，然后到‘小瀛洲’去。你肯定还没见着她，是吧？”

“是啊，我发现家里没人就直接跑到这里来了。我这就到岛上去找她。”

素贞正坐在一块石头上若有所思地望着湖水。过几天她就要生孩子了，所有事情都已准备妥当，可惜许仙看不到孩子出世。

很快她就要再一次尝试从法海手中搭救许仙，她已经想好一个计策，只是还在权衡每个步骤的利弊，以确保天衣无缝。

但是他现在出现在自己眼前了！这是在做梦吗？还是发生了奇迹，她的梦想成真了？

“真的是你吗，许仙？”素贞喜出望外。幸福让她几乎喘不上气来。她想立刻冲过去，但是她的腿却不听使唤，她只是站在那里展开双臂。这一切怎么可能？许仙跑了过去使劲地亲她。她紧紧抱着他喜极而泣：“你终于回来了，完完好好地回来了。”

“素贞，现在我知道了，你本为仙身，曾经是一条白蛇。我从来没有害怕过你，相反，我爱你胜过一切。我曾被人下了诅咒。看到你化身为蛇后，我的瘫软和畏惧绝非我本意。这一切都是那个恶和尚造的孽，他控制了我的心智。”许仙很是激动，素贞都没有机会打断他的话。

“不，亲爱的夫君，我明白，你深夜出走是身不由己。都怪坏和尚法海做的好事儿，他是西湖里的一只乌龟。不过，让我们先忘了这一切，明天再跟我说你被囚禁的情况吧。今天是中秋节，我已经做好了月饼。今晚，我们要和小青开开心心地庆祝一番，一边品尝佳肴一边欣赏西湖明月。你能在中秋节这天逃出魔掌，这一切一定是上天的安排，你说呢？”

“囚禁在寺院的高墙后面，我早已感觉不到四时更替，要不是今天逃出来的话，我哪里会知道大家在过中秋节。对，这只能是上苍的安排，因为我们的爱是永恒的。”

这对爱人彼此厮守，享受着他们生命中最幸福的时光。久别重逢，使得他们更加相爱。

晚上，美丽的小青来到二人家中，他们一起品尝着素贞做的香甜可口的月饼和从龙井村拿来的上好绿茶，庆祝这彼此重逢的团圆时刻。

金色的月亮倒映在幽静的水面上，三人坐在房前的石凳上，欣赏着湖水、满月和绚烂焰火。


Ambush at the Spring Festival

The first day of the first lunar month is the first day of the Spring Festival – the most important Chinese festival. Like all traditionalanniversaries the Spring Festival, the Chinese New Year, is based upon the lunar cycle.

The twelve-year zodiac, which has its origin in the twelve Earthly Branches, corresponds to the twelve animals of the Chinese calendar. In former times, the twelve Earthly Branches constituted the most important navigation standard in Chinese seafaring and were also used as a basis for calculating ancient geography and cartography. The twelve Earthly Branches together with the ten Heavenly Stems, con-sisting of the five phases of transformation of Yin and Yang, result in the 60-year cycle of the Chinese calendar.

Each year is related to an animal, as well as to one of the five elements: metal, wood, water, fire, and earth. The animal that starts the cycle is always the rat. It is followed by ox, tiger, rabbit, dragon, snake, horse, goat, monkey, rooster, dog, and pig.

For thousands of years, people in the villages celebrate the successful harvest of the past year on the Spring Festival. Thereafter, they beginpreparations for the cultivation of the fields, as the first day of the first lunar month is also the beginning of spring. The history of the Spring Festival reaches back to the early Shang period in the 17th century B.C. at which time reports were made of ceremonial spring sacrifices for the gods and ancestors.

More specifically, the Spring Festival begins on the 23rd day of the 12th lunar month with a sacrifice for the Kitchen God, who rises to heaven on this day to tell the King of Heaven about all things happen-ing on earth. In former times, almost all Chinese families had a little altar with a picture of the Kitchen God. The sacrificial offerings are mostly sweets, as people hope that after enjoying sweet delicacies, the Kitchen God will be placated so that he will report only good things about the family.

In China, the Spring Festival is traditionally an important family celebration. Several days before the event, throughout the entire country, people clean their houses and apartments. They scrub and polish until everything is spick-and-span. In doing so, the dust of the old year can be shaken off, and the New Year can be welcomed in with glamour and joy. Afterwards, the house is decorated with good luck symbols and New Year's sayings. These New Year's sayings and wishes for good luck, written by calligraphers on red paper, are mostly hung up next to the main entrance of the house. In addition, New Year's pictures with figures symbolizing good wishes are placed throughout the home. The allegory of a chubby child on a fish, for example, means a year with a rich harvest.

On New Year's Eve, the whole family comes together for the traditionalbanquet, the "tuanyuan fan". In the southern provinces, the New Year's cake "niangao", a lucky charm, as well as a popular delicacy, is an integral part of the New Year's customs. In the entire country, but especially in the northern provinces, "jiaozi" is one of the most favored traditional New Year's dishes. 

They are stuffed with a filling of ground meat, finely chopped leek, Chinese cabbage, and soy sauce which are dipped in a, depending on the region, more or less hot-chili-vinegar sauce. Even today, it is still customary to hide a coin in one of the jiaozi as a symbol of exceptional good luck.

In China, the turn of the year is celebrated with earsplitting noise: all kinds of fireworks are used to drive bad spirits away and to summon the good ones. The spectacle starts at midnight and can last for quite long. After this event, people stay together laughing and celebrat-ing until the new day breaks. The Chinese believe that holding a party throughout the first night of the New Year into the early morning hours promises a long life.

According to research, the display of fireworks symbolizes the crea-tion of heaven and earth. With its ritual roots, this tradition originates far back into ancient China. A new year represents the birth of heav-en and earth.

According to Chinese mythology, in the beginning, there was neither heaven nor earth but only one large clump. In this deserted monotony there lived a man named Pan Gu.

Life in this desert was so dismal that Pan Gu spent day and night lying asleep. One day, he opened his eyes, looked around and gazed at this horrible lump with deep distaste. He grabbed an axe, and with one strong strike, chopped the lump into two parts.

This caused a massive explosion, releasing an enormous amount of energy. The Yang energy ascended as clear substances and created the heaven. The heavy Yin parts sank down to the ground and formed the earth. This was how Pan Gu became the creator of heaven and earth.

In memory of the creation of heaven and earth, people in early his-tory set fire to bamboo sticks at the beginning of a new year. The ascending smoke symbolized heaven, the ash particles that fell down to the ground symbolized the earth.

The first day of a new year begins in China with a kind of ritual New Year's greeting. In former times, it was the custom for children to make a kowtow in front of their parents and grandparents, to ask them about their health and to deliver their best wishes for the New Year. Except for the kowtow, which has been replaced by a respectful greeting, this nice tradition still belongs to the New Year's customs that are still practiced in China today.

On the 15th day of the first lunar month, the New Year's festival comesto a close, brightly illuminated, with the Lantern Festival. While the New Year's festival mainly takes place in the homes of the families, the Lantern Festival draws people out into the streets. The day of the Lantern Festival marks the official end of winter and the beginning of a new spring.

The Lantern Festival is said to have its origin in Han emperor Wendi's putting down the rebellion of the Lü family on the 15th day of the first lunar month. To make sure that this memorable event was suitably honored, emperor Wendi ordered that colorful lantern in various shapes and colors be hung up in front of the houses after nightfall. It was a splendid star-lit night, the houses gleaming festively from the light of the lanterns, as the emperor left his palace to celebrate this first Lantern Festival together with his people in the streets of his capital. On this night, emperor Wendi was so happy that he declared the 15th day of the first lunar month of a new year to be the day of the Lantern Festival. Since 104 B.C., the Lantern Festival is a national holiday in all of China.

Year after year, streets and squares of the country's towns and villages are decorated with colorful lanterns in all kinds of shapes and colors. In many places, there are organized events as well. Again and again, the traditional lantern riddles are a source of great enjoyment for the people. Days before the Lantern Festival takes place, many peo-ple rack their brains concocting good and hard-to-solve riddles. The more or less complicated brainteasers are written on small pieces of paper glued on the lanterns. Whoever unravels one of the mysteries is allowed to rip off the piece of paper and receives a small present – sometimes even the whole lantern.

Like on all traditional holidays, Chinese cuisine also has a special del-icacy on the menu for the Lantern Festival. Yuanxiao, in the south also known as tangyuan, are delicious sticky rice balls with various fillings – depending on the province. Yuanxiao are served cooked, steamed or fried and filled with sugar, sesame seeds, sweet bean mash, walnuts, dates or even meat.

A remarkable attraction takes place in the northeast Chinese city of Harbin, which is world famous for its annual ice sculpture festival. Before and after the Lantern Festival, an ice lantern exhibition is held there which attracts tourists from all countries of the earth.

"I wonder who will unravel the lantern riddle this year," Suzhen bantered.

Xian smiled, without answering, "She is charming when she tries to tease me." He was also looking forward to seeing the magic of the lanterns this evening when the entire lakefront and the islands would be turned into an ocean of light and colors.

Their life as a threesome was quite wonderful – one could also say as a foursome, because Xiao Qing, Suzhen's best friend, had already been part of the family for a long time. Suzhen would never forget how considerately her friend had taken care of everything when she had given birth to her child.

Only three days after Xu Xian had escaped from the bondage of the Turtle-Monk, their son had been born. Actually, Suzhen had made plans for everything ahead of time. But suddenly, things started happening so fast, that she couldn't keep up. Without warning, the contractions began, and there was no time left to call for the mid-wife. Luckily, just at that moment Xiao Qing came in through the door holding a basket full of delicious apples in her hand – a gift from a highly-pleased pharmacy customer.

Taking a single look at her friend was enough for Xiao Qing to realize what was going on. She led her friend quickly into the bedroom and laid her down on the bed. Although she had never been present dur-ing a birth, she immediately took charge of the situation. In less than four hours, as if instructed by an inner voice, she helped Suzhen to give birth to a healthy boy.

"You can see your son now – and of course your wife Suzhen. Both are healthy and doing fine."

At the same instant, Xian and the midwife entered the room. Even though he saw the self-confident manner in which Xiao Qing took care of everything, he nevertheless thought it was still a good idea to look for a midwife. One could never know if complications would turn up.

Xiao Qing had everything under control. 



"I don't think I am needed here," the midwife smiled. She congratulated the young family, complimented Xiao Qing on her good work, and returned home.

Even in the days and weeks after the birth, Xiao Qing went to great lengths to relieve the young couple wherever she could in their daily lives. Suzhen and Xian could no longer imagine life without their friend.

The daily work in the pharmacy, the happiness of the young family, and the close friendship with Qing let the memories of the painful separation and the horrible experiences they had lived through slowly fade into the background. And yet, they knew that life would never again be as carefree as before, as long as Fa Hai led his reign of terror up there in the Jinshan Monastery.

It was quite certain that the fake monk would not submit to defeat without taking revenge. Meanwhile, Suzhen had recovered her full strength, and it would not be easy for the villain to start a counterattack.

Suzhen had just wrapped her red silk scarf around her shoulders as Qing knocked on the door to pick up her two friends and go to the Lantern Festival. The vibrant red of her scarf contrasting beautifully to her cream-colored dress and the pale white of her skin, Suzhen was a picture of beauty.

"How beautiful you are! You should wear your hair like this more often," Qing smiled happily. Usually, she wore her hair strictly pinned up. Struck by a fancy, she decided on a change for this evening.

Suzhen wrapped her boy carefully into a warm blanket and took him into her arms, "Let's go. I can't wait to see all the lights and cheerful people."

The bright light of countless colorful lanterns and the distant shimmering of the stars in the dark sky cast a magical aura over the lake and its islands. Lights and people as far as the eye could see. At their stands, merchants offered all kinds of toys and sweets for the chil-dren. In between, the odor of fragrant yuanxiao rose from steaming pots. Suzhen loved the sweet sticky rice balls, preferably those filled with rose leaves.

People crowded particularly tight around the "lanterns of the running horses", a type of lantern consisting of two layers. When its flame was ignited, the inner layer began to turn, making the colors of the inner layer shine through the openings of the outer layer in a lively scene of forms and colors.

Xiao Qing had just reached a red rabbit lantern when a traveling peddler, coming from the lake, shouting loudly, began to attract attention. He was selling colorful cloth, paper lanterns, and other cheap trinkets. Dressed in rags of all colors and with an extraordinary cap on his head, he looked like a fool. The long beard looked unreal – almost as if glued on. Beholding his face, Suzhen was suddenly terrified. Something wicked, even demonic, flashed out of the eyes of the strange trader – something that she had seen once before, but couldn't quite put her finger on.

In the midst of his assortment of odds and ends, Xian was surprised to see an exquisite diadem covered with pearls and precious jewels which the trader was vociferously praising. 



As Xian didn't immediately respond to his offer, the peddler began lowering the price further and further for his valuable piece of merchandise. Xian had definitely taken a liking to the jewels. Suzhen would certainly look like a fairy. After hesitating for an instant, he came to an agreement with the trader and bought the beautiful piece – although Suzhen tried to keep him from doing so. She did not attach much importance to jewelry and under the scrutiny of the peddler's evil eye, felt hairs rising uncomfortably in the back of her neck.

Xian was quite pleased about the beautiful piece and couldn't wait to see how pretty Suzhen would look wearing this precious diadem. Suzhen tried to object as Xian placed the crown onto her head. She had a sinister premonition that something was not quite right with the newly bought piece of jewelry.

Just as Xian was setting the diadem onto her head, she recognized the fake monk Fa Hai behind the ridiculous façade of the foolish peddler. But in the same moment, it was already too late. The diadem could no longer be removed from her head. In reality, it was a sacrificial bowl upon which a spell had been cast, wrapping itself instantaneously around Suzhen's beautiful head. The crown grew tighter and tighter and Suzhen's pain soon became unbearable. She quickly pushed her boy into Xian's arms.

"Farewell, my love!" With these words, her human form dissolved, returning her to the shape of a snake. At the same time, the diadem transformed itself into a sacrificial bowl, entrapping the white snake. There was no escape. Caught in the sacrificial bowl, any resistance against the monk was impossible.

Meanwhile, Fa Hai had rid himself of his absurd façade. Just as he was about to grab the sacrificial bowl, he was hurtled backwards by two mighty bolts of lightning. Struck by fear, people ran asunder, seeking shelter. It was Xiao Qing, the green lady. No, she was not about to let her best friend get into the hands of the evil monk without fight. Just as he was trying to return to his feet, she, once again, threw two powerful bolts towards him. But this time he was faster. Quick-witted, he jumped aside, countering the attack with severe lightning and tongues of fire.

Never again would the people of Hangzhou forget this Lantern Festival. A fierce battle unfolded before their very eyes, in which it first seemed that there could be no winner. But after Qing was struck several times by violent blasts of lightning, she felt her powers declining more and more. The monk had won.

As soon as he saw that the green lady was no longer able to resist, he grabbed the sacrificial bowl and disappeared through the agitated mass of onlookers.

He held the prize in his arms. "Now you are mine. Never again will you oppose my will!" Fa Hai cackled satanically.

Up on the mountain, below the entry to the Leifeng Pagoda, he had placed a spade in readiness. He set the sacrificial bowl aside and began to dig a tunnel beneath the pagoda. It was just before the break of dawn as he crawled out of his freshly dug cave to fetch the sacrificial bowl. He set it into the hollow recess below the pagoda and closed the entrance with a huge stone plate, also placed there with forethought several days previously.

The fake monk had reached his goal. In order to better guard his pris-oner, he left the monastery and moved his residence over to the Leifeng Pagoda. For the brothers of the monastery, his departure was a release. For the first time in many years, they were once again able to dedicate their lives solely to religion.


春节里的阴谋

每年农历一月的第一天是中国最重要的节日——春节的第一天。与所有传统节日一样，中国人的新年——春节是根据农历来定的。



Year of the Rat – Chinese Paper Cut
鼠年——中国剪纸

与十二地支相配的十二生肖，分别对应着十二个动物形象。每一种动物在天上都有自己的方位，在古时候是航海的重要座标，同时也是古代地理和制图的计算基础。连同天干的十个符号，它们一同构成了阴阳五行的变换过程，于是产生了六十年一循环的中国纪年法。

每一年都有一种动物对应，也可由金、木、水、火、土五行中的一种元素来代表。鼠是十二生肖中的第一个，然后是牛、虎、兔、龙、蛇、马、羊、猴、鸡、狗和猪。

千百年来，中国人一直在春节庆祝过去一年的丰收。之后，他们就开始准备春耕了，因为农历一月的第一天是春天的开始。春节的来历要回溯到公元前17世纪的商代，当时就已经在春季向上天祭祀了。

严格说来，春节在阴历12月23日那天就开始了，那天是灶王爷返回天庭向玉帝报告人间情况的日子。以前，几乎家家户户都供着灶王神。一般祭灶的供品都是些甜食，因为人们以为用甜食讨好灶王神以后，他就会跟玉帝只说家里的好话了。

春节是中国传统的家庭节日。在春节到来的前几天，家家户户都忙着收拾屋子、擦拭家具，直到一切都整洁如新，这样才算除旧迎新大吉大利。然后还要贴福字、写春联等等。在红纸上写好的表达新年美好愿望的春联往往会贴在大门的两侧。屋子里面还要贴上年画，以求来年好运。比如，年画上，抱着一条大鱼的胖小子意味着年年有余。

年三十那晚，人们举家团聚，围坐一起吃传统的团圆饭。在南方地区，年糕象征着幸福，也是很受欢迎的一种食品。在全中国，特别是北方，饺子是最受欢迎的春节食品。



Jiaozi
饺子


这种包着肉馅、葱末、白菜和酱油的面食，不同的地区吃法也各有差别，作为蘸料的醋里还可以根据口味放进辣椒。至今仍有在饺子里放硬币的风俗，吃到这枚饺子的人就能获得好运。

在中国，除旧迎新的时候是非常喧闹的：烟花爆竹是为了驱赶妖魔，带来好运。一般在午夜时分开始鸣放鞭炮，一直到很晚。然后大家聚到一起欢笑庆祝，一同迎接新一天的开始。中国人认为，这样的彻夜欢庆意味着长命百岁。

有研究认为，燃放烟花意味着天地的开创。这个习俗要追溯到中国古老的宗教仪式。新年来临也象征了天与地的诞生时刻。

根据中国的传说，太古年代并没有天地之分，整个世界混沌一片。在这片昏暗的世界里，住着一个叫盘谷的人。

混沌之中的生活十分乏味，盘古只能终日躺在那里酣睡。有一天他睁开了眼睛，看到自己所处的环境如此丑陋，心中很是不快。于是他拿斧子用力一挥，把混沌一劈为二。

世界被这一劈发生了巨大的爆炸，能量被释放出来。阳气清濯而上升，变成了天；阴气浑浊而下沉，形成了大地。这就是盘古开天辟地的故事。

在古时候，人们常在新年伊始以燃烧竹筒来纪念天地的诞生。爆竹所产生的青烟代表天，下落的烟灰则是地。

中国新年的第一天以拜年仪式开始。早些时候的习俗是孩子要在父母和祖父母面前磕头，询问他们的健康状况，并献上儿孙们的新年祝福。如今磕头已成旧俗，但拜年这一美好的传统依然保留至今。

正月十五的到来意味着春节即将结束。那一天是元宵节，处处张灯结彩。尽管春节是家庭团圆的节日，但是到了正月十五人们则会纷纷涌上街头。元宵节意味着冬天正式告终，春天重又到来。

元宵节的由来要追溯到汉文帝在农历正月十五平定诸吕之乱。为了庆祝，汉文帝下令，傍晚时分家家户户都要点上各式各样的灯笼。那是一个繁星满天的夜晚，当汉文帝离开王宫和臣民们一起欢庆时，整个都城都被灯笼照亮了，文帝感到十分欣喜，于是下令每年正月十五为灯笼节。到了公元前104年，元宵节正式成为中国的一个重要传统节日。

每年的这个时候，不管是城市还是乡村，到处都会点上五彩缤纷、各式各样的灯笼。很多地方还会组织活动和表演。人们最感兴趣的要算猜灯谜了。在元宵节的前几天，人们就已经开始绞尽脑汁地准备难猜的谜语。然后把那些多多少少让人费点脑筋的谜题写在纸条上，贴在灯笼四周。谁要是解开了谜语，就可以把纸条撕下来，还能得到一份小礼品，有些时候还能获得整个灯笼。

同其他传统节日一样，在这一天也会有好吃的。元宵，在南方也叫汤圆，一种糯米做的球状甜食。地区不同，里面的馅儿也不一样。元宵可以煮着吃、蒸着吃或是炸着吃，馅料可以是糖、芝麻、豆沙、核桃、红枣或是肉馅。

值得一提的是，在中国东北的哈尔滨，一年一度的冰雕节闻名海外。在元宵节前后，那里会举办冰雕展，吸引无数国内外的游客。



Harbin: Ice Sculpture Exhibition
哈尔滨冰雕展

“我想知道今年谁会解开灯谜。”素贞调皮地说。

许仙笑而不语。“当她逗我的时候，真是千娇百媚。”他也盼望看到今晚的灯会，到时候整个湖岸和岛上都会被灯火照亮。

三口之家的生活是多么美好——或是说“四口”，因为素贞最好的朋友小青早已是家庭的一员。素贞永远也不会忘记，自己生孩子的时候小青是如何无微不至地照料。

许仙逃出来的第三天，素贞生下了一个儿子。事实上，素贞事先作了周密的安排，但事情来得太突然，让她无法招架。没有任何预兆，素贞就要临产了，甚至没来得及叫接生婆。这时，多亏小青从药店回来，手里还提着客人为了致谢而送的一篮苹果。

一看到素贞，她就估计是要生了。她快速把素贞领进卧室，把她安置到床上。虽然她从未接生过，但立刻动起手来。不到四个小时，素贞便生下一个健康的男宝宝。

“你现在可以看你的儿子了。当然，还有素贞。母子平安。”

正在这个时候，许仙带着接生婆赶了回来。尽管他看到小青正在自信地打点一切，但还是觉得找个接生婆比较保险。谁也不敢保证会不会有什么意外。

一切都在小青的安排之下，她已经给婴儿洗了澡，其他的东西也收拾停当。素贞无力地躺在床上，但她如释重负地微笑着，用臂弯拢着自己的小宝宝。

“看来，我没必要再呆在这里。”接生婆笑着说。她向全家道了喜，夸奖了一番小青的工作，便转身回家了。

接下来的几个星期，小青里里外外地忙着，着实帮小两口减轻了不少负担。素贞和许仙简直不敢想象没有小青的生活。

药房的日常工作、家庭的幸福以及和小青的友情使得先前痛苦离别和可怕经历的影响慢慢褪去。但是，他们知道，只要法海还在金山寺，生活就不可能像从前那样无忧无虑。

不难想象，法海是多么急于卷土重来。在此期间，素贞又恢复了她全部的法力，法海要发起反攻并非易事。

当小青叩门准备邀他们俩同去看灯会的时候，素贞刚好正把一件红色丝巾披到肩上。这条红丝巾与她乳白色的衣裙还有白皙的皮肤搭配在一起非常漂亮，素贞整个人看起来宛若天仙。

“你太美了！你真应该经常梳这种发式。”小青开心地笑道。平日里，素贞总是将头发高高盘起。今天心情不错，她也随之换了一种发型。

素贞把婴儿裹在温暖的襁褓里。她抱起孩子说：“咱们走吧。我喜欢灯火辉煌，到处都是欢快的人群。”

入夜，西湖水上和湖中的小岛在灯火的辉映下如梦如幻，数不清的灯笼与天边的繁星相接。放眼望去，处处是灯火和人群。小摊上摆着各式各样的玩意儿和甜食，吸引着孩子们。香喷喷的元宵的味道从锅中飘出。素贞喜欢吃元宵，尤其是玫瑰馅的。

很多人都拥簇在“走马灯”旁边。这是一种两层的灯笼。灯笼点燃后，里面的那一层就开始转动，和外面那一层的颜色和图案交相呼应，流光溢彩。

小青手里拿着一个红色的兔形灯笼，看到从湖边走来个货郎正在高声叫卖。小贩兜售各种彩色布料、纸灯笼和其他的便宜货。他看上去像个小丑，身上裹满了彩色的布条，头上戴着奇怪的帽子，他的长胡子看上去也很假，仿佛是粘上去的。当素贞看到他的脸时着实吓了一跳。这个小贩眼神邪恶，甚至凶狠，她似乎在哪里见过，却怎么也想不起来。

令许仙惊讶的是，在那些不值钱的玩意儿中间，竟然有一件由价值不菲的珍珠和宝石镶嵌而成的高贵头冠。货郎冲着许仙狡黠地一笑，“怎么，你不想给你的娘子买一个漂亮的头冠吗？”他的声音听起来很怪，“瞧，这和她那身漂亮的衣裳是不是很相配？”

许仙没有马上出手，货郎便不断地降低价格。许仙实在是太喜欢这头饰了，素贞戴上去肯定会像仙女一般。尽管素贞想阻止他，但犹豫片刻之后，许仙还是买下了它。素贞对这些金银首饰一点儿都不在乎，而且，这个货郎不怀好意的眼神让她浑身不自在。

许仙十分喜欢，想要马上看到素贞戴上头冠的样子。素贞本想推辞，许仙却已经把它戴到了素贞头上。她有一种不祥的预感，这顶头饰有些不对劲。

就在许仙给她戴上凤冠的那一刻，她突然意识到这个装束可笑的傻乎乎的货郎正是假和尚法海乔装所扮。可惜为时已晚，她已经无法取下那个凤冠。它其实就是一只带有法力的金钵，瞬间便紧紧地箍在素贞头上，而且越来越紧。素贞不堪忍受这种疼痛，赶紧把孩子塞到许仙的怀里。

“再见，亲爱的夫君！”瞬间她就从人形变成了一条蛇。凤冠同时也变作一只钵，将白蛇扣在里面。法海用法力控制着这个钵，让白蛇根本无法逃脱。

与此同时，法海已经褪去货郎那套可笑的装扮。他正想前来取钵，突然被两道闪电击倒。人们惊慌中四处逃散，躲将起来。这是小青发出的闪电。她绝不能这么眼睁睁地看着好友被擒。法海刚站起来，小青又冲着他发出两道闪电。但是这次他敏捷地躲开了，他闪到一旁，趁势向小青也发出闪电和火焰。

杭州的百姓们都不会忘记这个元宵节。双方一时打得难分高下。但小青被对方的闪电击中几次之后，渐渐感到自己体力不支。法海最终占了上风。

当他看到青衣娘子已经无力反击的时候，便抓起金钵，消失在慌乱的人群中。

他紧紧地把战利品夹在手臂下。“可被我抓住了，你永远也无法和我作对了。”法海一路狞笑着。

在山顶上的雷峰塔下,他早就准备好了一把铲子。他把金钵放到一边便开始挖地道。当法海挖好地道爬出来的时候，天刚放亮，他把金钵埋到塔下的隐蔽处，用几天前就备好的大石板将入口封住。

假和尚终于达到了他的目的。他索性放弃金山寺，搬到雷峰塔，以便更好地监视白蛇。对那些寺院里的和尚们来说，这未尝不是一种解脱。过了这么多年，他们终于又可以静下心来拜佛和修行了。


The Punishment

Mount Emei, the so-called "Eyebrow Mountain", with its nearly 3100 meters, rises majestically out of the Chengdu plain in the southwest of the central Chinese province of Sichuan. Mount Emei is far higher than all of the five holy mountains of China and has been on the UNESCO List of World Heritage since 1996. 

Thousands of years ago poets of ancient China wrote songs about the beauty of Mount Emei, about its green ridges, its jagged cliffs, its deep canyons, its crystal clear springs, its brooks and waterfalls, and its mysterious clouded peak.

Even today, a unique variety of animals and plants can be found on Mount Emei – amongst them, 29 different kinds of azaleas and a remarkable number of broad-leaved trees. The Tibetan macaques –a kind of monkey that is quite common on Mount Emei, are very familiar with humans and often so bold that the government administration has employed guards to protect the visitors from the brash behavior of these mountain residents.

The "Buddha Rays" are a quite remarkable physical phenomenon that in former times were attributed to divine powers. Appearing primarily on the major peak of Jinding, they result from reflections of sunlight on tiny droplets of water in the air. Looking down from the Jinding peak on a sunny, windless day into the sea of clouds below, the reflections of one's own shadow can be seen in the shape of a ring of light, following one's each and every movement.

Together with Mount Wutai in Shanxi, Mount Putuo inZhejiang, and Mount Jiuhua in Anhui, Mount Emei belongs to the four great Buddhist Mountains of China. More than 300 monks in about 30 temples of Mount Emei preserve the legacy of Bodhisattva Samantabhadra, a descendant of Sakyamuni, the founder of the Buddhist philosophy.

In the first Millennium A.D., Buddhist missionaries who came from India to Mount Emei erected the first Buddhist monastery of China. Many more temples were added during the following centuries so that Mount Emei soon became one of the most important Buddhist sanctuaries in China.

Thirty kilometers west of Mount Emei, at the junction of Minjiang, Dadu, and Qingyi rivers, next to the foot of Mount Lingyun, the world's largest Buddha statue reaches high into the air: the Leshan Buddha.

A long time ago, in the early days of the Tang Dynasty, a monk of the Lingyun Monastery named Hai Tong decided to create a divine statue that was to protect the skippers from the dangerous floods of the Dadu River. A monumental Buddha was to be carved into the rock face above the river. The dimensions of this work of art were so enormous, though, that Hai Tong, after over 90 years of construction, would not live to witness its completion, in spite of the legend proclaiming that he only then laid down to die upon completing his work.

The Leshan Buddha is 28 meters wide and 71 meters high, and from his rock face, he can overlook all three rivers – the Minjiang, the Dadu, and the Qingyi. The statue is a widely visible, awe-inspiring landmark of Mount Emei. It also represents the highest achievement of Buddhist art in China.

Almost five years had passed since Suzhen had been imprisoned beneath the pagoda. In despair, she pined away in the sacrificial bowl and yearned for the happy times with her family and her friends. She knew that her friendXiao Qing would leave nothing undone in order to liberate her from this prison. By means of telepathy, Suzhen had already succeeded several times in contacting her friend so that she was informed about her plans. 

After the disastrous defeat on the evening of the Lantern Festival, Qing first tried to comfort Xian, who was completely stunned and deeply distraught. During the same night, she made the decision to rescue Suzhen – no matter what the cost. 

She knew that neither her power nor her experience in martial techniques would be enough to release her friend from the dungeon below the Leifeng Pagoda. To put her plan into practice, she had to find a way to gain a substantial amount of power and experience. In those days, the most famous and demanding school for power training and combat technique was located in the monasteries of Mount Emei. Xiao Qing was ready to take this long path full of privations. On the next morning, she took her leave of Xian and his son. "Now, I must leave you for a long period of time. I am unfortunately not allowed to tell you my destination, and I do not yet even know how long I will stay away. But I promise you, I will return. Please believe me, I do this only for Suzhen."

As Bai Suzhen once had journeyed to Kunlun Mountains, Xiao Qing, now too, set herself upon a cloud and ordered it to carry her to Mount Emei. Almost five years would pass by until the green lady would once again see her beloved West Lake and her friends.

In those days, it was very unusual that women were allowed to enter a monastery. Nonetheless, the brothers of Mount Emei gave her a warm welcome, but made it clear that many days of abstinence and penance, as well as difficult examinations would lie before her. Through five years of hard labor, ascetic life, and ambitious training in all kinds of combat techniques she would become a master of all disciplines.

Qing was a true model student. No exercise was difficult enough for her, and no work too hard. Especially in the combat techniques, she was very adroit and surprised her teachers, again and again, with ingenious ideas.

Barely five years had passed, when the abbot told her that there was nothing further which could be taught to her in his monastery. In all disciplines, she was highly superior to her teachers. "I wish that you could stay and support us!" The abbot smiled. "But I think I know that you have a very important mission to fulfill. Good luck, Xiao Qing. We will all miss you here very much."

Deeply moved, and with a box of presents from the brothers, the green lady, on the same day, sat down on a cloud and started her journey home. 

Xian was overjoyed as his friend opened the pharmacy's door in the early morning. He laid the recipe aside with which he had just been occupied.

"I knew that you wouldn't forget us! How wonderful to have you back home!" Not until the door opened and customer entered did he release her hands, which he had been holding so tightly up until this moment. He gave the medicine to the customer, said goodbye and closed the pharmacy's door behind her. "That's it for today. You have to tell me what happened to you. And then I will bring you to the lad. During the day, a nursemaid cares for him."

But Qing did not want to lose any time. "No, Xian. I have already waited too long for this day. I will go to the Leifeng Pagoda within the hour. You may accompany me for a while, but you have to promise me to wait in a safe distance. I won't let you risk anything."

Xian got his son and, together with Qing, they started off to the pagoda, where the boy's mother had been kept a prisoner for almost five years. About an hour before they reached the mountain peak, the green lady turned around and said goodbye to her companions. "Up to here, and not a step further! Under no circumstances are you allowed to follow me, no matter what happens. From here, you can watch the pagoda quite well."

Arriving on the mountain top, she immediately began to search for theentry to the crypt in which Fa Hai had hidden the sacrificial bowl imprisoning the white snake.

"I knew you would come one day. It was only a question of time." Xiao Qing twitched in surprise. An evil glitter flashed in the eyes of the fake monk. "I will destroy you. Never again you will dare to disturb me in this sacred place." He threw a hefty flash of lightning towards the green lady. She, however, adroitly jumped aside.

"How can you dare take the word 'sacred' into your mouth?" Enraged, the green lady responded to this atrocity with a volley of lightning accompanied by storms, flood waves, and a dense cloud of biting smoke.

Completely surprised by the power of this counter attack, Fa Hai at first quickly retreated behind an outcropping of rock where he thought to find safety. 



On the next morning, the battle was still well under way, and for the past hours, the inhabitants of Hangzhou were in a flurry of excitement. Many sensed that the events taking place up at the Leifeng Pagoda were far be-yond their imagination.

Qing's counter attacks brought Fa Hai more and more in severe difficulties, but even after three full days, an outcome was not in sight.

The noise and fire caused by the battle had become so unbearable that it woke up the Buddha in heaven, making him take a closer look at what was happening on earth. Above the West Lake, at the Leifeng Pagoda, he saw blinding flashes of lightning and ascending wads of smoke.

Deeply disgusted, the Buddha saw the stolen insignia, of mantle and wand, this in turn, leading him to notice that the sacrificial bowl was miss-ing as well. It, too, must have been down there, even though he could not see it. He instantly ordered his property to fly back to him in heaven. The mantle and wand at once soared up into the sky. The sacrificial bowl, however, was beneath the pagoda. The Buddha's command was such that the sacrificial bowl was empowered with such force that the Leifeng Pagoda collapsed. The sacrificial bowl itself shattered and fell to the ground.

Through the loss of the divine regalia, Fa Hai had become almost completely powerless. With the remains of his magical abilities, he lifted himself up into the heavens to apologize to the Buddha for his deception and to ask for forgiveness and support. At the same moment, the Buddha saw the white snake making its escape from the demolished sacrificial bowl, turning into a beautiful woman at the bat of an eye. Realization dawning, he suddenly perceived the entire scope of evil doings for which Fa Hai was responsible. The Buddha, seized with such unbounded fury and disgust of the fake monk, dealt him such a heavy blow that he immediately turned into a ridiculous little crab, flying down with a plop into the West Lake.

After all the years in prison, Suzhen at first felt quite unsure on her feet. Xiao Qing ran towards her friend and embraced her tightly. "Suzhen! How wonderful! We have all missed you so much. It's over now. From now on, the wretch will only fight against the fishes. Come, Xian and your child are already waiting for you."

Arm in arm, the two friends walked down the stairs that had led to the Leifeng Pagoda.

Time stood still for a piece of eternity while Bai Suzhen and Xu Xian held each other in their arms. "You will never have to leave me, my love!"

After a few quiet days in complete privacy, Suzhen and Xian reopened their pharmacy. Together with their son and their heroic friend Xiao Qing, they lived a long life in peace and happiness on the West Lake.

The citizens of Hangzhou were so touched by Bai Suzhen's destiny that they retold the story of her life in the form of artful woodcarvings placed in the completely rebuilt Leifeng Pagoda. 



The boundaries between fantasy and reality are fluid. The West Lake and the white snake build a unity in which the beauty of the landscape merges with human imagination. The true magic of the West Lake and its people can only be fully experienced by knowing about the secret of the white snake.


惩罚

在中国中部省份四川省境内的成都平原西南部，神圣地矗立着一座峨眉山。它的最高峰近3100米，比中国五岳名山都要高很多。1996年，峨眉山被联合国教科文组织列入世界自然与文化遗产名录。



Mount Emei
峨眉山

千百年来，中国历代文人骚客们就歌颂峨眉山的壮美，她有着郁郁葱葱的山脊，险峻的悬崖峭壁，深邃的峡谷，清澈的泉水、小溪和瀑布，还有云雾笼罩的、神秘莫测的山峰。

时至今日峨眉山上还生长着许多珍贵的动植物，其中有二十九种杜鹃花和大量的阔叶树木。山上有很多藏猕猴，它们不仅不怕人，甚至非常大胆，后来政府不得不派出专门的人员来保护游客免受这些猴子的侵犯。

“佛光”是一种令人称奇的物理现象，过去被人们认为是一种神力。“佛光”主要出现在峨眉山金顶，由于太阳光在云雾中发生反射，会形成神话般的景致。若是天气晴朗，又无风作祟，从金顶朝脚下的云海望去，可以看到自己在云海表面的倒影，无论做什么动作，都会有一个彩色的光环围绕。

峨嵋和山西的五台、浙江的普陀和安徽的九华山一起，并称中国四大佛教名山。在山中大约三十座寺庙里共生活着三百多位和尚，他们是佛教创始人释迦牟尼的侍从普贤菩萨的信徒。

早在公元1世纪，首批到中国传教的印度僧人便在峨眉山上建立了中国第一座佛教寺院。接下来的几百年间，又兴建了更多的佛院，这样峨眉山便成了中国最著名的佛教圣地之一。

在距峨眉山以西三十公里的凌云山，也就是岷江、大渡河和青衣江三江汇合的地方，建有世界上最大的佛像——乐山大佛。

很久以前的唐朝初年，凌云寺的海通和尚决定在险恶的大渡河上建一座神像，以佑护过往的船只。直接在江面上的岩壁上雕刻一座雄伟的佛像自然最好不过，但是工程巨大，前前后后用去了九十年，海通在佛像建成前就死了——不过也有传说讲，他是在佛像建成后才去世的。

乐山大佛71米高，28米宽，矗立在岩壁上，俯视着岷江、大渡河、青衣江三条江水。这座大佛宏伟壮观，是峨眉山威严的象征，也代表了中国佛教艺术的最高成就。



Leshan Buddha
乐山大佛

白素贞被镇在雷峰塔下已近五个年头。绝望的她在金钵里愈发憔悴，渴望着回到当年和亲朋好友在一起的幸福时光。她深知，小青一定会尽全力来救自己。冥冥之中她已经有几次感应到小青，知道了她的计划。

元宵节那晚的惨败之后，小青先是去安慰心灰意冷的许仙。当晚，她也暗下决心，无论代价如何也要把素贞解救出来。

可是她也清楚，无论是她个人的法力还是经验都不足以从雷峰塔下的地牢中救出她的朋友，若想实现自己的计划，她必须找到增加法力和经验的办法。当时最著名的练功习武之地便是峨眉山的寺庙，小青早已做好跋山涉水的准备。次日清晨，她向许仙父子道别：“我得很久以后才能回来。我现在不能告诉你我究竟要去哪里，我也不知道什么时候才能返回。但我保证，我一定会回来。请相信我，这一切都是为了素贞。”

于是，就像白素贞去昆仑山那样，小青也唤出一朵白云，飞向峨眉山。这一去就是五年。

当时的寺院几乎不收女徒。虽然峨眉山很愿意收下小青，但也有言在先，她要经受长时间的艰苦修炼，通过种种严峻的考验才能留下。小青必须在五年的时间里闭门修行、勤学苦练，掌握所有门类的功夫。

小青是个非常勤奋的学徒。什么训练都难不倒她，什么苦她都愿意吃，她在武功方面的悟性时时让师傅惊讶不已。

不到五年，寺院的住持便告诉她，她已经把能在这里学到的技艺都掌握了，而且每个方面都大大超过了她的师傅们。“我非常希望你能留下来光大寺门，”住持笑道，“但我也知道你还有艰巨的任务要完成。祝你好运，小青，我们都会非常想念你的。”

带着一包师兄弟们送的礼物，小青依依不舍地告别寺庙，乘云飞回家。

清晨许仙打开药店的大门，抬眼看到小青，不禁喜出望外。他立刻放下手中的活计。

“我就知道你不会忘记我们！你能回来真好！”他紧紧握住小青的手，直到有顾客进来才松开。他把药递给顾客，待她一出门旋即将门关上。“今天药店的生意就到这里吧。你快告诉我，到底发生了什么事情。一会儿我带你去看儿子，他白天都在保姆那里。”

小青一刻也不想耽误。“不行，许仙！我等这一天已经太久了，我要马上动身去雷峰塔。你可以送我一程，但你得保证离塔远些，确保安全，我可不想你们为此冒险。”

许仙接回孩子，便和小青一道前去雷峰塔，素贞已在那里关了五年。约莫半个时辰，他们来到山顶，小青转身与许仙和孩子道别：“就到这里吧，你们不要再往前走了，无论发生什么事情，你们都不要跟着我。在这里，你们就可以看到雷峰塔的情形了。”

及至山顶，她立刻开始找寻通往法海用金钵镇住素贞的地方。

“我就料到你总有一天会来，不过是时间早晚的问题罢了。”小青闻言一惊，发现那个假和尚突然冒了出来，眼露凶光。“我要降伏你。看你还有没有胆量再来这个圣地打扰我。”他向小青发出一道闪电，但被她灵巧地躲过。

“凭你也配说‘圣地’二字！”小青愤怒地向这个无耻的怪物击出一掌，掌中挟有狂风暴雨和乌云闪电。

法海哪里见过这般攻势，为了保命快速躲闪到岩石后面。不一会儿，他又跳出来向小青发起反攻，可是与以往不同，小青的反击能力如此之强，他的闪电完全不起作用。

鏖战一直持续到次日清晨，整个杭州城的百姓都在激动不安地观战。许多人感到，雷峰塔上的这番打斗绝非人们所能想象。

面对小青的进攻，法海渐渐难以招架，但打斗了三天，仍然没有分出胜负。

打斗的声响和火焰惊动了天上的佛祖，他睁开眼睛向凡界下望，想知道究竟发生了什么事情。在西湖边的雷峰塔处他看到了强烈的闪电和滚滚的浓烟。

佛祖这才看到自己的圣物——袈裟和禅杖被盗，不禁大怒。他又发现金钵也不见了踪影，如果不在天上，那一定也是在人间。于是他立刻召唤这些圣物回到身边。袈裟和禅杖马上回到了天上。那只金钵本还埋在雷峰塔下，佛祖召唤的力量实在太大，雷峰塔随之倒塌，钵也破碎了，散落在地上。

没了法宝，法海也失去了法力，他借着最后一点儿气力飞到天上，跪在佛祖面前请求饶恕和帮助。与此同时，佛祖看到一条白蛇从金钵里爬出来，瞬间变成了一位美丽的妇人，他立刻明白了这一切都是法海作恶。佛祖对这个假和尚顿生憎恶，重重一击，把法海变成了一只可笑的小螃蟹，从桥上“扑通”一声跌进了西湖水中。

素贞被压在塔下的时间太久了，一时都还站立不稳。小青跑向素贞，将她紧紧地拥在怀里。“素贞，太好啦！你让我们想得好苦！这一切终于结束了，那个坏蛋从现在起就只能跟鱼儿们打斗了。一起走吧，许仙和孩子正等着你呢。”

手挽着手，两个好朋友沿着雷峰塔下的石阶走下来。

白素贞和许仙久久地相拥在一起。“你再也不会离开我了，亲爱的。”

静静地休整了几日后，素贞和许仙的药店又重新开张了。有儿子和挚友小青相伴，他们在西子湖畔平静而幸福地生活着。

白素贞的故事深深地打动了杭州的百姓。他们在重修雷峰塔时不忘绘制一些关于她的壁画。白蛇传奇在中国家喻户晓，无论是在戏剧、歌剧还是电影里，白娘子的命运总能牵动人心。

幻想与现实水乳交融。在西湖风光和白娘子故事的完美结合下，秀美景致和人类想象浑然一体。唯有知晓了白蛇的秘密，方能真正读懂西湖美景和生活在那里的人们。



Lakeside Tranquility
静寂的湖面


Afterword

"Is it not a pleasure to meet with friends from afar?" With these famous words of the great Confucius, I would like to pay tribute to the many supporters of this book, without whose exertions and great confidence its publication and success would not have been possible. My thanks go to the Confucius Institute Düsseldorf and especially to its Director, Ms. Deng Xiaojing. This bilingual version is a result of her appreciation for the literary work, as well as assistance in making contact with and facilitating co-operation with Foreign Language Teaching and Research Press, whom I would also like to thank for their faith and commitment.

The world of Chinese sagas and legends seen through the eyes of a German author – could it not serve as an inspiration and motivation for readers of all cultural backgrounds to improve their listening skills and to approach one another with more interest? This English-Chinese version is meant to open the window to let the aura and spirit of both worlds meet and mingle. 

This is my sincere wish.

Helmut Matt

Herbolzheim, 22 September, 2009


后记

“有朋自远方来，不亦乐乎！”我想借用孔子的这句名言，向在本书出版过程中给予我鼎力支持和充分信心的所有朋友们致谢。我要特别感谢德国杜塞尔多夫孔子学院以及时任该院中方院长的邓晓菁女士。若无她的慧眼识珠和大力支持，便不会有这个双语版本的诞生。她还积极促成了我与中国著名的出版机构——外研社的合作，出于后者的信任及其工作人员的全情投入，本书才得以顺利面世，在此一并表示衷心的谢意。

透过一个德国人的视角去窥探中国的传说和神话天地——对于来自不同文化圈的读者来说，这何尝不是一种激发彼此去用心倾听、换位思考的灵感与动力？眼前这本英汉对照的小册子将为您打开一扇窗，让两个世界的馨香和情感能够顺畅流通并充分交融。

这，便是我写作此书的心愿。

赫尔穆特·马特

2009年9月22日于赫伯兹海姆
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