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- The children were all very pleased with what the wise
Hou Peng had shown them, but one of the children had more
questions of the ancient sage. “I have more questions, oh wise one.”
said the young girl Hua Tong, the best friend of Jun Ming. “It is early,

small ones,” chirped the wise Peng, “So, we have time
for more questions and many more answers.”

“Tell me, Grandfather,” chimed the young girl. (Note

that all of the oldest in the villages were called

grandfather or grandmother by those younger, as a J
showing of great respect for all they have learned in their ‘-
many years.) “You have told us of the wonderful green and gold
dragonfly, but we have red and blue, dragonflies also. Why are there
so many different colors?” “Ah!”, said the sage, “ Your question is an
excellent one, but the answer is complicated, as each color of the
sacred dragons has a separate but important meaning.” (In parts of
China, it was believed that dragonflies were the souls of dragons.)

The wise old man took the children down the stone path to a new pond
that was covered in a blanket of fine misty fog with a line of stones
poking through it, making it look like stepping stones over clouds. “Now
each of you find a dry stone to sit on, for this will take some time and a
good eye.” The wise Peng told the anxious children to

watch the fog carefully, as something special might

come out of the mist. The children laughed as a tiny

frog played hopscotch, jumped from rock to rock,

slipped off the last rock, and disappeared into the mist.

But the most fascinating sight was yet to come. While they waited, one
of the older boys, Haui Nanhai, became impatient and wanted to leave,
but the others convinced him to stay. As they watched the foggy mist,
they saw some movement near the center of the pond. Suddenly
appearing was a beautiful red dragonfly.
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“Ah!” the old sage said again, “ The red one is'
asked what he meant, and the wise grandfath
dragonfly had great meaning, as it represented je
achieved when winter is gone and summer retur
just ended, the meaning was well understood by t!
wait now, young saplings, for another color might'a
said to the children.

As they waited, the impatient Haui asked the others
rather be playing Cuju? ( A game similar to soccer.) Thi
the lad to be patient and respect the wishes of his frier
to learn more. As the unhappy Haui sat back down, a
disturbance in the mist offered a new colored dragon.
A beautiful blue dragonfly, much bigger than others
they have seen, popped out of the fog.

“My young learners,” he said, “ We have been gifted by the ag
», of a Mei Miao Lan, th
~ special and wonderful
_ dragonflies. This grea

dangerous times. It can find a path to safety
for those in trouble. The great blue dragon'
flew high into the sky, dragging the fog with him creating a trail
that sparkled like gold when the sun shined through it. As it
headed upward leading this path of gold, the great sage told the
children that it is said if a blue dragon is followed by a golden trail, it'is
searching for someone in trouble, and they will require help. While the
children watched the giant blue dragon fade into the morning sky, they
told grandfather Peng they wished to hear more legends.

and protection
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%this, the doubting Haui said he saw no one in

trouble and heard enough of these ancient tales, so he
was leaving to play Cuju. “Let him go”, whispered the

wise Peng, “He has much to learn, for learning without
thought is a waste of time; thought without learning is
dangerous, so he must balance out things for himself.”

As the children watched the blue dragon disappear in the
sky, and the golden trail being blown away by the morning
breeze, the old sage gathered the children for the walk
back to the village.

Unknown to them, a small earthquake on Kwen Lun
mountain had caused a slow build-up of rocks and dirt near the village
over the trail at the Cuju field. When young Haui reached the field, he
found a Cuju Qiu, which was a leather ball stuffed with feathers. He
gave it a hard kick toward the goal net, and it went over the net and hit
the dam of rocks and dirt. The pile of rubble came flying down, hitting
the Cuju net and pinning young Haui under it, allowing for a small
opening where the light was coming through. The lad called for help,
but there was no one to hear it, and the opening to the light was too
small to climb out of, plus the rocks were slowly sliding in to close it.
Haui said to himself that if he would have only stayed with the other
children, he would not be in such great
danger. As his tears built up, he made a
promise that he would not show
disrespect to grandfather Peng ever
again. Just then, a most amazing thing happened.

Through the small opening, a beautiful blue dragonfly whizzed in. It
paused in front of the lad for a moment as though it was looking him in
the eye, then buzzed off. Young Haui felt a strange feeling of hope as

the beautiful blue dragon flew off, but he did not know why.
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A short time later, as the evening mist was arriving, the boy
heard a noise sounding like the rocks were moving to close him in. He
feared this was the end and started to cry. He was right, but the rocks
were moving because many villagers were digging them out of the way.
As the brave villagers pulled him out, he was asking how they found
him, when the learned Shou Peng appeared. The wise old man told the
lad that as they had sat down for supper, a great blue dragonfly flew in
a window, and flew in and out of the window until Peng recognized
that it wanted to be followed. The beautiful blue flyer took the
villagers directly to the landslide and young Haui. When the lad heard
that, he told the villagers that the blue dragon had found him earlier,
looked at him, and
then flew out the
narrow opening in the
8 rock pile. The ancient
and wise Shou Peng
smiled as young Houi
looked him in the eye
and bowed out of
respect and humility.
“To learn is
sometimes done in
the hardest of ways,
but that is the
strongest form of learning,” said the ancient Show Peng. At this
everyone saw the great blue dragonfly zoom away, followed by a
golden trail of evening mist sparkling in the setting sun, and a smile
came to the wise Peng as a feeling of goodness came upon everyone.

From that fine day, over two thousand years ago, to this very day, the
blue dragonfly is revered in villages all over central China where
children consider themselves very lucky if they catch a glimpse of the

“Blue Dragon”. < .
~vx.$‘:?
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. Dragonflies were some of the first winged insects to evolve, some 300

million years ago. Modern dragonflies have wingspans of only two to five
inches, but fossil dragonflies have been found with wingspans of up to
two feet.

. There are more than 450 known species of dragonflies in the United

States.

. Dragonflies are expert fliers. Flying nearly 40 MPH. They can fly straight

up and down, hover like a helicopter and only eat prey they catch while
flying, catching them with their feet.

. Dragonflies are great control over the mosquito population. A single

dragonfly can eat 30 to hundreds of mosquitoes per day, and the nymphs
eat mosquito larvae.

. Some dragonflies migrate thousands of miles, while others stay in one

area.

. Most of a dragonfly’s life is spent as an underwater nymph for two to six

years.

. In China, they represent harmony, good luck, and prosperity. This might

relate to the belief that the dragonfly is the soul of a dragon. If a dragonfly
lands on you, it is very good luck.

R

The end

Photos and illustrations by the author or from the Public Domain
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Now, let it be known that the dragonfly
is a very special creature to the Chinese.
It symbolizes the search to understand
the deep meanings of life and death.

Based on an ancient Chinese folktale

ByMickZerr©2021‘ T B;&E

W ey two thousand years ago, in the ancient province of

Shaanxi, in the deepest heart of China, the oldest and wisest
Shéngrén (sage), in all the villages was named Shou Peng. -

As it is an ancient tradition in Chinese villages, the oldest folk in the
village are sought after by children in hopes they can obtain some of
the great knowledge the elders have accumulated over the many
years. So it was in Shaanxi, with dozens of eager children swarming
near the respected Shou Peng like bees around the sweetest flower.

Each morning, the wise one would take the children to a beautiful
hillside pond below Kw’'en Lun Mountain and share bits of wisdom
with the eager cherubs. Upon learning bits of wisdom, children
would experience a feeling of goodness.

On an especially bright morning, the sun was shining into the pond
creating great shimmers of dancing light. While the ten children from
the village squealed with pleasure at nature’s show, groups of the
most colorful Qingting, (dragonflies) the children had ever seen
appeared as if by magic. b
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With the arrival of the colorful fliers atop the shimmering waters, the
wise Shou Peng sat the children along the edge of the pond. As was
done each morning, Shou asked the children what they would like to
learn about this fine day. All the children’s hands went up like freshly lit

skyrockets, except for one whose name was Jun Ming. X
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% wise Shou asked him why he had no question on such

a beautiful morning. The lad, standing in respect, said, “Most wise
and envied Shou Peng, | did not raise my hand in question so others
would have more of a chance to be called upon by your greatness.”

Upon hearing this, the wise Shou said, “It is often the question not
asked that is most deserving of consideration, and if the question is
not asked as a matter of Ren (kindness to others), it becomes truly
a question worthy of the wisest of answers.”
As the great sage was telling the children this,
a most wonderful thing happened.

ren

Ren: Treat others like a brother; be Rind to everyone.
Suddenly, one of the girls in the group squealed in delight as the
group of children gasped in unison with their eyes as open as a
Morning Glory flower in the first rays of the day. The wise Shou’s
face turned into a giant, pleased grin, but Jun Ming was confused
since he saw nothing unusual, but he did feel a strange vibration on
the top of his head. As he moved his head back, he saw, flying off
his head the most beautiful green and gold dragonfly ever witnessed
by any of the children.

The wise Shou told the children that the dragonfly has selected the
child to ask today’s question, and the question will be about the
dragonfly, even though the asker would not know this. As was often
the case, the children did not, at first, understand what the old man
was saying, but as they had discovered many times, they would
soon find out.




image5.jpeg
All the children turned toward the boy the dragonfly had selected.
Ming's eyes were wide with excitement, as he had carefully thought
of the question he was about to ask the wisest of all the villagers.

“Ask your question, young Ming,” said the ancient Shou. Jun Ming’s
question was one often heard by the wise Shou in his many years of
sitting with children in the cool mornings of central China. “Oh wise
and generous Shou, | hope in the hundred years you have been
living that you have come upon the answer to this question of
questions; Why is it that when a one dies, no matter what he
promises to his loved ones, he does not come back from the glorious

afterlife‘:to tell of its wonders?” -
¥
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. /,4// twenty eyes looked hopefully at the great sage, who now

was nodding his smiling face as he said, “Children, indeed a wise
question, and worthy of the wisest of answers, but | do not have the
answer,” said the old Sage. The children’s faces turned sad, for how
could the wisest of wises not have the answer?

“The answer lies with the dragonfly,” said Shou Peng. All eyes turned
toward the pond where the beautiful green and gold dragonfly was
flying slow circles just above the sparkling waters. “He knew what
young Ming’s question would be,” indicated the old man. “Indeed he
knew, for he has the answer.”

“Please tell us great sage,” chanted the children. “Look into the pond,
young butterflies,” said the wise Shou. He often called the children
young butterflies, as they were new
to the world and frolicked in the
meadows like young butterflies.
“What do you see in the water
under the dancing dragonflies?”
“Ugh!” the children said in unison.
“What are those nasty-looking
creatures swimming around deep in
the water?”

2%





image6.jpeg
The wise Shou replied, “Those, my young learners, are dragonfly
nymphs. For dragonflies spend the first part of their lives underwater
as unattractive nymphs.” The old man went on to tell the children that
the many dragonfly nymphs often wonder what is above them, as the
cloudy surface of the water cannot be broken through by the little
creatures, no matter how hard they tried.

Every so often, one of them begins to change and pushes through the
surface, never to be seen again. It is said that It is a dragonfly nymph
tradition, that they select the nymph who had practiced the most Ren,
(kindness and brotherhood to all others), as that nymph was usually
the most colorful with great hues of gold and green, to return to them
after he had gone through the surface. The nymphs hoped he could
tell them about the wonders of the next world.
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@%@z this kindest and most attractive of nymphs broke

through, he became a creature of great beauty and could fly more
gracefully than any on all of the earth, but lo, there was no way he
could go back into the water to tell his friends what the next world is
like. They will just have to be patient, practice Ren, and wait their turn.
“So”, said the wise Shou Peng, “when you see dragonflies circling
over a pond, you will know they are not just catching mosquitoes, they
are also thinking about their friends below the
surface.” The great sage continued, “Now you
know the reason the beautiful dragonfly
selected young Ming, for it knew what his
question was, and wanted us to know why we
also cannot come back to tell our loved ones
about the next world.”

The children all nodded in appreciation for this
great knowledge shared with them by the oldest
and wisest sage, Shou Peng. At this, the
beautiful dragonfly appeared out of the morning
mist, circling as though it was deciding where to
land. Slowly and gracefully it landed on the old
man’s shoulder and everyone grinned as a feeling of goodness came
upon them. T





