The Fountain of Youth

Once upon a time, there lived an old man named Yong with his old wife, Oak. They were poor, but honest good
people. One thing they wished, though, was to have children to bear their names. Early one morning, Yong went to
the mountain to gather firewood. After working for a few hours, he rested under a chestnut tree. A beautiful little
mountain bird came along, perched on a branch and started to sing. It was so enchanting that when it flitted away,
he felt he had to follow the little bird. It flew from one tree to another, and he followed the bird as though he were
spellbound. After some time, Yong found himself by a secluded, misty fountain. Unsure of where he was, he looked
around to see where the bird had gone. It was nowhere to be seen. Overcome by thirst and tiredness, he dipped his
hands in the fountain. The water was surprisingly cool. He took a little drink of the refreshing water and soon fell
asleep. When Yong awoke a few hours later, the sun was already high in the sky. He took special note of how to
find the fountain again, and then he hurried down the mountain. When he arrived at home, he opened the gate to
find his wife, Oak waiting for him. “I’m sorry I’ve come home so late,” he said. “Excuse me, do I know you?” said his
wife. Yong replied, "Do you know me? What are you talking about? It is me, your husband.
Don’t you know me?” “What?" Oak said. " My husband is an old man, not a handsome young man like you. But,
wait...you do look like my husband when he was young.” When Yong heard this, he went to look at himself in the
mirror. He couldn’t believe his eyes! In the mirror, there WAS a young man. He touched his face and there were no
wrinkles. He felt his arms and they were as hard as rocks. He also remembered how light the firewood he carried
felt in his wooden backpack and how easily he could climb down that steep mountain trail. Yong said, “It’s the
water! The water in the fountain! That must be it!” “You are puzzling me. What are you talking about?” said Oak. He
told his wife what had happened. She listened, half doubting what he was saying. He reminded her so much of how
he looked as a young man that she couldn’t help but follow him when he said with an urgent voice, “You must come
to the fountain with me.” Climbing the mountain and walking through thorny bushes made her thirsty, but this young
man kept climbing up and up, waiting every now and then for his old wife to catch up. Finally they arrived at the
misty fountain and right away she drank a little water. All of a sudden, she felt very strange and weak. Oak
collapsed. Yong ran up to her, and a beautiful young woman opened her eyes. “You are as beautiful as you were
when I married you thirty years ago.” said Yong. Rejoicing, they quickly climbed back down the mountain. Their
neighbor, a selfish rich old man saw the happy rejuvenated young couple. Hearing from them what had happened,
he demanded that they take him to the fountain immediately. Although they were exhausted, they reluctantly
showed him the way to the fountain. The greedy neighbor jumped into the water, bathed in it, and started to gulp it
down. Yong and Oak just shook their heads and waited. Now, can you guess what happened? Yes, their old
neighbor got younger all right, but he got so young that he became a baby again- he was helpless. Yong and Oak
scooped up the flailing baby from the water, came down the mountain, and adopted him as their son. The little baby
grew up to be a nice young man who respected and loved his parents very much. This adopted son, likewise,
raised his own children to be modest, respectful and kind, and continued to be grateful to his parents for their
upbringing not only of him, but also of his children.
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