



The Black Demon and the Daughter of the Sun

Once upon a time, long, long ago, there was a city far away among the mountains where darkness never lifted. Its people had never seen the light of day.
High in those distant mountains lived a Black Demon with enormous hands. He loved nothing and no one, and was an enemy to every living creature. And as if that weren’t enough, he kept the Sun entirely to himself. 
Every morning, just as the Sun began to rise, the Black Demon spread his enormous black hands over the city, shutting out its light. Beneath those great hands, the city lay in deep, unbroken darkness, so thick that not a single ray of sunlight could find its way through. The people had long since forgotten the Sun. They lived and worked by moonlight, never knowing the brightness of day.Year after year after year, the Black Demon did the same thing, never allowing Lady Sun to shine on the mountains or the city. The land lay cold and frozen, and the winds that swept down from the mountains brought nothing but frost and bitter chill. Not a single green shoot could be seen. Snow and ice covered everything, and the birds had long since flown away. There were no trees left for them to nest in. In time, the people forgot the birds as well.
In that dark city, whenever a baby girl was born, the news spread quickly, and everyone went to see her. It was the custom for the neighbours to gather at the parents’ house and offer their congratulations, though no one remembered how the custom had begun.
Only a handful of the oldest men and women knew. Their parents and grandparents had told them that one day a girl would be born in the city who could shatter the Black Demon’s glass of life and set both the Sun and the people free. But as the years passed, the reason for celebrating the birth of every girl faded from memory.
Then, one moonlit night, a daughter was born to a poor couple who had long dreamed of having a child. She was a beautiful baby, with hair as golden as the Sun and eyes as black as night. Word of the golden-haired girl passed from mouth to mouth until the whole city had heard.
Women and girls crowded into the couple’s little house to see the baby, while men and children gathered outside in the alley, hoping to catch a glimpse of her. The women and girls gazed at her in wonder. There was a strange light in her eyes, unlike anything they had ever seen in a newborn child. “Look at her eyes,” they whispered. “See how they shine!”
An old woman came into the house, leaning heavily on a tall walking stick. She approached the golden-haired baby and walked several times around her cradle, murmuring prayers and charms. Then she announced, “This child is the Daughter of the Sun. The Daughter of the Sun!”
“The Daughter of the Sun?” everyone cried, looking at one another in amazement.
“Yes,” said the old woman. “The Daughter of the Sun. My grandmother told me her story, just as her grandmother told it to her. She used to say that only the Daughter of the Sun could break the Black Demon’s glass of life and set the Sun free.”
Everyone began speaking at once. “Who is the Sun? What is the Sun? Who is the Black Demon? Where is the Sun?”
So the old woman told them the tale that had been handed down from grandmother to granddaughter. She explained that the Black Demon kept the Sun from shining on their city, and that was why they had never seen it. The Sun lived high in the sky, she said, and without the Black Demon its light would shine on everything. When she had told them all she knew, she went away.
After she left, the women too made their way home, whispering among themselves, until only the girls remained. They joined hands and danced around the cradle, singing:
The Daughter of the Sun is here,
All bright and beautiful, she is here.
Her chains are strung with pearls so fine,
Her cradle gleams with golden shine.
Today she comes to us to stay,
Our smiling guest, our joy today.
Our city fills with shining light,
Our homes with warmth and love tonight.
A gift from heaven, come to be
The one who sets us from darkness free.
All night long, the girls danced around the cradle and sang. The poor couple’s little house was filled with happiness, for they could see how dearly everyone loved their daughter.
From then on, wherever you went, people were talking about the Daughter of the Sun—about her golden hair, her extraordinary eyes, and how one day she would break the Black Demon’s glass of life.
The people began calling the golden-haired girl’s mother Nana Sun. Whenever they met her, they asked after her daughter, and Nana Sun would smile and say, “She’s well. She’s growing bigger every day.”
Wherever mothers gathered, they spoke of the Daughter of the Sun and the Black Demon, of the little girl who was destined to shatter the demon’s glass of life. Before going out to play, the girls of the city would stop at Nana Sun’s house to sing to the golden-haired child.
And when Nana Sun rocked her daughter to sleep, she told her about Lady Sun: about her warmth and kindness, and about the cruelty of the Black Demon. Nana Sun had heard the tale from the old woman, and she told it again and again until the Daughter of the Sun drifted off into the sweetest dreams.


The Daughter of the Sun dreamed of flowers—flowers as golden as her hair. She dreamed of green fields, soft and tender, and of light, so dazzling and brilliant that it hurt her eyes. But she had no idea what these wonderful things were. Even when she described them to Nana Sun, her mother could not explain.
For years Nana Sun went on telling her stories, while little by little the Daughter of the Sun grew taller and older. Sometimes she would ask, “What is the Sun, Mother? Where is it? What colour is it? And why does everyone call me the Daughter of the Sun?”
But Nana Sun had never seen the Sun either. She did not know what it looked like or what colour it was. All she knew was that the Black Demon would not let anyone see it. How she longed to see it for herself, to discover whether it was as beautiful as her daughter! Yet she loved her child so dearly that more than anything she wanted to keep her close, to watch her grow and have her help with the work at home…
As the Daughter of the Sun grew older, her mother told her fewer and fewer stories. By the time she was old enough to go into the streets and play with the other girls, Nana Sun had stopped telling them altogether.
Wherever the Daughter of the Sun went, she noticed an old woman following her. The woman seemed to be everywhere, watching her, never taking her eyes off her. The girl did not know who she was or what she wanted. Perhaps the woman meant to hurt her. Whenever she came too close, the Daughter of the Sun hurried back to the other girls, keeping well out of her way.
One night, when the moon was full—just as it had been on the night she was born—the old woman found the Daughter of the Sun alone. The girl had wandered away from her friends and was making her way home, unaware that the woman was behind her. Suddenly she heard a voice.
“Daughter of the Sun! Daughter of the Sun! Wait!”
She was so frightened that she wanted to run, but her legs would not obey her. The old woman was coming closer, carrying a lantern.
The girl shrank against a wall. Then, in the soft glow of the lantern, she saw the woman’s kindly face, made gentler still by the moonlight. She looked into her eyes, so full of kindness and secrets, and all at once her fear began to fade.
The old woman came up to her, took her in her arms, and began to talk. The longer they spoke, the more the Daughter of the Sun liked her. She would gladly have stayed, but it was growing late and her mother would be worried. So she said goodbye to the kind old woman and hurried home.
After the Black Demon had perished, the people rejoiced. But the Daughter of the Sun was no longer with them. Lady Sun was still weeping, and her tears fell like rain upon the city.
So that the Daughter of the Sun would never be forgotten, the people gathered Lady Sun’s dark tears and planted them across the city and the mountains. Soon flowers sprang up everywhere, their colour and shape like the Sun itself.
The people called them sunflowers. And to this day, if you travel to those distant mountains, you will see sunflowers blooming as far as the eye can see.
