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1. The White Tiger 

Long ago in a village near the Kumgang Mountains in Korea, there lived a 
young boy. His father had been missing since he was a baby, and the boy knew 
very well the reason why. An enormous White Tiger still lived in the Kumgang 
Mountains and had tormented the village for years, coming down to prey not 
only on horses and cattle, but even on the human beings who lived there. 
Years ago, his father, who had been the finest hunter and gunman in the land, 
ventured into the Kumgang Mountains to shoot the White Tiger and to save 
the village. He had never returned. 

When the boy was still small he already decided deep in his heart that when he 
grew up, he would be the one to shoot down the tiger that had overpowered 
his father. As soon as he was allowed, he trained rigorously with the gun and 
became almost as good a gunman as his father had been. 

When he was fifteen years old, the boy went to his mother and said, “Mother, 
I'm ready now to set out for the Kumgang Mountains to find the White Tiger 
and defeat him. Please, let me go.” 

The mother did not want to lose her son, too. With tears in her eyes, she said, 
“Even a famous marksman like your father was lost to the terrible White Tiger. 
Please, son, quit dreaming about such nonsense and stay safe here at home.” 

“Don't worry, Mother,” the son cried. “I shall find the White Tiger, I know it!” 

Finally, the mother said, “Very well, as you wish. But first, let me ask you one 
thing. Your father used to have me stand with a water jug on my head. Then he 
would shoot off the handle of the water jug from one mile away without 
spilling any water. Can you do the same thing?” 

When he heard this, the young son immediately tried to match his father's 
skill. He had his mother stand one whole mile away, with a water jug on top of 
her head. He took careful aim, but missed. So he gave up his idea of going to 
the mountains and instead, practiced three more years with the gun. 

After three years, he tried again. This time he succeeded in knocking off the 
handle of the water jug on his mother's head without spilling a drop of water. 
Then the mother said, “Actually son, your father was able to shoot the eye out 
of a needle from one mile away. Can you do this?” 

The son asked his mother to place a needle in a tree trunk. Then he walked 
back for one mile. Taking careful aim, he let go of a shot, but missed. Once 
again, he gave up the idea of going to the Kumgang Mountains and settled 
down to another three years of practising even harder. At the end of three 



 
 

years, he was 21 years old by that time, he again tried the same trick. This 
time, with the crack of his gun, the eye of the needle fell to the ground. 

Now in fact, what the mother had told her son about the amazing feats his 
father used to be able to do, were all lies. The mother had thought that if she 
told him impossible tales about the father, the boy might give up his crazy idea 
of seeking the terrible White Tiger.  But now that he had actually succeeded in 
performing each of the feats she told him her husband could do, the mother 
could not help being impressed with his determination. So she gave permission 
for him to leave for the Kumgang Mountains. 

The son was thrilled. He immediately set out. At the foothills, he came across a 
small inn. An old woman, who was the innkeeper, asked the young man why 
he had come. He told her that his father had been a victim of the White Tiger 
years ago and that he had practised for many years to avenge his death. 

The old innkeeper then said, “Ah, yes, I knew your father. He was the greatest 
gunman in all the land. Why, he stopped here at this very inn, many years ago, 
before venturing into the Kumgang Mountains. Can you see that tall tree over 
there in the distance? Why, your father used to turn his back to that tree and 
then shoot down the highest leaf on the highest branch from over his 
shoulder. If you can't do the same thing, how can you expect to defeat the 
White Tiger?” 

The hunter's son, when he heard this, said he also would try. He placed his gun 
over his shoulder and took aim and shot. But he missed. He knew then that he 
still wasn't ready, and he asked the old innkeeper to let him stay with her for a 
while. From that day, he kept practising shooting over his shoulder at the tree. 
After three more years, he was finally able to shoot down the highest leaf on 
the highest branch. 

Then the old innkeeper told the hunter's son, “Just because you can do that, it 
still doesn't mean you can outshoot your father. Why, your father used to set 
an ant on the side of a cliff and then, from a distance of three miles away, he 
would shoot that ant off without even scratching the surface of the cliff. No 
matter what a fine gunman you may be, certainly, you can't match that.” 

The young man then tried to do what the old innkeeper said his father had 
done. Again he failed at first and had to practice for three more years. Like the 
young man's mother, it turns out that all that the old innkeeper had told him 
had been made up because she, too, only wanted to save his life. But the 
hunter's son, not questioning her once, had practised until he could do the 
tasks she said his father had done. The old innkeeper was filled with 
amazement. 



 
 

“With your skill now, surely you will avenge your father's death.” So saying, the 
old innkeeper prepared a bag with many rice balls for him to eat along the 
way. The hunter's son thanked her and started out along the path leading into 
the heart of the Kumgang Mountains. 

The young man pressed deeper and deeper into the mountains. For days and 
days, he wandered through the wilderness. After all, the Kumgang Mountains 
have twelve thousand peaks and stretch over a vast area, and he had no 
means of knowing just where the White Tiger was hidden.  So he wandered on 
through the vast mountain ranges. 

One day, while the hunter's son was seated on a big rock nibbling a rice ball, a 
ragged old woman stumbled up to him and said, “Excuse me, sir. Could you 
spare an extra rice ball for me?” 

The hunter's son handed the old woman several rice balls, which she ate 
ravenously. Then the old woman said, “We don't see many strangers this deep 
into these mountains. What brings you here?” 

When the hunter's son explained, the old woman shook her head vigorously 
from side to side. “Nay, good fellow,” she said. “Forget about shooting the 
terrible White Tiger. He is too quick. As soon as the tiger desires to pounce, his 
next prey is gone. From one day to the next, we never know whether we are 
going to survive to see the tomorrow. You are a young man. You ought to best 
leave these mountains at once and go back home while you're still alive!” Then 
the hunter's son replied that no, he would not be persuaded to leave. He 
described how hard he had practised for so many years, and that now, with his 
skill, he knew he could smite the White Tiger after all. “Well,” sighed the old 
woman, “if you are so sure, then you should know that the only way to shoot 
the White Tiger is to shoot him when all you see is but a white dot on the 
horizon. If you wait a single moment too late,” here she shook her finger, “or if 
you miss your first shot, believe me, all will be will be lost for you.” 

The old woman left. The hunter's son immediately took to scanning the 
horizon until he was entirely familiar with every curve and shadow on each 
mountainside far and wide. Thus he waited for hours, his gun at readiness.  
While the sun was setting, a single white dot appeared in a fraction of a 
moment on a distant mountainside. No dot had been there the moment 
before, the young man was certain of that. Instantly, he fired at the white dot. 
His heart pounding, he raced toward the mountainside where he had aimed his 
shot. 

 



 
 

And there he came upon the felled White Tiger, nearly as big as a mountain 
itself. It had collapsed with its mouth open, ready to swallow its next prey - 
him! Astonished by its size and thrilled that he had actually defeated the 
legendary beast, the son stepped into the dead tiger's throat. Inside the tiger's 
mouth, he followed a black tunnel. Eventually, he came to a vast room as large 
as a fairground. This was the giant White Tiger's stomach. 

Then the young man came upon an unconscious girl who lay huddled in a 
heap. The young hunter took the girl in his arms and nursed her until she 
awakened. The girl looked into his face and thanked him with all of her heart. 
She then revealed that she was the daughter of the king's highest advisor, who 
was famous in the capital city. The young girl told him how just the night 
before, the great White Tiger had stolen her away while she was washing her 
hair outside on the veranda of her home. 

Suddenly, the two of them heard what sounded like a human voice. Puzzled, 
they groped in the dark toward it. The voice belonged to an old man crouched 
in the corner. Who was it but none other than the boy's father! He had 
survived all these years inside the White Tiger's stomach on the prey 
swallowed by the great beast. The father and son rejoiced in having found one 
another at last.  Then together with the young girl, the three of them escaped 
through the tiger's mouth and found that they were in the middle of a large 
field. The young man skinned a portion of the tiger, because he wanted to take 
home as a remembrance of the beautiful white tiger skin. Taking the young girl 
by one hand and his father by the other, he proudly returned home, where his 
mother was waiting for him. Words cannot describe her joy to see not only her 
son come safely back home, but her long-lost husband, too! 

Then the young hunter took the maiden to her home in the capital city. Her 
father cried tears of joy to see his daughter returning safe and sound. In 
gratitude, her father welcomed the young hunter into his family to become his 
daughter's husband and to be heir to his name and fortune. 

The young man's mother and father proudly attended their son's wedding day. 
And the young man and his bride lived happily ever after in the grand mansion 
of the king's highest adviser. 

 

 

 

 



 
 

Vocabulary 

1. Torment: torture: to make somebody suffer very much. 

2. Venture: to risk going somewhere dangerous. 

3. Marksman: gunman 

4. Feat: something difficult needing a lot of skill, strength, courage, etc. 

5. Avenge: to punish or hurt somebody in return for something bad or wrong that they have 
done to you, your family or friends. 

6. Ravenously: greedily 

7. Smite: to hit someone forcefully or to have a sudden powerful or damaging effect on 
someone. 

8. Grope: to try and find something that you cannot see, by feeling with your hands. 

 

  



 
 

2. Badminton 

 

If you like tennis, then you’ll love badminton. This game was named after an 

English duke’s estate where the game was first played. To play badminton, you 

need a net, a lightweight racket, and a small ball with feathers called a 

shuttlecock. The game is played by two to four players, either indoors or 

outdoors on a marked-out area, or court. The net is stretched across the 

middle of the court to a height of five feet. The players hit the shuttlecock back 

and forth over the net with the rackets. A point is scored when the side that 

served the shuttlecock causes the receiving side to miss sending it back over 

the net. A game is usually played to 15 points. A badminton match consists of 

winning two out of three games. Badminton became an official Olympic sport 

at the 1992 Olympic Games in Barcelona, Spain. 

 

  



 
 

3. Grammar Page 

 


