ORIENTAL HUMOUR
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This is part of Kyokugeizu Byobu, M&RRR, some
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PREFACE

By “Oriental Humour ” is meant that of China, Korea. and
Japan. As far as China is concerned I have to thank two persons
for the Chinese humorous stories in Chapter VI.  First, Mr. Maeno
of Kyoiku University. He most kindly and willingly lent me his
manuscript, in Japanese, a chronological anthology of Chinese comical
tales, so that I was able to choose trom it what I thought the best
ones. At the same time I came across a book published in Shanghai
in 1956, A Historical Collection of Comical Stories, EfRZEEEH, by Wang
Lichi, £Fl#. TFrom these Mr. Chen Yih-hsiung, a post-graduate
student of Waseda University, selected and translated some of the
most interesting and characteristic.  While the present book was
in the press I came across Chinese Wit and Humour, George Kao,
Coward-McCann, 1941. Like Lin Yutang’s The Wisdom of China,
Michael Joseph, 1944, it is somewhat nationalistic in tone. As for
the Korean humour, the memories of the fourteen years of my life in
Korea, together with various Japanese books given in the list of
reference books, emboldened me to do what I could. I am afraid
my old Korean friends will be displeased, but I thought that some-
thing was better nothing to express my gratitude for all that I
learned in their land. I must also thank Mr. Y. T. Pyun, former
Prime Minister of South Korea, and former Prince Li, for their help.

I have to thank Miss Toshiko Chiba for even more help than
usual with the Japanese part of this book. My former student,
Miss Tatsuko Yamada, gave me overall assistance, and Miss Misako
Himuro, a post-graduate student of Waseda University, corrected
numerous historical, literary, and typographical blunders. (The
misses saved me from many a miss.)

The amount of space devoted to each country does not indicate
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the amount of humour created by it, but only my knowledge of it.
In the case of Japan I feel on firmer ground, having already written
a book on Japanese humour. In this part are given translations of
the best of the old senryu, so far unpublished, and various other
typical aspects of humour tound in proverbs, games, caricatures,
ghost-stories and so on.

India should be included in this survey, but without a knowledge
of the language it is absurd to try to deal with the speakers or their
writings. However, in the Introduction something is said about India
as the chief origin of world humour, In conclusion I would like to
say that this book will hardly give the reader an accurate idea of the
national character or way of thinking of the present-day Chinese,
Koreans, and Japanese. The book intends to do something quite
different and far more important, to show how certain peoples have
seen and seen into the world of man and of nature, and to enable us
to see what they saw. The purpose of life is to know the purpose of
lite; the purpose of life is to laugh with the infinite eternal laughter

of the gods.

R. H. Blyth
Tokyo
st April 1959
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INTRODUCTION

When we deal with humour chronologically, and in literature, we
go back, as we must in so many spheres, to India. However, the
Indian mind does not strike us (Europeans) as particularly humorous.
There is no clash, no conflict between the powers of good and evil
that we see in the Faustian and Zoroastrian view of the world. There
is little humour because there is little humanity, just as in Grecce
there was little humour because there was too much humanity. The
Greeks had their ideals, but they were too low, or shall we rather say
that many men approached too closely to them. It is only when we
come to the (Chinese) idea that mayoi (illusion) and satori {enlight-
enment) are one thing that we get the cosmic humour ot Zen that
shows us what we really laugh at in the pootest mundane joke.

The Indian feeling of personality is weaker than that of both
European and Chinese and Japanese peoples. One of the most
ancient and almost the greatest of all religions, Hinduism, was the
realization that I am not-I; my soul and the Over-Soul are one; there
is no duality of the knower and the known. But Zen went beyond
this in asserting that though I am not-I, I am also I. There is here
a doubled and (intellectually) unresolvable contradiction, so that if
we admit that the basis of humour is paradox, we must say that
humour is the very essence of all things.

Not the religious, but the ordinary practical people of early India
produced the fables of the Hitopadesa. The section of didactic or
sententious stanzas of the Hitopadesa, which is the ““Father ot all
Fables”, is said to be later versions of early myths, and this religious
otigin of these humorous stories suggests once more to us that the
universe is indeed a divine comedy. Further, even in the specifically

religious Indian writings we find some humour cropping out, for
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example The Rigveda, which was composed from about 1000 B.C.
onwards. There are some satiric verses on professions, showing how

we all weicome calamities that are profitable to ourselves:

The carpenter desires cracks;
The doctor wants broken bones to cure.
IX 112
There are also verses among the hymns, satirising wealthy pcople and

women, fOl‘ example:

You cows make even the thin man fat,
. Even the ugly man you make handsome.
VI, 28.6

Like the Anglo-Saxons, the ancient Hindus were fond of riddles,
and they are found in the Rigreda. Also found, in the Atharya-Veda,
are charms to secure the love of women, or to prevent rivals frem
gaining it.

The fairy tales and fables that are thought to be the origins of
European fables seem to have derived from Buddhist fables. The
Panchatantra, or Five Books (earlier than the Hiiopadesa), is the work
of the Brahmins. The stories use jackals to teach Machiavellianism,
crows and owls to show the danger of new friendships, a monkey
and a crocodile to reveal the insidious power of flattery.  As in the
Toba-e of Japan animals are used to ridicule the hypocrisy of
Brahmins, and the frailty of women. Here is a fable from the
Panchatantra showing the folly and indeed the danger of trying to

teach people anything:

A herd of monkeys was once shivering in the cold rain, and

some of them collected the red gunja ber which look like

sparks, and began blowing them to make a f{ire to warm themn-
selves. A bird called Needlebeak secing their fooli

iness said
to them, ““Hey, you nit-wits, they are not sparks, they are gunia
berries.  You’d better go somewhere out of the wind and :ain.
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The storm is getting worse.””  An old menkey retorted, ““Mind
your own business.””  Arother cried:

A man of sense regards his fame,
And never speaks a word to him
Whose work has often been disturbed,

Or gambler who has lost the game.

The bird did not listen, but kept on saying tc the monkeys,
“You are wasting your time.” He kept on until one of the
monkeys, irritated by their lack of success, seized him by a wing
and dashed him against a boulder.

So it is said:
Stiff wood is not the bending sort;
To cut a stone a razor does not seek;
Give heed, you Needlebeak!
Who will not learn cannot be taught.

We may compare this to onc of Stevenson’s fables, The Citizen and
the Traveller:

“Look round you,” said the citizen. ‘“This is the largest
market in the world.”

“Oh, surely not,” said the traveller.

“Well, perhaps not the largest,”” said the citizen, “but much
the best.”

“You are certainly wrong there,” said the traveller. “I can
tell you......

They buried the stranger at the dusk.

The humorous similes of the verses are the greatest charm of the
book. In them we are told not to want to hurt others unless we are
able to do so, for “the pea when fried will not break the pan by
jumping up and down.” A woman will be weary of her power over
men only when the fire is tired of burning wood, the rivers of flowing

into the sea, death of destroying life. The Introduction tells us the
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object of the book, which is, never to be defeated, even by the King
of Heaven himself. The humour of wisdom, the wisdom of humour,
is indispensable for a life beyond danger. The aim of the Panchu-
tintra is happiness, not blessedness, and in this it may seem that
humour is inferior to poetry or music or art, which live and move
and have their being in a transcendental region; but humour belongs
to this very contrast between the real and the ideal. Happiness is
the ideal, lack of it the real, humour the two compared, and this is
blessedness.

To understand the reason for the use of animals in fables is
important for the origins of humour. The most poetic and tragic
{pathetic) and comic things in the universe are stones; the least
poetic and tragic and comic are the gods. Between these is an
ascending or descending series of creatures, Humour and pathos
decrease as we rise in the scale of being, but to bring out the comic
or poetic elements of any class it is convenient to use the one below
it; for the upper is the lower disguised. Primitive men, in their
humility, wore animal masks, their real faces. Modern men are only
masked animals, and fables simply take off the masks. We then sce
the weakness and power, the folly and cunning of ourselves as men.

The relation between morality (of the transcendental type) and
humour may perhaps be seen in the Jatakas, Buddhist Birth Stories,
which already existed as a collection in the 4th century B.C. For
example, there is the tale of King Cibi, who gave up his life to
save a pigeon for a hawk; the story is often represented on Buddhist
carvings. The preposterousness of it shows that religion must have
something paradoxical and above reason and probability in it. It
may be true to say, combining Tertullian and Oscar Wilde, that the
only thing we can possibly believe is the impossible.

There is a book of fairy tales in verse, exceedingly long, called
Katha-sarit-sagara, ““Ocean of Rivers of Stories”; the authot Soma-

deva composed it about the time of the Norman Conquest. As
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Introduztion 5

found all over the world, there is much satire on women, their

changcableness and genetal umrustworthiness, fOI‘ example the fOl-

lowing, XXXVII, 43:

A moment lasts all women’s love,

Like hues of eve or dawn that shine above:

Like winding streams, like snakes that creep in dust,
A lightning flash; in such there is no trust.

What Puddha and Christ thought of humour is not recorded.
Some suppose that Christ founded his Church upon a pun in
Aramaic; Buddha seems to have used fables and parables for his
easier teachings; but neither strikes us as conspicuously a humorist.
As far as Buddha is concerned, his disciples, like those of Christ,
and indeed all disciples, were deficient in humour, and Asvaghosa
the great Buddhist of the end of 1st century A.D. tells the story of
the life of Buddha in the Buddbacanta like this all through:

How toolish is the man who sees his neighbour grow sick, and
old, and dead, and yet remains of good cheer; nor is shattered
by fear as, when a tree bare of flower or fruit falls or is broken,
the trees around are heedless of its fate.

This is the very antithesis of humour, which teaches us to laugh at
sickness, old age, and death,—most of all at the last. To know

3

one’s fate, yet be heedless of it, is to ““overcome the world.”

The earliest secular classical Sanskrit literature was apparently
epic, and like Beowulf and The Iliad and The Odyssey, and The Aencid,
like the Commedia and Paradise Lost the poems of Kalidasa have little
humour in them. The epic and the lyrical drama require a dignity
and romantic sentiment which can be attained only by the omission
of all or most that the humorous poet wishes to include. Howevcr,
in ancient Sanskrit literature there is an almost unbelievable amount
of punning. Puns were the delight of a small number of great men

with unsolemn minds; they felt that the universe was humorous, that
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the words which express it have some “mectaphysical” correlation and
parallelism with it, so that mere thyme itself reveals or rather hints
at occult relations unsuspected by the solemnities of common sense

and the logic of philology in prose. So with Lear’s verse:

There was an Old Person of China,
Whose daughters were Jiska and Dinah,
Amelia and Fluffy,
Olivia and Chuffy,
And all of them settled in China.

It is only a rhyme, but what thymes on earth may well rhyme
also in Heaven. In the prose romances of Dandin, Subandhu, and
Bana, perhaps from the 6th century A.D., there is an excessive
amount of playing on words, and in the former two a great deal of
sexual joking, bringing out one more important relation, that of
humour and sex. This sexual element is very strong of course in
the popular tales, for example Sukasaptati, the seventy tales of a
parrot, which exemplary bird prevents its mistress from betraying her
husband in his absence by telling an interesting story every night, in
the manner and the spirit of the Decameron. It is interesting to see
that in the Rigveds the chanting of the Brahmins is compared to the
croaking of the frogs. The same thing comes in the Japanese
Toba-e of the 11th century, where the frogs act the part of priests
in the Buddhist service. One of the best stories in the Panchatantra,
more political and moral in its application than appears on the
surface, is the story of The Onion Thief. He is caught red-handed,
and has a choice of one of three punishments, paying a hundred
rupees, receiving a hundred lashes, or eating a hundred onions. He
chooses the last, but after six or seven he asks, with streaming eyes,
for the lashes, but finds this also too painful, and pays the fine.

The Indian theories of poetry are many and elaborate, but based
on the idea of emotion or sentiment, but later the poeric “feeling”

was compared to the enlightenment of the apprehension of unity with
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the universe attained in religious meditation. In the Brladaranyaka
Aparishad it is compared to the sexual orgasm,! reminding us once
more of the connection between religion, poetry, and sex. Onomat-
opoeia, in the sense of indivisibility of sound and sense, was also
appreciated.  The Panchatanira came to Europe in the 13th century
in Arabic and Hebrew translations, one of the first being the Latin
Directo-ium Humanae Vitae, about 1270, translated from « Hebrew
translation of an Arabic translation of a Persian translation of the
Sanskrit. In 1570 Sir Thomas North translated into English an
Italian translation of the German translation of the Directorium. So
devious are the ways by which humour travels unhindered at last all
over the world.

Satire is one half of humour, the cruel half. Some striking

examples of early Indian satire are found in the Mabhabarata, Book

X1
The last word of social wisdom is, never trust.
12, 80, 12
Whoever desires success in this world must be prepared to
make deep bows, swear love and friendship, speak humbly, and
pretend to shed many tears. 12, 140, 17

Humour has no pity. “Wise men feel no pity either for what dies
or for what lives.”  Bhagavadgita 2. 23.

We may find humour where it is not intended, as in the tollowing
from Egypt, England, China, and India. First, the case of St.
Macarius, originally a confectioner in Alexandria. We are told of
him, in Alban Butler’s Lives of the Saints, that he once killed a gnat
which had bitten him, and hastening to the marshes of Scete, whose
huge flies madden even the wild boars, he mortified himself there for
six months, at the end of which time his body was a mass of
putrifying sores, and he could be recognised only by his voice.

1. “Just as a man fully embraced by his beloved wife does not know anything at

all, either external or internal, so....”
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Another example, even more cruel, may be taken from Evelyn’s

Diary, under March 28, 1634;

There was so great a concourse of people with their children
to be touched for the evil, that six or seven were crushed to
death by pressing at the chirurgeon’s door for tickets.

Coming now to China, an eight-year old boy of the Chin Dynasty
whose parents had no mosquito net, went to bed early and allowed
all the mosquitoes of the house to gorge themselves on him so that
when his parents retired to rest they should be able to sleep in peace.
Is not true morality also transcendental, that is, humorous?

Last of all, India, and a modern example:

Even today two men may sometimes be seen carrying a light
bed between them. They stop outside the house of jaina
believers and cry, ““Who will feed the bugs?” A window opens
and money is thrown out from a window. One of the men lics
down on the bed, which is alive with bugs, and allows himself
to be sucked by his fellow insects.

The sublime teachings of Jainism are said to have been found in
India in the oth century B.C. We can hardly congratulate ourselves
on our moral progress since them. More important, the transcenden-
talism of the Upanishads has humour latent in it. The Chandogya
Upanishad tells us that in the empty space within a fig seed, in the
salt which cannot be grasped in salt water, is ‘“‘the finest essence,
Reality, Atman. That art thou.” This absence of self-nature, the
absolute inter-identity of all this is expressed in Emerson’s Brahma, in
which the cosmic humour is yet more evident. But the parody of it,
of which I still remember some lines, has far more ‘“‘truth” in it

than the original, or even of the Upanishads theraselves:

I am the batsman and the bat ...

The umpire, the pavilion cat.
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In his Philosophies of India, Zimmer quotes from the Taittiriya
Ananyaka:
The blind one found the jewel;
The one without fingers picked it up;
The one with no neck put it on;
And the one with no voice gave it praise.

He says that such stanzas are reminiscent of nursery-rhymes. How-
evet, most nursery-thymes that look like nonsense are really riddles

with a possible solution, for example:

I went to the wood and I got it;

I sat me down and I sought it;

I kept it still against my will,

And so by force home I brought it.

The answer is “a man with a thorn in his foot.” But is it perhaps
that such verses were very ancient riddles whose solution was after-
wards forgotten? Would it not be a joke indeed if all the pro-
foundest Indian religion and philosophy, much of the culture of
China and Japan, neo-Platonism, the poetry of Wordsworth, and
the transcendental movement in America, were derived from the
forgetting of the answers to riddles composed by equally forgotten
races three thousand years ago!

Much closer to the transcendentalism of the Upanishads is the

nonsense of Lewis Carroll, for instance:

He thought he saw a Rattlesnake
That questioned him in Greek:
He looked again, and tound it was
The Middle of Next Week.
‘The one thing I regret,” he said,

‘Is that it cannot speak!’

Summing up, we may say that Indian humour is of two kinds,

perhaps deriving from the two ethnological origins of the Indian






PART ONE
CHINA

CHAPTER I
Chinese Humour

The connection between the humour of Jndia and that of China
can be seen ocularly in the paintings found in the caves of Tun-
huang, which were used as temples and Buddhist warchouses from
the 4th to the 17th century A.D.  Especially in the 11th century,
pictures and, sutras were hidden here during the war, but the works of
art date from the time of the Kingdom of Ch’in, c. 220 B.C., so that
we see also the art of China long betore Buddhism arrived there.
Cave 285 especially, of 538-9 A.D., shows the influence of India.
The building style is Indian, but the stories illustrated are from
Chinese mythology, painted {apparently) in the Indian style. We
see the angels of the Heaven of China as described by Ch’u Yuan,
JEIF, idealist prince who commited suicide in 295 B.C. The influ-
ence of Indian art on Chinese continued up to the time of Sui B,
581-617 A.D. Gradually painting changed back to the Chinese
style, sc that by the T’ang Period, Chinese art was once more purely
Chinese.

The caves of Tunhuang are on the route between Persia and
India. When we look at the ancient works of art of Irak and Iran,
the massive sculptures and bas-reliefs and even the figurines and
painted earthenware, we feel that it is all without a spark of humour.
Indeed humour is alien to the heroic, the aristocratic mind. A
monarch may not laugh, let alone be laughed at. Humour, as

distinct from wit, arises among the common people, and if we just
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glance at a few of the ancient proverbs of Persia we can see what an
extraordinary comic wisdom the old Persian farmers and merchants
must have had.  “I speak to the door, but the wall may listen.”
“Injustice all round is justice.”  ““If you have no dcor, why have a
doorman?”  “Wherever there is a stone. a lame foot will find it.”’!

If the above facts are correct, it will be difficult to show examples
of Indian humour passing through Persia on its way to China and
Japan,—in art. Persian influence is seen however in the patterns
and designs of vases and tapestry and so on in the repository of
ancient arts, the Shosoin, that is to say, it seems as if the Buddhist
art of India had humorous elements in it which the Persian did not,
but what influence the humour of the common people of Persia, as
well of those of India, had upon China,—this will perhaps be one of
the many unsolved mysteries of history.

It is not always easy to tell whether the apparent humour of
another culture, different in time and place, is due to the (more or
less conscious) will of the original creators, or to the tendency for any
culture to look odd and even bizarre to people of another culture.
Nevertheless, what is obviously grotesque, like the devil masks of
Alfrica, is clearly imbued with some kind of humour, and when we
look at many of the figures on the walls of the caves of Tunhuang,
we feel in the swirling (Indian) drapery, the attenuation of the legs
of the horses, the goblin eyes of the human beings, the treedom and
élan of the spirit, that the practical, earthy Chinese are -eing affected
by the more mobile, spiritually sensual Indians. The lranian influ-
ence is included here, and perhaps the ancient tales and Persian
proverbs somehow or other played their part in maturing the humour
of China.

To speak about the national psychology of such an enormous

country as China, with a history ot more than th.ze thousand

years, itself a kind of comical impudence. Again, in regard to

1. From Persian Proverbs, Elwell-Sutton.
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humour, many Chinese charactcristics may be seen cxternally, {rom
the European point of view, as absurd and amusing, but this would
belong to European not Chinese humour. What we want to krow
is, what the Chinese have thought odd and inexplicable about the
world, this ““humout” then being the very centre and essence of the
personality.  Dr. A. H. Smith! suggested further that a forcigner who
really understands the Chincse mind is in danger himself of not
being understood by other foreigners. It is said with truth that
nothing in the Chinese classics needs expurgation or Bowdlerising as
do Chaucer and Shakespeare.  This is the grand defect of Confuci-
anism as it is of Buddhism and Christianity. In China the common
people, together with their polytheism, pantheism, and atheism, have
. always lived a life of indirection, “flexible inflexibility””, and resigna-
tion, without logic, without any object of life, indifferent to all but
the present moment.

The Chinese character like that of almost every nation may be
considered as the resultant of two strongly contradictory elements, of
practicality and idealism; what causes different national types is the
realm in which these two elements display themselves. ‘There are
three forms of life and art, the violently romantic and idealistic, for
example, that of Laotse, Chuangtse, Pindar, Shelley, El Greco,
Byzantine art, Klee, Milton, Berlioz; the resolutely practical and
realistic, for example, Confucius, Hogarth, Goya, Da Vinci, Handel,
Haydn, Crabbe; and, what is perhaps the most satisfying and
highest of all, a combination of the two, Li Taipo, Basho, Words-
worth, Mozart, Bach, Eckhart, Thoreau. Humour is the collision
between the first and the second, and thus belongs to the third, but
it does not resolve the discord as do the poets and artists of the third
group. It leaves the contradictions as they are; the symphony never

ends; the picture has no frame; the freedom is unlimited. The

1. Chinese Characteristics, Shanghai, 1890; a good because humorous portrayal of
the Chinese mind seventy years ago.
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idealism of the Chinese people, seen in Laotse and Chuangtse,

contrasts with the practicality, the this-worldness of Confucianism,
and Chinese humour may be described philosophically, that i,
unhumorously and foolishly, as the clash between the moral and the
non-moral, the wished-for and the attainable; mcre grandiosely as
the interaction between the absolute and the relative.

Humour is rather latent and suppressed in Chinese literature.
Humorous stories and verses and sayings abound, but laughter is
kept out of poetry and belles lettres, being relegated to popular
literature, chap-books and fo on. In addition, or what is perhaps
the same thing, the Chinese felt.that love should be kept out of
verse, unless of a sentimental-tragic variety; religion also; and thus
there is practically no satire in the European or Japanese sense of the
word. However, Chiang Tzuya, 317, or Chiang T aikung, K23,
who died about 1048 B.C., is said to have composed the following:

’%’"{’Tﬂ”‘ LTS g 3
WS E T R R A D
The mouth of the snake in the green bamboos,
The dart in the tail of the yellow hornet,—
The most deadly thing is the mind of a woman.

The humour of every country is conditioned by its language, or
to speak more exactly, the nature of the language is determined by
the kind of humour latent in the national soul. The Chinese pro-
duced the pictorial, poetical, intuitive Chinese characters, and these
in turn enabled them to express their sense of humour in a terse,
epigrammatic, antithetical way. The Chinese love puns, as do the
Japanese, and as did Shakespeare, Lamb, Thoreau, Hood, Sidney
Smith, and the present writer. They love also what we now call
debunking, historical allusions in a satirical vein, the bringing
together of wholly different things. In the ordinary Chinese, there is
something of Sam Weller, with his “as the man "said who....”

There is also a humour, “un humeur noir,” which is seen for
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example in the saying:
= 5% ®h i%. i
N Tk AR

A builder of bridges and repairer of roads will become blind

=
—
)
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in both eyes;
A murderer and incendiarist will live long.

The fact that Chinese language is quite often ambiguous as
written and very often as heard is not merely an assistance to the
would-be humorist; it is an expression of the Chinese mind, which
sees the universe sub specie facetiarum, as something paradexical, inde-
terminate, incoherent, significantly insignificant. in a wotd, humorous.
Again, in the Chinese language nouns have no number or person or
gender or case; verbs have no voice, no mode, no tense, no number,
no person; ‘‘part of speech” itself has no meaning. That is to say,
it is highly transcendental and flexible, a kind of democratic language
that comes from and lends itself to the comic spirit, which knows
better than any other how difficult it is for one human being to
communicate itself to another, and that it does so best in laughing
at that difficulty.

The “humour” of Chinese poetty is almost always of the cosmic
kind. There is an undercurrent of bitterness even in the romantic
sadness that sometimes gives it a depth not often attained to by
European verse, with its background of Christian optimism.

As said before, the Chinese language lends itself more than any
other to puns, cryptograms, provetbs, and parody. One example

begins in this way:

fr

M. W

= . BB
Li Ts’uilien would keep her vow of fasting;
Her husband urged her to break it.

i

Li T’suilien was a famous Buddhist woman of the 1’ang Dynasty,
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whose husband strove to make her desist from her asceticism. After
a final domestic quarrel she hanged herself. The first lines of the
book relating to her martyrdom were turned into children’s nonsense
rhymes. Puns in other, unknown languages are not very interesting,

but just bear with this one:
B R E A AN A
“Priest, do you eat meat?”
W

“Priests do not eat it.”
(written or heard Z=AZ, it means “I do not eat it raw.”)
il R e T AN B
“Priest, do you drink wine?”
B AN .

“I certainly do not!”
(punned into § <18 it means *“I don’t drink when drunk.”)

Chinese characters are often used as what we may call ““pictorial
purs”, for example BRFHEEAB.  “Debt oppresses man,” literally,
the character %, [chien), presses on the head of A, (jen). Like lite
itself, humour is based on sex, eating, deiecation, urination etc.,
and many Chinese proverbs use these basic things as illustration of
less important events, thus relating them to the very muscles and
nerves and vital organs of the universe. I don’t know whether such
provetbs as the following existed in the European tongues but the

Chinese were clever enough to use them freely and universally:

RN R B nE ok .
When you see someone defecating, you feel an itch to do the
same.
The Marquis de Sade studied this kind of thing in its psychological
aspact.  According to D. H. Lawrence, even writing a book is a
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kind of bowel evacuation. ~Another proverb, in which the metaphor

is expressive from its grossness:

Jo L& AS RS IR B

To evacuate the bowels, but not to wipe the arse.

One more, which is also equally true of Christ and Buddha:

1IN =~
HE RE.
Other people’s farts stink;

One’s own smell sweer,

Indeed it is quite impossible to conceive of any teing of whom this
is not true.

The fable does not seem congenial to the Chinese character, but
thete is one very interesting fable said to have been spoken to the

King of Ch’u by Chiangyi, :TZ.

A fox was overtaken by a tiger who was about to kill her,
when she said she had power over all other animals and asked
him to go with her to view the awe in which she was held. The
tiger followed the fox, and of course all the other animals fled,
and the tiger became afraid of the fox, not realising that the
animals were fearful of him. Further, the other animals began
to think that the tiger also was afraid of the fox.

This is called PR, “The fox borrowing the tigetr’s power.”
There are many sayings in Chinese that are references to well-
known historical incidents or stories. A rather philosophical joke:
il oA L
¥ NS (e R
The teacher Mei stealing a tobacco pipe, ‘“‘done because it
must be done.”

When caught he quoted the phrase from Mencius. The humour

here is in quoting Mencius for such a contemptible crime,—but after
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all, why should it not apply to a sneak-thief just as well as to anyone

else? Here is another of these sayings:

S
TRE R RET.

Heihsiung selling a dog; it came to lite again.

Heihsiung was a servant of a rich family, and when the dog died
they gave him the body so that he could get some money for himself
by selling it at the dog-flesh shop. On the way there, however, the
dog suddenly came to life again, and Heihsiung honestly brought
it back, saying, “It came to life again.”” This became a proverb,
implying success after an initial or apparent failure.

The Chinese have a genius for parody and tall stories, and the

.
#E30, a romance of

most famous example is the Travels in the West, 74
the 13th century based on the Travels in the West, MI3FE, an account
of the journey of Hsuantsang, %%, to India between 629 and 645
A.D. The former book has been called the Chinese Pilgrim’s
Progress because of its supernatural elements, persons with symbolical
names, and events of allegorical significance. Sun Wukung, #i3
“2, is a kind of monkey-man, born from a stone; he represents the
boastful, disturbing, and self-deceiving elements in man. He was
able to turn a somersault for eighteen thousand /i, but Buddha told
him he could not even jump out of his hand. The monkey declared
he could do it, and rushed away to an enormous distance, reaching
indeed the confines of the universe, where he found five huge pillars.
Upon one of these he wrote that he, the greatest and holiest person
in the world, had arived at this point, and then was back in no time
with the Buddha, telling him what he had done. The Buddha
opened his hand and showed him the writing on one of his fingers;
the monkey had been in the Buddha’s hand all the time.

Compared to other nations the Chinese are or were not so much
excessively as minutely superstitious, and it is refreshing to know that

even in the first and second centuries B.C. there were people who
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could use their heads. One day the Han Emperor Wu Ti, #7,
was talking co his counsellor Tung-fang Shuo, #7, born 160 B.
C., about the art of physiognomy. He said, “I have read in the
books dealing with this science that if the raphis, or groove in the
upper lip, AH, is an inch long a man will live for a hundred years.
Mine is one and two-tenths, so I shall live to be more than a hun-
dred.” The counsellor burst into loud laughter, and the Emperor,
surprised, asked him what the joke was. “I am not laughing at
your Majesty,” replied Tung-fang, “I was only thinking that the
groove on the lip of Peng (the Chinese Methuselah) who lived 880
years, must have reached from his chin to the top of his head!”
Here are two famous Chinese humorous stories, with morals easily

supplied by the reader.

A certain doctor advertised his skill in curing curvature of the
spine; even if a man’s back was bent like a bow, even if the
head touched the feet he could make it as straight as a ramrod.
A man went to him for treatment, whereupon the doctor put him
between two boards, and bound them tighter and tighter together,
the man yelling with pain. At last he got him quite straight, but
he was also quite dead. When the relatives made a fuss, the
doctor said, “I guaranteed to straighten his back, not that he

should live through it.”

A very religious old woman was reciting the name of Amita
Buddha, and suddenly calied out, “These ants are all over the
place; bring some fire and burn them all up!”” Then she
continued with her chanting. Once again she called out to the
servant, “Clean out to the ashes under the stove, but don’t use
our ash-pan, borrow the neighbour’s.”

The humour of the Chinese people is not remarkably different
from that of Europe. In early times of course it had the same
coarseness, the same healthy earthiness and lack of intellectual sub-

tlety, the kll’ld cruelty Of nature &l’ld man. There are {:OOIS and
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knaves, there is innocence and cunning; hypocrisy, humbug, wise
folly, foolish wisdom are no different.  Only occasionally we are not
quite sure what the Chinese readers were laughing at.  These stories
need especial thought and care, for in them we feel our own human
deficiency, for we must not lose a single grin, a single flicker of a

smile on “the human face divine”.



CHAPTER 1II

The Chinese Classics

In the whole of the Chinese Classics there is nothing that
could “bring a blush to the cheek ot any young female person’.
But when we omit sex the baby is thrown out with the bath-water.
We have to look rather caretully then to find the humour that of
course always creeps in unawares. The Book of Odes, however, is
full of a certain rustic humour that was later overlaid by unhumor-
ous, antihumanistic, and political interpretations from at least the
time of Confucius. M. Granet has shown that these odes were not
mere popular songs, spontaneous ebullitions of simple and animal
feelings, but religious in origin. Thus the sexual element is not mere
vulgarity, but something that would have gratified D. H. Lawrence
in his wish to see sex and religion as one thing again. ““Religious”
has not so much the superstitious ot philosophical meaning as that
of a spiritually united society, a kind of practical communal animism
or mysticism that expressed itself most strongly at the time of the
spring festivals. What is humorous in this is the friction between
men and women, between romance and reality. What is also on the
other hand comic is the lack of humour on the part of Contucius
and the Confucians. Under-sexed and over-sexed men brought
about the same condition which the senryu writer saw repeated two

thousand years later in Japan:

HELDE L D 2L b &EFHIES
The man of principles,—

Secretly
He makes many children.

From this condition arises the other extreme, prostitution, which is
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not merely a economic phenomenon, but the providing of a maximum
of the sexual pleasure, in opposition to all the social forces which try
to reduce it to a minimum. Humour is against both, against the
man of principle as being a humbug at best and a monster at worst;
and against the sexual hedonist as putting the cart before the horse
and as compelled to deceive and be deceived all his life long.
Coming back to the Book of Odes, we have some humorous
verses when the course of true or untrue love does not run smooth;

for example:

1

T ES. KA E S
MEF & EHRIASTEES.
WRES. FHRKES.
WF i ERTER S
“Nasty creature! Won’t talk with me!
Because of you I won’t be able to eat, do you think?
Nasty creatute! Won’t eat with me!
Because of you I won’t be able to sleep, do you think?”

ah
o I

This is taken as spoken by a woman, usually as by a dissolute
woman, but any jealous or envious woman will do, that is to say,
any woman.

The Analects are not notable for their humour, except as we may
smile throughout Chapter X, with its debunking of a great man by
triviality of detail:

EXRBRE. B ARRM.
He did not dislike white polished rice, nor to have his meat
minced fine.

Such incompetence of flattery reminds me of a remarl in the news-
paper concerning Queen Victoria which enraged my grandmother in
her youth: “She plays the piano a little, and likes it.” The
following confession of failure by the Superior Man is reassuring to

us inferior men:

+ H. WLE ;/7: - -ﬁﬁ- s /\ Tf‘j T‘{ _’Ef 1.
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Bz QR 383 5 AR
Confucius said: “Women and underlings are the most
difficult to deal with. If we are familiar to them they become
impudent; if we are distant to them they resent it.”

And one more utterance of despair which suggests a deep truth
latent:
TH BREFE EREGHED
Confucius said: “It’s no good! T have never yet seen a
man who loves virtue as much as he loves beautiful women.”

Confucius should have noted that the very Chinese character for
“like” or “love’ contains the symbol for woman. What is deeper
and stronger in human nature is what is better, and there is no need
to groan over our preference for the beauty of woman, symbol of
nature, and mother of the god.

The writings of (or concerning) Laotse are full of the contradic-
tions and paradoxes essential to humour. To these we may add
hyperbole, also a form of the comic, and a figure of thought as much
as of speech.  To bring out the humour of Laotse in all its implica-
tions it is best to read once more the comments upon him by Legge,
who may have been, for all I know, the man with the smallest sense
of humour in the world. He quotes, “He who has in himself
abundantly the attributes of the Tao is like an infant. Poisonous
insects will not sting him; fierce beasts will not seize him; birds of

prey will not strike him,” and then comments:

Such assertions startle us by their contraricty to our observa-
tion and experience but so does most of the teaching of Taoism.
What can be more absurd than the declaration, ‘‘the Tao does
nothing, and so there is nothing that it does not do?”" Aund yet,
this is one of the fundamental axioms of the system.

‘What was wrong with Legge was that he was not startled enough.
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»

Later he says, “we can laugh at this.” The trouble was that he
couldn’t.
There is of course little downright humour in Laotse. The

nearest he gets to it is in Chapter IX, when he says:

WO ML AT IS b B

Ruling a great country is like frying a small fish.

The less you fool about with it the better. But there is much in
Laotse that reminds us of the attitude of the humorous man. For
example, in Chapter V:
KM, LAE A B R
BAASEC MW SR,
Heaven and Earth are ruthless, and treat all things as straw

dogs; the Wise Man is ruthless, and treats the people as straw
dogs.

Again, the lack of all principles that characterises the comic philoso-

pher is adumbrated in Chapter XI:

HE DL 2 2
B BHZH.

Turning clay, we make a vessel; but it is the empty space

inside that gives it its use.
The attitude of the true humorist is Shakespearean:
AL D LEEZDLDBD.
MH B, AEBAHABIREFZ.
The sage has not his own heart; he makes the heart of others

his own. [ think the good Good: 1 think the bad Good too,
and thus make them {all} Good.

The writings of Chuangtse have not merely a witty and light tone
throughout them, they contain a large number of anecdotes and
proverbial sayings. In addition to these, and in spite of, or rather

just because of Chuangtse’s transcendental intentions, there is much
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practical wisdom which makes us smile because of its originality and

surprising truth.  For example, in Chapter XIII:

l_fl ARSE . W OFH S
FHEFE M M ERE
FLLUEA. BIE-44E H OA.
47 & A 4e . UHEILAS 1)

A straight tree is the first one to be cut down; a well of sweet
water is the first to be exhausted. Your! idea is to extend and
elaborate your knowledge and astound the ignorant; to improve
yourself so as to show up the deficiencies of others.  You emit
a radiance as if you were carrying the sun and the moon with
you. So of course you cannot escape the fate of the straight
tree and the well of sweet water.

Vittue is not the aim of life. What is it? In the words of Li Po:

=T N N == 5
I smile and do not answer: my mind is of itselt undisturbed
by the question.

The account in Book XVIIL of Chuangtse’s behaviour on the
death of his wife shows him to have been in every sense of the

phrase “a laughing philosopher”

WP FEEH TR 2.
*® T ﬂUTEEﬁiﬁkﬁﬁﬂ .
HTrE ®BAREETFEL
A FE SR R B
OB AR R R

When Chuangtse’s wile died Huitse went to offer his condo-
lences, but found him sitting on the floor, singing and beating
time on a water-vessel. Huitse remonstrated with him saying,
“You lived with her; she brought up your children; you have

grown old together. When she dies, you not only do not mourn,
but drum on this vessel and sing; isn’t this going too far?”

1. “You” is supposed to be Confucius whom Chuangtse is attacking for his moral
and humanistic ideals.



26 The Chinese Classics

Chuangtse said that at first he felt like everybody feels on such

an occasion, but, thinking it over, he realised that her death was

simply a small example of eternal change, so we may weep at a birth
or laugh at a funeral. It is said by the way, that Voltaire’s Zadig
was influences by this anecdote.

The ideal man of the Taoists was like Wordsworth’s poet on
whom while still living he wrote an epitaph, a kind of madman,

whom we laugh at, but with some envy. So with Tsantse.

EET‘%K R 4
IE L OB AL IR #5 T BT E
W ﬁ’ﬁ E' IS e T ORR oBE AL
R N s
(ifff}fa FEFE T

For three days he would not light a fire to cook. In ten years
he never had any clothes made. If he tied his hat on right, the
strings broke; if he took hold of the lapel and adjusted his
garment his elbows poked out. When he put on his shoes the
heels split.  But dragging these very shoes along he intoned the
Odes of Shang in a loud clear voice that filled all Heaven and
Earth like the sound of a gong or a stone drum.

h4
i

We may compare one of Lear’s characters:
Y P

There was an old person of Hove,
Who frequented the depths of a grove;

Whete he studied his books,
With the wrens and the rooks,
That tranquil old person of Hove.

Occasionally Chuangtse says what is not true, and draws (quite
propetly ' a false conclusion from it.
M FrmE. AJEERM. (MRESEEECTE)

A man who has lost a leg does not make use of beautiful
clothes, since he is beyond praise.

N
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This is not so. Both physical and moral cripples make themselves
as presentable as possible, and this suggests that there is something
fundamental in self-ornamentation. This we see clearly in the
character of women. Chuangtse, like all philosophers, omits half
humanity from his consideration, and in addition, all that is feminine
in the character of man. But otherwise what he says is both true
and witty. Take as a last example the end of Book XIX. Pientse
has been portraying the perfect man to Suntse, but afterwards he
feels he has been trying to put a square peg in a round hole, and

describes his own foolishness by a parable:

HHEABE LR
m#&ﬁzg—/&j\’%l—isﬂh‘z.
oL DLz E;Jbﬁuik %A
/g HEZ““’LAE E S
TRMUEEXEE &, *@E,_u’f‘é
% 2. ﬁ\zuémﬁ.
Bl S BE i 2 R

Long long ago, a certain bird came down in the outskirts of

a3

Lu, and the ruler was delichted. He put it in a big cage,
gave it a great feast, and had the Chiu-shao’s! played to amuse it.
From the beginning, its eyes grew dim, it dared not eat or drink,
and after three days it died. This is called “Feeding a bird as
you feed yourself.” But if you feed a bird as a bird should be
fed, you must let it dwell in a deep forest, or swim in a river or
lake, or walk on the dry ground, and find its own food there
naturally.?

In other words, don’t try to teach the unteachable; don’t tell your
funny stories to solemn and humourless people. The result will be

as Lear tells us:

There was an old person of Dundalk,

1. A piece of music said by Confucius to be the height of virtue and beauty.
We might replace it by the Art of Fugue.
2. The same story is told in more detail in the previous chapter.
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Who tried to teach fishes to walk;
When they tumbled down dead, he grew weary, and said,
“I had better go back to Dundalk.”

Unlike Confucius his master, Mencius, 372-280 B.C., had some
sense of humour; we feel it everywhere in his writings as we do in
Thoreau, though more faintly. Above all things a humanist, he

knows the poverty of average human nature,

How weakly understood
Thy great commanded good,

but it is the foolishness rather than the wickedness of man that
grieves him, their indifference to IT':

FTFH ANZFR LR R BB EE RN

FRZE HTIAH.2 (. —+Ju

Men and animals differ in little. Ordinary people throw it
away. The superior man treasures it.

Mencius often teaches by giving examples. The King asks him
why, in spite of all his thought and care for his subjects, they do not
increase. Mencius tells him not to worry about quantity but quality,
asking him, “If some soldiers run away in a battle, may those who
run fifty paces laugh at those who have run a hundred?” (Z+4-#5%
H#). Mencius is not so much ironical in himself as the cause of

irony in others. For example, we read in Book IV, Chapter xii:

AW EFEREBHED.

One without sincerity can never move the hearts of men.
How about Hitler? In Book I Chap. v Mencius quotes an old
saying:

1= % i

The benevolent man has no enemy.

How about Christ?

oy RS PPN .5 e e g
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Since Hsuntse, who died about 235 B.C., proclaimed the innate
badness of man, 47, we might expect to find a good deal of raillery
at the expense of human nature, or at least a Schopenhauer-like
mordant irony, but such is not the case. The reason for this lack of
humour, or rather a concomitant of it, is Hsuntse’s emphasis upon
the ceremonialism of Confucius, and his concept of the authority of
orthodoxy. The inner light, extreme doctrines, all the Chinese
philosophers except Confucius, are heretical, one-sided and wrong.
This may be so, or not; but humour loves this unbalance and con-

flict. It is its very life. Hsuntse says;

G HhH BEBEHA.
B2 88 % %
Desite causes prejudice; evil, novelty, familiarity, distance,
nearness, profundity, shallowness, the ancient, the modetn, cause
prejudice.  All that is unorthodox causes prejudice.

For humour, all these things which cause prejudice are truth, not in
that, as Blake said, “Every error is an image of truth,” but in the
profoundest sense of that most difficult of all Zen sayings, “Illusion
is enlightenment, enlightenment is illusion.”

Han Feitsu, who had to commit suicide in 230 B.C., was a
strange combination of criminal lawyer and Taoist. He was far from
having a humorous mind, but some of the admonitory stories Le tells
in Chapters XXII and XXIII are amusing in their way. Someone
presented the King of Chin with the elixir of lite. A sentinel drank
it all up and was sentenced to death by the enraged monarch. But
the sentinel said to the King, “What was presented to you was the
elixir of immortality. If Your Highness kills one who has drunk
this, it will show that it was not really the elixir of eternal life but a

drink of death. This will insult him who presented you with it.”
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The King allowed him to live. The following is highly ironical:

i ADL e 3’751 LN AN (< =
51 AR R Tﬁﬁﬁ'ﬂ.@} ISRVl
R ,Wr 7 A B

Eels look like serpents, silkworms resemble caterpillars, people
are trightened at snakes; their hair stands on end at caterpillars.
But fishermen catch hold of eels, and women pick up silkworms.
Where there is profit, everybody becomes like Meng Pen and
Chuan Chu (i.e. as brave as they).

The following also seems to me to have wit as well as sense, and

both lead to a sort of kindness.

Bk EHM KEXKWH.
KEMFEXKKERT K.
W ARk 2. & KN Ee 2.
LEA. To8h. TORmE
{f 2c 4% & T 4E 2T oK.
T 5 08 FF R k. (Z+=)

Yang Chu’s younger brother Yang Pu went out in white
clothes. It came on to rain, so he took off the white clothes and
changed into black ones. His dog didn’t recognise him and
barked at him. Yang Pu got angry and was going to beat the
dog. His brother said, “Don’t beat it. You would do the
same as the dog. If you saw it go out a white dog and come

back a black dog, you’d be alarmed too, wouldn’t you?”’

Thers is some unintentional humour in the Book of Rites, of the

first century B.C.

R N L o R 8
S A BE . 3T 3L T 8k

In a case of family mourning, if one cannot contribute any-
thing, he should not inquire into the expenses; in a case of
sevete illness, if one has nothing to present, he should not ask
what would be relished.



CHAPTER ITI
Chinese Poetry

Chinese (classical) poetry is pervaded by a kind of cosmic irony
which is beyond even a sad smile. It is 2 bitterness that remains
after man’s lot on this earth has been accepted. The beginning of
the 15th of 19 anonymous poems of the Han Dynasty, 202 B.C. to
220 A.D., sets the tone for thC WI‘IOIC Of Chinese verse:

EAE A E EET R E.
The years of a man’s life do not reach a hundred,
But his griefs are those of a thousand years.

Tao Yianming (Toenmei), FRH, like Wordsworth, lived his
life in a region which is beyond comedy and tragedy. He says at
the end of the second of two poems on Moving House, /%, that
“ploughing with might and main will never deceive us”’, FIBF &K,
If Burns had known this, his life would have been less tragic.  But
actually Tao Yuan-ming had the gift that Burns desired, to see
himself. At the beginning of the sixth of seven ‘“Miscellaneous
Poems” he says:

AN E.
S I 1 S
Z B H ok E.
Long ago I heard the injunctions of my elders,
But stopped my ears, so disagreeable were they.
Now, after fifty years and more,
I suddenly find myself saying the very same things.

Though Tao Yuanming has no humour whatever, all his poetry

is pervaded by a deep sense of the irony of fate, but he is not, like
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Pascal, afraid of the infinite; only he regrets the shortness of time we
have to survey the timeless. He feels also that the world is getting
worse and worse, that is to say, more and more unpoetical. This
was no more and no less true in China of the fourth century A.D.
than it is now. At the end of the third verse of The Revolution of
the Seasons, BFiE, he says, speaking of the days of Confucius and his
disciples, when the old nature festivals and rites were being held:
*E .
15 1€ AT HE.
1B IR 2 .
WO H B
I love that quietness;
Awake ot asleep, I long to be with it.
I simply regret living in this, a different age;
So distant is it, I can never attain it.

The sixth of twenty Drinking Poems, ki, begins with this expres-
sion of the faith of a cosmic satirist:

N

e

IE T % .
G|
I8 4y 1 .
& A3k 2 8.
All we human beings do is infinitely various;
Who can tell the right and wrong of it?
And when this right and wrong have mutually created each
other,
Praise and blame go endlessly repeating themselves.

Li Po, who died in 762 A.D., was too self-centred for satire, let
alone for humour; he is a poet rather than a man. But even he
was moved by the crimes and disasters that must go with any age of
glory. When we read the latter part of his Bd%kHi, (the title is
taken from the first three words of a similar poem of Han times,

“Fighting South of the Ramparts”) we feel we are looking at Goya’s
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Desastros della Guerra or Rousseau’s La Guerre.
L R g i o IR
B N B A I H A A
On the field of slaughter, men grapple and die,
Wounded horses scream their agony to heaven.
Ravens and kites peck human entrails,
Then fly up with them and hang them on the withered
branches.

Much more typical of Li Po’s humour is the fifteenth Composed at
Ch’inp’u, ik
HEZTL FHBUHE
IS hp BE BEOER. AT BN
A white pigtail of thirty thousand teet,
Thus long, thus white with grief and care!
And yet, before this clear mirror, I can hardly tell
From whence this autumn frost has come.

/o

The thirty thousand feet is a humorous hyperbole, and also humorous
is the way in which he gives the reason for the length and whiteness
of his bair, but then declares he does not really know the cause of
ir. We feel in this verse the irrationality of humour and poetry.

Like Shelley, Po Chu-i, died 846, wished to reform the world, ot
at least China, and a quarter of his poems are didactic. IHe re-
proaches Tu Fu and Li Po with writing too little political and satiric
verse.  Po Dbelieved that it was the duty of poetry to attack the
eunuchs, the Taoist and Buddhist extravagances, the rapacity of the
war-lords, excessive taxation, prison conditions, and so on.

Po Chii-i’s criticisms of Chuangtse and Laotse are too well known
to quote again, but they illustrate the fact that though Po Chi-i had
no indiscriminately destructive tendency, he left nothing unshaken
which could be shaken. He follows his intuition, and when he gets
a certain peculiar uneasy feeling, whatever the matter may be, it is

immediately subjected to a probing, indeed a sort of mild attack.
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This is the Comic Spirit.

Po Chii-i has something of Juvenal in him, though his indignation
is a sorrowful one. He most resembles Dr. Johnson, whose satires
are indeed Chinese in mood, just as Goldsmith’s Citizen of the World
is in spirit not remote from the mildly critical. But Po Chu-i’s satire
is more profoundly ethical than that of the Roman, more truly Chris-
tian than that of the Englishmen. For example in the poem entitled
Buying Flowers, the old countryman who happens to see the peonies

being sold at such a fantastically high price,

T M E 8. UL &K A .
—BEAIE. +F 5 AR
Lowers his head and sighs to himself,
A sigh whose meaning no one understands:
“The price of a pot of these crimson flowers

Would pay the taxes of ten otdinary households.”

Juvenal groans, Johnson mourns, Po Chi-i only sighs, but sighing
is the more effective, spiritually speaking at least. In the following,
Po Chi-i attacks the Buddhism he was so attracted to.
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The Two Red Towers
A Satire on the Gradual Increase of Temples

Two Red Towers rise facing each other,

One to the north, the other to the south.

Whose dwelling places are they, I would like to know?

Of two Princes of the Cheng Yuan period.

They played on the pan’s pipes, they learned the Taoist arts,

And floated up to heaven on five-coloured clouds,

But they could not take with them their halls and mansions.

These changed into a temple, and remain among us.

How quiet now the rooms of adornment; the chambers of the
ladies-in-waiting are silent.

The willow trees bring to mind the dancing, the lake recalls
the bright mirrors.

But as the flowers fall through the lonesome evening,

No voice of song is heard, only the sombre sound of bells
and gongs.

A notice-board stands at the temple gate, inscribed in letters
of gold.

The Nunnery is grand, the Buddhist gardens cxtend far.

Many are the stretches of green moss, many the vistas of
moonlight,—

But poor people can hardly live, all crowded together.

I grieve to think how many houses, how much land of the
people

Was swallowed up, just as at P’ingyang when they first began
to build.
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After these two Princes were translated, the place itself turned
into a Buddhist temple.
I tear that all the people’s houses may be turned into temples.

It is said that in the 14th century the church owned a quarter of the
land of England.

The following is an attack on human nature of any time and
place, its desire for material profit that always leads to spiritual loss,

the obedience to authority that results in abuse of power.
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The Black Dragon Pool
A Satire on Greedy Officials

The water of the Black Dragon Pool is like ink;
People say (without knowing) that there is a Dragon Spirit in it.
Over the pool an official altar has been built, with a roof,
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to sacrifice to the Dragon.
The Dragon could not be a god, but they made him one.
The villagers all say that the Dragon is responsible
For good harvests and bad, floods, droughts, and epidemics.
Each house feeds pigs and makes wine,
And offers them morning and evening to the god,
Obedient to the words of the wizard.
Then the god comes! the wind soughs,
Paper money is offered, embroidered umbrellas wave.
When the god departs, the wind drops,
Incense sticks go out, cups and plates become cold,
The meat is littered over the boulders ot the tarn,
Wine drips on the grass round the shrine.
How much is eaten by the Dragon god?
The wood-rats and mountain foxes are gorged and drunk with
it all.
Why should the foxes be so lucky and the pigs as unlucky?
Year after year pigs are slaughtered and fed to the foxes;
The foxes take the place of the god and eat up the pigs;
Does the Dragon of the Nine-fold Deep know aught of this?

There is no doubt, from what Po Chi-i himselt says, that this poem
is a parable, an attack on avaricious persons of office, but it is also
a not less useful attack on superstition as such, and I am inclined
to think that this is the more valuable and necessary aspect of it.
The lower the attack the better, in both physical and spiritual mat-
ters. It is the small stupidities which gradually make mountains of
molehills. The salvation of the world lies in the primary schools.
Returning however to Po Chui, his sympathy with the pigs killed
for the foxes to eat is not teigned for the purposes ot the parable.
This fact is brought out in the following poem, Redeeming Chickens,
%, which in the last few lines has something that we may call
“humour” in the modern sense, used here to disinfect the sentiment

of all sentimentality.
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When the sun rises over the River, the water-birds fill the air
with their cries.

The wild ducks and geese, the gulls and herons sport in the
sunbeams.

There once came a dealer in chickens who brought them from
some far-away village.

What must be the pleasure of those water-birds, as they soar
up with a loud crying!

To be shut up like these chickens, what a difference!

Fourteen chickens clucking faintly, all stuffed into the same
basket.

Their legs were painful, their spurs having been cut oft;

Their heads being exhausted, the combs were dropping.

From early morning they had drunk and pecked nothing
whatever;

By midday they would be in a butcher’s shop.

While being carried about they had not yet died,

But they were starved and thirsty.

1 had always followed the way of the old masters,

Whose religious goodness reached out to fish and pigs too.

Looking at the chickens, loving-kindness was again born in

my heart;
e A
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I bought them and let them loose in the Buddhist garden.
As 1 opened the basket and unbound the chickens,

I told them to listen to what I had to say.

“I gave you 300 cash, but it was a trifle, not worth mentioning.
Don’t imitate Kwan’s sparrow,

And go out of your way to recompense me unduly.”

The anecdote on which the last two lines are based is the follow-
ing. In a book called Hsiichihsichchi, #%#7L, Yang-pao, %,
when he was ¢ years old, went to a certain mountain, and saw a
“Yellow sparrow” drop from the claws of a ch’ibh bsiao, ¥, a kind
of owl. He took it back home with him and fed it on yellow
flowers for a hundred days, by which time it was full-fledged, and it
then flew away. But that evening a young boy in yellow clothes
appeared, bowed, and said to Kwan, “I am the messenger of the
Western King’s mother.”  He gave him four white rings and said,
“You and your descendants will flourish like these rings.”

1 leave Po Chii-i with reluctance. He is the Montaigne of China,
with more indignation but not less pity. He has every kind of
humour, even that called “English”, a laughing with, as well as
laughing at. I like Po Chu-i better than anyone else in the world.



CHAPTER 1[IV

Ghost Stories

The connection between ghosts and humour is obvious, yet as
mysterious as both. Psychologically speaking, fear and sex are

related; Wordsworth tells us that he himself, when young,

too exclusively esteem’d that love,
And sought that beauty, which, as Milton sings,
Hath Terror in it.

Fear, within limits, is one of the chief causes of pleasure. But
pleasure is not humour, and we must look more deeply and philo-
sophically into the matter. Both ghosts and humour are related to
death. Humour is at bottom the secret wish, the will that all should
be destroyed, be transcended, be absolute, and death is one of the
ways by which this may fulfilled. But in addition to this, ghosts
make death itself ridiculous.

Ghost stories are an expression of our desire for another world,
where cause and effect do not operate; where love and hate are
forces, not moral qualities; where beauty is ugliness, and pain is
pleasure. 'We come once more to the all-important fact that that
what man really wills is poetry.  Poetry is will.  Science is the will
not to will.  Ghost stories are not concerned with so-called fact, or
with so-called fiction. They are the expression of the will of man,
which is poetic, humorous, and deathly.

The Chinese, as befits a great race, produced excellent ghost
stories in early times. One of the first is Soushénchi, ¥1#it, said
to have been sclected by Kanpao, T3, of the Chin Dynasty, 265-
419 A.D. The book itszlf is no longer extant, but many stories are

known to have come from it. Here are a few of them.
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The Woman with a Flying Head

At the time of the Ch’in Dynasty, %, 221206 B.C., there was
a race of people in the South called Falling-head People; their
heads kept on flying about. A certain general, Chuhuan, i
by name, had a servant whose head, while she was asleep, went
off out of the house through the hole in the door for the dog, or
from the window. It seems to have used its ears as wings. A
woman who slept beside her felt something odd was going on,
and examined her one night with a lamp, and found the body
had no head on it. It seemed that the body was a little colder
than usual, so she put the bedding over the headless body. The
head came back at dawn, but it was hindered from joining itself
onto the body again. It jumped about on the floor, the breath
was quick and painful, and it seemed as if she were going to die,
so the other hastily took the quilt away, and the head got back
to the body safely. This kind of thing went on almost every
night, though she looked quite an ordinary person in the day-
time. However, as it was a rather unpleasant habit the master
dismissed her at last.

This story is well told, with an undramatic tone that is proper to
ghost stories.  After all, it is the ordinary which is ghostly, not the

abnormal.

A Lute Devil

In the 3rd year of Chihwu, #§, in Wu, %, a farmer of
Kouchang named Yangto was on his way to a place called Yu-
yao when he was overtaken by darkness. Just at this time a boy
with a lute asked Yang for a ride on his waggon. Atter he got
on, he began to play some music and Yang listened with much
pleasure. But as soon as the music ended, the boy changed into
a devil, with angry eyes and a long tongue; it frightened Yang
dreadfully, and then disappeared.

A few miles further on, someone else came along, this time an
old man, who also asked for a ride. Yang had been taken in
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already once, but he felt sorry for the old chap and let him get
on. As they went along Yang told him of the terrible experience
he had just had. “A devil rode on my waggon and played the
lute. I heard the music of a devil for the first time; it had a
melancholy tone.””  “Really? T play the lute too.” As he
said this, the old man’s face changed into the same face as that

of the boy. Yang shricked out, and fainted.

This seems to me an excellent story. The humour is of several
kinds, the most important being the way in which we do things
knowing full well that they are going to cause us an infinity of

trouble.

Mr. Tsung's Mother

At the beginning of Huang, 3%, ot Wei, %L, the mother of a
man called Tsung, %%, went one day to take a bath, but didn’t
come out of the bath-room for a long time. The people of the
house wondered what had happened, and peeped into the room
at last.  There was only a big turtle floating on the surface of
the water of the bath-tub. Everybody began to shout and rush
about and a lot of people collected there. Then they saw the
mother’s hair-pin on the head of the rurtle.  *““Mother’s turned
turtle!” they screamed, but nothing could be done about it, and
they just stood round the turtle and wept. The turtle seemed to
wish to go off, but they wouldn’t let it, and watched it in turns
for several days. IHowever, one day the person on duty was
careless, and the turtle disappeared. They raised a hue and cry,
and rushed after the turtle but it gave them the slip and escaped
into a near-by river.  After some days, the turtle appeared once
more and walked round and round Tsung’s house, but soon went
off and hid itself in the water again. The neighbours told
Tsung to put on mourning clothes, but he would not; he
insisted that his mother was still alive, even though her form was
changed.

It will be noted that the Chinese already were well aware of the effect
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“willing suspension of dis-

of verisimilitude in bringing about the
belief”. In the following story also, exact details are given, as in
Defoe and Swift, of times and places where the alleged events took
place.

The Blue Bull

At the time of Ch’in there was a big catalpa tree in the shrine
of Nute, Z%. In the 27th year of Wen Kung, 2%, of Chin,
he ordered the tree to be cut down. However, a storm always
arose and the tree was blown up again, and joined together again.
Many days passed, but though the workers were increased to
forty men, still they couldn’t cut it down, and everyone was dead
tired. One of the workmen hurt his foot and couldn’t go home
that night, and slept under the tree. At midnight someone
seemed to have come on a visit to the tree; there was a sound of
voices. “The struggle must be awful.” “No, no, not so bad.”
“But if Lord Wen Kung keeps it up, what will happen in the
end?” “It’s just a matter of endurance.” ‘‘But suppose he
brings up three hundred men, with their hair hanging down, in
red clothes, and has a red rope tied round you, and puts ashes
on the stump, what could you do then?”” The tree became silent.

The man who had been sleeping under the tree heard this,
and told it to Lord Wen Kung, who did all that was suggested.
The tree was cut down, and a blue bull jumped out of it, and
plunged into the river Feng, X,

The next story is interesting in two ways. First it reminds us
strongly of the struggle between Beowulf and Grendel, the tearing
off of the lattet’s arm, and the following of the bloodstains to where
the monster lay dead. Second, the insouciance of the man supposed
to be frightened. This variation of the ghost story is always intrigu-
ing; it reverses the action and makes a fool of the ghost.

The Limb of the Deer
Hsieh Kun, ####, of Chen, B, prefecture retired from the world
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and lived a solitary life. One day, while travelling, he lodged in
an empty house in which a monster was said to live, and which
had already killed several men. Taking no heed of these stories
he lay down and fell asleep. In the middle of the night someone
called from outside, “Yu-hsing! open the door!” (Yu-hsing, %)
#, was his personal name). He thought it must be the monster,
but answered stoutly, “It’s too much trouble to unbar the door.
If you have any business with me put your hand through the
window.” A long arm came through the window; he grasped it
and tried to pull him in. The one outside tried not to be pulled
in, and they both pulled with all their might until at last the
arm was torn off and remained in his hands. When day broke,
the arm was seen to be that of a deer. Qutside the window
blood was found, which when followed led to a huge deer lying
wounded. After he killed the deer no more was heard of a
monster in that house.

Another collection of ghost stories, said to have been selected by
T’ao Yuanming, FSil#H, is the Soushenhouchi, ##EaE. Both this
and the former book were brought to Japan in eatly times and
exercised a profound influence upon Japanese literature. One of the
best stories is the following. We feel here something amusing in
the resoluteness and moral defiance of the hero. There is the same

contrast as between the Greek heroes and the Greek gods.

Abusing the Thunder

A man named Chang Chu, ¥4, of Wuhsing, 28, went out
to dig in the field in early spring. He would take rice-cakes
with him for his meal, but they kept on disappearing before he
had time to eat them, so one day he kept watch, and found that
a huge snake came and ate them. He got very angry and
slashed it with his sickle, and the snake fled into a hole on a
slope.  While he was wondering what to do next, he heard a
voice crying, “He cut me! What shall T do? Shall T ask the
lightning to strike him dead?”” While the snakes thus consulted
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among themselves, the sky became dark, and the sound of thunder
approached overhead. But Chang Chu was a very strong-minded
man. He jumped about and cried, “Heaven made me a poor
man, and I have to work hard every day. Is it wrong for me to
try to kill an evil creature that robbed me of my food, of my
very existence? Who is wrong, I or the snake? The answer
is obvious, and if you want to punish me unreasonably, I have
something to say about it. Come on, if you dare, thunder
away!” He stood there threateningly, and whether afraid of the
man, or admitting the reasonableness of what he had said, the
thunder withdrew from him, and the lightning fell on the hole
the snake had entered. After the weather cleared up, he found
many dead snakes lying there.

During the Tang Dynasty appeared Hsiyangtsatsu, VERBHER,
which was also brought to Japan, the stories being translated or
adapted in various ways. The author was Tuan Ch’engshih, B,
famous for his wide reading and encyclopaedic knowledge. The
following amusing story is also interesting from its resemblance to
the first part of Gulliver's Travels, which it antedated by nearly a
thousand years. Is it possible that Swift heard of the story, or was

it only necessary, as Dr. Johnson said, to “think of small men”?

Liliputians

During the T’ang Dynasty  in the last year of T’aiho, &KFn,
there was a certain gentleman of Sungtzii, #3%, prefecture living
at the villa of one of his relatives. On the first day he read
books late into the night by the light of a lamp. A very small
man entered, about an inch tall, but dressed in fine clothes,
with a noble appearance, carrying a cane. He suddenly said, in
a voice like that of a big fly, “You have arrived here today, and
it must be lonely for you, with no one around.” The gentleman
took no notice of the small man and continued reading. - Very

much displeased, the other cried, “Who do you think you are?
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Where are your manners? Don’t you know how to treat a
visitor?”  But the man still paid no attention to the little chap,
who now climbed up the desk, peeped in his bock, and then
began to abuse him. The gentleman remained calm and indit-
ferent and the little fellow became more and more irritated, and
at last went on the rampage and upset the ink-bottle over the
book. This was too much, and the other got angry and struck
him with a big writing-brush. The small man fell to the floor,
and with a cry, disappeared.

After a while several women appeated, young and old, but all
about an inch tall, and approaching him they cried, in voices
louder than their bodies warranted, ““Our Master sent his young
prince to teach you the secret principles of study, as you were
studying hard by yourself. But you behaved in an unseemly
manner, and injured the prince, and for that you shall be
punished.” At that many small men gathered like ants, climbed
up the desk, and began to beat him. He felt like a man in
a nightmare, and could not drive them off.

He was taken to a great palace, and scolded by the King and
then sent back to his room where the light was still burning. The
next day, he tried to find out how the little creatures got into the
house, and found a small hole under the steps where wall-lizards
were going in and out. Realising they were the culprits, he destroyed
them and their dwelling, and nothing strange happened after that.
One more story from the Hsiyangtsatsu is both comical and in-
sttuctive from the medical point of view. It can hardly be called a

“ghost™ story.
A Human-faced Beil

Fifty or sixty years ago a merchant of the Eastern River had
a boil on his left arm. It looked just like a human face, but
there was no pain. One day he poured some wine into the
mouth of the boil as a joke. It swallowed it all up and the face
of the boil became red, as if drunk. When he gave it some






CHAPTER V

Liehtse

Liehtsu, that is to say the book of the author of that name, was
called Ch’unghsiichénching, #iiE3E, Sutra of Fullness and Empti-
ness by the Emperor Hsuan Tsung of the T’ang Dynasty in 742
A.D. Liehtsu is mentioned, or invented, by Chuangtse in Chapter
I, and was supposed to have lived about 400 B.C., and to have been
a disciple of Laotse, but the book is apparently a conglomeration
of forgeties and compilations by some one who believed that Liehtsu
was a real person, when it seems that he was only one of the fictitious
persons upon whom Chuangtse fathered his own extravagances.

Here are some of the most comical, but all the stories are ““queer.”

Dreaming

Once a man in Cheng was gathering firewood on a moor
when he came across a frightened deer and shot it. Fearing that
someone else would see it, he hid the carcass in a dry ditch and
covered it with brushwood. He was so overjoyed at his good
fortune that he forgot where he had hid it, and came to believe
that he had dreamed the whole thing, and went home mumbling
about it to himself. Another man, however, overheard him, and
followed up the story and succeeded in finding the deer. When
this second man got home he told his wife about it. ““There
was a woodcutter who got a deer in his dream and did not know
where it was, but I found it. He dreamed of reality.” His
wife said, ‘““Maybe you are only dreaming about the woodcutter’s
deer? Was there really a woodcutter? You now have a deer,
really; is your dream also a dream of reality?” The husband
retorted “Anyway, I have a deer, so what does it matter whether
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it was he or I who was dreaming?”” The woodcutter could not
reconcile himself to having lost the deer, and that night dreamed
of where he had actually hid it, and also of the man who had
found it. Early the next morning he went to the man he had
dreamed of. He demanded the deer, and they went to court
about it. The judge said to the woodcutter, “*You really got
the deer at first, but foolishly supposed it to have been all a
dream. Then you dreamed of the reality, found the deer, and
foolishly called it reality. The other got the deer in reality and
is contesting your claim for it. His wife says that he only
dreamed of finding someone else’s deer. According to her, there
was no real man who got a real deer. But here we have a deer,
so I will ask you to go halves with him.” The Lord of Cheng
was told the story, and said, “Alas! isn’t the judge only dream-
ing of dividing a deer between two people?”’

The Chinese and the Japanese have always scen something

profound in forgetting.
The Man who Forgot how to Forget

There was once a man, Yangli Huatsu of Sung, who when
he was in the prime of life suffered from a peculiar illness, that
of forgetting everything. He would receive a thing in the morn-
ing, and forget all about it in the evening, or would give a thing
in the evening and forget it in the morning. When in the street
he would forget to walk on, and when in his home he forgot to
sit down. He could not in the present remember the pist, and in
the future he could not remember the present.  His family were
very annoyed with him and consulted a necromancer, but he
could do nothing about it. They asked a wizard to exorcise it,
but he got no better. The doctors were of course no good at all.
But there was a Confucian in Lu who claimed he could cure
him, so the family promised half their property. The Confucian
said, “This is not something connected with fortune-telling,
prayer, or medicine, so I shall cure his mind and change the
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direction of his thoughts, and I hope that will effect a cure.’
So he tested Huatse by making him naked, whereupon he
asked for clothes, and making him fast, when he asked for food,
and shutting him in darkness, so that he asked for light. The
Confucian was pleased and told the family, “His illness is
curable! But my method must be kept secret, and 1 want
nobody to know anything about it.” He kept him in a room
for seven days away from the other people.  The family did as
they were told, and nobody knows what happened in the room.
Lo and behold, the malady of many years standing was cured in
a very short time.

Hua-tzu, cured, flew into a great rage, turned his wife out of
the house, beat his children, and drove the Confucian away with
a spear. Someone asked Huatse what the meaning of all this
was, and he replied, “When I was in the world of forgetfulness,
I was in a vast realm of vagueness, knowing nothing of the
existence of heaven and earth. Now I am awake to all that
happens, existence and non-existence, profit and loss, sorrow and
pleasure, liking and loathing, all the emotions in all their confu-
sion. And these emotions will disturb my mind in the future
also. Can I never again get even a moment of forgetfulness?
That is why I drove them all away.”

This has an obvious human application, but also a cosmic one.
God must often regret having disturbed his own timeless serenity
when he created the universe, not because men are so foolish and

wicked, but because Nothing is always better than something.

The Man who Saw the Gold Only

There was a man of Ch’i who very much wanted gold. One
clear morning he went to the market all dressed up, and pro-
ceeded straight to the gold-dealers, snatched up some gold, and
walked off. ‘The police arrested him immediately, and asked
him, “Why did you take the gold, when everybody was there?”’
He replied, “When I took the gold, I did not see any people;
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I saw only the gold.”
This is perhaps the psychology of much so-called ““crime”, and
also of the folly which makes up the major portion of our life. The
moral is: when you look at a flower, do not forget the universe;

when you look at the universe, do not forget the flower.
Give a Dog a Bad Name

A certain man lost his axe. He suspected the boy next deor,
and his walk showed he had stolen an axe, his appearance
showed he had stolen an axe, his way of speaking showed he
had stolen an axe  his gestures and manner all showed he had
stolen an axe. Some time after, however, when he was digging
in the valley the man happened to find the axe he had lost.
And when he looked at the boy next door, nothing in his

attitude or manner showed he had stolen an axe.
This is perhaps the best story in the present book.

How to Deal with a Bandit

Niu Chieh was a great Confucian of Shangti. He once
went down to Hantan and met a bandit at Qusha. Fle was
robbed of all his clothes, and his cow-cart, but walked off. He
looked quite cheerful; there was no sign of sorrow or regret on
his countenance. The bandit ran after him and asked why he
looked so. Niu Chich replied, “A wise man does not harm
the thing which must be fed (the body) for what feeds it (the
clothes and ox-cart). The bandit was full of admiration, ““How
wise you are indeed!” But he thought to himself, “If T let
this wise man go back to the Lord of Chao, he will interfere
with what I am doing; I had better kill him now.” So he ran
after Niu Chieh again and killed him. A man of You heard of
this, and gathered his kinsmen and warned them, saying, “Do
not be like Niu Chieh of Shangti when you meet a bandit!”
They all realised what he meant. His younger brother soon after
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happened to have to go to Ch’in, and there met a bandit when
he came down to Kuanhsia. He remembered his brothet’s
warning, and fought with the bandit, but in the end he was
defeated and robbed. But he meanly ran after the bandit and
asked him to give some of his things back. The bandit became
angry, and cried, “It was from generosity that I let you live, but
now you come pertinaciously after me, and it will be made
known where I am going. I am a robber; how can you expect
kindness from me now?” and he killed him and several of
those who were travelling with him.

This is not exactly a comical story, but shows how a lack of wit

ruins us. We must not reveal our wisdom to others as Niu Chieh

did, for wisdom is power, and power is hated. We must not “ask
for more”” as Oliver Twist and the younger brother did. There is

a limit to morality, even the morality of robbers. Humour sees and

admits this limit.

Shame

There was once a poor man in Ch’i who was always going
around the town begging. The townspeople thought he came
too often and nobody gave him anything. At last he went to
the stable of a farmer and became the hanger-on of a horse-doc-
tor working there. A townsman said to him teasingly, “Aren’t
you ashamed of eating, just following a horse-doctor?”” The
beggar said, ‘““The most shameful thing in the world is to beg;
I was not ashamed of begging; how can I be ashamed of follow-
ing a horse-doctor?”

Christ says, not without some humour, “He who would be master

must be the slave of all.” God himself, in his loneliness, begs tor

our love.

What is Good?

A man of Hantau offered a dove to Chientse on New Year’s

Morning. He was very pleased and rewarded him well. A



Liehtse 53

visitor asked him about it, and he said,” It shows our mercy it

£

we let a living creature go tree.”” The guest said, “If your
peuple know that you are going to free them, they will compete
in catching them, and many doves will die on account of it. If
you really want the doves to live, the thing is to prohibit the
people from catching them. To catch and then free them will

not make good the evil.”  Chientse agreed.

It is said that at one time during the 1g9th century it was custom-
ary in Rome for certain rascals to beat dogs in front ol foreign
visitors, especially English people, in order to get money to stop.

Whether this is true or not, morality must never be paid.

What is Given, is Received

Lerd Wen of Ch’in was on the way to a meeting to decide on
attacking the neighbouring state of Wei. Kungtzu Ch’u laughed
and laughed at this, his mouth open to the sky. The Lord
asked him what he was laughing at.  He replied, “This is why
I was laughing. The man next door saw off his wife when she
was going to her native place. One the way he saw a woman
gatheting mulberry leaves, and pleased with her appearance,
spoke to her. But when he suddenly turned round to his wife
he saw someone making signs to her. This is the reason for
my laughter.” The Lord understood what he meant, stopped
the attack, and took the army back to his own country. Hardly
had he arrived when he was attacked by the country to the
north,

The wisdom of life is to see the analogies, and the farther apart the
two things are the more significant is their common factor,—and the

more humorous.
Suspension of Belief

Liehtse was in difficult circumstances, and looked hungry. A
certain man who stayed with Tziyang of Chén said to him,
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Liehtse is a man of the Way, and is now leading a poverty-
stricken life in your land. If you do nothing about it, it may
seem that you care nothing about really great men.” So Tzu-
yang had his officers send him some millet. Lichtse received
the messenger, bowed, and refused the millet with the utmost
courtesy. His wife beat her breast, and said to him reproachfully,
“I have heard that the members of a family of a man of the
Way all lead a pleasant and comtortable life. We, on the
contrary, are always hungry, and now when we are presented
with some food you don’t accept it as you should!” Liehtse
laughed and said, “The Lord does not know me himself, but
presented me with sorae millet, acting only in accordance with
someone else’s words. In the same way, he may punish me
according to someone else’ words. That is why I did not accept

the millet.” At last people rose in revolt against the Lord, and
killed him.

Much of the misery and all of the wars of the world come from

this acting on the instructions of others.
How to Weep

A man of Yen was born in Yen, grew up in Ch’u and when
he was going back to his native place in his old age, passed
through the country of Chin.  Another man, who accompanied
him, played a trick on him and said, pointing to a castle, **This
is the castle of Yen.” The man was touched, and his counte-
nance changed. The other pointed to a shrine, and said, “This
is the shrine of your own village!” The man sighed deeply.
The other pointed to a house and said, “It is where your father
used to live.”  The man shed tears.  Last, the other pointed to
a hill and said, “That is the grave of your father.” The man
lamented and groaned. The other laughed and said, “I have
been deceiving you. This is still the country of Chin.”” The
man was quite ashamed of himself. When they actually got to
Yen, and he saw the casile and the shrine and the real house
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and grave of his dead father, the emotion and grief were not so

deep.

I had the same experience as this, though the decieving was done by
myself. When T first came to Japan I wanted to see Mt. Fuji very
much, very Lafcadio Hearnically. On the way to Numazu I was
sitting in the train waiting to see the world-famous mountain when it
suddenly came in view. I shed tears to think that a poor boy born
in London could have the opportunity of seeing this far-off sacred
mountain.  After wiping away my tears, I settled down again,—
when lo and behold! after a few more minutes the real Mt. Fuji
came in sight. I was so crestfallen and confused I could not squeeze
out a single tear for the real thing, though I had wept copiously for
the false one. In any case, our emotion must be as deep as possible,

but not too deep.
Wisdom with Monkeys

A certain man in the country of Sung kept monkeys; he
loved them, and had a great many. He understood well the
feelings of the monkeys and they understood his. He reduced
the number of the people in his house so as to feed the monkeys
propetly.  But he became poorer, and wanted to give the mon-
keys less food, but was afraid they might revolt against him. So
he used guile, and said, “I will give you three portions of millet
in the morning and four in the evening; will that be all right?”
All the monkeys got angry and stood on their feet. But he
hurriedly said again, “No, I will give you millet, four in the
morning and three in the evening. How about that?” All
the monkeys prostrated themselves and were overjoyed.

The difference is not in substance but in the feeling. The really
wise man treats the fools as fools, but never lets them suspect this
for a moment. This humorous kindness is the highest virtue, and is

what makes the world go round.
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Which is Nearer?

Confucious was wandering in the Eastern regions, and saw
two children arguing about something, and asked what. One of
them said, “I think that when the sun rised it is nearer to
people, and at noon it is farther away.” The other child
thought it was nearer to people at noon and farther away when
it rose.  The first child said, “When the sun first appears, it is
as big as a wheel, but at noon, it is about the size of a tray.
Isn’t that because what is far away looks small and what is near
locks big?”  The other child said, “When the sun comes first,
it is cool, but at noon it becomes as hot as touching boiling
water. Isn’t that because what is near is hot and what is far
away is cool?”’ Confucious could not tell them which was right,
and the children laughed at him, and said, “Who decided that

you were a wise man?’’

Why is butter soft and iron hard? People say it is because of the
density of the molecules, but why are the molecules of iron closer
than those of butter? The following story also asks an unanswerable

question.

For Whom does the World Exist?

T’ientsu of Chi held a farewell party in his garden, a thou-
sand guests being present. One of the party presented him with
some fish and geese. T’ientsu said admiringly, “How merci-
fully Heaven thinks of its children! It increases all sorts of
grain, and produces fish and birds so that people may live on
them.”  All the guests agreed with this; there was a sound of
universal approval. The son of Pao was present there, only
twelve years of age. He came forward and said, *‘Nothing of
the kind. The things of this world are ourselves and the other
creatures; there is no high or low among the species; only they
fight and eat each other according to their size or wisdom.
Nothing is born for another’s convenience; man happens to be
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able to catch and eat other animals. They were not made for
the purposes of human beings. So Heaven did not make us for
the sake of mosquitoes and other flies, though they bite us, or
for wolves and tigers, though they eat us.”

This reminds us of the ironical, anti-catholic lines of Pope in the

Essay on Man:

Has God, thou fool! worked solely for thy good,
Thy joy, thy pastime, thy attire, thy food?

How Not to Die

There was once a man who said he knew how to live for ever.
The Lord of Yen sent someone to learn the method, but as the
messenger did not go immediately and swiftly, the man who
knew how not to die dicd. The Lerd of Yen was very angry
with the messenger, and was going to punish him, but his
“A man is afraid of noth-
ing more than death, values nothing more than life. But he
himself lost his own life, so how can he prevent your Highness
from dying?””  So the Lord did not punish the messenger.

There was a man called Chitzu, who wanted to learn the
Way (not to die) and when he heard of the death of the man
who knew how not to die he regretted it exceedingly, beating his
breast and lamenting. Fushih heard of this, and said, laughing,
“He wants to learn how to live for ever, but the teacher is
already no more. Yet he is regretful. He evidently does not
know what to study {the Way) is.” Hutzu said, ‘“What Fushih
said is wrong. There are people who know how, but cannot do
it. There are also those who can do it but do not know how.
There was a man of Wei who was good at mathematics and at
his death taught the secret of his art to his son. The son wrote
it down but himself could not do it. Another man asked him
about it and the son told him what his father had said. The
other performed the art according to the father’s words and was

favourite retainer advised him saying,
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able to do it as well as the father. So you cannot say that a
man who died could not teach othets how not to die.”

This seems to me clever, witty and true. What the chief priests

said was perhaps right: “He saved others; himself he cannot save.”
Leaf-making

A man of Sung made some leaves of a kind of mulberry tree
for the King with jade, completing the work after three years.
The tip of the leaf, its stalk, the hair on the leaf, its glossiness,
all was so well made that no one could distinguish it from the
real thing even if placed among actual mulberry leaves. For his
art and skill he was pensioned by his country. Liehtse heard of
this, and said, “If it took nature three years to produce some
leaves the trees would have very few. So a sage thinks much of
the power of nature, little of human wisdom and skill.”

All the works of man have a littleness, an unnaturalness, a labour

that make them comical.
Who is Crazy?

A man of Ts'in, named P’ang, had a son who was clever
when young, but when he reached manhood he became afflicted
with a disease that we may call “error”. When he heard
someone singing he thought it was lamentation; he saw white as
black; fragrant incense smelled bad to him; sweet things tasted
bitter; unjust deeds seemed to him right. Whatever he experi-
enced in heaven or on earth, in the four directions, of water or
fire, cold or heat—all he took upside down. A man called
Yang told his father, “The wise man of Lu (Confucius) knows
many kinds of arts. e may be able to cure your son. Why
don’t you go and see him?”” The father went to the country of
Lu, but he passed through the country of Ch’en, where he
met Laotse, and told him all about his son. Laotse said, *How
do you know that your son is in a state of illusion? All the
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people in the world are in this same state of illusion about right
and wrong, profitable and unprofitable. There are many maladies
of this kind, but scarcely anyone is aware of it. Moreover, the
illusion of one person cannot affect a family, nor that of a district
the whole country, nor that of a country the world. And if the
whole world is deluded, who can change it? 1If all the people
of the world were like your son, you would be thought wrong.
Sorrow and joy, sound and colour and smell, right and wrong,
—who can be sure about these things. And what I am saying
about these matters may be deluded too. And the wise man of
Ch’en is the very one who is most deluded; how can he cure
the illusions and delusions of others? I recommend you to go
back at once.”

This attitude, which was that of Socrates and Montaigne and
many lesser men is not only the right one, it is the curative one.
Calling people criminals only makes them worse. “Let him who is

>

without sin cast the first stone”, is itself too moralistic. It implies
degrees of goodness, and the point of the story is the varieties of
goodness. Morality is a kind of joke, or shall we say that laughter

is the only really moral activity.

When the Heavens Fall

In the State of Ch’i there was a man who was worried lest
the sky should fall and the earth be crushed and he have
nowhere to live. Being so worried he could neither eat nor
sleep. There was another man who was worried about this
worried man. He went and said to him, “Heaven consists of
piled-up air or vapour. There is no place without this vapour,
and everybody is sitting and standing, moving and breathing and
resting in it all day. So it is not necessary to worry about the
sky falling.”” But the nervous man said, “If heaven is really
but piled-up vapour, the sun and moon and stars cannot but
fall.”  The other said, “The sun and moon and stars also exist
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in the piled-up air, only they shine. So if they fall they won’t
be broken or break other things.” The first man said, “How
about the earth breaking up?” The other said, “The earth is
only a mass; it fills all the emptiness; there is nowhere that you
do not find this mass; however far you walk and go, you are
still on the earth all the time, proceeding or standing. So you
need not worry about its breaking up.” Everything became
quite clear to him and he was happy and relieved. When Chang
Lutsu heard of this he laughed and said, ‘‘Rainbows, clouds,
mists, wind and rain and the four seasons are born in heaven by
the piling up of vapour. Mountains, and hills, rivers and seas,
metals and stones, fire and wood,—these are born on the earth,
and arc piled-up forms. When we know that heaven and earth
are but piled-up vapour and accumulations of matter, how can
we say, ““They won’t break”? As you know, heaven and Earth
are but tiny things in Vast Emptiness, and also in them is
Something Enormous, difficult to exhaust, to end, to fathom, ot
to understand. This is the condition of these things, not to be
measured, not to be known. This is the nature of them. So
to worry about the earth’s being broken into pieces is far from
rational, but then again, to say it won’t break is a mistake. If
heaven and earth must break, they must break, and if we are
alive at that time how can we avoid worrying about it?”’

When Liehtse heard this he laughed and said, “He who says
that heaven and earth will break is wrong, but he who says they
won’t is also wrong. As to whether they will break or not,—
this is beyond our knowledge. But there is this opinion, and
there is that opinion. Life does not know Death, nor Death
Lite. Coming does not know going, going is ignorant of coming.
How can I trouble my mind about whether they will break or
not?”’

This story has some faint, far-off, almost indiscernible resemblance
to the story of Job. The first says, they won’t break, don’t worry;
the second says, they won’t but they may, so worry; the third says,
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—what does he say? The first is the romanticist, the second the
realist; what is the third?  The third is, to express it in a particular
way, the view that nothing is serious enough, tragic enough to worry
about. Liehtse said, laughing,—this laughing is all important.
Christ said, laughing, “Father, forgive them, for they know not what
they do.”” Contucius said, laughirg, “Heaven knows me! Heaven

knows me!”

How to Catch Cicadas

Confucius went to Ch’u and saw a humpback in the wood
gathering cicadas as easily as though picking them up. Chung-
ni said, “You are extraordinarily good at it. Is there any
special way of doing it?”” The humpback answered, “Yes, I
have a Way. In May or June, if you can put a ball on a
ball, then you can beat the cicadas, with a few failures. If you
can put three balls one on another, you will fail only once in ten
times. If you succeed in putting five balls on top of one another,
you can get cicades as casily as picking them up. I stand like
a stump, my arms extended like the branches of trees. Heaven
and Earth are vast, and full of a multitude of things, but I know
only the wings of cicadas. T do not change position or budge;
I do not take anything instead of the wings of cicadas. So
naturally [ can catch them.” Confucius said to his disciples
“If your will is on one thing, that is to say, cosmically concen-
trated, you will be like this old humpbacked master.” The old
man exclaimed, “You are a Confucian of big clothes; how is it
you did not know the answer of your own question? Complete
and perfect what you are now doing, then speak about higher
things!”

All teachers are comical, because if they really knew what they
pretend to they would have no energy to teach. All real teaching is
self-teaching; the rest is simply repetition of that (successful or un-

successﬁll) self-teaching.  So it is that the war-mongers always speak

of peace.
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Shooting Well

In olden times Kanying was good at shooting. When ke
shot an atrow, birds fell, and beasts dropped to the ground. He
had a disciple named Feiwei, who having learned archery fiom
Kanying became even mote skilful than his teacher. A man
named Ch’ichang learned shooting from Feiweli, who said
“You must learn first how not to blink you eyes, then you may
speak of shooting.” Ch’ichang went back to his home, and
lay down under his wife’s loom and made his eye touch one of
the levers. After two years even if the end of the lever fell on
his eye he did not blink, and he told Feiwei so. Feiwei said
“Not yet. You must learn to watch. Come again after you
are able to see the small as though large, the dim as though
clear.” So Ch’ichang hung a louse from a hair at his window
and watched it from the south. In ten days it looked bigger,
and after three years it looked as big as a cartwheel, and when
he looked at other things they all looked as big as hills and
mountains. So he tried to shoot with a bow and arrow. He
shot the louse in the centre of its heart, and still it hung there.
He told Feiwei about it, and was very glad; he beat his chest
and said, ‘“Now you have got it!” Ch’ichang had already
learned all the art of Feiwei and thought he was the only rival he
had in the world, and planned to have a duel with him. They
met in a field, and shot their arrows at each other, but they met
in the air and fell to the ground, raising no dust. The arrows
of Feiwei were already used up; Ch’ichang had one left, and
shot it at Feiwei, who defended himself from it with a thorn.
Both threw their bows away, weeping, and, bowing to each
other, agreed to become father and son, and swore not to reveal
the secret of their art to others.

There are stories like this in Fennimore Cooper, made fun of by

Mark Twain, but perhaps the implicit meaning is similar to the

Chinese story, the possible absoluteness, the infallibility of even

human beings. Humour is the clash between the possible and the
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Tho Two Robbers

In the country of Ch’i lived a rich man named Kuo; in the
country of Sung a poor man named Hsiang. One day Hsiang
went to ask Kuo how he managed to become so rich. Kuo
answered, “I am a very skilful robber. After robbing for one
year I had enough to eat; in two years I was well off; in three
I was rich, and now I give away money to all the poor people
in my district.” Hsiang was very pleased. He understood quite
well what robbery was, but not the principle of it in the case of
Kuo. He at once began climbing over walls and robbing houses,
and grabbed hold of all that his eye could see or his hand could
reach. Unfortunately, very soon the things he stole led to the
detection of his burglaries, and he lost even what he originally
had. Hsing explained all he had done; “Why!” said Kuo,
“You understood the principle of robbery so litle? 1 will
explain it to you. It is this. Heaven has its seasons, Earth its
productions; I steal these two. I use the wetness and fecundating
power of the clouds and rain, the productiveness and fostering of
mountains and marshes. These make my corn grow and ripen
my hatvest, build my houses and walls. I rob the land of
animals and birds, the water of fishes and turtles. This is all
theft, because corn and harvest, earth and trees, birds and beasts,
fish and turtles are all produced by Heaven, not by me. But
this robbing of Heaven is not followed by retribution. However,
gold, jewels, precious stones, food, silk, wealth and property are
all gathered together by men; they are not given by Heaven. If
you rob people of these things, and are punished, you have but
yourselt to blame.” Hsiang was bewildered by all this, and he
thought Kuo was deceiving him a second time.

Carpe Diem
Yang Chu said, “The living only differ from one another;

the dead are all alike. When alive, a man is wise or stupid,
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noble or base; thus the living are different. But dead people all
stink, all are corrupt; all decay until nothing remains; in this
way they are all the same. Man cannct control these two facts;
they are not the results of any human activity. Some people die
at ten, some at a hundred. The wisest men and the greatest die
no less than the lowest and most villainous . . . What is the
difference between the foul bones of a dead saint and those of a
dead rascal?  Let us then be busy about the affairs of life when
we are alive, and leave what happens afterwards.”

This again is Montaigne long before his time. A humorist inclines
to this attitucde perhaps, but he may also take the whole affair

tragically as well as comically, and as deeply as he pleases.

Long Life

Yen P’ingchung asked Yuan Chung, ““How can we have good
health?” “By doing just whatever you like, without any let
or hindrance, that’s all.” “‘Please tell me in more detail,”
said the other. ““It is simplicity itself,” said Yuan Chung.
“Whatever your eye wishes to gaze up, look at as much as you
will; what your eye wants to listen to, your nose to smell, your
mouth to speak your body enjoys, your heart desires to do, enjoy
them all! .. ....”

He goces on to say that to wait quietly for death in the unrestricted
enjoyment of life is the right method of attaining and preserving
health. This is somewhat like Oscar Wilde, only Wilde would have
thought (rightly enough) that it was vulgar to think about such a
thing as health at all, particularly one’s own health. On the other
hand it must be observed that this ancient doctrine, a rather low-
class kind of Epicurianism, is thoroughly in accord with the modern
theory of strain as the one and only cause of disease. In other
words, we must say that humour is the cause, effect, and visible sign

of mental and physical health.
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The following story shows us morality as the enemy of not merely

health and humour but of life itself.
Virtuous Profligacy

Tzu Ch’an, the prime Minister of Cheng, held dictaterial
power over the State for three years, and during this time good
people followed his reforms, and the bad feared his rebuke. The
country of Cheng, thus administered, was respected and feared
by all other principalities. However, Tzu Ch’an had two
brothers; the elder, Chao, loved wine; the younger, Mu, loved
women. Chao’s house contained a thousand chung of wine, yeast
was piled up everywhere mountains high, and a hundred paces
from the gate the smell of wine-dregs assailed everyone’s nose.
Dissipated and immersed in wine, of the world, its safety or
dangers, public affairs and their wise or unwise administration,
the life and death of his relatives, or even whether any of the
forms of death were about to fall on him,—of all these things
he knew nothing, and cared less. As for Mu, he filled twenty
or thirty rooms of his inner courtyard with his concubines, the
most sexually attractive possible. He too had nothing to do
with his relations and friends, never left his courtyard, prolonged
the pleasures of the night into the day, left the house only once
in three months, and that unwillingly. If there were a beautiful
maiden in some hamlet, he would tempt her with money, or
have a procuress abduct her and would stop trying only when it
was absolutely impossible to get hold of her.

Their brother, the Prime Minister explains to them the dignity
and value of life, and the dangers and ill-fame of vice. The two
redoubtable brothers tell him to go to Hell with his rectitude and
decorum, saying that they cared nothing for reputation and had no
wish to feign virtues they did not have. They said they were too
busy with their mouths and stomachs and other organs to worry
about health or glory or money.

These two Rabelaisian gentlemen are not at all masochistic in
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their pleasures. They know nothing of the pleasures of self-denial,
the luxury of insufhcient food and clothing. Like Falstaff also,
honour is but a name, and a name that will lead to an early grave
and an eternity of nothingness no different from that which we came

from. To “‘scorn delights and live laborious days”

at least supposes
a fairly long life. And what, for example, is the sense of struggling
for enlightenment if the day after we get it (and perhaps the day
before) we die? We must get something this moment, in a world in
which every next moment may be our last. Of course, if writing a
book gives more satisfaction than drinking or promiscuity, it is
obvious which we should choose, but if you can’t write a book and

don’t want toread one « . . ...






PLATE III
TWO CHINESE GENII

This is a mud-wall picture in a grave at Eichangtzu, ®% 7, in Lushun,
70, and belongs to the first two or three hundred years A.D. It represents
two spirits, guardians of the gate, Tu-yu, %8 (or Shentu, W#) and
Yu-tieh, #%. One has a pronged and the other a barbed halberd. The
picture is apparently unfinished; it has crude strength in it, and though far
from witty has something slightly comical in it to our eyes. It brings out
the truth, to parody Confucius, that energy and simplicity, ferocity and
directness are not far from humour.

The story of the two genii is this. There was a mountain, Tushuo,
BEWIL, in the Tunghai district, on which grew three thousand peach trees.
At the north-east of the biggest of these trees there stood a gate through
which passed many spirits. The two genii lived on the gate, examined the
spirits, and gave the bad ones to the tigers to eat. It is said that ic was the
Yellow (Huang) Emperor who began the practice of painting their pictures
on a plank of peach-wood and hanging them at the gate at the end of
the year.

These Door-Gods seem to have been replaced, from Tang times, in some
districts of China, by Yu Chilh Kung, #3#%f, 585-658, and Ching Shuh
Pao, #BH, two body-guards of the Emperor Tai Tsung, #%42, who, when
he was bothered by a kind of poltergeist which threw brickbats about the
palace, stood guard and protected him. The Emperor had their portraits
painted commemoratively on the doorts, in armour, and carrying battle-axes.
These last, by the way, contrary to the illustration, must always fuce away
from each other, to guard in all directions. There is a saying: “1f the
door-guards are wrongly posted (pasted), there will be trouble to the right
and to the left,” KUl A A 1546,



CIHHAPTER VI
Proverbs

A proverb has been called a universal major premise, and with
this opinion the Chinese would agree, but in Europe at least. proverbs
have rather fallen from their former high estate. To quote Lord
Chesterfield, who never laughed after he had reached vears of dis-
cretion (and very seldom, we may suspect before that time) “a man
of fashion never has recourse to proverbs and vulgar aphorisms”.
This is now true of almost all men. These proverbs of immemorial
wisdom, which existed long before books did and which once were
heard daily in Athens, Rome, and London, are now relegated to the
latter part of books of quotations, together with the least-forgotten
verses of the Bible. Why are proverbs now so seldom heard? It
may be that human beings weary of hearing the truths that they are
unwilling or unable to put into practice. The Japanese treated this
proverbial wisdom with their accustomed insouciance, and turned
many of them into a kind of game. The Chinese have been more
respectful to the wisdom of their ancestors. They feel perhaps that
brevity is the soul not only of wit but of wisdom, and we see this
brought out in English translations of Chinese. In the Analects,

Book 1, Chapter TX, Confucius is reported as saying:

Legge translates this:

Let there be a careful attention to perform the funeral rites to
parents, and let them be followed when long gone with the
ceremonies of sacrifice.

Besides the brevity, there is what has been called the swivel raculty,
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a capacity for being put to any use, for teing applied under any
circumstances,  This is the great power of a proverb, and it comes
no doubt from the fact that the proverb is the focal point of an
infinite number of experiences of different people in a variety of
conditions. The following, in being the most humorous, are among

the best of wotld proverbs.
LA A R,
All putrid flesh has the same taste.

All bad people live in the same world of greediness, pretence, ambi-

tion, envy, self-love, in a word, egoism.
i RS I N
There is no sound when we clap with only one hand.

The interesting point here is that in Zen it is precisely this sound
that we must (also) hear. The realism of the Chinese is to be

tempered by the idealism of the Indians, or vice versa.
P B R A
A dog has no dislike of s poor family.

In this case, as in so many others, “Unless ye become as one of
these little dogs, ye shall in no wise enter the Kingdom of Heaven.”

— R H R KE.
One dog barks at something, and a hundred batk at his voice.

Christ worships God; others worship him.

EEAEE ZEALAMER.
Cheap things are not good; good things are not cheap.
It is interesting to contrast this with what the transcendentalist says:
All good things are cheap: all bad are very dear.!

1. Thoreau, Joumals, 1841.
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The Chinese is speaking of man-made things; the American of

God-made.
L I N R B A N
Firewood is not sold in a forest;
fish is not sold on the lake.

We take advantage of the weakness, poverty, or stupidity of others
to assure our own livelihood. Even in spiritual matters freedom is
not found in a solitary life; music itself is an oasis of sound in a
desert of silence.
[t i
Identical, like claps of thunder.

This must be one of the shortest similes in the world, and one ot
the most appropriate. The humour lies in the unexpectedness, the

remoteness of the comparison.

SEETRE S 17

To rule a kingdom is easy; to control a family is difficult.

I have never ruled a kingdom, but apparently many people more
stupid than 1 have done so successfully. With regard to a tamily,
it simply depends on the family; if good, it runs itself, it bad, no
one can control it.
HHGHXKLEMR G AEEF.
You have looked at me; I have looked at you;
do we like each other’s looks or not?

This is happening all over the world at every moment, and the

answer is clear, though not always to the parties concerned.

— N WL .

It one word does not hit the mark, neither will ten thousand.

We can preach only to the converted. As some wise person said,
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no man can be persuaded against his will.

— NP, B OA .

What one man says is false; what a hundred men say is true.

This is disturbingly democratic. Is it indeed possibly true? Perhaps
we had better take it in a more philosophical way, in the sense that
Thoreau says, “After all, man is the great poet, not Homer or
Shakespeare,” the same ““man” who is the author of these proverbs.
Ay T2 a2 gk oK.
AN NI I o
The friendship of the superior man is thin like water;
That of the small man is as sweet as honey.

The humour of this lies in the unexpected similes.

B B R .
Young, a Kuanyin; old, a monkey,

Then what is she in foto? What is woman that thou art mindful
of her?
0 &% |- 4% 40 T

In the gambling ring,—no father and son.

In the struggle for existence morality and filial piety play but a

minor and intermittent role.

¥y 4B R

Everything in the world has its lord.

This seems to involve a paradox, since in the last resort the lordship
must be mutual, or go beyond this world. Taken mcze humorously,
it no doubt refers to that eternal feudal system, that hierarchy obeyed
by non-human creatures also. The Emperor is afraid of his wife or

his tailor, and so the circus goes on.

O BB . % A OER .
If you save, save thoroughly; ii you kill, kill thoroughly.

g -
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There is more than a touch of Zen in this paradox.

WO A A A A BE .

One who buys a dried fish to save its life does not know
what life and death are.

All missionaries and teachers look somewhat foolish in the face,
because they are trying to resuscitate, not the dead, but the stillborn.
ﬂj}’ﬂﬁ :/7 'Q ﬂ*if\ .\ni /‘K

If a lucky time comes, who dces not come?

If it does not come, who comes?
Emerson raises this to a cosmic law; in Fate he says:

One thing is forever good;
That one thing is Success.

TE BBy W AL

When a single leaf moves, all the branches shake.

This inversion of cause and effect makes us realise that there is no
such thing as a cause, and an effect; only phenomena, seen under

1 11 - .
the illusion of time.

TR E. R EG.

You may miss the tiger, but he won’t miss.

The humour here is rather grim.  This proverb also may be taken
in a cosmic sense. The tiger is the world, or it is death. Christ
savs, ‘I have overcome the world.”

HARNR S A

~ e EE A
The ancients did not see tonight’s moon,
But this moon shone on the ancients.

This is rather a strange proverb, which must come from a Chinese

poem. The sense of time and place is laid to sleep, and we see
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the world sub specie aeternitatis.

BAWHE AN — AT — 4R E.

Two men of perfect virtue,—the one dead, the other yer unburn.

The living, the real, the present is always imperfect. The golden
age, the age of golden men, is in the past or the future.

AR AR R

Alive, we know not the soul; dead, we know not the body.

Putting the two together, and “making up the main account,” the

answer is nothing.

EEAFHEEHNNR

People of a certain height must wear clothes of a certzin iength.

This can mean, “Cut your coat according to your cloth,” but it has
a more Uf}’\ers'll apphcatlorl There IS no abSOIute freedon}; we are

free only in as far as we accept our lack of freedom.

AT AR IV IR
ANE AR 7: A ld.
Men deceive good men; Heaven does not deceive them.

Men fear evil men; Heaven does not fear them.

This is a almost intolerably profound. The contrast has gone
beyond even humour, beyond comedy and tragedy into the realm of
the music of Bach.

Ko AL R

IHeaven provides the man, earth the grave for hin.

This is the whole truth, that we find always in Honer, often in

Dante, Cervantes, Shakespeare, and Goethe, almost ncver clsewhere.

o T ~31=

mj AL arv . 7\ \fi AT f[]i’
MR R L. R Az

Our whispers sound like thunder in the ears of Heaven; our
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gods.

73
dark secret wickednesses flash like lightning into the eyes of the

This is true, but unknown to but a few, yet all men feel it some-

times, for our uneasinesses or boastings all testify to the tact that
Heaven is neither blind nor deaf.

Pretending becomes truth.

This is what Nietzsche says, that untruth is as necessary for life and
therefore in the deepest sense true, as so-called fact or reality. Also,
in a more simple way, pretending to love or to be angry, acting a

part may cause the actual emotions to arise. How about the reverse?

Can truth become pretending?  Yes, when repeated.
K &n # &r.

7 &0 5% 4.
Heaven knows, Earth knows, you know, I know.

What do they know? The answer is that they know.

But there is
nothing known, nothing to be known, only a knowing which is
universal and without exceptions.

B w BT H =
AP 5 A
a fool.

Rich or poor, rejoice! Who laughs not with open mouth is

This alone is wisdom; it is in the will, not the circumstances.

BT H

mj

Never joke before a prince.

Let us amend it to “before anyone,”” for the only difference between

a prince and other people is that he has more power to put his
displeasure into effect.
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The monastery of monks faces the nunnery of nuns;

There is not the slightest significance in that,—or is there?
This is one of the many cases when both are true.

EOE A Y. ¢ R OB p e
It the magistrate is just, the clerks are thin:

It the god is powerful, the priests are fat.

This is a charmingly indiret way of damning both honesty and

superstition.  Here we have once more the whole truth.

oAb s . E b s A
If T kill him, he has no skin; if I cut him up, he has
no flezh.

This is said of a man who cannot pay his debts, but it may be uscd
of most people, who are useless to us, in that they live in the world
of death, not the wotld of poetry.

Tg 7440 . ok T A
Atraid of a bone. e does not swallow; atraid there is flesh,
he does not spit it out.

T J

This is a graphic description of a man actually eating, but its sym-
bolic meaning reaches to every activity of human life.
IS I i
Blowing the nose and blinding the eyes.
This means deceiving oneselt.  Comfort, of mind and body, makes
dupes of us all.
Yo EE R B EE. g 4B 2R
Taking a harp intc a mill and playing to the ox.

Most writing of books is like this.  The author little suspects how

well the reader misunderstands him.
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There is no Superior Man in hot weather.
This reminds us of what Sidney Smith wrote to a friend:

Very high and very low temperature extinguishes all human
sympathy and relations . .. . May God send that the glass may
fall, and restore me to my regard for you, which in the temperate
zone is invariable.

R R T RO 3T B
When there is enough to eat and to wear, manners and
morals appear.

La Rochefoucauld never said anything morc devastating. At a blow

all the moralists and founders of religion are crushed to pulp.

Men are halt afraid of ghosts; ghosts are more than half
afraid of men.

This scems to be a more or less scientific fact, since ghosts dare not
appear in the day-time, and at night only intermittently and surrep-

titiously.

SUR & N B SR
ED SLOFE SLAT
We see only the living being punished; has anybody seen

: 2
a ghost with a canguer

Even Hamlet’s father’s ghost wore armour, and a beard, not an

instrument of torture.

i AN
Eoun -4 2 AL

He who sits in the palanquin and those who carry it are

A

all men.
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Humour, like poetry, shows us the equality of the unequal, and the

differences in what seem the same.
Bl BE B Y.
The door of his house is a skylight.

This is said ot an inhospitable man, but few men have not wished

for such a house at some time or other.

AL RMEERER.
The heart of man is insatiable; the snake wishes to swallow

the elephant.
Here also is the root of humour, finite man with his infinite desires.
DB KT fe R .

Man’s heart as high as heaven;
His fate as thin as paper.

This is the tragedy and the comedy of man.
7K g #K Ay A8 Gn B .
Water can both float and sink a ship.

This law, that the same sword can both kill and make alive, is

what makes humour possible and indeed inevitable.
BELSBE.
A doctor, however clever he may be, cannot cure himself.
This is expressed more generally, including the philosophically and
spiritually sick, in The Rubaiyat:

their Words to Scorn
Are scatter’d and their Mouths are stopt with Dust.

AT S N [

AN ERTAE A SR
When a blind man sees money his eyes open;
When a priest sees money, he sells his scriptures.
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The terrible struggle for existence in China opened the eyes of th
Chinese to this truth.

HoR AR .

“Selt” and “great” together make “a stink.”
Bl and K put together make .  Actually X is X, dog.

It is the beautiful bird which is caged.

This is Emerson’s doctrine of compensation ironically considered.
Taken parabolically it means that every man is limited by his

qualities, good and bad, and especially the good.

BOTL TR R 9.

A hen can roost better than a phoenix.

This means that the lowest forms of (human) life have a better
chance of survival than the highest.
To designate those people who have no opinions but just go along

with the majority, the Chinese say:

KL AR OR £E R
When the other ﬁngcrs scratch, the thumb just goes with
them.

A rather odd proverb which might be useful to opera is the fol-
lowing:
O U
Play stringed instruments on a full stomach; sing on an
empty one.

Another interesting though sinister proverb:

PhOE &R, 3 iR
Teng T’ung had a mountain of money, but died of starvation.
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The story is as follows. Teng T’ung. the favourite of a certain Han
Emperor was told by a fortune-teller that he would die of starvation,
and that only the cultivation of virtue would avert this. One day he
mentioned the prediction to the Emperor, who, in order to put his
mind at rest, bestowed on him a factory for making coins. How-
ever, in the course of time Teng T'ung suffered from a stricture ot

the oesophagus, and was unable to eat, thus fulfilling the prophecy.

— B &M — 81

To be entirely at leisure for one day is to be an Immortal.

Emerson says:  “Give me health and a day, and I will make the

pomp of Emperors ridiculous.”

ROAS TR 2R
Don’t ask the guest whether you shall kill the chicken.

This 1s beyond comment. The next is “for men only”

FEW O BN - B - B
A wife is like a wall of mud-bricks; take off one row, there
is another beneath

Blind love for children, which seems commoner in China and
Japan than in Europe and America, is expressed with ironic
hyperbole

HIE AN B A
P2 5 B m
If the child asks for a man’s brains, hold the man down
and knock out his brains.

The next shows Nature’s one principle, that might is right:
BEBAEE S
D AR
You carefully plant flowers; they do not grow. You care-
lessly stick in a twig of willow and it soon throws a shade.
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PN AR N R

Men know not, but Heaven knows.

This has often been parodied, at least in Japan. As to whether the
parodyableness of a literary work is evidence of some fatal flaw in
it,—this is difficult to decide. It may be so. Shakespeare is seldom

parodicd, Wordsworth and Tennyson often.

To scek the ass you are riding on.

This has many applications. Every answer is circumscribed by its
question. the smell by the nose. Can the eye see itself? When
this happens we have the state ol Zen.

04 B2 R A Ik
The bundle, the umbrella, and I.

This proverb I like very much, though I do not know its application
and use. It shows us the aloneness of each living creature, without

God and without hope in the world.

TN EEREEE. ORI ® 1T
A child does not dislike an ugly mother;
A dog does not despise a poor master.

The “joke” of this is that the first part is not true, at least when

the child becomes four or five years old.

R e

Leave a loophole tor the erring.

Besides being a piece of practical advice, this proverb, like all of
them, has a wider application. We see what is wrong with law and
so-called justice. The judge sets himself up as the representative of
a petfect principle; the criminal is considered to be 100 guilty of

that particular offence. Both err; both need some way of escape,




8o Proverbs

and we do not know whether to laugh or weep at the magistrates,
the offenders, and the machinery of the law, which are, as Dickens
shows us at the beginning of Bleak House, surrounded by tog and

ebscurity, the mystery of life, its unpredictability and irresponsibility.



CHAPTER VII
Taoism

Humour, like every other activity, is founded on contrast, the
greatest and most general of all contrasts being that of Yang and
Ying, the male-female, light-darkness, warm-cold, dry-moist, move-
ment-quiet principle, which in China was already explicit in Han
times. To this duality was later added the transcendence, the
harmony of both, the Tao. Like God, who is ““namenlos”, “the
Way which can be called ¢ Way is not the Way.” Taken in its
deepest and broadest sense, the Tao is poetry, is humour. This is
something which even Laotse himselt did not suspect, for he says in

Chapter 41:

FEME. L RETER
VWhen low-class people hear of the Way they laugh uproati-

ously. Should they not laugh, it would not be worthy to be
called The Way.

18 -

Of course, by “laugh” Laotse meant “regard scornfully,” “feel

contempt for,” bur after all, what is really wrong is to take the Way
so seriously and solemnly. Laotse’s paradoxes must be laughed at,
otherwise they will need to be explained, and explained away. Tle
idea of extremes meeting is seen in the previous chapter, where Legge
teanslates:
B #3821
The movement of the Tao Oy coniraries procceds.

It should be noted that one of the aims of the original Taoists.

whocver they were, was an absolute freedom, and this is the condition

attained at the moment of (internal rather than external’ laughtcr.
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In addition, it is a supreme safety that is gained by having no self,
relying on nothing, like Shelley’s skylark, which is free and joytul
because it is a spiritual being, not a bird.

It is generally accepted that the Taoist school, under Laotse, arose
in reaction to the Confucian system. The Confucians wanted the
so-called real, #, but the Taoists chose the empty, '%, that which
embraces and gives meaning to the real. The Confucians and the
Taoists appeared comical to each other, and both appear so to us.
This conflict between the two is also a parallel to, indeed it is an
emanation from the original Ying and Yang. However, of the two,
the Ying, the female, and the Taoist quiescence are closer to the
truth, to humour, than the Yang, the male, and the Confucian
active goodness.  So in the Chinese classics we find humour almost
exclusively in Chuangtse and Liehtse. In Chinese classical poetry it
is the semi-transcendental Taoistic humanist Po Chui who has most
humour.  Again, it is in the writings of Zen, deriving as it does
from Taoism rather than from Buddhism, that we find a cosmic yet
earthily Chinese humour hardly to be paralleled in the comic
literature of the rest of the world, ancient or modern.

It seems rather strange that Taoism had little direct eftect upen
Japanese thought and culture. One reason no doubt is that its place
was taken by Zen, whose influence can hardly be over-estl.nated.
Another is that the Japanese mind is not particulatly fond of explicit
paradoxes, especially if they are abstractly expressed.  But it is time
to come to Taoism itself.

It is gcncrally thought that Taoism bcgan as 2 Way to get to a
revion beyond life and death, and that it later degencrated into a
vulgar system to assure longevity, not to say immortality. The
probability is that the two began together; the desire to escape trom
the relative into the absolute, that is, from time into the timeles
and the desire to live forever in time, both arose together, and still

persist all over the world. They are perhaps mingled in each person
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however noble or ignoble he may be.

Both relative and absolute, time and the timecless, are subjects
for mirth, the former as a foolish and ludicrous attempt to avoid the
inevitable, to cheat death, and be cheated in the c¢nd by death itself.
But the former also, the absolute, is not invulnerable to the comic
spirit.  Philosophically speaking, the absolute also is relative, relative
to the relative, and in practical life one of the most common forms
of humour is the observation and delineation of a man trying to lift
himself by his own suspenders. This fact make all Paradise Lost and
the solemn parts of Hamlet slightly uncomfortable. A fart will
disconcert a concerto, and even the cantatas of Bach. Nothing is
sacred but blasphemy.

Coming back to Taoism, it is interesting to consider the opinions
of one of the earliest writers on Taocism as such, Ko Hung, #3%, or
Pao P’utsu, {87, grand nephew of Ko Hsuan, %%, of the Sankuo
Period, who founded mystical Taoism about the middle of the 3rd
century A. D, Ko Hung, fl. 326, of the Chin Dynasty, was the
founder of alchemical, dietetic, and magical Taoism. His ideas,
which come down from Han times, wete that we are to have a
desire-less will; become a genius through our own efforts; and find
a good master to teach us the simple yet secret methods for attaining
this.  His autobiography, the Pao P'utsu, contains accounts of false
geniuses who swindled people.  These, like their counterparts in
older (and modern) Europe or America, the quack doctor and vendors
of panaceas, are an amusing tribe. One of them was Ku Chiang,
4%, who, when he was about 8o, advertised that he was alrcady
4,000 years old, He told stories concerning Confucius. ““When the
mother of Confucius was about seventeen years old,” he declared, ‘I
could tell by her physiognomy that she was going to give birth to a
genius, and as I expected, in due time Confucius was born . .. ..
One night Confucius had a bad dream and asked me to interpret it

to me, but the weather was so hot I refused to go, and later I heard
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he had died seven days after.” The wise laughed at him, but ordi-
nary people believed what he said. Later he became senile, and
when a man named Chi Han, #£%&, gave him a jewelled cup, he
forgot about it and told this same Chi Han who gave it to him,
“Long long ago, Master An Ch'’i, %3, one of the genii, presented
it to me.”

A great many of the hsien, fl, or immortalists, were not hermits,
“hill-men”’, at all, but politicians and statesman and pseudo-
scientists. An example is Liu An, $I%, a grandson of the first Han
Emperor, Liu Pang. He was a magician and alchemist, and the
editor of the Taoist Huainantsu, #E#F, about 130 B.C., in which we
find practical illustrations of Laotse’s principles. Owing to some
treasonable activities he had to commit suicide, but his end as a
Taoist was far more splendiferous. It was said that he discovered
the elixir of life, drank it, and rose up to heaven in full view of
everybody. The dogs and chickens who licked out the dishes also
rose up into the sky, and were heard barking and crowing in the
sky above. Another example of a dog becoming an immortal is
given in the story of Wei Poyang, #1143, also of the Han Period.
He tested his elixir of immortality upon a dog, which died on the
spot. He then drank it himselt, and fell dead immediately. One of
his disciples, still believing in his Master, drank it, and was soon
stretched lifeless on the ground. The other two disciples prudently
went off to make arrangements for the funeral. Immediately after
they had gone, Poyang resurrected himself, perfected the elixir aad
gave it to the dead disciple and the dead dog. Both recovered and
went off, all three having become immortals. Poyang sent a letter
to the other two disciples apologising for the lack of bodies for the
proposed funeral.

Among these immortals we should include such people as
Fengkan, Flanshan, Shite, and Putai. he fist three were beggar-

philosophers of the T’ang Period, who might have come out of Lear’s
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Book of Nonsense.  Putai was a semi-legendary character of the Tater
Liang Period, 9o7-923. Fengkan, of the T’ang Dynasty, used a
tiger as means of transportation. When asked about Buddhism he
would answer, 5451, “Follow the time!” which perhaps meant, “Act
at that moment for that moment!”  Hanshan, Shite (“Pick-up”),
wete the two Marx brothers of Buddhism, who laughed and danced
through the solemnities of Buddhism and Contfucianismy.  Shite was
called so because he was picked up, a deserted baby, by Fengkan
at the side of the road. One day, while he was sweeping the
courtyard of Kuoch'ing temple at T’ientai, the head monk said to
him, “We know you were picked up by Fengkan, but what is
your real name and place of origin?”’  Shite dropped his broom,
and stood there with clasped hands. The head monk again asked,
whereupon Shite picked up the broom, swept the ground and turned
to depart. Hanshan, who was by, beat his breast and cried ““Alas!
Alas!”  Shite said, “What’s the matter?” Ianshan answered,
“Haven’t you heard how if a man in the East dies, a man in the
West grieves?” They both danced, and laughed, and wept, and
went off, and were seen no more. This may not seem a very funny
story, but the laughter of Shite and Hanshan lingers in our minds
when other laughter is forgotten.

Putai (Hotei in Japanese), partly a real person, is said to have died
in A.D. 916. He is represented in pictures and statues as enormously
fat, and carrying a great bag into which he put, indiscriminately,
whatever he was given. An obese and cheerful version of the
Japanese monk Ryokan, he is often seen with children, with farmers
and fishermen, never with rich people. Like Falstaff, he laughs
himsel, and is the cause of mirth in others. A senryu on Hotei:

WA CEMNEL
The earthenware Hotet,—
He pisses
Pioa his shoulder.
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A small china figure of Hotei with a huge stomach is used as a
water-container for brush-writing; the water is poured out of a hole
in its shoulder, a rather odd place to make water from.

Putai symbolises something that we find difficult to believe, that
happiness and goodness may co-exist, or even be identical; that
value is not different from use; that a man may dance into Heaven;
that

“no cross, no crown,” is false. After all, only a happy man

can make others happy, not a man of sorrows and acquainted with
grief.  Carlyle said, with profound appeal, “Love not happiness;
love God.””  Yes, but what if they be the same?

What is the relation between Taoism and humour? Taoism
begins, in literature, with the transcendental contradictions and super-
humout of Laotse and Chuangtse, illustrated on pages 23-28. It
goes on to the mountebank Chang Taoling, i&iikE, died 156 A.D.,
founder of the Taoist religion; to Li Ch’angling, #&#5, his con-
temporary, who composed the T aishang Kanyingpien, K1 JEEHR,
“The Treatise by the Great One on Response and Retribution’;
and to Pao P’otse, “the philosopher who embraces simplicity’;
then to Wei Poying, 38115, of the Sung, and his Chow-i Tsantungch’s,
5 2AZL, “Interpenetration Unified and Harmonised”.  All these
are moralistic and over-serious, that is to say, not so much laughing
as laughable. However, as we see in the final outcome, which was
quite a number of Chinese and Japanese solitary eccentrics, Taoism
is at bottom an anarchism which laughs at all that is systematic
and unpoetical, namely, science, militarism, government, violent
revolution, and education. It seems to omit women (there are no
Taoist nuns) but Taoism itself might be defined as the woman-spirit
gently deriding the man-spirit.  And in the end, the mountain must

fall into the arms of the valley.



CHAPTER VIII

Zen

To say that the essence of Zen is humour sounds rather extreme,
but is it a mere coincidence that the two are so often found together,
in nations and in individuals? When I first read Dr. Suzuki’s
Essays in Zen 1 laughed at every koan he quoted, and indeed the
less T “understood” the more I laughed. Whether this laughter was
due to scorn or shame or bewilderment or some secret enlightenment
is not the point. Zen has little to do with weeping. Zen is
making a pleasure of necessity, wanting to do what you are doing, a
perpetual realization that “all that we behold is full of blessings,”
that ““cheerful faith” as Wordsworth calls it.

Again, much humour is concerned with the collision between the
ideal and the real, with the emotional and intellectual contradictions
of life, the personal, marital, social, and cosmic paradoxes. Pro-
foundly considered, may not the strange joy of belly-laughter be due
to a momentary joyful acceptance of that very contradiction? And
is Zen anything but a continuance of this state, in which my will is
the divine will?  Is it not a steady illumination of which laughter is
a flash, a spark? To continue the metaphor a little further, tinder
is necessary to make a fire. It must be absolutely dry and lifeless,
desizeless, so that the spark may fall on it and burn it to an even
more absolute nothingness. This is the state of mind just before
enlightenment.

Let us assume then that Zen has a vital connection with humour,
and belore giving examples of their conjunction or identity in China,
say once more what Zen is; this is better done by a subiuactive or

imperative than an indicative sentence. When a thing and its
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meaning are undivided, indivisible, there is Zen. (A “‘thing” is an
object, an action, even a sentence.) When there is a total activity,
mind and body unseparated, when an action is done, not by
somebody. fo somebody, for a certain purpose, there is Zen.
Humecur is found everywhere in literature; what is the relation
between Zen and words? Zen is said to be AIZIHF, “without
dependence on words or letters.”  This is no doubt so, but we must
not suppose that words and Zen are in any sense enemies. Emerson
says that “words and deeds are indifferent modes of the divine
being,” and Dr. Suzuki Daisctz explains the relation between words

and Zen in his own wonderful way:

An assertion is Zen only when it is itself an act and does not

refer to anything that (s asserted in it.!

So we find, as we would expect, Zen in Alice in Wonderland and
Lear’s Nonsense Verses.  Like humour, like poetry, Zen is not intel-
lection, merality, beauty, or emotion, though they may be present at
the same time.

We “see’™ Zen, we “feel” it in religion, for example the writings
of Eckhart; in music, Bach everywhere, Mozart often, never in
Haydn, in the last quartets of Beethoven; in nature, especially
mountains and stones; in daily life, mostly in women, whose lack of
brain and abence of morality gives them the Zen of nature. In art,
I “find” Zen in Byzantine art, its “fixed and unalterable truth in
fixed unalterable images’; in Brueghel, with man and nature undi-
vided, in Goya, fear seen without fear; in Klee, truth never fixed,
but always growing in the mind of the poet.

Zen is thus to be found in every place, in every time, but the
word and the intellectual realization of the one state of mind in all
its infinitc varicties of manifestation, was created-discovered in China.
Stpposed to have been brought from India by Bodhidharma in 520

1. Hssays in Zew Buddiism, 1st Series, p. 284.
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A.D., Zen is conspicuously and preéminently and uniquely “humor-
ous” and even witty. It is possible to read the Bible without a
smile, and the Koran without a chuckle. No one has died of
laughing while reading the Buddhist Sutras. But Zen writings
abound in anecdotes that stimulate the diaphragm. Enlightenment
is frequently accompanied by laughing of a transcendental kind,
which may further be described as a laughter of surprised approval.
The approval is continuous, it will even increase, but the surprise,

though it may not disappear, subsides, tor as Thoreau says,

The impressions which the morning makes vanish with their
dews, and not even the most persevering mortal can preserve the
memory of its freshness to midday.!

One of the more obvious examples of Zen humour, in the ordinary
sense of the word humour, is what is called nenro, 137, or nenko,

i, which means *

‘picking up and playing™ with some old saying of
a master, and using it freely for one’s own purposes. A form of this
is the chakugo, &l, or agyo, Tif, which we find added to the
Hekiganroku. Hakuin Zenji wrote a commentary on the Hannya
Shingyo which he entitled Dokugo Hannya Shingyo, doku meaning
“poisonous”. The idea of this word and indeed of all humour, is
that we are apt to be misled by beauty, morality, so-called *truth”,
pleasant emotions, and charming words. We need some shock to
bring us back to a reality which includes all that we hope for, but
also ugliness and terror and so-called badness, and paintul things.
The “purpose” of the universe towards itself and ourselves is to do
both, to bless and to damn, but the laughter which comes trom

being cursed is somehow deeper than the contented chuckle.
Our sincerest laughter with some pain is fraughe,

our own pain and that of others.

1. A Week on the Concord.
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Zen is the only religion in which laughter is not merely permitted
but necessary. Take an example trom Case 70 of the Hekiganroku.!
Weishan (Isan), Wufeng (Goho), Yunyen, (Ungan), three great
disciples of Paichang {Hyakujo), 724-814, stand before him and are

given the following problem:

fF & WH W AT 0D, fE RE 2B 3.
“Shut your gullet, close your lips, and say something!”

This is of course not an exercise in ventriloquism. It is no different
in its importance, its life-and-death-ness, from the triple question of
Jesus to Peter, “Lovest thou me?” What Paichang asks his
disciples to do is to live the truth before his eyes at this moment,
uncircumscribed by speech or silence, to act absolutely, above the
relativity of relative and absolute. What is odd and interesting also
is the chakugo on the first sentence of the Case, ‘‘Isan, Goho, and
Ungan were in attendance upon Hyakujo.” It is, “Ha! Ha! Hal”
The Chinese, "7, is remarkable for its many mouths. What is
the meaning of this laughing? Yuanwu is expressing his contempt
for these four worthies paraded by Hsuehtou. They are more
prepoceros then a rhinoceros. He scorns the teacher-pupil relation
between them, for truth cannot be shared. There is the same
laughter in the mouth of Yangchin (Yogi), d. 1049 A.D., whose

“sermon on the mount’ is this:

bR T S f
o 4 LB . T OEE. (BIER)
He got up into his seat (a sort of pulpit), and exclaimed,
“Ha! ha! ha! What’s all this? Go to the back of the hall

and have some tea!” He then got down.

Zen and poetry and humour have this in common, that there is
no such thing as Zen, as poetry, as humour. They cannot be

isolated, they cannot be defined, they do not have an ulterior signifi-

1. 70, 71, 72, are really all one Case.
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cance; yet they are there or not there; they are distinct and indubit-
able; they alone are meaning.

According to Dr. Suzuki! the characteristics of enlightenment are
irrationality, intuitive insight, authoritativeness, affirmativeness, a
sense of the beyond, an impersonal tone, a teeling of exaltation, and
momentariness. Laughter is breaking through the intellectual bar-
rier; at the moment of laughing something is understood; it needs
no proof of itself; it is in no sense destructive ot pessimistic or
concerned with sin or punishment. Laughter is a state of being here
and also everywhere, an infinite and timeless expansion of one’s own
nevertheless unalienable being. When we laugh we are free of all
the oppression of our personality, or that of others, and even of God,
who is indeed laughed away. One who laughs is master of his fate,

and captain of his soul:

Weep, and the world weeps with you;
Laugh, and you laugh alone.

The abruptness of humour and enlightenment is too obvious to necd
anything but an abrupt mention.

It is an odd and deeply significant thing that Zen begins (or is
supposed to begin) with a smile. The story as given in the 6th
Casc of the Mumonkan is this.

My £ L e ks TECR
KERREEBRREDLTEAR
When the World-honoured One was on The Mount of the
Holy Vulture, he held up a flower to the assembled monks. All

were silent. Mahakasyapa the Venerable only smiled.

This story is found only in the Daibontenmonbutsuketsugikyo, KRR
MIPBIREEAE, which is considered to be entirely apochryphal. But
this is itself in accord with the spirit of Zen, which is concerned

t. Essays in Zen, Second Series page 16.
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with truth, not with facts. The use of a flower indicates the Indian
mind; also the smile, which in China would be rather a grin or
guffaw.

The next name in the history of Zen is that oi Daruma, who
seems to have had nothing very witty or amusing about him; it is
odd that in Japan he has been transtormed into a humorous figure
almost against his will, a kind of doll with no legs that however
much pushed over always regains its balance. Nevertheless, we find
in the anecdotes of Daruma’s sojourn in China that element o.
paradox, almost, one might say, the pleasure of contradiction, which
characterises all those who like Zen, whether they are adepts or not.
The story of Daruma’s interview with the Buddhist Emperor Wu
(converted to Buddhism in 517 A.D.) is a model oi all succeeding
mondo, Zen debates.! It forms the 15t Casz ol the Hekiganroku:

AT = N T S B
S A — . KB A 6.

The Emperor Wu of Liang asked Daruma, “What is the
P g .

main principle of the Holy Teacuing?”” Daruma answered, *‘It

is an Emptiness, with nothing holy about it.”

The next great figure in Zen, Hui Neng (Evo), 637—713, was one
oi the most normal and uneccentric men of genius who ever lived,
but even in him we find a perception of truth coupled with a strong
sense of the ludicrousness of error.  One example is the contest of

the poems; another is when a monk quoted the following verse:
P ; q g

TR S T
BEL R . EHRA HE

Wu Lun has a means
To cut off all thoughts;
The mind is not aroused by the external world;

The Tree of Enlightenment grows daily.

t. These are most conveniently collected and classified in BIRZERIR 5, 515
in all




Len 93

The Sixth Patriarch countered with the following:

RS s ST /F B B
BoERL BOE. £ 3R E e E.
Hui Neng has no means
To cut off any thoughts;
The mind is continually aroused by the external world;
How on earth can enlightenment grow?

There is the story’ of the enlightenment of Shuilao. K%, at the
hands or rather the feet of his master Matsu, [Bil.2 He asked,
“What is the meaning of Daruma’s coming from the West?”> Ma-
tsu immediately gave him a kick in the chest and knocked him
down. Shuilao became enlightened, got up, and clapping his haads,
laughed aloud.  Taihui® tells us that when Shuilac was asked what
his enlightenment was, he answered, ““Since the master kicked me, I
have not been able to stop laughing.”

The usual posture for Zen monks to die in is sitting, that is,
doing zazen. but the Third Patriarch, Seng Ts’an, f11#£, died (in 606)
standing with clasped hands. Chibhsien of Huanch’i, #ZiE, died
005 A.D., asked his attendants, ** Who dies sitting?”” They answered,
“A monk™ ({i1). He said, “Who dies standing?” They said,
“Enlightened monks” (). He then walked around seven steps
with his hands hanging down, and died. When Teng Yinteng, &b
Bii%, was about to die in front of the Diamond Cave at Wutai, ILH,
he said to the people round him, “I have seen monks die sitting
and lying, but have any died standing?” “‘Yes, some,” they
replied. “How about upside down?””  “Never seen such a thing!”
Teng died standing on his head. His clothes also rosc up close to
his body. It was decided to carry him to the burning-ground, but
he still stood there without moving. People from far and near gazed

with astonishment at the scene. His younger sister, a nun, happencd

1. HHE == 2. died 788 A. D. 3. 1089-1103.
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to be there, and grumbled at him, saying,

When you veere alive
you took no notice of laws and customs, and even now you're dead
you are making a nuisance of yourself!” She then prodded her
brother with her finger and he fell down with a bang. Then they
went off to the crematorium.! To these we may add Rui Loan
Zenji, IiZi4, who entered his own coffin and died later, AFIEE,
and Wan Nienyi Zenji, #4—, who got in the coffin before he was
dead and pulled down the lid.

All this shows the Chinese understanding of the fact that death is
the great subject for laughter at it is for tears. Yesterday, a young
woman spoke to me about her mother who has not long to live.
She loves her dearly, has not married because of her, and said,
half-jokingly, half-seriously, ‘“Mother has such a poor sense of
direction I'm afraid she will never reach Heaven. 1 think I ought
to dic at the same time and be put in a double coffin together with
her.”

Wit is always laconic, and the best examples oi all are perhaps

those of Ytn Men (Unmon), famous for his one-syllable answers:

B kLR k.
AT R ME. XN B R rm W
i h‘;r~ fl
A monk said to Yun Men: ‘If a man kills his father or
mother he may repent before the Buddha, but it he kills a

Buddha or a patriarch, to whom can he repent?”  Yiin Men
said, “Clear!”

Perhaps the monk was thinking of the words of Confucius:

AR, HEIR R K. E AT .
He that oftends against Heaven has none to pray to.

In Christian terms it is the problem of Cowper and all supersensitive
people, “What shall T do if I have committed the unforgivable

1. No. 3444 in Ji 2% KK
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sin?”  Or in the more common form, “How shall T undo the un-
undoable evil that I have done to others?” At first sight the reply
of Unmon only makes the matter more confused. ¢ Clear!” What
is it that is clear? First, it is clear that we have here an insoluble
problem brought forward by a monk who can never solve it because
he is going round in a circle and asking what he shall do when he
comes to the end of it. Second, everything is clear; it is clear that
nothing is clear. Third, if I am clear, the universe is clear. If I
have no object, no ambition, no choosing, everything is good. What
is the humour in all this? Unmon’s answer, “All clear!”’” is a burst
of costmic laughter which sweeps away all object and subject, all kill-
ing and repentance, all good deeds and Heavenly rewards.

We come last of all to the two great text-books of Zen,! the Heki-
ganroku, (the Piyvenlu) 1125 A.D., and the Mumonkan (¥ umenkuan)
shortly after 1228 A.D.  The Hekiganroku with its hundred Cases,
is a sort of specialist’'s book for Zen adepts, totally incomprehensible
to the uninitiated. It is not devoid of humour, but the amount of
intellect in it makes it like the Art of Fugue. The Mumonkan is
mote like the Forty Eight Preludes and Fugues, and actually consists of
forty eight Cases.  These cases exemplify all the different kinds of
humour, and in Huaiku,? nine varieties of humour are illustrated from
the Mumonkan and the Hekiganroku: the laughter of disillusionment,
studied idiocy, spontaneous idiocy, hyperbole, dilemma, scatalogical
humour, dry humour, breaking with convention, pathos. To these
we may add from the Muwmonkan, the humour of pure contradiction,
No. 4; of circularity, No. 9; of impossibility, Nos. 10, 46; of pure
nonsense, No. 14; of Lear’s nonsense, Nos. 16 and 48; the laughter
of omnipotence, No. 22; of inconsequence, No. 24; of speechless-

ness, No. 32; extremes mecting, No. 48; a sort of practical ioke,

1. A short description of these will be found in Suzuki’s Essays in Zen Buddbism,
Second Series, pp. 217-229.
2. Vol 1, pp. 219, 223.
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No. 40; mutual contempt. No. 31. The last case, No. 48, consists
of two parts, the first keing an example of the opposite of ‘‘sudden
glory™; the second is the “wild and whirling words” of transcen-

dentalism :
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The Zen Master Kan Féng! was asked by a monk: ““Buddha
fills all the ten quarters of the world; one path leads to Nirvana
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(enlightenment); would you kindly tell me where this path is?”
Kan I'éng took up his stick and drew a line with it, and said,
“Here it is!”’

Afterwurds the monk brought up the matter with Yin Men
(Unmon ). who raised his fan and said, **This fan flies up to
the thirty-third Heaven and hits the nose of the King there.
Then the Carp of the Eastern Ocean tips over the rain-cloud

with its tail, and it rains in torrents.”

Kan Féng goes to one extreme, Yun Men to the other, but both are
true and both are humorous. The portals of Heaven are the garden
gate. This pen 1 hold will cause a revolution. My love for my
dog moves the sun and the other stars.  God sneezes, and the
universe is blown away. Compare this with the dilemma in Alice in
Wonderlund when we get the debate concerning the head of the

Cheshire Cat.  The executioner’s argument is:

You couldn’t cut off a head unless there was a body to cnt

it off trom.

The King’s argument was:

r. Disciple of Tung-shan, jfillJL{%, 8o7 369.



Zen 97

Anything that had a hcad could be beheaded.

The Queen represents Mumon himself, or rather, the Universe, when

She says:

If something wasn’t done about it in less than no time, she’d

hf‘.\'ﬁ everybody CXCCUth.

Human beings are at cvery moment and in every place in this or
& Y Y P

some similar dilemma. The question is how always to act and act

we must) to please ourselves .ud others and God completely and

pertectly.



CHAPTER IX

Short Stories
(to the Ch’ing Period)

At their best, humorous stories, while portraying the foolishness
or wickedness of others, reveal to us our own, but, at the same time,
show that there is something human, something divine in this very
folly and viciousness of ours. Many Chinese stories have of course
their European counterparts, but their particular and special flavour
is a certain earthiness and unsentimentality. They are like nature
itself, not so much cruel as not kind. They lack the poetry and
tenderness of mind which the Japanese have infused into their own
tales or into their retelling of these Chinese stories, but in compensa-
tion we have no feeling of being deceived by moral principles or
artistic effects.

The following stories are arranged chronologically, beginning with

b

Hsiaolin, Z#, **Forest of Laughter,” collected by Han Tanch’un,
FBEETY, also known as Tzushu, T, a poet and ofhicial of the

country of Wei in the 3rd century B.C.

A Man and his Pole

There was once a man in the kingdom of Lu who tried to
enter a castle gate holding a long bamboo pole.  First he held
it upright, but it caught at the top and bottom, and he couldn’
get in.  Then he held it sideways, but couldn’t pass through
with it. ~ While he was cudgelling his brains about it, a passer-
by said, “I'm not exactly a genius, but if I were you I'd cut it
into two in the middle. Then you could get in the gate.””!

1. See also other versions, page rzo.






PLATE IV
KSUDAPANTHAKA

This is one of the Sixteen Arhats by Ch’anyueh (Zengetsu),
Wi, 832—g12, the brilliant Chinese poet-monk Kuanhsin (Kankyu),
ik, The pictutes, of the Tang Period style, were found at Nara,
ang are kept in the Imperial Court. An arhat is a Hinayana saint.
Ksudapanthaka, which means ““little path,” was one of twin brothers
born on the road, the other, the elder, being Suddhpanthaka,
“purity path.” Ksudapanthaka, unlike his brother, was exceedingly
sturic (see page 549) but became a disciple of Buddha and then an
arhat. Zengetsu seems to have been the first to paint such human
saints, but in the Sung Pericd pictures of Taoist and Buddhist
individuals gradually increased. The Zen of the picture is seen in
the fusion of fantasy, realism, and humaneness; in other words,
hope, faith, and charity. The arhat has a fan stuck in his girdle;
the expression of his face is benign, but not that of a brilliant
thinker. Zen and poetry and humour are always somehow opposed
to the handsome, the beautiful, the clever.

The humour of these portrait-fantasies was immediately ac-
knowledged by monks, poets, and artists alike. Chinese critics,
however, thought of them as realistic rather than as caricatures. In
any case, the sweetness of countenance of this particular arhat would

be impossible to the ordinary Buddhist statue or picture.
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This is Hobbes’ laughter of superiority, but already more mentzl

than physical.

—

The Leaf of Invisibility

A poor man of Ch’u read in a book called Huaimantzu
that the praying-mantis, when it catches a cicada, hides itself
behind a leaf, that it holds up. He went to a tree and lo and
behold, there was a mantis holding up a leaf, about to catch a
cicada. He tried to take the leaf from it, but it slipped from his
hand and fell to the ground be:ow the tree. Unfortunately he
couldn’t distinguish it from the other leaves which had already
fallen on the ground, so he gathered together a bag-full of the
leaves and took them home. Picking them up one by one he
said to his wife, “Can you see me?” to which she kept on
saying, “Of course | can see you!” but he persisted so long, so
many days, she was wearied to death, and at last said, “‘I can’t
see you.”  The man was overjoyed, and taking that leaf went out
into the town, and right in front of everybody stole something
from a shop, but a policeman arrested him at the very moment.
When examined, he explained everything, and the judge, laugh-

ing heartily, pronounced him innocent, and set him free.

crime is of this “‘innocent” character.
A Divorce

T’acchiu of Pingyuan went as a bride to the house of
Motai. The bride had beauty, and womanly tact, and the two
were on good terms.  But wlien the first son was born and they
went back to the wife’s native village, the mother, Mrs. Ting,
who was already rather old, came and greeted them, and when
they got back home the bridegroom told the bride he would
divorce her. On being asked the reason for this sudden change,
he said, “I saw your mother yesterday; she’s already decrepit
and ill-favoured. When you get old you’ll look the same.

3]

That’s the reason, and no other
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This is the reason for not marrying, but it is also the reason for
not being born at all, and it is precisely this grim truth that makes

us rejoice.
Eating Bamboo

A man of Han went on a journey to Wu, and someone there
gave him some bamboo sprouts. ‘“What might this be?” “It
is bamboo,” was the answer. When he got back home he took
the tse (made of thin strips of bamboo and used in preparing
food) and boiled and boiled it, but it wouldn’t get soft, and he
said to his wife, “That chap in Wu, he was just talking any old

nonsense, and making a fool of me!”

All fools think all are fools but themselves. All wise men think
all are wise but themselves. (This second sentence seems to reduce

the number ot wise men to zero.)

Seasoning

A certain man was making some soup and tasting it with a
ladle. The taste wasn’t quite right, so he put some salt in the
soup and tasted what remained in the ladle.  ““Sdill it’s not salt
enough!” he wondered, and put more salt in, but however
much he tasted the soup in the ladle he found it no salter, and
put a whole pound of salt in with no apparent effect whatever.

It is a simple and pleasing story, but there is, perhaps, something

deeply symbolic in it.
Biting one’s own Nose

Two men quatreiled, and one said the other had bitten him
on the nose. When they went before the maogistrate the other
man said the first had bitten his own nose. The magistrate
said, “How could he have done that? The nose in a high

place and the mouth in a lower one!” “May it please your
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worship, but he stood on a table to do it.”?

This kind of boldness in lying is equal, morally, to the greatest
modesty in telling the truth.

Condolences

Some country fellows had to go and offer their condolences at
a funeral, but did not know the proper deportment and etiquette,
but one of them said he did, and told them just to do everything
he did, omitting nothing. When they got to the place where
the funeral was being held, the leader prostrated himself, and all
the rest followed suit, one after another. The leader kicked
back at the second, saying ‘‘Big fool!” and they all did and
said the same thing. The one right at the back, having no one
else to kick, kicked the Chief Mourner and said to him, “Big
fool 1772

This is an indirect and unconscious but valid criticism of funerals
and indeed all ceremonies, which are the most nonsensical things in

this world of nonsense.

A Grassy Stomach

A certain man practised vegetarianism all his life, but one day
ate mutton. That night the Belly God appeared to him in a
dream and said, “The sheep have trampled all over the vegeta-

ble field.”

How lucky I am! I can read this and enjoy 1t and sull be a

vegetarian.
A Looking-Glass

A certain woman was not rich enough to have had or seen a
mirror.  One day her husband bought one and brought it back
with him. Picking it up and looking in it she was thunderstruck,

1. See also the story on page 115. 2. See the Korean version, page 180g.
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and cried to her mother, “My husband has brought another

woman home.”’

“Besides that, he’s brought her mother too!”

The mother peeped in the mirror and said,

A looking-glass, even a sheet of water reflecting the hills and “‘that
uncertain heaven,” remains a mysterious and wonderful thing.
Yenshihch? absun, BURF, “‘Instructive Tales for the Family of
Yen”, was written by Yen Yuant'ui, BUUCH, an official of the
Southern Court of the Liang Dynasty, then of the later Sai and Chou
of the Northern Court, afterwards appointed teacher of the Prince
of Sui. He is said to have written the present book at this time for

the sake of his descendants. The stories are on a variety of subjects.

A Mean Man

A man of Namyang was good at money-making, and stingy
withal. At the Winter Solstice his son-in-law came to pay his
respects, so he gave him a small bottle of wine, and five or six
slices of venison. The son in law was angry at this skimpy
meal and swallowed it down at a gulp. The father-in-law,
surprised, gave him another small bottle, but grumbled at his
daughter, saying, “Your husband is a great drinker, that's why
you never get rich!”

The Ch’ryenlu, %EEE, “The Book ot Smiles ’, is said to be by
Hou Pai, ##H, a man of wide learning and nimble wit; he was
appointed by the Emperor Wen, of Sui, to compile a history of
China, for which he was paid highly, but died soon atter. As there
are stories of the T’ang Dynasty in the Ch'yenlu, it is clear that
these parts cannot be by him. It is also said to belong to the Sung
Dynasty. In any case the Ch'iyenlu no longer exists, only about

seventy stories from it remaining extant.

Who is the Fool?

Yen Ying of the country of Ch’i, a man of small stature,



Short Stories (to the Ch’ing Period) 103

took a message to the Emperor of Ch’u, and at that time the
Emperor asked him, “Have they no fine big men in Ch’i?”’
Yen Ying answered, “As for the country of Ch’i, they send
foolish messangers to foolish Princes.” “Am I a fool then?”
“I am a fool, so I have come to your Majesty.”

The merit of this is the indirection, and the inclusion of the speaker

of himself in the universe of fools.

High-class Stones

At the time of Emperor Hsiao Wen of the Later Wei Dynasty,
a certain costly medicine called “*Stone-Medicine,” became popu-
lar among the aristocracy and higher officials.  When drunk, a
high fever ensued, which was called ““stone-outbreak”. Even
some ordinary people began to speak of “drinking stone and
fever breaking out,” and they were disliked by many as pretend-
ing to be high-class, A certain man lay down at the entrance
of the market and began writhing and crying out, “The heat!
the heat!” and a crowd gathered round him. His friend asked
what was wrong with him, and he answered, “I have the
‘stone-outbreak.””” His friend said, “When did you drink the
stone so as to have this stone-outbreak now?”” “Yesterday I
bought some rice at the market, and it had a lot of stones in it,
so after I ate it the fever developed.”

There are fashions in illnesses and medicines as in everything else,
in humour as well, but these very fashions are themselves the subject
of humour; therein lies the superiority of humour over all other

things.
Eloquence

The court of Chen once sent an envoy to the State of Sui,
and this court, to find out how much learning and wisdom the
envoy had, ordered Hou Pai to disguise himself in old clothes,
and pretend to be a poor man in attendance on him. The
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envoy, taken in by his appearance, thought little of him, and
talked to Hou Pai while reclining and farting at his ease. Hou
Pai, though disgusted by this behaviour, had to put up with it.
The envoy, still lying there, asked carelessly, “Are horses in
your country cheap or dear?” IHou Pai immediately replied,
“Tlere are several kinds of horses, and the price varies. A
fine, well-trained horse that is smart and fleet of foot costs more
than thirty kuan. If its action is pretty good, and it can be used
as a riding horse, it will bring more than twenty kuan. If
however the horse is untrained but stout of body and can be
used as a pack-horse, it costs four or five kuan. But, a horse of
decrepit tail and cracked hooves, useful for nothing, which can
only lie down and fart, costs nothing at all.” The envoy was
astonished, and asking his name, heard he was Hou Pai, and,
most embarassed, apologised.

The point ot this story is the quickness of wit which enables a man

to use any subject as parabolic material of anything.

Forgetting

Liu Chen of the Sui Dynasty, Governor of Loyang was famous
for his absent-mindedness. A man once committed a crime
which required the punishment of the bastinade. Liu Chen,
angry at the misdeeds ot the prisoner, prepared the rod, and
told him to strip himself. The criminal did so, but just when
the punishment was about to be put into effect, Liuchen was
called away to see a visitor, with whom he talked for some time.
It was a cold day, and the prisoner crept to a sunny place near
the house, crouching there with his coat over him. A litte
later Liu Chen saw the visitor off, and on his way back noticed
the criminal.  “Who are you!” he said, “Flow dare you hunt
for lice just outside my room!” The criminal ran away, but
still Liu Chen was unaware of his mistake.

The Chinese, and the Japanese also, not only enjoy such stories of
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forgetfuiness, but actually admire such peorle.

The Cha'oyehchuntsai, W5 FHE, was written by Changtsu,
at the beginning of the T’ang Dynasty. He was the author of the
famous novel, Yuhsienchu, FEiI%. The book contains stories which

belong after his time, and must be by a later author.

Dreams

Chang Liche of T’ang was a very crratic men. Once he
suddenly woke up, got on his horse, and rode into the castle,
where he met his superior, Tengyun. He boved to him and
said, ‘I hear you are going to condemn me to death.” Teng-
yun replied, “Don’t talk nonscnse!”  “But such and such an
official said so.” Yun became very angry, and had the official

arrested and was going to have him thrashed with the cat-of-
nine-tails for the crime of scrting officials at variance. But the
official vehemently protested his innocence, whereupen Chang
came and said, ““Please let him go; it seems to have been some-
thing in my dream.”

The T angkuosupu, FEHEYLER, “Stories of the T’ang Kingdom”,
was written by Lichao, ZHf a man of the middle T’ang (oth
century). The book records varicus events between 715 and 826

A.D.
To Tell the Truth

Hsi Ang was very intimate with Weichih. One day they
were talking about the rulers of T’ang, and Chih said, *Who
was the most incompetent of them?” Tsi Ang said, without
thinking, “It was Wei Anshih (the father of Chih).” Then,
noticing what he had said he rushed off. On the way, he met
Chi Wen who asked him why he was in such a hurry.  ““T was
just talking about the most incompetent of the rulers of T ang,
and absent-mindedly said Weian Shil when I really meant Chi
So (the uncle of Wen).” Realising he had made another slip of
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the tongue he again rushed away, whipping his horse untl he
reached the residence of Fang Kuan, who kindly asked him what
had happened, and he told him, concluding, “I really meant to
say Fang Kuan.”

This story is quite Freudian, and a good example of the fact that
nothing is accidental in this world; that nothing is more significant
than so-called “accidents’; and that all which happens is the result
of our (unconscious) will.

The author of Yusutaich:, #HEET, “Stories of Officials” is
unknown. The book consists of anecdotes of officials of the T’ang

Dynasty.
Gamiphobia

Kuei was very much afraid of his wife and even when the
Emperor gave him two ladies-in-waiting as a reward for his setv-
ices, he would not accept them. Tu Chenglun made fun of
him on this account, but Kuei said, I have three good reasons
for being so afraid of my wife. First, when we matried, she was
as noble as a bodhisattva, and, as you know, we are all afraid of
bodhisattvas.  Then, when she gave birth to a child, she was
like a tiger with its cub. Who is not afraid of a tiger? And
now, when she is old, her face is all wrinkles and she looks like
a demon, and all men fear demons. So is it not natural that

I should be afraid of my wife?”

This ts both witty and profound, and is the reason why men are
afraid of women (and not vice versa).

Tears for the Unborn

Lu Wenli of the T’ang Dynasty was fond of study, and was
good at writing, and was promoted to the position of an official
of the Yangchou district.  But he was born a little “off” in
some ways. For example, a certain lower official brought a letter
from another official, Chang Shih, in which it said, “This is to
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send a notice concerning choosing the day, sister having died.”
When he read, “sister having died,” Wenli began to sob.
The lower official waited until his weeping had subsided a little
and then said, “This is about Chang Shih’s sister!”  After a
while Wenli said, “I see: it was about Chang Shih’s sister.”
“Yes, sir, that’s right.”  “You know, I have no sister, so it
seemed somehow odd.”

A great deal, perhaps the larger part, of all weeping has this purely
imitative, conventional, and mechanical character.

The Tiehweishantsungt’an, #EIL#EK, was written by Ts'ait’iao,
£¥%, towards the end of the Northern Sung Dynasty. He was the
son of a bad Ts’ai Ching, and governed after his father. He also
was said to be no good, and was exiled. The book was written after
his banishment, and tells anecdotes of people ot his own times.

Evidently a bad man may have a good sense of humour.

An Unbearable Beard

Tsai Chunmo had a remarkable beard. One day, at an
Imperial Party the Emperor said to him, “Your beard is truly
wonderful; when you sleep do you put it under the coverlet, or
outside?”” He answered, “I’m sotry, I don’t remember.” When
he got home and went to bed he thought of what the Emperor
had asked, and tried both ways, inside and outside, but both

seemed uncomfortable, and he could not sleep all night long.

As with many Chinese stories we feel that there was some innate
understanding of Zen in the ordinary Chinese mind, that what is
done unselfconsciously is done easily, is done well.

The Léngtsaiyebbua, ¥3 B, was written by a monk, Hui Hung,
E, in the 12th century. He was a friend of the Prime Minister
Chang Shangying, and was exiled together with him. The book
tells of the various things he saw and heard, and also gives his

opinions on the subjcct of poetry.
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llegibility
Chang Ch’enghsiang admired the calligraphy of Wang Shih-

chi, but his own was exceedingly poor. His friends all
laughed at it, but he believed he had mastered Wang Shihchi.
One day he was inspired to write a new poem, and dashed it
ofr. It looked as if dragons and mosquitoes were flying all over
the paper. He got his nephew to make a fair copy of it, but
one part was quite undecipherable and he was forced to stop.
He took it his uncle and asked him, “What is this character?”
Ch’enghsiang looked at it for a long time, but he himself
couldn’t make it out, so he grumbled at his nephew, saying,
“Why didn’t you come sooner? You are so slow I have
forgotten what it was!”’

Scolding others for our own faults is the commonest thing in the
world.  What would we do it we had no children?

Shannuehch:, THA%, was written by T”ien Hotsu, XF1F, a man of
the Sung Dynasty, but nothing is known about him. The book as
a whole is not extant, but it seems to have been a collection of

ancient comical stoties.

O My Eyes! My Ears!

Wei Ming of the Southern T”ang was fond of versifying, often
writing poems of several hundred characters, but none of them
were much good. One day he visited Han Hisitsai, who told
him to leave it on his desk, with the excuse that he was suffering
from some eye disease. Ming said, “Then I will read it to

b4

you.” “No, no!” said Han Hisitsai, “I have something wrong
with my ears as well.”

Unwelcome visitors, incompetent workmen, ambitious nincompoops
are among the minor trials of life, but perhaps they are useful in

taking our minds off the major ones.
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The Tsuiwéngtanlu, % was written by Lohua, T, of
the Sung Dynasty.
A Drunkard

The wife of Liu Ling was often annoyed by her huskand’s
excessive drinking, and plotted with his concubine to kill him.
She brewed a large cask of wine. Liu Ling asked for some of
the wine every day, but she kept answering, “Wait till it’s
properly ripened, then you shall drink as much as you like!”
When the wine was quite ripe she invited Liu Ling to drink,
and together with his concubine pushed down into the cask.
They put the lid on, got something heavy onto it, and waited
for him to be drowned in the wine. After three days there was
still no sound in the cask, so they thought he must be dead.
The wife took off the lid and looked in the cask,—and there
was no wine in it. There he sat, quite drunk, among the lees.
After some time, Liu Ling managed to lift his head, and said to
his wife, “Only a little while ago you said you would let me
drink as much as I liked, but you just seem to want me to sit
here doing nothing.”

It is somewhat difficuit to make out why drunkenness shouid be so
funny; there must be some deep philosophical explanation, but to
make it would itself be funny and require an explanation, and would
thus land us in a moto perpetuo of explanation which is actually the
position of our present scientific and unhumorous cvilization.  To
give a more poetic and dramatic explanation, no doubt God was
drunk when he made the universe, and when we perceive, and share
in this divine inebriety we too sing for joy as did the morning stars
when they saw Act I, Scene I of the Divine Comedy.

The Fuchanglu, 155, was written by Chan Jantzu, $#4+ of
the Sung Dynasty.

Be Thou as Chaste as Ice ...
The wife of Hsu Itang was proud of her fidelity. Her
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husband once went on a journey, and came back atter a year’s
absence. **Well, you must have been pretty bored being alone
all the time; didn’t you go to the neighbour’s or to your rela-
tions to enjoy yourself?””  ““No, oh no!  Since you left here 1
kept the gatc always shut and never left the place once.” Hsu
Ifang was struck with admiration. “Really! Then how did
you kill the time?”” ‘I sometimes made poems, to relieve my
heart.”” Hsu Ifang was delighted and asked her to show him
some. The title of the first was, “Inviting the monk next door

2

on a moonlight night, and talking to him.

Chastity and purity of mind are this at their best; at their worst
they are unprintable.

The Shiblinkuangeh:, FHEEFL, was written by an anonymous author
of the Sung Dynasty about 1340. The following is another example
of the Chinese delight in indirection, and teaching by metaphor and

simile.
Qutstaying his Welcome

A visitor to a certain house stayed for a long time and
wouldn’t leave, so one day the host took him to a tree near the
house on which a large bird was perching. ““Wait here,” he
said to the visitor, “I’ll go and get my axe and cut down the
tree, and then we’ll catch the bird and cook it for supper!’
“But won’t the bird have flown away by the time the tree is cut
down?” said the wisitor. “Don’t you know,” said the host,
“that some birds are so foolish that they don’t fly away even
when the tree is cut down?”

The following is on the same subject, but more from the pomt of

view of the unwanted guest.

The Guest's Answer

A certain son-in-law stayed a long time at his father-in-law s
house. The father-in-law wanted him to leave, but he wouldn’t.

e
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At last the father-in-law said to him, ““It is very kind of you to
come all the way to see us, but we have nothing left to entertain
you with now, so I hope you will understand the circumstances.”
But the son-in-law replied, “Don’t worry. On my way here 1
saw a herd of fat deer on the mountain. It we catch them, we
shall not want for food for many days.” The father-in-law said,
“It’s already a month since you came. The deer must have
gone away by now.” “INo,” said the son-in-law, ““it’s such a
good place to feed, they won’t have gone.”

The following is a story that we may call particularly Chinese,
that is to say, most English people would not find it funny, the
cruelty or callousness seeming excessive. It must be remembered,
however, that it was this tough spirit which produced the Chinese
race, which made Zen possible; it is the courage without which

humour is a poor weak thing indeed.
P g

A Chip of the Young Block

One day, his father was sick, so the dutiful son cut off some
flesh from his own thigh, to feed him with it and cure his illness.
The father found it very delicious, and, not knowing it was his
son’s flesh, asked for more. The son, a knife in his hand, told
his father that the meat he gave him the other day was the flesh
of his thigh, and that he would cut off another slice. However,
when he took a cut at it, he cried out, “Ouch! how paintul!”
His father frowned, and said, “If I had known how painful it is
for you to cut off your flesh, I wouldn’t have eaten it.”

It should be noted that in China the flesh of a son or daughter has
always been thought the remedy for certain incurable diseases, and
until recent times it was not uncommon for a son to show with pride
the scar on his leg where he had provided a meal for one of his
parents.

The Chuchishib, HiFe22, “A Writing Room”, was published in
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1560 by Pon Yuan, M. It shows the love of hyperbole which is

severely repressed in other spheres of Chinese life.

Selt-Indulgence

There was once a vory sclfish man who would say, “Let me
use your quilt, and you use my blankct (he had none); if you
have some money, we can use it together, and when I have no
money, I’ll use yours. If we climb up a mountain, you hold
my legs, and when we come down I’ll lean on your shoulder.
When you get married, I’ll sleep with your wife, and when I get
married, I'll sleep with mine. If you keep to this arrangement
I will die after you, and if I break it may you die before me!”

We seem to have met such people as this, and, to copy his way of
speaking, when others met us they meet such a person.

The following two stories come from Aissubouyu, T Jaali, “Anec-
dotes of Aitsu,” by Lu Shao, F,

An Aged Wite

Yujen was a friend of Aitsu and had a two-year-old daughter
whom Aitsu asked for in marriage to his son. Yujen asked
Aiisu how old his son was, and Aitsu said he was four. At
this Yujen, looking very displeased, said, “*Do you mean to say
you want my daughter to marry an old man?”  Aitsu couldn’t
understand what he was talking about.  Yujen went on, “Your
son is four, and my daughter is two, so your son is twice as old
as she.  So if my daughter marries your son, when she’s twenty
he’ll be forty, and when she’s twenty five she’ll be married to 2
man of fifty. As I said, do you want my daughter to marry an
old man?”  Aitsu realised that Yujen was a fool, and gave up

the idea of asking for his daughter.

Forgetting

There was once a very forgetful man in Chi. When he
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started walking he forgot to stop, and when asleep he forgot to
wake up. His wife was worried about it, and said to him,
“Aitsu is a very wise man and cures all kinds difficult diseases;
you’d better go and consult him.”” He agreed and set out on
horseback with his bow and arrows. Before he had gone far
he began to feel the calls of nature, so he dismounted, thrust
the arrows in the ground and tethered his horse to a tree. Hav-
ing finished his business, he turned back and noticed the arrows.
“Good gracious! How dangerous! 1 wonder where these
arrows came from! They must have nearly struck me!” He
then turned to the right and found a horse, and was very
pleased, and said, “I was upset about the arrows, but I got a
horse instead.” Taking the horse by the bridle, he was going
to lead it off when he trod on something. **Now I have dirtied
my shoes with some dog’s dung. How vexatious!” Off he rode
and soon got back home, but he walked to and fro in front of
the gate, saying to himself, “I wonder who lives here? Perhaps
it is Aitsu.”
everything began to rail at him. He looked at her reproachfully,

His wife came out, and seeing he had forgotten

and said, “Madam, I have never had anything to do with you;
why must you speak so ill of me?”

As said before, for oriental people forgetfulness, like madness, had
something divine in it, self-forgetfulness indeed being the highest
possible condition of man, Nirvana itself.

The Loshu, 8\, “The Book of Dew,” was written by Yao Lyu,
IR, of the Ming Dynasty.

No Smaller, Please!

Hsing Chinshi was a very small man. One day in Poyang
he encountered a robber who took all his money and then in-
tended to kill him to avoid being identified. As he flourished
the sword over his head, Hsing Chinshi, speaking in a didactic
tone of voice, said to the robber, “I’'m already nick-named
‘pigmy Hsing’. If you cut my head off I’li be even smaller
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still!”  The robber laughed, and sheathed his sword.

The Oubsichlu, ##5%, was written by Liu Yuanching, 15, of

the Ming Dynasty, from which we take the following.

Stammering Girls

In the country of Yen there lived a man who had two daugh-
ters who both stuttered. One day a middleman was to come to
arrange their marriage, so the father instructed the girls, “‘Keep
your mouths shut and don’t speak. If you say something you'll
never get married.”” The middleman came, and while they were
all in the room together, the younger sister said that the elder
sister’s dress was on fire.  “Your d-d-d-dress is b-b-b-burning,”
she said. The elder sister looked meaningfully at her and said,
“P-p-papa t-t-told you not t-t-to speak; why d-d-d-do you d-d-
d-do so?” The middleman left in disgust.

The Yanueh, #3E, “Elegant Flumour”, was written or collected by

Lord Hupaichai, #F#E7%i, of the Ming Dynasty.

The Visit of a Thief

One night a thief had broken into the house of Yukuon and
just then Yukuon himself came back and caught him in the act.
Astonished, the thief fled, leaving behind a sheepskin purse he
had already stolen. Having got the purse, Yukuon was over-
joyed, and every night, when he came back home and found it
all quiet, would frown and say, “No thief again?”

Another story from the same collection concerns that absent-mind-

edness so much admired in the Orient, and not altogether despised

in the West.

Absent-mindedness

Chen Shichao, a man of Puhien, was very learned but
absent-minded. One day on his way home he intended to call
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on one of his friends and told his driver to do so, but the driver
didn’t catch what he said and drove straight home. Thinking
he had reached his friend’s house, Shichao entered, and ex-
claimed in surprise, “‘How like my house this is!” When he
looked at a picture hanging on the wall, he asked, “What is
my picture doing here?”” The servant entered the room, and

Shichao scolded him. ““What have you come here for?”’

From Hisiaolin, 5<%k, “‘Forest of Laughter”, by the Lord of
Hupai, #H, of the Ming Dynasty, come the next three stories.
This Hsiaolin is not the first Hsiaolin, of a thousand years before,

A Fine Study

Chuyin was the man who was so poor he studied at night by
the light of fireflies, and Sunkan the one who read his books by
the light of snow. One day Sunkan visited Chuyin, but he was
out. When he asked where he was, the servant replied, “He
has gone out to catch fireflies.” Later Chuyin returned Sunkan’s
visit, and saw Sunkan standing vacantly in the court-yard. He
asked Sunkan why he was not studying. Sunkan replied, “It
seems as if it’s not going to snow, today.”

This is a debunking not very common in Chinese stories, that is to

say, making fun of scholars, but very frequently found in senryu.

Holding his Ear

One man sued another for biting his ear. The defendant
said that he was innocent, and that the plaintiff had bitten his
own ear. An official standing behind the judge caught hold of
his own ear and began to turn round and round. The judge
looked back and scolded him. “What are you doing, making

such grimaces?””  “I am only trying to get the thing clear.”

The following is not particularly funny, but is another example of
the love of hyperbole mentioned before; it reminds us a little of the
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stories of Baron von Munchausen.

A Fleet Steed

Lord Kuan’s horse, Red Hare, could go a thousand miles
in a day. Chouchan, Kuan’s follower, with a halberd in his
hand, could go a thousand miles in a day too. Kuan felt
sorry for him and wanted to buy a fine horse for him. He went
about looking for a good horse, and though he couldn’t find a
horse which could go a thousand miles he found one which
could go nine hundred miles a day. He paid a high price for
the horse and presented it to Chouchan. Chouchan followed
Kuan on horse-back, but in one day he was left a hundred
miles behind, and in two days two hundred miles behind.
Chouchan, afraid that he might lose sight of his master, decided
to dismount and go on foot. But unwilling to desert the horse,
he bound the legs of the horse to the end of his halberd with a

rope, and ran along with it over his shoulder.

The Hiucht'aohsiehshib, EFHEE, “The Humorous History of
Snow-Wave,” by Kiang Yingko, {LE#t, of the Ming Dynasty has
many witty and whimsical stories in it about odd or foolish people.

I am the King of Siam I am!

An obstinate man who was very fond of drinking was invited
out to a party. He sat at the table with the other guests, and
when the banquet was at its height he looked round, and said,
“Those who come from a distance may go home if they like.”
The other guests all left, and there remained only the host
drinking with him. Then the man said again, “Those who
come from a distance may go home if they like.”” The host
retorted, ““There’s nobody here but me.” The man said, “You
have to go to your bed-room, and I may doze off here.”

Complicated Tears

A woman in a blue blouse and red skirt was weeping and cry-
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ing, ““Oh dear! Oh dear!” Some one asked her for whom she
was mourning and she answered, “‘For him whose father is my
father’s son-in-law and my father is his father’s son-in-law.”
She was grieving over the death of her son,—but what a talented
woman!

Lord, what Fools!

In Wu Liang there lived a boy who was very skilful at
deceiving people. One day he met an old man in the street
who said to him, “I hear you are good at making fools of
people; just try it on me.””  The boy answered, ““I would, but
I have no time for idle talk. A moment ago I heard that the
water of the East Lake has been drawn off and people are
catching terrapins there, and I am going there too.” The old
man hurried off to the lake, but when he found the lake full of
water he realised that the boy had done what he had asked.
Another time, the boy was downstairs and a nobleman said to
him from upstairs, “You are said to be a smart boy, can you
make me come down?”” ““No, my lord, I can’t, but I can make

»”  The nobleman came

you go upstairs if you come down.
down and told him, “Now try to get me upstairs.”” The boy
answered, “I have already made you come down; why should 1

take the trouble of making you go up again?”

The following two stories are from the Hsiaotsan, 5%, “‘The
Explanations of Laughter””, by Chao Nanhsing, ##Z, of the
Ming Dynasty.

Even If

A man who was very interested in language heard other
people say, “It couldn’t be so, even if the sun rose in the west,”
and liking this expression kept repeating it in order to memorise
it, but one day in hurrying across a river quite forgot it. He
ordered the boatman to turn back and look for it. The boatman
asked him what he had lost, and he said, “A sentence.”” The
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boatman expostulated, “How can a sentence be lost? You
couldn’t do such a thing even if the sun rose in the west.”
“Why didn’t you tell me sooner that you had found it?” said

the man.

The next story also has something subtle in it.

Any Excuse

There was a man who was very fond of wine. One day he
kept drinking and drinking, and his servant, in the hope of
taking him home, said it was clouding over and looked like
rain.  [is master said, “We can’t return if it’s going to rain.”
A little later it did rain. The rain lasted a long time, and when
it cleared up the servant told his master the rain had stopped.
The master said, ““Now what are you worrying about?”’

The Hsiaoshanlu, i#$%, was published by P’an Yulung, #&IF#E,
of the Ming Dynasty, in 1646.

The Stuff that Dreams are Made of

A certain stupid man picked up a roll of white cloth in his
dream, and when day broke he rushed to the dyer’s without
even washing his face, and gasped out, “I have a roll of cloth.
Will you dye it for me?”” “‘Certainly, please bring it and show
it to me.”  Then the man noticed he hadn’t got it and blurted
out, “It must have been in my dream last night!”’

Here also there is something attractive in the whole-heartedness of
the man’s belief in what he had dreamed. And in all things are
not the best but shadows?

Can’t Cut

A man called a tailor to his house and told him to cut some
cloth. But the tailor only stared at it in silence, and did not
even try to cut it. The man asked him what was the matter,
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and the tailor made answer, “If I make my suit out of this cloth
there won’t be enough for you, and if I make your’s there won’t
be sufficient left for me, so I don’t know what to do.”

This blind egoism is so revealing that we are quite stunned by it.
The Hsiaofu, /3, “The House of Laughter,” by Feng Meng-
lung, &L, is the most famous of all the Chinese humorous

collections, especially in Japan.

Frailty, thy name is Man
One day a group of hen-pecked husbands gathered together

to discuss how they could remove the fear they felt of their wives,
and regain their husbandly dignity. However, someone, to scare
them off, came and told them that their wives had got wind
of their discussion and were about to march in on them. The
frightened husbands scattered in all directions, but one man still
remained there. The messenger, wishing to know who it was
that had no fear of his wife, looked at him closely, and found
that he had been scared to death.

The next story is a parable of the life of Everyman.

Heads I Win, Tails you Lose

A certain man thought himselt good at chess. One day he
played three games with his opponent, and lost every game.
Being asked by someone how many times he had played, he
answered ‘‘Three.” “And what happened?” ‘I didn’t wia
the first game, and my opponent didn’t lose the second. [
wanted to draw the third game, but he didn’t agree. That’s all.”

The next is of a more self-conscious humour.

Burglaric Scorn

A thief broke into the house of a poor man. He groped

about in every corner of the house but could find nothing what-
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ever to steal. He spat in contempt, and was just going off,
when the poor man, still lying in bed, called out, “Please shut
the door after you!” The thief said, with a sneer, “‘Let me
assure you there is no need to!”’

This story teaches us what moralists forget, that wealth only is the

cause of robbery.
One Fool Makes Two

A carpenter made a gate, and by mistake put the bar outside.
The owner of the house abused him, “You blind fool, you!”
The carpenter retorted, “It’s you who are blind!” The owner
taken aback, asked how that could be. “If you were not blind,
you wouldn’t have employed a carpenter like me!”

Has a clever man more right to life than a stupid one?

The Gate

A certain man with a long bamboo pole was trying to enter
the gate of a castle-town. He held it broadside and could not
make his way in; he held it straight up and couldn’t get it in.
He was at his wit's end. Another man nearby said to him,
“There’s a very wise man called Li Sanlao about ten miles away
from here. Why don’t you go and ask his advice?””  Sanlao
happened to come riding along and everybody was pleased to see
him. However, he was seen to be sitting on the hindquarters of
the donkey, and the man asked him why he did not sit in the
middle of the donkey’s back, as is customary. The wise old
chap replied, “The ears which I use as a bridle are too long
to sit in the middle.”

This version has a pleasantly rustic flavour.

Ice

A foolish son-in-law once visited the native place of his wife,
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and his father-in-law trcated him to a feast. There were
some pieces of ice in one of the dishes, and these tasted so
delicious to him he wrapped one up in a piece ot paper when
nobedy was looking and slipped it into his pocket. When he
got back home he told his wife that he had brought with him
some specially nice thing for her to taste too. When he
searched his pocket he found it had disappeared. Surprised, he
cried out, ““Good heavens, it pissed and ran away!”

It is refreshing to find people who can talk of the natural tunctions

without affectation or coarseness.

Joint Sowing

There were two brothers who used to sow and labour in the
same field together. When the rice was ripe, they talked over
the question of how to divide the results of their labour. Tke
elder brother suggested, “I’ll take the upper part, and you the

k)

lower.”” This seemed unfair to the younger brother, but the
elder soothed him, saying, “It’s all right; next year you may
take the upper, and I will have the lower.”” The next year the
younger brother urged the elder to begin sowing. The elder

agreed, and said, “But this year let’s sow potato seed.”

>

Almost all our altruism and unselfishness is a variation, a disguise of

this kind of thing.

Dumplings

A peddler was walking along the street crying, “Dumplings!”
but his voice was so weak a passer-by asked what was the matter
with him. He said he was hungty, very hungry. The other
asked him why in that case he didn’t eat some ot his dumpl-
ings. “They’re old, and sour.”

After all, everybody sells only things they don’t themselves want.
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The Finger that changed Stone to Gold

A poor man met an old friend of his who had attained the
superniatural art.  After mutual greetings, the friend pointed to
a stone lying on the roadside, when it immediately turned into
gold.  When he presented it to the poor man, however, he said
he didn’t want it; it was too small.  So his friend pointed to a
stone lion, and was going to give him that, but still the other
did not want to receive it. The magician asked him what on
earth he wanted. The other replied, “I want to have your
finger.”

This grecliness of human beings is their divine nature, their wish to

be God himself.

3orrowing Tea

A man wanted to treat a visitor to a cup of tea, so he sent
someone next door to borrow some. Before he came back the
hot water had boiled, so he added some cold water. This
happened several times until the huge kettle was full of water.
Still the tea had not come. The wife said to the husband,
“We know this friend of ours pretty well; how about treating
him to a bath?”

This is a scrious suggestion, I think. Women are always serious,

and must be taken so, in appearance at least.

. -
baugcpan-bclung

Pedlars who sell saucepans always throw them on the ground
to show they are not cracked, by the sound. One of them
threw the saucepan down, and it broke. He said to the people

around, “You see, I would not sell such a saucepan to you!”

The undefeatable spirit is indeed admirable.
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Recognising Shoes

A wife had an intrigue with another man. One night the
husband came back unexpectedly and the man jumped out of
the window. The husband found and brought in the other
man’s shoes, and berated and abused his wife. He went to
slccp with his head on the shoes as a pillow, saying to his wife,
“’Tomorrow, when day dawns, 1 shall sce whose shoes these are.
and shame you before all.””  When he was sound asleep, his
wiie changed the shoes for his own. In the morning, the
husband got up and began abusing his wife again, but she made
him look at the shoes. He found they were his own, and was
very upset and apologised to his wife, saying, “I scolded you,
but I was wrong. And it must have been I that jumped out of

3]

the window.

This kind of story is common all over the world, and shows the

what Coleridge calls “the willing suspension of disbelief”,

A Long Face

A certain man had the saddle of his horse stolen. He saw
someone with a long face, sunken in the middle, and recognising
it as his saddle seized it. The man said, “This is my face,
don’t make a fool of me!” But the other persisted and was
taking him to court when a jasscr-by stopped and asked what
was happening. Hearing the reason he looked at the long-faced
man carefully, and then said, *‘I advise you to give him the
money. In court, the case will go against you.”

This kind of mad, Gothamite wotld is so intriguing as to be fright-
cning, and frightening because things like this often happen in the
real world.

Wine-licking

Some people ate stingy. A certain father and son were on a
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journey and bought some wine, a penny-worth every day. Afraid
it would soon run out, they dipped their chopsticks in it and
licked them. DBut when the son licked his twice continuously
his father scolded him, “What a drunkard you are!”

All so-called economy, or even wisdom is no different from this.

Exaggeration is always exaggeration of something.

Well-side

A woman went to the court and sued a man. She said, “I
went to the well to draw water. and this man came from behind
and assaulted me.” The judge asked, ‘“Then why didn’t you

run away?”  “I was afraid that if I stood up and went away it

wouldn’t be finished.”

This story also has a deeper moral than most fables and New
Testament parables. We wish for pleasure without pain. Immoral

stories are more truly moral than moral ones.

Shooting a Tiger

A man was seized and carried off by a tiger. His son ran
after it and was going to shoot it when from the mouth of the
tiger the father shouted, “Aim at the feet! Don’t injure the
fur!l”

Human beings are unexpectedly, at certain times, transcendental and
poetical.

New Silk Clothes

A man went out in new silk clothes, but no one seemed to be
looking at him, so he raised his shoulders and swaggered along.
After a while, he asked his boy-attendant, “Is anyone looking
at me?”  ““No, sir, there’s nobody in sight.”” He relaxed his
shoulders, saying, “Then I'll take a rest.”

———
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To be proud of onesclt so innocently is to make pride a virtue rathet
than a sin. Satan never took a rest, nor did Milton, nor do I.

That is what is wrong with us.

A Birth-mark on a Certain Place

A physiognomist said, “If a woman has a mole on a certain
place, she will give birth to a noble child.” Hearing this a
man was very glad and said, “If that is so, my sister-in-law will
»

have a fine son.
that mark?”” “My father told my wife, and she told me.”

“How do you know your sister-in-law has

This is Shelley’s The Cenci, and Ford’s ’Tis Pity She’s a Whore, seen

with the cosmic comic Eye.

Not Feasting a Vistor

A visitor came from a distant place and stayed at a certain
man’s house. The yard was full of cocks and hens, but he said
he had nothing to feast his guest with. The visitor took his
sword and was going to kill his own horse for dinner. The
man said, ““But how can you go back, without a horse?”” The
visitor answered, ‘I was going to borrow one of your cocks and
ride back on it.”’

Why is indirectness so comical, so excellent? It must be because
nothing of importance can be expressed. Only by not saying a

thing can we really say it.

Straw Mats

A family was so poor they could not afford any bedding but
slept in straw matting. To keep this a secret the father told the
child always to refer to it as “bedding”. One day a visitor
came, and the child saw a straw in his father’s beard and cried,
““Father, take the bedding off your face!”
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Children, as Wordsworth and Christ and Mencius said, are transcen-

dental animals.

Obstinacy

A father and son were both stubborn and unbending. One
day the father had a visitor and sat drinking with him while his
son went to the town to buy some meat. The son had bought
the meat and was on his way back when he met a man as he
was going out of one of the town gates. They would neither
give way to the other and stood there a long time. At last the
father came to see what he was happening, and said to the son,
“You take the meat back and eat it. I will stand here tor

you.”
This kind of thing has something deeply admirable in it.

Love of Wine

A man who liked drinking dreamed he got some excellent

wine. He was heating it when he woke up.  He said regret-

fully, *‘I should have drunk it cold.”

A Freudian explanation would rather spoil this story, tor it would

only represent a repressed wish to be a teetotaler.

Enquiring about Father

A man was going on a journey to some distant place, so he
called his son and said, “If someone comes, and asks about me,
say I have gone somewhere on business, and remember to give

2

him a cup of tea. The son was not particulary bright. so the
father wrote this down on a piece of paper, and the son put it
in his sleeve.  After his father left, the son took the paper out
several times and read it, but nobody came the first day or the
second day or the third day, so he thought the paper was no use
and threw it in the fire.  On the fourth day, a visitor did come,
and asked about his father. The son felt in his sleeve but could
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not find the paper, so he blurted out, ““’s gone!”  The visitor
was surprised and said, “When was that?’’  “Put in the stove

172

last night!

This story has for us, as it no doubt had and has still more for the

Chinese, a release effect on the Oedipus complex.

A Short-sighted Man

There was a banquet in a certain house and two men were
sitting there in the principal seat. Onc had no left eye, the
other no right eye. A short-sighted man came into the chamber
and looked around at the guests. He whispered to the man
next to him, “Who is that broad-faced man in the chief seat?”

I like hyperbole.

Chairs

Chairs in the country are made of the natural crotch of a
tree.  One was broken, so the master told a servant to go and
get one in the wood. The servant went out with his axe, but
came back in the evening empty-handed. He told the master,
“There were many crotches, but they were all growing upward;
not one downward.”

This is the country bumpkin type of story, the humour consisting

only of the feeling of superiority aroused in the reader.

Inserting the Medicine

A certain woman had something wrong with her internally,
and went to the doctor with her husband.  Sceing that he was
a fool, the doctor said, “I must put the medicine in personally.”
The husband stood looking down at them for some time, and
then said, “If the medicine were not on it, I would be very
jealous.”




128 Short Stories {to the Ch’ing Pericd)

This gross kind of humour is the death of romance and all its half
truths. It lacks the commercial value ot romance, and is thercfore
frowned upon as “vulgar”, or, to use a word whose definition and

explanation I have yet to see, “obscene’’.

The Winter Hat

A man went out in a winter hat one sultry summer day. He
was so hot he stopped under a big tree, took off his hat and
fanned himself with it. It was lucky,” he said, “I came out
with this hat, otherwise I would have been dead of the heat.”

All selt-congratulation is of this nature, if we look deeply into it,
being but making a virtue of necessity, that necessity often being the

result of our own folly.
Rice

A young man of the neighbourhood was visiting a woman in
the absence of her husband. There was a knocking at the gate,
showing that the husband had come back suddenly. In a flurry
the woman decided that her lover should get in a sack and that
she should say there was rice in it. He got inside, and she let
her husband in, already suspicious of the delay. He saw the
bag and asked his wife what was in it, but she was too tesrified
to answet. He asked again in a louder voice, a sharper tone,
and the man inside the bag said in a quaking voice, “Ricc!”

This is a well-known story, and admits ot a continuation, by making
the husband foolish enough to think it natural that the bag of rice

should say what was in it, and so on.

Never Inviting Guests

A certain miserly old chap had something that he wanted
prayed for, so he called in a mountain priest and asked him to
pray to some god. The priest prayed to some very far-off deity.
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The man asked why he chose such a distant god. ““Those
around here know you are stingy, and even if they are invited
they won’t come.”

This kind of thing seems to be a quite possible occurrence, especially
in China or ancient Greece, where common sensec and practicality

were often stronger than the religious sentiment.

A Blind Man

Many people were talking together, a blind man among them,
and they all lavghed at something. The blind man also laughed.
They asked him why he laughed. He said, “What was the

difference between my laughing and yours?”

There seems to be something profound and almost super-humorous

in this story.
The Fartress

A maid-servant happened to fart in front of her master, and
he became angry, and was going to strike her, but, seeing her
white hips, his anger suddenly abated, and he took his pleasure
with her. The next day, when he was in his study, there was
a knock at the door. It was the maidservant. “What is it?
What do you want?””  “Please sir, I farted again a little while

7

ago.

The point here is the momentary connecting of totally unrelated

b

things, which are nevertheless not so ‘“‘totally” untelated as we

suppose in our unlaughing hours.

Slow to Anger Others

A certain man was very slow in everything. One winter day
he was sitting by the fire with some other people when he noticed
that one of the men’s skirts were burning. He said to him,



130 Short Stories (to the Ch'ing Period)

“There is something I want to tell you, but I'm afraid; you get
angry so quickly. But if T don’t tell you, you will be angry;
what shall T do, tell you or not?”” The other said, “What on
earth are you talking about?”  So he answered, “‘Your clothes
are burning.”” The other patted his clothes hurriedly and ex-
claimed, with anger, “Why didn’t you tell me before?” The

2

man said, “I told you you would be angry, and so you are.

As we grow older we learn one thing, that people learn nothing,

Escorting a Priest

An official was taking to the court a priest who had committed
some crime or other. This priest was a very clever man, and on
the way he made the official drunk, shaved his head with his
sword, bound him with the rope round himself, and ran off.
Early the next morning the official woke up and looked for the
priest, but he was nowhere to be seen. When he stroked his
own head he found it was shaven, and the rope was round his
neck.  “Here is the priest,” he said, “but where am 1?”’

This kind of humorous story seems common all over the world.
Profoundly considered it adumbrates the ego-less-ness of things, their
absence of self-nature, particularly in the case of human beings,
who have wishful-thoug