Therefore the sage says:
He who takes upon himself the humiliation of the people is fic
to rule them. )
e who takes upon
¥ king of the universe.
i The truth often sounds paradoxical.
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“Zhuangzi (Chuang Tzu) (c. 369-286 B.C.)
- (philosophy) '

TRANSLATED BY BURTON WATSON

Daoist philosopher Zhuangzi 18 @ shadow behind the worlk that bears
his name. Little is known of his life, except that a mazn named Zhuangzi
(Master Zhuang) lived in the fourth century B.C., in what is now I-Icnanm
province. Farly in life he was & petty official in “the lacquer garden” of )
' Meng, but for most of his life he scorned officialdom, preferring to be his
own man. The great historian Sima Qian remarks that he had vast knowl-
‘edge and that he wrote a long work explaining Laozi’s teachings and at-
" tacking the doctrine of the early philosophers Confucius (551-479 B.C.)
and Mo Tzu (470-391 8.0.7). Zhuangzl is the most important interpreter
of Daoism, and his unconventional spirit had only sarcasin for stultifying
rituals and hierarchies. The Dao ;s the unity beneath all things, and the

o sees this soon finds, like William Blake, that true marriage lies

- person wh
in contraries. Zhuangzi was able to look at the things of the world with @

,sense of relativism; therefore, since tall equals short and here equals there,

ifithe true reality is seen to be beneath the surface, «There is nothing in the

" world bigger than the tip of an autumn“hair, and Mount Tai is litde. No
“one has lived longer than 2 dead child, and [long lived] P’eng-tsu died
young.” Though the Dao is absolute, it is not unchanging; in fact, its very
nature is flux. A comparison with Buddhism, in which the defining charac-
teristic of the absolute is its freedom from flux, is informative.

Instead of presenting 2 system Of ethical and social reform like other
philosophers of his time, Zhuangzi celebrated spontaneity and the cultiva-
tion of an inner emptiness that allowed-one to Merge with the Dao. Human

problems are created by human categories; the way out of them is not
through changing the world but through changing the way you understand
th and life are mere manifestations. of the Dao and thus they
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. .- are changes in form but not changes in essence. Therefore, we should free

Upper Saddle River N . ourselves from fear of death and from attachment to life’s worries: “Fow do
‘ , New Jersey 07458 ;1 know that loving life is not @ delusion? How do 1 know that in hating

- death I am notlike aman who, baving left home in his youth, has forgotten
the way back?” This freedom is the primary benefit that Zhuangz tries to
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give his readers, usually through dazzling rhetoric, humor, nonsense phras-
es, and paradoxes designed to shock us out of our preconceptions. Like
Tang dynasty poet Wang Wei in his most Daoist poems, Zhuangzi celebrates
inaction, even laziness, as opposed to a life of struggle for gain and a char-
_acter dominated by desire. By following the Way of Daoism, one may even
gain magical powers and immortality. As is the case with so many of the
world’s mystics, history has elided the life and left us the thought. But be-
hind these fresh and ancient words, one can intuit a peculiar mind, like the
Dao inscribed within the things of the world. In the end, it is hard to know
whether the Zhuangzi text had only one author, but it is tempting to think
of a man named Zhuangzi, a free spirit, unbounded and mystical, wry and
just a bit crazed.

FURTHER READING: Kaltenmark, Max. Lao Tzu and Taoism. Translated by Roger
Greaves, 1965, Watson, Burton, tr. Chuang Tzu: Basic Writings, 1964; tr. Records of the
Grand Historian of China, 1961.

from The Zhuangzi

Great understanding is broad and unhurried; little understanding is
cramped and busy. Great words are clear and limpid; little words are shrill
and quarrelsome. In sleep, men’s spirits go visiting; in waking hours, their
bodies hustle. With everything they meet they become entangled. Day after
day they use their minds in strife, sometimes grandiose, sometimes sly,
sometimes petty. Their little fears are mean and trembly; their great fears
are stunned and overwhelming. They bound off like an arrow Or a Cross-
bow pellet, certain that they are the arbiters of right and wrong. They cling
to their position as though they had sworn before the gods, sure that they
are holding on to victory. They fade like fall and winter—such is the way
they dwindle day by day. They drown in what they do—you cannot make
¢them turn back. They grow dark, as though sealed with seals—such are the
excesses of their old age. And when their minds draw near to death, noth-
ing can restore them to the light.

Joy, anger, grief, delight, worry, regret, fickleness, inflexibility, modesty,
willfulness, candor, insolence—music from empty holes, mushrooms
springing up in dampness, day and night replacing each other before us,
and no one knows where they sprout from. Let it bel Let it bel [Itis enough
that] morning and evening we have them, and they are the means by which
we live, Without them we would not exist; without us they would have noth-
ing to take hold of. This comes close to the matter. But I do not know what
makes them the way they are. It would seem as though they have some True
Master, and yet I find no trace of him. He can act—that is certain. Yet I can-
not see his form. He has-identity but no form.

The hundred joints, the nine openings, the six organs, all come to-
ether and exist here [as my body]. But which part should I feel closest to?
1should delight in all parts, you say? But there must be one I ought to favor
more. If not, are they all of them mere servants? But if they are all'servants,
then how can they keep order among themselves? Or do they take turns

- being lord and servant? It would seem as though there must be some True
. Lord among them. But whether I succeed in discovering his identity or not,

tneither adds to nor detracts from his Truth.

Viis. Once a man receives this fixed bodily form, he holds on to it, waiting
" for the end. Sometimes clashing with things, sometimes bending before

themn, he Tuns his course like a galloping steed, and nothing can stop him.

- Is he not pathetic? Sweating and laboring to the end of his days and never
seeing his accomplishment, utterly exhausting himself and never knowing
“ where to look for rest—can you help pitying him? I'm not dead yet! he

© says, but what go

od is that? His body decays, his mind follows it—can you
deny that this is a great sorrow? Man'’s life has always been a muddle like
this. How could I be the only muddled one, and other men not muddled?

Words are not just wind. Words have something to say. But if what

" they have to say is not fixed, then do they really say something? Or do they

say pothing? People suppose that words are different from the peeps of
baby birds, but is there any difference, or isn’t there? What does the Way
rely upon',1 that we have true and false? What do words rely Lipon, that we
have right and wrong? How can the Way go away and not exist? How can
words exist and not be accep table? When the Way relies on little accomplish-
ments and words rely on vain show, then we have the rights and wrongs of
the Confucians and the Mo-ists. What one calls right the other calls wrong;
what one calls wrong the other calls right. But if we want to .right their
wrongs and wrong their rights, then the best thing to use is clarity. .
Everything has its “that,” everything has its “this.” From the point of
iew of “that” you cannot see it, but through understanding you can knpw
it. So I say, “that” comes out of “this” and “this” depends on “that” ——whm.h
is to say that “this” and “that” give birth to each other. But where there 1s
birth there must be death; where there is death there must be birth, Where
there is acceptability there must be unacceptability; where tl}c?re is unac-
ceptability there must be acceptability. Where there is recog.n.ltlon of right
there must be recognition of wrong; where there is recognition of wrong
there must be recognition of right. Therefore the sage does not proce.ed in
such a way, but illuminates all in the light of Heaven.” He too recognizes 2
“this,” but a “this” which is also "thgt," a “that” which is also "_tl.ns." THis
“that” has both a right and a wrong i it; his “this” too has both a right and
E—
!1. Following the interpretation of Chang Ping-lin. The older interpretation of yin here and in

.the following sentences is, “What is the Way hidden by,” ete.

9. [The Chinese word translated here as “Heaven” is] T"7en, which for Chuang Tzu means Na-

“ture or the Way.
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into their category or whether it doesn’t, it obviously fils into some catego-
ry. So in that respect it is no different from their statements. However, let
me try making my statement. :

There is a beginning. There is a not yet beginning to be a beginning.
There is a not yet beginning to be a not yet beginning to be a beginning.
There is being. There is nonbeing. There is 2 not yet beginning to be non-
being. There is a not yet beginning to be a not yet beginning to be nonbe-
ing, Suddenly there is being and nonbeing. But between this being and
nonbeing, I don'’t really know which is being and which is nonbeing. Now I
have just said something. But I don’t know whether what I have said has re-
allysaid something or whether it hasn'’t said something.

' There is nothing in the world bigger than the tip of an autumn hair,
d Mount T'ai is little. No one has lived longer than a dead child, and
ng-tsu died young.* Heaven and earth were born at the same time I was,
dithe ten thousand things are one with me.

e have already become one, so how can 1 say anything? But I have just
tiwe are one, so how can I not be saying something? The one and
aid about it make two, and two and the original one make three.
on this way, then even the cleverest mathematician can't tell where
n “much less an ordinary man. If by moving from nonbeing to
¢ we get to three, how far will we get if we move from being to being?
ot to move, but to let things be!

3N

lﬂ_ .do I know that loving life is not a delusion? How do [ know thatin
gideath I am-not like a man who, having left home in his youth, has
orpotten the way back?

But to wear out your brain trying to make things into one withoutze dy Li was the daughter of the border guard of Ai.” When she was first
izing that they are all the same— this is called “three in the morning.” i fake captive and brought to the state of Chin, she wept until her tears
do I mean by “three in the morning”? When the monkey trainer was hang { “hed: the collar of her robe. But later, when she went to live in the
ing out acorns, he said, “You get three in the morning and four at mghi alace of the ruler, shared his couch with him, and ate the delicious meats
This made all the monkeys furious. “Well, then,” he said, “you get fo ble, she wondered why she had ever wept. How do I know that the
the morning and three at night.” The monkeys werc all delighted. Ther (do not'wonder why they ever longed for life? -
was no change in the reality behind the words, and yet the monkeysiz : who dreams of drinking wine may weep when morning comes; he
sponded with joy and anger. Let them, if they want to. So the sage harm ams of weeping may in the morning go off to hunt. While he is
nizes with both right and wrong and rests in Heaven the Equalizer. Tlt}tis 1g he does not know it is a dream, and in his dream he may even (ry
called walking two roads. ' nterpret a drear. Only after he wakes does he know it was a dream. And

meday, there will be a great awakening when we know that this is
’pr cat dream. Yet the stupid believe they are awake, busily and brightly
{iming they understand things, calling this man ruler, that one
man— how dense! Confucius and you are both dreaming! And when

awrong in it. So, in fact, does he still have a “this” and “that”? Or does he in
fact no longer have a “this” and “that”? A state in which “this” and “that” no
longer find their opposites is called the hinge of the Way. When the hinge
s fitted into the socket, it can respond endlessly. Its right then is a single
endlessness and its wrong too is a single endlessness. So I say, the best thing
to use is clarity. :
To use an attribute to show that attributes are not attributes is not.as
good as using a nonattribute to show that attributes are not attributes. To
use a horse to show that a horse is not a horse is not as good as using a non-
horse to show that a horse is not a horse,? Heaven and earth are one at-
(ribute; the ten thousand things are one horse. :
What is acceptable we call acceptable; what is unacceptable we call uns,
acceptable. A road is made by people walking on it things are so because: - 4ag
they are called <0. What makes fhem so? Making them sO makes them‘ 50
What makes them not so? Making them not s0 makes them not so. Thm_ggj
2 rousthave fhatwhich is so; things a1 roust have that wiicn s accepwbiel
There is nothing that is NOLso, nothing that s not acceptable. _ *"5
Tor this reason, whether you point to a litdle stalk or a great pﬂla;d
leper or the beautiful Hsi-shih, things ribald and shady or things grolesg)
and strange, the Way makes them all into one. Their dividedness 1 !
completeness; their completeness is their impairment. No thing. is
complete or impaired, but all are made into one again. Only the m
farreaching vision knows how to make them into one. So he has no
[for categories], but relegates all to the constant. The constant is the
ful; the useful is the passable; the passable is the successful; and with e
cess, all is accomplished. He relies upon this alone, relies upon it and.
not know he is doing so. This is called the Way.

¥ KK
ake a statement here. I don’t know whetheritfi

Now [ am going to m
le's statements or not. But whetherit

into the category of other peop
M strands of animal fur were believed to grow particularly fine in autumun: hence “the tip
! Gofiautumn hair” is 2 cliché for something extremely tiny. P'eng-tsu was the Chinese

©en b Tnmician Kung-sun Lung, “A white horse is notah‘?u' ; I
I .« 4 Tvilom TTeian Af Chin in A71 .., and later became his consort.
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I say you are dreaming, [ am dreaming, too. Words like these will be labeled
the Supreme Swindle. Yet, after ten thousand generations, a great sage may
appear who will know their meaning, and it will still be as though he ap-
peared with astonishing speed.

Suppose you and I have had an argument. If you have beaten me in-
stead of my bealing you, then are you necessarily right and am I necessarily’

wrong? If I havé beaten you instead of your beating me, then am I necessar-

ily right and are you necessarily wrong? Is one of us right and the other
wrong? Are both of us right or are both of us wrong? If you and I don’t know
the answer, then other people are bound to be even more in the dark.
Whom shall we get to decide what is right? Shall we get someone who agrees
with you to decide? Butifhe already agrees with you, how can he decide fair-
ly? Shall we get someone who agrees with me? But if he already agrees with
me, how can he decide? Shall we get someonc who disagrees with both of
us? But if he already disagrees with both of us, how can he decide? Shall we

get someone who agrees with both of us? But if he already agrees with both ik
of us, how can he decide? Obviously, then, neither you nor I nor anyone else

can know the answer. Shall we wait for still another person?

But waiting for one shifting voice [to pass judgment on] another is the 43
same as waiting for none of them.® Harmonize them all with the Heavenly -

Equality, leave them to their endless changes, and so live out your years.

What do I mean by harmonizing them with the Heavenly Equality? Rightis i
not right; so is not so. If right were really right, it would differ so clearly i

from not right that there would be no need for argument. If so were really

so, it would differ so clearly from notso that there would be no need for ar-

gument. Forget the years; forget distinctions. Leap into the boundless and
make it your home! -

Once Chuang Chou’ dreamt he was a butterfly, a butterfly ﬂitting‘ and.
fluttering around, happy with himself and doing as he pleased. He didn't;

Kknow he was Chuang Chou. Suddenly he woke up and there he was, solid
and unmistakable Chuang Chou. But he didn’t know if he was Chuang.
Chou who had dreamt he was 2 butterfly, or a butterfly dreaming he was

Chuang Chou. Between Chuang Chou and a butterfly there must be some

distinction! This is called the Transformation of Things.

You hide your boat in the ravine and your fish net® in tht.‘, swamp an
tell yourself that they will be safe. But in the middle of the j:h_ght a stron:g
man shoulders them and carries them off, and in your stupidity you don't

know why it happened. You think you do right to hide little things in bigﬁ% '

PR

6. 1 follow the rearrangement of the text suggested by Lt Hui-ch'ing.

paragraph leaves much to be desired and the translation is tentative.

4. Another name for Chuang Tzu (Zhuanzi) [Editor].

Put the text of this whale;

dakltaariy

ones, and yet they get away from you. But if you were to hide the w
the world, so that nothing could get away, this would be the final 1«
the constancy of things.

- Master Ssu, Master Yii, Master Li, and Master Lai were all four talking

on death as his rump?” they said. “Who knows that life and death, existence

and annihilation, are all a single body? I will be his friend!”

_ The four men looked at each other and smiled. There was no dis-

agreement in their hearts and so the four of them became friends.

. vAll at once Master Yii fell ill. Master Ssu went to ask how he was. “Amaz-

.ing!” said Master Yu. “The Creator is making me all crookedly like thist My

back sticks up like a hunchback and my vital organs are on top of me. My

chin is hidden in my navel, my shoulders are up above my head, and my

pigtail points at the sky. It must be some dislocation of the yin and yang!”
Yet he seemed calm at heart and unconcerned. Dragging himself halt-

ingly to the well, he looked at his reflection and said, “My, my! So the Cre-

ator is making me all crookedly like this!”

~: “Do you resent it?” asked Master Ssu.

~* +“Why no, what would I resent? If the process continues, perhaps in

bow pellet and I'll shoot down an owl for roasting. Or perhaps in time he'll
transform my buttocks into cartwheels. Then, with my spirit for a horse, I'll
climb up and go for a ride. What need will I ever have for a carriage again?
. "o received life because the time had come; I will lose it because the
order of things passes on. Be content with this time and dwell in this order
'and then neither sorrow nor joy can touch you. In ancient times this was
‘called the ‘freeing of the bound.” There are those who cannot free them-
Ives, because they are bound by things. But nothing can ever win against
eaven—that’s the way it’s always been. What would [ have to resent?”
Yen Hui said, “I'm improving!”

. Confucius said, “What do you mean by that?”

~“I've forgotten benevolence and righteousness!”

* “That’s good. But you still haven’t got it.”

Another day, the two met again and Yen Hui said, “I'm improving!”
“What do you mean by that?”

" “T've forgotten rites and musicl”

“That's good. But you still haven’t gotit.”

- Another day, the two met again and Yen Hui said, “I'm improving!”

- “What do you mean by that?”

.“Ican sit down and forget everything!”

_Confucius looked very startled and said, “What do you mean, sit down.
and forget everything?”

together. “Who can look upon inaction as his head, on life as his back, and:

time he'll transform my left arm into a rooster. In that case I'll keep watch™")
on the night. Or perhaps in time he'll transform my right arm into a cross- Va

A



226 China

Yen Hui said, “I smash up my limbs and body, drive out perception and;
intellect, cast off form, do away with understanding, and make myself iden
tical with the Great Thoroughfare. This is what I mean by sitting down and |
forgetting everything.”
~ Confucius said, “If you're identical with it, you must have no mort
likes! If you've been transformed, you must have no more constancy! §
you really are a worthy man after all!® With your permission, I'd like to be
come your follower.” '

Do not be an embodier of fame; do not be a storehouse of schemes; d

not be an undertaker of projects; do not be a proprietor of wisdom. Em
body to the fullest what has no end and wander where there is no trail

Hold on to all that you have received from Heaven but do not think you*
have gotten anything. Be empty, that is all. The Perfect Man uses his mind -

like a mirror—going after nothing, welcoming nothing, responding but:

not storing. Therefore he can win out over things and not hurt himself.
Once, when Chuang Tzu was fishing in the P’u River, the king of Ch'u

sent two officials to go and announce to him: “I would like to trouble you '

The Songs of Chu 227

‘The fish trap exists because of the fish; once you've gotten the fish, you
niforget the trap. The rabbit snare exists because of the rabbit; once
jou've gotten the rabbit, you can forget the snare. Words exist because of

meaning; once you've gotten the meaning, you can forget the words.

Where can I find a man who has forgotten words so I can have a word with

l,'!.;llfhe Songs of Chu [attributed to Qu Yuan
(Ch'ti 'Yiian), 322-295 8.c.?] (poem)

TRANSLATED BY DAVID HAWKES

Th\Songs of Chu is the second great anthology of Chinese poetry. These

 works colpe from the kingdom of Chu, a soutlfern state located in the cen-

tral valley \of the Yangtze River; The Songs of Ghu are thus often considered
epresentatiye of a southern style of poetry, yersus the northern style of The

' Book of Songs\The two collections have forfnal elements in common, how-

ever, and modgrn scholars question the/adequateness of the northern/
southern dichoomy. Most of the anthojogy’s poems are attributed to Qu

with the administration of my realm.” o

Chuang Tzu held on to the fishing pole and, without turning his head,
said, “I have heard that there is a sacred tortoise in Ch'u that has been dead
for three thousand years. The king keeps it wrapped in cloth and boxed, -
and stores it in  the ancestral temple. Now would this tortoise rather be
dead and have its bones left behind and honored? Or would it rather be
alive and dragging its tail in the mud?” e

“It would rather be alive and dragging its tail in the mud,” said the two,
officials.

Chuang Tzu said, “Go away! I'll drag my tail in the mudl”

‘Yuan (c. 322295 B.G.7), the first Chingse poet whom we know by name,
“but the anthology \tself reached its fiflal form only in the second century
“AD. It seems unlikely that Qu Yuan omposed all the works attributed to
him. We know little ahout the histopical Qu Yuan, except that he belonged
" to the royal house of Ghu and serfed in the court of King Huai (reigned
398-929 B.C.). As a resuk of slandler from a jealous colleague, Qu fell from
' the king’s graces and wal said o have written the important poem “En-
countering Sorrow” to show hisfaithfulness and remonstrate with the king.
~ Qu Yuan was supposed to hayy repeatedly warned the king against the ag-
gressions of the state of Qin, Pt he was ignored, and the king was captured
- by, Qin. After the king’s deafh Ix captivity abroad, his son was inaugurated,
‘but he proved as gullible ghd flawed a king as his father. He banished Qu
Vuan to the far south wheye Qu Yugn drowned himself in the Miluo River in
protest. Eventually, the ftate of Chy was swallowed up by Qin. Qu Yuan is
+ widely admired as an early figure of Yhe honest retainer who dares to criti-
“cize his superiors, alofig the Confuciay model, and his death is the subject
- of the yearly Dragon/Boat Festival in Chjna.
If The Book of Songs consists primarily of poems in a lyric mode, The
Songs of Chu are lgnger narratives, more d ramatic in nature. In addition to
the extended parrative poem “Encounte ing Sorrow,” the collection in-
_ cludes a set of fhamanistic ritual songs in which the shaman sexually joins
vith the deity (the “Nine Songs”); the~~Heavenly Questions,” a riddling,
ghomic series of questions about the origin of the cosmos, mythology, and
Chinese history; “Far Journey,” a celestial voyage that bears resemblance to

B, 2l n UATian Asmarmante ¥ attrihited tn Sano Vi

Hui Tzu said to Chuang Tzu, “Your words are useless!”
Chuang Tzu said, “A man has to understand the useless before you can
talk to him about the useful. The carth is certainly vast and broad, though
_aman uses no more of it than the area he puts his feet on. If, however, you
were to dig away all the earth from around his feet until you reached the
Yellow Springs,"” then would the man still be able to make use of it?”

“No, it would be useless,” said Hui Tzu.
“It is obvious, then,” said Chuang Tzu, “that the useless has its use.”

S

9. Chuang Tzu probably intends a humorous reference to the words of Confucius in Analects .
VI, 9: “The Master said, "What a worthy man was Huil"



