: g DISCUSSION ON MAKING
@ ALL THINGS EQUAL

(sEcTION 2)

Tzu-ch'i of South Wall sat leaning on his armrest, staring up
at the sky and breathing—vacant and far away, as though he'd
lost his companion.! Yen Ch'eng Tzu-yu, who was standing
by his side in attendance, said, “What is this? Can you really
make the body like 2 withered tree and the mind like dead
ashes? The man leaning on the armrest now is not the one who
leaned on it before!”

Tzu<ch'i said, “You do well to ask the question, Yen. Now I
have lost myself. Do you understand that? You hear the piping
of men, but you haven't heard the piping of earth. Or if you've
heard the piping of earth, you haven’t heard the piping of
Heaven!”

Tzu-yu said, “May I venture to ask what this means?”

Tzu-ch'i said, “The Great Clod belches out breath and its
name is wind. So long as it doesn’t come forth, nothing hap-
pens. But when it does, then ten thousand hollows begin cry-
ing wildly. Can’t you hear them, long drawn out? In the
mountain forests that lash and sway, there are huge trees a
hundred spans around with hollows and openings like noses,
like mouths, like ears, like jugs, like cups, like mortars, like
rifts, like ruts. They roar like waves, whistle like arrows,
screech, gasp, cry, wail, moan, and howl, those in the lead
calling out yeeel, those behind calling out yuuu! In a gentle

1The word “companion” js interpreted variously to mean his associates,

his wife, or his own body.
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b.reeze. they answer faintly, but in a full gale the chorus is
gigantic. And when the fierce wind has passed on, then all the

hollows are empty again. Have you never seen the tossing and
trembling that goes on?”

Tzu-yu said, “By the piping of carth, then, you mean simply

~ [the sound of] these hollows, and by the piping of man [the

sound of] flutes and whistles. But may I ask about the piping
of Heaven?” ,

Tzu-ch'i said, “Blowing on the ten thousand things in a dif-
ferent way, so that each can be itself—all take what they want
for themselves, but who does the sounding?"?

Great understanding is broad and unhurried; little under-
standing is cramped and busy. Great words are clear and lim-
pid;? 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 crosshow 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 hold-
ing 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, nothing can restore

them to the light,
Joy, anger, grief, delight, worry, regret, fickleness, inflex-

M . . .
. Heaven is not something distinct from earth and man, but a name ap-
thd to t'he natural and spontaneous functioning of the two.
Reading ten instead of yen.
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ibility, 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 be! Let it be! {It is enough that] morn-
ing 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 nothing 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
yét I find no trace of him. He can act—that is certain. Yet I
cannot see lis form. He has identity but no form.

The hundred joints, the nine openings, the six organs, all
come together and exist here {as my body]. But which part
should I feel closest to? I should 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, it neither adds to nor detracts
from his Truth.

Once a man receives this fixed bodily form, he holds on to it,
waiting for the end. Sometimes clashing with things, some-
times bending before them, he runs 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 ac-
complishment, 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 good 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?
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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 know he was Chuang Chou. Sud-
denly be 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 a butterfly, or a butterfly dreaming he
was Ch'uahg Chou. Between Chuang Chou and a butterfly
there must be some distinction! This is called the T'ransforma-
tion of Things.

T At
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The emperor of the South Sea was called Shu [Brief], the

_emperor of the North Sea was called Hu [Sudden], and the

emperor of the central region was called Hun-tun [Chaos].

. Shu and Hu from time to time came together for a meeting in

the territory of Hun-tun, and Hun-tun treated them Very gen-
erously. Shu and Hu discussed how they could repay his kind-
ness. “All men,” they said, “bave seven openings so they can
see, hear, eat, and breathe. But Hun-tun alone doesn’t have
any. Let’s trying boring him some!”

Every day they bored another hole, and on the seventh day
Hun-tun died.




