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Introduction 

I ,ET us SUPPOSE that you have been driven to exhaustion 
along life's dusty highway. You crave release from this 
fatigue of body and of mind. Then, suddenly, you light upon 
a restful inn, nestling in a grove of pines and overlooking a 
vi:;ta of vernal beauty. This is your glad opportunity to break 
the chains of your compulsions, to free your mind of anxieties 
and worries, and to bathe your soul in peace. You have 
found your "Inn of Rest"-far from the world of care. Here 
you can get rcfreshmcnt--of body, mind and soul. 

Such an Inn of Rest we may find imaginatively in the 
simple Pavilion and Garden of the Sage of the Sacred 
Mountain. It is our hope that these spiritual discourses may 
contain elements of value for daily living. The teachings here 
expressed are those deeply underlying the culture of a great 
1i:s1:oric p~ople, called by many who have studied them the 
happiest people in the world. The spiritual philosophy 
derived from their ancient sages is largely responsible for the 
equanimity and joyousness of this peculiar people. 

The dramatization of these teachings add, we think, to 
their flavor and appeal. Also, each episode is short, so that 
the "Sage of the Sacred Mountain" may be dipped into from 
time to time for momentary inspiration. 

May the spirit of the ancient sages illumine this book and 
impregnate with gracious magnanimity its profcrred wisdom. 

~ 
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The Sage at Home 
The Wise by their wisdom are confounded, 

The Simple, by simplicity. 

But thou-be as a child, be ever young, 

And in the Tao find felicity. 

9 

Tun AJJOVE POEM adorned the entrance to a humble pavilion 
on the lower slope of the Sacred Mountain. Here true wisdom 
dwelt-not the spurious wisdom adulterated by pride of 
intellect. Here the Master could sit for hours long under his 
favorite pine tree and meditate. Before him lay a broad 
expanse of river-valley with the Town nestling at the foot of 
lhe mountain-slope. Behind him and above was a magnificent 
stretch of mountain-side culminating in that august peak 
which clouds so often adorned; and which, as it seemed to 
soar into the very heavens, suggested celestial peace and 
altitude of soul. 

The Master loved both views. The vista of the Town was 
dear to him, for he loved his fellow-men; and all their ways 
were dear to him, even those erring ways tl1at needed the 
correction of his philosophy. But, when the weight of the 
world was too much on him he could shift his gaze to the 
Sacred Mountain, a magnificence which lifted him quite out 
of himself into a world where peace dwelt, and celestial 
wisdom tinged with cosmic power. 

Many a citizen of the plain had found his way to the Sage's 
Pavilion of Wisdom, as it later came to be called. And 
without money and without price the Master imparted to them 
what wisdom he had gleaned from existence. The songs of 
birds; the diurnal tide of light and darkness, symbolizing life's 
joys and sorrows; the fragrance of vernal flowers, and the 
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richness of summer harvests and autumnal fruitage; the way 
reeds yielded to strong winds and so avoided harm; the way 
birds and men mated and reared their progeny,-all this was 
as seeds to his harvest of wisdom. 

A 

Let us say, summing it all up, that the Master found in the 
ways of Nature the solution to most of men's problems. 
Found a finality of perception and of faith. Found a vision 
and a guidance which he was able in some degree to impart 
to his fellow men-at least to such of them as sought him out. 

His followers were of every class-some il\iterate, some at 
the height of learning; some poor, some rich; some of humble 
origin, some even from the official governing class. All that 
the Master asked of his disciples was receptivity. The 
majority of men were too full of their own conceits to seek his 
wisdom; and the Master's simple habits cf life spared him the 
necessity of soliciting their appraisal and support. 

One of his wealthy followers had wanted to erect in the 
heart of the Town a "Temple of Leaming" over which the 
Master would preside, thus distributing his wisdom over a 
wider range. But the Master smilingly and persistently 
refused. "Just where I am is the spot Destiny has selected for 
me. I would change it for no other." 

Nor did he wish to pa11iate his truths for the veiled vision 
of the multitude, who first-through experience rather than 
through inculcation-must become aware of the paradoxes of 
existence and desire some explanation thereof. 

Thanks to the devotion of some of his disciples, fragments 
of his conversations and his discourses have come down 
through the centuries, fresh as the day upon which they were 
uttered, so it seems. But whether these are actual 
transcriptions--or represent a dramatizing of the Master 

'11111,• of the Sacred Mcuntain 1 l 

Ni111ilar to the Platonic rende • f S know. nng o aerates, we may never 

Nor need we know. For as Pl ' • 
l'lwnn to us regardless of wl . h . a~o s Dialogues spell their 
~o these discourses of the lv~1c t IS t e more authentic source 
audience for what the as ehr are presented to a moder~ 

·11 Y are wort The me f 
WI . be found redolent of that . : ssa?e o the Sage 
wl11ch has from time im qu?mt calm and mward felicity 
levels_ of Oriental life. 1;1~t~~~al cl!~racterized tl:e. higher 
tiL'rc111ty which is today th ts ~pmt of tranqml!tty and 
And so we trust that heree rn~s~ crymg need of the Occident. 
readers of The Sage of theans hedrc may b~ found receptive 

acre Mountam. 

~ 
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The Superior Man and The Perfect Man 
THE SAGE had a distinguished younger rival in the person of 
Wu Kiang, who taught a practical kind of philosophy which 
appealed to the man-of-the-street. While the Sage taught the 
way of perfection, Wu Kiang was content to preach a gospel 
less demanding .. His pattern was that of "the superior man" 
rather than that of "the perfect man." 

"The perfect man?" he is said to have remarked one day
"Where is such a man? Can you ever hope to become such? 
I prefer to teach that which is within the reach of all. Then 
all who strive are able to reach the mark and they do not 
become discouraged. Though they often fail they know the 
mark is within their reach, and they continue their endeavors 
and are always making improvement. 

"Moreover they see others reaching this mark of the 
superior man, and these examples encourage and inspire 
them. So they never cease to exert themselves that they too 
may become superior men. This, I think, is better than 
striving to be a perfect man, which we can never be." 

This difference of opinion was reported to the Sage, who 
magnanimously invited his rival to visit their little group and 
present to them his doctrine of "the superior man." 

On the day set every disciple of the Sage was present. Wu 
Kiang was warmly welcomed and given the seat of honor. 

"I am glad you all are present today," said the Sage, "for I 
know that Wu Kiang has something of great value to give us. 
Please proceed, dear friend, and give to our eager ears your 
doctrine of 'the superior man'." 

Wu Kiang was pleased to have such an eager, intelligent 
and well trained audience. 

"Very well," he said, "it shall be as you wish." He folded 
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hi~ luuuls in superior quiescence and 'th 
1111, following dissertation:- w1 due modesty gave 

"The superior man does not in\1 h 
rwn hurl the feelings of others. H~ ::ot ers. He ?~es !1ot 
hul also the disturbance of social tran ·,ts nok o~ly miusttce, 
111 ull, hoth high and low H 9m 11Y· e Is courteous 
pt is~l·ssion of a human b~inge ~ever v10laftes. th~t most sacred 

... . . ' e sense o d1gmty and worth. 
I he superior man is at ease The f 

Ill l~asc. He is serene The f • 1 re ore, he makes others 
him He wisl t • re ore, le spreads serenity around 
him. He . 1esb o hserve others. Therefore, all wish to serve 

. . is a rot er to all men The f 11 
brothers to him. • re ore, a men are 

"The superior man does not sto • 
I fo pervades with friendly thought tt ;attonal boundaries. 
world. To him . Jl . a our quarters of the 

a men are brothers, over the seven 
"Tl . seas. 

1e supenor man wishes to see th Id 
Therefore he b · e wor at peace. 

' egms at home He never 1 d 1 • 

~•:t"{n~:ut;~, t1at· practices ~on-violence a:~ :0~;r~~~~o~~ 
a isputes produce quar el d 

produce violence. This can be avoid d r - s an quarrels 
lhc face, or dignity, of another huma: b :Ie never destroys 

" emg. 
When the superior man becomes rul h • 

same procedure. He settles d'ffi I . er, e_ practices the 
to kee th I cu ties among his people so as 

I p em at peace. He settles difficulties with neighbo • 

~~~/~s:k:: ~r:;:~:;\~~v:sal :eace. ~or he knows ~~:~ 
wishes peace to reion over th arh elstroys rt. Therefore he 

" 0 e w o e world. 
The superior man is not th • 

and skilfully raises food or er: ~arni!• but he who patiently 
to men or ad . . ' . a es o 1ects of need and value 

If ' mm1sters affairs peacefully and for h 
we are and pro)!ress. uman 

"This, my friends, is the superior man. He always 

.... ■------iiiiiiii..;.,::;:,_.,::_ ,:::~,a:.-;;-c=··C--:-_---,-,-------

- . -- 111111'--
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practices courtesy, generosity of soul, sincerity, earnestness 
and kindness." 

J,. 

"Well said, Wu Kiang!" cried the Sage. "And I cannot 
perceive much difierence between your 'superior man' and the 
'perfect man' of my teaching. How can one be more perfect 
than this man that you describe?" 

Wu Kiang smiled gratefully, pleased to receive this praise 
from his renowned rival. "I am glad you like the picture that 
I draw. And may I say in turn that there is no harm, perhaps, 
in striving for perfection, provided we realize that we shall 
never attain it. But it is best, I believe, not to set our goal on 
too distant a horizon. We must set our goals at the possible, 
not the impossible, and achieve character little by little. Do 
not be discouraged by your failures. These are natural. But 
rejoice at every step of progress that you make. Press on. 
Always strive toward the mark of the superior man. We are 
all common in our origin. But our destiny is noble. Let us 
all strive, without ceasing, to fulfill this noble destiny. 

"We agree, honorable Sage, in this, I am sure: that our 
weaknesses, our imperfections are natural and that we should 
never become discouraged by them; but should press on, 
always striving to improve ourselves. We are all common in 
our origin; we can all become noble in our destiny." 

"Well said!" remarked the Sage earnestly. "And I see that 
our teachings do not really contradict, but fairly supplement 
each other. I am happy at your success, and wish with all my 
heart that you may convert many 'common' men into 
'superior' men, and even into 'noble' men." 

"Thank you, Master," replied Wu Kiang reverently. "I 
depart from this noble little group, and from you, Master, as 
a sincere friend and shall always remain so." 

And such was the case. Wu Kiang and the Sage remained 

'niuo of the Sacred Mountain 15 

1_11 _rh_e s~ate of utmost fri~ndship, and thereafter had man 
I Ill I I l ul conferences and discussions to crether After all I y 
i·,1t1ld they be hostile to each other? For bot·h ' 10w 
'1 ti , .. • were encraged 
II le i;,une noble work, that of tryino t , _, 

1ntme Tl ·1 o O improve human 
: •. , • 1e ply was, not that there were two, but that there 

\\1:ic not a hundred able teachers in this noble field of effort! 

~~ 
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On Reta I iation 
THE SAGE once found his little group of disciples in brisk and 
agitated conversation. Upon one of them, Lin Shu, had been 
perpetrated a rank injustice, and he was smarting from the 
blow and talked of revenge. But his fellow disciples were 
trying to dissuade him from this. 

"What is the cause of all this rumpus?'' asked the Master, 
smiling soothingly at his little flock. 

"Lin Shu has just received a dirty deal," he was informed
"and he wants to pay back his foe in kind." 

"Well, what have the rest of you to say to this?" queried 

the Sage. 
"We are trying to convince him that this is not the way of 

the Tao." 
"And what have you to say, Lin Shu?" 
"If a man does me injury, have I not the right to retaliate?" 

eagerly queried the injured one. 
"What is the purpose of this retaliation?" 

"To even the score. Is this not justice?" 
"Apparently it is," said the Master, calmly. "And as such, 

retaliation, or revenge as some call it, is permitted in the 
affairs of the world. 

"But there is a higher justice, the justice of the Tao." 

"What is that?" Lin Shu inquired, dubiously. And the 
other disciples awaited eagerly the answer of the Master. 

"The Tao never seeks revenge," replied the Master. "The 
Tao seeks reform." 

"And how does the Tao act, in seeking reform?" 

"The Tao, like the Sun, benefits both the just and the 
unjust. It woos us to improvement; it gently leads us; it opens 

•,,ttl'' 111 lite 5ocred Mountain 
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11111 ,·y1·s lo our faults; it makes us ashamed of our lower 

111tll1ll'~. 1• 

I i11 Shu remained silent for awhile, meditating this reply. 
l lt1• le ,ving wisdom of the .Master seemed to penetrate his very 

hlllll. 

"1111w then should I act in this case?" he at last queried. 

"II' you arc able to bring yourself to do so, requite evil with 

1•,11111\." 

"h this feasible?" asked another disciple. 
"The way of the Tao is always feasible," replied the Sage, 

"lwrnusc it is the way the Universe works." 
Then turning to Lin Shu, he smilingly said, "I think you 

,mi ~11Jlicicntly trained in the Tao to pursue the following 
n111rnc. Render good to your enemy, give him only love. Do 
lltiH ror one month. Then report to me." 

A 

At the end of the month Lin Shu rejoined the conference 
with beaming face. With him was a stranger to the group 
whom he introduced as follows: "This, fellow disciples, is my 
former enemy. He is now my friend. And he wishes, like us, 
lo learn the way of the Tao." 

The Master took the stranger's hand and led him to the 
center of the group. "We wish to do you honor," he said, 
"because you bring to us a striking example of how the Tao 
c11n reform man's heart." 

---•z•t •ts--iiiiliiiiiljjijiti,.•-;:---------
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The Taming of O Fop 

thAeTMOWNtS~Al~ 01 F FASHION once sauntered into the midst of 
as er s rtt e grou "M I • • asked h p. ay Jorn your company Sir?" he 
, somew at condescendingly. ' • 

m:•~e~~:~~;;;,,replied the Sage. "And what would you like 

"O th· I" yawn: ~•1?sh~:1;1 /?lied the fop, nonchalantly concealing a 
I e to have a sample of your wares " 

The Master reflected for • • • 
a_rtific~ality and lack of sinc:ri~~~~~1rte1~llmg thake man's 
smcenty" h ·ct , Wt spe about , e Sal . 

"And h 
Pursued t;e aft have you to say about sincerity?" further 

op. 

thr•:!h: 1rfect man is nat_ural. He lets Nature flow into and 
. g rm. He flows wrth the current. He is sim le as a 

child. He therefore is always contented." p 

of ~~m~thinf in this statement seemed to get under the skin 
what~ mter ocutor. After a short silence, he asked, "And 

" ave you to say about the 'unnatural' man, then?" 
beh T~e u?na~ural man is not sincere. He is not simple His 

~e:::~_'u"w::;:e:~;,~eri~~~~~,,;~s~, b~,~~~eo~~;infi 
ecomes trresome. • 

''.Lo?k at yonder mountain." The Sage pointed to a 
n_iaJest1c peak dominating the landscape. "It is natural It is 
simple .. It makes no effort to be what it is not. It do~s not 
~rate m ?rder to attract attention. It is itself. And 
t erefore, it commands respect It i's mot· 1 th f · • ron ess· and 

edrethore,f1t su?g~sts p~ac~. It has the power of quies~ence· 
an ere ore, rt 1s maJestrc." ' 

"-

All now tu:ned to look at the mountain for a moment 
caught and uplifted by the Master's commentary. They gazed' 
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111 -lll'lll'\' nl the glory, the peaceful power of the peak upon 
~ Ith It II while cloud hung like a diadem. It was an inspiring 
.. 1,,1i, 'I he fop gazed in silent admiration of the scene-his 
111111111• ~.,·t1sl: of beauty awakened by the Master's deft touch. 

111',I llicn some urchins passed, playing with tops which 
tlwv whipped to keep upright and spinning. 

"'.,n· 1hosc tops!" exclaimed the Master. "They have to 
~. q1 in perpetual motion in order to maintain their upright 
1•11•11111111. This is not natural. Who would wish to be as the· 
t11p, whipped and constantly excited by life in order to 
111,11111,iin an appearance of stability?" 

1 li'i disciples were amused at this apt figure. They looked' 
111 I In'. fop and smiled. As for the latter, he hung his head. He 
l111d 1·0111c out of mere inquisitiveness and with the intention 
111 q11ining the great teacher. He had entered the group with 
1111' nppcarance of superiority. But now, somehow, he felt 
1111',·,·ior and he felt abashed. His true nature as a man was 
lwrn111ing uppermost. 

The Master, perceiving this, smiled at his protagonist with 
1\w disarming smile of a little child. Pointing again at the 
111111111Lain, he said, "See that mountain. Why does it suggest 
~•.11·alncss? Because it is itself. It asks nothing of us. It does 
11111 seek our attention. It wishes to serve. It gives of its 
lll'1U1ty, its mountainous torrents, nay, of its very substance to 
I h1• plains and to the people of the plains. It is serene, it is 
udniircd, it is inspiring." 

"-

The Master stopped at this. He made no attempt to 
wmplete the symbolism by going on and explaining in what 
ways a man should resemble a mountain. But this was not 
11cccssary. All present were silently meditating on this very 
1rnbjcct. And the Master, who believed silence to be even 
more precious than much talk, remained silent himself. 

Finally the man-of-the-town broke the silence, as if 

---··-· -•--------
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regretfully. He rose and remarked with more sincerity than 
be had_ shown at the beginning, "Thank you, Master. You 
have given me a great message. May I come again?" 

. "You wi!l be_ always welcome," said the Sage, taking one of 
his hands m his and patting it. "For you have a heart of 
gold, even if you do not know it." 

The man-of-the-tow[J. was startled by this. Such a 
statement had never been made to him before. His face 
changed, and his artificiality dropped off from him for the 
moment, entirely. He bowed humbly to the Master and 
thanked him, adding, "I should deem it a great privilege to 
come often." 

''I should deem it a great honor and a joy to have you " 
replied the Master humbly. ' 

The townman bowed reverently. He was deeply moved. 
He backed away, as one would do in retiring from the 
presence of an emperor. "I will surely come again " he said 
"and often." ' ' 

He kept his word. And he finally became one of the 
Master's most sincere and earnest disciples. 
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Hurry 
I I WAS AN EXTRA HOT l>AY in spring. San Kwei, somewhat 
1kl11l11cd by family duties, arrived late at the Master's 
di~1·oi11·sc. His face was red and perspiring as he hurriedly 
1i111k n scat and mopped his heated brow. 

''Why all this hurry and strain, San Kwei?" asked the Sage, 
"mllin~. 

"Why, I couldn't bear to miss any of your discourse," 
1l'ph1~d San Kwei anxiously. 

"It is very worthy of you, San Kwei, to regret missing any 
nl' my discourse. But it would be worthier still to practise 
what l teach. Is all this hurry and strain and perspiration the 
w11y of the Tao, as I teach it?" 

'I he <)ther disciples could not help smiling as they scanned 
1111• heated rotund countenance of San Kwei, on which drops 
111' 1wrspiration still stood out. 

San Kwei remained silent for a moment as he mopped his 
pnspiring face. Then he replied, "I cannot fail to see your 
p11111t, Master. My very effort and hurry to arrive here oppose· 
111 practise one of the chief doctrines of the Tao, tranquillity." 

"You have acquired wisdom by means of trial and error, 
S,111 Kwci. And that is the best way to grow wise, because 
1;t1t'h wisdom never departs from us. It remains an eternal 
11:irt of the soul, here and hereafter. Whereas doctrines 
lrnrncd by hearsay may in reality fail to penetrate those inner 
11't'Csscs of the spirit from which action ripens and bursts 
l'nrth. 

"I do not think you will again unduly hurry. And this little 
incident inclines me to discourse to you all today on this vital, 
11cwr exhausted theme of tranquillity. 

"Tranquillity is the sign of wisdom. Even the most im
pmlant works of life must be accomplished with tranquillity, 
or they will be poorly accomplished. Indeed, there arc few 

l 
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occasions in lifo when it is n • 
And after such disturbino- ec~ssary ~o v10late tranquillity. 
to return to tranquillity aos ocsocoas10ns it 1.s the part of wisdom 

. . n as possible." 
The Sage sat m silent meditation f 

about to resume his theme h dor a mo~ent, and was 
" . w en a rap of ram fell 
Nature mtervenes in order that we .• 

of my previous statement" Tl S may. prove the trnth 
"For if, as the unwise so 'oftenl~ age rmtmued. tranquilly. 
becomes a downpour then oh ~e mger until the drop 
shelter. But if as th' c w1·s wde s a all have to rush for 
t. · · ' • e o, we look 1 d d 1c1pate circumstance w h ll a iea an an-
shelter of my humbl~ abe ds ~' proceed tranquilly to the 

A o e. 
nd leading the way indoor th S 

served tea to his disci lcs A s e age there prepared and 
of this exhilarating bev~rage th~iaagse ~eyk comf~rtably sipped 
on the theme which he never f •1ed 00 occa~10~ to enlarge 
life. ai to exemplify m his own 

~ 
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Harmony 
11111· 11!\V the Master came upon his little group as they were 
, 111••111,nl i11 a rather too earnest discussion which seemed to be 
1 ,11 1h11 vngc of altercation. At the approach of their teacher 
11w 1•,11111p liceame silent and respectfully arose while he seated 
1t1111•:dl'. 

"i\n• you alt happy?" were his first words, as he beamed 
I, 1v1111ilv upon his little flock of loyal followers. 

"\'1·111" was the answer from a dozen throats. And Ling Po 
11il1kd, "We are happy, because you are here." 

1111' Master smiled: "And are you all tranquil?" No 
1111~w1·r came forth in response to this query. For the Master 
111111 trained his pupils to be honest with themselves-and not 
11111• l'IIUld honestly say that he had been tranquil on the 
11, 111•,io11 of the Master's approach. 

"I am glad you are honest. That pleases me greatly. As 
1111 trnnquillity, I realized as I approached that this Bird of 
I k11Vl'II was not in your midst. I hope you may all learn how 
In hl' tranquil, even in the most earnest of discussions." 

The disciples, feeling that they had been guilty of a slight 
l11rad1 of decorum, remained silent. And so did the Master, 
rm the moment. Then he said. "I will discourse to you today 
1111 the important subject of harmony-harmony wiiliin 
1111esclf1 harmony with others in the world around us. 

"One must remain always harmonious within oneself. One 
11111st cultivate tranquillity. 

"I ,ct us study nature. See how tranquil it is, in general. 
Thnt is because it seeks only to fulfill the Will of Heaven
uml Heaven is always tranquil. 

11 As we sit here now, quietly in the speckled sunshine, we 
cnn hardly feel otherwise than harmonious." 

The Master paused for a moment, to let the quiet deepen. 
Indeed, all of his group now were experiencing the utmost 

l 
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harmony, the utmost tranquillity. Perhaps the Master's 
presence had something to do with this, as well as the serene 
calmness of Nature around them. 

Ling Po finally broke the silence with a courageous 
question. "Yes, Master, it is possible, it is even easy to feel 
harmonious in the midst of this peaceful setting. But how can 
we remain harmonious in the mid.st of our daily work?" 

"That is a good question," rejoined the Master, looking 
serious, "and I am glad you asked it. For you have 
propounded one of man's greatest problems. 

"To answer you, I will first give you an example of a man 
who eminently succeeds in remaining always happy and 
harmonious in his work-the artist Wu. Recently he was 
commissioned to make an important wood-carving for the 
Emperor. He spent days in selecting the proper material, and 
still more days in meditating upon his subject. Then he went 
to work and in a few days produced a carving which delighted 
the Emperor and all who beheld it." 

"Ah, how delicious!" exclaimed Ling Po, with a sigh. 
"That is a splendid example-But is it not above our heads? 
Artists can be happy in their work because they create. But 
we cannot all be artists. The work of most of us is very 
humdrum." 

"Yes, I know that to be true. But the answer to that is; we 
must all do our work, whatever it is, as the artist does his 
work, with a full heart. 

"No matter how lowly our task, we must approach it gladly 
and put our best effort into it. If we work in this way, with 
joy, the quality of our work will be better. And what is even 
more important for ourselves, we shall remain always 
harmonious, even in the most menial of tasks." 

"May I ask one more question of rou, Master?" ·said Ling 
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"Th key to it all is to find joy in 
1'11 \\llh hu~hful eagerness. e 'bl ?" 

""; -~ \\Ill I,. But is that always poss1 ed. th Master gravely 
, • 'bl " answere e , .. • 

, , 1 ~. ll 1H alway~ possi e, . . of the mind and spmt. 
11111 111 d11 i;o requires gr~at tra~mn~ te in you 

,\1111 !Iii•• iH what I am trymg to mcu ca tl • nd with joy 
,. I h11 pnfoct man does his work rev~ren y a. ot only 

• h t h is by so domg, serving n 
lu' nu~" lw knows t a_ e 1' A d in such service he has 

I I lso the Umversa • n th 
1111111 111 11 • himself J'oyousness from e I, ,11 iu·cl hnw to attract to 

I " 
I 1111vn NII , • L" Po would have liked, 

No one made answer to thishold1~~rth again, to inquire as 
li,,d lit• iwl been too mod.est to from the Universal." But 
111 1111\V DJ1C might "?ra"". JOY';i;~~: Master read his thoughts 
111 lind no need to mqmre. r t in his eye "You look 
uml un·iwcrcd w_ith a hm:;~~s Jomnot b]ame y~u. How to 
p1111h',. I, dear Lmg Po.h U . 1, Yes that is a great art , s jrom t e mversa . , 
,/1,111• l"Y"usnes B t I annot teach you this by mere 
n11d ii 1•,rcat need of man. ~avec all of you, the capacity to 
\\lllil'L Nevertheless, you ' · d ybydaytoset 

• A d it is my earnest aim a 111 q1111c thts art .. n ,, 

~1111 lu11hcr on this path. d 1 . l nd encouragincrly 
·1 d d Jooke ovmo-Y a "' 

·1 he Master .sm1 e aTnl h rose thus ending the session 
111111 cal:h [ace m turn. ien ca ' 
rur lht.: duy. 

---1 
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Humility 
THE DISCIPLES were all gathered together and the Master sat 
in their midst. But he said nothing. He remained in 
contemplative silence, as was his wont at times. Perhaps he 
was waiting for one of his followers to introduce a topic for 
discussion. This at last Shin Li did when the Master looked 
up and smiled at him. 

"Master," he said, "how is it that though you are a great 
personage and renowned throughout the Kingdom, you can 
yet remain so truly humble?" 

"Ah, you have introduced a worthy theme," responded the 
Master-"a theme which I have discussed with you many 
times, and can discuss many times again." 

The disciples relaxed their expectant posture and assumed 
a condition of ease and tranquillity, as the Master liked to 
have them do when he discoursed to them. 

"Humility is indeed a great theme," he continued. "For to 
be humble is to be great, and to be truly great is to be humble. 

"But please do not ascribe the term 'great' to me," he 
added, looking seriously at Shin Li. "I wish to be conscious 
only of my littleness, of my unworthiness in the service of the 
Tao, And I feel myself always as a child in wisdom. But 
what little I have, I am always glad to share with you." 

The Master sat in silent meditation for a moment. This 
was a symptom which always preceded his deepest and most 
significant discourses. 

"L~ok at the earth under our feet," he at length remarked, 
gestunng downward toward the sward which spread out 
bene~th and ar?und them. "This is the mighty Earth, which 
contams all thmgs-inexhaustible richness and wealth and 
power. Yet it submits without complaint to the impress of 
our clumsy feet. It submits to the plowshare and the mattock. 
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11 1,1,, , 111 11•, ul' its wealth and asks n~thin~ in r_eturn, except 
., 111 , ,11, 1111 ,ind wise management of its nch gifts. 

1111 1·,ufh lies low for us, it bares its bosom to sustain us, 
11 1,1111/"i 11, us the greatest blessings. Is not thi~ common 
.. ,11111. 1 Ill' lill'ssings of which we accept so o~ten without due 
"l'I'", L1111111, a miraculous and outstandmg example of 
h11tt1IJ1f y'I" 

1 ,, 11111~idcr drops of water. Do they vie with each other, 
., , ~ ,•.11•,1(1n:ss, vaunt themselves over their neighbors? 

No I ·'.ach drop of water is content to be its~l~. It does 
11, ,, 111 ,·k wandeur. It does not strive. There~or~, .it is perfect. 
I l11wf'1>1t•, there is no friction between the md1v1dual drops. 

"Sn• with what facility water flows! See how easi~y it Y.ields 
~•ninitl when this becomes necessary, yet re-establishes itself 
,,~ ~111111 ns the opposing force has ceased. 

"'i'uu may think of water as weak. In reali~y it is str~ng. 
. I 1td 1/w J:l'eat ocean itself, by lying low, receives all things 
,,,,., It." 

A 

The Master paused for this last statement to sink in. He 
pinlon,~cd the silence. His mind and soul seemed far away, 
flnuling in philosophical space as buoyan_t lofty clouds float m 
1lw l'lllpyrian. 

At Inst he came back to earth. 
"Yes, humility is a great quality. Until we acquire habitual 

humility, we cannot go on in the way of the ~ao. Can you 
lmur,inc that the Tao would confer the P?wer of its grace upon 
llici~li who would use it in pride and vanity for purposes of the 

n~lf'I" . s K · 
Arter a pause the Master's favori:e dis_c1ple;, an wei, 

k d W 'ith beaming pride and satlsfactlon, How happy 
rrmnr e • b'b h' 
nnd blessed we are, dear Master, to be able to im i e t is 
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wisdom from your lips. I begin to feel as if I had acquired 
the wisdom of the ages." 

The Master smiled, but his smile was not all approval. 
"Ha"'.e a ca~e, San Kwei. Don't be too elated in your pride 

of acquired wisdom, or you soon will be out of my reach. As 
for me, I_ am each year becoming more like a little child. I 
am conscious of my unworthiness, my lack of wisdom in the 
face of a!l that the Universal Life, the Tao, expresses. Each 
year I thmk I know less. I open my soul to supernal wisdom 
and beseech the Tao for guidance on the spiritual Path of 
Kno:"ledge .. We mus~ hold to the simplicity and humility of 
the little chtld and brmg our empty cups to be filled with the 
water of wisdom. If we bring cups full of dregs we can 
receive nothing from the Tao. ' 
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The Poet and His Audience 
I , 1•, • , .. ,,,aycd to be a poet. One day as he approached the 
11111, 1•,1llining of disciples his face shone so that the Master 
1•10 ·.•,nl 1hc reason. 

'/\11, J.i Po," he said affably, "I see by your joyous 
, o11111l1'111111cc that you have composed a masterpiece." 

I I 1'1, smiled bashfully. "It is not a masterpiece, dear 
l\l,1tlln. But it is the best this humble servant could 
I'll ,d11n'." 

• W1•II, you shall presently recite it to us and let.us judge 
,\ehrlll!'r or not it is a masterpiece. Sit down, dear fnend, and 
wr1II palicntly for that moment all poets l~ve-that mo~ent 
wl11 11 tlicy find an audience. For poetry without an audience 
w1111ld he like a bird without wings. As it is upon wings that 
,, lihd soars, so it is with expectation of an audience that the 
p1wl n11nposes." 

I I Po blushed at this. And Lin Tang, his friend, ventured 
11• 111ly to remonstrate with the Master. "Don't you think, dear 
M11~h'r, that a poet would compose anyway, from sheer love 
11t br11uly, even if he had no audience?" 

"l\•rhaps," responded the Master, smilingly. "But he 
w1111ld not compose if he had no audience at all in mind. 

''II is like speech. Speech presupposes a listener. Would 
11 1111\ilnry individual, grown up, let us imagine, alone o~ a 
111-~l'll isle, ever resort to speech? No. Speech is an art which 
1111•1111pposes a listener. And so poetry is an art which 
pu•1111pposcs an audience. 

"And this is nothing to be ashamed of, on the part of a 
pnt'I. It is not mere egotism or personal vanity. The poet is, 
111 a way, a singer; and it is natural for him to take keen 
1·111nymcnt from declaiming his verse to an appreciative 
uudi~ncc. This is a well-deserved pleasure. And it is, to the 
pod, n triple joy as it were. For first he has the joy of 
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creation; and then he has the joy of expressing his creation to 
an audience; which itself takes joy from the creation." 

A 

The Master paused, looking around at his little group as 
if awaiting something. No one spoke for a moment. Then 
Lin Tang said eagerly, "Well, can we hear now· this 
new production of our dear poet? I am impatient to hear it." 

"Yes," echoed a dozen voices. "Let us hear it!" 
The Master smiled. "That is what I was waiting for," he 

replied. "I was waiting for a sincere request from the 
audience. For it is the spirit of the audience-the atmosphere 
which it creates and furnishes the poet-which constitutes the 
tone, as it were, of the whole affair. It is like Heaven and 
Earth. If Earth were not receptive to the sunshine, did not 
drink in eagerly the rain, what would become of the balance 
of things? What would become of existence itself? 

"Yes, we must joyfully and eagerly receive the creations of 
the poet, and in that way aid and inspire him to further create 
for us. We cannot all be poets. But we can all play our part 
as an audience; and in that way, too, worthily serve the cause 
of poetry. 

"And this is an important matter. For poetry is an art of 
extreme value. The poet's vocation is of importance to , 
humanity. For he condenses life, as it were, into moments of 
beauty. And in meaningful and musical language expresses 
the truths of existence in a way which moves the heart. 

"He who moves the heart affects conduct. Therefore, I put 
in value the poet even above the philosopher." 

''Oh no," cried several, deprecatingly. And Li Po 
exclaimed earnestly: "Your work, dear Master, is of much 
greater importance than mine! And the proof of that is, that 
it is your teaching which inspires my verse!" 

All looked at the Master and smiled, as if to say: ''Don't 
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., 11 -• ,, h11w t rnc that is? Where would Li Po's beautiful 
' · 'al h' ?" I"" 11 ~ 1111 w1lho11t the inspiration of your celesu teae mgs. 

'uo h w1·n~ the unuttered thoughts which pervaded the 
11 ... 1111 1111' 1\1:r!-;tcr remained silent. He evidently conside~ed 
,, 1t1111,11111 11111e to carry further a discussion of the relative 
.,., 111•1 1i1· 1111dry and philosophy. 

. .L 

' W1 II," Ill~ remarked after a moment of tranquillity, "the 
111111111111 h11s come of which I first spoke. _L~t us c~mpos~ 
.. 111.,, l\1·•, mttl become a kindly and appreciative aud1e1:1ce. 

\t1,I lrn11di11g Li Po a lute he said kindly, "Come, L1 Po, 
t .. 1•111 Wt• urn all-expectant." 

1 1 1'1, wuitcu for no further urging. Taking the lute lovingly 
111 111·, 11111111H, he gently stroked its strings and chanted the 
, .. 11, n"ill~! poem: 

I 1/,• .1·1r11m:les, forges ahead somehow. 
I ,111/, i.1· sore-furrowed with the plough; . 
ll,11 ,·,·.v/.1· are yielded up only to delve a~d toil; 
IJ"/1111 we would gain, we scatter all to wu~; 
II",• .11rive, we sweat in daily work and mo1l:-
l t1d when we seek to bring our harvests m, 
f I,,. ;oy they gil'e is never sweet. enow. 
lt1rt i11 a moment, on a sunset hill 
/II• 1/rr11sh-choraled thicket crowned, 
I rf,• discovers how it can stand still
_., II 1·11rcs, all sorrows drowned-
ll'h/1,• Harth and Heaven the charmed senses fill, 
I 111/ J;'ternity stands close around. 

With a few gentle chords on the lute Li Po end.ed h.is 
l" ifnimance. His audience remained silent, as if sti~l 
1 1111 .inn·d by the sonority of his sounds and the tranquil 
"'"l'l',l''itivcncss of his words. . 

h11ally the Master broke the silence. "You see, Lt Po, how 
11,irl and audience are as inseparable as the lut~ and the 
11111,1,rn lhat play it. You have struck many responsive cho_rds 
111 ; 1'1. I congratulate you on the beauty, the philosophical 
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d~pth of your poem. If, as you claim, my teachings have a 
shght p~rt to play in your composition, I rejoice that my 
humble ideas can bear such poetic fruit. 

"You must bring_ us 7:1any more such poems, fixing the 
essence o! my teachmgs m words that sing like the thrushes 
you mention on the sunset-hill." 

The Master arose, and approaching Li Po took him in his 
a~s and tenderly embraced him. This was an occurrence 
which. struck chords of happiness in the heart of the poet
mo~e Intense even, than the evident appreciation of his little 
audience had occasioned during the rendering of his poem. 
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On Intuition 
11," 'ii I 111 once requested the Master to elucidate one of his 
111 ... 1 1'1111li11g paradoxes .. "It has been reported, Master, that 
1 .. ,1 h,1,·1• i,aid: 'In order to comprehend all knowledge, one 
11111,1 11·111H111cc the mind.' Would you kindly elucidate to us 
11,1~ lt,11 d Haying? Since it is the mind through which we 
.. 1,1,1111 1,uowlcdge, how can we be asked to renounce the mind 
111 1111li-1· 111 gain an understanding of all things?" 

I h1· l\'lastcr slowly smiled: "That is a good question, Han 
'•ltth, 11111] J will try my best to answer it in a manner 
...11~1,11101y lo you all." 

r\~ ll'HIIII before beginning a discourse the Master became 
•lli111 his disciples reverently awaiting his further speech. 
11111 lhi~ lime several minutes passed before a word was 
A111•~n1. Then the Sage let a smile dispel the fixity of his 
, 1111111t·11nncc. 

•· 1 lw Master has something wonderful to give us," now 
ih, 111Hhl the disciples. And they were not mistaken. 

"While I was silently meditating on this cryptic truth," 
''"l'IIII the Sage, "you were also meditating. That, at least, 
"••~ 111.v wish for you. For you must learn how, in silent 
1111 dll11lion, to draw truth from the Tao as I do. The time will 
, 111111• when I can be no longer with you. But the Truth of the 
I ,,, , 11111st still march on .... 

"W1·ll, what ideas have come to you, my friends?" 
N1um had courage to speak, save Han Shih. "One idea 

1 111111· 111 me strongly, Master. I note that you do not say, 'in 
111tl1•1' lo obtain all knowledge'-but 'in order to comprehend 
,11/ ~ now/edge?' Perhaps this is the clue." 

"You nrc right, Han Shih," replied the Master. "And there 
111 11 great difference here. The mind is employed to obtain 
k1111wledgc, nnd it is a marvelous b1strument for this purpose. 
11111 it i.\' the soul which comprehends knowledge. Mind deals 
wllh l'ul:IS, Soul deals with values and realities. Through the 
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mind we memorize. Through the intuitive powers of the soul 
we comprehend." 

t,. 

The Master fell into a prolonged silence. At last, when his 
disciples were beginning to think he had ended the session for 
the day, his lips moved again. 

"How do you think I have received my understanding of 
the Tao? Not through the mind alone, but through the power 
also of the soul's intuition. And when one comprehends the 
Tao, one comprehends all knowledge." 

"That is true," exclaimed Han Shih, and all the others 
joined in hearty acclamation. 

But the Master held up his hand humbly to silence this 
applause. 

"I did not say that I as yet comprehend thoroughly the 
Tao. No, I feel deeply my insufficiency. I am as a little child 
gathering pebbles on the shore of the Ocean of Existence, 
marveling at the infinite billowy expanse spread out before 
me. When a wave becomes too powerful, I retreat. But when 
the wave gently makes way for me, I eagerly advance to 
retrieve some fragment, some gem of truth, which it has cast 
at my feet." 

Again a silence fell upon the group. The Master's eyes 
were shut. His spirit seemed to be soaring far away in search 
of Truth. The silence was prolonged. 

"We had better go," finally whispered Han Shih. "The 
Master has given us all that he thinks we can absorb today. 
Let us depart in silence and meditate upon this matter. • Surely 
he will teach us further on some other occasion." 

So the disciples softly stole away, leaving his little courtyard 
to the Master and to silence. 
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1111; 11n1 dny llw Master himself brought up the subject of 
11,1111111111, 1 1111li1111i11g his discourse of the previous day. 

1~ 111 "~ 1,·d/',t' lq of great value to man," he said. "But too 
_.., ,11 1111 1111·1111111lation of mere knowledge is apt to choke the 
• 11111111, I,, 111' i11spiration, For knowledge, like physical 
111111\1 11•1, , 1111 hrccd vanity and self-conceit. And this is fatal 
,., 1111· p,11111111 of wisdom. 

'' -,~ I ,mid yesterday, the inner values of existence are 
111-1,, l~rd hy lhc soul rather than by the mind. 

1111 111'1 ,rn, if we let the conceit of knowledge block and 
l,,111 I• ,1,I,' 11~ against Truth-then that very knowledge may 
I, ,ol 1111 11110 c!'ror and become non-knowledge." 

' ll11w 1111d" exclaimed Han Shih. "I have already begun 
,,. ",,II,,· thi~ through my own experience. I feel that it is 
'""'" l111pmla11t to digest, as it were, what knowledge I have, 
11t,111 t11 ,11·,·umulate a body of knowledge which might become 
11 l\111111 rilllicr than a servant." 

··w,,IJ •midi" remarked the Master. "And that is why I 
.. 11, 11 ~,,.,, we must maintain, in our search for truth, always 
110 11t1ll11d1~ of the little child. Once we lose that open-eyed 
" 11 11,l.·1 111 existence, we cease to be pure and ardent searchers 
,.1111 I 111111. The little child is ready to believe anything. And 
.,. 11111>d wti he." 

' 11111 would that not be dangerous?" anxiously inquired a 
111 1v 1ll•11'iplc, who was not yet accustomed to the Master's 
1'1IIH1lt1Xl'S, 

''\1·•1, ll is dangerous," the Master acknowledged-"but 
11111 11'1 d1111gcrous as to acquire the habit-of-mind of not 
1,,,111 vh1g anything!" 

I IP w11ilcd for this to sink in. The other disciples smiled. 
1 lll'y luVl't! these challenging aphorisms of the Master-so 
lti11il\11i11g and stimulating to deep thought. 

"I l11kss we keep pure in us the quality of openmindedness 
u111I l'uilh, we cannot progress far on the road to Truth," the 
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Master continued. "Once we stop to erect a Temple to 
knowledge and roof it in, we become impervious to the occult 
rays ·which emanate from the Universal. These rays stimulate 
us to creative thought. From the light which they bestow 
upon us are engendered new ideas such as can never result 
from mere knowledge." 

The Master paused. He sighed, as if he wearied of trying 
to convey, by means of words, those celestial truths which 
after all must be experienced in order to be understood. 

Raising his hands in a gesture of finality, he closed his 
discourse with the following words: 

"Knowledge is the way of man. Wisdom is the way of 
Heaven/' 
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War and Peace 
11,0 11,H llw young Emperor himself drove in state to the 
>1111,11111• 11f the Master's humble abode. The Master, 
•111111111 uwcl to the gate, gave due obeisance to the August 
f'•·• ~1111111:1• 1111d invited him into his garden. 

"l'111y pardon me for not having a residence worthy of 
1.-, 1•h•111p, your worship. But my garden is a universal abode . 
.-\11,I lw11•, under the limitless canopy of Heaven, I have no 
11-111, 1~ 111 entertaining you. Even your own gardens have no 
11111111•1 i,ky, no broader horizons, no brighter sun." 

11111 I· 111pi.:ror somehow felt abashed before the simplicity 
11f lht> M1111tcr, who by irreproachable logic had demonstrated 
111111 rvl'II emperors are no nearer the Celestial Abodes than 
""' ~11)!1'~. 

"1\1111 uow, will you deign to acquaint me with the purpose 
11f YIIIII visil?" 

11111 I (111pcror looked around the peaceful garden of the 
,.,,,«11, 1 rluxing his severity of countenance as he breathed in 
1111, t 11111q11illity exhaled by this serene environment. He 
1H1111hu·d silent for a moment-then leaned forward and 
1•n11w~11y Hpokc: 

"I l1•111i11g of your wisdom, your perspicacity, and your 
1111111111111' Cosmic forces-I have come to ask your aid in a 
1 11111-~111 project which I am about to undertake." 

'"Wl1111. is that?" asked the Master. "Can it be that having 
¥it•II 111111111gcc.J the territory which you recently inherited, you 
1111w w1~h lo extend your empire?" 

I 111, I •:mperor sat back, startled. "How is it that you read 
111y N1·1wl thoughts?" he asked. 

'I 111, Muster smiled. "It is simple. Do not marvel at that. 
11111 h•II lllll of your project and I will gladly give what counsel 
I 11111. But suppose my counsel does not please your 
M11jrNly'/11 
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"A Sage is an inviolate Plenipotentiary in his own world of 
wisdom. I do not in any way restrict you, my Counselor! 
Whatever you have to say will be cherished by me." 

The Master bowed low. "Your spirit is magnanimous
may your destiny be great. Please proceed." 

The Emperor himself bowed to the Sage-a gracious 
gesture in one of such superior position. Then he spoke as 
follows:-

"As you know, our empire is surrounded by wild and 
warlike tribes. And beyond these tribes, to the westward, are 
still other peoples unfriendly to us who are apt to foment 
trouble. I have now a mighty army and loyal subjects. Why 
is this not the perfect occasion to subdue these tribes; and 
penetrating to the west, extend greatly the boundaries of our 
glorious empire?" 

The Master regarded his Liege Lord soberly. Instead of 
answering the question put to him he remained silent, sunk 
deep in thought. 

The Emperor, somewhat taken aback by this, continued his 
talk as if to defend himself from unspoken criticism. 

"Knowing that you are pacific in your philosophy," the 
Emperor continued, "is it possible that this idea of war does 
not please you?" 

"Please tell me more about your plans and motives," was 
the cryptic reply of the Sage. 

"Well, you must understand in the first place, that this is 
really a war of defense. It is a war that will secure our 
position in the world and so bring peace. 

"And think of the benefits to humanity of extending our 
benign rule over a wider domain. Of spreading our eminent· 
and humane culture over a greater part of the world!" 

The Sage again made no answer. He seemed to be deeply 
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I'""''' 1111~\ this paradox of establishing peace by means of war, 
11 1 put 111111• fordgn peoples through a baptism of fire and sword 
ht ", d, 1 r II p,ivc them the blessings of civilization. 

1 lw I 111pt·ror fixed an earnest, even anxious regard upon 
111,, ,,11l,1,·1·1, a~ if to read his thoughts. For a moment neither 
.. l'"l•' 

\11d why do you come to me? What specific counsel do 
11111 ,,, ·,·I, from me?" at last asked the Sage. 

I II, I· 111 pcror looked relieved. "Ah, now we are coming to 
1111 1•111111." lw said. "What I want from you, highly respected 
,,,. 11,f, 1•, 111 know whether I shall succeed in this enterprise." 

1,111 11n· fully resolved on the warlike expedition? Then 
111 11 d11 11111 seek from me advice as whether to undertake it. 
\ ,.,1 •,1·1·" only from me some omen of success." 

A 

I lw I •'mpcror's face fell like that of a school boy detected 
i11 ,1 li11ill. "Well," he hemmed and hawed, "it is true that the 
,Ii, l•dl111 has been made by our August Council. After careful 
,I, lllw1 o1tio11 the die has been cast and the time set for the 
,lo I'•" 111w of our armies. You will understand, of course," he 
,1, 111 1111, half apologetically, "that such decisions rest upon 
11111 <'111111scl of State." 

• Y 1·•1, of course," remarked the Sage gravely, putting the 
I uqu·1t1r at his ease. "Of course." 

"W1·II," said the Emperor, relaxing a little in his posture 
,111,I li111king relieved. "Well-I now come to you for final 
• 111111•wl. 'J'o you, reputed to be our greatest sage. I have 

Ii, .u d I Ii.ii your powers are truly magical. I beg of you to peer 
, ,11111 ·illy into the future, as to whether you see for me success 
"' li1thlH~. 11 

I 111• Sage bowed deferentially-"! am no magician," he 

N,11,I, ''h111 if this request is the purpose of your august visit, I 
,, 1IJ do 111y best to fulfill it." 
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The Emperor hung upon the Sage's words with eager 
expectancy. 

"But I cannot fulfill your request at this interview. In fact, 
I cannot guarantee at any time to look successfully into the 
future. For Heaven rightly veils the future from us, and 
Destiny conceals its plans. But if you will deign to visit again 
tomorrow this unworthy servant, I will present to you then 
whatever premonition of the future may have occurred to me. 
Such premonitions require both tranquillity and time. I will 
give you your answer tomorrow." 

"Thank you, dear Sage. Tomorrow, then!" cried the 
Emperor arising. "Tomorrow! Do not fail me! I shall aw:.iit 
with extreme eagerness the verdict of your occult vision!" 

"I shall do my best, my dear Emperor. Do not doubt 
that!" And with these last words the Sage escorted his 
Imperial Guest to the gate. After watching him depart the 
Master turned back to his little garden and sat there with sad 
mien. It was a repugnant task thrust upon him-that of 
seeking for his Emperor good fortune for an enterprise which 
in his heart he disapproved of. 

On the morrow, as appointed, the Emperor returned to 
hear the eagerly awaited verdict. As he was received and 
courteously led again into the Sage's garden he could hardly 
restrain in his manners the impatience which seethed within 
him. As soon as both were seated in the modest tea-house 
crowning a slight knoll of the garden the Emperor gazed 
fervently at his companion and asked, "Well, have you got a 
definite answer for me?" 

"Yes," replied the Sage slowly, and it seemed, a little sadly: 
"I have." 

"And what is it?" impetuously urged the Emperor. 
"I am bound to tell you that if you make your expedition 

it will succeed." 
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"/\hi" nkd the youthful Emperor, relaxing the strain of his 
.,,,,..1 lrrnl poslurc. "Thank you for these words! I am truly 

r.11111,1111" And taking from the recesses of his garment a 
1-11~v l'IIINl' of' gold he added-"Please accept from me this 

h11111l,li1 tokt•n of my gratitude." 
11111 M11~lcr made a gentle gesture of refusal. "No, Sire

I , 111111111 Hl'ccpt payment or reward for this. It is both a duty 
1u11I II p1lvilcgc to serve Your Majesty. All that I need for my 
11111,h•~t Uving has been furnished me by Destiny. Kindly use 
1111• 141,ld !'or the aid of widows of soldiers who will expire in 
lhl• w111 l'urn." 

1111, I •:mpcror's face fell. Evidently he did not like this 
••hi.111, uor the reference to certain and violent deaths which 
"'nuld Im occasioned by his war. But he put the purse 
1111111 h111tly buck into his bosom and was about to leave when 
111 •rnhlr11 thought struck him. "By the way," he said, "why 
,Iii! v1111 ,my that you were bound to give a favorable answer 
lt1 111 V ljlll'Nl'/" 

I Im Sugc fixed upon his interlocuter a long sad gaze. At 
ltt•I 111, RllVC this answer: "Because I would not, of my own 
~Ill, du nnything to promote a warlike expedition. The 
"l,,l.,11n, 11f war and the hatreds engendered by such violence 
11111 r111lrcly contrary to my philosophy; and also, I believe, to 
1ltP WINdom of Heaven. But your Imperial Majesty entrusted 
111 Ill<' u 11pccific commission. You did not ask me what I 
1h11t1Jithl of wnr. Nor whether I would advise this warfare in 
11Mrllrnl11r. You asked me only one question: 'Will it 
11111 rrtl'/' And I was bound-by sheer loyalty and devotion 
111 111v Emperor-to seek, if possible, an answer. In my 
u•1•k 111p.1 the answer clearly came and irwas 'Yes'." • 

I h11 young Emperor was deeply touched by this devotion-
11i1-1rl11clunt parting of the curtains for future vision of an 
""'"I pd,m of which the Sage did not approve. Also his 
1111hu1lly was aroused. "Will you not tell me, then, your 
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thoughts about this subject? Why do you disfavor war, which 
has always been the road leading to imperial greatness?" 

"It is not the place of this unworthy subject to discourse to 
your Majesty upon so important a subject." 

"But if I wish and request it?" 
"Very well," replied the Master soberly. "Since you so 

insist, I will share with you my ideas concerning war and 
peace. In our humble opinion war is seldom a necessity. On 
the other hand peace is the constant need of man-for the 
sake of prosperity, of happiness, and stability." 

"But if warring and savage tribes harass our borders?" 
interrupted the Emperor. 

"This may need to be restrained by force. But even these 
tribes might be peacefully restrained." 

"What do you mean? In what way?" asked the Emperor. 
The Master thought for a moment. "By a great wall, for 

instance." 
"That is an idea!" exclaimed the Emperor, striking his 

knees with open palm. "I had never thought of that! It might 
be done! 

"But go on. How about our westward expedition? If, as 
you predict, we shall succeed, think how glorious it will be 
to spread the blessings of our culture on these distant lands!" 

"But have these distant lands provoked you?" 
"Not yet. But they might, at any time. Is it not safer for 

us to conquer them, thus rendering them harmless? And at 
the same time incorporate them into all the blessings of our 
glorious empire?" 

"Rather I would say," replied the Sage, "let the virtues of 
your rule spread peacefully by the example of contagion 
rather than by force. War is never aught but a cruel thing. 
How much suffering, how many deaths it occasions-not only • 
among the enemy but also among ourselves. 

"Man was made to till the soil in peace. To build fair 

-
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1 lllt ~. 111 lwgct a family, and to bequeath to posterity a more 
p1 1111w11111~ and happier earth than that which he inherited." 

1 lw 1_.:mpcror, plunged deep in thought, made no answer 
,., 1h1<1 I he Sage continued: 

• \ 11 11 .~ay~'Is it not safer to attack first?' The immediate 
11 ~1111 111117 be safety, yes. But this safety is precarious. Since 
lfu, 1dl\111111m .thus created is unnatural, it is therefore unstable. 
\\'lt11I 1111c wms by force one must forever hold by force. 

"Ami what guarantees that you will always have enough 
f11•• ,, 111 your disposal to control such an extended empire? 
I 1111 11 begets force. Some day a component part of thi's 
l'lltpl111 may break away. Or some rival, humbled by your 
11tlHhl, may gather forces in a distant province and descend 
11p,111 your Capital, seeking to recoup his loss of greatness. 

"No. War never brings security, nor promotes stability." 
• 1 he Master folded his hands in his lap, thus signifying that 

hl~ ,ll~rnurse was ended. 
ll11t the Emperor could not forbear an eager question: 

"Wlml, then, does promote stability?" 
'I Im !'vfoster slightly frowned. It was not the place or time 

fn1 11 discourse on the nature of government. 
"I cannot venture, at the moment, to discourse on this. But 

•IIH'f\ you urge it, I will give you the answer in one word." 
"Whut is that word?" 
'?11~licc," answered the Master, fixing his deep and 

h1111ll1tlll8 eyes upon the Royal Youth, who now manifested a 
hu111ili1y f?reign to his regal habits, his gaze held by a mystic 
1111w,·r wluch seemed to flow from the eyes of the Sage and 
prurl rntc his very soul. 

".lwilicc?" he stammered. 
"Y~s, justice," repeated the Master. "Justice honestly 

pulh'nlly and kindly applied in all its diverse phases. Justic; 
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within the family. Justice within the village. Justice within 
the nation. And justice to all other nations. Meditate on this! 
And if you care, some future day I will further discourse to 
you on this cosmically important subject." 

The Emperor, taking this as a dismissal, arose and bowed 
deferentially. "You have given me much to think about. I 
will come again to counsel with you." 

.'. 

And from then on the Master, until his death, was the close 
confidant of the young Emperor-guiding him in many of his 
ways and deeds. 

The war, as prophesied, was successful. And the Emperor, 
helped and inspired by the guidance of the Master, established 
tranquillity and· prosperity throughout his vast empire. 

But later in his life, as the Master had perhaps foteseen, 
the outlying portions of his empire broke away from his rule. 
And when the weakness of old age fell upon him a rival 
claimant to the throne-gathering all the malcontents of the 
empire around his banner and recouping his forces from 
distant provinces--descended upon the Capital and conquered 
it. As for the aged Emperor, he died valiantly in the midst of 
battle. Did the spirit of his beloved Sage then float before 
him, welconting him to the Celestial Abode? 

~ 
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Poetry and Love 
• M "111 I' 11," Naid the poet Li Po one beautiful spring day as 
1h1•v 11~~1·111hlcd under an arbor trellised with wisteria, the 
ltl11•-11111~ or which gave out a heady and intoxicatingly joyous 
1111111111 "Muster, our newest disciple, Lin Chu, has recently 
f11II, 11 1111cllir such poetic inspiration as to have produced a 
tJtln ~ Y nt' highly meritorious verses. But he is ashamed to 
, .. ,.,1 llw111 to you because they are on the subject of love." 

:\ 11 11yt•~ turned toward Lin Chu, who blushingly remained 
111 11lh1 111·ci. 

"h lhlH true, Lin Chu?" gently queried the Master. 
\' ,·~. Master, it is true." 

"Wc•II, you do not need to be so reticent about your poems, 
•t11111lv because the subject matter is that of love." 

''ll11t il is not the custom to parade this subject before the 
w111 Id, Master. Love is a private matter and concerns one's 
11w11 lll'nrt only." 

I h,, Muster met this answer with a prolonged silence during 
~hh h ho remained in deep thought. "It is true," he at last 
tt11-~1•n~d, "that love is an intimate and private affair. But 
I• 1lu•1t~ not such a thing as poetic license?" 

"Whnt do you mean by that, Master?" 
'' I ht, poet is licensed to express and proclaim to the world 

1111 hi~ emotional experiences, even the most intimate. In fact, 
II I~ lhc very nature of poetry to convey to the world not only 
"lvhl pictnres of nature and of man's response to it, but also 
11111~1• deep emotions of the soul which all men experience but 
l\·hld1 most men conceal. And it is because most men conceal 
llll'lt' 1•111otions that poetry is so highly esteemed. It opens a 
wl11tl11w lo the soul. Those who hear poetry recited recognize 
11u11wdi11tcly that they, too, have experienced such emotions 
01 hnvl1 the capacity thereto. Thus their own natures become 
luvolvcd with the nature of the poet. They feel at one with 
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him and share bis most intimate experiences, And this is both 
a stimulating and a wholesome process. For that which they 
have buried under deep restraints now reaches the light of 
day. They are no longer ashamed of these experiences, now 
that the poet publicly proclaims them. Is that not so, Li Po?" 

The poet Li Po, flattered at being so drawn into 
consultation, answered, "Yes, Master, I can now see that this 
is so. But I had never thought of this before. I had never 
analyzed the poet's art as you have done. But here, as in all 
other subjects, you have shown us the very essence of things. 
And now, don't you think you can persuade Lin Chu to read 
us his poems?" 

The Master turned toward Lin Chu, his hands laid palm up 
on his knees in receptive attitude, and said: "We are waiting, 
Lin Chu. Please do not be so bashful. Take the manuscript 
from your bosom and read it to us." 

Lin Chu started up in surprise. "But how did you know 
I had the manuscript in my bosom, Master?" 

"For one reason, because I realize that a poet loves to keep 
near him the recent creations of his imagination, just as a 
mother loves to have her infant near her." 

"And for another reason," suggested Sin Li, "because you 
are somewhat clairvoyant, Master." 

The Master frowned, as if a little annoyed at this 
suggestion, to which he made no answer. "Well, we are 
ready," he said to Lin Chu. "Please proceed." 

The poet withdrew from his robe a scroll which he opened. 
"In these verses," he said, "I attempt to describe the love 

of an officer of the imperial army for his young wife, who 
ardently reciprocates his love. These verses I am about to 
read picture the early stages of this love. I hope to continue 
the theme if Destiny favors me." 
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I 111111, ul'lcr n short pause, as if envisioning his theme, he 
••• 111 ti llll' following verses: 

AUTUMN AND SPRING 

I fo·,,• 11°11,1· an autumn in my sober heart, 
11111/I y,m kindled it to a new fire. 

J11,I 110w a miracle of life occurs-
/ It,•,,• l.1· Spring-soft and fragrant with desire. 

LOVE'S LIGHT 

fl'/11'11 love began to dawn, love's golden light 
11/1011,•tl our world with a transcendent spell. 
II ,. looked into each other's eyes and smiled
ll'h,11 we saw shining there, no words can tell! 

THE LOVERS' WORLD 

1111'1'1' /.1· a special world where lovers dwell, 
. I ll't1r/d to which their happiness they bring; 
. f 11111,:ic place where harshness is debarred 
. I 11,/ tlw air is perfumed by eternal spring. 

KISSES 

Jl'/11•11 our lips met and held in tenderness, 
I lt,·n• was a magic passed from soul to soul. 
I 111111 separate parts of life, we seemed 
I hat moment to grow nothing less than whole. 

A GAME 

I l'I /IS make up a game, and play at empire. 
I 1111 are my queen, and l your lord of lords; 
l.l'I 11.1· imagine that we rule in glory;-
l lw11 trade it all for joy one kiss affords. 

THEME FOR A POET 

1111• ocean of your love cannot be plumbed, 
hr dl'pths beyond a poet's reckoning. 
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Then in what coinage can I pay you back? 
Only my own poor love, and poet's song. 

A QUARREL 

We quarreled. l spoke harshly. Why, I know not- - -
Then it grieved my heart that you were grie:ed. 
Love bridged again the way to love. We smiled. 
Against my bosom your warm bosom heaved. 

MY GUIDE 

You led me to the garden-court of love, 
A faery kingdom ruled by faery lore. . 
J did not know I could so loose earth-moorings, 
And dreaming, drift to such a languorous shore! 

MYSTIC UNION 

There is no "me" and "thee." There is no flesh 
To separate us. What seemed twain is one,
One love that flows in bright transcendent flood, 
No more corporeal than rays from the sun. 

SWEETNESS 

Sweet are the flowers of spring, their beauty rare, 
Their heady per/ ume makes my senses swoon. 
But you are rarer than any blossom pale 
Whispering in the breeze, dancing to the moon. 

SPELLBOUND 

You stand in silvery grace beneath the sheen 
Of a spring moon, like white crysanthemum. 
I fear to embrace you, lest I break the spell,· 
Transl ixed with love I stand, all senses numb. 

ls LOVE A UNIVERSE? 

Is Jove a universe, the world shut out? 
Or love a universe itself? No doubt 

PG 
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It 11·, for ill its gravitation lies 
1111• ,1•111•/I of stars, the majesty of skies! 

11111 poet, ending his recital with this final and transcendent 
, •1t1h1 1 111' love, sat as if e~tranced by the emotions and visions 
11• 1111,I 1•vokcd. The audience sat entranced also, which is the 

•"· 111,·•lf praise an audience can give a poet. 
I 11111ll y lhc Master broke the silence. "Well done, Lin Chu. 

\ 1111 l111v1: with the utmost delicacy expressed the cosmic 
•1111tllly 111' love-that subtle balance which regulates the 
•pl11 ,,·~ lhcmsclves. Yin and Yang, the feminine and the 
1111u1 11h11ll clements of exfatence; the force that activates the 
111111111 111' life; the invisible rhythm which insures the harmony 
111111 \1lf11Jity of all creation,-yes, you have rendered all this 
,111111\ 11plly, in your poet's language. A sage could hardly 
~,,,, 1•~~ us well, in the language of philosophers, that which 
I 1111 n press in the language of the heart. Such are the uses 
11f l'lll'lty, which, as you know, I highly esteem. 

•·c 111 1111, my dear Lin Chu, and add to these verses. Carry 
1 11111 ,;furry lovers through the voyage of life. Make of your 
I'"' 111 11 pageant of love and life in all its phases." 

"I ,~ill!" exclaimed the poet, excitedly. Then calming 
1t1111~1•!1, he added bashfully, "That is, if Destiny so favors 

"I ll'Plliny favors those who greatly endeavor," the Master 
,11u1\1'1rd. "Strive greatly, conceive greatly, aspire greatly, 
""" cln re greatly. May your soul and all its workings 
l''"~IIN'l11 

A 

,,~ ll1c disciples started to depart the Master beckoned the 
I'""' II, him. "Stay awhile, Lin Chu. I have something to say 
'" \'1111,11 

Alfrr 1111 the others had departed the Master seated Lin 
t fttt hy his side and said: "Lin Chu, one does not write so 
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realistically of love without having experienced it. Such 
poems do not grow out of thin air." 

Lin Chu hung his head and a shadow of sadness overcast 
his countenance. 

"You are deeply in love. But there is some obstacle to 
your love?" 

"How did you know that?" asked the surprised poet. 
"Because I know that when emotions are the most dammed 

up, they produce the most power. But tell me of your love 
and its exigencies. Perhaps I can help you, or can aid you in 
finding help from the Tao." 

"My humble affairs are not worthy of your august 
attention," modestly replied the poet. 

"Do not say that. All that concerns humanity concerns me 
-and especially the affairs of my disciples. So speak frankly 
and unburden your heart." 

Lin Chu, thus encouraged, told his tale of a gentle yet 
ardent love apparently impossible of fulfillment. He had 
fallen desperately in love with the beautiful daughter of a 
wealthy merchant. She was not only beautiful, but she was 
gifted also. She could play the lute and compose poetry. Her 
devoted love was a great inspiration to Lin Chu. Under its 
beneficent spell he was aware of a new power of creation. But 
of course, marriage was impossible. The humble young poet 
was poor and unknown. Petal-of-Rose-for that was her 
poetic name~was already designated for a high official of the 
government, although not yet formally betrothed. Lin Chu 
and his beloved were able to meet secretly from time to time. 
But this intermittent and joyous realization of their love was 
precarious and liable to be terminated at any time by the 
marriage of Petal-of-Rose to her official suitor. 

A 

Such was the tale that Lin Chu unfolded step by step under 
the sympathetic gaze of the Master. 

a. C 
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•·1 '" 11111 despair, Lin Chu," the Master said as the oet 
ht11111!hl It, 11 conclusion his youthful romance. , "There ~a 
•• •1 1\ 11 Y v1111 never ·dream of that will lead you and Petal-al 
""••· "' rn111plcte happiness and wedded bliss." 

I lu• I 1111'1 sadly shook his head. "I cannot believe that!" 
I l,~u, nliiPdwd at so contradicting the Master h b 1 
••Iii, •I. "11'.11 pardon me, dear Master, for cont;av:ni~tio1J:. 
• 11••'•• wl11d1 so often have proved hue." 

• '' ~. und even in your case, which looks so desperate I 
1111•1 1uy words of hope may again prove true. ' 

~h 1 111111(.;il to you is this. Be cautious. Do not run undue 
th~• 111 DJdcr to secretly meet with your beloved. But 
1111 •om 1111~·, create. as you have never created before. Pour out 
• "' 11 I'' 111 us~ st rams of love in verse of rare poetic beaut . 
I 111111il1·t1• this sequence of verses that you have in mind. T6e 
1 H \ 111 "" udes to love, the pent-up ardors of your soul and 
1111- ~ 11111\ kdi:c of the true love that Petal-of-Rose bea;s for 
~• 141 "di 111~p1rc you to noble creations. And in all this trust 
iu tl11, I 1111." ' 

I In 1 ·1111_ departed ~rom the Master strangely comforted 
,,11,I nl11l111atcd by ~1s words. He followed the Master's 
• 111111~..i 1111d wrote assiduously and with deep inspiration. 

A 

,'\ f1•w ~v~cks later the Master announced to his group: "I 
,t, • 111' tu 111Jorm you that our gracious Emperor has decided 
111 11111·11 a contest for the position of court poet-a ne 
!111•1111111 ~vhich he is now for the first time creating~ Th: 
"111111•1 nl lhc contest wiU receive a purse of gold, a summer 
• • 1!1111•11 011 11'.c slopes of the Sacred Mountain, and the august 
r••ll1 1111 of ( _ourt Poet. To those of you who wish to compete 

" 1111ld advise that you seek the aid and inspiration of the 
I ,111 Aud may a fair Destiny prosper you." 

lu N11vi11g lhis he_ looked deeply at Lin Chu, who felt these 
" 111 1'~ p1•11ctrate hlS soul as if they composed a message 
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peculiarly for him. At any rate he followed to the full the 
Master's sage advice. Before starting to compose again he 
spent three days in retirement, giving up his mind and soul 
to deep meditation and to prayers to a kind Heaven. 

When he then started to complete his poem-sequence, he 
felt a new and added power. His ideas flowed clearly and 
vividly and his poetic words shone with a new beauty. 

Finally the long poem was completed and dedicated in his 
heart to Petal-of-Rose, although he did not dare yet to 
proclaim this fact. 

The time at last arrived for the Imperial Poetry Contest. 
A Poetry Festival was proclaimed for the whole week of 
April's full moon. And in the Spring Pavilion of the Emperor 
each evening gathered a brilliant assembly, headed by the 
Emperor himself, to hear the declamations of the poets. What 
an inspiring occasion this was :-the chanting of poetry to the 
sweet strains of the lute, under the pale silver glimmer of a 
friendly moon, in an atmosphere ambient with spring 
and soft as love itself! 

Lin Chu was among the last of the contestants. Many who 
preceded him had won full favor with the audience. Many
nay, most of them-had more renown than he did. And if he 
had not been aware of the presence of his beloved in this 
Imperial audience he would have faltered in speech and done 
himself and his poems ill justice. But as it was he felt doubly 
inspired-both by the great opportunity which lay before 
him, and by the presence of Petal-of-Rose and the knowledge 
that sh[;' was lending her whole heart and soul to him in 
support for the unfoldment and expression of all his powers. 

As he read these poems in a clear and winning voice he 
became newly aware of their beauty and poetic value. And 
this was well. For if a poet does not love his own creation 
and adore its values, who else can be expected to? 

Sage of the Sacred Mountain 

And fortunately the young and unknown ptwl ·111 1.11,1 111 

his verse as if declaiming it from some higher splw1, 1,1 I,, 111i, 

-greatly won the audience, as well by the /1,1,1,, , I 111, 

personality as by the power of his poetry. 
The termination of his poetry-sequence---wliil'l, J111l'I" 11, ,I 

to be the longest piece of verse yet presented to llw 1n11li, 111 ,. 

-was greeted with prolonged applause. And I I w I II q .. 1, 'I 

himself beamed so heartily and so kindly upon him, 111,11 111,,.,. 
in the know felt that of all the competitors yet h1·wd I 111 , 1111 
stood foremost. For while the prize was to be awa1 dn I I,, 11,,. 

weighty decision of the Imperial Cabinet, it was J\t'III' 1 ,t II v I, II 
that whatever poet most pleased the Emperor w1111ld 1 ... 
adjudged the victor. 

A 

A few weeks later a public festival was held lo 111111 .. ,11,,, 
the winner of the Poetry Contest and to award thl' JIW• \ II 
of the contestants were there, together with their 1'1 irn,! 11 u11,I 
many others. 

The Emperor himself made the announcemcul: 
"Friends," he said, "after careful deliberation w,· li11\, 

decided that the best poetry offered----<:onsidering tho 1rnlij1·, 1, 
the beauty of the verse and the appeal to the audiem·1· l•i I h11l 
of Lin Chu. 

"Step forward, Lin Chu, Official Poet of our ( '01111, 1111d 

receive your award." 
Before all the august assemblage-amongst which 1'1·1111 111' 

Rose sat, her heart dilated with pride and joy-the J,:u1p1•1111· 

awarded to Lin Chu a large purse of gold, tlw dcl'd of 11 

charming summer pavilion on the slope of the Sncrl'tl 
Mountain, and a scroll beautifully embossed nnd 
ideographed: 

"Lin Chu is hereby appointed Court Poet, in 
recognition of his poetic genius and creativeness." 

Great was the applause. And although many hearts were 
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chilled with the bitterness of failure and the envy of success 
on the part of one so young, these rivals decorously scr_eened 
their inner thoughts and offered only the most friendly 
congratulations to the poet. 

The Emperor also announced that this Poetry Festival 
would be repeated annually, for the encouragement of poets 
and for the cultural enjoyment of the public. The Emperor 
himself it turned out, had lately taken to writing poetry. 
Poetry ~hich, of course, could never be submitted to a public 
contest; for from such a rival, who else could win the prize? 

With what joy and exaltation Lin Chu descended from ~he 
Imperial Platform! All his friends were there to greet htm. 
Especially did he prize the presence of the M~ster, whose 
praise and congratulations were profound. To him the poet 
privately remarked: "Master, an idea _suddenly occ~~s to m~. 
How did the Emperor happen to dec1de--so prop1t10usly, it 
seems, for my own humble fortunes-to establish this Poetry 
Contest? Did you not have a hand in it?" 

The Master smiled. "The Tao," he said, "accomplishes all 
things. But it does not speak of them." 

l,. 

So ended a perfect day! Almost perfect-for there was, 
shall we say-one cloud which, as he departed, veiled the , 
radiance of this memorable day. Petal-of-Rose, though one of 
the audience, could not be greeted by him; could not publicly 
:Share with him the ardor of his triumph; could not then or 
.later on that day be taken into his tempestuous embrace and 
told again and again how much the poet's victory was due to 
the faithfulness and inspiring glory of her love. 

So Lin Chu, in spite of all his triumph, returned home 
sad and forlorn. "What use are all these prizes to me?" he 
thought. "What value is all this prais~ and adulat_ion if 
Petal-of-Rose be not permitted by the wmds of Destiny to 
share it with me?" 
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Yet the poet finally managed to fall askq•. 1;,11111 ;, l,,11 
worn as he was by all this excitement. In lfw 111111,11, ,,I 111 ►, 
night he awoke from a roseate dream in whid1 I', 1,d ,.1 I!,,,,, 
was beside him and shared his bed. So vivid \',.1'1 111, ,111 ,n11 

that when he awoke he turned to look again 1,11 '1,, ,I, ,11 
smile of love, as he had seen it in his drca111 111, 1,.IJ.,w 
was empty, yet he felt rejoiced. "It is al 11·,,,;1 ,1 li"l'I'\ 
omen!" he thought. 

The next day a messenger came to the hur11lil1 1, •:1d1 111 P 

of the poet summoning him to the Imperial 1'1, •,1 111 , 

"What can this mean!" he thought. "Is the I :,11111 1111 di~ 
pleased with me? Is he, perhaps, going to n~vnl,P 111y Ju11 
reateship and take back the pavilion and the /'.old?" 

With feelings of some alarm Lin Chu app111,11 111 d 1lw 
Imperial Presence. But the kindly young l\111p1·1111 11111111·. 
diately put him at his ease. 

"Come here, Lin Chu," he said, smiling, "'J'h1·11· i~ ,mo 
more benefit we should like to confer upon you, if it mTmd11 
with your desires." 

"What can that be, my Liege? You have alrl'ady re~ 
warded me beyond my utmost expectations nnd my heart 
is filled with gratitude." 

"Then you desire nothing else?" inquired the I impcror, 
looking at him searchingly. 

A 

. The_ poe~ blushed. How could he answer this question 
with smcenty? Of course, there was something else which 
he desired-desired more ardently even than all these prizes 
and Court glory. But he could not properly confide to the 
Emperor this secret desire of his heart. 

"Speak up, Lin Chu. Let your heart be bold." 
This encouragement almost dissolved the invisible bar

riers to the poet's speech. He opened his mouth-but still 
he could not speak. 
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The Emperor smiled indulgently. "You cannot speak? 
Let me ask my question, then, in another way. How would 
you like Petal-of-Rose for your wife? Some one .to sh~re 
with you your little pavilion on the Sacre_d Mountam which 
the approaching warmth of summer will soon make an 
ideal spot as regards wholesomeness of air and breadth of 
view; and also, let us say, as regards that romantic l?ve to 
which youth is prone, especially a youth endowed with the 
gift of poetry." 

The sky nearly fell upon Lin Chu as he heard these words 
of destiny pronounced from the lips of one who had all 
power to make them come true. "How did you know of 
my secret love!" he cried. 

"Oh, a little bird told me. But I am waiting for your 
answer.H 

Lin Chu fell down upon his knees. "This would be, in
deed, the greatest prize you could give me, the greatest 
joy life could confer upon me!" 

The Emperor clapped his hands. The curtains at the 
side of the room parted at this signal. And then to the be
wildered sight of Lin Chu, Petal-of-Rose appeared conducted 
by two maids-of-honor. How beautiful she looked in her ro~e 
of silver, her eyes shining like stars as she approached Lm 
Chu! 

"Ling Po, the father of your beloved, is pleased to accept 
as son-in-law the Court Poet, Lin Chu," pronounced the 
Emperor gravely. No doubt the canny merchant perceiv~ 
that the young poet had suddenly become a great favorite 
with the Emperor, who would be certain to adv~ce his 
fortunes and award him, from year to year, public posts 
of honor and of worthy emolument. 

"Take her hands Lin Chu. Nay, do not hesitate for 
' " decorum's sake-for I hereby pronounce your bethrothal! 

Overjoyed, the two lovers approached each other and 

r 
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ea~erl}'. join~~ hands. At this juncture the Emperor, whose 
mruds-m-waitmg had already discretely withdrawn an
nounced: "And now, excuse me. For I have busines; else
whe~e to conduct. For the once, enjoy the beauty of this 
tryst~~-place • .1 doubt if lovers ever held a tryst in a more 
ausp1c10us environment." 

And with that, smiling kindly upon them the young 
Emperor withdrew. ' 

. Of their intimate joys and loving life together-following 
!ndee,d the pattern set forth with such fervent imagination 
m Lm <;hu's prize poe~-this present writing does not 
concern itself. Let us, hke the Emperor, discretely leave 
the lovers to themsel~es-lost in each other's gaze, held 
spel~bound by the radiant power of a joyous and all-con
summg Jovel 
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Water 
ON AN AFTERNOON in April as the disciples were waiting 

for the Master to join them in his garden, one of them cast 
a stone into the pool that in its diminutive f~~ion. simulated 
a pine-girt lake. That the pines were as dmunuti~e as t~e 
lake did not disturb the Master's enjoyment of this classic 
garden scene. "Size" he used to say, "is relative. I am ' . ,, content with the size of my garden, of my pool, of my pmes. 
And if the Master was content with thi_s, who among his 
followers would suggest the opposite? In fact, many a soul 
had found relaxation and contentment in the atmosphere 
and vibratiorts of this diminutive landscape. Had the land
scape been larger, it might have failed to convey such a 
poteritial atmosphere. 

Just as the stone fell with a heavy splash into the un?f
fending pool, the Master appeared upon the sce?e· Saymg 
nothing he stood and watched the ripples spread m an ever
widening ring until they reached the edges ~f the pool. ~he 
disciples, knowing that some philosophical o~sen:'atton 
would ensue, refrained from speech. All watched m silence 
the ripples until they ceased and the pool reflected one more 
the pure serenity of Heaven. . . ,, 

"I am glad you cast that stone into the pool, Lm Kwe1, 
said the Master as the group became seated. "And don't 
be abashed at being caught in a boyish act"-he cont~ued, 
as he saw a blush suffuse the face of the guilty party. "He 
who remains childlike is more open to wisdom than he 
who builds fences around his soul." 

This observation comforted Lin Kwei, who had begun 
to repent of violating the staid sobriety of the Sage's peace
ful little garden. 

"Besides, your act has furnished us with a visi~l~ demon
stration of a remarkable truth. See how sensitively the 
surface of the pool broke into a thousand ripples when in-
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vade~ by that unforeseen force. Yet behold, now, the 
sere~~t:;: of the pool. It met the strange occurrence with 
sens1tt~1ty; and aga~n with sensitivity it readjusted itself to 
!ranqmlhty. Water 1s the most sensitive thing in Nature-it 
is also the most tranquill." 

"Do you mean to imply," queried Lin Kwei, "that man 
should be similarly sensitive?" 

"Yes, that is my meaning," gravely responded the Master. 
"The general idea is to the contrary: that man should school 
himself until he has become insensitive. But this is a mis
t~e. What is the purpose of making man the most sen
sitive of all creatures, if the Tao intends that man should 
train out and abnegate this sensitivity?" 

"But to be sensitive is to suffer!" exclaimed Li Po the 
poet, who was a sensitive soul. ' 

"On the contrary, not to be sensitive is to suffer!" 
Li Po., and others of the group, sat up in amazement at 

this strange paradox. 

. "Will you please explain this saying, Master?" asked 
Lt Po. 

"Certainly, I will explain it if you feel you need an ex
planation. But if you will all cast back your memories to 
a few morne_nts ago, in connect_ion with the surface of my 
pool, you will yourselves perceive my meaning." 

A 

There were a few moments of silence. Then Shen Li the 
most philosophical of the group, ventured a remark. '"Do 
you refer, Master, to the way in which the water regained 
its tranquillity?" 

"Exactly!" said the Master. "Because water is extremely 
mobile and sensitive, it can quickly recover when thrown 
off it~ ba!ance. But bend down yonder shrub to the ground, 
and 1t will slowly if ever resume its former shape. Cast a 
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sharp rock with violence against that pine tree and it will 
leave a deep injury in the trunk. Or if cast with violence 
against the ground, the rock will leave a gash there. Of all 
these things, water, because it is most sensitive and yielding, 
suffers the least permanent damage from an outside oc
currence. So man, through intuitive sensitivity, can always 
and under all circumstances fall back upon the Universal and 
find serenity there." 

It took some time for the disciples to adjust themselves 
to the meaning and full implications of this cryptic analogy. 
Indeed, the Master could perceive by their faces tb.at some 
of his pupils were still unable to digest this truth. He smiled. 
"Don't believe what I say just because I say it. I like to 
have you find doubts in the inner recesses of your minds 
concerning my sayings. Then I know you are really thinking. 

"I do not expect you to perceive, in an instant, all the 
strange qualities and analogies of water, which is the most 
magical of all earthly forms and potencies. But since we 
have entered upon this theme, I will make some further 
observations about this fluent form of Nature, so familiar 
to all of us yet in a way so inexplicable. 

"Water is the weakest thing in the world-therefore it 
is the strongest. It is the least resistant-therefore it is 
never vanquished. It is formless-therefore it can assume 
any or all forms. It has no particular desires but flows 
anywhere with equal consent-therefore it is universal. It 
never attempts to resist change-therefore it is immortal." 

A 

The Sage paused for all this to sink in. The minds of his 
disciples were busily employed-as was his intention-first 
in divining the meaning of these cryptic sayings and sec
ondly in applying them to human life. For they knew that 
the Sage never made a statement about Nature without in• 
tending an analogy in the art of human living. 
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"Master," at last inquired Lin Chu "If 
ap J th d • . , you want us to 
Jiv~/ m:y\!11 11rable tbrngs you say about water to our own 

' P ease make an observation?" 
"Cerbtainly ~ou may, Lin Chu. I shall be interested to hear 

your o servat1on." 

th "Well, in regard to water being the weakest thing · 
e wo~ld and therefore the strongest I can't he! th· k' m 

how this applies also t ' P 10 mg 
yielding." 0 woman, who wins by apparently 

_"Ah, you are fast learning the ways of woman-k' d" 
said the Master, smiling. 10 , 

R Li~ Chu,tho had been married to his sweetheart Peta] of 
w~~t or _1n ya few months, blushed and remained in sile~ce-,!~ snu es spread over the faces of the other disciples. , 

h. a~, ~? not blush, Lin Chu. You have made a deep philo
sop ica iscovery, which if you know how to make use of 
can greatly bless your married life." , 

"Make use of in wh t M be d L' a way, aster? Please explain" 
gge_ m Chu. And others joined in this request. For wh;t 

man Is there who would not prize a formula that could 
greatly bless his married life? 

ne::T:~t;ay totte your discovery, Lin Chu, is to meet gentle
. . gen eness, and not with bluster. If woman is 

fentle, It is the Tao's purpose thereby to teach man how to 
/co~e gentle. If woman is indirect, let man also by in 

irectwn learn to find his way. If woman i . t 'ti' -
may also b • · • s m Ul ve man 

ecome mtmt1ve. Let your mutual love and 
mutual purposes Lin Ch b . your 
water Th ' _u, ~ as flmd and as non-resistant as 

• en your rnarned life will always be blest." 

Now another disciple San Kwei had 
make. ' , an observation to 

"Y ou say water has no particular desires, and therefore 
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it is universal. But how can man exist and make a life for 
himself in this world if he have no particular desires?" 

"WeJl queried, San Kwei," replied the Sage. "In tht: 
case of man, let us urge only that he have no opposing or 
obstructive desires." 

"What do you mean? Please explain further, Master." 
"Well, it is not true that water has no desire-for in a 

way its power and success comes from having one great 
desire." 

"And what is this one great desire?" 
"To fulfill its destiny." The Master pawsed for this to 

sink in. "What makes water the most universal thing in the 
world is its willingness-nay, its eagerness-to flow into 
whatever part of the earth its destiny leads it." 

"I see," replied San Kwei, slowly savoring this morsel of 
truth. "Then you would have man do similarly-flow into 
whatever lines his destiny leads him? But please explain 
how this should be done, Master?" 

"What is man's destiny? To fulfill his abilities. But what 
are his abilities? Does he know them all? Is he conscious. 
of them all in his childhood? No, he is not. And were he 
to bluster like a caged tiger, he would never attain to the 
freedom of destiny. But if, like water, he flows wherever 
the course may lead him-hardly conscious of his progress 
and not even consciously, at times, seeking his way-he 
will, with the guidance of destiny, inevitably, as water does, 
arrive at the Universal Ocean which is his goal, as it is 
the goal of all things." 

"But must he make no effort, Master?" 
"Yes, he must make effort. But his efforts must always. 

yield to circumstance and be guided by the lay of the land." 
"And if he meets with obstructions?" 
"He must do as water does-flow around them, or wait 

until his spiritual resources have augmented sufficiently to 
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overflow his obstacles in a rich current which destin 't If 
speeds on and blesses." y J se 

A 

. The Master arose now to end the session "Let I 
Wlth you th fin 1 • me eave ese a words about water," he said, 

The Noblest men are like water 
For Water benefits all things ' 
An~ asks nothing in return. 
It 1s not self-seeking· 
It is humble,· ' 
It is content to dwell in places which all disda· 
No matter how it is muddied m. 

flt adttains to clarity again as s~on as it is undisturbed 
t oes not overwork, • 

Nor _strain it~elf [or impossible objectives. 
Yet Ill due flme lt accomplishes everything. 
Be y.e, there/ ore, as fluid and limpid as water. 
Be Ilk~ Water pure and transparent-
And like water, reflect the glories of the Heavens. 

_Al_I the ~isciples, standing, listened in rapt attention to 
this impressive summing up. 

. "Why, Master," cried out Li Po enthusiastically "That 
1s poetry?" ' • 

. The Master s:mie? indulgently. "I care not what ou call 
l~ so 7ou perce_1ve its truths. And I hope you wm\n put 
t ~1:11 I~~o practt~e. Some other time we wiU continue this 
su Ject. And with that he lovingly dismissed them. 

~ 
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The Tao 
LING Po, the poet Lin Chu's new father-in-law, was a 

very practical man. His success as a tea-merchant was 
evidenced by his fat belly, such as only wealth could pro
duce. He was inordinately proud of his son-in-law, now 
court poet and on the sure road to imperial advancement. 
At Lin Chu's urgent invitation he even condescended to 
attend a philosophical session of the Master's. Especially was 
he eager to do so because his son-in-law had suggested that 
the Master was not so impractical as philosophers are sup
posed to be; and that the poetry contest and victory of Lin 
Chu and his happy marriage could be traced to the Master's 
strange and occult influence. 

Ling Po attended several sessions in company with his 
son-in-law before he ventured to make any remarks him
self. Then be asked, one day, a question which no other 
pupil would have ventured to ask. 

"Master," he said, "this Tao you speak of-this Essence 
of life and existence-can we ever see it? Can we feel it?'' 

"No, we cannot." 
"How then do we know that it exists?" 
"I will give you the answer to that question," answered 

the Master affably, "if you will frankly and honestly answer 
me this question. Why do you continue to frequent my 
humble abode?" 

A 

Ling Po was taken aback by such a query. It occasioned 
him some deep consideration. At last he answered, quite 
serious of mien: "Master, I had never asked myself this 
question. And until this moment I would not have known 
the answer. But now that you have put the question to me 
and caused me honestly to consider the matter, I think I 
know why I come." 
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"Why, then, do you come?" again asked the Master, 
smiling. 

"Yesl" e h d d • " . • c oe a ozen voices. Why do you come?" All 
awaited eagerly the answer of the wealthy and important 
merchant. 

"Well, I come because I cannot stay away! I find here 
n calm, a peace which I have never known before." 

"Thank you. And now, in answering my question, you 
have answered your own." 

Ling Po was puzzled by this. "How is that, Master? 
In what way have I answered my own question regarding 
the Tao?" 

"Can you see this peace, this calm you speak of?" 
"Certainly not." 

"Can you perceive it with any other of your senses?" 
"No." 
"Yet it exists?" 
"Yes, assuredly it exists!" 

"And so the ~ao exists," gravely replied the Master. "It 
cannot be seen, 1t cannot be perceived by the senses. Yet 
the heart perceives it and welcomes it! Could it be seen 
or felt or heard, it would not be the Tao. It is the nature 
of P?e?omenal existence to be seen and felt and heard. 
Dut It 1s the nature of the Tao not to be seen or felt or 
heard, but only to be perceived by other senses." 

Ling Po meditated on this for a moment while a general 
11lence fell upon the group. Then he humbly asked "What 
other senses, Master?" ' 

"Sen~es which I cannot name, but which I am trying to 
unfold m you. If you will continue in my classes, you will 
eventually-by means of these inner senses-perceive the 



,'I 

66 Sage of the Sacred Mountain 

Tao as clearly as you now perceive the sun. And you will 
know how to bathe yourself in its Essence, as easily as you 
now bask in the welcome and invigorating glow of the sun's 
rays. 

"The Tao is an eternal abstraction, beyond the reach of 
words or definitions. But he who is possessed of it knows 
its power and beauty. It is the supreme secret of existence." 

"Yes," gravely adjured Han Shih, the Master's oldest 
disciple. "Yes, we assure you that this is sol" 

Ling Po looked earnestly at the noble countenance of the 
Master; then swept his gaze around the group---convincing 
himself that there was here some inner secret of happiness 
which he was now privileged to share. 

"I thank you, dear Master-from the bottom of my heart. 
I will assuredly continue to come. For I perceive here new 
values such as, in all my merchant's life of bargaining, I have 
never perceived before. And to think that you offer me, 
without money and without price, this thing of so great 
value!" 

"Yes, the greatest things in existence are gained without 
money and without price," said the Master, smiling at the 
amiable merchant, of whom he had become quite fond. 
"But not without grave effort!" he added, seriously. 

"I will make this effort-under your guidance, Master." 
"Then I am happy. This pledge is the greatest reward you 

could give me for my brief preachment on the Tao." And 
smiling on all he arose, thus ending the session. 
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The Merchant's Dilemma 
L1i-:1~ Po arrived late at the meeting. He was panting and 

perspmng. 

"What is the matter?" asked the Master, perceiving that 
the merchant was out-of-sorts. 

"Business has gone badly," he said. "Everything went 
wrong today. But a merchant's life is a hard one, anyway," 
he added-with a sigh. "It is a life full of trouble. Trouble 
with my clerks, trouble with my clients, trouble with my 
goods!" 

The Master had to laugh at this. In fact, his disciples 
had never seen him laugh so heartily. 

Ling Po flushed. He was on the point of getting a little 
angry when the Master put out his hand to calm the situation. 
. "Pardon me, Ling Po, but I find your declaration very 
mcongruous." 

. "Wha~ do yo~ n:iean?" asked Ling Po, his voice betraying 
~till a shght 1rntat10n. 

"T~ll me truly, Ling Po. Would you like to give up your 
vocation for some other?" 

The merchant needed no time for reflection in order to 
answer this question. "Oh no!" he replied. "I would not 
wish to change!" 

"Just as I thought," replied the Master. "In reality, you 
love your work." 

"Why, yes-I suppose I do-I had never thought of that 
before," -stammered the merchant. 

"You wouldn't exchange it for the world! Well then, how 
would you like me to teach you how to conduct it without 
having any sense of trouble whatsoever?" 

"How can that be?" asked Ling Po, in amazement. ''Are 
you a magician?" 
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"No, only a humble Sage, seeking to follow the Tao and 
to show others how to follow it. Not I, but the Tao, can 
demonstrate for you the path of tranquillity even in the 
affairs of the mart." 

At this Ling Po dropped his bustling pompous mien and 
eagerly beseeched in all humbleness, "Pray do so teach me, 
Master, if that be possible!" 

"Let us reflect on the Tao. See how tranquilly Nature 
works. It never strives to do anything, yet it accomplishes 
everything in due place and time." 

"Yes, I grant that Natui:e is usually tranquil. But I am 
not the Tao. l am a man, with a man's desires and ways of 
doing things. I have to exert myself. I have to strain daily, 
or my business would not prosper. How can I apply the Tao 
-the way of Nature-to myself and my business?" 

"Your question is a sound one, Ling Po, and shows your 
intelligence." Ling Po beamed at this praise from the Master 
and settled back in a very receptive mood for the Master's 
further advices. 

"Yes, your question is a sound one and goes t~, the v~ry 
root of my philosophy," continued the Master. How 1:11-
deed can we apply our knowledge of the Tao to our daily 
lives? 

"Well, it is the way of the Tao not to act from personal 
motives. To conduct affairs without feeling the trouble of 
them. To account the great as small and the small as great 
And to recompense injury with kindness." 

The Master paused, waiting for the expression of intel
lectual resistance which he expected to follow these ex
traordinary assertions. And sure enough the merchant
knitting his brows and reflecting deeply-at last broke the 
pause. 

"You say the Tao does not act from any personal motive. 
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That may be true-and for that we may well reverence the 
Tao. But how can man act witliout personal motives? How 
can I do business that way?" 

"Do you conduct your business in order to make money?" 
"Of course!" replied the merchant. The Master could not 

refrain from smiling at his vehemence. 
"Yes, of course you do. And there is nothing wrong in 

that. It is legitimate to acquire means and to spend them 
for our own welfare and that of our family. But there is 
another matter of great importance. In sel1ing your goods, 
do you also desire to benefit your customer?" 

A 

This question was a hard one for Ling Po to answer. 
After some reflection, he stammeringly replied: "Well, I 
cannot say that I have ever been conscious of such a motive." 

"If you act in all business affairs with the welfare of the 
opposite party to the deal also in mind, you will find the 
best road to serenity in the midst of your business day and 
also the best guarantee of a tranquil and secure prosperity." 

Ling Po reflected deeply on this statement, making full 
use of that pause which was an integral part of the Master's 
technique. Then he said humbly, "Would you please eluci
date this matter further, Master? It is quite a new thought 
to me." 

"Yes, you are right. This matter does need more eluci
dation. I will show you how to apply this principle in detail 
to your daily business. You must realize, as a merchant, that 
n business transaction is not a one-way street. There are 
two parties to be satisfied: you, and your client. Is that 
not so?" 

"Yes, Master, certainly." 
"If your customer is not satisfied, will he come to you 

ngain?" 
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"Probably not." . well 
"But if you show your customer, by rour actions ~ _ .f 
by your words that you sincerely wrsh to serve him, 1 

as 1 deal ~ith him in an intelligent and honest and you a ways . ?" 
kindly manner-will he ever wish to leave you. 

"No, Master, I am sure he would not." 
"You would be able, then, to attach such a customer to 

you throughout the years?" 
"Yes, Master." ?" 

"And he would probably send his friends to your shop. 
"No doubt." 
"Would you ever have to strain, to threaten, to quarrel 

in order to keep his trade?" 
"No certainly not!" T 
"W;ll, then, do you now perceive bow the wa_y of the ao 

can enable you to do business serenely and without undue 
strain?" 

"Yes-I think 1 do," replied the merchant slowly._ 
"This way of the Tao is called Mutuality-or the fatr and 

kindly exchange of mutual advantages. When each me~?er 
of a transaction profits by it, will either want to change. 

"No, Master." 
"No, they will certainly not. Therefore, we s~e that 

mutuality is the surest foundation for peace and security and 
stability in any dealings, either between men or between 
nations. Any situation which_ gu_arante~s a mutual advantage 
will tend to remain stable, w1ll it not? . " 

"Yes, such a situation will assuredly remam. stable .. 
"And any situation in which the advantage ts one-sided 

f • ?" will tend to be unstable and full o stram. 
"Yes, Master." . . . 
"Well, let us now apply this universal pnnc1ple of mutuality 
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to your clerks. If you treat them in an honest and kindly 
manner, showing true concern for their welfare as well as 
for your own, will they ever want to leave you?" 

"Not unless they can get higher wages elsewhere." 
The Master smiled. "Yes, of course. You are very logical, 

Ling Po. I like to deal with such a mind. But even if such 
'a clerk did leave you in order to advance himself, if you 
have his welfare sincerely at heart will you not rejoice with 
him at his new prosperity? And wiU not the situation between 
you two still remain tranquil?" 

"Well, Master, I confess, I begin now to see how the way 
of the Tao can be an influence in my daily work." 

"And you had never thought of this before?" 
"No. But in all these years of business I have been partly 

practicing what you preach, but in an unconscious way. Now 
I see clearly how the complete and wholehearted practice of 
these principles would be of great value to my business." 

"Yes, and also to your heart," added the Master, gravely. 
"It will bring you serenity and happiness." 

"Yes, I believe it will. I really believe it! And I shall 
proceed immediately to put it into practice." 

"Then have I fulfilled my promise, of showing you how to 
conduct your business without trouble or strain?" 

"Yes, you have, Master, and I am truly grateful!" 

A 

The Master arose to end the interview. "Come to me at 
any time and bring your problems. With the aid of the Tao, 
we can surely find a way out." 

"You have bestowed upon me a great boon, Master
you have given me now a firm faith in the Tao. I shall pro
ceed to deepen that faith by daily action." 

"Please do so," said the Master in smiling farewell. 
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L. Po who had attended this session as a merchant, 
mg , • rt And he ap-

retired f;om ~t a philosop~r ~f a :1::c!~el~ and so pro
plied this philosophy of e ao f th Kingdom's 
foundly in his business that he became one O e 
most prosperous and best loved merchants. 

~ 

Sage of the Sacred Mountain 73 

On Keeping Ever Young 
THE DISCIPLES became aware that during years of associa
tion with the august Sage, he showed no signs or symptoms of 
old age. One day they were discussing this phenomenon 
when the Sage appeared and joined the group. 

"What were you so eagerly discussing?'' he asked. "It 
must be something of philosophical import, since you were 
all so engrossed in it that you did not even notice my 
approach." 

There was silence. No one felt privileged to question the 
Master on such a personal issue. 

"Nay, do not hesitate to speak, my friends. Perhaps I can 
throw light on a problem that perplexes you." 

At this encouragement the oldest disciple, Han Shih, 
plucked up courage to speak. 

"Master," he said, "we were wondering how it is you 
never grow old. I have been with you for ten years, yet 
in all this time you have retained the same youthfulness. How 
is that, pray? Have you discovered some sec,ret formula or 
clixer?" 

The Sage smiled mysteriously. "Yes," he said. "I drink 
daily of the Elixer of Life which the Tao proffers." 

The little group were thrilled at this. "But what is this 
Elixer? May we ask?" they inquired modestly. 

"Certainly, you may ask. And I should like to tell you. I 
nm glad this subject bas come up for discussion.,, -

"Well, please tell us, then, of this magic brew. Is it 
aomething we, too, can use?" 

"Yes," replied the Master. "It is something everyone can 
use." 

The little group were strangely stirred by this statement. 
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They hung with baited breath upon the Master's elucidation 
of the secret of perpetual youth. 

As was customary with the great teacher, he allowed a 
slight pause to intervene before he spoke-knowing that 
words of golden wisdom deserve a frame of silver silence. 

The disciples sat with folded hands, waiting in patient 
silence for the promised discourse. 

"I have perhaps misled you into thinking there is some
thing mysterious about my formula. There is not. It is all 
very simple-an open secret, so to speak. What I do to 
maintain youthfulness is to drink deeply of Nature." 

The Master smiled benignly upon his little band of pupils. 
"Continue, please," cried out San Kwei. "Tell us what 

you mean by that. How can one drink deeply of Nature? 
Please teach us, Mastcrl" 

"We should not only take enjoyment in Nature, as indeed 
you all do, I am sure-bask in its beauty, tranquillize our
selves in its tranquillity-but we should be cognizant of what 
Nature is and what Nature expresses. When we are in 
complete harmony and oneness with Nature, we feel the 
Life Force of the Universe flowing around us, permeating 
our very being, enriching our own natures and revitalizing 
us." 

Shin Li gently interrupted at this point. "Master, would 
you please elucidate how we can become one with Nature, 
as you say?" 

"I am glad you ask this, Shin Li," said the Master, smiling 
benignly upon his favorite disciple, "for it is an important 
step in the process. To become one with Nature we must 
forget ourselves, empty the mind of all corroding thoughts 
and cares, sit in tranquillity, and let the Universal Mind 
impinge upon us. The Universal Tao will fill an empty 
cup-but it will tum away from a cup that is full of dregs. 
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"W~en we realize the "Universal in this way, it becomes 
one with us. Our minds arc refreshed. Our bodies cannot 
help but be refreshed also. 

''That is what I mean by drinking deeply of Nature." 
The Master ceased speaking and a deep silence fell upon 

the group. The Master's words had inspired them with a 
new appreciation of Nature. They looked around at the 
trees the leaves of which were stirring in the gentle breeze 
animated as it were by this Life Force of Nature. The; 
looked at the distant majestic mountains. They saw over
head the white billowy clouds sailing through space like 
ships laden with blessings. 
. "Yes," said _th~ Master, at length. "Drink deeply. This 
1s th~ Tao. This 1s the way to perpetual juvenescence. Why 
depnve oneself of such a Cosmic blessing?" 
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A Military Poet 
THE BARBARIANS on the outskirts of the Kingdom had 
been restless of late; and some of the military had been dis~ 
patched to these distant marches to help protect these bound• 
aries and also to report on any unusual activity on the part 
of these roving nomads. 

This was a duty far from agreeable to those so chosen. 
Exile from their loved ones and from the comforts of home, 
the loneliness and constant danger at these outposts, and the 
greater severity of climate and bareness of the landscape
all of these things made such military duty distasteful; and 
especially to sensitive souls such as Wu Chang, officer of the 
guard. 

To him the exile seemed long and almost unendurable. 
When at last the end of his assignment approached and he 
was able to entertain t11oughts of home, of love satisfied, of 
those daily joys of home which, simple as they are, serve 
to furnish life with glints of true gold-all these emotions 
together with those engendered by the gladness of reunion 
with a young and much adored wife--Wu Chang had poured 
forth from time to time in simple yet heartfelt verse. For 
it must not be thought iliat soldiers are as insensitive as the 
machinery of warfare by which, upon the call of duty, they 
must deal out death to foes. 

Wu Chang upon his return to the capital by chance became 
acquainted with our friend Lin Chu, the young poet who 
had won the favor of ilie Emperor. Wu Chang, in moments 
of leisure, was fond of hearing his friend chant to the soft 
strains of the lute his poetic rhapsodies. One day, at the 
close of such a poetic exercise, Wu Chang as if beside him
self seized ilie lute and began to chant some ot his own 
poems. His friend listened with pleasure and amazcmenL 
In all these months of friendship Lin Chu had no idea that 
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this severe-looking military person was at heart a poet. How 
true that the Muse may strike fire in ilie most unusual places! 

.,. 

Wu Chang, at the invitation of his friend began to attend 
some of the Master's discourses. He was o~erwhelmed with 
embarra~sment _one day when Lin Chu, upon the occasion 
of.~ lull m the dJScussions of the Master, spoke up as follows: 

Ma_st~r, you have been so kind to me as a poet and so 
appre~iative ?f my humble verses that I beg to make you 
ac~uamte? w~t~ the fact that our new friend, Wu Chang, in 
spite of his nulitary career is a poet of high merit." 

Wu Chang bl~shed and felt as if he wished the ground 
would swallow ~im up._ For unlike most poets he was very 
bashful_ about his poetic creations and had never revealed 
them. hitherto-except on that one occasion when a momen
tary .impulse had impelled him to declaim some of his verses 
to Lm Chu. 

"Well," said the Master-"we are happy to add another 
poet to our gro~p. As I have told you before, I consider 
poetry as the h!ghest expression of the human soul. Will 
you not be so kmd as to chant for us some of your poems 
Wu Chang?" ' 

"P~~on m~, Master, bu: this I could never bring myself 
to . do, exc~~m1ed the officer, with that decisive manner 
\~hich the military affect. "Lin Chu should never have men
tl?ned my poetry here," he added, looking severely at his 
fnend who blushed and remained silent. 

But the Master came to Lin Chu's assistance. "No do 
not ~lame your young friend, Wu Chang. It is but natural 
that _if he loves your poetry he should wish to have it more 
publicly presented. For poems that never see the light of 
day llllght as _well never be born. As it is the function of 
fl?wers ~o delight the eye with their beauty and the nostrils 
with their fragrance, so it is the function of poetry to delight 
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the ear with its melodic and harmonious expressions. And 
I will warrent that because of the very disparity between 
your vocation and your inner longings, your poems arc un
usually ardent, Wu Chang." 

Wu Chang did not reply to this insinuation. And the 
Master, perceiving that now was not the time to pry this 
militarist into poetic declamation, smilingly added, "But we 
will not urge you further, Wu Chang. Perhaps upon some 
other occasion you will be willing to pleasure our ears 
with the e11phonics of your creative and poetic lines." 
And with this, the Master turned the discussion to another 
subject. 

But the Master did not despair of hearing Wu Chang's 
verses. He had hinted that upon some other occasion Wu 
Chang's poetic force might flow more freely. And this 
matter was not left to chance. For a few weeks later Wu 
Chang found himself invited, together with Lin Chu, to an 
intimate gathering at the Emperor's Pavilion of Spring. This 
was a beloved retreat of the Emperor's, especially used in 
moonlit nights of spring such as this was. 

Here-surrounded with the silver radiance of moonlight, 
in the midst of a balmy and fragrant atmosphere such as only 
April with its warmth of blossoms can impart-a group 
of young poets and musicians now found themselves gathered 
together. And among them, as the guest of honor, sat the 
Master himself. 

Verse after verse was sung to the tinkling tones of the 
lute as the evening flowed by. Wine joined with song and 
moonlight to make the joyousness complete. Finally the 
Emperor himself took up his own precious jewel-studded 
lute and chanted some verses which he had composed. 
The verses, though not of the best, were distinctly good 
and deserved the praise that followed. 

Now sitting back, the Emperor turned to Wu Chang and 
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said, "My friend, I am told that you have written some 
excellent poetry regarding a love that illumined months of 
exile and made joyous the return of the hero. Pray sing us 
these verses!" and with that the Emperor handed his own lute 
to Wu Chang. 

How could the warrior-poet refuse this request on the 
part of his Liege Lord? Especially after the Emperor had 
deigned to recite some of his own poetic compositions. 
Furthermore, all eyes were turned expectantly toward Wu 
Chang and a dozen voices urged him on: "Yes, it is your 
tum now, Wu Chang." 

Well, after all, this is not a hardship, thought Wu Chang. 
I have been through many worse ordeals. And so, fortifying 
himself with another sip of the heady wine, Wu Chang 
strummed a few delicate notes on the Emperor's lute and 
recited the following verses composing a poetic narrative: 

THE DEPARTURE 

The horses neigh. The warriors are leaving
Wives, mothers, children weeping at the reins; 
The wailing of the crowd drowns martial music. 
Our destiny, to march and hide our pains. 

A 

THAT LAST NIGHT! 

Do you recall that too-sweet farewell night? 
For the last time we sat as man and wife, 
Sharing our wine. We were brave, we did not weep. 
But for us, in tears, the candles shed their life. 

A 

MILITARY SERVICE 

l sit, l stand, I watch for enemies
This is a tedious life! But even worse, 
There is a vacancy that naught can fill, 
A pang for memory faintly to rehearse. 
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LONELINESS 

You in the homeland, visiting with friends; 
I guarding the Jade Pass, lonely and worn. 
Could I by magic be a moment with you, 
It might help mend my heart with grief so torn. 

A 

NEW YEAR'S DAY 

Tomorrow is "New Year's," and I apart 
From you some thousand leagues! You, while I rove, 
Bum incense at Fo's altar. Thanks! But also, dear, 
Burn in your heart, for me, the incense of your love/ 

A 

DREAMS? 

De,ir, if I fall amidst the fleeing Huns 
Giving my life in vows to crush the foe, 
My yearning soul would rise from crumbling bones 
And on dream-wings, where you lie sleeping, go. 

A 

TILL MEMORY SWOONS 

Memory is crepuscular. It loves 
To dwell on sunset peaks, and lonely moons 
That glow and set. So memory, for me, 
Dwells on your glowing love, till memory swoons. 

A 

WHY So MUTE! 

Harp of my heart, your strings are strangely mute. 
You used to play sweet melancholy themes, 
But now you stand inept against the wall. 
Where is that poignant music, and those dreams! 

A 

DESOLATE 

I lean on Love, and limp my way to bed. 
I lie awake and make up words that rhyme. 
I try to fancy you beside me here, 
But find no warmth to pass so cold a time. 
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WHAT Is Tms LovE 

What is this love, that fain would banish sleep? 
I lie awake all night and dream of thee; 
And when the dawn breaks in the rosy east, 
My heart is sad because it lacks love's fee! 

A 

SWEET ILLUSION 

I went to sleep sad and depressed. I dreamed-
0 glorious illusion! You lay 
Beside me, filled my soul with ;oy; 
We dwelt in Paradise till break of day! 

A 

WITHOUT THEE! 

I watch the geese fly south; and des0late, 
The autumn leaves fall one by one. I see 
No joy in nature, no sunshine in the sky. 
There are no aatumn beauties without thee. 

A 

LONELINESS IN SPRING 

Do you remember how we watched the snow 
Give place to blossoms of the peach and pear, 
And saw the breath of spring rejoice the willows? 
The thought of these is more than I can bear/ 

/;. 

BEREFT 

Soon the frail leaves will bud upon the trees, 
Spring symphony of pastel shades; again 
The pulse of Natnre's heart will be renewed. 
But you will sing, alone, love's old refrain. 

/;. 

I HEAR You CALL 

At last a struggling Spring warms the bleak North. 
Thi! pear is white with blossoms; which, as they fall, 
A fragrant breeze wafts sou1hward and towards thee. 
Even in the thrushes' song I seem to hear you call. 

81 
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PEACHBl.OSSOM 

Peachblossom petals fall within the, pool; 
This means that sprirJg is on. its verdant way. 
But what to me is beauly of the spring 
With you not here to share each precious day! 

A 

SPRING GOES AMISS 

Your eyes on me, your hand in mine-I dream, 
In border-loneliness, of such a bliss. 
ln the third moon we used to sit beneath 
Plum blossoms. Now my Spring goes all amiss. 

REMEMBRANCE 

Back in Ch'ang An perhaps a crescent moon is showing 
Its delicate beauty athwart the we/item sky; 
And mulberries are ripening beneath. their leaves, 
Nature is happy, all responds to joy, save you and I. 

A 

TfiE SPRING MOON 

I'm free from duty for the nonce. I sit 
Beneath the fragrant rays of the fourth moon, 
And play my lute and sing, and dream of thee. 
Ah, dearest, pray that my retum be soon! 

A 

HoMlI AGAIN 

The appointed Twelfth Month h4ppily arrived, 
The long journey ended, and my service done, 
Spring were more fitting jor our reioined love, 
But what are seasons if fat hearts be ofle? 

A 

BODY OR SPIRIT 

Again we lie tQgether as of yore, 
Wrapped in the f rqgrant sen ti ency of flesh. 
Such delights the body from the soul inherits; 
Fot body still the spitit must enmesh . 
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AT LAST! 

In this reunion there's a bliss supreme/. 
Our spirits seem to mingle into one, 
And bestow Upon our love a-radiation, 
A glory and a softness, like the sun. 

A 

ISLES OF THE :8LEST 

Love 111ust be greater than this world, must last 
Beyond, Is there some Island of the Biest 
To which true lovers go--those who have known 
Fidelity and joy, on every plane expressed? 

0 HAPPY MOON! 

How rare the scene/ The full moon rides the sky, 
Gleaming through- green spray of yon pine; 
The breeze and stream make music in the air, 
With you beside me, what a joy is minef 

A 

THE HOMING· HOUR 

What to me are a hundred matters of state? 
I leave them all, each paper and dusry tome; 
And in the dewey coolness of the dusk, 
Re;oice as I wend my way to you--and home. 

A 

MOTION 

To live is love. For without love, life stays 
A stagnant pool unstirred within its depth. 
The springs of life are fed from lofty skies; 
And the air of heaven is 01.u very breath. 

'JLLIMlT ABLENESS 

You implore the Starry lovers· to keep firm, 
Sincere, and everlasting· this bright love of ours-
Destiny's fi11r gift. Then I need only pray 
That my love match the illimitableness of yours. 

83 
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LOVE'S PRAYER 

Lord Fo, exalt our love and lift it up 
To ever greater heights of joy and faith! 
May its warmth the fogs of life dispel, 
Its magic power vitalize each breath. 

Long as was the recital of this poetry sequence, it seemed 
but a moment to the audience that lent ears to it. Wu Chang 
had a rich baritone voice and his declamation of his verses 
was as beautiful as· the verses themselves. The Emperor 
and all the others were enraptured. 

"What a discovery!" exclaimed the Emperor, as Wu 
Chang chanted his last verse and gently set down his lute, 
as reluctant now to cease from his poetic flow as he bad 
at first been reluctant to commence it. He could not help 
but feel the high success of his recital. Inwardly there had 
been the dawning consciouness of a new power, and out
wardly the rapt attention of the little audience which had 
hung breathless upon every word. 

"Yes, we have made a great discovery!" repeated the 
Emperor. "It is like a new star rising and glowing over the 
horizon!" 

It was fortunate that Wu Chang was at heart a modest 
man, or he might have become too elated at the high praise 
which the Emperor continued to pour forth, a praise in 
which the others joined. 

"We shall have no more poetry tonight," said the Emperor, 
fmally rising. "We shall let Wu Chang be the climax of 
the evening. But we shall promise ourselves many future 
evenings of such pleasure." 

And as Wu Chang was making his ceremonial farewell 
the Emperor added a remark which brought an amazed 
and amazing joy to the soldier-poet. 

"Wu Chang," he said, placing a hand upon his shoulder, 
"the Imperial Court desires t0 show its gratitude to you. And 
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this shall be your reward-that you will never again be 
dispatched for duty to the lonely marches. We pledge our 
imperial word never again to separate you from your beloved,. 
whom you have so immortalized in your poetry." 

Wu Chang could hardly believe his ears, nor could he· 
contain himself for joy. Restraining his exuberance and 
making his acknowledgment of unbounded gratitude to the· 
Emperor, he managed to make his departure with all due 
propriety. 

A 

All the way home Wu Chang's heart was almost bursting 
with joy. And when he at last arrived in the presence of his 
beloved, he broke through the usual bounds of mature 
decorum and with the eagerness of a little boy told her all 
that had occurred. It was a glorious moment for them both. 

"And the Master," said his wife finally, when all the events 
of the evening had been joyously narrated. "Did you thank 
him, too?" 

"For what?" asked Wu Chang, a little surprised. 
"Why, my slow-witted husband, who do you suppose

engineered all this? How did it happen that the Emperor gave 
such a party, that you were there as a guest, and that you 
were invited to declaim your poems?" 

A light suddenly dawned upon Wu Chang. Now he saw it 
all. "Yes, you are right!" he exclaimed. "Now I recall with 
what significance the Master looked at me a month ago-when 
I was too bashful to recite my poetry-and said, 'Well, per
haps on some other occasion you will be willing to do so.' " 

"You see? And this was the occasion which he 
undoubtedly had in mind and which he has now brought to 
pass. We owe all our new-found felicity to him." 

"What a man! This Master!" exclaimed Wu Chang. "I 
am held in bonds of eternal gratitude to him." 
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"Yes, we both are!". echoed his beloved. And as with these 
words she pressed her lips to his, we may assume that 
herewith the conversation ended. 
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Meditation 
ON ONE occAsroN Shin Li, favorite disciplt~ 111' tlw 1\111~11•1', 

had a rare boon. He came upon the Maslcr l1y l'li:.111 P 11•1 ht' 
was meditating under a peach tree in the hln~;•11,111 111,u, or 
Spring. Other trees besides the peach were in hlo•,•111111, whir!, 
petals melting into pink; and here and there th:il 11<•11 or 
brilliant crimson blossoms later to be called in Chrhli,111 l1111ds 
the Judas tree. Only the willows had leaved out, 111111 their 
gentle drooping foliage harmonized softly with the dclil;alo 
bloom of the fruit trees. 

Shin Li, perceiving his Master to be in deep meditation, 
was about to withdraw ~n the Master suddenly turned his 
eyes toward him and beckoned to him. 

"Come here, Shin Li, and sit down. I became aware you 
were here. This is a good opportunity for me to communicate 
to your understanding heart some of the secrets of my 
relationship with the Tao which I have never yet seen fit to 
discuss with my followers as a group. I have not long to 
live ... " 

At these last words Shin Li held up his hands in dep
recation. "Master, that last statement I cannot believe! 
Your countenance is ruddy, your health perfect. Surely the 
Tao will spare you for many more years in order that you 
may impart to us your wisdom!" 

The Master, turning a smile of loving indulgence toward 
his favorite disciple, remarked quietly: "Nevertheless, it is 
true that I feel my earthly end approaching. As for imparting 
more wisdom to you all, life is too short to impart all the wis
dom of the Tao. Nor could humanity at present receive it. 
Moreover there are many truths which mere words as yet fail 
to impart. 

"Yes. I must, in the plan of Destiny, soon leave you. But 
you will go on, I hope, acquiring truth-which the Tao can 
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impart to you as to me if you will open your mind and heart 
to Its behest and gentle urgings. 

"That is why I am glad you are here with me now. I wish 
to leave with you, if possible, the understanding of Tao and 
the close relationship with the Tao which can come to one 
only by means of meditation in the midst of Nature's glowing 
life and beauty. 

"Look around you. Drink in the beauty of Nature. Feel 
the life-force throbbing in every tree and shrub, in the songs 
of the birds, in the glint of sunshine on the grass. 

"It is the Tao which is this life-force. The Tao is the 
Essence of all things-the background of existence from 
which all life-forms have sprung. 

"But the Tao is more even than this life-force. The Tao is 
a Purpose. And this Purpose is Perfection. When we are 
endeavoring to act rightly, when we are striving after 
perfection, we are fulfilling the Purpose of the Tao for us. If 
we let the Tao envelope us, flow through us, it will aid us in 
our striving for Perfection. For the Tao wants us to be per
fect. And in striving to be perfect we are therefore fulfilling 
the will of Heaven. And in all this, the Tao is our guide and 
sustainer." 

The Master ceased speaking for the moment. Nor did Shin 
Li break the silence. Both sat in rapt thought of the Tao. 
The humming of bees, the soft fragrance of the spring, the 
caressing warmth of the sun seemed to hold more power over 
the mind and heart of each than any words could do. 

The Master was the first to break the silence. "It is well, 
my son. You have, I see, learned the first lesson of 
communion with the Tao. Such communion begins in silence 
and ends in silence, What thoughts fill your mind in this 
studied silence will be the flowing-to-you of the Tao. I had 
rather your mind and soul would be filled with these fragrant, 
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these vitalizing and creative ideas, than that they should be 
filled with my mere words. 

"I have now accomplished what I desired to do. I have 
shown you how to commune with the Tao. And you must 
keep on practising this communion until you are prepared to 
teach it to your fellow disciples. And realize this, Shin Li, that 
you cannot through mere words teach them this Cosmic art. 
You must be able to communicate to them somehow the deep 
experiences of your soul. And there are times when silence 
does this better than speech." 

"Thank you, dear Mast~ have just learned the truth of 
what you say-that silence can teach even better than words. 
And I shall try to put into practise what you have taught me." 

The Master arose and Shin Li hastened also to his feet. 
The Master, taking his disciple in his arms, embraced him 
tenderly. Then he said: 

"It is well. I am prepared to go. The Tao will still be 
among you. Its Universal Spirit will instruct you all, provided 
you empty yourselves of those trivialities and useless 
conventions which fill to the brim the minds of most men. Be 
as a little child. Look, listen, learn. And above all, love!" 

~ 
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The Departure of The Master 
ONE AFTERNOON late in autumn the little group assembled as 
usual. The Master was not occupying his accustomed seat in 
the garden, nor did he appear from his cottage even after all 
the guests had assembled. And this was strange, because it 
was his custom to be on hand to give a kindly greeting to each 
guest. 

There arose some discussion about the situat10n, tinged 
with a bit of apprehension. "Perhaps the Master is ill!" said 
Ling Po. "Why not delegate someone to go to his pavilion 
and find out?" 

Shin Li, disciple of long standing and a favorite of the 
Master~s, was thus delegated. He went to the entrance of the 
pavilion and knocked upon the door. Receiving no answer 
he went inside. Soon he appeared again and returned to the 
group with puzzled and anxious expression. "The Master is 
not there 1" he exclaimed. 

A hush fell upon the group. What could this mean? A 
babble of voices began to arise. And in the discussion that 
followed Shin Li suddenly recalled that recent statement of 
the Master ( which Shin Li at the time had refused to believe), 
"I have not long to live." 

Shin Li had mentioned to no one, hitherto, this foreboding 
on the part of the Master. But now the time had come when 
he must report it to the group. 

"A few days ago I happened to be alone with the Master," 
he said. "In the talk that arose between us he remarked that 
he had not long to live. I could not give credence to his 
statement, for at that moment he looked as young and hearty 
as ever. But is it possible that this culmination of a great and 
glorious career has at last taken place?" 

"But if the Master is deceased, where is his august body?" 
queried Li Po. 
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"Why not make inquiry in the neighborhood?" suggested 
the ever"-practical Ling Po. 

This idea seemed reasonable. Twtf of the disciples were 
delegated to proceed in opposite directions • in the 
neighborhood to make inquiries about the Master. The other 
disciples remained plunged in gloom, too anxious to even talk. 

The first disciple returned after an absence of half an hour 
to report that he had found n.:tu.e. The second returned a 
few moments later with news boilrvaluable and disconcerting. 

"The Master," he reported, "was seen early this morning, 
at about ~unrise, to be making his way staff in hand along the 
route. leading to the summit of the Sacred Mountain." 

"That's fine!" said Ling Po. ''It is a_siinple matter. The 
Master, this fine day, became seized with inclination to make 
a holiday excursion on the Sacred Mountain which he loves 
so well. He will probably return by dusk." 

"No," said Shin Li, who knew the Master's ways. "It is not 
like the Master to neglect his class. There is something of 
deeper import than this in his actions." 

"Well, what is it then?" asked Ling Po, a little impatiently. 
"'We must not make a mountain out of a mole-hill." 

"This is no mole-hill!" sai4 Shin Li, seriously. 
"Well, what can we do about it?" 
Shin Li thought a rno'ment. "We can do nothing about it 

just now," he at last replied. "It is getting dark and we had 
best each return home. But let us gather together here on the 
morrow. And if the Master is still absent we had better search 
the mountain path for him." 

This plan was approved· by the group, who then separated 
for the night. Early the next morning all were present in the 
Master's garden, but the Master was neither there nor in his 
pavilion. Nor had he been seen by any neighbor. 
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The whole group then started up the mountain side. No 
one would remain behind when the Master might be in 
danger-fallen over some rough ledge, lost and wandering, 
or perhaps a prey to some wild animal. 

But though they searched the mountainside clear up to its 
august summit-seldom visited by aught but clouds or mist
they could find no trace of the Master, either then or 
afterwhile. He had gone out of their lives as mysteriously as 
he had come in, leaving no trace save in their hearts. 

"This little group must not become separated," exclaimed 
the merchant Ling Po, when it finally was apparent that they 
would not see the Master again. "Let us meet here regularly. 
And let us choose some one of the group to be our leader." 

This plan appealed to all, and Shin Li was the one selected 
to continue in the footsteps of the Master-a task which he 
worthily performed. For with due humility-knowing his 
incapacity to actually fill the place of the Master-he hit upon 
the scheme of opening these philosophical subjects to a 
general discussion. And these symposiums were so well 
conducted by him that they were continued throughout his 
life-time; and, as some say, for generations later. 

And the Emperor-who was not to be outdone by the 
loyalty and generosity of Ling Po the merchant-prince
himself erected later, around and inclosing the humble 
pavilion of the Master, a magnificent pavilion of regal beauty 
to enshrine his memory. And this the Emperor named: "The 
Pavilion of Wisdom." 

And whether or not the Master had attained immortality 
by being translated from this earth-as some of his followers 
came to believe-it is certain that he attained an immortal in
fluence over the hearts of his followers and of their descen
dents. And his teachings continued to exert for many centuries 
a benign influence over the whole Kingdom. 




