EADEM SED ALITER:*
“Pastoral”” Idyl and Vanitas in
Late Chinese Fiction and Verse ¥

J. L. Crump

PartI — The Idyll

Chapter Ten of the Hsi-yu Chi ( PE¥#3C ) opens with an interesting
interlude which, because Waley left most of the verses in Hsu-yu Chi
untranslated in his Monkey, has largely gone unnoticed by the English
reader. This interlude, a kind of literary stereotype, is the subject of the
first half of this paper, and in order to make clear what I want to discuss
later, I have appended a somewhat shortened translation of it below.
Though -it is, on balance, an extended idyll, there are so many Taoist
preoccupations incorporated in it that I have had recourse to a gaggle of
upper-case letters (with their explanations in a footnote) to draw the
reader’s attention to the scattered parts of the Taoist Complex:’

(Hsi-yu Chi 10)

Now it happened that outside the city of Ch’ang-an on the banks of
the Ching river there were two worthy men (|lj A ); one a fisherman
known as Chang Shao, the other a woodcutter called Li Ting. The two wete
“graduates who had never sat for the examinations” and learned soothsayers
in their own right.?

One day in Ch’angan, after the one had disposed of his burden of
firewood and the other had sold his pannier of fish, they went to a

* “The same thing in a different way"': Schopenhauer’s motto for all of history.
t This article is a revised version of one chapter from the author’s unfinished work,
SONGS FROM XANADU: Essays on Yiian Dynasty san-chu.




wineshop and drank until pleasantly aglow. Then, each with a jugin hand
they slowly walked back toward their homes.

“Brother Li,” said the fisherman at length, “since ‘he who fights for
fame loses himself,” ‘he who struggles for profit dies untimely,” ‘he who
accepts honors is sleeping with a tiger,” and “he who gains privilege walks
with a viper in his robe,’ B it appears to me that none of them is as well
off as we who travel the ‘clear waters and the green mountains,” happy with
little and content with our lot.”E

“Exactly so, Brother Chang,” replied the woodsman, “but your ‘clear
rivers’ are not as desirable as my ‘green mountains,” ”

“Aah, no! It is your ‘green mountains’ which cannot compare with my
‘clear waters’ and I have a lyric to the pattern of Tieh-lien-hua { ¥ 8 78 )
to prove it: '

So tiny the shallow boat
c In all that mist and wave
Peaceful; riding its lonely sail.
The Voice of Hsi-shih® coils ‘round it.
Washed of worries, cleansed of cares
‘[ For fortune or for famous deeds,
Leisurely I gather water-pepper fruits
And for my mat I harvest reeds..
‘Wheeling specks of sandguils;
How they rejoice in their Way.
A willowed bank, a reedy bend,
c . The happy laugh of wives and children.
Waking from a peaceful sleep
-{ .1 find the wind and waves have died —
. As have worries over glory; shame and pride.”

HMESERA/D, BRILE, BREBEH,
BEELARD , RETUFNE .,
EERWBERE, IREE , ETRESR.
—BEERRE , BREEEEY .

“Brothe;, Thave a stanza of the same Tieh-lien-hua as proof that your
waters are not the equal of my hills,” replied the woodsman:




“Clouds and forest are all of a piece
As powdery pine blossoms bloom full.
In the silence hear the finch —

His clever tongue a flute. V

Reds grow sparse as greens fatten —
The light has changed again

Straight on comes Fall

With all its changes.
Chrysanthemums grow spicy
And wonderful to touch.

Snatched here by some giant hand
Swiftly comes deep winter’s snow.
I journey every season

And no man tells me how.”

ER—-BREH , RERR , TETHnHRE

HLESREEER , RAREXEH,

RERERBE B, BEE , BEtR.,
REBRIIE, BEEREALT,

“But, brother woodsman, the living to be got from your hills is not
the equal of my rivers and lakes. Ihave a stanza of Che-ku T'ien ( BB#EXK)

to prove it:

Cc

{

This cloud-and-water faery land —

From here my daily bread will come.

Ship the sweeps and crosswise strand

My little boat and I am home. )

Fish fresh-sliced. green-shell turtles steam;

A boiling pot of purple crab

And the small red shrimp that fill the stream.

. With —

Green reed shoots,

Lily roots,

Caltrops' and ‘crane-heads;’
Tastier still, ’
Full-grown lotus, arrowroot,
Whitebird buds,

And watercress,

And river-dill.”




BB EE , REBAERE,
EORREE, EREERIE.,
FEE, ATE, BASEETE,
BRZESEN, EESTABXIE,

“No, your living can not equal what I get from my hills, and I will
sing a stanza of Che-ku T'ien as proof:

C Your crabs and turtles cannot match
My salted pigeon, pickled doves —
My hare and deer and roebuck put to shame

" Your meagre catch.
c Cedrela’s leaves,
Melia roots,

Mountain tea and bamboo shoots.
The ripened plum, the apricot
Outside my gate

Mulberries, sweet,

And cinnamon, hot,

And sourdate.”

HESBBREX, BEREEAE
ERE , HHF , TELFETS,
SEEFURE TR, TR BRI

& . * %

“Good, brother woodsman,” said Chang the fisherman, “I think it’s
proven: '

‘We sing our subtle song and rime our rime
Without a clapper made from sandlewood
Or golden jug for wine,’ '

But it’s one thing to sing a few stanzas of #zu on any subject whatever —
that’s no feat—but suppose we alternate with linked lines to show everyone
that the wooductter and the fisherman can swap verses with the best of
them?”

“Excellent, brother fisher, a marvelous idea; you start the chain.”*




(Fish,) . My boat rests in the misty waves and green waters.
{ (Wood.) My home lies in the deep hills amid the wilds. .
. EXTY
(Fish.) My angle and my net will sustain my old age.
E (Wood.) My carrying pole, my binding cord will see me to my grave,
. wk%k
(Fish.)  The jousting fields of lips and tongue must do
D { ‘ without my talents.
(Wood.) Shores of the Sea of Right-and-Wrong will lack
my footprints.
*%k%
(Fish.) I hide my traces, flee the world, play the fool.
A&G (Wood.) I conceal my name, forget my title and play the
deaf-and-dumb.
k&%
 (Fish.)  Who casts his hook for fishes must
H Remove himself from the World of Dust
(Wood.) To beé a woodcutter is to be
Halfway to immortality
®kk

C. T. Hsia is the only scholar I know who has pointed out the
Woodcutter and the Fisherman to Westem readers. In his Classic Chinese
Novel (p. 120), he remarks:

In adapting this portion of the early Hsi-yu Chi, Wu Ch’eng-en has retained
Chang Shao as a fisherman but made Li Ting into a woodcutter.”  Both
are'presented as lettered countrymen so that they can carry on a poetic
debate about the relative advantages and disadvantages of their callings.
A staple in the pastoral literature of the European Renaissance, such debates

are not uncommon in Ming fiction. In Feng-shen-yen-i (The investiture of
the gods), a historical fantasy contemporaneous with Hsi-yu-Chi,We find a
fisherman and a woodcutter pointedly referring to. their  mnyersation as

yu-ch’iac wen-ta (dialogue between fisherman and woodcutter),

Certainly Hsia meant to indicate that we have in this little scene something
from Chinese literature which is congruent with the pastoral idyll in Westem
tradition; and this, it appears to me, is a'much more important point to
make than the possible similarity in form between the -debates in
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Theocritus’ Idyllium (or later pastorals) and the debate aspect® of this scene
between the fisherman and the woodcutter. Debates in Westém pastorals
are, after all, simply matters of form, whereas the pastoral idyll and its
immense appeal goes to the very roots of human emotions.??

Disregarding the “debate” aspect, it appears to me that the golden
precincts of one Arcady or another have generated or have been generated
by powerful yearnings in men all over the world {at least for as long as men
have immured themselves in cities). The impulse, the yearnings, are as
archetypal as the vision of a “locus amoenus” which has spawned countless
Utopias (or eutopias) and sent men on incredible journeys (mental
and geographical) to discover if what they could conceive of in their minds
actually existed or could be made to exist somewhere. Such complexes
are intricately melded with visions of a “golden age” (where not only the
place but the times were Utopian), and the “innocent Eden” is, if anything,
more nearly archetypal than the other two. These impulses all seem so
fundamentally human that if some form of them did not appear in Chinese
poetry it would be as strange as finding that English peetry had never
known the pastoral impulse. As W. W. Greg says,

The fiction [of a golden age]no doubt answered some need in human
nature. . . {and comprehends] that outburst of pastoral song which sprang
from the yearning of the tired soul to escape . . . to. alife of simplicity and
innocence from the bitter luxury of the court and the menial bread of
princes.

(Pastoral Poetry and Pastoral Drama, p. 6)

He also comments (Joc. ¢it. note) with considerable acumen that:

The tendency to form an ideal picture of his own youth is common to
both mankind and man. The romance of childhood is the dream with which
age consoles itself for the disillusionments of life,

The pastoral’s. . . importance is to be sought in the fact that the form is

the expression of instinct and impulses deep rooted in the nature of
humanity. . .. (p. 2)

Grant me, if you will {as I think Frye and other myth critics would),

that the Chinese have, in this idyllium of the Woodcutter and Fisherman,
tapped currents from the same kind of mythic dynamo that generated
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Western pastoral poetry. Let us agree that this idyll and its ilk* occupy in
Chinese literature and emotion a place similar, in all broad measurements,
to the pastoral. The question then arises: why should the two figures of

Fisherman and Woodcutter occupy in China the same place as the shepherd

in the West?

This much is obvious at the.outset: the intensive and sedentary
. agriculture of China made any kind of herdsman a rarity. He might thereby
have been all thé more appealing (his very rarity cloaking him with romantic
possibilities) save for the fact that though in the Mediterranean world
(even in the areas of intense agriculture) the herdsman supplied many good
things—cheese, nourishing forms of milk and yoghurt, and wool—in China,
the nearest herdsmen were true outlanders, “barbarians,” who not only
had outlandish costumes but who fed upon the secretions of animals—
cheeses! sour milk! curds! And they wore the fur (wool) of their charges
instead of weaving clothes from silk and cotton as did “normal” men.

The herdsman as a possible central figure for a Chinese “pastoral”
idyll was so handicapped at the start that he never stood 2 chance.” But
whiat of the farmer? Bucolic poetry East and West always pays him passing
respect; but the peasant and his grinding toil was too much a present fact
with the writer of such verse in China to bulk very large in his idylls.? The
peasant was pinned to the land, its taxes and exactions, in an all too obvious
way, and was totally at the mercy of Nature—who proved to be (more often
than not) utterly merciless. Since those who wrote idylls were usually
of a Taoist persuasion (either temporary or permanent), they viewed
“nature” as something with which man should be a unity—or believed they
did, at any rate—and the farmer was far too often only a hostage to
nature’s .caprices.

There seems to have been one occupation, however, fishing, which
appealed greatly to poets and painters. In large part, it must be admitted,
the .appeal was possible precisely because most of them had never
had anything like first hand experience with earning a living capturing
something so fickle as fish. In some respects, fishing is more maddeningly
at the mercy of the weather than farming: the sporadic and inexplicable
appearance and disappearance of his livelihood has made the fisherman the

* See Appendix for two san ch’ii which place these characters in a kind of paradise.
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most talisman-bound and superstitious of men. - This is true even of the
sports-fisherman. ‘

Those are the negative aspects of the trade;but they were disregarded,
and to the poet, the fisherman and his ways have a powerful appeal'—ﬁrst,_
i1 imagine, because of his utter independence. In the snug microcosm
of his boat® (note that his selfsufficiency is alluded to twice in the excerpt
I've translated), he was at home on the vast formlessness of water. He had
but to moor the vehicle of his trade to turn it instantly into his dwelling.
The Fisherman was completely mobile in a2 seciety almost insanely
preoccupied with a person’s place of registration and the propriety of his
remaining there. There can be little doubt that fishermen who had no
pied-g-terre were either low in social status or had none at all, but this only
served to make them still more the envy of poets, some of whom carried
their status about with them as one might carry a ball and chain,

~ Furthermore, to the intelligentry, blissfully ignorant of the
complexities of fishing rights (either traditional or legal), the fisherman
seemed at liberty to go anywhere and cultivate to his own purposes the vast,
watery garden of China’s lakes and rivers. The poet saw him (often from
a boat which was carrying the poet far from home or the capital and toward
duties which he might very well not wish to take up) fishing with impunity
close to the river gazebo of the most powerful local official, or far out in
the wilds with equal impunity in swamps which would swallow him alive
if it were not for the almost effortless access and egress offered him by his
small boat. The fisherman’s mobility was his hedge against famine—if
fish were not to be had here, he went there—unlike the peasant who starved
to.death where he was, or joined other hapless famine refugees in what was
usually a futile flight to somewhere not so afflicted.’® I am also of the
opinion that the startling abundance (in schools and migratory runs of fish)
to which the fisherman was sometimes heir, often made the latter an object
of some envy. Fishermen, in addition, ate as a matter of course many
delicacies that landlubbers can have had rarely and then only at great
expense—the blue or mud crab, the little river shrimp and bivalves of all
kinds—because of the nearly insoluble problem of transporting such
perishables in traditional China. These -actualities played some part in
placing our Fisherman in a locus amoenys; and it should be kept in mind
also that the intelligentry frequently favored fishing as a kind of
contemplative sport (if we are to believe their writings) and so knew

8



something of the fisherman’s satisfactions: satisfactions all the more
attractive since the poet could easily be in but not of that world.

In contrast to the fair number of actual (as opposed to poetic or
legendary) attractions of the fisherman’s life, the Woodcutter seems less
well endowed. To be sure, his life also embodied a certain self-sufﬁciency;
he made his way into and out of places othets feared and avoided, and, one
supposes, could eam a livelihood even while living in such isolated spots.
He too seemed free to move about as he pleased and would, among other -
things, be much more difficult to tax than the peasant, who was always
found on his farm. I can imagine that it took a very doughty tax collector -
indeed to seek out the woodsman, who would more often be abroad than
at home, but who, when at home, had about him the instruments of his
trade—a match for any weapon except the crossbow. The woodsman
probably had more informal commerce with the local bandits and scofflaws
in hiding than anyone else, and could poach more readily what local game
there was. I can see that, to the city dweller and inte]lectgal, he might
present an image of sturdy independence which was to be envied. On the
other hand, I doubt the intelligentry throughout their lives had much to do
with woodcutters at all; certainly one never went woodcuiting as he might
go fishing for recreation or contemplation!

No, the presence of the Woodcutter in our Chinese Pastoral must be
accounted for almost entirely by poetic and transcendental traditions
(which I treat next), unlike the Fisherman whose actual occupation may
well have had some reallife appeal for the only person who could put him
in this idyllic settmg—the literary man.

To demonstrate the kind of half-romantic, unagmary identification
possible between the Fisherman and the poet, let me insert here two #z %
(lyrics) to the pattern “Fisherman’s song” (# %+, Yii Ko-tzu)" by Mao
Hsi-chen (ﬂ 947).

Ch'u’s blue hill,

The Hsiang’s green stream

In the spring wind’s capi"ice -
Ah, who could ever look his fill?"
Grasses, dense green;

Flowers, full bloom,

From the fisherman’s boat




The sound of his song trails the sound of his oar.
Where he wills it will float.

When his lines are in

He turns his boat

And sailing down moonlight he will come

To Crooked Bend and home ——

Where wine fills his beaker,

Cooksmoke his room,

And no sign exists

Of the honors and insults of men.

BULE, WAk SRETERRE.
BEF , REE .. RERRES.
EER, BER, NERARSESR .,
BRE, BRE, REAHSE,

I

Reed-flower Autumn,

Hsiac-Hsiang night.

The handsome sights of Chil-chou seen
Like painted landscapes on a screen.
In blue mist

Under full moon,

The fishing boat reels in its lines,
The river its homeland,

Rushes make its cabin,

Fish broth, plain rice;

Wine for the cup,

Books on the shelf,

No cares for fame or fortune

Hang in the heart.

RIERK , MWW . RNEEORE
BED,\AT IAEEEDE,
KRB, EfFe . RRBRTEEE,
BREE, BRE. ZRHLE,

There is no way of knowing whether these were done at anything like the

same time, but the point is clear, I believe, that the poet could as readily

write gbout the fisherman as he could in the persona of a fisherman, albeit a ,

learned one, enjoying a kind of dignified seclusion.' ’
Although I cannot find any such identification by a poet with the :
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woodcutter, it should be kept firmly in mind that from early times pure and
contemplative seclusion in the mountains was a kind of beau-idéal for the
scholar-official. And though relatively few of them retired to real
mountains or real solitude, the nearest neighbor (imagined or actual) to all
who struck the pose was the woodsman. The self-conscious and literate
recluse could hear his “axe ting in the forest” and his “song echo from
beyond the clouds,” and he wrote of it so often that such phrases became ’
accepted as pars pro toto for idealized rustic retirement.

To the member of a complex and perforce “artificial” society, the
simplicity of rural life and nature’s thythms has an enormous appeal; to
those who work daily with recalcitrant human beings and abstractions
(numbers representing other numbers which finally represent only words)
the thought of something so basic as manured earth has a power to evoke
superlativés out of all proporﬁon to rational response. (Arcady knows no
mosquitoes; no black-flies or schistosomes plague the river which “went
out of Eden to water the garden!”) So much is this the case, it seems, that
the boundaries of Arcady often change imperceptibly, waver and mingle

with. those of the Elysian Plains themselves. It would not surprise me to
find that the later Romans who read Theocritius’ Idyllium, written about
what he knew to be an actual Sicily, were half convinced that they
described one of the Islands of the Blest (Fortunae Insulae). So it comes to
pass that in later and more artificial pastorals, we find, not shepherds, not
simple country lasses, but satyrs, nymphs, Pan,* and sometimes God
Himself.

In a like fashion, the ideal of rustic withdrawal from worldly cares
cherished by the Chinese poet conflated with Taoist Paradises. -As in the
West, it is seldom clear whether the actual paradise is approachable by the
still living; but it is certain that simple folk wished it were so warmly that
Chinese Shangri-las during some ages could be given precise latitude and
longitude. In early times, as Wolfgang Bauer points out, these imaginary
map coordinates usually located paradise on an island, or in the mountains

%* Note that Beethoven labeled his Sixth Symphony the Pastoral, and his program
notes indicate clearly that he meant simply to evoke an idyllic landscape; but in
a new medium, Disney’s Fantasia promptly peoples it with demi-gods and a host of
fabulous creatures as charming as they are imaginary., What’s more, I don’t think
Beethoven would have objected in the least. '
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“far to the East” or in the K’unlun range.”® After the fall of the Han
dynasty, Taoist Paradises, while still retaining their favored location among
mountains, began to be situated in “worlds within caves” ( JH K @ Hi ,
tung-t'ien fu-ti; or W {ll IR , shen-hsien tungfu). It is just about this
time that the most famous of these places (which are neither quite of nor
precisely out ‘of this world) was captured in writing by the poet T’ao Ch’ien
in his “Peachblossom Fountain.” This most Chinese and most influential
locus amoenus is alluded to - and elaborated on throughout the rest of
Chinese literary history."* I am going to assume that the reader knows
that in the original the paradise was discovered by a fisherman sculling his
craft up a small stream while following floating peach petals to their source.
T’ao Ch’ien’s piece (prose introduction and verse) was composed sometime
between 365 and 427 A.D., which makes the fisherman our earliest guide to
paradise. The woodsman, however, is no Chang-san-come-lately either, for
he was already associated with one form of the cave-worlds at very nearly
the same time. The Shu-yi Chi (ST , 4th century A.D.?) contains this
story: ’

In the Hsin-an commandery there was a cave ( f;%¢, sl'u'h-sl'n'h).15 During
the Chin dynasty a certain woodcutier named Wang Chin came upon it
and saw two youths there playing chess. They gave him an object to eat-
which resembled a sourdate pit. When he ate it he no longer felt hunger,
He set his axe aside and sat to watch the lads play. Finally, one of them said
to him, “Your axe handle has crumbled away.” When Wang returned to
his village there was no one else of his generation still alive,

The legend may be found in any good Chinese encyclopedic
dictionary. I need hardly add that its Western counterpart can be found
under the heading of Rip Van Winkle in any good dictionary of American
literature. The association of a fisherman with some kind of wise,
mysterious solitude begins with the figure of Chiang T"ai-kung who fished
in the ‘Wei River while waiting for King Wu of Chou to seek him out; but
both the Fisherman and the Woodcutter had already become associated
with some sort of Taoist paradise in the Six Dynasties period. Though a
fisherman alone discovers the paradise beyond the Peach-blossom Foun-
tain in T"ao Ch’ien’s original, by the time of the T’ang dynasty a
woodcutter also shares in the knowledge of this Shangrila. T’ao Ch’ien’s
piece inspired (among many others)'® a “T’ao-hua Yiian Hsing” by Wang
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Wei (669-759). Below is my rendition of his version of the legend; note
particularly line 17.

10

15

20

The little fishing craft now following

The stream, in love with mountains clothed in Spring.
Both banks are lined with blooming peach

That close in slowly til they reach

An ancient ford. The dreaming fisher sees.

His course hemmed in by blushing trees,

And gazing, loses track of where he’s been,

Til all at once the trace of men .

Appears at the head of one clear stream.

BREBEKELE,
REREREE
AEIBRRE .
THFEREA

The cleft and narrow brook first seem.
Too small for him, and he must wade.
Then cliffs recede, and from a glade

A winding valley stretches out

Whose distant edge is hemmed about

With cloud-topped trees; but close at hand
Lie homes and cultivated land.

O BT R
I BRBR SR T2
EE—RRES o
FATREHET .-

Woodcutters first brought this world within—
Where men still wore the dress of Ch'in—
The surname of the House of Han.
But, some time within that span
They found their Wu-ling farmsto be
Beyond the world’s mortality.
EENEREL
BARWBER.
BALERER .
BRGNEHR .
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25

30

35

40

Beneath the moon, the pine, the mountain sky
Their peaceful dikes and houses lie.

At dawn from where men expect it least,

The calls and cries of barnyard beast.

RURTERS .
B EdgRE,

Now they hear a stranger’s come,

Each hopes to take him to his home

To ask him news of Court and State.

Each dawn they rise and sweep the gate;

Each dusk, the last of twilight’s gleam

Sees boats come home by peaceful stream.
B RREAE
THEEREN
WERERKA

At first they came here fleeing mortal strife,
But now they have attained Eternal Life,
The outside world won’t take them back again.
They know nothing of the world of men;
While men see only clouds and empty space\
Suspecting nothing of this hidden place.

NEBEHEAME,

ERIm R RE

B MEAE

HPEPEEL,

FERFHHMER .

The world is too much with the Fisherman;

‘His thoughts are homeward turned. He thinks hé can

Go back, return and find the cave again
When at last he leaves the world of men,
Saying, “Surely now I've gone this way
I can come back; why should I go astray?”
BLRUBEE .
S REERRRLA o
BEEBEE
B BT RE .,




45  He thought that hills and valleys never change,
Yet suddenly the way seems strange.
He tries to think how deep he went
And past which brooks that first ascent
To cloud-topped trees? But all in vain—
50  Early spring has come again
And now whichever way he looks
Petals fill the mouths of all the brooks
How can he tell which one will bring
Him to the lost Peach Blossom Spring?
ZHGEBSEE,
ERRITALE,
FEREINEK,
BB EKEK .
FHNERES .

Now we have come full circle; at first the Woodcutter may have been
simply an alternate guide to paradise, but it would appear that by the time
of Hsi-yu Chi a Chinese “pastoral” idyll needed both Woodcutter and
Fisherman in a kind of singing debate, and that is why the author changed
one of the fisherman of his source into a Woodcutter.

To demonstrate how closely the Woodcutter has become identified
with Taoist paradises, look at the lyric (fz u) Man-t’ing fang ( FEEE 75 )in
Chapter 1 of Hsi-yu Chi, which Monkey hears sung in the forest. Having
listened to it all the way through, Monkey concludes it was sung by an
Immortal and hastens to meet the singer. The. first stanza of the song goes:

Whose axe-handle rotted in the wilderness
While he watched Immortals at their chess?
Slow steps he takes, his axe-strokes ring
Down cloudside valleys, echoing.
He sells his faggots to buy him wine
And mad, happy laughter beneath the mountain pine.
BEAWE , RAT T, BBEO%RT,
HHEE , EREEE.
Monkey assumed the singer, a woodcutter, is himself an Immortal
and, though the woodsman insists that he was simply singing a song taught
him by the Immortals, both Monkey and the reader are only half convinced
by his protestation; especially since the last stanza of his song went:

15




Contentment will extend my years; I meet each day
With Sages; men who've found the Way,

Who sit at ease while lecturing

Frora the sacred Taoist Text, Huang-t’ing.

FIRITE o S, FRILEH , BAMEE,

As though to confirm the ambiguity, the author of Hsi-yu Chi gives,
in a kind of rhymed parallel prose, a description of the antic dress worn
by this particular woodcutter:

His hat plaited from new-cast seed leaves
Of the young bamboo. His garment of wild cotton
Woven from finger-twisted yarn.
The girdle round his waist,
Silk spit from the mouth of the Ageless Silkworm,
Crass sandles bound with thongs of rolled sedge grass. . .
HIRES, TEFEIRZE
& EEAK, DEARERZY .
BEHREE, DREBORZS
ETHER, NEESESRZR,

The Taoist flavor and symbolism of this .idiosyncratic costume is so
pronounced that the reader is bound to think the woodcutter is being less
than candid about his status as an Immortal.

I believe it is the close association of the Woodsman and the Fisher
to Taoist paradises and Taoist ideals of seclusion and withdrawal that
involves them in some way with another expression and cliché—yii  ch’iao
Wen-tui ( & HER] % ) or yichiao wen-ta (A HERTZ ). There is 2
well-known book called Yit-ch'iao Wen-tui (I #& 13 )™ by Shao Yung
(H8%E , 1011-1077), a widely read and much admired scholar (Ssu-ma
Kuang [®] F&JE jwas one of his admirers) with Taoist and eremitic
inclinations.”®®  The book is actually a Taoist cosmology put into the
mouths of a fisherman and a woodcutter. Below is a sample of the kind of

"thing with which it deals:

“.". . Al things which have form can be burned.”

“Does water have form?”

“It does.”

“Can water be burned?”

“The nature of fire is to effect (lit. “greet”) and not to be effected (lit, )




“follow”). Which is why fire is extinquished. The nature of water is to be
affected and not to effect, which is why it grows warm. For these reasons
we have hot springs but no cold fires. This is called “mutually cancelling.”
Fire is basically useful and secondarily has form; hence it is active. Water
is basically form and secondarily has uses; hence it is passive.” (Ts’ung-shu
Chi-ch’eng ed., p. 1b)

The reader will probably recognize in the above some old Taoist chestnuts
treated in other works like Yang Shen’s (518 ) Tan Chien Lu (3 §5%% ).
The question is, however, did the literary clich¢ (see note 1 above) come
from the book title or the other way around. It is my feeling that authors
generally seek to incorporate allusions, poetic citations, or proverbial
expressions in the titles of their books,” and I would hazard a guess that
Yii-ch’iaoc wen-tui once used to be such a phrase (?), saying (?), which had
some (presently unknown) allusive force, and Shao Yung used it for his
title. After the book became well-known, of course, the phrase could apply
equally well in its old or new allusion. In the case of Feng-shen Yen-yi,
which C. T. Hsia cites, the statement that what was going on reminded
" the woodcutter of the “story” (#X= , ku-shih), yii-ch’iao wen-ta, could
hardly allude to anything save knowledge of the phrase itself, for in fact
“(as T pointed out above) in the book when Wu Chi, the woodcutter, makes
this statement to Chiang T’ai-kung (the most famous of all “fishermen™),
they have just met; no dialogue at all has passed between them.
Subsequently what they talk about has nothing to do with either paradise
or Taoist metaphysics. - However, the song by which Wu Chi, the
woodcutter, introduces himself into the scene does have something of the
idylt complex-about it:

. . 1take my load of firewood
And barter for my daily food. . .
Wild greens and salads all are mine;
And when 1 buy my jug of wine

1 share my cup with the moon above
Happy in my lonely grove .

I wander far or take my ease

Or come or go just as 1 please.20

B, BAEF  BRER, EEIR
AWK, BT BLER, BEEE,
HHEE, BREE . BEBE , EEMN
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It strikes me, however, that in Feng-shen Yen-yi the author simply
drops the well-known (whether because of its proverbial or its book-title
life) phrase to let the reader know that he is aware that he has arranged
a scene in which a woodcutter and Chiang T’ai-kung, the “fisher of men,”

- are taking part, and it awakens echoes of other similar literary interludes.2%

In any event, by the time of the long Ming romances, dialogues between
woodcutter and fisherman as a means of creating some kind of rustic
retirement scene or idyll (the Chinese equivalent of a pastoral, in fact)
appear to have been well established.

But there is another, more frequent topos involving the two tradesmen
we are interested in, which appears most clearly and most often in the
hsiao-ling and san-ch’ii of the Yilan dynasty, and that is the subject of what
follows in Part II.

Part I — Vanitas

There is a fairly well-known hsizoding by the very well-known
playwright Po P’u (Pai Jen-fu) (1226-13067) written to the cA% meters of
Chiing Tung-yiiar( B2 3 JE{ ), which goes as follows:

Forgetfulness distilled from grains,

pleasures from smiling blossoms

Both bid us hang up the heavy cap of cares:

For, What serve now the speeches of Lu Chia
What serve now the schemes of wise Tzu-ya
And what the valor of Chang Hua?

Ancient wrestlings over rights and wrongs — do they matter
Save as subjects for Fisher and Woodsman’s evening chatter?
(CYSC,p.201)

TEE,. %R, BERETES .

HEGESEN . FEORETT . BubEans,
THEEDL, —FREE,
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If somehow the names of the ancient worthies cited above could be
made to sound properly Roman, the verse could almost be matching lines
from Boethius® De Consolatione Philosophiae on the subject of “vanitas”
or “ubi-sunt”: '

Ubinunc fidelis ossa Fabricii manent?
(Where now lie the bones of the faithful Fabricus?)*
(Book II, poem 7)

To be sure, Boethius’ Consolations of Philosophy was such an in-
fluential book, in the Middle Ages and eventually in Chaucer’s Canterbury

Tales, in part because of its appealing marriage of Platonic cosmology and
Christian morality—things utterly foreign to its Chinese counterpart, of
course. However, pensive recognition of the vanity of earthly glories rings
clearly through both.

A ‘much more famous chi from the same period, Ma Chih-yuan’s
(B E & ) Yeh-hsing ch’uan (% {T#% ), sounds a variation of the same
note but more brilliantly:

The lights and shadows of a century
Were dreamt of by a butterfly:

Gaze back and sigh

For deeds bygone!
Today. Spring’s born
Tomorrow its flowers die,

The lamps of dying night are going out;

Fine me my cups of wine now.

The castles of Ch'’in, the halis of Han

Are but coarse pasture for sheep and cow.

(Else what would Woodsman and Fisher talk about?)

This way lies the weedgrown tomb,
That way its foppled monument:
Mighty, carved dragons are become

* And also the medieval lyric, “Ubi sunt qui ante nos fuerunt?”’ (*“Where are those
now who went before us?”") )
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Just so many snakes in the grass! . .. :
(CYSC, p. 269)*

BRE-FR . ARG SEHE
SHBK, HHAEH . 2 DEERER
CREEY , SUTEESES,

T EBREBRER MRS R,

Though the note of irony (“Look upon my works, ye Mighty, and
despair!”) is lacking in the Chinese, there is no doubting that the
Ozymandias theme is common to the ch’iz by Ma Chih-yiian and Shelley’s
sonnet by that name. A third sen-ch’i which uses the allusion (but in this
example couples it with Taoist ideals of withdrawal and seclusion) is Hsii
Tsai-ssw’s { # F B ) hsizoding, translated below:

(#2) Ol Lao-tzu watched
As Han Kao-tsu -
Cut the mighty snake in twain;
He helped Hsiao Ho restore the throne,
And Duke Han Hsin who broke his heart in vain,

Heroes of the Ancient Age,

Of three Kingdoms

And of Han,

Are only tales Woodcutter tells
His friend the Fisherman.

To Hill-Beyond-the-Cloud

Where Ageless Ch'ih Sung-tzu lives, Il go

And leave my heavy seal of office here below.
(CYSC, p. 1033)

REFRSET TR BFEFIIAG,

BBESTH., ARMER, THES6 .
BEEHNFL . ATEMSM . B FE TR,

Once again, as with the pastoral idyll, it appears to me that to be

* In Sunflower Splendor a note implies that the three songs which precede these
lines are part of the t'ao, but as Cheng Ch’ien points out ( ey
P. 183) they form a t’ao by themselves. See also Tamkang Rev. 1975, 1.

b
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motal and to think about human life is eventually to arrive at the question,
“ubi-sunt” (where are they now?), whether you ask it in Chinese, Latin,
or some Buropean language. I believe mulling over the ambiguities of life
and setting down thoughts about them is so basically human that it would
be strange only if Chinese poetry lacked evidence of musings on the vanity
of worldly glories. But what of the peculiar form this seems to take? Why
should the Chinese verse imply that such speculations were somehdw
properly the concern of woodsmen and fishermen?* I can assure the reader
that this particular juxtaposition. is so common in Yian san ch’i that
eventually one need only paraphrase “Woodsman and Fisher’s idle chatter”
(¥ HEPAEE | piichlizo hsien-hua) in some fashion to summon up
immediately a host of associations having to do with the vanity of past
glories. Below are four examples extracted from some twenty?! 1 came
upon during rather random readings of the Ch’ilan Yian San-ch’u:

Plains of Huang-chou
Landings of Redcliff;
All alike submerged in weeds.
Hesitant Chou Yii,
Wily Ts’ao Ts'ao;
Only Fisherman and Woodsman
Now discuss their deeds.
(CHSC, p. 1301)

EM, FER ., SEERE,
CALE,WEE . RBAS.
HIT ARSI,

. .. Deny the “stallion heat”’

Lock out the “passion of the ape.”

The raft that helped Fan Li escape,

Official posts that caused T’ao Ch'ien’s retireat,
Alike forgot these thousand years —

Just tales by Woodsman for the Fisher’s ears. .

(CYSC, p. 1382)

HLBERER. BREEE,
BEREE . ATHRES

* This is not, however, the only cliché used for the vanitas theme; see vappen&.ix.
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How dazzlingly clear:

The greatest virtue of today

Was the vice of yesteryear.

When Woodsman, Fisher and I discuss these things,

Whatever wealth cr honor brings

Count no more

Than autumn wind that whispers past my ear,
(CYSC, p. 1383)

MRREFRSE,
RERKEBE

Waste no arqument on Antiquity
And its Glory —
At best but an outline ( 4 , hua-pen)
For Woodsman or Fisher’s story!
(CYSC, p. 1384)

T HATHFHR -
B-REBEEER,

Yuan dynasty san-ch’ii yield the largest number of examples, but,
as might be expected, the two tradesmen whose literary fortunes we have
been following also appear associated with the vanitas cliché in a number of
Yuan dynasty ¢sa-chii dramas and usually as part of an overall allusion to
the evanescence of name and fame. Here is one occurring in an aria from
YCH #78, Wu Ju T'ao-yiian(see YCH, p. 1353):*

* In this play, not only does a woodsman usher two strangers into one of the cave
paradises — this one the Cave of the Peach Blossom Fountain itself — but, having
lived there for what seems a year with two demi-goddesses, the men wish to return
home. Having done so, they find generations have gone by while they stayed only
a short time in paradise. Here the Peach Blossom Fountain and the Rip Van Winkle.
theme coalesce. The drama seems to be based on the Lii-ch "uang Hsin-hua ( & %%

% ) version, but the story and the names of the two strangers go all the way back
to the era of the Six Dynasties (3rd and 4th centuries A.D.). For another example,
see YCH Wai-pien, pp. 951,954.
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We fled the red dust’s complexity and subtlety,
Abandoned fame and fortune, withdrew ourselves in poverty.
We imitate the Sages:
Wash our hearts of right and wrong,
And share what time for talk we can
Cn the rise and fall of ages
With Woodcutter and Fisherman;
Defer to those who knew the course
of Fortune good or Fortune bad was much the same —
As did the Old One of the Frontier Fort
~ Who lost his horse . . .

ST BI%, EERCHAEZ .
BEEE KT REDL . HRE,
RREECTE , ERTABIE
EBIE,

Since in this drama the two protagonists have withdrawn from the world to
gather herbs for a living and to follow the Way, and they appear to be
looking for a kind of Taoist “sainthood,” it is interesting to-see that (in
literature, at least) one of the things they should engage in is conversation
with woodcutters and fishermen—who now appear to be repositories of
wisdom about the vanity of worldly fame. In other words, our two trades-
men now seem not only to chat with each other about such subjects, but
those who would adopt a properly Taoist view of worldly glory may be
expected to seek them out to share in such conversations. What early
looked like simply an allusion or felicitous phrase has here begun to be
‘acted out; that is, given dramatic proportions by taking it as fact that
woodsmen and fishers speak in some particularly knowledgeable way about
the ephemeral nature of worldly glories.

Perhaps the fullest enactment of this belief, which is founded (as
I shall insist) solely on a poetic cliché, occurs in the Epilogue to the
Chuan-ch’i ({8 %) drama, T'eo-hua Shan (BKTEE, 1699 A.D.) by K'ung
Shang-jen ( FLEIfE, 1648-1718). ~

As the reader doubtless knows, K’ung dated each of the forty-one
scenes of his T ao-hua Shan according to the year and the month of the
events the scene dramatizes. No more than a month or two passes between
any two contiguous scenes, except for the Prologue (which takes place
forty-one years after the final fall of the Ming dynasty) and the Epilogue.
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The Epilogue, which is played by two characters from the body of the
drama (now in the guise of a woodcutter and a fisherman respectively), is
dated over three years after the last scene of the drama proper. The play
is over; the dynasty and its glories are but a remembered dream. The two
lovers (whose fortunes were followed in more or less every other scene
throughout the play) have renounced worldly desires, taken religious orders
and are seeking the Way in separate parts of the empire. There seems no
doubt that the playwright arranges all this so he can devote his Epilogue to
an exploration of the vanities of dynastic glory through the two
protagonists whom we are by now quite used to hearing about in this role.
Though the sense of vanitas is limited to the vanished glories of a dynasty

~only a halfcentury dead when K’ung Shangjen was writing his play, the
general tone (even if there were no explicit citation of the cliché in the last
lines of the play)is unmistakable:

. . wildfires time and again
Have scorched the tall-catalpas
Sheltering the royal tomb,
-More than half are burnt;
There, sheep now run
Instead of eunuch tomb-guards, who have fled.
Bird-litter, bat-clung scattered through the offertory,
Dead twigs, dried leaves mantle the steps,
And who is there to sweep — ?
Imperial tombstone lacking its cap —
Lost to the wanton hands of herdboys.

{(Jenmin, 1961 ed., p. 259)

FREE ., BEERSSE .
WETE , FRABSBS,
BB WEN  REECEERE
BL . REATERME .

After much more of a similar gothic nature, the woodcutter and
fisherman. flee a Ch’ing dynasty bailiff who has come to force them to
serve the new dynasty. The bailiff finally gives up the chase, pretends to
hear someone far off rec1t1ng verse, and exits to catch up with whoever
is speaking it. Voice(s) from offstage recite the final lines: '

24




Fisherman and woodcutter
Chatting of the past,
_Each to each recalling

Dreams that did not last:
Scorn for the swallow letter,
Praise for the painted fan,
Sighs for old companions

Ere grief befell Chiangnan .

" (Birch trans., in The Peach Blossom Fan, p. 312)

BERSEEE  EFEEERE.
S RCEWET . BEFBRKE .
EHREBUNE. ENEHARE.

So much for the cliché as it appears in occasional verse and drama in
Yiian and Ming times. Let me conclude this rather lengthy display with one
example from a long historical romance.

Though the older socalled Hung-chih (—5'1\ ) edition of the Sen-kuo
Chih Yen-yi does not contain this verse, the commoner Mao Tsungkang
(fl. 1660) edition does, so I suppose he should be credited with its
compdsition. In any case it is one more perfect example (this time from the
world of popularized history) of our woodsman and fisherman being
associated with the vanity of glories past:¥®

Rolling, rolling past, the Long River slips east,
Its cresting waves have washed away the last hero.
Right, wrong, victory and defeat —
" Hollow prizes the moment they are won.
The hills alone remain:
How often have they reddened in the setting sun?

Fisher and Woodsman at the river’s edge —
- Heads whitened from many autumn moons
And winds of spring —
Their joy: a jug of coarse wine as long as it may last.
And hark! Food for their idle talk and laughter —
The many deeds of ages past.
(Jenmin Wenhstieh, 1953 ed., p. 1)

* Apparently done to the tz'u-p’ai Lin-chiang Hsien ( //76755// )

25




BEBTREK , RIERSER,
RIERBMEL : BIKEE, BESBT.
BEBETE L, BEXKAER,
—~BBEERSL: 548 OF , B ERD .

Having burdened the reader with so many examples of the allusive
phrase yit chiao hsien-hua and its variants as a kind of metonymy for
vanitas, I feel it encumbent on me to give him my thoughts about thé source
of the phenomenor.

In an extremely valuable section of his Gen Zatsugeki Kenkyu ( 57 %%
Bl B 9%, ch. 3), Yoshikawa KojirG, describing the eclecticism of Yian
ch’i verse, points out that the genre seems never so pleased with itself as
when it can miter in well-known lines from older verse leaving no tool
marks to show where it was done. Yoshikawa then gives a number of
examples of quite famous lines which get incorporated (or transmogrified)
into Yian songs; but what is even more interesting, as far as this present
research is concerned, are the types of verse collections in which many of
the original poems may be found. It appears that the kinds of things
thought most fit for inclusion (by Yiian dramatic versifiers, at least) were
to be found in homiletic hombooks for children, “popular parlor verse”
collections and the like. Yoshikawa quotes a most revealing statement
by Wu Ch’u-hou (1R p& &, fl. 1093):

‘Wang Tao of Pingying wrote verse that was easily comprehended and
full of homely wisdom —“Think only about the doing of good things; think
not of what their doing brings,” for example. These lines seem to be known
almost everywhere, but few have ever seen the original poems themselves.?

Yoshikawa indicates that it was just this sort of situation which prevailed
among writers of Yuan dynasty ch il verse.

It so happens that after a desultory search lasting more than a year,
I stumbled (largely, I fear, by accident) upon this entry in the Chung-kuo
Wen-hsiieh-chia Ta Tz'u-tien ( rP B~ B 5K S8 ), which seemed to
describe exactly the kind of thing that Yiian poets would dearly love to
include in their verse:
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(Chang) Sheng ( 385 ) was a talented writer of tz’u, but his works are never
seen; however, the splendid lines from his verse are everywhere on the lips
of men, For example:

How many dynasties here rose and fell?

Few can tell,

Nor does it matter v

Except as woodsman and fishey’s idle chatter

Beside the looming ruin I rest,
Downcast, watching
A sun gone cold slip wordlessly west.23

SOARRE . SARAKE , RZHRE, BEESET,

Chang Sheng lived from 992 to 1077, and I have never come across
the phrase yii-ch’iao hsien-hua and its allusion to the vanity of glory in any
formr of verse prior to, let us say, 1000 A.D. Since this is exactly the type
of well-known line Yuan ch’i writers loved to adapt, it is my opinion that
Woodsman and Fisher owe their reputation in literature for wry wisdom
about the giories of bygone ages solely to the fact that Chang Sheng’s line
was indeed so much “on the lips of men™ (and on their pen tips as well)
that the phrase which made our tradésmen famous finally became
synonymous with the sense of vanitas.

Chang Sheng, your lyrics may have been mostly lost to the eyes of
men, as the book says, but one of your couplets (and its progeny) has so
echoed down the corridors of time that it surpasses in durability any of the
dynastic glories about which you were so sceptical.

Appendix

In the two verses below it appears that Hu Ch’i-yii has tried to couple
unexpected learning with the fisherman and woodcutter in two ways:
In the first they are unlettered {(didn’t take the exams ?) yet are “natural”
statesmen, as it were; in the second, the fisherman is literate—something
that was not expected in the ordinary way of things. It may be that the
fisherman in the second is a personification of the poet himself.
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The Fisher catches fish .
And finds it good. ks
Serene the brow of Woodsman )
Who has found his firewood

The Fisher sets his pole aside;

The Woodsman will

Put away his axe and bill.

The two of them are satisfied

To meet where woods touch riverside;
Both unlettered statesmen, they

Can talk and laugh at mankind’s way
In ages past—and still today.

BEALHBHEE . BAKRKES, —BERTHE. —NKTHF#, ,
HRETHRAEE , BROAHFEELRE, :
i R E MRS R

Under the moon

A jug of wine, a flower patch.
Beside the river,

Beneath the trees, a hut of thatch.

This lettered Fisherman can learn
To covenant with gull and tern*
And at the same time hide away
Secure from savage beasts of prey.

He can cast
His hook and catch
Both Today and Ages Past.
Cape and cap of rushes,
Pole of cane,
Breasting slanting winds
And misting rain,
(CYSC, p. 69)

FEEMFE . kSHTFE . BRE. BB,
RFBENEE , HERTHRS & . —EEREMN

* Alusion to the Chuang-tzu and the lad who could sport with gulls until someone
asked him to catch one, Even the thought broke the covenant with the gulls and
they no longer played with him,

28



'Pei-mang Shan is an actual hill in the vicinity of Lo-yang where, during the
Han dynasty the great and near-great were buried. However, in Yiian songs
it is used to mean the grave that awaits us all. Note the following two
ch'u:

Han Hsin’s plans men would abuse;
Hsiang Y'ii must his battles lose—
Al life is like a moonbeam’s méte,

Pa-wang at Wu-chiang cuts his throat
Han dies in Wei-yang’s palace rooms
And what is left of either man

Is buried now at Pei-mang Shan

In long neglected tombs.

BEBREN . BRFREY . —BRBBRAVID,
BENRTE . BEFRRE , SMTEELTE,

Success or failure, as you will—
The Hare-in-the-Moon rises still,
Fame? dishonor? Whichever one
Westward sinks the Bird-in-the-Sun

The victor once was Han Kao-tsu

Who cut the great white snake in two.
Pa-wang, the loser; Hsi-ch'u’s king

Whose strength could lift great brazen ting.

Ah, wealth and name, what are they worth?
What is left of either man
Is buried now in Pei-mang Shan
Their bodies turned to earth,
 (CYSC, pp. 1694-5)

BEBHATR, REBEELE , TESERM,
FOREEE, SEEE&. SHTOLT 4,

There are two “occupational” hsigo-ling by Chao Hsien-hung (these include
herdsman, farmer, etc.) which set the woodsman and fisher in Arcadian
surroundings. In part they read as follows:
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The Fisherman

Boat drawn sloping up the bank at Wildford
Nets drying on the spit at Tingsands:

His family all untroubled by the world
With their sweetwines, their purple crabs,
Their red shrimp and brocade carp . . .

REHE  GRTY . ~REHREH
REEE, INETRET . SBARELS .

The Woodsman

At his waist the axe

Whose handle rotted as he watched

Immortals at their chess,

Whose blade was ground for many months. . .

Fame is a halter and name is its bit;

He’ll sing his heartpent song beyond the clouds . . .
(CYSC, pp. 1179-80)

EREE . e EAQE . AHEEREY ., 8HEE,
FTHBEEBE  BUFAHERR . BB, 2878 BAKER.

Notes

30

I believe it is the philosophical trajectory (as opposed to the idyllic) of episodes
and conventions like this which involves the two protagonists in a literary chiché—
namely, yii ch’iao wen-ta (¥ R & )—which I want to treat in the last section of
Part I, so I letter and list the Taoist elements below, as follows:

A: Denial of knowledge E: Independence and self-sufficiency
B: Denial of action (emotional withdrawal)
C: Idyl F: Isolation (physical withdrawal)
D: Freedom from social realities G: Concealment of identity

and goals H: Intimation of Immortality

In Yiian-chil Su-yu Fang-yen K'ao { T8 {85555 % ), the term shan-jen is glossed
“wanderers of ‘rivers and lakes’ who are diviners, fortune tellers, or Masters of
Ritual,” The term in popular literature sirongly implies akind of Taoist
sainthood (or at least acolyte standing), and I believe it to have been a rebus for
hsien (fli , immortal) in Yuan-Ming times. On the poetic assumption of
“natural” or concealed scholarship and its fusion with the vanitas theme, see the
first two hsiao ling in the appendix.




6a.

This line is a stereotype called forth by the image of a small boat on vast waters.
The Fan Li legend has it that after the beautiful Hsi-shih had turned King
Fu<ch’ai’'s head and brought his kingdom to ruin, she and Fan Li went off
together in a small boat (or raft) and disappeared from the world of men.

I have excerpted only five couplets from the fifty-eight sets they exchange with
each other in this last poetic flight before they return to the story proper and
discuss the soothsayer of Ch’ang-an, who daily tells the fisher what the weather
will be and where to fish with such uncanny accuracy that he never fails to
catch all he can want.

Italics mine. In the older fragment of Hsi-yu Chi found in the Ming dynasty
Yunglo Ta-tien ( 7% K8 ) (see Dudbridge, p. 177), two fishermen converse,
and the story of the soothsayer who can predict both weather and fishing results
is told by them; they have nothing to say about the Utopian condition of their
lives. It appears that Hsi-yu Chi’s author, when he conceived of a “pastoral”
interlude to insert here, reflexively supported the fisherman with a woodcutter
companion in order to make the idyllic cliché conform to popular expectations.
While there are other examples of such debates in Ming fiction and drama,
as Hsia says, they usually organize themselves around another theme, as I will

- indicate in Part II of this paper. Hsia's citation from Feng-shen Yen-yi can be

set aside, for there the, statement concerning the dialogue between fisherman
and woodcutter is simply a kind of allusion (to convince the reader of the
author’s literacy?). There has been, in fact, no dialogue between them at all
up to the point where the statement is made.

“Certain motifs which became permanent elements in a long chain of tradition:
the place of heart’s desire, beautiful with perpetual spring . . . the
lovely, miniature landscape which combined trees, spring and grass; the wood
with various species of trees; the carpet of flowers” (p. 186). “Arcadia was
forever being discovered . . . yes, in the pastoral world -all worlds ‘embrace
one another’ ” (p. 187). E. R. Curtius, European Literature and the Latih
Middl]e Ages, Ch. 10, “The Ideal Landscape.”

However, the stereotype of Jurched tribesmen in Yuan drama is that of an
honest, sturdy warrior, indefatigable, simple and incorruptable, He should
be equated, however, with the “noble savage” ideal rather than a pastoral
character. The closest to a Chinese romantic view of a shepherd type is the
herd-boy, typlcally lounging and piping on the back of the ox whlch is his
single charge. In Chapter I of Shui-hu Chuan ( /K& ), such a herd-boy is
turned into a Taoist acolyte ( 3 , tao-t'ung) who is nothing less than a
transfiguration of the great Taoist Master. This brings the herd-boy within
the ambit of possible sainthood in the same fashion as the Woodcuiter and the °
Fisherman.

There are some itrue eclogue types in late Chinese verse: consider Six Dynasties
t'ien-yuan shih ( B} ); the so<alled Ts'un-lo T’ang ( # %% , The Hall of
Rustic Pleasures) (CYSC, p. 1799); a number of hsiao-ling constellations on the
seasons (CYSC, pp. 1196-7 and 11789), on rustic occupations (CYSC, p. 1180),
and a large number of sets of hsiao-ling celebrating or.imitating T’ao Ch’ien
(see CYSC, pp. 1181, 1290, etc.).

According to the myth critics, the correspondence between archetypal boat
and “microcosm” is outstanding. The fisherman’s mobility is clearly remarked
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11.

12.

13.

14.
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in the following hsiao-ling by Sun Chou-ch’ing ( # &M ):

The boat a small leaf
In wave-flower spray.
Sung, mobile nest no season can stay:

Last year, Lan River,

The Hsiang today,

Tomorrow may see him at

Pa-ch’iu; his blue-arum hat

Bobbing through white duckweed -

That chokes their ford . . .etc. (CYSC, p. 1062)

BED-EER IR, REED
ERET ., SEME ., REEE, BHES . B0,

When a crop vvas blighted, it was many months before another could be grown
to take its place; but if fishing was bad today there was always tomomrow to
look forward to.

As has been noted (Wang Li in Han-yii Shih Li-fa [ ¥i##8E ], p. 514),
the titles (tz'u-p’ai) and subject matter of early tz'u often coincide—unlike
later ones. These two lyrics may be found in Chapter 10 of Hua-chien Chi’
( fERE% ).

Part of the seeming identification between poet and fisherman is certainly
attributable to the peculiar position of kuch'uan ( IM# , solitary boat) in
Chinese poetic language of almost any age and the landscape painting of some.
1t is strikingly noticeable that the ku-ch’uan is simple metonymy for the poet’s
self—the cliché has much in it of one man’s ultimate aloneness in an enlarging
world. (See E. Eoyang, JAS, pp. 324 [1973 ] for a number of examples.)
After all, independence is both alluring and terrifying; it depends on the
personality (or even the passing mood) of the poei as to which emotion will
predominate.'

Or, as in Chuang-tzu, Hyperborea ( # 1t , chung-pei). See Bauer’s China and the
Search for Happiness, N.Y ., 1976,

~ There was a multitude of works inspired by T'ao Ch’ien’s original (see note 16

below for some), but what is perhaps the latest one is too easily overlooked:
In Lao Ts’an Yu-chi (19047) there appears a somewhat curious use of the
term tung-fang ( #EE ) which, in context, must mean a kind of man-made
“gave paradise.” There can be no doubt that Liu Ngo’s “cave paradise’’ was a
late echo of T’ao Ch'ien’s original locus amoenus. The reader should recall that
the travellers in Lao Ts’an who reach this tung-fang are said to be going to
Peach-blossom Mountain, and they get there by iravelling up the dry bed of a
winter-frozen stream, finally sighting the village which is their goal through an
“orifice in the rocks” ( /A% ). In addition, the people of this village are referred
to as “the insiders” ( gt A ). The only thing needed to make the analogy
complete is a fisherman or woodcutter guiding them. See Shadick’s translation
(Travels of Lao Ts’an), pp. 8590, .




15.

16.

17.
18.

18a.

19.

20.

20a,

21.

22,
23.

The term shih-shih ‘“‘stone room” is a bit odd, but the way it is used and what
transpires there make it something like an antechamber to one of the Taoist
“‘cave paradises’’ or grottos.
Let me merely note here Liu Yu-hsi's ( #1®% ) “Yu T'ao-yuan” ( ##E ),
Han Yii’s “T'ac-yuan T'u’” ( ${ ), Chang Hsii’s { 78 ) “T’ao-yiian Chi”
( HIEH ), and Wang An-shih’s ( TXKFA ) “T’ao-yilan Hsing” ( BIR1T ). Of
course, since Su Tung-p’o ( #EIHE i ) did “‘responses’”’ ( 1, ho) to all of T'ao
Ch'ien’s poems, he too has a Peach-blossom Fountain verse.
At least it is closest in structure to that tz'u-p’gi.
Wen-hsiieh Chia gives the title of Shao’s book as Yii-Ch'iao Wen-tui, but it
appears in Morohashi as Yii-Ch'lao Tui-wen ( %5 ). To make it more
confusing, Chung-wen Ta Tz'u-tien ( 3 K&t ) lists it as Yii-Ch'iac Wen-
ta ( #HEEUY ), which is certainly wrong.
In Hsilan-ho Yi-shih he’s given credit for occult knowledge and a prophecy
about the coming disaster of Wang An-shih, Sung. Yiian P’ing-hua Ssu-chung
ed., p.7. '
I am speaking from the vantage point of a twentieth century manv, of course,
and Chinese philosophic writers may not have chosen their book titles that way
at all. '
Feng-shen Yen-yi, Peking, 1955, p. 212.
One title of what should be a farce yiian-pen ( S%:F) entertainment found in
Ch’o-keng Lu is yii-ch’iao- wen-hua, and I should not be surprised if it were a
parody of a philosophical dialogue in the mouths of a comic Fisherman and
Woodcutter,
See, for example,CYSC, pp. 69 429 1207 1301 1382 1389

266 531 1242 1321 1383 1393

31C 1033 1292 1381 1334 1750

I would like to thank Professor Elleanor H. Crown (friend and colleague) for
pointing out several of these occurences to me.
See Cheng Ching-mao’s translation of Yoshikawa's Kenkyu, p. 261.
Chung-kuo Wen-hsiieh-chia Ta Tz'u-tien #1999. For one version of the entire
tz'u, see Sung-tz’u Hsian, Shanghai 1962, pp. 23-4;Hu Yiin-yi, ed. arid English
trans. of same in Tamkang Review, V1I, 2, 1976, by H. K. Josephs,
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