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In ancient times, there was a man named

Zhuangzi, who was very knowledgeable.
There was a period when his family had to
endure poverty. One day, there was no rice
left in their jar.




thought

an acquaintance, Marquis

Z'hwa nug'z 1

Superintendent of He. Maybe|

he could borrow some rice from

him, he thought. Carrying a sack,

Zhuangzi trekked a long,way
and finally reached the mal‘q;;us’

mansion. T W (3 )
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tHe Biociings, Zhuangzi asked the

marquis with embarrassment, “Lately there
has been a shortage of food at my home.
Could you lend me a bit of rice to

deal with the emergency?

I will pay you back in

a few days.”
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. - 4 B8} course,” said the marquis promptly.

“‘But”you 11 need to walt a few days, I'm afraid.
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Zhuang21 flushed thh rage But he thought a while and said,
. “Please allow me te tell you a story

mat"qu"s Wlth renewed interest. He invited




esterday, on my‘ way to see yo,
Zhuangzi said, “I passed by some lowland.

Suddenly, I heard someone crying, ‘Help!’”
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~he continued. “I searched here anc

i

there, finally I saw a rut left on the
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- Sighing heavily, Zhuangzi went
on. “Seeing me, the fish begged
for help. The water left in the rut
was quickly drying up. The fish
was dying. It asked me to
bring some water to save

its life.”




“Did you fetch some
water to save the fish?”
asked the marquis.

“Of course, I would

‘have,” Zhuangzi replied. -
\ ?“I told the fish, ‘Yes,
W\ \ 71 shall bring you some

\ \ water. But you’ll need .

- to wait a few days, I'm
\ afraid. .,




continued. “I will set out immediately

to the south, where I would persuade




Upon hearin Zhua

: out laughing — he found the me
J’“Ha, ha, ha! How would that
14 directed the river there, the fish
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