
Lonesome Jar 
Poetic Fables

Jeo
n

g
 H

o
-seu

n
g

Tran
slated

 b
y B

roth
er A

n
th

o
n

y
 o

f T
a

izé



Illustrated by Park Hang-Ryul

Jeong Ho-seung

Born in 1950 in Hadong, Gyeongsangnam- 

do, Jeong Ho-seung was raised in the city of 

Daegu and received his bachelor’s degree 

and master’s degree from the Department 
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Author’s Preface

Romain Rolland said that the only happiness we can 

constantly have, if there is any happiness in this world, 

lies in understanding and loving each other. Indeed, 

those words deserve to be deeply engraved on our 

hearts. These tales were written to help me ponder the 

question of what is the meaning and value of my exis-

tence, and how and in what way I can know it.

While writing these tales, I was finally able to dis-

cover that in the midst of understanding and loving 

each other lay my own existential value and meaning. 

I was also able to discover the answer to the problem of 

who I am, how I should love, and how I should treat my 

wounds. I hope that a mutual relationship of comfort 

can arise with each of you through these tales. With-

out you I am nothing.

Jeong Ho-seung
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I was born between the hands of a young potter.  

I was born as the very first hangari jar made by that young potter . . .



Once I was born into the world,  

the young man looked at me with a very dissatisfied expression . . .



My very existence was soon forgotten . . .
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A Hangari Jar

I was born between the hands of a young potter. The 

young man had left his home when he was just twenty 

and gone away to the city. Then, after his father died 

and while he was still quite young, he returned to his 

hometown and began to make pots. I was born as the 

very first hangari jar made by that young potter.

Perhaps for that reason, I was not really very well 

made. From early childhood he had learned how to 

make pots by peeping over the shoulder of his grand-

father and father as they worked, but now for the first 

time he was doing it himself and he was far from skill-
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ful. Whether it was a matter of working the clay prop-

erly, applying the glaze, or firing the kiln, everything 

was done awkwardly.

Once I was born into the world, the young man 

looked at me with a very dissatisfied expression. His 

eyes suggested that he was in a bad mood, as if it were 

I who had done something terribly wrong.

I was simply glad to be taken out from the scorching 

kiln. When I first entered the kiln, I really thought I was 

going to burn to death. I had no idea that I was going 

to be born again as something different. I was simply 

content and indeed delighted to have been born as a 

large jar, over a meter high, narrow at top and bottom 

and with an ample waist.

But the joy was mine alone, for the young man was 

not happy with me. I was dumped all alone in the yard 

by the outhouse toilet.

My very existence was soon forgotten.

The heart of anyone who is abandoned and forgot-

ten aches tremendously. Having become a jar, I was 

expecting to be used lovingly for some purpose, but 

now I was nothing but an abandoned jar.
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When a shower passed, the rainwater collected in 

me.

Clouds stayed for a moment reflected in the rainwa-

ter, then passed on.

Sometimes dead leaves came flying and circled 

’round.

At night, starlight came and caressed me occasion-

ally.

If even they had not come, I would probably have 

simply died.

But since I existed only for them, I felt utterly humble 

and pitiful. I longed to be used by someone as their 

most precious object. It seemed to me that only so 

could there be meaning and value to having survived 

the flames in the blazing kiln. One autumn day, the 

young man came carrying a spade and after digging a 

deep hole, he buried me so that only my neck emerged, 

before going back into the house.

I had no idea how I was going to be used, now that 

I was buried in the ground. I was simply trembling 

wildly at the thought that I was no longer an aban-

doned object but was going to be somehow useful for 

people.
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Then, that night, as a splendid full moon was hover-

ing over the branches of the persimmon tree, I heard 

the young man’s footsteps approaching. I calmed 

my beating heart and pricked up my ears. The young 

man’s footsteps came right up to me and stopped. His 

shadow cast by the moonlight shook in the wind. I held 

my breath quietly and mentally stretched out my arms 

toward him.

Oh, but what on earth is this? The young man pulled 

down the belt of his pants and without hesitating sent 

a stream of urine pouring into me. Then he went back 

into the room without looking back. I had simply 

become a kind of large pisspot!

I was so sad. No, more than sad, I felt wretched. I was 

appalled to think that this was what I had been waiting 

for, hoping for, all this time.

Day and night the young man came out, peed, then 

went back in. And it was not only the young man. His 

children, too, and neighbors who came visiting occa-

sionally, all came and peed. I still thought that I had not 

at all been born into this world simply to become a pis-

spot, but the fact was that I was living as a large pisspot, 

one already nearly full of urine.

Winter soon came. The days grew colder. Once the 




