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Author’s Preface

Coming down from a visit to the recumbent Buddhas
on the hill above Unjusa Temple,
I went and stood before the temple’s main hall.
Suddenly I realized that there was no sign
of the brass fish that should have been swinging
beneath one of the wind chimes at the end of the eaves;
only an empty wire was left dangling in the breeze.
I felt curious as to why, for what reason,
that fish had gone away.
Finally, I wrote this tale
and realized why there is a breeze blowing in my life,
and why no wind chime can be heard,
where my being’s proper place was.
And so I was able to forgive myself.
The breeze is blowing.
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I dedicate this tale to the wind chime of Unjusa Temple.
I also dedicate it to lovers who
by loving one another
become one another’s wind chime.
Jeong Ho-seung
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Returning from a visit
to the recumbent Buddhas at Unjusa Temple,
you brought back with you
a wind-chime, hanging
from the eaves of your heart.
If a breeze comes from afar
and you hear the wind-bell chiming,
understand that my heart,
longing to see you,
has come visiting.
—Hanging Up a Wind Chime

A pine needle, borne on the wind, strikes sharply
against my side, then drops toward the ground. It’s a
fresh, green pine needle, blown all the way from the
distant pine grove that surrounds the two recumbent
Buddhas. Before the pine needle can reach the ground,
I emit a clear, ringing chime which goes rising up into
the blue sky. When my body sways in the breeze which
brought the pine needle, the small, cross-shaped clapper, which was waiting for me to move, rocks in turn
and strikes against the inner side of the bell. And that
is transformed into a clear sound, ringing serenely in
every corner of the hillside shrine.
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My chime settles on the blades of grass growing in
cracks of the rocks behind the main hall, even reaches
as far as the bowl of rice offered to Lord Buddha inside
the temple hall. On spring days, there is a sound of
fresh shoots sprouting in the bamboo thicket. In
autumn, hoarfrost crackles as it settles on the fallen
leaves. In winter, the crunch of lonely human footsteps echoes along the snow-covered trails.
There are quite a few monks who cannot sleep if they
do not hear me. If people who come to visit the temple
cannot hear my voice, they fail to find peace and their
hearts leave the temple before them.
No one dislikes me or the sound I make when I shake
in the wind, a cool sound, so clear as to seem transparent. There are even some city folk who hang one like
me up on their apartment balconies and wait for the
wind to blow.
Those who have guessed will already have
understood that I am the fish hanging beneath a windchime bell attached to the westerly eaves of the main
hall of Unjusa Temple, which lies in Hwasun, Jeollanam-do Province, the far southwestern region of
Korea. I am made of a thin sheet of copper, but clear
blood courses though my veins. My tail is constantly
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twitching, and a breeze from afar sets my fins trembling as though I’m flying. I have a pretty name, too:
Blue Bubble-Eyes. Another wind-chime fish hangs
from a bell at the eastward end of the eaves: Black Bubble-Eyes.
Black Bubble-Eyes and I met thanks to a monk from
Seoul’s Jogyesa Temple. In those days I was hanging all
alone from the ceiling of a shop in Insa-dong which had
a signboard saying: “Buddhist Supermarket.” I recall it
was the afternoon of a day when the first leaves, barely
the size of a human fingernail, had begun to emerge
from the gingko trees along the street side. A monk
came into the shop, gave me a gentle nudge to test my
sound, then told the owner he wanted to buy me.
“It’ll be just right for Unjusa’s main hall,” the monk
declared. “A lovely sound. The head monk will be
delighted.” As he spoke, the monk smiled in satisfaction.
I had no idea what the monk’s smile might mean but
in a flash I was taken down from the ceiling and prettily wrapped in pink mulberry paper. But just before
I was enclosed in the paper, something quite unexpected happened. The female shopkeeper opened the
door of the storeroom where various Buddhist goods
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