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A certain Taoist priest, overtaken in his wanderings by the shades of evening, sought refuge in a
small Buddhist monastery. The monk’s apartment was, however, locked; so he threw his mat
down in the vestibule of the shrine, and seated himself upon it. In the middle of the night, when
al was till, he heard a sound of some one opening the door behind him; and looking round, he
saw a Buddhist priest, covered with blood from head to foot, who did not seem to notice that
anybody else was present. Accordingly, he himself pretended not to be aware of what was going
on; and then he saw the other priest enter the shrine, mount the altar, and remain there some
time, embracing Buddha's head and laughing by turns. When morning came, he found the
monk’s room still locked; and, suspecting something was wrong, he walked to a neighbouring
village, where be told the people what he had seen. Thereupon the villagers went back with him,
and broke open the door, and there before them lay the priest weltering in his blood, having
evidently been killed by robbers, who had stripped the place bare. Anxious now to find out what
had made the disembodied spirit of the priest laugh in the way it had been seen to do, they
proceeded to inspect the head of the Buddha on the dtar; and, at the back of it, they noticed a
small mark, scraping through which they discovered a sum of over thirty ounces of silver. This
sum was forthwith used for defraying the funeral expenses of the murdered man.



