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THE REAL BLUENESS OF BLUE 

     

I was sitting at a pond in an ancient monastery 

indulging in some nebulous sophistry. 

Out of the blue there appeared a tiny frog. 

It just pulled me out of my mental fog 

and then it leaped upon a swimming leaf. 

The leaf was green and the frog was blue 

sitting impassive on its gently rocking canoe. 

But its serenity was rather brief. 

All of a sudden I received a terrible blow. 

The frog disappeared and my head was aglow. 

Blinking stars were dancing everywhere. My mind went blank. 

The Zen-Master who was a terrible crank 

had been sneaking up behind me, a stick in his fist. 

Now he was roaring with laughter and then he did insist: 

"Try to solve the riddle I gave you five years ago! 

And if you don't succeed pretty soon, you'll get another blow!" 

 

Refrain 

What is the real blueness of blue? (4x) 
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Then the shooting stars died out. I began to fiddle. 

I was racking my brain about the solution of the riddle. 

I was getting nowhere and I forgot the whole thing. 

Many days later in my head a bell began to ring 

and all of a sudden I knew what to do. 

I collected blue lizards and I collected blue frogs, 

a thousand dragonflies and three cyanotic hogs 

and I hid them in bags behind the bamboo. 

And then one night I heard the Zen-Master snore, 

and I tell you he was snoring like a drunken boar. 

I quickly nailed up his door and his window, too. 

I ran to the cave and got my enlightenment crew. 

Then I climbed on the master’s thatched hut 

and tore away some straw and then he got his cut. 

I opened all my bags and then I dropped my load 

and below me all the rages of blueness did explode. 


