石屋淸珙 Shiwu Qinggong (1272-1352)

The Mountain Poems of Stonehouse


Translated by Red Pine
Here in the woods I have lots of free time. When I don’t spend it sleeping, I enjoy composing poems. But with paper and ink so scarce, I haven’t thought about writing them down. Now some Zen monks have asked me to record what I find of interest on this mountain. I have sat here quietly and let my brush fly. Suddenly this volume is full. I close it and send it back down with the admonition not to try singing these poems. Only if you sit on them will they do you any good.
SEVEN-SYLLABLE VERSES

1

I made my home west of Cha River
where water fills Sky Lake and the moon fills the stream

strangers are frightened by the mountain’s heights

but once they arrive they know the trail

dried snail shells on rock walls

fresh tiger tracks in the mud

I leave my door open when spring days get longer

when paulownias bloom and thrushes call

2

To glimpse the fluttering of shy birds
I don’t always close the door I made

a piece of jade is worth more than a cliff

but gold can’t buy a lifetime of freedom

the sound of icy falls on a dawn-lit snowy ridge

the sight of distant peaks through leafless autumn woods

mist lifts from ancient cedars and clear days last forever

right and wrong aren’t found in the clouds

3

Grave upon grave buried beneath weeds

before their funerals they carried gold seals

but desire is no match for detachment

and how can ambition compete with restraint

lured by bait golden fish end up in kettles

uncaged magic wings fly high

worldly affairs don’t concern a hermit

I weave my robe from homegrown hemp

4

A paper-window bamboo hut a hedge of hibiscus
wormwood soup for tea when guests arrive

the poor people I meet are mostly content

rare is the rich man not vain or wasteful

I move my table to read sutras by moonlight

I pick wildflowers to fill my altar vase

everyone says Tushita Heaven is fine

but how can it match this place of mine

5

To glorify the Way what should people turn to
to words and deeds that agree

but oceans of greed never fill up

and sprouts of delusion keep growing

plum trees in bloom cleanse a recluse

a garden of taro cheers a lone monk

those who follow rules in their huts

never see the Way past the mountains

6

Movement isn’t right and stillness is wrong

and cultivating no-thought means confusion instead

the Patriarch didn’t have no-mind in mind

any thought at all means trouble

a hut facing south isn’t so cold

chrysanthemums along a fence perfume the dusk

as soon as a drifting cloud starts to linger

the wind blows it past the vines

7

Below the pines its twin doors are never closed

its gilt statue is lit by blue light

a monkey breaks a vine and falls into a stream

startled deer resume their dreams in the clouds

glad to see mountains I like mountains better

the Way finds me without me trying

it’s been so long since I went to the gate

the lichen and moss must be inches thick

8

More than twenty years west of Mount Yen

I’ve never been cheated by a hoe

a garden in spring of new tea and bamboo

a few trees in fall of ripe chestnuts and pears

I drone on the summit when the moon is bright

and walk along the stream when the clouds turn warm

with so many friends in examination halls

why do I leave my door open

9

Green gullies and red cliffs wherever I look

and my thatch hut in between

beneath a patched robe my body stays warm

I’ve forgotten my worries along with the date

rushes grow thin where the soil is rocky

bamboo shoots grow tall where it’s deep

sometimes at midnight I hear a bell

and remember there’s a temple down below

10

Don’t think a mountain home means you’re free

a day doesn’t pass without its cares

old ladies steal my bamboo shoots

boys lead oxen into the wheat

grubs and beetles destroy my greens

boars and squirrels devour the rice

things don’t always go my way

what can I do but turn to myself

11

My hut is at the top of Hsia Summit

few visitors brave the cliffs and ravines

lugging firewood to market I slip on the moss

hauling rice back up I drip with sweat

with no end to desire less is better

with limited time why be greedy

this old monk doesn’t mean to cause trouble

he just wants people to let go

12

After twenty years of nights beneath the moon and the clouds

to find myself old is hard

crows come looking for food at the altar

monks return with empty begging bowls

others work the waves for shrimp and clams

I swing a hoe in the mountains

when Solomon’s seal is gone there is still pine pollen

and one square inch free of care

13

Seclusion of course means far from the world

thick moss deep woods and perfumed plants

the sight of mountains rain or shine

no sounds of a market day or night

I burn dry leaves in my stove to make tea

and to patch my old robe I cut a cloud by the cliff

lifetimes seldom fill a hundred years

why suffer chasing profit and fame

14

I entered the mountains and learned to be dumb

I’m usually too tired to open my mouth

I don’t point out the mistakes of others

my own faults are what I try to alter

the tea must be ready my clay stove is red

the moon must be up the paper windows are white

who in the past saw through this transient world

Yen Tzu-ling fished alone from his rock

15

The streams are so clear and shallow I can see pebbles

my gableless hut is surrounded by vines

gibbons howl at night when the moon goes down

few visitors get past the moss by the cliffs

the bamboos in my yard bend with spring snow

the plum trees on the ridge are withered by frigid nights

the solitude of this path isn’t something new

but grinding a brick on a rock is a waste

16

A white-haired Zen monk with a hut for my home

the wind has torn my robe into rags

down by the stream I rake leaves for my stove

after a frost I wrap a mat around my orange tree

ultimate reality isn’t created

ready-made koans aren’t worth a thought

all day I sit by my open window

looking at mountains without lowering the shade

17

I sleep in the clouds where the sun doesn’t shine
beside a high cliff and a mountain stream

I dream on my cot until the moon fills the window

the porridge is done when the stove smoke clears

a million reasons vanish without being driven off

our single perfect nature shines by itself

as clear as a cloudless sky it never changes

the sea meanwhile is now a mulberry grove

18

My Zen hut rests upon rocks at the summit

clouds fly past and more clouds arrive

a waterfall hangs in space beyond the door

a mountain ridge rises like a wave in back

I drew three buddhas on a wall

I put a plum branch in a jar for incense

the fields down below might be level

but can’t match a mountain’s freedom from dust

19

The Great Way has never known abundance or want

those who don’t see it choose profit instead

sages and wise men hide from the world

where counterfeit truth prevails

rein in your senses and stop indulging

be ever mindful and nothing else

once your body disappears beneath a robe

say goodbye to a thousand rebirths

20

My broken-down hut rests upon rocks
why do I leave my door open all day

people who file into exam halls

don’t set foot on an ancient trail

snow-filled nights a fire is my lone companion

frost-covered dawns I hear a gibbon howl

my tattered monk’s robe isn’t easy to mend

I cut a new patch when a cloud rolls in

21

A human life lasts one hundred years

but which of us gets them all

precarious as a hut made of thatch

or a leaking boat in a storm

mediocre monks are pathetic

would-be masters are sadder still

the world’s empty ways aren’t new

some days I shut my old door tight

22

A trail through green mist red clouds and bamboo

to a hut that stays cold and dark all day

simply let go and worries end

stop to think and cares reappear

an unpolished mirror holds countless shapes

a great bell resounds only when it is rung

our original nature is the one true buddha

not form or emptiness not past or present

23

A monk on his own sits quiet and relaxed

he survives all year on what karma brings

bamboo and yellow flowers simplify his thoughts

his life is as plain as a cloud or a stream

he doesn’t mistake a rock for a tiger on a hill

or the image of a bow for a snake in his bowl

oblivious in the woods to worldly affairs

at sunset he watches the crows flying back

24

I may be white-haired and nothing but bones

but I’m versed in the work of daily survival

in fall I pound thistles in a wooden mortar

in spring I dry vine buds in a wicker tray

I buy Solomon’s seal from a peddler down below

for seaweed I rely on a monk from across the sea

but who would have guessed at seventy-seven

I would dig a pond for lotus roots and water chestnuts

25

I chose high cliffs far from a market

a half-closed gate overgrown with weeds

where is the pauper who isn’t deferential

or the rich man who isn’t vain

emergency loans don’t come without strings

delusions require stillness to end

clouds too say mountains are better

returning at night they ease the solitude

26

Their zigzagging sails crowd government quays
their relay mounts fly night and day

officials seeking favor and glory

merchants after comfort and gain

but the joys of worldly riches are brief

while the sufferings of hell last ten thousand kalpas

and no elixir has ever been found

better change your ways while you can

27

Who enters this gate who studies this teaching
has to be thorough and push to the end

still the empty body and reason remains

forget the thinking mind and the world disappears

cloud-draped trees form a landscape of white

the summit turns red as it bites the setting sun

the flag moves or is it the wind

it isn’t the wind or the flag

28

A friend of seclusion arrives at my gate
we greet and pardon our lack of decorum

a mane of white hair more or less tied

a monk robe gathered loosely around

embers of leaves at the end of the night

howl of a gibbon announcing the dawn

sitting on cushions wrapped in quilts

words forgotten finally we meet

29

A hundred years pass by in a flash
how many think this through

if what you’re doing right now isn’t clear

the edge between life and death is sheer

stitches on a monk’s robe are a loving wife’s tears

jade grains of rice are an old farmer’s fat

don’t think who gives receives no reward

a fruit forms in time where there is a seed

30
I entered the mountains and my cares became clear
serene at heart I let them all go

the trees beyond my yard thin out in fall

the stream before my door becomes louder when it rains

I pick greens and boil tea when a fellow hermit arrives

I give a neighbor monk chrysanthemums in a pot from town

the gentry might have their fine food and clothes

but they can’t match a mountain monk with scenes like these

31

This body lasts about as long as a bubble
may as well let it go

things don’t often go as we wish

who can step back doesn’t worry

we blossom and fade like flowers

we gather and part like clouds

I stopped thinking about the world a long time ago

relaxing all day in a teetering hut
32

I saw through my worldly concerns of the past

I welcome old age and enjoy being free

rope shoes a bamboo staff the last month of spring

paper curtains plum blossoms and daybreak dreams

immortality and buddhahood are merely fantasies

freedom from worry and care is my practice

last night what the pine wind roared

that was a language the deaf can’t hear

33

Day after day I let things go

why worry about tomorrow today

the four afflictions are hard to predict

wealth and honor don’t last

lakeside villas swallowed by vines

deserted promenades along the river

these are things anyone can see

but no one is willing to consider

34

A white-haired monk afflicted with age

living under thatch year after year

I’ve spent my existence on the simplest of passions

all of which come from the buddha mind

the mountain is quiet when the birds don’t come

ten thousand pines keep it dark green

from the kalpa of nothingness it’s clear

a miraculous light still shines


35

Profit and fame aren’t worth extolling

to an untroubled solitary mountain monk

weeds of delusion don’t grow in the mind

where flowers of wisdom bloom instead

bamboo shoots and fiddleheads blanket the slopes

dust seldom falls on moss-covered ground

I was over thirty when I first arrived

how many sunsets have turned my windows red

36

I was a Zen monk who didn’t know Zen

so I chose the woods for the years I had left

a robe made of patches over my body

a belt of bamboo around my waist

mountains and streams explain the Patriarch’s meaning

flower smiles and birdsongs reveal the hidden key

sometimes I sit on a flat-topped rock

late cloudless nights once a month

37

I’ve lived as a hermit more than forty years

oblivious to the world’s ups and downs

a stove full of pine needles keeps me warm at night

a bowl of wild plants fills me up at noon

I sit on rocks and watch clouds and think idle thoughts

I patch my robe in sunshine and cultivate silence

if someone asks why Bodhidharma came from the West

I tell them everything I own

38

Scorpion tails and wolf hearts pervade the world

everyone has a trick to get ahead

but how many smiles in a lifetime

or moments of peace in a day

who can change tracks when their cart tips over

when disaster strikes there’s no time for shame

this old monk isn’t merely pointing fingers

he’s trying to remove people’s blinders and chains

39

The crow and the hare race without rest

living among cliffs I’m suddenly old

my reflection looks thin when I walk beside a stream

my eyes have turned blue viewing mountains through pines

I gather red leaves to fill my tea stove

I pick yellow flowers for my altar vase

working for the wine of profit and fame

others get drunk and can’t be revived

40

A thatch hut in blue mountains beside a green stream

after so many years visits are now up to me

a few peach and plum trees blooming red and white

a green and yellow field of vegetables and wheat

all night I sit in bed listening to rain

when it clears I open the window and doze off watching clouds

nothing in life is better than being free

but getting free isn’t luck

41

The ancients entered mountains in search of the Way

their daily practice revolved around their bodies

tying heavy stones to their waists to hull rice

shouldering hoes in the rain to plant pines

moving dirt and rocks it goes without saying

carrying firewood and water they stayed busy

the slackers who put on a robe to get food

don’t come to join an old Zen monk

42

Everything’s growth depends on its roots

why argue about which is tall or short

the road to fame and fortune is a circle of fire

the door to buddhahood is a wall of ice

my hut sits alone among brambles and weeds

the cloud-wrapped isle of Penglai is a crane’s universe

here in the mountains my hair has turned white

I’ve leaned at the windowsill so often until dark

43

I live in the mountains in order to practice

I don’t need others to examine my faults

when life becomes simple old habits end

when the mind becomes clear its light finally shines

planting pines and tilling fields have strengthened my body

reading sutras and mending clothes have sharpened my sight

the world’s absurdities are absurd indeed

the refugees of Ch’in are called hermits too

44

I searched high and low without success

by chance I found this forested peak

my thatch hut pokes through the clouds and sky

a moss-covered trail cuts through the bamboo

the greedy are worried about favor and shame

I spend my time in the stillness of meditation

bizarre rocks and gnarled pines remain unknown

to those who look for the mind with the mind

45

Old but at peace in body and mind
I cleared a place to rest in the pines

a remote mountain hut makes me happy

up-and-down roads make others perverse

wild birds chatter when the wind turns warm

cerulean shadows fade as the sun declines

with pigweed soup and coarse rice at home

why take my bowl down the mountain anymore

46

Opening my door at dawn to fetch water

I examine the sky’s seasonal moods

the smell of roasting yams recalls Lazy Scrap

peach petals falling woke up Magic Cloud

I usually see gibbons and cranes in the forest

I hear no news of the world’s ups and downs

I often spend days warming moss-covered rocks

gazing at the mountains I love until sunset

47

I built a thatched hut deep in the clouds

I find enough joy in what life brings

I bury a few potatoes before the fire dies

I’m done with schemes but not with writing letters

clear and still as ice I transcend the bounds of time

open and full of light I encompass the ten directions

but events outside my hut are a mystery to me

like how many times have flowers fallen and bloomed again

48

Examine the patterns of transient existence
the outcome of a game of chess isn’t fixed

a monk in the mountains needs to be free

people in the dust grow old unaware

windblown tea smoke floats above my bed

stream-borne petals fill the pond outside

with thirty-six thousand days

why not spend a few staying still

49

To get to the end the very end

let it all go let it go

foam piles up on a pair of lips

moss grows thick on an ancient road

a wooden horse flashes through the clouds

a clay ox thunders beneath the waves

a clear moonlit night amid ten thousand snowy peaks

a hidden scent says spring has reached the winter plum

50

I’m a poor but happy follower of the Way

whatever happens takes care of my needs

last night the west wind blew down an old tree

at daybreak firewood covered the ground

windblown white silk wreathed the red scarps

dewdrop pearls adorned the green cliffs

my survival has always depended on what’s present

why should I tire myself out making plans

51

You know very well yet seem not to know

speechless like a dunce or a fool

you keep still while storms flatten mountains

not a thought moving for ten thousand years

with ears you hear the wind in the trees

with no-mind you respond like a pond to the moon

but don’t think you alone understand

this is something anyone can do

52

The shame of dumb ideas is suffered by the best

but the absence of intelligence means a fool for sure

claiming external things are nothing but illusions

yet not understanding wealth is simply luck

the leaves in the stream move without a plan

the clouds in the valley drift without design

I closed my eyes and everything was fine

I opened them again because I love mountains

53

A round head and square robe constitute a monk

behold a descendant of Shakyamuni Buddha

stopping wrongs and evils taming the galloping will

banishing schemes and views controlling the monkey mind

refining his moral nature until it is pure as gold

nurturing his mystic source’s jade-like luster

but give him a pull and he won’t budge

only when he is willing is he friendly

54

The sunrise in the east the sunset in the west

the bell at dusk the rooster at dawn

the flux of yin and yang has turned my head to snow

over the years I’ve emptied a hundred crocks of pickles

I plant pines for beams where I find room

I spit out peach pits and make a peach-tree trail

this is for the bow-wary birds in the world

head for the mountains and choose any tree

55

The Way of the Dharma is too singular to copy

but a well-hidden hut comes close

I planted bamboo in front to form a screen

from the rocks I led a spring into my kitchen

gibbons bring their young to the cliffs when fruits are ripe

cranes move their nests from the gorge when pines turn brown

lots of idle thoughts occur during meditation

I gather the deadwood for my stove

56

There isn’t much time in this fleeting life

why spend it running in circles

when my kitchen is bare I go look for yams

when my robe needs a patch I consider lotus leaves

I’ve put down the elk tail and stopped giving sermons

my long-forgotten sutras are home to silverfish

I pity those who wear a monk’s robe

whose goals and attachments keep them busy

FIVE-SYLLABLE VERSES

57

Followers of the Way are done with reason

wherever they look is the light of the mind

somewhere peach trees are blooming

their petals perfume the stream

deep grass is bliss for a snake

sunshine is butterfly heaven

I heard a woodcutter mention

a lean-to in the clouds

58

A hoe provides a living

for a follower of the Way in the mountains

usually busy planting bamboo

he doesn’t have time to grow flowers

a waterwheel hulls his rice at night

a wicker tray dries his tea in spring

where is everyone else

in the haze of hemp and mulberry groves

59

Most of the time I smile

old men can take it easy

not a care in mind

nothing but mountains before my eyes

the P’eng soars into the sky

the leopard blends with the fog

I’m more like the flowering plum

waiting for the year-end cold

60

Reasoning comes to an end

a thought breaks in the middle

all day nothing but time

undisturbed all year

on deserted mountains clouds come and go

in the clear sky the moon is a lonesome o

even if yoga or alchemy worked

it wouldn’t match knowing Zen

61

The landscape unrolls from the cliffs

Pine Gate is there as usual

a Buddhist temple from the T’ang

a Sung prime minister’s grave

a river of light drains into the distance

the wilderness turns dark at dusk

singing fades from mountain trails

as woodcutters return to their smoke village

62

A winding muddy trail

a hedge of purple hibiscus

a paper-window bamboo hut

stove-blackened pines

a simple place where cares disappear

quiet untroubled days

who can be like me

free of work and effort

63

A monk’s home in the mountains

leaves Penglai in the dust

the ground is free of weeds

there’s a plum tree in the garden

fantasies cease there’s so much time

the mind opens up it’s so quiet

a monk’s ragged robe

dries on the rocks next to a cloud

64

Where did that gust come from

whistling across the sky

shaking the trees in the forest

blowing open my bamboo door

without any arms or legs

how does it come and go

my attempts to track it down have failed

from the cliffs a tiger roars

65

From the very top of Hsiawushan

my hut peers through the clouds

cool in summer beside bamboo

warm in winter facing the sun

cocoon-paper clothes feel soft

mountain-grown rice smells sweet

I live on what life brings

nothing else is worth my time

66

A hoe supplies a living

there’s water and wood all year

mountains to relax my eyes

nothing to cause me trouble

mist soaks through my thatch roof

moss covers up the steps on the trail

accepting conserves my strength

I don’t need to arrange a thing

67

Lunch in my mountain kitchen

there’s a shimmering springwater sauce

a well-cooked stew of preserved bamboo

a fragrant pot of hard-grain rice

blue-cap mushrooms fried in oil

purple-bud ginger vinaigrette

none of them heavenly dishes

but why should I cater to gods

68

True emptiness is like a translucent sea

where the faintest movement makes foam

as soon as we have a body

we worry about food and clothes

with feelings racing past like horses

and delusions as restless as monkeys

until we understand the Master of Emptiness

the Wheel of Rebirth rolls on

69

The Eighth Month in the mountains

the seasonal fruits are at hand

new peas hang on terraced banks

rice-flower perfume fills the fields

I cut tall grass to patch my roof

and chop bamboo to channel the spring

who in the world would guess

how carefree and happy I am in old age

70

A thatch hut in a bamboo grove

beyond the world of dust

a pond before the door

mountains out every window

a tea-stove black with soot

a hemp robe streaked with dirt

if I didn’t follow the Master of Emptiness

how did I end up here

71

As soon as the red sun bites the mountain

I shut my rickety door

I sleep on a mattress of soft green grass

and the curve of a wooden pillow

and when the moon shines through the pines

before clouds return to the stream

clear night dreams go far

but not to the world of men

72

I hiked staff in hand beyond the pines

and found myself on an emerald peak

a flock of cranes were chasing a hawk

tree shadows darkened the streams

thorns made wild fruit hard to pick

their scent made herbs easy to find

thin smoke veiled the sinking sun

red leaves shaded half the cliff

73

On a ten-thousand-story-high mountain

my hut sits at the very top

I shaped three buddhas from clay

and keep an oil lamp burning

I ring a bell cold moonlit nights

and brew tea with pond ice

but when someone asks what coming from the West means

I can’t say a word

74

Advancing or retiring grasping or letting go

people all have their own ways

Heaven and Earth let me be lazy

profit and fame put others to work

gulls sleep on piers with their backs to the sun

swallows build nests above house beams

misled by passion distracted by things

they remain unaware of the Master of Emptiness

75

I weave rush grass for my hut

every year a new layer of thatch

pine trees shade the paper windows

moss flowers decorate the bamboo walls

for wheat gruel I only need fire

and pigweed soup requires no salt

I survive on whatever comes my way

why should I mind what others hate

SEVEN-SYLLABLE QUATRAINS

76
A thatch hut is lonely on a new fall night

with white peas in flower and crickets calling

mountain-moon silver evokes an old joy

suddenly I’ve strolled west of the peak

77

Mountains of fiddleheads garden of tea

one tree of pink mixed in with the white

of all the seasons spring is the best

a mountain home then is especially fine

78

Someone asked what year I arrived

I had to think before the answer came

the peach tree I planted outside my door

has flowered in spring twenty times

79

If you hate hard work and like to loaf

how will you survive in the mountains

Pai-chang made his home among cliffs and caves

and his living depended completely on his hoe

80

Old and retired I nurse a sick body

long after sunrise my door is still closed

shivering I get up to start a pine fire

from the next valley over I hear a woodcutter’s song

81

Novices don’t stay to stir the fire

wandering monks prefer free meals

hermits at least avoid corvée and taxes

and plant enough pines to live off firewood

82

Jade-hall silver-candle nights of song

gold-valley silk-curtain homes of the rich

can’t compare with a hermit’s thatch hut

where plum blossoms bask in unclouded moonlight

83

All those I meet say the world’s ways are hard

even in a hut they can’t find peace

besides Yuan-ming announcing his retirement

who else mentions resigning

84

There’s nothing going on in my mountain kitchen

I hear the spring melting but the sky says snow

facing the wall meditating in vain

again this old monk thinks of begging in town

85

I plant winter melon then aubergine

I wear myself out staying alive

but someone who wants a decent kitchen

needs to keep a garden nearby

86

Will the porridge or rice ever end

will the sun or moon ever rest

either way it’s no concern of mine

so many fantasies arise in vain

87

Eight or nine pines behind his hut

two or three mounds of taro in front

a mountain recluse doesn’t have many interests

all he talks about are his provisions

88

This is something no one can force

besides knowing it’s there there’s nothing to know

once the moon shines above a flowering plum

it’s too late to look at the blossoms

89

What’s gone is already gone

and what hasn’t come needs no thought

right now I’m writing a right-now line

plums are ripe and gardenias in bloom

90

Three or four naps every day

still don’t exhaust all my free time

I walk around the jade bamboo a few times

then hike past the pines and gaze at far mountains

91

The flux of attachments is easy to stop

but it’s hard all at once to end love and hate

I laugh at the mountain for towering so high

and the mountain mocks me for being so skinny

92

True emptiness is clear and always present

masked by delusions for reasons we don’t know

how could what is real and false exist apart

flowers bloom and flowers fall when the spring wind blows

93

Sky Lake is a pool of aquamarine

Redfog is a screen of crimson brocade

regarding what is present before your eyes

why press your hands together and ask an old monk

94

Old and exhausted I’m truly lazy

no folded hands at dawn anymore

to those who visit I have nothing to say

their trek to my hut is such a waste of effort

95

Old through and through I’m utterly lazy

a hundred fantasies all turn to ash

but the moment a friend arrives

inescapable feelings force me up

96

There’s no dust to sweep on a mountain

guests have to knock before I open the door

after a snowfall the setting moon slips through the eaves

a plum branch shadow comes right to the window

97

My hut is two maybe three mats wide

surrounded by mountains on every side

my cot couldn’t fit a cloud for the night

I shut the door before sunset

98

Why do my Zen friends choose smoke and vines

this life of mine isn’t so hard

gardenias below the cliff perfume the trees

shoots in my garden form rows of green

99

A clean patch of ground after a rain

an ancient pine half-covered with moss

such things appear before our eyes

but what we do with them isn’t the same

100

Ten thousand schemes and fantasies have ended

all that I’ve known and seen has vanished

my two fine ears are no good at all

I sit past the cockcrow and the evening bell

101

My home in the cliffs is like a tomb

barren of even one worldly thought

although I eat food and wear clothes

it’s as if I were dead but not yet cremated

102

There’s a snag in front like a standing man

a ridge in back like a curling wave

as for me there’s nothing to say

it’s the road through the clouds that lures people here

103

Up-and-down mountain zigzag trail

stone in the clouds house by a stream

land too scarce to grow much

I even farm west of the bridge

104

A hundred years slip by unnoticed

eighty-four thousand cares dissolve in stillness

a mountain image shimmers on sunlit water

snowflakes swirl above a glowing stove

105

There’s a road to the West nobody takes

people struggle to a escape a hell with no gate

jeweled towers and pavilions see few immortals

cauldrons and ovens welcome the wicked

106

Try to find what’s real and what’s real becomes more distant

try to end delusions and delusions multiply

followers of the Way have an all-embracing place

the moon in the sky and its reflection in the waves

107

Trying to become a buddha is easy
but ending delusions is hard

how many frosty moonlit nights

have I sat until I felt the cold before dawn

108

Stripped of conditions my mind is at rest

emptied of existence my nature is at peace

how often at night have my windows turned white

as the moon and stream passed by my door

109

Work with no mind and all work stops

no more joy and no more sorrow

but don’t think no mind means you’re done

there is still the thought of no-mind

110

No mind in my work the wind blows through the trees

no work in my mind the moon crosses the sky

windsound and moonlight wear away

one layer then another

111

New year head old year tail

tomorrow the fourth today the third

the Way unattained I have grown old in vain

where in the world can I express my shame

112

Head of white hair shoulders all bones

I’ve lived in a hut more years than I can count

my shorts have no drawstring my pants have no legs

and half of my robe is missing

113

Before I can finish the Lankavatara

sunset shadows flow east with the stream

clouds return and I retire to my hut

a day of light and shade ends early again

114

Corpses don’t stink in the mountains

there’s no need to bury them deep

I might not have the fire of samadhi

but enough wood to end this family line

115

Rain soaks my hut then the sun shines

weather can change in the blink of an eye

but not as fast as the breath of existence

at dusk it’s hard to hear the morning bell

116

No one else sees what I see clearly

no one else knows what I know well

I recall one misty day last fall

a gibbon came here and stole two pears

117

Half the window pine shadows half the window moon

a solitary cushion a solitary monk

sitting cross-legged after midnight

when a moth puts out the altar lamp

118

Not one care in mind all year

I find enough joy every day in my hut

and after a meal and a pot of strong tea

I sit on a rock by the pond and count fish

119

For dinner I cook a bowl of old rice

and a soup of shepherd’s purse greens

bland but natural flavors are fine

who needs to add ginger or spice

120

I moved west into a maze of peaks

put trees and mist between me and the distant river

old and untroubled I like to sleep late

I hate to hear roosters or bells

121

Mountain wind ripped out my old paper windows

snowflakes swirl inside

my once-padded robe isn’t warm anymore

I probe the hearth with a stick

122

The setting sun’s cold light fills half the window

sitting on my bamboo bed with my ragged robe across my head

and the stove ablaze with dry leaves

I would never guess there’s frost on the roof

123

A few trees in bloom radiant red

a pond in spring rippling green

a monk with eyes that see beyond Zen

doesn’t have to be dead to use them

124

I shut my door before the clouds return

on my cot I sleep deep my thoughts unseen

hermits don’t raise dogs or chickens

the sun warms my roof and I still dream

125

After porridge after rice after drinking tea

I open the window and sit and gaze at mountains

survey every realm throughout Jambu

during the day no one is more idle than me

126

Dense fog and clouds too thick to push away

suddenly appear and suddenly depart

clever people can wear themselves out

the sun lights the rocks the same as before

127

As soon as the sun lights the southeast sky

I transplant sprouts into rocky fields

my robe half-soaked with mud

I take off and dry in front of my hut

128

I eat a peach spit out the pit the pit becomes a tree

the tree grows and flowers and makes another peach

spring departs and fall arrives year after year

how can I keep my hair from turning white

129

My hut isn’t quite ten feet across

surrounded by pines bamboo and mountains

an old monk hardly has room for himself

much less for a visiting cloud

130

Don’t run away when he strikes

make it a fight to the death

break down Chao-chou’s door

the whole universe will surrender

131

Our time is confined to one hundred years

but which of us gets them all

hundred-year-olds die too

the only difference is sooner or later

132

The whole Buddhist Canon is worthless old paper

seventeen hundred tangled vines

who can see through the mess

one thought is still too many

133

Leaves along the shore stop and flow with the stream

clouds above the ridge come and go with the wind

no match for an old monk who doesn’t move

who does nothing but sit among the cliffs all year

134

Hsiawu is high and the trail is long

and my hut is nothing but bamboo and vines

despite their dislike of dangerous places

people are still fooled into making the climb

135

I feel old and decrepit and weaker by the day

but visitors force me up

I regret not learning to cover my tracks

but lotus clothes and pine cakes call Big Plum to mind

136

A hermit’s hut is lonely encircled by bamboo

a merchant’s gate is high with hundred-foot-long walls

in his lonely hut a hermit finds peace

behind his high gate a merchant finds none

137

People say everyday mind isn’t our buddha nature

I say our buddha nature is simply everyday mind

afraid no one will do any work

they teach grinding iron rods to make needles

138

East or west north or south then back again

by cart or horse on land by boat on water

the gate to fame and fortune is as far away as Heaven

yet people by the million kill themselves to reach it

139

What sort of work takes place in the mountains

planting winter melons then planting gourds

and if your efforts fall a bit short

most of your fields end up beneath weeds

140

Too long away from monasteries I don’t have a cushion

too long in the mountains I don’t have a robe

all I have is an iron pot

to entertain guests with bubbling water

141

When my clothes come apart I plant hemp

when my food runs out I harvest rice early

I pull myself through with effort

and when I’m better I don’t owe any alms

142

Parched wheat and pine pollen make a fine meal

vine flowers and salted bamboo make a tasty dish

when I’m exhausted I think of nothing else

let others become buddhas or immortals

143

Life in the mountains depends on a hoe

food and clothes don’t appear by themselves

I’m knee-deep in mud planting rice in a field

or my shoulders are sore from hauling firewood to town

144

I repair my hoe and let my hut lean

I farm clouds when I’m able and sleep when I’m tired

yams turn ripe from summertime sun

their flavor doesn’t come from the stove

145

From outside my round pointed-roof hut

who would guess at the space inside

all the worlds in the universe are there

with room to spare for a meditation cushion

146

I built a thatch hut beneath tall pines

windows open on every side

all day I sit facing mountains

nothing else comes to mind

147

Late autumn rain is all mist

tiger tracks appear in the moss

all last night the west wind blew

by dawn the leaves were up to the steps

148

When the red sun climbs above the blue mountains

the door of my hut is still closed

before the white-haired monk is up

ants are already making their rounds

149

My hut is so secluded it’s beyond the reach of dust

my mind is so detached it’s left the world behind

somewhere a peach tree is blooming

wild birds encircle my door with twigs

150

Now that I’m old nothing disturbs me

I’m asleep on my cot before the sun sets

dreaming and wondering who I am

until the new moon lights the plum blossoms

151

After meditation I chant a Cold Mountain poem

after dinner I brew grain-rain tea

and when some feeling lingers I can’t express

I take a basket across the ridge and gather vine flowers

152

For property monks apply at an office

where bureaucratic snares and insults abound

I own a half acre of mountain land

I’m giving it back as alms when I die

153

I put mulberry wood in the stove to make charcoal

new cotton in my quilt a new mat on the bed

what can I say about staying warm all winter

I don’t dream about Tushita Heaven

154

Last year my food supply failed me

this year I can’t use it all

I’ve harvested three bushels of grain too many

and filled up the pond outside my door

155

A pointed-roof hut in the shade of the clouds

a broken-legged pot on a pile of dry leaves

a strainer with holes too big to strain rice

and a cracked grating bowl for grating fresh ginger

156

How could someone who practices not become a buddha

if water drips long enough even rocks wear through

it’s not true a thick skull can’t be pierced

a person just needs a hard enough mind

157

I sit and meditate in the quiet and dark

where nothing comes to mind

I sweep in front when the west wind is done

I make a path for the moonlight

158

Jade-winged plum blossoms perfumed trees

pond-washed vegetables floating plants of green

if the silk-clad young lords knew about this

they would move into the wilds for sure

159

Good and bad fortune never lose their way

failure and success both depend on karma

realize distinctions are empty at heart

what doesn’t move a hair is what’s real

160

A lotus-leaf robe keeps me warm when I’m cold

pine-pollen cakes are a treat when I’m hungry

I’m not like those who worry about food and clothes

running north and south busy all their lives

161

a)

My newly sewn paper quilt is so warm

and the pile of burning leaves is so red

I wonder who will wake me from my dream

then just before dawn I hear the bell down below

b)

I heat my newly sewn paper quilt

and sleep all night until dawn

when I hear the sound of a bell down below

add one more day to this floating life

162

I chop green wood and lift the pole

I keep the load level with my waist

what’s here today won’t last until tomorrow

I fill my cold hearth and burn it all night

163

It’s hard to say if the year has been hot or cold

how many times does the sky change in a day

my hut’s paper windows are dry then they’re wet

the stone steps in front are wet then they’re dry

164

Surrounding the summit is nothing but pines

and my thatch hut is set in their shade

where does that gust of wind come from

stirring up waves echoing across the sky

165

Sewing purple robes with fine yellow silk

they achieve their goals through back doors

no match for a hermit beyond praise and blame

with willow floss and pine needle mending lotus-leaf clothes

166

Spring is gone summer is gone and autumn is cool

the days are like a shuttle and the nights are getting long

people fill their time with idle talk and chatter

how often do they stop and think

167

The people I meet are busy night and day

enlarging their houses or clearing more land

until that day none can escape

when all they own are bones on Peimang

168

People all know about death and rebirth

why then don’t they cultivate

instead of walking the wide-open Way

they enter the fiery pit clear-eyed

169

People all say there is time to cultivate

if not now there is still next year

but headed for five thousand kalpas below

they won’t be back anytime soon

OTHER VERSES
170

To Redcurtain Mountain and Sky Lake Spring

I moved at the start of Imperial Celebration

to a flat-topped rock near the summit

like a blue lotus rising from a pool

and a spring I call Sky Lake

flowing without cease since the world began

here I cleared a field of worldly dust

and built a hut to live out my old age

from outside it might look small

but inside there is room for all my things

a gilt statue veiled by emerald silk

a carved bowl whose water reaches the vault of heaven

a straw cushion and meditation chair

incense bell and gong to mark the dusk and dawn

I planted good-luck grass in a porcelain pot

and dragon-pool rushes in a basin of stone

mountain-grown rice is fragrant and smooth

vegetables from my garden are tender and sweet

I’ve abandoned right and wrong success and failure

I don’t care how I walk or sit or lie down

sometimes I pick up my deer-tail whisk

sometimes I finger my black wooden beads

sometimes I feel like dancing

sometimes I sit like a dunce

too lazy to explain why Bodhidharma came east

much less the poetry or annals of Lu

I don’t know if I’m a fool or a sage

or if others are oxen or donkeys

when a guest arrives there’s no time to chat

I gather dry wood and light the tea stove

perfumed red pennants unfold in spring

the foliage of summer shade is brief

a gust of wild cassia calls Shan-ku to mind

plum blossoms in the snow purified Lin Pu

true joys like these aren’t found in town

in the mountains you won’t find evil

I don’t want a fancy carriage

I don’t want a flock of disciples

I don’t want a Western Paradise

I don’t want a pure celestial abode

my mind has enough to think about

my eyes have plenty to see

the music of the wind at night

the crow on the wing at dawn

fish swim and jump for joy

birds call back and forth with delight

on the road to the dark and distant

in the realm of transcendence and void

inspired poets are speechless

master artists can’t paint

only Yuan-ming could play with the Tao

like him I love my hut

but in the mountains there’s no leisure

and yet I’ve learned what others don’t know

how to channel a spring around a slope with bamboo

how to start the morning fire with a rock

how to pound mountain rice and chop wood

before the pot boils I drool

on uncleared land I plant taro

and beans where I’ve managed to hoe

I don’t stop moving all day

before the sun sets I’m exhausted

back home I wash my feet and lie down

too tired to notice the phases of the moon

birds from the next forest over wake me up

along with the sun’s red disk through the pines

today and tomorrow are the same

last year and next year no change

in spring plants sprout in summer they flourish

in autumn clouds gather in winter it snows

when the sky falls to earth Sumeru shatters

buddhas take off their dirty clothes

171

A clear sky and nothing planned I climbed Hsia Summit

I opened my heart and gazed into the distance

the shimmering white expanse of Taihu

and the two emerald buds of Tungting

I imagined at first were a young immortal’s topknots

and silk cap with uneven sides

then a deity’s offering of flowers

two lotuses rising from a basin of jade

such scenes I knew were fantasies

but my mind wandered on without stop

until I couldn’t bear it and went back down

at sunset I turned again toward the summit pines

172

Magpies talk magpie outside my hut

crows talk crow circling my roof

a hermit to the west brings me fruits

a boy to the east steals my melons

we see the signs of blessing and disaster

but we shouldn’t separate good and bad fortune

followers of the Way who cling to such views

see defects on a polished mirror

after Lazy Yung met Tao-hsin

birds stopped bringing him flowers

173

The trees in the forest grow new leaves

surrounding my hut with more cool shade

tall grass hides my tracks

over the ridge I hear a woodcutter sing

I plow and I plant

my tree-bark coat and leaf hat askew

the rain comes in time

my rice sprouts are saved

I’ve scanned the whole world

everything fades

having understood emptiness

what do I do about sorrow

174

Cold Mountain has a line

My mind is like the autumn moon
I have a line of my own

my mind outshines the autumn moon

not that the autumn moon isn’t bright

but once it’s full it fades

how unlike my mind

forever full and bright

as for what the mind is like

what more can I say

175

The moon lights up my door

the wind blows open my robe

sit down on a rock my friend

hear my mountain song

black hair turns to snow

dawn light to evening shade

everything is dew on the grass

nothing stays the same

176

After a meal I dust off a boulder and sleep

and after I sleep I go for a walk

on a cloudy late summer day

an oriole sings from a sapling

enjoying the season while it can

joyfully singing out its heart

true happiness is right here

why chase empty names

177

If you don’t read sutras when you’re young

you won’t know what they mean when you’re older

you won’t know a million doorways

are all inside the square inch of your mind

indulging all day in desire and hate

how often do you think about life and death

one day illness or old age will surprise you

remorse then will be too late

178

I planted a few hills of beans

their tendrils now cover the summit

forgetting the sunshine and sweat

I say it’s all in the soil

an old rabbit crouches at the base of the cliff

fantasies filling its thoughts

if it would give up its desires

I would give up soy sauce

179

Whenever the mountain enjoys a good rain

everything flourishes here on the summit

planting an acre of yams

can wait for another time

people in the world alas

keep thinking of fortune and fame

heads aswirl with snow

hearts awash with dust

180

I built my hut on a desolate ridge

and pass my days in karma’s wake

I sell firewood to buy grain

and live on porridge and rice

although I wear myself out

at least I avoid corvée

but talking about the dark and distant

that is something I can’t do

181

Letting go means letting everything go

buddhahood has to go too

each thought becomes a demon

each word invites more trouble

survive instead on what karma brings

pass your days in freedom

make the Dharma your practice

lead your ox to the mill

182

My broken-down hut isn’t three rafters wide

perched above a thousand peaks

when clouds unveil an azure sky

I let my eyes roam the four horizons

the world is a flower in space

its bloom and decay are delusions

when the sun goes down and the wind turns cold

I close my door and face the fire

183

I built my hut on top of Hsia Summit

plowing and hoeing make up my day

half a dozen terraced fields

two or three hermit neighbors

I made a pond for the moon

and sell wood to buy grain

an old man with few schemes

I’ve told you all that I own

184

A couple of impoverished monks

living in broken-down huts

clearing terraced fields

we harvest a basket of chaff

enough to make porridge

but not enough for a meal

still we outdo the rich and famous

racing north and hurrying south
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