The Poems of Cold Mountain (Han-shan)
Translated by Red Pine
1 

Towering cliffs were the home I chose 

bird trails beyond human tracks 

what does my yard contain 

white clouds clinging to dark rocks 

every year I've lived here 

I've seen the seasons change 

all you owners of tripods and bells 

what good are empty names 

2 

All you who read my poems 

guard your purity of heart 

let your greed be modesty 

your flattery be honesty 

put an end to evil karma 

trust your own true nature 

find your buddha body today 

do it as fast as an order 

3 
The Cold Mountain Road is strange
no tracks of cart or horse 
hard to recall which merging stream 
or tell which piled-up ridge 
a myriad plants weep with dew 
the pines all sigh the same 
here where the trail disappears 
form asks shadow where to
4 

Looking for a refuge 
Cold Mountain will keep you safe 
a faint wind stirs dark pines 
come closer the sound gets better 
below them sits a gray-haired man 
chanting Taoist texts 
ten years unable to return 
he forgot the way he came 

5

My mind is like the autumn moon 
clear and bright in a pool of jade 
nothing can compare 
what more can I say 

6 

The mountains are so cold 
not just now but every year 
crowded ridges breathe in snow 
sunless forests breathe out mist 
nothing grows until Grain Ears 
leaves fall before Autumn Begins 
a lost traveler here 
looks in vain for the sky

7 

A moth-browed girl in town 

how her pendants chime 

teasing a parrot before the flowers 

playing a lute beneath the moon 
her singing echoes for months 
thousands watch her briefest dance 
but surely this won't last 
the hibiscus can't bear cold 
8 
A fine young man on horseback 
waves his whip at the willows 
he can't imagine death 
he builds no boat or ladder 
the seasonal flowers are lovely 
until the day they wither and fade 
rock sugar and clarified butter 
mean nothing when you're dead 
9 
I longed to visit the eastern cliff 
countless years until today 
I finally grabbed a vine and climbed 
but halfway there met mist and wind 
the trail was too narrow for clothes 
the moss too slick for shoes 
I stopped beneath this cinnamon tree 
and slept with a cloud for a pillow

10 

Before the cliffs I sat alone 
the moon shone in the sky 
but where a thousand shapes appeared 
its lantern cast no light 
the unobstructed spirit is clear 
the empty cave is a mystery 
a finger showed me the moon 
the moon is the hub of the mind 

11 

Give me a hidden eddy 
a residence free from dust and noise 
paths of newly trampled grass 
clouds above for neighbors 
birds to help me sing 
no one asking for sermons 
springtime for this Saha tree 
nowadays lasts how many years 

12 

Zither and books are up to you 
but wealth and power are useless 
send back the carriage and heed the wise wife 
the good son rides in a covered cart 
wind blows across a threshing floor 
water spills from a hatchery pool 
keep in mind the tailorbird 
at home on a single branch

13 

Brothers share five districts 
father and sons three states 
to learn where the wild ducks fly 
follow the white-hare banner 
find a magic melon in your dreams 
steal a sacred orange from the palace 
far away from your native land 
swim with fish in a stream 

14 

A master of the brush and the sword 
met three illustrious lords 
in the East his advice was ignored 
in the West his valor wasn't honored 
he mastered the brush and the sword 
he mastered the sword and the brush 
today now that he's old 
what's left isn't worth saying

15 

Chuang-tzu said for his funeral 
let Heaven and Earth be my coffins 
whenever I reach that state 
all I need is a shroud 
let my body feed flies 
don't bother asking the cranes to mourn 
I'd rather starve on Shouyang Mountain 
for those who live honest death is fine too 

16 

People ask the way to Cold Mountain 
but roads don't reach Cold Mountain 
in summer the ice doesn't melt 
and the morning fog is too dense 
how did someone like me arrive 
our minds are not the same 
if they were the same 
you would be here 

17 

Hundred-foot trees produced by Heaven 
get sawed into giant planks 
unfortunate building timber 
gets left in a hidden valley 
its heart stays strong despite the years 
its bark falls off day after day 
if some astute person took it away 
it still could prop up a stable

18 

I spur my horse past ruins 
ruins move a traveler's heart 
the old parapets high and low 
the ancient graves great and small 
the shuddering shadow of a tumbleweed 
the steady sound of giant trees
 but what I lament are the common bones 
unnamed in the records of immortals 

19 

Parrots live in western lands 
hunters bring them back in nets 
courtesans tease them dawn to dusk 
somewhere behind palace curtains 
they're given a golden cage 
but locked away their plumage fades 
not like wild geese and swans 
flying up in the clouds 

20 

Inside Jade Hall is a curtain of pearls 
behind it lives a graceful girl 
her beauty transcends the immortals 
her skin is like that of a peach 
spring mists rise in the east 
autumn winds stir in the west 
thirty years from now 
she'll look like chewed sugarcane


21 

My parents stayed busy enough 
I don't want anyone's land 
my wife clacks away at her loom 
our baby gurgles and coos 
I clap and urge the flowers to dance 
prop up my chin and listen to birds 
who comes to commend me 
woodcutters often stop by 

22 

My home is below green cliffs 
I don't cut weeds anymore 
new vines spiral down 
ancient rocks stand straight 
monkeys pick the wild fruit 
egrets spear the fish 
one or two books by immortals 
I chant beneath the trees  
23

 
The seasonal round never stops

 
one year ends and another begins

 
ten thousand things come and go

 
the Nine Heavens don’t decay

 
the east grows bright the west grows dark

 
flowers fade and blossom again

 
only travelers to the Yellow Springs

 
depart and don’t return

24

 
The new year ends a year of sorrow

 
spring finds everything fresh

 
mountain flowers laugh with green water

 
cliff trees dance with blue mist

 
bees and butterflies seem so happy

 
birds and fishes look lovelier still

 
the joy of companionship never ends

 
who can sleep past dawn
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Calligraphy unrestrained

 
physique robust enough

 
alive a body with limits

 
dead a ghost with no name

 
it’s been like this since ancient times

 
what else can you do

 
join me inside the clouds

 
I’ll teach you magic mushroom songs
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Since I came to Cold Mountain

 
how many thousand years have passed

 
accepting my fate I fled to the woods

 
to dwell and gaze in freedom

 
no one visits the cliffs

 
forever hidden by clouds

 
soft grass serves as a mattress

 
my quilt is the dark blue sky

 
a boulder makes a fine pillow

 
Heaven and Earth can crumble and change
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A man who lives on rose-colored clouds

 
shunned the usual haunts for a home

 
every season is equally dead

 
summer is just like fall

 
a dark stream always babbles

 
a towering pine wind sighs

 
sitting here less than one day

 
he forgets a whole lifetime of sorrow

 28

 
This maid is from Hantan

 
her singing has the lilt

 
make use of her refuge

 
her songs go on forever

 
you’re drunk don’t talk of going

 
stay until the morning comes

 
where you sleep tonight

 
her embroidered quilt fills a silver bed
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Pole your three winged galleons

 
ride your thousand-mile stallions

 
you still won’t reach my home

 
it’s called the darkest wild
 
my cave is on a distant ridge

 
clouds and thunder last all day

 
I’m not Master Confucius

 
I have nothing to convey
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Wise ones you ignore me

 
I ignore you fools

 
neither wise nor foolish

 
I’ll disappear henceforth

 
at night I’ll sing to the moon

 
at dawn I’ll dance with the clouds

 
how can I still my mouth and hands

 
and sit up straight with all this hair
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A mountain man lives under thatch

 
before his gate carts and horses are rare

 
the forest is quiet but partial to birds

 
the streams are wide and home to fish

 
with his son he picks wild fruit

 
with his wife he hoes between rocks

 
what does he have at home

 
a shelf full of nothing but books

 32

 
Who takes the Cold Mountain Road

 
takes a road that never ends

 
the rivers are long and piled with rocks

 
the streams are wide and choked with grass

 
it’s not the rain that makes the moss slick

 
and it’s not the wind that makes the pines moan

 
who can get past the tangles of the world

 
and sit with me in the clouds

33

 
As long as we’re bound by the Six Extremes

 
discussing the Nine Knots is futile

 
talented men remain in the wilds

 
the unskilled close rough doors

 
the cliffs are still dark at noon

 
the valleys stay dim on cloudless days

 
here you’ll find the sons of elders

 
and none of them owns any pants

 34

 
Where white clouds form high rugged crags

 
and green water rolling dark waves

 
I hear a fisherman singing

 
over and over the song of his oars

 
verse after verse I try not to listen

 
it stirs up too much sorrow

 
who says sparrows don’t have horns

 
how else could they pierce my walls
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The trail to Cold Mountain is faint

 
the banks of Cold Stream are a jungle

 
birds constantly chatter away

 
I hear no sound of people

 
gusts of wind lash my face

 
flurries of snow bury my body

 
day after day no sun

 
year after year no spring
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What makes a young man grieve

 
he grieves to see his hair turn white

 
besides that what makes him grieve

 
he grieves to see the day draw near

 
he goes to stay on Taishan

 
or leaves to guard Peimang

 
how can I bear to speak these words

 
these words pain an old man
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People say cares never depart

 
a saying I thought was untrue

 
but yesterday what I drove off

 
entangles me today once more

 
the months depart but cares remain

 
and a new year means new cares

 
who would guess beneath the big hat

 
is someone plagued by old cares

 38

 
Two turtles aboard an ox cart

 
took part in a highway drama

 
a scorpion came alongside

 
begging desperately for a ride

 
to refuse would violate goodwill

 
to accept would weigh them down

 
in a moment too brief to describe

 
acting kindly they got stung

39

 
In April when silkworms are small

 
girls come gathering flowers

 
chasing butterflies by the wall

 
trying to hit frogs in the water

 
dropping ripe plums into sheer silk sleeves

 
cutting bamboo shoots with golden hairpins

 
others can argue about what’s fine

 
this place is better than mine
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An old lady who lives to the east

 
got rich a few years ago

 
before poorer than me

 
she now mocks my poverty

 
she laughs that I’m behind

 
I laugh that she’s ahead

 
it seems we can’t stop laughing

 
from the east and from the west

 41

 
The rich have so many cares

 
they can’t just acquiesce

 
their granary rice might be bright red

 
they still won’t loan out a peck

 
their reveries turn to guile

 
they pick through silk for the best

 
whenever their final day arrives

 
the mourners will all be flies
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I met a brilliant scholar once

 
learned and shrewd without peer

 
his examination fame echoed through the realm

 
his regulated verse surpassed that of others

 
his judgments excelled all those of the past

 
how could he follow in someone else’s dust

 
now rich and honored he chases wealth and beauty

 
what can you say about broken tiles or melted ice
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A white crane carries a bitter flower

 
a thousand miles without resting

 
he’s bound for the peaks of Penglai

 
with this for his provision

 
not yet there his feathers break off

 
far from the flock he sighs

 
returning to his old nest

 
his wife and children don’t know him
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I usually live in seclusion

 
but sometimes I go to Kuoching

 
to call on the Venerable Feng-kan

 
or to visit with Master Shih-te

 
but I go back to Cold Cliff alone

 
observing an unspoken agreement

 
I follow a stream that has no spring

 
the spring is dry but not the stream

 45

 
If you were too dumb the life before

 
you won’t be enlightened today

 
and if today you’re poor

 
it’s due to your previous lives

 
and if you don’t reform this life

 
your next life will be the same

 
on either shore there’s no ferry

 
but one day you’ll cross the vast divide
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The beautiful Lady Lu

 
long ago was called Never Sad

 
she loved to ride through a garden

 
or row through a pond full of lilies

 
she knelt on a green bear rug

 
and wore a blue phoenix robe

 
but grieved that in less than a hundred years

 
she couldn’t avoid ending up in the hills

47

 
Mistress Tsou of Tiyen

 
and Mistress Tu of Hantan

 
the two of them equally old

 
and sharing the same love of face

 
yesterday went to a tea

 
but poorly dressed they were shown to the back

 
because their skirts were frayed

 
they had to eat leftover cake

 48

 
Beneath high cliffs I live alone

 
swirling clouds swirl all day

 
inside my hut it might be dim

 
but in my mind I hear no noise

 
I passed through a golden gate in a dream

 
my spirit returned when I crossed a stone bridge

 
I left behind what weighed me down

 
my dipper on a branch click clack

 49

 
Things all have their uses

 
and each use has its place

 
but if a use gets lost

 
it’s absent and deficient too

 
a round hole and square handle

 
such things alas won’t work

 
a racehorse used to catch a rat

 
will never match a crippled cat
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Show me the person who doesn’t die

 
death remains impartial

 
I recall a towering man

 
who now is a pile of dust

 
the World Below knows no dawn

 
plants enjoy another spring

 
those who visit this sorrowful place

 
the pine wind slays with grief

 51

 
A black-maned roan and coral whip

 
race down Loyang roads

 
a handsome egotistic youth

 
doesn’t expect old age

 
but white hair will appear

 
and red cheeks won’t last long

 
look at the Peimang Hills

 
there’s your Isle of Penglai
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They act like drunks all day

 
and pass the years without a break

 
but once they’re buried beneath the weeds

 
the morning sun is dim

 
their flesh and bones disappear

 
their souls soon fade away

 
even iron-crushing jaws

 
can’t chant sutras then
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Once I reached Cold Mountain

 
I stayed for thirty years

 
recently visiting family and friends

 
most had left for the Yellow Springs

 
slowly fading like a dying candle

 
or surging past like a flowing stream

 
today facing my solitary shadow

 
suddenly both eyes filled with tears
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Gathering lotuses we called to each other

 
in lovely transparent water

 
enjoying ourselves unaware of the dusk

 
we kept watching the rising gale

 
swells cradled the mandarin ducks

 
waves rocked the mallards

 
and us resting our oars

 
letting our thoughts surge on
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The willows grow dark like mist

 
their wind-borne flowers drift like snow

 
husband in a wifeless province

 
wife in a husbandless county

 
each on a different shore of the sky

 
when will they meet again

 
write this line in moon-viewing towers

 
no swallow nests allowed
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Call friends over when you have wine

 
call neighbors in if there’s meat

 
all of us bound for the Yellow Springs

 
we need to act while we’re young

 
a jade belt is transient glory

 
gold hairpins aren’t lasting charms

 
Old Man Chang and Old Lady Cheng

 
haven’t sent back any news

 57

 
A likable excellent fellow

 
physically quite imposing

 
not yet thirty springs or autumns

 
with talents by the hundred

 
he summons the brave with golden bridles

 
he gathers good men with dishes of jade

 
he only lacks one thing

 
he doesn’t pass on the eternal lamp
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The peach would bloom through summer

 
but the wind and moon won’t wait

 
search for a man of the Han

 
could one of them still be alive

 
day after day the petals drift down

 
year after year we move on

 
where we raise the dust today

 
long ago was an endless sea
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I met a girl to the east

 
her age was barely eighteen

 
men to the west vied to propose

 
a match was made and they wed

 
they roasted a sheep and a host of creatures

 
regaled in wantonness and slaughter

 
they smiled and laughed with joy

 
they’ll reap their judgment in tears
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A farmer with acres of mulberry groves

 
and a stable full of buffalo calves

 
able to understand cause and effect

 
the numbskull finally cracks

 
he envisions it all used up

 
and everyone on their own

 
with paper pants and tiles for shorts

 
dying of hunger and cold in the end
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I see hundreds of dogs

 
and every one of them scruffy

 
lying wherever they please

 
rambling whenever the whim arises

 
but throw them out a bone

 
and watch them growl and fight

 
as long as bones are rare

 
a pack of dogs can’t share
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Straining its eyes it scans the horizon

 
clouds obscure the four quarters

 
owls and crows are fed and relaxed

 
the phoenix is hungry and anxious

 
fine steeds are grazed on the gobi

 
lame donkeys allowed at court

 
Heaven is too high to hear

 
a tailorbird on the waves
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In Loyang so many girls

 
on a spring day show off their charms

 
in groups picking roadside flowers

 
sticking them high in their hair

 
high in their hair the flowers wind round

 
someone speaks and they all look down

 
looking elsewhere for a gentler love

 
or thinking of husbands at home
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In spring women flaunt their looks

 
together along South Street

 
before the flowers they mourn the years

 
behind the trees they shun the wind

 
a young man comes alongside

 
a white horse and golden bridle

 
why must they flirt so long

 
their husbands know why
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A group of girls play in fading light

 
wind fills the road with perfume

 
their skirts are embroidered with butterflies of gold

 
their hair is adorned with ducks of jade

 
their maids are dressed in red chiffon

 
their eunuchs in purple brocade

 
watching is someone who has lost his way

 
white temples and a trembling heart
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Whoever runs into a ghost or spirit

 
first of all don’t be afraid

 
be firm don’t try to grab it

 
call its name it’ll leave

 
petition the Buddha with incense

 
bow down and ask a monk’s aid

 
a mosquito that lands on an iron ox

 
finds nowhere to sink its beak
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The Yellow River is boundless

 
flowing east without cease

 
on and on never clearing

 
while everyone’s lifespan ends

 
and if you would ride the clouds

 
how will you grow wings

 
unless while your hair is black

 
you make an effort moving or still
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Aboard this boat of rotten wood

 
gathering fruit of the nimba tree

 
here we are in the open sea

 
where the waves never cease

 
only one-day’s food along

 
shore a billion miles away

 
what’s the cause of our distress

 
alas it’s due to bitterness
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If you’re still and never speak

 
what will posterity have to relate

 
if you hide in the woods and swamps

 
how will your wisdom reveal itself

 
withering isn’t healthy

 
wind and frost bring early ills

 
a clay ox plowing a rocky field

 
will never see a harvest day
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A hermit’s heart is heavy

 
he mourns the passing years

 
he looks for roots and mushrooms

 
but seeks eternal life in vain

 
his yard is clear the clouds are gone

 
the woods are bright the moon is full

 
why doesn’t he go home

 
the cinnamon trees detain him
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Someone lives in a mountain gorge

 
cloud robe and sunset tassels

 
holding sweet plants he would share

 
but the road is long and hard

 
burdened by regrets and doubts

 
old and unaccomplished

 
called by others crippled

 
he stands alone steadfast
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Pigs devour dead human flesh

 
humans savor dead pig guts

 
pigs don’t mind human stink

 
humans say pork smells fine

 
throw dead pigs in the river

 
bury human bodies deep

 
if they ever stop eating each other

 
lotuses will bloom in boiling soup
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Chaos was happy

 
it neither ate nor peed

 
whose drill did it meet

 
that gave it these nine holes

 
day in working for food and clothes

 
year out worrying about rent and taxes

 
thousands fight for a coin

 
the crowd yells run for your life
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What’s this crying for

 
these tears as big as pearls

 
parting is certain

 
and loss will come again

 
the reason we’re so poor

 
we’re still blind to karma

 
shoulder the corpse to the graveyard

 
the Six Paths don’t excite me
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The wife got tired of weaving

 
the husband too lazy to hoe

 
he amused himself with a crossbow

 
she danced and strummed a lute

 
for cold bones clothes are urgent

 
for a full stomach food comes first

 
who cares about you now

 
crying in pain to the sky
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They don’t walk the Noble Path

 
they say they believe as they go astray

 
their tongues don’t stop before buddhas

 
their hearts overflow with envy

 
in private they eat fish and meat

 
in public they chant O-mi-to-fo
 
if this is how they cultivate

 
how will they deal with disaster
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There exists one kind of fool

 
thick-headed as a donkey

 
although he knows human speech

 
his greed resembles a pig’s

 
his treachery can’t be fathomed

 
his claims all turn out false

 
if anybody talks with him

 
tell him don’t stay here
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A man descended from Pride

 
named Greedy and called Dishonest

 
lacks all understanding

 
turns his back on menial work

 
hates death and the bitterness of crowfoot

 
loves life and the sweetness of honey

 
can’t stop eating fish

 
and never grows tired of meat
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I chose a secluded place to live

 
Tientai says it all

 
gibbons howl and the stream fog is cold

 
a view of the peak adjoins my rush door

 
I cut some thatch to roof a pine hut

 
I made a pool and channeled the spring

 
glad at last to put everything down

 
picking ferns I pass the years left
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If you would increase increase your essence

 
that could be called an increase

 
if you would change change your form

 
that could be called a change

 
able to increase able to change

 
you’re sure to join the ranks of immortals

 
without such increase and change

 
you won’t survive the trauma of death
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I labored in vain reciting the Three Histories

 
I wasted my time reading the Five Classics

 
I’ve grown old checking yellow scrolls

 
recording the usual everyday names

 
Continued Hardship was my fortune

 
Emptiness and Danger govern my life

 
I can’t match riverside trees

 
every year with a season of green
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Spring water is pure in an emerald stream

 
moonlight is white on Cold Mountain

 
silence thoughts and the spirit becomes clear

 
focus on emptiness and the world grows still
83

 
I have a coat

 
neither sheer nor twilled silk

 
what color you ask

 
neither red nor purple

 
in summer it serves as a shirt

 
in winter it serves as a shawl

 
winter and summer always in use

 
yearlong only this
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White whisk and sandalwood handle

 
a perfume that lasts all day

 
soft like curling fog

 
aswirl like drifting clouds

 
it helps during rites in summer

 
raised high it flicks dust away

 
and often inside a ten-foot room

 
it’s used to direct lost men
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Some seek pleasure in love

 
blind to the trials of a mortal body

 
others see a bubble or mirage

 
and realize impermanence undoes us all

 
a real man’s will is straight like iron

 
in an uncrooked heart the Way is true

 
dense and tall bamboos in the snow

 
show you the mind not used in vain
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So many kinds of people exist

 
hundreds of plans for profit and fame

 
hearts intent on glory

 
always trying to get rich

 
minds that never rest

 
rushing about like smoke

 
dependents gather around

 
one yell and a hundred heads nod

 
but less than seventy years from now

 
ice becomes water and roof tiles break

 
dead at last all cares cease

 
who will be their heir

 
drop a ball of mud in water

 
and behold the thoughtless mind
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A greedy man who piles up wealth

 
is like an owl who loves her chicks

 
the chicks grow up and eat their mother

 
wealth eventually swallows its owner

 
spread it around and blessings grow

 
hoard it and disaster arises

 
no wealth no disaster

 
flap your wings in the blue
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Ten thousand miles from home

 
sword raised to strike the Hun

 
gain the edge he’s dead

 
lose it and you’re doomed

 
though you might disdain his life

 
why be ungrateful for yours

 
here’s the way to always win

 
the trick is don’t be greedy
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Anger is a fire in the mind

 
it can burn up a forest of merit

 
if you travel the bodhisattva path

 
forbearance keeps anger away
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All you senseless buried heads

 
preferring unlit demon caves

 
I keep urging you to practice

 
but you’re stubborn and confused

 
brushing off Cold Mountain’s words

 
whirling faster karma’s flux

 
until beheaded and in two

 
you discover a body’s curse
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Hateful destinies cloud the eye

 
doubly dark and devoid of light

 
eight hundred human years

 
wouldn’t equal their half-night

 
all such fools as these

 
of states too sad to tell

 
I urge you to leave

 
recognize the King of Things
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Heaven is boundlessly high

 
Earth is endlessly deep

 
between are living things

 
dependent on these Powers

 
butting heads over food and clothes

 
making plans to eat each other

 
still unclear about cause and effect

 
blind men asking the color of milk
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All kinds of people exist under Heaven

 
different types of beauty prevail

 
Old Lady Chia had a husband of sorts

 
Huang-lao had no wife

 
the Wei sons all were handsome

 
Miss Chung-li was a fright

 
if she moved West

 
I’d head East
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A wise man isn’t greedy

 
a fool loves a furnace

 
his fields encroach on those of others

 
the bamboo grove is his

 
he strains his arms gathering riches

 
grits his teeth and goads his nag

 
he should look beyond the town gate

 
at all the mounds below the pines
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Haggling over fish and meat

 
carrying it home to feed your family

 
why do you take the lives of others

 
to make sure you survive

 
this isn’t heaven-bound karma

 
more like ballast for hell

 
when Hsu Liu says to dig

 
you’ll know it wasn’t right
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Someone points to a cedar

 
and calls it sandalwood

 
many have sought the Way

 
how few have found Nirvana

 
abandoning gold and hauling off straw

 
they fool themselves and others

 
taking a handful of sand

 
it’s hard to make a ball
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Steam some sand for your dinner

 
when you’re thirsty dig a well

 
polish a brick with all your might

 
you still won’t make a mirror

 
the Buddha said we’re basically equal

 
we share the same true nature

 
figure it out for yourself

 
give up this useless struggle

 98

 
They scrutinize worldly affairs

 
they want all the details

 
they weigh nothing lightly

 
and love to gain an edge

 
defending themselves bad becomes good

 
attacking others right becomes wrong

 
thus we hear their flattering tongues

 
behind his back it’s all his fault

 
but hot and cold I’ll judge for myself

 
why should I trust the lips of slaves
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Disappointed impoverished scholars

 
know the limits of hunger and cold

 
unemployed they like to write poems

 
scribbling away with the strength of their hearts

 
but who collects a nobody’s words

 
may as well save your sighs

 
write them down on rice-flour cakes

 
even mongrels won’t touch them
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For an image of life and death

 
consider ice and water

 
water freezes into ice

 
ice melts back into water

 
what dies must live again

 
what lives is bound to die

 
ice and water don’t harm each other

 
both life and death are fine
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I recall the days of my youth

 
off hunting near Pingling

 
an envoy’s job wasn’t my wish

 
I didn’t think much of immortals

 
I rode a white horse like the wind

 
chased hares and loosed a falcon

 
suddenly now with no home

 
who’ll show an old man pity
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I retired to the edge of a forest

 
and chose the life of a farmer

 
forthright in my dealings

 
no flattery in my speech

 
I prefer unpolished jade

 
you can have your jewels

 
I could never join the flock

 
of bobbing ducks on the waves
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No need to attack the faults of others

 
no need to flaunt your own virtues

 
act when you’re acknowledged

 
retire when you’re ignored

 
rich rewards mean great trials

 
deep words meet superficial minds

 
think about what you hear

 
children must see for themselves
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Rich men met in an elegant hall

 
the colored lanterns glowed so bright

 
then a man who had no candle

 
thought he would sit nearby

 
instead he was chased away

 
back to his place in the dark

 
how could more eyes ruin the light

 
strange to begrudge leftover rays
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There’s a brilliant man somewhere

 
poring over difficult texts

 
his three tips are unique

 
his six arts place him apart

 
his spirit soars above others

 
his qualities transcend the crowd

 
but blind to the truth before him

 
he chases all sorts of distinctions
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The layered bloom of hills and streams

 
kingfisher shades beneath rose-colored clouds

 
mountain mist soaks my cotton bandana

 
dew penetrates my palm-bark coat

 
on my feet are traveling shoes

 
my hand holds an old vine staff

 
again I gaze beyond the dusty world

 
what more could I want in that land of dreams
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My scrolls are filled with the poems of immortals

 
my jugs overflow with the wine of sages

 
out working I love to watch buffalo calves

 
at home I don’t go far

 
and when cold dew soaks my thatched eaves

 
and moonlight lights my crockery sill

 
I sip a couple of cups

 
and hum a verse or two
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Mister Shih had two sons

 
they offered Ch’i and Ch’u their arts

 
skilled in arms or letters

 
both left home for jobs

 
Mister Meng asked their secret

 
so his sons learned how

 
but they failed in Ch’in and Wei

 
like buckteeth that never meet
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Mandarin ducks roost for the night

 
a hen along with a drake

 
they bring each other flowers to eat

 
then take turns preening their mate

 
off they fly to play in the mist

 
returning to sleep on the shore

 
content with the place they live

 
they don’t usurp the phoenix’s lake
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Some people flaunt their practice

 
their talents surpass Confucius and Chou

 
look at their eyes in a trance

 
see their bodies all stiff

 
pull them with a rope in vain

 
stick them with an awl to no avail

 
just like Lord Yang’s crane

 
a pity to be so dumb
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I carried books and a hoe in my youth

 
when I lived with my older brothers

 
somehow I met their reproach

 
I was even disdained by my wife

 
so I left the world of red dust behind

 
all I do now is wander and read

 
who’ll spare a dipper of water

 
to save a poor fish in a rut
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There is no limit to changes

 
births and deaths never cease

 
a bird body on a lesser path

 
a dragon-fish on a great peak

 
in a chaotic world a mountain sheep

 
in peaceful times a fine horse

 
last time around a rich man

 
this time through a poor clerk
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My writing and judgment aren’t that bad

 
but an unfit body receives no post

 
examiners expose me with a jerk

 
they wash away the dirt and search for my sores

 
of course it depends on Heaven’s Will

 
but this year I’ll try once more

 
a blind man who shoots for a sparrow’s eye

 
just might score a hit
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A poor donkey is short by a bushel

 
a rich dog has three pints to spare

 
when poverty isn’t equally shared

 
we separate comfort and hardship

 
but if we let the donkey fill up

 
we cause the dog to starve

 
I’ve weighed this for you carefully

 
it just makes me depressed
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Bridegroom Liu is eighty-two

 
newlywed Lan eighteen

 
husband and wife share a hundred years

 
and love but a love perverse

 
playing with jade is Tiger

 
banging a tile is Little Dumpling

 
how often have I seen an old willow bud

 
then killed by the Girls from the Blue
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Whose wine shop is this aglow

 
their wine is rich and strong

 
colored pennants flap above

 
their pints are always fair

 
why then is their business bad

 
their place is full of dogs

 
a lad comes in to buy

 
they growl and off he runs
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I deplore this vulgar place

 
where demons dwell with worthies

 
they say they’re the same

 
but is the Tao impartial

 
a fox might borrow a lion’s mien

 
and claim the disguise is real

 
but once lead ore enters the furnace

 
we soon see if it’s gold or base
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The month when farmers escape the heat

 
who will share a dipper of wine

 
I’ve set some wild fruits out

 
and made a circle of cups

 
with horsetail rushes for mats

 
and banana leaves as plates

 
once you’re drunk and sitting propped up

 
Sumeru is just a pea
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Who is this poor dreamer

 
checking South Hall walls again

 
surely over thirty

 
he’s been through four or five exams

 
no green beetles in his purse

 
pack full of yellow scrolls

 
passing by a food stand

 
he doesn’t dare to look
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A frequent guest of hunger and cold

 
born to be different from fishes and beasts

 
stays alive in the shade of a mill

 
and cries by the side of the road

 
for days he imagines food in vain

 
in winter he knows no coat

 
all he carries is a bundle of straw

 
along with five pints of chaff
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Building sky-high pavilions is useless

 
climbing hundred-foot towers is vain

 
practicing yoga you’ll still die young

 
indulging in books won’t get you enfeoffed

 
why should you follow a yellow beak

 
and why must you loathe a white head

 
even if you’re not straight as an arrow

 
at least don’t be crooked as a hook
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Where clouds and mountains are piled to the sky

 
the forest deep the road remote and travelers nonexistent

 
far off I see the solitary toad clear and bright

 
nearby I hear a flock of birds chattering away

 
an old man alone on a darkening ridge

 
retiring to my hut I accept white hair

 
but sigh that today and the years gone by

 
are mindless like the rivers flowing east
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Wealth and position attract distant kin

 
all because of more rice and money

 
poverty and hardship part flesh and blood

 
not because they’re less than brothers

 
pushed to extremes they return home

 
the Center for Worthies hasn’t opened yet

 
walking down Red Bird Street is a waste

 
even leather shoes wear thin
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I once knew a foolish man

 
who managed to wed two or three wives

 
and raise eight or nine sons

 
all of them carefree lads

 
but those of age are now draftees

 
and his wealth isn’t what it was

 
when its crupper is yellow cork

 
a donkey knows pain is close behind
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This year’s grain being still unripe

 
and last year’s grain already gone

 
I went to borrow a peck or two

 
and wavered outside a gate

 
the husband came out and said ask his wife

 
the wife came out and said ask her husband

 
misers don’t help those in need

 
and wealth just makes them dumber
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Of very funny affairs

 
I’ll briefly mention a few

 
Lord Chang was a fancy extravagant flower

 
Mencius was a poor bent axle

 
as long as the dwarves are full

 
who cares if Fang Shuo starves

 
everyone sings the Songs of Pa

 
nobody knows White Snow
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When an old man takes a young wife

 
how can she bear his thin hair

 
when an old woman weds a young man

 
how can he stand her dried-up face

 
but when an old man takes an old wife

 
neither abandons the other

 
and when a young girl weds a young man

 
both show the other affection
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A courteous handsome young man

 
well-versed in the classics and histories

 
people address him Sir

 
everyone calls him a scholar

 
but he hasn’t found a position yet

 
and doesn’t know how to farm

 
in winter he wears a tattered robe

 
this is how books fool us
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Funny this den of Five Shades

 
this painful home of Four Snakes

 
no candle lights the darkness

 
the Three Poisons keep spinning round

 
meanwhile the Gang of Six Thieves

 
plunders our Dharma treasure

 
wipe out Mara’s legions

 
and peace will be as clear as ghee
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Painted beams aren’t for me

 
the forest is my home

 
a lifetime suddenly passes by

 
don’t think your cares will wait

 
those who build no raft to cross

 
drown while gathering flowers

 
unless you plant good roots today

 
you’ll never see a bud
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Born thirty years ago

 
I’ve traveled countless miles

 
along rivers where the green rushes swayed

 
to the frontier where the red dust swirled

 
I’ve made elixirs and tried to become immortal

 
I’ve read the classics and written odes

 
and now I’ve retired to Cold Mountain

 
to lie in a stream and wash out my ears
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The world is full of busy people

 
well-versed in countless views

 
blind to their true natures

 
they get farther from the Way

 
if they could see what’s real

 
they wouldn’t talk about empty dreams

 
one thought answers your prayers

 
revealing a buddha’s view
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When I can’t bear to watch birds play

 
I lie inside my thatched hut

 
the cherry trees are bright pink

 
the willows beginning to sway

 
the rising sun swallows blue peaks

 
clearing clouds wash a green pool

 
who thinks of leaving the dusty rut

 
and heading south for Cold Mountain
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Yesterday was so long ago

 
the scene so worthy of sighs

 
above was a path of peach trees and plums

 
below was an iris-lined shore

 
and someone was wearing fine silk

 
and kingfisher plumes in my home

 
we saw each other and tried to call

 
we looked but couldn’t speak
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Don’t stay poor my friend

 
try working if you’re broke

 
raise a single cow

 
she will bear five calves

 
the calves will bear calves too

 
your herd will never end

 
tell Lord Chu of T’ao

 
you’re just as rich as him
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This person is so uncertain

 
but choosing a home needs thought

 
the South has countless plagues

 
the North harsh wind and frost

 
you can’t live in the wilds

 
or drink infected water

 
spirit come back home

 
eat the mulberries in my yard
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Last night I dreamt I went home

 
and saw my wife at her loom

 
she stopped the shuttle as if in thought

 
then raised it as if without strength

 
I called and she turned to look

 
she looked but didn’t know me

 
I guess we’d been apart too many years

 
and my temples weren’t their old color
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A man lives less than a hundred years

 
but harbors cares for a thousand

 
assuming his own health is good

 
he worries about his heirs

 
down he looks at his rice sprouts

 
and up at his mulberry trees

 
the day his scales drop into the sea

 
he still won’t stop till they hit bottom
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There exists one kind of person

 
as dense as a block of wood

 
he speaks without understanding

 
and says he hasn’t a care

 
but ask about the Tao and he only stares

 
ask about the Buddha and he just shrugs

 
discover in detail

 
a vast expanse of woe
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When Master Tung was young

 
he lived inside the palace

 
his gown was gosling yellow

 
he looked just like a picture

 
he rode a snow-footed horse

 
red dust rose in clouds

 
onlookers filled the roadside

 
who on earth was that
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Who on earth is that

 
a man everyone hates

 
his senseless mind is always upset

 
his carnal vision is utterly dim

 
he doesn’t bow to the buddhas he sees

 
he gives no alms to monks

 
he only knows how to sell meat

 
otherwise he’s helpless
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People think the body’s their root

 
and the mind they think is its stem

 
the mind mustn’t stray from the root

 
when it does the root’s life ends

 
still unable to avoid this fate

 
don’t be too lazy to look in the mirror

 
unless you read the Diamond Sutra
 
you’ll make bodhisattvas sick
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Old Chung north of town

 
filled his home with meat and wine

 
the day Old Chung’s wife died

 
mourners filled the hall

 
when at last Old Chung died

 
not one person cried

 
they consumed his meat and wine

 
but had such cold insides
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When stupid people read my poems

 
they don’t understand and sneer

 
when average people read my poems

 
they reflect and say they’re deep

 
when gifted people read my poems

 
they react with full-face grins

 
the moment Yang Hsiu saw young woman
 
one look and he knew mystery
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There may be punctilious people

 
but I’m not the punctilious sort

 
unlined clothes are good for dancing

 
no wine means getting drunk on song

 
try to keep your stomach full

 
but don’t wear out your feet

 
when weeds penetrate your skull

 
you’ll regret that day
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My path led through an old cemetery

 
the tears and sighs were gone

 
yellow guts spilled from gravemounds

 
white bones poked out of coffins

 
urns and vases stood there askew

 
no brushes or tablets moved

 
then the wind came stirring

 
dust and ashes swirled in the air
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At sunset I went down the western slope

 
the plants and trees were bright

 
but there were shady places too

 
where pines and vines conspired

 
and tigers no doubt crouched

 
bristling at my sight

 
and me without a knife

 
didn’t I tremble in fright
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Once we’re born we’re confused

 
worldly affairs keep changing

 
still unable to escape the herd

 
we chase each other around

 
I recently mourned Hsu Wu’s death

 
today I attended Liu San’s funeral

 
day after day we get no break

 
this is why I grieve
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If pleasures come be happy

 
opportunities shouldn’t be missed

 
although we talk of one hundred years

 
who gets thirty thousand days

 
lodged in the world but an instant

 
don’t chirp and chatter about money

 
the Book of Piety’s final chapter

 
lays out the end in detail
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Sitting alone I keep slipping away

 
far off with the cares of my heart

 
clouds wander by the mountainside

 
wind rushes out the valley

 
gibbons swing from the trees

 
birds call through the forest

 
time slips past my temples

 
yearend finds me old with regrets
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A man with a good head and belly

 
versed in all six arts

 
in the South he’s driven North

 
in the West he’s driven East

 
forever adrift like duckweed

 
a tumbleweed that never rests

 
who is this you ask

 
a descendant of Poverty his name is Broke
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If others are worthy accept them

 
if they aren’t then don’t

 
if you’re worthy there’s room for others

 
if you aren’t there’s none for you

 
praising the adept and consoling the inept

 
a disciple of kindness finds his place

 
I urge you to follow Tzu-chang’s words

 
and ignore Pu-shang’s advice
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Pettiness really gets petty

 
nobody’s heart is the same

 
Old Yin laughed at Old Liu

 
Old Liu laughed at Old Yin

 
why did they laugh at each other

 
both took devious paths

 
loading their carts higher and higher

 
until they collapsed and both were ruined
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Those days when I had money

 
I always loaned you some

 
now you’re full and warm

 
we meet but you don’t share

 
don’t forget when you were poor

 
you clung like me to hope

 
ownership keeps changing places

 
I hope you weigh this well
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For the hundred years of human life

 
the Buddha preached a twelvefold canon

 
but compassion is like a wild deer

 
and anger is like the family dog

 
you can’t drive the dog away

 
the deer meanwhile prefers to run

 
to tame your monkey mind

 
listen to the lion’s roar

 156

 
I’ll tell you a thing or two

 
that will prove to you I’m wise

 
don’t sell your house because you’re broke

 
when you become rich buy land

 
an empty stomach won’t go far

 
a pillow isn’t just for sleep

 
hoping people see these words

 
I’ve put them on the sunlit side
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Cold Mountain has so many wonders

 
climbers all get scared

 
water shimmers in the moonlight

 
plants rustle in the wind

 
withered plum trees bloom with snow

 
snags grow leaves of clouds

 
touched by rain they all revive

 
unless it’s clear you can’t get through
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A tree grew here before the grove

 
its age is twice as great

 
the shifting earth has gnarled its roots

 
wind and frost have parched its leaves

 
people scorn its withered outside

 
no one sees its fine-grained heart

 
but when its bark is stripped away

 
what remains is real
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On Cold Mountain there’s a naked bug

 
its body is white its head is black

 
its hands hold two scrolls

 
in one is the Way in the other is Virtue

 
at home it makes no fire

 
for the road it packs no clothes

 
but always it carries the sword of wisdom

 
ready to strike troublesome foes
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Some people fear a white head

 
they can’t let a red cord go

 
they seek elixirs and long life in vain

 
they dig up plants with abandon

 
year after year without success

 
foolish angry distressed

 
a hunter puts on a kasaya

 
but it’s not meant for him
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A trifle poor in the past

 
today I’m utterly broke

 
whatever I do doesn’t work

 
every road is a treadmill

 
my legs quake in the mud

 
my stomach aches on festival days

 
since I lost that calico cat

 
my pot is surrounded by rats
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This rare and heavenly creature

 
alone without a peer

 
look and it’s not there

 
it comes and goes but not through doors

 
it fits inside a square-inch

 
it spreads in all directions

 
unless you acknowledge it

 
you’ll meet but never know
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I have a single cave

 
a cave with nothing inside

 
spacious and devoid of dust

 
full of light that always shines

 
a meal of plants feeds a frail body

 
a cloth robe masks a mirage

 
let your thousand sages appear

 
I have the primordial buddha
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Boys and grown-up men

 
when you act don’t be rash

 
be firm and iron-willed

 
stay on the Bodhi Path

 
don’t take any side roads

 
if you do you’ll suffer in vain

 
and don’t go searching for buddhahood

 
realize the mind is king
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Idle I called on an eminent monk

 
amid ten thousand mist-covered mountains

 
the master himself pointed the way home

 
the moon held up its lone lantern
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Nothing to do I climbed Flower Peak

 
one fair and radiant day

 
everywhere in the sky

 
white clouds flew with cranes
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Cold Mountain owns a house

 
with no partitions inside

 
six doors open left and right

 
from the hall he sees blue sky

 
wherever he looks it’s bare

 
the east wall greets the west

 
nothing stands between them

 
no need for anyone’s care

 
he makes a small fire when cold comes

 
cooks plants when hunger arrives

 
he isn’t like the old farmer

 
enlarging his fields and sheds

 
creating nothing but hell-bound karma

 
once begun it never ends

 
think this over well

 
think and discover the key
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One day I left the mountains

 
and entered the city gate

 
and saw a group of girls

 
their noble and lovely faces

 
with flowered hairdos of Shu

 
rouge from Yen powder and oil

 
golden bracelets chased with silver

 
sheerest silks of red and purple

 
their rose-colored cheeks were like an immortal’s

 
their perfume trailed in clouds

 
the men all turned to look

 
infatuation darkened their minds

 
thinking the world had no equals

 
their hearts and shadows followed behind

 
dogs gnawing on dry bones

 
licking their teeth and lips in vain

 
not knowing how to reflect

 
how were they different from beasts

 
and now the girls are white-haired crones

 
old mean and ghostly

 
it’s always due to their dog hearts

 
men don’t ever get free
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Since I escaped to Cold Mountain

 
I’ve lived on mountain fruit

 
what worries does life hold

 
this time I’m following karma

 
days and months are like a stream

 
time is but a spark

 
Heaven and Earth can change

 
I’m happy here in the cliffs
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The people I see in this world

 
walk dazed in the dust of the road

 
they don’t know where they are

 
or how to find the ford

 
their bloom lasts how many days

 
their loved ones aren’t close long

 
even if I had a ton of gold

 
I’d rather be poor in the woods
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Long ago during Liang times

 
the adepts of the Four Traditions

 
Master Fa-yun and Pao-chih

 
the Four Immortals and Philosopher Fu

 
made known the teachings of a lifetime

 
and served as the Tathagata’s envoys

 
they built retreats for the Order

 
and placed their faith in the Dharma

 
such were their achievements

 
but actions mean more trouble

 
and lead away from the Way

 
they patched the east wall with the west

 
not knowing the power of inaction

 
they did great harm and little good

 
their names remain but not their forms

 
and where are they today
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I’m poor alas and I’m sick

 
a man without friends or kin

 
there’s no rice in my pot

 
and fresh dust lines the steamer

 
a thatched hut doesn’t keep out the rain

 
a caved-in bed hardly holds me

 
no wonder I’m so haggard

 
all these cares wear a man down
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Raise girls but not too many

 
once born they have to be trained

 
you’ll pat their heads and tell them to be careful

 
or smack their behinds and yell to be still

 
and before they learn how to weave

 
they won’t touch a basket or broom

 
Old Lady Chang cautioned her jennies

 
you’re big but no match for your mother
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A resolute will can’t be rolled up

 
you should know I’m no mat

 
I wander the woods and mountains

 
or lie on a boulder alone

 
sophists come to entreat me

 
offer me jade and gold

 
chisel through rock to plant brambles

 
what a waste of time
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The place where I’ve retired

 
the mysteries are hard to explain

 
without any wind the vines all sway

 
despite no fog the bamboo stays dark

 
why do the mountain streams cry

 
or clouds suddenly gather on the ridge

 
why am I in my hut at noon

 
when I first feel the sun’s heat
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I recall the places I’ve been

 
the scenic spots everyone goes

 
mad for mountains I climbed the great peaks

 
fond of water I sailed a thousand rivers

 
I accompanied friends to Pipa Valley

 
and carried my zither to Parrot Isle

 
how could I know beneath the pines

 
I would hug my knees in a frigid wind
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Hey you followers of the Way

 
searching exhausts the spirit in vain

 
we all possess a miraculous creature

 
with neither form nor name

 
call and it answers clearly

 
it doesn’t live in hidden places

 
guard it well I urge you

 
keep it free of scars
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When birds sang this spring

 
I thought about my brothers

 
when chrysanthemums bloomed this fall

 
I thought about my youth

 
green water babbled in a thousand places

 
yellow clouds filled the horizon

 
alas after less than a hundred years

 
recalling the Capital hurts
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How many Tientai people

 
don’t know the Sage of Hanshan

 
unable to fathom his wisdom

 
they call it useless advice
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I reached Cold Mountain and all cares stopped

 
no idle thoughts remained in my head

 
nothing to do I write poems on rocks

 
and trust the current like an unmoored boat
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A pitiful hundred-year house

 
its sides have caved in

 
its walls are cracked

 
its beams are askew

 
its tiles lie shattered

 
its decay won’t stop

 
may as well let it blow down

 
to rebuild would never work
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No matter how lofty your spirit

 
however imposing your gaze

 
even if you could pierce seven boards

 
or read five lines at a glance

 
or sleep on a tiger-head pillow

 
or sit on an ivory couch

 
without any whatchamacallit

 
you’ll be no warmer than ice
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They laugh at me hey farm boy
 
your face is a little thin
 
your hat isn’t high enough
 
and your belt is far too tight
 
it’s not that I don’t know the trends

 
when you’re broke you can’t catch up

 
one day I’ll be rich

 
and stick a stupa on my head
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Buy meat with blood still dripping

 
buy fish flapping and flipping

 
bring punishment down on yourself

 
to keep your family content

 
but once you’re dead your wife remarries

 
how could anyone blame her

 
one day you’re like a busted bed

 
and both of you finally part
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When will the treadmill of life and death stop

 
each rebirth gets more confusing

 
until we discover the jewel of our mind

 
we’re like blind mules following our feet
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Exhaust your mind for profit and fame

 
a hundredfold greed to enhance your body

 
the transient illusory snuff of a wick

 
buried in a grave does it still exist
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What is the saddest thing in the world

 
the rafts of sin people build to reach Hell

 
ignoring the man in the clouds and cliffs

 
with one thin robe for the shores of his life

 
in autumn he lets the leaves fall

 
in spring he lets the trees bloom

 
he sleeps through the Three Realms free of concerns

 
with moonlight and wind for his home
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Someone sighed Cold Mountain sir
 
your poems possess no sense
 
I said for the ancients

 
poverty was no disgrace

 
to this he answered laughing

 
such talk is poorly reasoned
 
well sir then be as you are

 
with money your concern
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Live without making visits

 
die neither kind nor just

 
words include limbs and leaves

 
thoughts contain lies and betrayals

 
people who clear a small path

 
thereby give rise to great deceit

 
claiming to build a ladder to the clouds

 
they whittle it into splinters
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One bottle is cast in gold

 
another is moulded from clay

 
take a look at these two

 
which one is bound to endure

 
knowing these bottles differ

 
surely you know karma does too

 
examine the seeds of rebirth

 
cultivation begins today
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The Cinnabar Hills rise up to the clouds

 
Five Peaks gaze far below from space

 
Wild Goose Pagoda towers above a ridge

 
an ancient Zen hall sits below a rainbow

 
wind sways the pines and Redwall is bare

 
fog veils the cliffs and conceals Immortal Road

 
blue sky reveals a thousand awesome peaks

 
vine linked to vine stream joined to stream
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Seng-yao I hear was a talented man

 
and lucky to live during Liang times

 
although he could draw a hair in thin air

 
he couldn’t paint Master Pao-chih
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How many falls have I spent on Cold Mountain

 
humming songs to myself without any cares

 
nibbling a gatha whenever I’m hungry

 
smoothing the mind-ground leaning against rocks
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The multitude of stars is the late night’s light

 
alone above a cliff before the moon sets

 
the perfect luminescence the unpolished glow

 
hanging in the sky is my mind
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Old and sick final years over a hundred

 
face brown head white content with mountain life

 
cloth robe pulled tight I accept my karma

 
why would I envy the clever ways of others
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Fire and smoke raged within

 
a ramshackle overgrown hut

 
I asked a group of children

 
how long they had lived inside

 
outside three carts beckoned

 
still they wouldn’t leave

 
too content and too fat

 
they were fools indeed
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Is there a self or not

 
is this me or not

 
this is what I contemplate

 
sitting in a trance above a cliff

 
between my feet green grass grows

 
and on my head red dust settles

 
I have even seen pilgrims

 
leave offerings by my bier
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I saw some trees by the river

 
more weathered than I can describe

 
a couple of trunks remained

 
with thousands of ax-blade scars

 
their dry yellow leaves had been stripped by the frost

 
their rotten roots battered by waves

 
but this is how habitats are

 
why blame Heaven and Earth
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On ancient rocks are ancient tracks

 
below high cliffs there’s a clearing

 
always bright when the bright moon shines

 
no need to ask if it’s east or west
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The unfortunate human disorder

 
a palate that never wearies

 
of steamed baby pig in garlic

 
of roast duck with pepper and salt

 
of deboned raw fish mince

 
of unskinned fried pork cheek

 
unaware of the bitterness of others’ lives

 
as long as their own are sweet
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Reading won’t save us from death

 
and reading won’t free us from want

 
so why this love of literacy

 
the literate are better than others

 
a man unable to read

 
never finds any peace

 
squeeze garlic juice in your crowfoot

 
and you’ll forget the bitterness
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I see someone deceiving others

 
running with a basket of water

 
getting it home in one breath

 
but what does the basket have left

 
and I see someone deceived by others

 
just like a leek in the garden

 
day after day cut by a knife

 
still retaining its natural life
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Above Cold Mountain the moon shines alone

 
in a clear sky it illuminates nothing at all

 
precious heavenly priceless jewel

 
buried in the skandhas submerged in the body
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Down to the stream to watch the jade flow

 
or back to the cliff to sit on a boulder

 
my mind like a cloud remains unattached

 
what do I need in the faraway world
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My true home is on Cold Mountain

 
perched among cliffs beyond the reach of trouble

 
images leave no trace when they vanish

 
I roam the whole universe from here

 
lights and shadows flash across my mind

 
not one dharma appears before me

 
since I found the magic pearl

 
I can go anywhere everywhere is perfect
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What is it about people that makes me sigh

 
their endless encounters with happiness and pain

 
their kalpa-long round of births and deaths

 
their ceaseless travels throughout the four directions

 
Chang Wang Li and Chao their temporary names

 
the Six Paths and Three Mires so much tangled hemp

 
and just because their owners don’t get free

 
they’re sent chasing will-o’-the-wisps and lies
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The Tientai Mountains are my home

 
mist-shrouded cloud paths keep guests away

 
thousand-meter cliffs make hiding easy

 
above a rocky ledge among ten thousand streams

 
with bark hat and wooden clogs I walk along the banks

 
with hemp robe and pigweed staff I circumambulate the peaks

 
once you see through transience and illusion

 
the joys of roaming free are wonderful indeed
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We don’t see the dew from this morning

 
in the light of dawn it disappeared

 
the human body is no different

 
and Jambu but a temporary home

 
don’t just follow in their wake

 
let the Poison Three be gone

 
enlightenment is affliction

 
let there be nothing left at all
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When water is so clear it sparkles

 
you can see the bottom without effort

 
when your mind doesn’t have a goal

 
no circumstance can distract you

 
once your mind doesn’t chase illusions

 
even a kalpa holds no changes

 
if you can be so aware

 
from such awareness nothing hides

210

 
Talking about food won’t make you full

 
talking about clothes won’t keep you warm

 
only eating food will make you full

 
only wearing clothes will keep you warm

 
people who don’t know how to reason

 
just say a buddha is hard to find

 
look inside your mind there’s the buddha

 
don’t look around outside
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The suffering of the Wheel is relentless

 
back and forth stirring up the dust

 
the ant patrol on its endless round

 
the Six Paths are nothing but confusion

 
changing heads and switching faces

 
doesn’t free you from your self

 
bring this hell of darkness to an end

 
don’t let your mind grow dim
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The Three-spoked Wheel is relentless

 
thought after thought it never stops

 
just when it seems you’ll escape

 
you’re dragged back down again

 
even if you get beyond no-thought

 
such karma still has its limits

 
unlike finding your true source

 
once there you’re there forever
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I hiked yesterday to the summit

 
and peered down a thousand-foot cliff

 
a tree stood at the edge

 
the wind bared its two limbs

 
the rain had stripped it of leaves

 
the sun had dried it like dust

 
alas such a once-verdant bloom

 
is now a pile of ashes
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How many ancient sages

 
have taught us to turn to ourselves

 
but each of our roots is different

 
in depth and sensitivity

 
until we find the true buddha

 
we strive and suffer in vain

 
unaware that a clear pure mind

 
is the mark of the King of Things
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I have heard on Mount Tientai

 
somewhere are trees of jade

 
although I say I’ll look

 
a stone bridge blocks the way

 
this is why I’m distressed

 
my good days are almost gone

 
today when I looked in a mirror

 
all I saw were wisps of white
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A child who doesn’t have a teacher

 
will never catch a city rat

 
how can he meet virtuous people

 
much less hear the talk of elders

 
because we’re stained by scents around us

 
we should choose our friends with care

 
if you sell fresh fish in summer

 
don’t become a laughingstock

 217

 
I close my overgrown door in vain

 
the months and years keep passing through

 
I’ve only heard of men becoming ghosts

 
I’ve never seen a crane become immortal

 
what then can I advise

 
accept your karma and be content

 
look beyond the city walls

 
the ancient graves are plowed into fields
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People who meet Cold Mountain

 
they all say he’s crazy

 
his face isn’t worth a glance

 
his body is covered in rags

 
they don’t understand my words

 
their words I won’t speak

 
this is for those to come

 
visit Cold Mountain sometime
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People who wander among clouds

 
don’t have to buy the hills

 
for steep descents you need a staff

 
and a vine for the sheerer climbs

 
streamside pines are always green

 
shoreline rocks are every color

 
although friends might stay away

 
in spring the birds kuan-kuan
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As long as I stay in the village

 
people think I have no peer

 
yesterday down in the city

 
I was even sized up by the dogs

 
some contended my pants were too tight

 
others complained my shirt was too long

 
cover the eyes of hawks

 
and sparrows will dance like lords
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Birth and death are decreed

 
wealth and fame are bestowed by Heaven

 
these are sayings of the ancients

 
I’m not passing on lies

 
geniuses all die young

 
fools enjoy long lives

 
stupid creatures are rich

 
and brilliant scholars are broke
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A state relies on people

 
just as a tree depends on soil

 
if the soil is deep it thrives

 
if the soil is thin it withers

 
and if its roots are exposed

 
its limbs produce no fruit

 
draining a pond to catch fish

 
gains only a short-term profit
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People can’t explain

 
the reason they’re so crazy

 
the two evil birds on top of their heads

 
the three poison snakes inside their hearts

 
one or the other blocks their way

 
making things hard to handle

 
raise your hands and snap your fingers

 
Homage to the Buddha
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I enjoy the simple path

 
between dark vines and mountain caves

 
the wilderness has room to roam

 
with white clouds for companions

 
there’s a road but not to town

 
only mindless men can climb

 
at night I sit on the rocks alone

 
until the moon comes up Cold Mountain
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The Great Sea has no limit

 
fishes and dragons by the billion

 
everyone eating someone else

 
busy stupid lumps of flesh

 
because the mind never stops

 
delusions rise like mist

 
the moon of our nature is clear and bright

 
in the open it shines without limit
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I see Tientai summit

 
rising high above the crowd

 
the rhyme of pines and bamboo in the wind

 
the rhythm of the tide in the moonlight

 
I see the mountain’s green reach below

 
white clouds discussing the unseen

 
wilderness means mountains and water

 
I’ve always loved friends of the Way
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Four or five dumb upstarts

 
do things without reason

 
before they’ve read a dozen books

 
they insist on yellow ink

 
the Conduct of the Learned chapter

 
they label a Code for Thieves
 
they molt like silverfish

 
and eat through others’ bindings
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His mind is like a great peak

 
his ego doesn’t bow to others

 
he can lecture on the Vedas

 
or discuss the Three Religions

 
in his heart he feels no shame

 
flouting rules and breaking precepts

 
he boasts a law for superior men

 
of whom he is the patriarch

 
fools all sing his praises

 
wise men clap and laugh

 
a will-o’-the-wisp a flower in space

 
how can he avoid old age

 
better to know nothing at all

 
to sit and not speak and have no cares
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All of you are priceless gems

 
aboard a rotting ship at sea

 
in front the mast is gone

 
in back there is no rudder

 
heading wherever the wind may blow

 
moving with the waves

 
how will you reach shore

 
don’t just sit there stiff
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All I see are fools

 
piling higher gold and grain

 
getting drunk and eating creatures

 
imagining they’re well-to-do

 
unaware of Hell’s abyss

 
seeking only Heaven’s bliss

 
but with karma like Vipula

 
how can they escape disaster

 
suddenly the rich man dies

 
people crowd around in tears

 
then they hire some monks to chant

 
though such ghostly pay is void

 
and provides no future blessings

 
why support the hairless bunch

 
better to wake up in time

 
don’t create a hell of darkness

 
be a tree that fears no wind

 
steadfast and unmoved by fate

 
tell the blockheads you might meet

 
read this over once or twice
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Children of the Triple World

 
don’t do what isn’t right

 
who falls short is scorned

 
who goes too far isn’t suffered

 
all the world’s deluded people

 
stick together like cooked millet

 
they don’t see the carefree man

 
on his own beyond their reach

 
go back to the source right now

 
let the Three Worlds rise and fall

 
swim in the River of Suchness

 
don’t drink the Water of Darkness
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The Three Worlds swarm with people

 
the Six Paths teem with men

 
coveting wealth indulging their lust

 
their hearts as mean as rabid dogs

 
but hell is like a flying arrow

 
bringing pain to those it strikes

 
in a trance from dawn to dusk

 
none discern the wise

 
nor can they tell good from evil

 
they’re like pigs and sheep

 
may as well converse with rocks

 
they’re insanely jealous

 
nor do they admit their faults

 
just like pigs inside their pens

 
unaware their debt is due

 
they mock the ox that works the mill
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Our lives are circumscribed by dust

 
we’re like bugs inside a bowl

 
going in circles all day long

 
never leaving our bowl

 
eternal life is beyond our reach

 
afflictions never end

 
the months and years flow by

 
suddenly we’re old men

234

 
Cold Mountain speaks these words

 
as if he were a madman

 
he tells people what he thinks

 
thus he earns their wrath

 
but a straight mind means straight words

 
a straight mind holds nothing back

 
crossing the River of Death

 
who’s that jabbering fool

 
the road to the grave is dark

 
and karma holds the reins
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Here’s a message for the faithful

 
what is it that you cherish

 
to find the Way to see your nature

 
your nature is naturally so

 
what Heaven bestows is perfect

 
looking for proof leads you astray

 
leaving the trunk to search among twigs

 
all you get is stupid
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There exists one type of person

 
neither bad nor good

 
he doesn’t recognize the host

 
he turns toward every guest

 
he survives by acquiescing

 
a totally stupid piece of meat

 
although he has a spirit tower

 
he acts like a hired man
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They say when Shakyamuni

 
first heard Dipamkara’s prophecy

 
Dipamkara and Shakyamuni

 
spoke only of past and future sages

 
past and future bodies didn’t matter

 
how they differed didn’t differ

 
for each and every buddha

 
the mind is a tathagata’s realm
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We hear about the ministers of state

 
their red and purple ornaments of rank

 
their limitless wealth and countless honors

 
their quest for glory their resistance to shame

 
their courtyards of slaves and stables of horses

 
their vaults full of silver and gold

 
but a fool’s paradise is brief consolation

 
for someone who blindly builds his own hell

 
he suddenly dies and all plans stop

 
sons and daughters gather to cry

 
unaware of approaching disaster

 
what was his headlong hurry

 
his family is ruined and scattered

 
without any food to eat

 
cold and hungry and wretched

 
and all because of ignorance
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The superior man’s mind is terribly sharp

 
he hears and knows the mystery

 
the average man’s mind is clear enough

 
he thinks and says it’s deep

 
the inferior man’s mind is dull and dim

 
a numbskull is hard to crack

 
only when his head is bloody

 
does he realize it’s busted

 
he sees the culprit who opened his eyes

 
the whole town gathers in judgment

 
but then they treat his corpse like dirt

 
and who will he tell then

 
boys and grown-up men

 
one slice cuts in two

 
a human face an animal heart

 
when will creation end
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I have six brothers

 
and one of them is bad

 
I’d beat him if I could

 
I’d scold him but I can’t

 
wherever he goes he’s useless

 
all he wants is wealth and sex

 
one look and he’s in love

 
his lechery shames rakshasas

 
our father hates to see him

 
our mother isn’t pleased

 
finally I caught him

 
and cursed and beat him hard

 
and took him to a deserted place

 
and told him to his face

 
you have to change your ways
 
a toppled cart must change its track
 
if you don’t believe this
 
we’ll destroy each other
 
if you accept my training
 
we’ll survive somehow
 
we’ve been friends ever since

 
better than bodhisattvas

 
who learns how to make metal

 
refines three mountains of ore

 
meanwhile harmony

 
everybody praises
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I see people everywhere

 
dignified and fond of form

 
not repaying their parents’ kindness

 
square-inches of the smallest sort

 
incurring debts to others

 
not embarrassed until they have hooves

 
caring for wives and children

 
not supporting their parents

 
treating brothers like enemies

 
always becoming upset

 
remembering when they were young

 
asking the gods to make them older

 
and now they’re unworthy sons

 
of which the world has plenty

 
they buy meat and never share

 
wipe their lips and say they’re fine

 
ramble on about themselves

 
their wisdom knows no equal

 
the old ox glares in anger

 
when he sees his time is up

 
he picks a buddha to worship

 
and chooses a monk to support

 
but when an arhat begs for food

 
he drives him from his door

 
unaware of the effortless man

 
who never assumes any form

 
he invites eminent clerics

 
and gives them alms and money

 
Dharma masters like Yun-kuang

 
with horns upon their heads

 
unless your mind’s impartial

 
no sages will appear

 
fools and sages are the same

 
end your attachment to form
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I see a bird of five colors

 
eating bamboo seeds in a paulownia tree

 
moving with grace and dignity

 
singing every note in the scale

 
why did it finally come

 
appearing briefly before me

 
whenever it hears the sound of strings

 
it dances and enjoys the day
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I was so poor in the past

 
every night counting the treasures of others

 
today I finally concluded

 
I need to work on my own

 
so I dug and discovered a treasure

 
consisting of nothing but crystals

 
then a blue-eyed stranger

 
made me a secret offer

 
I told him straightaway

 
these jewels aren’t for sale
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All my life too lazy to work

 
favoring the light to the heavy

 
others take up a career

 
I hold onto a sutra

 
a scroll with nothing inside

 
I open wherever I go

 
for every illness it has a cure

 
it heals with whatever works

 
once your mind contains no plan

 
wherever you are it’s alert
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The homeless people I know

 
don’t practice the homeless profession

 
you know when people are homeless

 
their minds are pure and detached

 
transparent without any secrets

 
free and naturally so

 
the Three Realms don’t affect them

 
the Four Births don’t restrict them

 
without any plans or cares

 
they wander forever content
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I recently hiked to a temple in the clouds

 
and met some Taoist priests

 
their star caps and moon capes askew

 
they explained they lived in the wild

 
I asked them the art of transcendence

 
they said it was beyond compare

 
and called it the peerless power

 
the elixir meanwhile was the secret of the gods

 
and they were waiting for a crane at death

 
or some said they’d ride off on a fish

 
afterwards I thought this through

 
and concluded they were all fools

 
look at an arrow shot into the sky

 
how quickly it falls back to earth

 
even if they could become immortals

 
they would be like cemetery ghosts

 
meanwhile the moon of our mind shines bright

 
how can phenomena compare

 
as for the key to immortality

 
within ourselves is the chief of spirits

 
don’t follow Lords of the Yellow Turban

 
persisting in idiocy holding onto doubts
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In this village is a house

 
a house without an owner

 
earth gives rise to grass

 
water appears as drops of dew

 
fire ignites a gang of thieves

 
wind whips up a black-cloud rain

 
search inside for the occupant

 
a pearl concealed in rags
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Here’s a poem for you young lords

 
hear the tale of Shih Ch’i-nu

 
his eight hundred servants

 
and thirty water mills

 
downstairs he raised fish and birds

 
upstairs he blew flutes and pipes

 
before a blade he stretched his neck

 
he was a fool for Azure Pearl
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Why am I so troubled

 
life is a one-day mushroom

 
what good is another decade

 
with friends and family gone

 
thinking of this makes me sad

 
and sadness I can’t bear

 
what then shall I do

 
entrust myself to the hills for good
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Your rags are due to your past deeds

 
don’t blame your present body

 
who insists they’re from a grave

 
he’s an even bigger fool

 
when at last you’re a ghost

 
will you impoverish your heirs

 
the answer is plain and simple

 
why do you look so pale
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I see the Yellow River

 
and how many times it clears

 
its current like an arrow

 
our lives like so much duckweed

 
our ignorance springs of karma

 
our delusion valleys of sorrow

 
we whirl around countless kalpas

 
because we keep ourselves blind
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His two aspects are open and shut

 
between which we all live

 
he misleads us with fog

 
he wakes us up with wind

 
he cares for us with riches

 
he undoes us with poverty

 
for the run-of-the-mill crowd of people

 
everything comes from the Lord of Heaven
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Children I implore you

 
get out of the burning house now

 
three carts wait outside

 
to save you from a homeless life

 
relax in the village square

 
before the sky everything’s empty

 
no direction is better or worse

 
east is just as good as west

 
those who know the meaning of this

 
are free to go where they want
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Sad creatures of a transient existence

 
life after life without any end

 
day after day without any rest

 
year after year growing old unaware

 
always working for food and clothes

 
plaguing their minds with afflictions

 
going in circles for millions of years

 
back and forth on the three hateful paths
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People search for cloud roads

 
but cloud roads can’t be found

 
the peaks are high and sheer

 
the streams are wide and dark

 
ridges rise in front and back

 
clouds stretch east and west

 
I’ll tell you where cloud roads are

 
cloud roads are in space
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Where Cold Mountain dwells in peace

 
isn’t on a traveled trail

 
when he meets forest birds

 
each sings their mountain song

 
sacred plants line the streams

 
old pines cling to crags

 
there he is without a care

 
resting on a perilous ledge
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The Five Peaks turn to dust

 
Sumeru becomes an inch-high hill

 
the ocean a drop of water

 
sucked into the field of the mind

 
where a bodhi seed sprouts and grows

 
the all-embracing god among gods

 
all you friends of the Way

 
be sure not to tie the Ten Knots
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Get your own clothes if you’re cold

 
don’t ask a fox for a robe

 
find your own food if you’re hungry

 
don’t ask a goat for a meal

 
relying on hides and meat

 
you’ll harbor regrets and sorrows

 
once your conscience is gone

 
there’s never enough food and clothes
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I love the joys of the mountains

 
wandering completely free

 
feeding a crippled body another day

 
thinking thoughts that go nowhere

 
sometimes I open an old sutra

 
more often I climb a stone tower

 
and peer down a thousand-foot cliff

 
or up where clouds curl around

 
where the windblown winter moon

 
looks like a lone-flying crane
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Imagine a king-of-the-wheel

 
surrounded by a thousand sons

 
transforming the realm with good deeds

 
adorned by the seven jewels

 
the seven jewels wherever he goes

 
adorned by every wonder

 
until one day his blessings run out

 
like a bird that nests in the rushes

 
or a bug on an ox’s neck

 
any of the Six Paths of Karma

 
how much less can common people

 
keep what doesn’t last

 
life and death are a whirling torch

 
rebirths as countless as hemp seeds

 
unless you wake up soon

 
you’ll waste these human years

261

 
The floodplain river is wide

 
the Cinnabar Hills extend to Four Views

 
the City of Immortals is a soaring flower

 
the crowd of peaks is a vast green screen

 
far off wherever I gaze

 
crags all lean in welcome

 
the lone beacon beyond the sea’s edge

 
everywhere spreads its fame
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All the people I see

 
live awhile then die

 
sixteen only yesterday

 
a strong and passionate youth

 
today he’s over seventy

 
his strength and looks long gone

 
just like a spring day flower

 
blooming at dawn gone by dusk
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Rising beyond the sky

 
a road winds through the clouds

 
a waterfall’s thousand-foot stream

 
looks like a cascade of silk

 
below is Refuge Cave

 
across stands Destiny Bridge

 
bravely guarding the world

 
Tientai stands unrivaled
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I sit on top of a boulder

 
the stream is icy cold

 
quiet joys hold a special charm

 
bare cliffs in the fog enchant

 
this is such a restful place

 
the sun goes down and tree shadows sprawl

 
I watch the ground of my mind

 
and a lotus comes out of the mud
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When hermits hide from society

 
most retire to the hills

 
where green vines veil the slopes

 
and jade streams echo unbroken

 
where happiness reigns

 
and contentment lasts

 
where pure white lotus minds

 
aren’t stained by the muddy world
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Here’s some advice for meat-eating people

 
who eat without reflecting

 
living things were formerly seeds

 
the future depends on current deeds

 
seizing present joys

 
unafraid of sorrows to come

 
a rat gets into the rice jar

 
but can’t get out when he’s full
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Ever since I left home

 
I’ve developed an interest in yoga

 
contracting and stretching the four-limbed Whole

 
attending intently the six-sensed All

 
wearing rough clothes all year

 
eating coarse food morning and night

 
hard on the trail even now

 
I’m hoping to meet a buddha
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My five-word poems number five hundred

 
my seven-word poems seventy-nine

 
my three-word poems twenty-one

 
altogether six hundred rhymes

 
usually I write them on cliffs

 
boasting a passable hand

 
whoever can fathom my verses

 
is truly the mother of buddhas
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Daily concerns are endless

 
the addiction to life never stops

 
grinding away the rock of the earth

 
nobody gets a break

 
seasons wither and change

 
festivals suddenly pass

 
answer the owner of the burning house

 
ride the white ox outside
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Emperor Wu of the Han they say

 
and the First Emperor of the Ch’in

 
both were fond of alchemical arts

 
but failed to extend their years

 
the Tower of Gold has been knocked down

 
Sand Hill is no more

 
Maoling and Liyueh

 
today are nothing but weeds

 271

 
I recall twenty years ago

 
my slow steps ending at Kuoching

 
the people at Kuoching Temple

 
agreed Cold Mountain was a fool

 
and why was I a fool

 
because I couldn’t reason

 
but I didn’t know my self

 
so how could they

 
I bowed my head and didn’t ask

 
why ask anyway

 
people still reproached me

 
this is something I know well

 
and though I didn’t answer

 
I came out ahead
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Hey you people who leave home

 
what does leaving home mean

 
a big to-do to gain support

 
adopting another family name

 
ornate tongues and honeyed lips

 
obsequious hooklike hearts

 
all day in your shrine halls

 
reciting sutras conducting rites

 
burning incense to buddhas

 
ringing bells and chanting

 
doing chores from dusk to dawn

 
not lying down at night

 
all because you still love money

 
so your minds aren’t free

 
someone on the Higher Path

 
meanwhile you mock and scorn

 
donkey dung disguised as musk

 
Great Suffering Buddha
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Again I see those who leave home

 
both the able and the weak

 
those of peerless conduct

 
gods and spirits praise their virtue

 
rulers share their seats

 
nobles welcome and escort them

 
fit to serve as fields of blessings

 
they’re protected by the world

 
meanwhile those who lack all wisdom

 
deal in lies and endless greed

 
renowned for corruption

 
bewitched by wealth and beauty

 
wear the robes of blessedness

 
still they farm for food and clothes

 
give out loans with oxen interest

 
don’t act fair in what they do

 
every day another crime

 
their backsides are always sore

 
still they can’t imagine

 
the endless pain of Hell

 
until one day snared by illness

 
they lie sick three long years

 
although they have the buddha nature

 
it’s become the thief of darkness

 
Homage to the Buddha
 
they seek Maitreya somewhere else
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Cold Cliff’s remoteness is what I like

 
no one travels this way

 
a great peak penetrates the clouds

 
a lone gibbon howls on the ridge

 
what could please me more

 
my heart content I enjoy old age

 
the seasons change my appearance

 
but the pearl of my mind stays safe
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I’ve always loved friends of the Way

 
friends of the Way I’ve always held dear

 
meeting a traveler with a silent spring

 
or greeting a guest talking Zen

 
talking of the unseen on a moonlit night

 
searching for truth until dawn

 
when ten thousand reasons disappear

 
and we finally see who we are
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You’re not really hermits

 
you just call yourselves recluses

 
they would never wear silk headgear

 
they prefer a hemp bandana

 
take the case of Ch’ao and Hsu

 
ashamed to serve Yao and Shun

 
you’re like monkeys with those hats

 
aping those who shun the dust and wind
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Among the sages of the past

 
are there any who survived

 
they lived and then they died

 
all turned to dust and ashes

 
their piled-up bones would match Vipula

 
their tears of parting form a sea

 
their empty names alone remain

 
none escaped the Wheel of Birth and Death
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Today I sat before the cliffs

 
I sat until the mist drew off

 
a single crystal stream

 
a towering ridge of jade

 
a cloud’s dawn shadow not yet moving

 
the moon’s night light still adrift

 
a body free of dust

 
a mind without a care
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Amid a thousand clouds and streams

 
there’s an idle man somewhere

 
roaming the mountains during the day

 
sleeping below the cliffs at night

 
watching springs and autumns pass

 
free of cares and earthly burdens

 
happy clinging to nothing

 
silent like a river in fall
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Stop right now I implore you

 
don’t provoke Old Yama

 
one mistake and down you go

 
pounded by a thousand blows

 
and in Hell you’ll long remain

 
parted from this life forever

 
take my words to heart I urge

 
find the jewel inside your clothes
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There exists one type of person

 
deserving of our laughter

 
he leaves home disguised

 
making laymen think he’s wise

 
though his clothes are free of dust

 
beneath them flourish fleas and lice

 
he’d be better off at home

 
discovering his inner mind
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From a lofty mountain peak

 
the view extends forever

 
I sit here unknown

 
the lone moon lights Cold Spring

 
in the spring there is no moon

 
the moon is in the sky

 
I sing this one song

 
a song in which there is no Zen
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Mister Wang the Graduate

 
laughs at my poor prosody

 
I don’t know a wasp’s waist

 
much less a crane’s knee

 
I can’t keep my flat tones straight

 
all my words come helter-skelter

 
I laugh at the poems he writes

 
a blind man’s songs about the sun
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I live in the countryside

 
no father and no mother

 
no name or family rank

 
people call me Chang or Wang

 
nobody befriends me

 
I’m poor and commonplace

 
but I’m content my mind is real

 
it’s hard as any diamond
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Cold Mountain speaks these words

 
these words no one believes

 
honey goes down easy

 
yellow cork is hard to swallow

 
agreement makes men happy

 
opposition makes them mad

 
all I see are puppets

 
performing another tragedy
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I see people chanting sutras

 
relying on the words of others

 
mouths at work without their minds

 
mouths and minds at odds

 
the mind in truth contains no tangles

 
it creates no walls or chains

 
just examine your own self

 
don’t look for a stand-in

 
he who masters his own mouth

 
knows there’s no inside or out
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Cold Mountain is nothing but clouds

 
secluded and free of dust

 
a hermit owns a cushion of straw

 
the moon is his lone lamp

 
his bed of stone overlooks a pool

 
his neighbors are tigers and deer

 
preferring the joys of solitude

 
he remains a man beyond form
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Deer live deep in the forest

 
surviving on water and grass

 
stretching out under trees to sleep

 
how wonderful having no cares

 
but tie them up in a fancy hall

 
and give them the richest of foods

 
they won’t eat a bite all day

 
and soon their loveliness fades
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An oriole on a flowering branch

 
kuan-kuan its sound enchants

 
a beauty with cheeks of jade

 
answers with singing strings

 
she never grows tired of playing

 
such love is for the milk-teeth years

 
but flowers fly and the bird takes wing

 
and tears fall in the wind of spring
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Relaxing below Cold Cliff

 
the surprises are quite special

 
taking a basket to gather wild plants

 
bringing it back loaded with fruit

 
spreading fresh grass for a simple meal

 
nibbling on magic mushrooms

 
rinsing my ladle and bowl in a pool

 
making a stew from scraps

 
sitting in sunshine wrapped in a robe

 
reading the poems of the ancients
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Here where I once stayed

 
it’s been seven decades

 
the people I knew are gone

 
buried among old mounds

 
my head has since turned white

 
and I still haunt a mountain of clouds

 
here’s a message for those to come

 
why not read some old lines
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The quick-thinking people I meet

 
look and know the meaning

 
they don’t bother with scriptures

 
they go straight to the buddha stage

 
their hearts don’t chase connections

 
their minds don’t form delusions

 
once the heart and mind are still

 
all work is finished inside and out
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Dressed in sky-flower clothes

 
wearing tortoise-hair shoes

 
clutching rabbit-horn bows

 
they hunt the ghosts of delusion
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Look at the flower among the leaves

 
how long will it be favored

 
dreading somebody’s hand today

 
fearing whose broom tomorrow

 
the unfortunate love of loveliness

 
the years add up and we grow old

 
compare your life to a flower’s

 
red cheeks don’t last long

295

 
Go ahead stockpile rhino horn

 
wear tiger eyes if you want

 
use a peach branch to drive away evil

 
use garlic cloves as beads

 
warm your belly with dogwood wine

 
lighten your heart with wolfberry soup

 
still you can’t escape your end

 
trying to live forever is vain
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As humans we have needs

 
but may our loves be few

 
we get old but not free

 
slowly we’re driven off

 
off to the desolate hills

 
where a lifetime of dreams is thrown away

 
why fix the fence when the sheep have gone

 
the heartbreak never ends
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Cold Mountain is a leakproof cliff

 
a cliff that makes a perfect haven

 
the eight winds blow without effect

 
the ages have made known its wonders

 
solitude and welcome rest

 
liberty from crowds and taunts

 
the lone moon lights the night

 
the round sun usually shines

 
Tiger Hill and Tiger Stream

 
aren’t worthwhile examples

 
the age’s royal tutors

 
can’t compare with Chou or Shao

 
since retiring to Cold Cliff

 
I’m content to laugh and sing
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Buddhist monks don’t keep their precepts

 
Taoist priests don’t take their pills

 
count the sages who have lived

 
all are at the foot of hills
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People laugh about my poems

 
my poems are elegant enough

 
they don’t need Cheng Hsuan’s comments

 
much less Mao Heng’s explanations

 
I don’t mind few understand me

 
those who know one’s voice are rare

 
if we had no fa or sol
 
my disease would surely spread

 
one day I’ll meet someone with eyes

 
then my poems will plague the world
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On Cold Mountain Road

 
no one arrives

 
those who walk it

 
are called ten names

 
cicadas sing

 
crows don’t screech

 
yellow leaves fall

 
white clouds sweep

 
rocks are huge

 
woods are deep

 
I live here alone

 
I’m called the Guide

 
look around

 
what are my signs
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Cold Mountain is so cold

 
ice locks up the rocks

 
concealing mountain green

 
revealing winter white

 
then the sun shines

 
and ice begins to melt

 
on this warmth

 
an old man survives
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The mountain I live on

 
nobody knows

 
inside the clouds

 
it’s always deserted
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Cold Mountain’s remoteness

 
suits my mind

 
pure white rocks

 
no yellow gold

 
the echo of a spring

 
the sound of Po-ya’s zither

 
if Tzu-ch’i were here

 
he would know the tune
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Among high cliffs

 
there’s plenty of breeze

 
no need for a fan

 
the cool air comes through

 
lit by the moon

 
surrounded by clouds

 
I sit alone

 
a white-haired old man
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The Sage of Cold Mountain

 
I’m always like this

 
up here alone

 
neither dead nor alive
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All the people I see

 
struggle over everything

 
one day they suddenly die

 
and all they get is some ground

 
four-feet wide

 
eight-feet long

 
if you can stop your struggling

 
I’ll carve your name in stone
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Whoever has Cold Mountain’s poems

 
is better off than those with sutras

 
write them up on your screen

 
and read them from time to time
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