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A monk introduced himself to the teacher Hstian-sha, saying. “I have just
entered this monastery. Please show me where to enter the Way.”

“Do you hear the sound of the valley stream?” asked Hsiian-sha.

“Yes,” said the monk.

“Enter there!”
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Foreword

ON BOOKS AND READING FOR THE ZEN STUDENT

My life as a Zen Buddhist began with a good book, in a civilian internment camp
in Kobe, Japan. One evening during the second winter of the Pacific War, a
guard entered my dorm, waving a book, and mumbling drunkenly, “This book,
my English teacher, . . . ” Rising involuntarily from my bed, I boldly took it from
his hand—and never gave it back. It was R. H. Blyth’s Zen in English Literature
and Oriental Classics, then recently published.

The world had been readying me for a long time. Until then, my preferred
camp reading had been Miyamori’s Hazku, Ancient and Modern, but the path of
my preparation ran all the way back through my young adulthood in Honolulu
to evenings as a small child, sitting on the carpet at my grandfather’s feet with my
brother and little cousins, absorbing a range of poems by Heine, Goethe, Burns,
Longfellow, and Walter de la Mare.

I was probably also readied by the state of the world at war and by my own
health—freezing cold had exacerbated my chronic asthma. In any case, when I
got back in my bunk, opened the plain cover of Blyth’s book, I had been search-
ing for it all my life without knowing its title, its author, or its subject. As I read
Blyth’s words over and over, new and marvelous vistas of culture and thought
opened for me. I felt that I was uncovering primordial configurations of myself.
Now as I look at the book, its flaws and mistakes jump out at me, but at the time
it was the communiqué I was unconsciously awaiting.

The great mystery of that encounter with Mr. Blyth’s words has recurred
many times in the ensuing half-century. Again and again, books have opened my
eyes to the Dharma, shaken me out of superficial views and commonplace un-
derstanding, and even led me to good teachers. These experiences put the lie to
the commonly heard notion that reading and study are at odds with Zen practice
and with religious life generally.

Among the sources of this misunderstanding are the warnings given by
Ch’an and Zen teachers themselves, past and present. Muso Soseki, the early
Japanese master whose work has an honored place in this volume, declared in
his Admonitions:

I have three sorts of disciples. The best are those who resolutely give up all
worldly relationships and devote themselves wholly to seeking and realizing their
own true natures. The middle sort are not really earnest in Zen practice, and in
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order to find distraction from it prefer to read about it in books. The lowest are
those who eclipse the light of their self-nature and do nothing but lick up the .
Buddha’s spit.

Regrettably, Zen Buddhist teachers in Asia—and in the Americas and Europe as
well—consider that books as such encourage a preoccupation with “the Bud-
dha’s spit.” They advise their students to be single-minded in their practice and
not read anything at all. This is an egregious corruption of Musd’s message and
an abuse of his eminent teachers, colleagues, and successors, all of whom, as we
know from their writings, were readers and writers at a high level, thoroughly
immersed in their religious, and indeed their literary tradition.

Admittedly, there may come a point in Zen study when reading should be in-
deed set aside. The classic case is Hsiang-yen, a former student of Pai-chang,
who was confronted with a tough question by his new teacher, Kuei-shan. He
ransacked all the notes he had made of Pai-chang’s talks, but couldn’t come up
with anything remotely suitable. Finally, with Kuei-shan’s help, he realized that a
secondhand understanding would never satisfy his hunger for realization. Ex-
claiming “A painting of cakes won’t fill the belly!” he went off to face his ques-
tion in solitude.

Except for such crucial, usually quite brief intervals, it is generally very im-
portant for Zen students to read. Since our needs as readers vary widely from in-
dividual to individual and from one point in life to another, when students ask
me what to read, I give them a current bibliography, but I also tell them, “Follow
your nose.” Go to the library or bookstore, pull down books and look at them.
Trust yourself to discover the right one. Perhaps it will be a book that will
awaken you to bodhichitta, the imperative for realization and compassion. But
next year, when you revisit the same library or bookstore, you will discover
books that you passed over the first time.

In the years when I was establishing my Zen practice, the need for a portable
compendium of Ch’an and Zen literature was met by D. T. Suzuki’s Manual of
Zen Buddhism, which I read in my internment-camp days. Though it included
relatively few translations and was even then quite archaic in its English style, it
served us well, and it was an important resource for thinkers of that period. Al-
dous Huxley placed it on his list of ten books he would take to a desert island.

Today, however, the Manual and books of its era are quite dated. In the past
thirty years, translators, historians, and Zen teachers and students have rendered
an astonishingly large portion of the original literature into English. Back in the
early 1950s, even those bookshops that specialized in Asian books offered only
half a shelf of Mahayana Buddhist titles, with important traditions not repre-
sented at all. Now the situation is reversed, and we find a formidable array, more
books, it seems, than we can possibly read. This great corpus gives us variety and
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detail, as well as important perspectives that were not evident earlier. For ex-
ample, such key figures as Bodhidharma and Hui-neng shift to some degree
from history to the edges of misty folklore, and yet at the same time their teach-
ings become clarified, and we learn the importance of folklore itself—to our
practice and to our spiritual maturity.

The Roaring Stream puts the fruits of these great labors in our hands. It
brings together a wealth of material already published, but never before avail-
able in a single volume, plus a few translations appearing for the first time. You
can dip into the waters of this stream, again and again, at any point finding re-
freshment and perspective on Ch’an and Zen as practice, as presentation of the
Main Fact, and as a culture and tradition. A year from now you can dip again
and find treasures that were not at all evident the first time.

Moreover, you can get acquainted with the old teachers as individuals. The
advisor to the emperor and the poet in a cave are very different fellows. Their
words differ, their manner differs, their social views differ. Yet read side by side
in this volume, their intimate kinship in the Buddha-Dharma becomes evident,
their intimate kinship with us in our own living rooms today becomes clear, and
our understanding of the Buddha-Dharma itself is vastly enriched.

—Robert Aitken






Introduction

Zen has a peculiar hold on the public imagination, it seems, and certainly on
public discourse. In the hundred-odd years since the first Zen master traveled to
the United States, Zen has steadily, mysteriously migrated from the peripheral
realms of interreligious dialogue and academic study toward the pumping,
thumping heart of popular culture. A movie critic describes Sean Connery’s cos-
tuming as “Zenned-out black Armanis.” Patagonia flogs hats in a pattern it calls
“Zen Turtles.” In the funnies, Calvin questions Hobbes about being a tiger:
“Kind of a Zen thing, huh?” Skaters and gymnasts executing flawless routines,
golfers sinking long putts, and other athletes displaying impressive powers of
concentration all demonstrate, color commentators declare, the Zen of their re-
spective sports. Beneath the surface of Stephen Bochco’s Hi// Street Blues, L. A.
Law, and N.Y.PD. Blue, a reviewer for the New Yorker discerns “an almost Zen
nonattachment,” while Newsweek stretched the limits of credulity by reporting,
in the wake of the 1992 presidential campaign, that Bill Clinton had been “a
model of Zen-like equanimity.” And of course any moderate-sized bookstore of-
fers a panoply of Zen titles these days; the several hundred currently in print in-
clude The Zen of Bowel Movements: A Spiritual Approach to Constipation.

Behind the proliferating uses and meanings of Zen—well behind—lies the
fifteen-hundred-year Buddhist tradition represented in this book. Whatever we
make of it in postmodern America, it comes to us as a religious culture of pro-
found wisdom and extraordinary vigor, of earthiness and elegance, that has
transformed the great societies that have been its prior hosts. Arising in China by
anow-obscure pathway, it came to dominate the religious life of its sprawling na-
tive land, where it has always been called Ch’ax, after the Sanskrit word meaning
meditation. In medieval times, as pilgrims carried it home to other nations, its
teachings and practices took new forms, and its name adapted to other tongues,
becoming S67 in Korea, Thien in Vietnam, Ze# in Japan. By any name, it has very
rarely assumed a missionizing stance, yet in the past century, it has reached every
continent except perhaps Antarctica. It wouldn’t be surprising if, there too, a
few scientists today cross their legs daily in Ch’an-style practice. Maybe they’re
even getting instruction via Cybermonk, an on-line service operated by an enter-
prising New York Zen group.

This ever-evolving tradition has sometimes been referred to as “the stream of
Ts’ao-ch’i,” the stream that splashes, purls, glides, or roars, maybe, from the
mountain where Hui-neng, the semi-legendary Sixth Ancestor, lived. If “Ch’an”
and “Zen” soon feel dry and doctrinaire, this fluid name reminds us that the
whole phenomenon is alive and that we would be wise to stay alert and to look
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back, upstream, from time to time. It suggests the mystery of its coming down to
us—something so yielding, so diffuse, in many respects so vulnerable that has
proven, nonetheless, so robust and powerful and long-lasting. Much of its vital-
ity must spring from the fact that, as the epigraph reminds us, it is always near at
hand. The rippling stream of Ts’ao-ch’i runs right through bere.

All of that makes it impossible to contain—between the covers of this book or
anywhere else. We began this collection aware that it could not encompass the
whole tradition, even the whole textual dimension of the tradition, and we finish
it yet more aware of how incomplete it is, and how inevitably. Right away we
found it necessary to limit the anthology’s scope geographically and culturally—
to restrict its contents to Ch’an and Zen writings. We did so, reasoning that the
original Chinese way and its Japanese development constitute the common heri-
tage of most practitioners today in English-speaking countries. The other old
forks of the Ch’an stream, son and Thien, have meandered relatively recently into
Anglophone nations, and not much of their literature is yet in translation. The
same is true even of the later Ch’an lineages, and we have not tried to represent
them here. All these branches of the ancient stream deserve volumes of their own.

Our decision to gather writings wholly from the literature of early Ch’an and
Zen also reflects the direction that scholarship and publishing have taken.
Thanks to a recent profusion of translations and studies, the lives and work of
eminent Chinese and Japanese masters today lie open to readers of English as
they never have before, and to an extent far greater than those of their Korean
and Vietnamese counterparts. As compilers of this anthology and as students of
the Way, we are deeply indebted to the dozens of translators whose efforts, over
generations, have brought in this rich harvest.

The number of good translations published in the past fifteen years not only
presents the opportunity to assemble a collection such as this but also makes it
almost necessary: rare is the reader, much less the book buyer, who has kept up
with the outpouring from the presses. Thus in selecting materials for The Roar-
ing Stream, our first goal has been to provide a compact, broadly representative
library of Ch’an and Zen literature. We hope it will be useful, among other ways,
as a sampler, a means of identifying people and texts that you want to explore
further. With few exceptions, our selections come from readily available books,
and the listing “Sources and Resources” furnishes the particulars needed to
track them down.

Several factors have guided our selections. We have looked for readability,
for clarity and creativity in original texts as well as grace and care in their trans-
lations. We’ve sought a pleasing mix of contents, ranging from two-line poems
to extended disquisitions, from formal lectures delivered before august audi-
ences to brief letters dashed off to encourage flagging students far away, from
impromptu dialogues to finely crafted masterpieces of prose and poetry. Variety
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has been a goal, too, in terms of subject matter and level of difficulty; within the
space of a few pages, utterly practical instruction about the rudiments of medi-
tation bumps up against wise counsel on the perplexities of daily life and ex-
pressions of fundamental reality that have confounded the best Zen students for
centuries.

Though The Roaring Stream also presents as wide a spectrum of Ch’an and
Zen writers as currently possible, it is a spectrum terribly narrowed by historic
forces. Of its gaps, most striking is the absence of women, the result of East
Asian gender biases at least as sharp and deep as those of Euro-American civili-
zation. Not one of the forty-six chapters that follow is devoted to a woman be-
cause the voluminous canon of Ch’an and Zen allows them only the most
marginal presence. They appear very rarely and, when they do, nearly always
stand in the shadow of male teachers or even of monks who are clearly their in-
ferior in religious accomplishment. Most go nameless, which suggests that the
few whose names survive were truly exceptional in their talent and impact. Rela-
tive to the place that the traditional record accords them, women occupy a dis-
proportionately large part of this book.

Gender discrimination is not the only thing that has kept individuals from
taking their rightful place in The Roaring Stream. Inclusion in the Chinese canon
required a social, or at least religious, standing that rank-and-file monastics
lacked. Whatever they may have written has vanished, while the records of many
mediocre masters have been preserved. Even teaching credentials did not guar-
antee one a spot in the canon, however. Among the myriad people of the Way
who are effectively lost to history may be superb masters who chose to maintain
a low public profile or who went unnoticed by the opinion-makers and chroni-
clers of their time. One such case is that of Kanzan Egen, a major figure in Rinzai
Zen, who shunned attention, neither wrote nor lectured, and thus left precious
little to fatten a book.

Sectarian disputes and practical considerations have kept others from these
pages. Recent scholarship has convincingly demonstrated that orthodox histo-
ries of Ch’an have understated the importance of teachers and teachings outside
the lineage of Hui-neng (Chapter 3); as is so often the case, the survivors of a
complex historical process wrote the record as they saw fit, downplaying others’
contributions or even claiming them for their own. Other worthy people are ab-
sent owing to their preferred means of expression. The early nineteenth-century
Japanese master Sengai Gibon, for example, left a large, brilliant Dharma legacy
that consists primarily of paintings and calligraphy and thus falls beyond the
scope of a literary anthology.

Laypeople, too, would be thinly represented in this collection if we confined
it to Ch’an and Zen literature as customarily defined—that is, to writings of rec-
ognized masters and to records of their sayings and doings. To heighten the lay
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presence in these pages, we both have favored lay subjects in our selections from
the traditional literature and have opened the book to a group of lay writers who
made their names primarily in the literary, rather than religious, sphere. These
are five great poets—Wang Wei, Po Chii-i, Su T’ung-po, Ishikawa Jozan, and
Bash6—who were associated closely with Ch’an or Zen and whose work reflects
the tradition’s influence. Their lives and work help illustrate the part that Ch’an
and Zen played in society, especially among members of the artistic community
but also in forming the aesthetics of China and Japan. Reading their poems
alongside the tradition’s standard literature suggests a two-way flow of influence,
from literary circles to the monastery, as well as the reverse. Great Chinese writ-
ers, in particular, seem to have anticipated and pointed the way to the pithy and
graceful expression of mature Ch’an and Zen.

Besides striving to bring into The Roaring Stream a diverse group of authors,
we have sought to make it representative of the major branches of Ch’an and
Zen—the so-called “Five Houses and Seven Schools” of Ch’an, plus the three
enduring lineages of Zen (S6t6, Rinzai, and Obaku). Though we have borrowed
the classical terminology to distinguish the various branches from one another,
this is not to suggest that the distinction has a strong basis in fact. On the con-
trary, the houses and schools were largely constructed in retrospect, as a means
of telling an otherwise unmanageable history, of imposing a rough order on the
organic disarray that is life. While employing the conventional terms, we have in-
terjected periodic reminders that the actuality was not so tidy, that people and
ideas often moved freely across sectarian lines because the lines rarely stood out
as crisply and clearly in everyday affairs of centuries past as they do today, on pa-
per. We hope they will be understood much like the grid lines superimposed on
a street map, dividing it into numbered and lettered squares as a convenient,
provisional device to name and locate points in the landscape. Readers may ig-
nore these and all the book’s other historical points of reference without reduc-
ing the pleasure or principal value of perusing the selections themselves, just as
one can enjoy a great painting without knowing whether its creator subscribed
to an Expressionist or Fauvist philosophy.

At the same time, since The Roaring Stream: is broadly representative of the
tradition, it presents an ad hoc, composite image of Ch’an and Zen. It may be
sampled in any sequence, but if read from front to back, chronologically, it offers
a sense of the tradition’s evolution and of the forces, including powerful social
phenomena, that have shaped it. This is important to us, as editors of the anthol-
ogy, because we observe a tendency in recent publishing to decontextualize
Ch’an and Zen—to snip anecdotes, dialogues, and luminous phrases out of the
source works as if they had no social or cultural underpinnings, as if the tradition
were a spiritual scrap heap from which we can pick what pleases us, leaving the

rest behind.
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Of course, we are quite free to do that, with this or any other body of cultural
material. The error liesin supposing that, once removed from its context, a word
or object remains what it was. Transport a urinal from a scrapyard to an exhibi-
tion hall, as Marcel Duchamp did in 1917, and it becomes something else—a
sculptural form, a revolutionary aesthetic statement. Similarly, a T’ang-dynasty
Ch’an master’s remark on the self, translated into English, plucked from its con-
text, and inserted into a late-twentieth-century American essay, is highly unlikely
to convey what was originally intended. In ancient China, the very word we
translate as “self” denoted something quite different from the self we know in
post-Freudian, post-industrial America.

Placing things in new contexts, as Duchamp illustrated, may be illuminating,
may even help us see them more clearly in their original settings. To get this ben-
efit, however, we need a sense of the old context as well as the new, and most of
us have a considerably hazier grasp of ancient Chinese and Japanese religious
ways than we do of restroom porcelain. Thus it is relatively easy for us to over-
look the profound shifts of meaning that occur when an old Ch’an or Zen pas-
sage is quoted out of context. It is easy to suppose that something “Zen” is still
Zen when it appears in an advertisement or a self-help book or a pop spirituality
lecture. We hope the structure and content of this collection will hold the con-
text clear. Though we have often selected excerpts from much longer works, we
have avoided the temptation to choose little snippets, preferring substantial
enough pieces to give a reasonably faithful impression of the texts, and the con-
texts, from which they come. Likewise, we have decided to order the selections
chronologically (rather than thematically or according to literary genre) and to
provide background information about both the authors and their writings in
order to keep the relevant temporal and cultural frames apparent and strong.

One of the cultural frames that we have reproduced and that might be invis-
ible to the unwarned reader is the custom of presenting the heritage of Ch’an
and Zen as a pageant of lives, as a succession of stories about its leaders. This ap-
proach became standard more than a thousand years ago, replicating a widely
established pattern in Chinese historiography. The tradition could have been
memorialized with accounts of monastic communities or ordinary monk’s lives,
of ideas or economic realities, but in East Asian civilizations, as in many others
worldwide, the Great Man theory of history prevailed. Although we don’t buy
that theory—for any history narrowly focused on individual achievements (and
in the Ch’an case, mainly those of ordained men) leaves out far too much to be
credible—the sequential presentation of the writers and their works seems the
most advantageous method of organizing an anthology of this nature. We hope
that flagging the issue here and resisting Great Man notions in the biographical
sketches that introduce each chapter will offset the shortcomings of this scheme.

Chief among these shortcomings is the risk of perpetuating perhaps the most
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deep-seated and damaging image in Ch’an and Zen, the heavily idealized image
of the teacher-sage. While the tradition has long stressed that a deeply enlight-
ened person is completely ordinary, it has also advanced a countervailing dis-
course proclaiming the extraordinary capacities of the awakened ones, or
buddhas, and of forerunners in the tradition, commonly referred to as “patri-
archs” or “ancestors.” This exaltation of enlightened teachers has, no doubt,
served a motivational purpose, but over the ages, it has been so repeated, formal-
ized, and in the end accepted literally that a leading Zen scholar has character-
ized the result as “the cult of the Zen master.”

In introducing the forty-six chapters of The Roaring Stream, we have de-
scribed the people they feature as evenhandedly as we know how. If we haven’t
altogether escaped the tendency to make heroes of them, we have certainly
sought to separate historical fact from the later accretions of legend and to indi-
cate the issues and processes that shaped their reputations. The task of portray-
ing them as flesh-and-blood individuals is vastly complicated by the prevalence
of legendary, even propagandistic, material in the classical sources and the
dearth of what we moderns consider basic personal information. A typical Ch’an
or Zen biography is concerned almost exclusively with just four elements of its
subject’s experience: his course of maturation as a student of the Dharma, his au-
thorization as a master, his teaching, and the successor he named to carry on his
work. Family history and life prior to monkhood are usually dispensed with in a
few perfunctory sentences indicating such simple facts as birthplace and sur-
name. Physical description is essentially nil, with exceptions made for character-
istics that stuck out as really peculiar in Chinese or Japanese society. Living
conditions receive similarly short shrift, and psychological or emotional factors
are registered vaguely, if at all.

Our efforts to probe behind the canonical accounts and blow life back into
the old worthies is motivated not just by the desire for a colorful book but also
by interest in exploring Ch’an and Zen as an embodied tradition. It may sound
wonderful on the page, but like other religions and other pursuits of all kinds, it
has to prove itself on the road and in the field, in the living and the dying. We
have accented features of both the careers and the texts that might hold particu-
lar meaning for students of the Way in our own time and place: the tradition’s
stance on women and laypeople, as already noted; its adaptations to changing
social and cultural circumstances; its engagement in, or aloofness from, public
problems; its understanding of the good life; its counsel on moral issues; and its
relationship to the various power structures that conditioned its existence. In
pursuit of this last point and as a gauge of the prominence teachers attained dur-
ing their lifetimes, in our biographical sketches we have made it a point to men-
tion the governmental honors, if any, a master received. Some will be surprised
to discover the degree of attention that rulers paid these gentlemen.
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In many other respects, our efforts to orient readers to our subjects’s lives
and writings are spotty at best. We have made very limited attempts to place
them in terms of national history or geography or to explain the technical details
of Ch’an and Zen training, although we have made reference to some of the his-
toric divisions within the tradition and to underlying differences of experience,
understanding, or opinion that may have given rise to them. Doctrinal and sec-
tarian distinctions are not of central importance either to us personally or, we
dare suggest, to a true grasp of the Way; accordingly, we have given them rela-
tively little ink here.

As these omissions indicate, The Roaring Stream is not a complete source on
any individual, much less on the entire tradition. Nor is it a scholarly work. Nei-
ther of us possesses credentials in the field of Buddhist studies, and the informa-
tion offered here is all secondary in nature, derived from others’ original, often
highly creative, work. While Ch’an and Zen masters have long ridiculed scholars
as hopeless know-nothings, we feel profound gratitude to the many researchers
who, along with the translators (indeed, sometimes doubling as translators),
have helped inform our understanding of the tradition and supplied ingredients
for this book. In preparing it, we have sought out the best of the current scholar-
ship, and we hope, fervently, that we’ve interpreted it responsibly. The reader in-
clined to delve more deeply into Ch’an and Zen history, biography, texts, and
topics will find abundant leads in the citations and recommendations of the
Sources and Resources section of the book.

Throughout The Roaring Stream, we have rendered Chinese names and
terms according to the Wade-Giles system. Where translators have used the
pinyin system now favored by the Chinese government or other orthographies,
for consistency’s sake and to avoid cluttering the text with brackets, we’ve sub-
stituted the Wade-Giles equivalent without so indicating. In the same way, we
have harmonized the names used and have substituted “ancestor” for “patri-
arch” wherever the latter appeared in the selections; while either is a valid trans-
lation and “patriarch” was preferred by prior generations of translators, the
present generation tends to favor “ancestor,” as we do. We apologize to scholars
and translators who may feel, in this or other decisions, that we have emended
their work inappropriately.

This book results from close and happy collaboration between two friends
and fellow students of the Way. Jack Shoemaker conceived the project and has
guided its development ever since, while Nelson Foster has handled the assem-
bling, ordering, and interpretation of selections, including initial preparation of
editorial comments. From the outset, we envisioned ourselves simply as an-
thologers, gathering the work of others, and feel some chagrin that the finished
book contains so many of our own words. We certainly did not anticipate mak-
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ing new translations for its pages, but as our work progressed, we felt a mount-
ing dissatisfaction with existing translations of some of the great texts, especially
early texts, and finally desperation got the better of prudence, propelling Nelson
to undertake improved versions. He could not, and would not, have done so
without generous assistance on the Chinese and Japanese from Joan Iten Suther-
land and Masa Uehara. We are deeply grateful to them both.

Many others have contributed to the preparation of this book as well. Be-
sides furnishing the foreword, Robert Aitken called a number of sources to our
attention and lent hard-to-find materials. Gary Snyder supported the project en-
thusiastically from the first, giving us good counsel and the run of his library.
Peigwang Dowiat assisted very generously in providing translations for Chapter
27. Scholars at the University of Hawai‘i—David Chappell of the Department of
Religion and Roger T. Ames and Daniel Cole of the Center for Chinese Stud-
ies—graciously volunteered to answer questions on fine points of Chinese lan-
guage and history. The editorial work of Alan Turkus, Tom Christensen, and
Carol Christensen brought the book to a level of clarity and consistency it would
not have reached otherwise. We also received advice, source materials, or much-
needed logistical help from Judyth Collin, Chuck Dockham, Harry Ednie, Pat
Ferris, Trish Hoard, Kenneth Kraft, Eric Larsen, Anne Lazerove, Jennifer Long,
Marsha Stone, Jim Sylva, Jack Turner, and no doubt others who have escaped
our files and short-term memories. Nine bows to all.

May this book repay the resources expended in its production, benefitting
not only its readers but, through them, the many beings of the Triple World.

—Nelson Foster and Jack Shoemaker
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Bodhidharma

(D. cA. 533)

Je2628)

or more than a thousand years, students of Ch’an and Zen have looked to

Bodhidharma as the founder of their strand of Buddhist tradition, the per-
son who singlehandedly carried the ineffable essence of Buddhism from India to
China. This understanding, we now know, belongs to the sphere of mythology
rather than to the realm of historical fact. That Bodhidharma (J., Bodaidaruma
or simply Daruma) lived seems reasonably certain, but if scholarly standards of
evidence are maintained, everything else about him is subject to question, in-
cluding his role, if any, in the establishment of Ch’an.

Shreds of documentary evidence indicate that a South Indian meditation
teacher going by the name of Dharma or Bodhidharma arrived in China by the
year 479. Over the next half century, he (or another monk of like name) pops up
here and there in the carefully kept, voluminous annals of Chinese history, but
his biography lacks even a single firm detail. Though numerous writings at-
tached themselves to this phantom, the only text that now can be credibly at-
tributed to him is a brief treatise titled “The Two Entrances and Four Practices.”
Ascribed to Bodhidharma in manuscripts dated as early as the mid-seventh cen-
tury, it describes two approaches to gaining the Way, the first of which bears a
tantalizing resemblance to Ch’an.

The most distinctive feature of this first approach, known as “entering
through the Principle,” is its recommendation of pz-kuan, which translates liter-
ally as “wall gaze” or “wall contemplation.” This unusual phrase has long been
identified with Bodhidharma and with the practice of #s0-ch’an, seated medita-
tion (J., zazen). It has been interpreted in two ways, either or both of which may
have intended: to face a wall physically or to meditate /zke a wall—to cultivate a
mind that is firm, ungraspable, free of all concepts and concerns. Over the cen-
turies, both interpretations have found their way into Ch’an and Zen meditation
instruction, and in many temples today, it remains standard practice to do zazen
facing a partition of some sort, if not actually a wall. 83

THE TWO ENTRANCES AND FOUR PRACTICES

There are many avenues for entering the Way, but essentially they all are of two
kinds: entering through the Principle’ and entering through practice.

1 Principle (/) is a central concept in classical Chinese thought, where it refers to the cosmic order.



4 THE ROARING STREAM

“Entering through the Principle” is awakening to the essential by means of
the teachings. It requires a profound trust that all living beings, both enlightened
and ordinary, share the same true nature, which is obscured and unseen due only
to mistaken perception. If you turn from the false to the true, dwelling steadily in
wall contemplation, there is no self or other, and ordinary people and sages are
one and the same. You abide unmoving and unwavering, never again confused
by written teachings. Complete, ineffable accord with the Principle is without
discrimination, still, effortless. This is called entering through the Principle.

“Entering through practice” refers to four all-encompassing practices: the
practice of requiting animosity, the practice of accepting one’s circumstances,
the practice of craving nothing, and the practice of accord with the Dharma.

~ What is the practice of requiting animosity? When experiencing suffering, a
practitioner of the Way should reflect: “For innumerable eons, I have preferred
the superficial to the fundamental, drifting through various states of existence,
creating much animosity and hatred, bringing endless harm and discord.
Though I have done nothing wrong in this life, I am reaping the natural conse-
quences of past offenses, my evil karma. It is not meted out by some heavenly
agency. I accept it patiently and with contentment, utterly without animosity or
complaint.” A sutra says, “When you encounter suffering, do not be distressed.
Why? Because your consciousness opens up to the fundamental.” Cultivating
this attitude, you are in accord with the Principle, advancing on the path
through the experience of animosity. Thus it is called the practice of requiting
animosity.

Second is the practice of accepting circumstances. Living beings, having no
[fixed] self, are entirely shaped by the impact of circumstances. Both suffering
and pleasure are produced by circumstances. If you experience such positive re-
wards as wealth and fame, this results from past causes. You receive the benefits
now, but as soon as these circumstances are played out, it will be over. Why
should you celebrate? Success and failure depend upon circumstances, while
the Mind does not gain or lose. Not being moved even by the winds of good for-
tune is ineffable accord with the Way. Thus it is called the practice of accepting
one’s circumstances.

Third is the practice of craving nothing. The various sorts of longing and at-
tachment that people experience in their unending ignorance are regarded as
craving. The wise awaken to the truth, going with the Principle rather than with
conventional ideas. Peaceful at heart, with nothing to do,* they change in accord
with the seasons. All existence lacking substance, they desire nothing. [They

Early Buddhist thinkers borrowed and reinterpreted the term as a means of expressing the absolute,
the unconditioned.

2. Wu-wei, translated here as “nothing to do,” is an expression Ch’an borrowed from Taoism. It
connotes not manipulating things, taking them as they are instead of seeking to control them.
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know that] the goddesses of good and bad fortune always travel as a pair and
that the Triple World,’ where you have lived so long, is like a burning house. Suf-
fering inevitably comes with having a body—who can find peace? If you under-
stand this fully, you quit all thoughts of other states of being, no longer crave
them. A sutra says, “To crave is to suffer; to crave nothing is bliss.” Thus we un-
derstand clearly that craving nothing is the true practice of the Way.

Fourth is the practice of accord with the Dharma. The principle of essential
purity is the Dharma. Under this principle, all form is without substance, un-
defilable and without attachment, neither “this” nor “that.”+ The Vimalakirti
Satra says, “In this Dharma, there are no living beings because it transcends the
defiling [concept] of ‘living beings.” In this Dharma, there is no self because it
transcends the defiling [concept] of ‘self.”” When the wise embrace and under-
stand this principle, they are practicing accord with the Dharma. Since in the
Dharma there is fundamentally nothing to withhold, [the wise] practice gen-
erosity, giving their bodies, lives, and possessions without any regret in their
minds. Fully understanding the emptiness of giver, gift, and recipient, they do
not fall into bias or attachment. Ridding themselves of all defilements, they aid in
the liberation of living beings without grasping at appearances. In this way they
benefit themselves and others both, gracing the Way of Enlightenment. In the
same fashion, they practice the other five perfections.’ To eliminate false think-
ing in practicing the six perfections means having no thought of practicing them.
This is practicing accord with the Dharma.

hatever Bodhidharma may have contributed to the teaching, style, or

practice of Ch’an, certainly its origination was not one man’s doing. In-
deed, it would be incorrect even to say that Ch’an arose out of one culture, let
alone a single person, for in fact it developed out of a mingling of Indian and
Chinese traditions. The Indian sources, which Bodhidharma represents in the
mythic account, were diverse schools of Mahayana (Great Vehicle) Buddhism,
which emerged in northern India during the first century of the Christian era.
The Mahayana schools held the inherent and actual liberation of all beings as a
cardinal principle, whereas the earlier forms of Buddhism, dismissed by the
Mahayanists as “Small Vehicle,” emphasized enlightenment as an option for
monastics, achieved only by rare individuals. As the Mahayana sutras were car-
ried north and translated, Chinese readers recognized an affinity between the
Dharma set forth in these Indian scriptures and the Tao, the Way, as it had long
been taught in their indigenous traditions of Confucianism and Taoism. The

3. The Triple World (Skt., Triloka) is an Indian Buddhist term for the universe of birth-and-death,
conceived of as three worlds of desire, of form, and of formlessness.

4. That is, inseparable one from another, not to be divided into subject and object, self and other.

5. An allusion to the six paramitas, or perfections, of classical Buddhism. Generosity headed the
list customarily, followed by morality, patience, zeal, meditation, and wisdom.
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subsequent renaissance of religious culture produced distinctly Chinese forms
of Buddhism, including Ch’an, whose teachings and language still show the
marked influence of Taoism.

In the late seventh and early eighth centuries, as the newly developed schools
of Chinese Buddhism sought to assert their legitimacy and distinguish them-
selves from one another, several hit upon the strategy of tracing their roots back
to India and of thus establishing direct descent from Shakyamuni Buddha. So it
happened that the mysterious Bodhidharma became a key figure in the institu-
tional development and mythos of Ch’an: as early as 689, he was nominated as
the young sect’s Indian connection. His obscurity may actually have made him
the best candidate for this position. His near-perfect absence from the historical
record allowed Ch’an chroniclers to portray Bodhidharma however they saw fit,
and not too surprisingly, as a body of legend grew up around him in the next few
centuries, he came to embody many of the sect’s central tenets. Among these was
the proposition that Ch’an, unlike other sects, need not justify itself in terms of
the Indian doctrines because it constituted “A separate transmission outside the
sutras, not dependent on words and letters.” This unique formulation, custom-
arily credited to Bodhidharma, amounts to a claim that Ch’an had been secretly
transmitted from teacher to student for a thousand years before it reached
China.

In 1004, the Chinese monk Tao-yiian included much of the dubious lore
about Bodhidharma in The Transmission of the Lamp, an enormous text laying
out the Ch’an line of succession from time immemorial. Here he appears in his
full mythic proportions and in vivid detail. Uncompromising in his practice, in
his rejection of fame and profit, and in his treatment of would-be disciples, he
exemplifies the virtues traditionally esteemed in a Ch’an master. Problems of
historicity aside, this is the Bodhidharma revered by generations of Ch’an and
Zen students. Affectionately known as “the red-bearded barbarian,” he is always
depicted big-nosed and hirsute, wearing an earring—highly exotic, by medieval
Chinese standards. In most of the innumerable ink paintings made of him, he
sits glowering sternly, even reproachfully, but in others, he shows a very different
aspect, peering out in bug-eyed amazement, as if to say, “I've caused an awful lot
of trouble, haven’t I?” &

FROM THE TRANSMISSION OF THE LAMP

Residing at Shao-lin Temple of Sung Mountain, Master Bodhidharma sat [in
meditation] facing the wall all day long in silence. People wondered who he was
and called him the Wall-Gazing Brahmin.

At that time there was a Buddhist monk named Shen-kuang who was widely
informed and who had been living in Lo-yang for a long time. He read [great]
quantities of all kinds of books which told of the profound Principle. He sighed
and said, “The teachings of Confucius and Lao-tzu are but customs and eti-
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quette, and the books of Chuang-tzu and the I Ching still do not plumb the
depths of the wonderful Principle. Lately I hear that Master Dharma is living in
Shao-lin Temple. With this supreme man so near, I should reach the deeper
realms [of understanding].” Then he went to him, wanting to be instructed from
morning till night. The Master, however, would give him no instruction, but sat
in meditation all the time facing the wall.

Kuang thought to himself: “Men of old sought the Way by smashing their
bones to take out the marrow, slashing their veins to feed hungry [animals],
spreading their hair to cover the muddy road in order to let a spiritual man pass
through safely, or leaping off a cliff to feed a hungry tigress. All through the ages
people have behaved like this. Who am I [not to do s0]?”

On December gth of that year it snowed heavily in the night. Shen-kuang
stood firmly without moving [in the yard of Shao-lin Temple]. By dawn of the
next day, the falling snow had piled so deep that it reached his knees.

Master Bodhidharma then took pity on him and asked him, “What are you
seeking, standing in the snow for this long time?”

Shen-kuang sobbed, and in tears begged him, “Please, Master, have mercy.
Open the gate of nectar. Deliver the message that liberates sentient beings!”

The master said, “The supreme, unequalled, spiritual Way of the buddhas is
accessible only after vast eons of striving to overcome the impossible and to bear
the unbearable. How could a man of small virtue, little wisdom, slight interest,
and slow mind attain the True Vehicle? Striving for it would be vain effort.”

After listening to this exhortation from the master, Shen-kuang secretly took
a sharp knife and cut off his own left arm, placing it in front of the master.

Realizing that he was a good vessel for the dharma, the master said, “All bud-
dhas in search of the Way have begun by ignoring their bodies for the sake of the
Dharma. Now you have cut off your arm in front of me. You may have the right
disposition.”

The master then renamed him Hui-k’o. Hui-k’o asked, “May I hear about
the Dharma-seal of the Buddha?”

The master said, “The Dharma-seal is not something that can be heard about
from others.”

Hui-k’o said, “My mind is not yet at peace. Pray set it at peace for me, Mas-
ter!”

The master said, “Bring me your mind, and I will set it at peace for you.”

Hui-k’o answered, “I have searched for it, but in the end it is unobtainable.”

The master said, “Your mind has been set at peace.”

Later on, Emperor Hsiao-ming heard about the marvellous deeds of the master.
He dispatched a messenger with an imperial invitation to the palace. Three
times in all the imperial messenger came to urge him [to accept the invitation],
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but the master would not come down from the mountain. The emperor’s warm
respect for the master increased more and more, and he sent gifts of two linen
robes, a golden bowl, a silver pitcher, silken cloth, and other articles. Three
times the master firmly refused them, which only confirmed still more the wish
of the emperor. At last the master accepted them. From this time the devotion of
his congregation, robed and lay, increased more and more.

After nine years had passed, the master wished to return to the western land
of India. He said to his disciples, “The time has come [for me to go back home].
I want each of you to show your understanding.”

One disciple, Tao-fu, answered, “According to what I understand, the func-
tion of the Tao cannot be grasped through literal knowledge, nor is it apart from
literal knowledge.”

The master remarked, “You have gained my skin!”

A nun, Tsung-ch’ih, said, “What I understand now is like Ananda’s glimpse of
the realm of Akshobhya Buddha. It may be seen in oneness, but never in duality.”

The master said, “You have gained my flesh!”

Tao-yu said, “The four great [elements] are originally empty, the five aggre-
gates (physical form, sensation, perception, impulse, and thought) do not exist,
and in my comprehension there is not a single thing to be found.”

The master declared, “You have gained my bone!”

Finally Hui-k’o bowed and remained standing at his seat.

The master said, “You have gained my marrow!”

Looking at Hui-k’o, the master told him, “In days gone by, the Tathagata
handed on to Mahakashyapa the true Dharma-eye. Through the Ancestors,
from one to another, it then came into my hands. Now I am giving it to you, and
you must take good care of it. Besides this, I will give you my yellow robe, which
shall be the testimony of faith in the Dharma. Each has a significance which you
should know.”

Hui-k’o said, “Will you please reveal to me the significance?”

The master said, “By carrying the Dharma-seal you will be inwardly in ac-
cord with the approved mind, and the keeping of the robe will fix the outward
spiritual message. In later generations, when mutual trust is slight and doubts
arise, people may say, ‘He was a man of India and you are a son of this land—
how could the Dharma be transmitted? What proof is there?’ Now that you are
receiving the robe and the dharma, they can be produced as proof, and the activ-
ity of the message will be freed from obstacles.

“After two hundred years it will be time to stop transmitting the robe. Then
the Dharma will be spread all over the world. But although many people will
know of the Tao, few will practice it; and although there will be many who preach
the Principle, few will penetrate it. More than a thousand, or ten thousand, peo-



BODHIDHARMA 9

ple will concur with the innermost [teaching] and bear private witness. When
you expound the truth, do not slight the man who is not yet enlightened. Should
his essential nature suddenly turn, he would be equal in original enlightenment.
Listen to my poem:

Originally I came to this land

To rescue deluded people by transmitting the Dharma.
One flower will open with five petals

And the fruit will ripen by itself.”



Seng-ts'an
(D. 606)
KR

\/)
KR

hough he lived later than Bodhidharma, Seng-ts’an is an even more obscure

and problematic figure. According to traditional transmission records,
which were constructed well after the fact, he inherited the Dharma from Hui-
k’o, Bodhidharma’s successor, thus becoming the Third Ancestor in the Ch’an
bloodline. History offers every reason to consign this account to the category of
legend, however. Seng-ts’an (J., Sozan) may owe his place in the lineage to a
single mention in an early document naming him as a student of Hui-k’o. The
author of a 712 treatise, describing the early masters of Ch’an in an attempt to
bolster the credibility of the mythic lineage, candidly acknowledges conspicuous
holes in Seng-ts’an’s biography, going so far as to remark, “No one ever knew
where he ended up.”

This underground teacher owes his fame to the Dharma poem Relying on
Mind, whose authorship has long been credited to him. Among the earliest and
best-known of all Ch’an texts, it consists of seventy-three couplets, each of the
paired lines containing just four characters. Over the centuries, countless Ch’an
and Zen students have committed this pithy verse to memory, and it turns up
with remarkable frequency in the lectures and dialogues of both Chinese and
Japanese teachers. Even within this brief collection, quotations from it appear in
several chapters.

Like the four-line poem Bodhidharma offers in The Transmission of the
Lamp after entrusting the Dharma to Hui-k’o, Relying on Mind belongs to an
Indian-derived genre, the gathd, rather than to the mainstream of Chinese po-
etry. The early sutras of southern Buddhism are larded with githds, usually
short and probably archaic verses—vestiges of the oral tradition that preserved
the sutras in the centuries before they were written down. Authors of the later,
Mahayina sutras punctuated them with gazhas as well. Chinese Buddhists put
the old form to new use as a means of opening the Way for their compatriots
and perhaps to lend latter-day writings a resemblance to ancient texts.

Relying on Mind seems to have been composed—or at least edited and pop-
ularized—long after Seng-ts’an’s time. It contains thoughts and language highly
unlikely for a text dating to his day and, even more tellingly, does not make its
appearance in Ch’an literature until two centuries after 606, the date conven-
tionally given for his death. All the same, it is a challenging and very important
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work representing the tradition in its formative stages. In its lines, understand-
ings of Mind, and nonduality that trace to the Perfection of Wisdom school of
Mahayana Buddhism blend harmoniously with the Taoist emphasis on letting
things be that is expressed in the term wu-wer (lit., no doing or nothing to do). In
reading the poem, it may be useful to recall a key passage on wu-we: from the
Tao Te Ching:

Those who pursue learning gain something every day.

We who pursue the Tao lose something every day,

loss after loss until we reach nothing to do—

no doing, yet nothing is not done. &

RELYING ON MIND

The Supreme Way is not difficult;
it just precludes picking and choosing.
Without yearning or loathing,
the Way is perfectly apparent,
while even a hairbreadth difference
separates heaven and earth.
To see the Way with your own eyes,
quit agreeing and disagreeing.
The battling of likes and dislikes—
that’s the disease of the mind.
Misunderstanding the great mystery,
people labor in vain for peace.
Mind has the totality of space:
nothing lacking, nothing extra.
It’s just selecting and rejecting
that make it seem otherwise.
Don’t pursue worldly concerns,
don’t dwell passively in emptiness;
in the peace of absolute identity,’
confusion vanishes by itself.
Suppressing activity to reach stillness
just creates agitation.
Dwelling in such dualities,
how can you know identity?

1. The character rendered here as “identity” is often translated “oneness,” and literally means “one
kind” or “one kindedness.” It denotes the fundamental sameness of all things. Likewise, “peace”
might be translated “equanimity” or “serenity,” and refers to the even-mindedness that comes of re-
alizing the identity of all things.
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People who don’t know identity
bog down on both sides—
rejecting form, they get stuck in it,
seeking emptiness, turn away from it.?
The more people talk and ponder,
the further they spin out of accord.?
Bring gabbing and speculation to a stop,
and the whole world opens up to you.
If you want the essence, get right to the root;
chasing reflections, you lose sight of the source.
Turning the light around for an instant*
routs becoming, abiding, and decay.
The changing phases, the ups and downs,
all result from misperception.
There’s no need to seek the truth—
just put a stop to your opinions!
Dualistic constructs don’t endure,
so take care not to pursue them.
As soon as positive and negative arise,
the mind is lost in confusion.
The two exist because of the one,
but don’t cling to oneness either.
If you don’t conceive even oneness of mind,
the ten thousand things are all flawless.
In this flawlessness there’s nothing at all,
no conception, no mind.
The subject disappears with its objects,
objects vanish without a subject.
Objects are objects because of subjects,
subjects subjects because of objects.
If you want to know both these aspects,
originally they’re one and empty.
A single emptiness unites opposites,
pervading all things equally.

2. In other words, by rejecting the world of form, one implicitly acknowledges its reality, and to seek
emptiness is to mistake it for some kind of object.

3. Accord is a key term in Chinese thought as a whole and in Zen in particular. It connotes seeing
things as they truly are and acting in harmony with the forces at play.

4. The phrase turning back the light crops up repeatedly in Ch’an and Zen texts and is a metaphor
for turning awareness away from objects and focusing it on the mind. Instead of preoccupying our-
selves with reflections created as our mental “light” plays off of objects, we are instructed to see the
source of the light itself.
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If we didn’t see things as fine and coarse,
how could prejudice exist?
The Supreme Way by nature is all-embracing,
not easy, not difficult,
but quibbling and hesitating,
the more you hurry, the slower you go.
Holding onto things wrecks your balance,
inevitably throwing you off-course,
but let everything go, be genuine,
and the essence won’t leave or stay.
Accept your nature, accord with the Way
and stroll at ease, trouble-free.
Tying up thoughts denies reality,
and you sink into a stupor of resistance.
Resisting thoughts perturbs the spirit!
Why treat what’s yours as foreign?
If you want to enter the One Vehicle,
don’t disdain the six senses.s
Not disdaining the six senses—
that’s enlightenment itself.
The wise have nothing to do,’
while the unwise tie themselves in knots.
Since things aren’t different in essence,
it’s stupid to hanker and cling.
To get hold of the mind by using the mind,
isn’t that a gross error, too?
Delusion creates calm and chaos,
enlightenment entails no good or evil.
Every opposition under the sun
derives merely from false thinking.
Like dreams, illusions, spots before your eyes—
why bother grasping at them?
Gain and loss, right and wrong—
let them go, once and for all.
If you don’t fall asleep,
dreams cease on their own.

5. The various paths and schools of Indian Buddhism were regarded as different vehicles. The One
Vehicle (Skt., Ekaydna) is that of the buddhas and bodhisattvas or, metaphcrically, the mind of iden-
tity itself. As for the senses, Buddhism has traditionally counted consciousness as a sixth sense, along
with sight, hearing, smell, taste, and touch.

6. This “nothing to do” is wu-wei, the virtue of nondoing. See the introduction to this chapter.
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If you don’t conjure up differences,
all things are of one kind.
In the essential mystery of identity,
eternal and ephemeral are forgotten.”
Seeing the things of the world evenly
restores their genuine character;
without grounds and criteria,
they can’t be judged or compared.
Still or active, nothing moves,
and active or still, nothing ceases.
If you don’t perpetuate duality,
how can even identity remain?
In the very end, at the ultimate,
there’s no room for rules or measures.
The harmonious, equanimous mind—
here, all effort subsides.
Doubt is wiped utterly away,
what’s truly reliable established.®
Nothing hangs in the mind,
there’s nothing to remember;
empty, luminous, genuine,
the mind needs no exertion.
This isn’t the sphere of thought,
can’t be gauged by reason or feeling.
The Dharma-realm of true actuality?
harbors neither self nor other.
To reach accord with it at once,
just say, “Not two!”®°
Without duality, all beings are the same,
not a single one excluded.
Sages throughout the world

7. Translated literally, “the unmoving and conditioned are both forgotten.” The conditioned is a
Buddhist term for things produced or destroyed by conditions—things that come and go, that are
born and die.

8. The ideogram translated here as “reliable” represents a person standing by his or her word and
has a rich set of possible meanings—sincerity, honesty, faith, belief, credibility, fidelity, confidence,
trust (as well as verbal and adjectival forms of all these nouns). Here it indicates a quality of the mind
that the poem describes—the mind that is never lacking, always present and complete, and in that
sense absolutely trustworthy, or faithful. It occurs also in the poem’s title and final lines.

9. Dbarmadbatu, or Dharma-realm, is another expression for the mind of identity. It is the funda-
mental reality of all things.

10. “Say” here implies making a practice of nonduality, perhaps even taking “not two” as a theme of
meditation.
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all find entry to this source.
Here hurry and delay have no bearing;
an instant is ten thousand years.
“Here” and “not here” don’t apply either.
Everywhere it’s right before your eyes.
The tiny is the same as the large
once boundaries are forgotten;
the huge is the same as the small
if they’re not seen in terms of limits.
Likewise, being is actually nonbeing,
nonbeing the very same as being.
Any understanding short of this
you should definitely abandon.
One is no other than all,
all no other than one.
If your insight matched this,
what anxieties could remain?
The reliable mind lacks dualities;
nonduality is relying on mind.
Here the way of words is cut—
no past, no future, no present.
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Hui-neng

(638-713)
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\ x 7ith Hui-neng (J., Eno), the fabled Sixth Ancestor, we arrive at a figure who

can be said with certainty to have played a part in the development of
Ch’an. His exact role and his relationship to the text attributed to him, usually
known as the Platform Sutra, are fraught with unresolved questions, and a large
amount of legendary material has accrued to his account as well, but he left more
discernible traces in the historical record than did Bodhidharma and Seng-ts’an.
One document reliably places him among the students of Hung-jen, the Fifth
Ancestor. Another, a memorial inscription written not long after his death by the
famous poet and Ch’an practitioner Wang Wei (see Chapter ), outlines his life
and teachings.

None of this, however, offers much support for traditional images of Hui-
neng or of Ch’an in his time. While the later transmission chronicles would have
us believe that the young sect was in full flower by this point, historical sources
make it evident that Ch’an was still finding its identity. Neither its teachings nor
its institution were well defined—far from it. To the extent that it had a leader in
Hui-neng’s generation, that was plainly Shen-hsiu, another student of Hung-jen,
who rose to prominence in northern China, winning support from the imperial
family and developing a large following in the twin capitals of Lo-yang and
Chang-nan. Not until he and Shen-hsiu both were dead did Hui-neng’s name
become the focus of public discussion, when one of his heirs, an ambitious and
apparently persuasive man named Shen-hui, launched an attack on Shen-hsiu
and his successors. Charging that this “Northern School” was preaching an infe-
rior doctrine of gradual enlightenment, Shen-hui argued that the true teaching
of sudden awakening had passed from Hung-jen to Hui-neng—a claim now rec-
ognized as baseless but that caused sufficient stir then to get Shen-hui exiled.

Despite its title, The Platform Sutra of the Sixth Ancestor cannot be Hui-
neng’s work. It is now thought to have been composed by a member of the
Ox-head School, a third constellation of monks in the unstable galaxy of eighth-
century Ch’an, maybe in an effort to reconcile the differences between Shen-
hui’s camp and the Northern School. Whoever wrote it and for whatever reason,
The Platform Sutra presented Hui-neng in such a flattering light that it effec-
tively sealed his place as sixth man in the mythic bloodline. After a few more
generations, Shen-hsiu’s line died out, and so did all the others. From that point
on, Ch’an teachers universally traced their pedigrees through Hui-neng.
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Like Bodhidharma, Hui-neng lives on principally in a set of stories—stories
whose truth lies safely beyond history. Along with the red-bearded barbarian, the
one-armed Hui-k’o, and Seng-ts’an, who is said to have had leprosy, the Hui-neng
of legend stands outside the norms of Chinese culture. He is depicted as a native
of a barbarian village, an illiterate, a manual laborer—and a man who happened
to have an extraordinary knack for Ch’an. The Platform Sutra portrays him, as an
unseasoned layman, defeating Shen-hsiu and all the other monks at Hung-jen’s
monastery in a competition to express the Dharma—and thus receiving Bodhi-
dharma’s robe and alms bowl from Hung-jen, as proof of succession. In this ap-
pealing tale, Hui-neng triumphs. by dictating a gatha brilliantly expressing
shanyata, the fundamental emptiness of all things. This event is celebrated in the
Ch’an proverb, “The seven hundred eminent monks understood the Dharma;
only Hui-neng didn’t. That’s why he obtained the Ancestor’s robe and bowl.” The
irrelevance of status, intellect, and learning in Ch’an is a central theme of The Plat-
form Sutra, as is the importance of not understanding, of no-thought or non-
thinking. &3

FROM THE PLATFORM SUTRA

“Good friends, how then are meditation and wisdom alike? They are like the
lamp and the light it gives forth. If there is a lamp there is light; if there is no lamp
there is no light. The lamp is the substance of light; the light is the function of the
lamp. Thus, although they have two names, in substance they are not two. Med-
itation and wisdom are also like this.

Good friends, in the Dharma there is no sudden or gradual, but among peo-
ple some are keen and others dull. The deluded recommend the gradual
method, the enlightened practice the sudden teaching. To understand the origi-
nal mind . . . is to see into your own original nature. Once enlightened, there is
from the outset no distinction between these two methods; those who are not
enlightened will for long £alpas [eons] be caught in the cycle of transmigration.

“Good friends, in this teaching of mine, from ancient times up to the present,
all have set up no-thought* as the main doctrine, nonform as the substance, and
nonabiding as the basis. Nonform is to be separated from form even when associ-
ated with form. No-thought is not to think even when involved in thought. Non-
abiding is the original nature of man.

“Successive thoughts do not stop; prior thoughts, present thoughts, and fu-
ture thoughts follow one after the other without cessation. If one instant of
thought is cut off, the Dharma-body separates from the physical body, and in
the midst of successive thoughts there will be no place for attachment to any-

1. Wu-nien. Often rendered as the equivalent of wu-hsin [no mind]. A term widely used in Ch’an,
it is considered one of the most important and characteristic elements in the teaching of the Sixth
Ancestor.
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thing. If one instant of thought clings, then successive thoughts cling; this is
known as being fettered. If in all things successive thoughts do not cling, then
you are unfettered. Therefore, nonabiding is made the basis.

“Good friends, being outwardly separated from all forms, this is nonform.
When you are separated from form, the substance of your nature is pure. There-
fore, nonform is made the substance.

“To be unstained in all environments is called no-thought. If on the basis of
your own thoughts you separate from environment, then, in regard to things,
thoughts are not produced. If you stop thinking of the myriad things, and cast
aside all thoughts, as soon as one instant of thought is cut off, you will be reborn
in another realm. Students, take care! Don't rest in objective things and the sub-
jective mind. [If you do so] it will be bad enough that you yourself are in error,
yet how much worse that you encourage others in their mistakes. The deluded
man, however, does not himself see and slanders the teachings of the sutras.
Therefore, no-thought is established as a doctrine. Because man in his delusion
has thoughts in relation to his environment, heterodox ideas stemming from
these thoughts arise, and passions and false views are produced from them.
Therefore this teaching has established no-thought as a doctrine.

“Men of the world, separate yourselves from views; do not activate thoughts.
If there were no thinking, then no-thought would have no place to exist. ‘No’ is
the ‘no’ of what? ‘Thought’ means ‘thinking’ of what? ‘No’ is the separation
from the dualism that produces the passions. ‘Thought’ means thinking of the
original nature of the True Reality. True Reality is the substance of thoughts;
thoughts are the function of True Reality. If you give rise to thoughts from your
self-nature, then, although you see, hear, perceive, and know, you are not stained
by the manifold environments, and are always free. The Vimalakirt Sitra says:
‘Externally, while distinguishing well all the forms of the various dharmas, inter-
nally he stands firm within the First Principle.’

“Now that we know that this is so, what is it in this teaching that we call ‘sitting
in meditation’ [£s0-ch’an]? In this teaching ‘sitting’ means without any obstruc-
tion anywhere, outwardly and under all circumstances, not to activate thoughts.
‘Meditation’ is internally to see the original nature and not become confused.
“And what do we call Ch’an meditation [ch’an-ting]?* Outwardly to exclude
form is ‘ch’an’; inwardly to be unconfused is meditation [#ing]. Even though
there is form on the outside, when internally the nature is not confused, then,
from the outset, you are of yourself pure and of yourself in meditation. The very
contact with circumstances itself causes confusion. Separation from form on the

2. Ch’an is dbyana; ting is its Chinese translation. The meaning is equivalent to tso-ch’an, above.



HUI-NENG 19

outside is ‘ch’an’; being untouched on the inside is meditation [#%g]. Being
‘ch’an’ externally and meditation [#7g] internally, it is known as ch’an medita-
tion [ch’an-ting). The Vimalakirti Sitra says: ‘At once, suddenly, you regain the
original mind.” The P’u-sa-chieb says: ‘From the outset your own nature is pure.’

“Good friends, see for yourselves the purity of your own natures, practice
and accomplish for yourselves. Your own nature is the Dharmakaya and self-
practice is the practice of Buddha; by self-accomplishment you may achieve the
Buddha Way for yourselves.

The Master said: “Good friends, if you wish to practice, it is all right to do so as
laymen; you don’t have to be in a temple. If you are in a temple but do not prac-
tice, you are like the evil-minded people of the West. If you are a layman but do
practice, you are practicing the good of the people of the East. Only I beg of you,
practice purity yourselves; this then is the Western Land.”

The prefect asked: “Master, how should we practice as laymen? I wish you
would instruct us.”

The Master said: “Good friends, I shall make a formless verse for you monks
and laymen. When all of you recite it and practice according to it, then you will
always be in the same place as I am. The verse says:

Proficiency in preaching and proficiency in the mind,

Are like the sun and empty space.

Handing down this sudden teaching alone,

Enter into the world and destroy erroneous doctrines.
Although in the teaching there is no sudden and gradual,
In delusion and awakening there is slowness and speed.
In studying the teaching of the sudden doctrine,

Ignorant persons cannot understand completely.
Although explanations are made in ten thousand ways,

If you combine them with the Principle, they become one.
Within the dark home of the passions,

The sun of wisdom must at all times shine.

Erroneous [thoughts] come because of the passions;
When correct [thoughts] come the passions are cast aside.
Use neither the erroneous nor the correct,

And with purity you will attain to complete nirvana.’
Although enlightenment [bodh:] is originally pure,
Creating the mind that seeks it is then delusion.

3. Wu-ch’u; ashesa. The extinction of both birth and death, where nothing more remains to be dis-

carded.



20 THE ROARING STREAM

The pure nature exists in the midst of delusions,

With correct [thoughts] alone remove the three obstacles.+
If people in this world practice the Way,

There is nothing whatsoever to hinder them.

If they always make clear the guilt within themselves,
Then they will accord with the Way.

All living things of themselves possess the Way;

If you part from the Way and seek it elsewhere,

Seek it you may but you will not find it,

And in the end, indeed, you will be disappointed.

If you aspire to attain the Way,

Practice correctly; this is the Way.

If in yourselves you do not have the correct mind,

You will be walking in darkness and will not see the Way.
If you are a person who truly practices the Way,

Do not look at the ignorance of the world,

For if you see the wrong of people in the world,

Being wrong yourself, you will be evil.

The wrong in others is not your own crime,

Your own wrong is of itself your crime.

Only remove the wrong in your own mind,

Crush the passions and destroy them.

If you wish to convert an ignorant person,

Then you must have expedients.

Do not allow him to have doubts,

Then enlightenment [bodh:] will appear.

From the outset the Dharma has been in the world;
Being in the world, it transcends the world.

Hence do not seek the transcendental world outside,
By discarding the present world itself.

Erroneous views are of this world,

Correct views transcend this world.

If you smash completely the erroneous and the correct,
[Then the nature of enlightenment (bodh:) will be revealed as it is].
Just this is the Sudden Teaching;

Another name for it is the Mahayana.

Having been deluded throughout a multitude of £a/pas,
One gains awakening within an instant.

4. San-chang. The three vighna. There are several groups. The Hob6é dankyé kokan . . . identifies
them as the passions, deeds done, and retributions.
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The Master said: “Good friends, if all of you recite this verse and practice in
accordance with it, even if you are a thousand /5 away from me, you will always
be in my presence. If you do not practice it, even if we are face to face, we will
always be a thousand /i apart. Each of you yourselves must practice. The
Dharma doesn’t wait for you.

“Let us disperse for a while. I am going back to Mt. Ts’ao-ch’i. If any of you
have great doubt, come to that mountain and I shall resolve that doubt for you
and show you the Buddha-world as well.”

All the officials, monks, and laymen who were sitting together bowed low be-
fore the Master, and there was none who did not sigh: “Wonderful, great awak-
ening! These are things we have never heard before. Who would have expected
Ling-nan to be so fortunate as to have had a buddha born there!” The entire as-
sembly dispersed.

5. [Lz: a measure of distance equivalent to the English league.—Eds.]



4

Yung-chia
(D.713)

ung-chia Hsiian-chiieh is known in the annals of Ch’an as the Master Who

Spent One Night with the Ancestor. The Ancestor in question is Hui-neng,
whom Yung-chia (J., Yoka) visited at Mt. Ts’ao-ch’i after decades of study in
other Buddhist traditions, notably the T’ien-t’ai sect. He had awakened upon
reading a passage from the Vimalakirt: Sitra and traveled to see Hui-neng, at the
urging of another monk, in order to have his realization checked. On his arrival,
he went before Hui-neng. Rather than touching his head to the ground in the
k’ou-t'ou prescribed by custom, he flourished his staff and circled the celebrated
teacher three times. “A monk must maintain the exacting rules and etiquette of
his station,” said Hui-neng. “Where have you come from, and why do you carry
on in this arrogant way?”

“Birth-and-death is a matter of terrible urgency,” answered the visitor.
“Death follows birth with great speed.”

“Why don’t you grasp the Unborn and see that there’s no early or late?”
asked the Ancestor.

“What grasps is the Unborn, and what sees is neither early nor late,” an-
swered Yung-chia.

“That’s right!” Hui-neng exclaimed. Others looking on were astonished.
Having reached accord with the Ancestor, Yung-chia prostrated himself and an-
nounced his intention to depart. Asked why he was leaving so soon, Yung-chia
declared that, even in the midst of motion, our fundamental nature does not
move. How could it be considered, then, that he was leaving, much less leaving
too soon? The dialogue continued, with Hui-neng confirming the responses of
his reluctant guest and eventually prevailing upon him to spend at least one
night in the monastery at Ts’ao-ch’i. Thus Yung-chia acquired his unwieldy nick-
name. At least so goes the customary account, which may well have been con-
cocted simply to link him to the Sixth Ancestor.

The famous Song of Realizing the Way alludes to this legendary meeting of
minds and to transmission of the Buddha’s message to Ts’ao-ch’i through twenty-
eight generations of teachers in India and six more in China. In so doing, the
poem gives evidence that it was composed (or substantially modified, at least)
well after Yung-chia’s death, for at that time neither the twenty-eight step Indian
sequence nor Hui-neng’s place in the line of succession was securely established.
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The poem is credited to Yung-chia all the same and is the only piece of writing as-
cribed to him that students of Ch’an and Zen commonly know, recite, and even
memorize.

Though the author of the poem refers to himself as a mountain monk and
sings the praises of hermit life, the Yung-chia of record was hardly a reclusive or
obscure figure. He attracted enough notice during his lifetime to draw numer-
ous disciples, and after his death, the imperial court honored him with the title
Master of Formlessness, a memorial pagoda, and recognition in the official dy-
nastic history. Moreover, the state governor preserved his teachings in a ten-part
text that later entered the Chinese canon. This dry prose work is distant in both
spirit and content from the lively poem for which Yung-chia is remembered.

The poem’s title, Cheng-tao ke, is often translated Song of Enlightenment, but
it is interesting to retain the meaning and flavor of the Chinese characters that
form the compound for enlightenment. Cheng may mean “confirm,” “verify,”
“prove,” or “certify.” In the present case, it refers to corroborating the Dharma
through one’s own experience. Tzo (]., d6) appears frequently in Ch’an and Zen
literature and is sometimes preserved in English for that reason, but fortunately,
its double import is nicely conveyed by the word way. The #a0 is at once the way
things are and the way to such experience, the path of practice and realization.
Inevitably tao carries at least a whiff of the grand old Chinese tradition of Tao-
ism, and in this instance, it’s a rather strong whiff. The initial three lines of this
Way-verification song are especially redolent of Lao-tzu and Chuang-tzu.

Along with traces of Taoism, the Cheng-tao ke contains numerous references
to the teachings, metaphors, and mythology of Indian Buddhism, holding far
more tightly to these foreign precedents than later Ch’an tradition would. All the
same, it is unmistakably a Ch’an poem, laying out many of the school’s central
themes, including the futility of conceptual study as a means to true understand-
ing, the necessity of realization, its suddenness and availability to all, and the na-
ture and importance of emptiness and not-knowing. The manner in which the
poem covers this ground—zigzagging from topic to topic, mixing personal mat-
ters with lofty insights in language ranging from the highly poetic to the purely
expository—suggests an attractive flair and idiosyncrasy in its author, whether
that was really Yung-chia or someone else. 83

SONG OF REALIZING THE WAY

Haven’t you met someone seasoned in the Way of Ease,
a person with nothing to do and nothing to master,
who neither rejects thought nor seeks truth?
The real nature of ignorance is buddha-nature itself.
The empty, illusory body is the very body of the Dharma.!

1. Sutras distinguish three bodies, or aspects, of the Buddha. Yung-chia is equating our physical
bodies with the Dharma-body (Skt., Dharmakaya), the pure, clear body of fundamental reality.
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When the Dharma-body is realized, there’s nothing at all.
The original nature of all things is innately Buddha.?
Elements of the self come and go like clouds, without purpose.3
Greed, hate, and delusion appear and disappear like ocean foam.
When you reach the heart of reality, you find neither self nor other,
and even the worst kind of karma dissolves at once.
If these words were lies, uttered to deceive others,
my tongue would be torn out forever!
The instant you awaken to the c¢h’an of the Tathagata,*
all practices and means of liberation are perfected at once.
In life’s dream, passing from heaven to hell, each realm seems real,s
but with awakening, the whole cosmos is completely empty.
No bad fortune, no good fortune, no loss, no gain—
in nirvana, there’s nothing to ask or to seek
Dust builds up on a mind-mirror not cleaned.
With one decisive stroke now, lay the glass bare!
Who is it that has no thought? Who is it that’s unborn?
It’s as if really not born, yet not unborn either.
Put this question to a wooden puppet:
can buddhahood be gained by seeking it?¢
Just let everything go—earth, water, fire, wind—
then drink and eat as you please, in nirvana.
Everything in the universe is fleeting and vacant;
this is the perfect enlightenment of the Tathagata.
A true follower of the Way speaks with certainty.
You who lack will and self-discipline, be inquiring!
Going straight to the root is the hallmark of the Buddha;

2. The Chinese characters rendered “innately Buddha” translate the Sanskrit word bbatatathata, a
name for the unnameable. It signifies the changeless reality of things as they simply are and is taken
as a synonym for Dharmakaya (note 1).

3. The literal reference is to the five skandbas (bundles, aggregates), that constitute each person—
form, sensation, perception, impulse, and consciousness.

4. Tathagata (lit., thus-come, thus-gone) is a common designation for the Buddha and, at the same
time, indicates the nature of the buddha-mind, which all beings share. This is the mind of perfect
freedom, of coming and going without obstruction. In Yung-chia’s time, Ch’an probably meant med-
itation more often than it meant a particular tradition. In each case, whether it should be capitalized
or not is a judgment call.

5. Classical Buddhism taught a cycle of birth and death that takes us through six realms or modes of
existence, ranging from hell to heaven. Which realm one is born into next time depends on the karma
built up in this round. Ch’an masters early on began to interpret this teaching metaphorically, as an
expression of continual passage through states of suffering, happiness, hunger, greed, and so forth.
6. Here the poet borrows an image from the Perfection of Wisdom sutras, which liken the nature of
abodhisattva to that of a marionette. The point is that both act freely, without the confusion brought
on by dualistic thinking. The answer to this rhetorical question is plainly meant to be “no.”
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picking up leaves and collecting branches is no use at all.
Most people don’t know the pearl that answers all wishes,
the great pearl found in the treasurehouse of the Tathagata.”
Its miraculous workings are neither empty nor not empty,
a single sphere of light without form yet not formless.
Opening the eyes of wisdom, gaining powers to save others—?
these come only when you realize the inconceivable.
It’s not difficult to see the reflections in a mirror,
but can you take hold of the moon in the water?
Though they always travel alone, always walk alone,
the enlightened all tread the same path of nirvana.
Their air is ancient, their spirit pure and bearing noble.
Lean-faced and bony, they pass unnoticed in the world.
Disciples of the Buddha renounce all their possessions,
but they’re poor in body only, not in the Way.
Poverty shows forever in their patch-cloth garb,
but they hold in mind the precious jewel of the Way.
This jewel is beyond price and can never be exhausted,
though used ceaselessly to help others, as conditions permit.
A buddha’s three bodies and fourfold wisdom are complete within it.?
The six powers and eight freedoms of a sage all bear its stamp.*
With just one look, a superior student understands everything;
those of less talent learn a lot but can be certain of little.
Strip the filthy clothes from your own breast!
Why make a show of outward effort?
Let others criticize you, let them condemn you—
trying to set the sky on fire, they’ll just end up exhausted.
I hear abusive words as though I were drinking ambrosia:
everything melts, and suddenly I enter the inconceivable.
When you understand the real value of abuse,

7. Chintimani, sometimes rendered #ani-jewel, refers to a brilliant pearl or gem that grants every
wish made upon it. Though it is usually depicted in the hands of a buddha or bodhisattva, Yung-chia
construes it as the pearl of our own nature and locates it in the Tathdgati-garbha (lit., Tathagata
womb or treasury).

8. This line refers to five kinds of insight and five powers that, according to the classical teachings,
accompany enlightenment.

9. Regarding the three bodies, see note 1, above. Sutras list the four aspects of a buddha’s wisdom as
the wisdom of identity, subtle understanding of relationships, great mirror wisdom, and insight into
effective action.

10. According to classical teachings, a buddha proceeds through an eight-step sequence of progres-
sively greater liberations and comes to obtain six supernatural powers. Yung-chia makes clear that
these attributes of liberation are not acquired one by one but occur all at once in the simple act of
seeing the treasure with one’s own eyes.
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your worst critic becomes a wise friend.
If harsh words raise no waves of bitterness or pride—
how better to show the persistence and compassion of the Unborn?*
Seeing into the fundamental fact, you see into its expression as well.
Your samadhi and prajiia are full, not stagnantly empty.
Nor is this something that you accomplish alone;
it’s the essence of buddhas as countless as sands of the Ganges.
The lion-roar teaching of fearlessness
strikes terror in the hearts of all other animals.
Even the great elephant gallops off, its dignity shattered.
Only the heavenly dragon listens calmly, in pure delight.
Once I traveled rivers and seas, crossed mountains and streams,
visiting teachers to seek the Way and delve into Ch’an,
but ever since I recognized the Dharma path at Ts’ao-ch’i,
I've known for myself what’s beyond birth and death.
Walking is ch’an and sitting is ch’an;
speaking or silent, moving or still, the essence is at peace.
Even under threat of sword and spear, it’s undisturbed,;
even a cup of poison won't destroy this serenity.
Before Shakyamuni could meet Dipankara Buddha,
he had to train endless eons in perseverance.'
Round after round after round of birth and death,
the cycle of samsara continues without cease.
Only those who abruptly realize the Unborn
no longer feel the grip of shame and honor.
Deep in the mountains, on an isolated peak,
I live on my own in a stand of pines.
In a simple hut, I sit meditating without concerns,
silent and alone, dwelling peacefully, lighthearted.
Once you’ve awakened, it’s done: no effort needed.
The world of affairs knows nothing like this.
Generous behavior might get you to heaven,'s

11. The Chinese phrase given here as “wise friend” is a translation of the Sanskrit word kalyanamitra,
denoting a religious guide or teacher.

12. Along with the wish-fulfilling pearl and the treasure beyond price, the Unborn is an expression
for essential nature, emphasizing that this nature is not born and does not die.

13. Samadhi is meditative absorption, prajsia the wisdom of enlightenment.

14. In Buddhist mythology, Shakyamuni was preceded in the world by numerous other buddhas. It
was meeting the first of these ancient buddhas, Dipankara, that confirmed the future Shakyamuni’s
incalculably long path to buddhahood.

15. Practicing generosity for karmic reasons might work in the short term by getting you a heavenly
birth in the next round of being.
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but it’s like shooting an arrow into vast space:
when its force is exhausted, it falls back to earth,
bad fortune inevitably following after good.
How can this compare to the true gate of nondoing,
a leap directly to the ground of the Tathagata?
Just get to the root—never mind the branches!
It’s like the fire in the heart of a crystal.
Once you’ve seen the bliss-bestowing jewel,
you and all beings benefit endlessly.
The moon shines on the river, a breeze stirs the pines—
what’s there to do this clear, boundless evening?
The morality-jewel of Buddha-nature adorns my mind;
I'm clothed in the dew, the fog, the cloud, and the mist.
A monk’s dragon-subduing bowl and tiger-parting staff,
its linked rings jingling musically—¢
these aren’t just symbolic, superficial things;
the Tathagata’s treasure staff marked out the trail!
Don’t seek the true and don'’t reject the false;
realize the emptiness and formlessness of both.
Formless, neither empty nor not empty—
these are the true signs of the Tathagata.
The mind-mirror shines brilliantly, without obstruction,
its light reaching worlds as countless as sands of the Ganges.
The ten thousand things are all reflected here,
illumined perfectly, neither inside nor outside.
If you cling to emptiness, denying cause and effect,
your confusion and carelessness bring disaster all around.
Clinging to being and denying emptiness is just as bad—
you've escaped drowning but leapt into the fire.
Rejecting illusion and holding onto truth,
the discriminating mind becomes falsely clever.
To engage in practice without understanding this
is to mistake a thief for your own child.
Losing the Dharma treasure, destroying natural virtue—
that’s what comes from the churning of consciousness.
The gateway to Ch’an is cutting mind off completely,
suddenly entering the power and wisdom of the Unborn.

16. Hui-neng is said to have tricked an evil-doing dragon into shrir.king itself and coming close
enough that he could catch it in his alms bowl. Similarly, a Ch’an master was reputed to have used his
traveling staff to break up a tiger fight, saving the tigers’ lives. Such staffs are topped with two sets of
rings, whose jingling is intended to warn off nearby animals.
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People of heroic will wield the sword of wisdom,
its prasiia blade blazing with a diamond fire.
It shreds the logic of other paths,
drives off the demons of heaven, too.
Roll the Dharma thunder, pound the Dharma drum!
Raise clouds of compassion, shower life-giving dew!
Wherever they go, giants of the Way nourish one and all;
people of every kind and capacity all find freedom.
From virgin meadows of the snow-crested peaks
comes the pure food I continually enjoy.'”
This single, perfect nature pervades all natures;
the sole, universal Dharma encompasses all dharmas.
One moon shines in the water everywhere;
all the reflected moons are just that one moon.
The Dharma-body of all buddhas suffuses your nature,
your nature inseparable from the Tathagata’s.
A single stage of awakening includes all stages,
transcending mind, matter, and' activity.
All the teachings are fulfilled in a snap of the fingers;
in the blink of an eye, the regime of time ends.
Numbers, names, the whole list of negations—
what have they got to do with real awakening?*®
Beyond praise, beyond reproach,
like space itself, it has no bounds.
Never coming or going, it’s always full and clear,
but if you go looking for it, it won’t be found.
It can’t be acquired and can’t be lost,
only attained without attaining anything.
It speaks in silence and is silent in speech.
The great gift-gate stands open, unobstructed.
If someone asks me my guiding principle,
I call it the power of great prasia!
People who say right or wrong—they don’t know.
Agreeing and disagreeing, even devas don’t get it."

17. This food (actually ghee, clarified butter) is yet another metaphor for the pure, clear Dhar-
makaya. “Snow-crested peaks” is a figure of speech for the Himalaya.

18. “Negations” here probably refers to Mahayana philosophical systems that attempted to identify
the Dharmakaya through an exhaustive sequence of negations—not being, not non-being, neither
being nor non-being, etc.

19. In the cosmology of classical Buddhism, devas (lit., shining ones) enjoy long, blissful lives in the
heavenly realm. Though this is the most pleasant of the six realms, devas still suffer the delusions of
duality and are bound for rebirth.
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I've already practiced this for ages and ages;
it’s not an idler’s wild notion put out to mislead you.
I hoist the Dharma banner and present the very teaching
set forth by Shakyamuni, carried down to Ts’ao-ch’i.
Mahakashyapa received the lamp first and handed it on
through twenty-eight generations of teachers in India.
Then, crossing rivers and seas to reach this land,
Bodhidharma came to be our first ancestor here.
His robe, we all know, has been passed down through six teachers,
and how many people since have realized the Way?
Truth can’t be established, the false is empty from the outset.
Set aside being and non-being, and even non-emptiness is empty.
From the start, the twenty types of emptiness were nothing to cling to;
the nature of the Tathagata is always one, its essence the same.
The mind, as a sense organ, takes all things as objects—
a double blotch that darkens the mind-mirror*>—
but the moment it’s wiped it clean, the light shines again;
mind and things both forgotten, true nature comes clear.
Sad, sad, this age of corruption and decline!
Hard times make discipline difficult.*
As the era of the great sages recedes, delusions run deep.
Demons strong and Dharma weak, hatred and mayhem abound.
When people hear the Buddha’s word of immediate perfection,
they’re mad they can’t smash it as they would a roof tile.
The workings of your mind bring suffering on your body,
so don’t blame your troubles on anyone else,
and unless you want a ticket to unending hell,
don’t malign the true Dharma of the Tathagata,
In a sandalwood forest, where no other trees grow,
lions live alone in the dense, luxuriant groves,
prowling undisturbed and utterly at peace,
while other animals, even birds, stay far away.
Only their cubs follow closely behind,
already roaring loudly by the age of three.
Even if a jackal took after the King of the Dharma,

20. The natural clarity of mind is obscured, in other words, by dividing the world into subject and
object, perceiver and perceived.

21. Yung-chia here alludes to a prediction that the Buddha’s teaching would deteriorate over time.
After being rightly remembered and practiced for its first thousand years, its second millennium was
to be the age of “semblance,” when people wouldn’t understand the Dharma but would still go
through the motions. Yung-chia lived in this latter period. A third and final age, lasting ten thousand
years and expected to culminate in complete ignorance of the Way, is now in progress.
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it would forever open its ogreish mouth in vain.>
The Dharma of sudden awakening isn’t a matter of our feelings;
doubts and hesitations must be confronted and cleared away.
This old mountain monk doesn’t hold himself above others!
I just worry some will stick in eternalism or extinction.?
Wrong is not wrong, and right is not right—
miss this by a hair, and you’re off a thousand miles.
Right, a dragon-girl instantly achieved buddhahood.
Wrong, a great scholar plummeted into hell.*
In my early years, I sought to amass great learning,
studying commentaries, reading sutras and shastras,
tirelessly drawing distinctions among names and forms—
just as futile as diving into the sea to count its sands.
This the Tathagata condemned sharply in saying,
“What'’s the use of reckoning someone else’s fortune?”
All my efforts, I realized, had been misguided and useless;
I'd wasted many years, blowing like dust in the wind.
If your disposition is wrong, misunderstandings occur,
and the Tathagata’s sudden awakening is out of reach.
Southern Buddhists may try diligently but miss the Way.*s
Non-Buddhists may be very astute but lack praj7a.
People who are ignorant, people who are childish—
they suppose an empty fist or raised finger holds the truth.
Mistaking the pointing finger for the moon, they practice fruitlessly,
devising weird ideas in the realm of form and sensation.
Not perceiving a single thing—that’s the Tathagata!
Only then can one be called “Supreme Seer.”2$
With awakening, we find karmic burdens empty;
without it, all our debts continue to come due.
A royal feast is spread for the hungry, but they don’t eat.

22. Try as they might, in other words, imitators can never give the roar of the Dharma.

23. That is, get stuck in concepts about Buddha-nature, considering it a permanent entity or ab-
solute nothingness.

24. Yung-chia here offers episodes from the sutras as evidence that one’s birth, gender, and social
status have no bearing upon buddhahood. All that counts is realization.

25. Mahayana Buddhists looked down upon the older forms of Buddhism maintained in South
Asia, terming them Hinayana, “small vehicle,” in contrast to Mahayana, “big vehicle.” Hinayana is
the term actually employed here.

26. Supreme Seer is an epithet for Avalokiteshvara, the bodhisattva of compassion, who sees the suf-
fering of the world. The implication is that realizing emptiness, breaking through the dualism of per-
ceiver and perceived, makes it possible to see without obstruction—no you separate from ze, no self
and other.
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The sick meet a peerless doctor—why don’t they recover???
To practice Ch’an in the world of desire takes powerful discernment,
but the lotus that blooms in the midst of fire can never be destroyed.
Pradhanashira broke the gravest precepts yet awoke to the Unborn,
and the buddhahood he achieved long ago endures to this day.?*
The dharma of fearlessness comes forth like a lion’s roar!
What a pity confused minds just grow denser, tough as leather.
Persisting in the belief that moral failures block enlightenment,
people can’t see the secret the Tathagata revealed.
Long ago, two monks broke the precepts on sex and killing.
Upali, his light like a glowworm’s, only worsened their plight,
but the great Vimalakirti cleared their doubts at once,
as the fiery sun melts frost and snow.*
The power of liberation is beyond comprehension,
working wonders as countless as sands of the Ganges.
Who wouldn'’t offer food, clothing, shelter, and medicine
to one who deserves ten thousand pieces of gold?3°
Breaking your body, grinding your bones—even that’s not enough!
A single phrase of awakening beats eons and eons of practice.
The king of all dharmas ranks second to none;
tathagatas countless as sands of the Ganges all gain it alike.
I reveal the bliss-bestowing pearl to you now,
and all who take this to heart will come to accord:
When you see clearly, there’s nothing at all;
there are no people, there are no buddhas.
The myriad worlds are like so much foam on the sea,
old worthies and great sages merely flashes of lightning.
Even if a red-hot iron wheel were spinning around your skull,
it wouldn’t dispel the perfect clarity of samzadhbi and prajia.
Though the sun might turn cold and the moon hot,
demon forces could never destroy the true teaching.

27. The metaphors of a great Dharma feast and of Shikyamuni as incomparable physician are
drawn from the Lotus Sutra.

28. Yung-chia errs on this name. Pradhénashiira is said to have awakened another monk to the fact
that his transgressions, like all else, had no fundamental basis.

29. Here Yung-chia draws on a sutra to counter a misunderstanding of karma, namely that misdeeds
of the past make liberation in this lifetime impossible. Upali, whom Yung-chia dismisses as a dimwit,
was an elder of Shikyamuni’s time, while Vimalakirti appears in the Mahayana sutras as exemplar par
excellence of enlightened lay life.

30. In early Chinese Buddhism, as in Southern Buddhism to this day, monks depended on offerings
of the “four necessities.” One should not begrudge these, Yung-chia suggests, to those like Vi-
malakirti who have reached enlightenment and thus are able to free others.
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An elephant cart moves along majestically.
How could a mantis block its progress?
Just as elephants don’t travel on rabbit paths,
great enlightenment isn’t a matter of details.
Why diminish the sky by looking at it through a reed?
If you haven’t yet found clarity, take this song as your key.
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Wang Wei

(c. 699-761)

Wang Wei had a distinguished career in the vast civil service apparatus of
the Chinese empire, but his reputation is for art, not statescraft. He ex-
celled in music, painting, and calligraphy as well as poetry, earning himself an
undisputed place among the giants of Chinese high culture. Though he left a
modest body of work—some four hundred poems—he is recognized as a major
contributor to the literary flowering that occurred during the T’ang dynasty
(618—907). This golden age of Chinese letters coincided with the rise of Ch’an,
and Ch’an is often credited for stimulating the creativity of the era.

In Wang Wei’s case, certainly, Ch’an and poetry went hand in hand. His writ-
ings are laced with allusions to sutras, teachings, personages, and places—not all
of them strictly associated with Ch’an, though clearly his interest centered on the
stream from Ts’ao-ch’i. His memorial for Hui-neng, already mentioned, is one of
three such funerary inscriptions that Wang Wei composed, all of which link him
with prominent Ch’an figures. The other two celebrate the monk Ching-chiieh,
author of an early Ch’an history, and the teacher Tao-kuang, not much known
now but eminent enough in his time to warrant a memorial pagoda and the title
Ch’an Master of Great Virtue.

The inscription for Tao-kuang, written after his death in 739, contains our
best evidence that Wang Wei studied Ch’an not just through reading and peri-
odic temple visits but in a serious and protracted fashion. “For ten years,” he re-
ports, “I sat at his feet and obediently received the teachings.” Wang Wei lost his
wife in about 730, and biographers suggest that her death prompted a deepen-
ing involvement in Ch’an and in Buddhism generally. That he did not remarry—
indeed, maintained celibacy—was highly unusual for a layman and is taken,
along with his declared vegetarianism, as testimony to his earnestness as a prac-
titioner. For many of his fellow literati, Ch’an was principally an intellectual in-
terest, but the same cannot be said of Wang Wei.

Wang Wei’s poems often depict him turning reluctantly away from the monk’s
life to return to his life as a government official and man of the world. In “On Leav-
ing Monk Wen-ku in the Mountains,” he places himself midway between his brother
Chin, who held a very high place at court, and an unnamed elder relative who had
taken the monk’s tonsure. True to the dictates of Chinese tradition, Wang Wei pro-
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poses that seclusion is justified in times of disorder but that, “when the Way pre-
vails,” one must serve the nation. Serving the nation, in this view, is accord with the
Way here. So is sadness when leaving a place one loves.

Emblematic of Wang Wei’s stance is the epithet he adopted, Mo-chieh.
Added to his given name, it forms Wei-mo-chieh, the Chinese transliteration of
Vimalakirti—the name of an Indian householder revered by Mahayana Bud-
dhists as a model of wisdom. Styling himself a latter-day Vimalakirti framed
Wang Wei’s dual life in the most positive terms: not as a split or a straddle—
one foot in affairs of state, the other in monkhood—but as a unity, the best of
both worlds. It states his understanding that fundamentally there are #ot two
worlds, pure and impure, and that a true person of the Way may go anywhere,
unhampered. &3

VISITING HSIANG-CHI TEMPLE

Unknown, Hsiang-chi Temple—

miles and miles into cloud-draped peaks.

Among the old trees, a path no one travels,

a bell deep in the mountains but where from?

A brook gulps among protruding boulders,

and though the sun glows, it’s cool beneath the pines.
At dusk, by a bend in an empty pool,

meditating quietly I rout the deadly dragon.

OFFERING A MEAL FOR THE MONKS OF MOUNT FU-FU

Having come late to the pure truth,

every day I withdraw farther from the crowd.
Expecting monks from a distant mountain,

I prepare, sweeping out my simple thatch hut.
It’s true: from their place in the clouds,

they come to my poor house in the weeds.

On grass mats, we have a meal of pine nuts.
Burning incense, we read books about the Way.
I light the oil lamp as daylight thins,

ring the stone chimes as night comes on.
Once you’ve realized the joys of stillness,
your days hold ample peace and leisure.

Why give serious thought to returning?

Life now looks completely vacant.
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ON LEAVING MONK WEN-KU IN THE MOUNTAINS,
SHARED ALSO WITH YOUNGER BROTHER CHIN

I remove my hemp robe to head back to the court,
leaving my master, rejoining the sages of our time.
It’s not just this man of the mountains I leave—
I’'m turning my back even on the moon in the pines.
These past days we’ve wandered, taking life easy,
going right to the edge of the pinkening clouds.
Opening a window over the river’s north bank,
from bed we watched birds fly till they vanished.
We enjoyed meals sprawled on the flat rocks,
lounged often by a plunging stream.

In orderly times, people rarely enter seclusion.
When the Way prevails, why leave the world?

My younger brother holds a high position;

an elder relation has become a monk.

Keep the path to your reed gate clear—

whenever time allows, I'll come knock.

FALL NIGHT, SITTING ALONE

Sitting alone, I mourn my thinning hair.

The hall is empty at not yet nine o’clock,

wild fruit thuds down in a rainstorm,

insects from outdoors chirp beneath the lamp.
White hair’s very, very hard to change,

and real gold can’t be manufactured.

To get rid of the ailments of age,

there’s just one thing: study the Unborn!

SENT TO A MONK AT CH'UNG-FAN MONASTERY

Ch’ung-fan monk! This Ch’ung-fan monk!

Went home to the mountains last fall, didn’t return this spring.
Falling flowers, warbling birds—so many, all mixed up.

A door on the creek, a window on the peaks—so quiet, closeted.
Up there on the cliffs, who knows the affairs of people below?
Seen from the city’s distance: just an empty, cloud-covered range.

35
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oems like the foregoing, touching more or less overtly on Buddhism, are

hardly exceptional in Wang Wei’s oeuvre. Many others report visits to tem-
ples and monasteries, exalt particular Ch’an teachers, or address explicitly Bud-
dhist topics, sometimes in quite specialized language. More numerous, however,
and generally of greater literary value are the poems making no direct reference
to the Dharma, poems that seem to carry its resonance as all things do, simply by
nature. Here, the clouds are clouds, and what lies concealed behind them is
Mount Chung-nan. If you say the clouds represent delusion and Chung-nan the
unmoving reality of buddha-nature, you ruin the poem and defile the world. &3

AN ANSWER FOR VICE-PREFECT CHANG

Late in life, all I want is peace.

The million pursuits aren’t my concern.
Looking myself over—no future plans.

I just know: go back to the ancient forest.

A breeze in the pines, loosening my belt,

I pick my lute under the mountain moon.
What'’s the logic, you ask, of success and failure?
A fisherman’s song carries far past the shore.

WRITTEN AFTER STEADY RAIN
AT MY WANG RIVER ESTATE

Steady rain in the vacant woods, smoke rising lazily—
greens steaming, millet cooking for those in the fields.
Across the foggy paddies flaps a white egret,

orioles sing in the summer trees’ dense foliage.

In the mountain quiet, I learn to see a morning hibiscus.
Beneath the pines, I pick damp mallows for a meatless meal.
An old man of the wild, done battling for position—

why would the gulls still be fearful of me?

LiNEs 6-8  After noting his harmlessness—his vegetarian ways and disinclina-
tion to struggle for status—Wang Wei closes with an allusion to a Taoist story
about a2 man who kept company with seagulls until one day his father directed
him to catch one; from then on, the gulls gave him a wide berth.

ANSWER TO P’EI TT'S QUESTION ABOUT MY LIFE

Vast, wide, the expanse of the cold river.

Geray, blue, the curtain of autumn rain.

You ask if Mt. Chung-nan’s still there—

my heart knows what'’s beyond the white clouds!
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MY RETREAT AT MT. CHUNG-NAN

In midlife, I've come to cherish the Way;
for late life, I've built a home near Chung-nan.

I head out there alone anytime the urge strikes.

It’s glorious the things an empty self sees!
I walk the stream to its very source,

sit and watch the clouds rise. . . .

If by chance I meet an old woodsman,
we talk and laugh—no rush to get home!

IN THE MOUNTAINS

Up Bramble Creek, white stones jut out.
Cold weather—hardly any red leaves left.
Along the mountain trail, there’s no rain;
the vacant blue itself soaks one’s clothes.

37



6

Shih-t'ou
(700-790)

hih-t’ou Hsi-ch’ien received relatively little public notice in his own lifetime

but looms large in Ch’an histories. The Transmission of the Lamp places him
among Hui-neng’s students when the great master died, which would mean that
Shih-t’ou had launched his religious career auspiciously by the age of thirteen—
not impossible but almost surely an embellishment upon the historical facts. He
went on to study with one of Hui-neng’s successors, the obscure master Ch’ing-
yiian Hsing-szu (J., Seigen Gyoshi). This too may be legendary, however, for he
appears wise beyond his years in the traditional account of their first meeting:

After determining that the young monk had come from the monastery at
Ts’ao-ch’i, Ch’ing-yiian asked what Shih-t’ou had brought from Hui-neng.
“Even before I went to Ts’ao-ch’i, I lacked nothing,” Shih-t'ou replied.

“If that’s so,” said the master, “what do you expect to pursue after leaving
Ts’ao-ch’i?”

“If I hadn’t gone to Ts’ao-ch’i, how could I have understood that I lacked
nothing?” said Shih-t’ou, and he asked, “Did you know the master of Ts’ao-ch’i
or not?”

“Do you know me now or not?” countered Ch’ing-ytian.

“Though I might know you,” answered the boy, “how can I realize it?”

Impressed, Ch’ing-yiian said, “There are many horned animals in this as-
sembly, but a single unicorn is enough!” Shih-t'ou thus joined the monks of
Ch’ing-ylian’s assembly and, in due course, received Dharma-transmission from
him. His great awakening is said to have occurred as he read a passage from
Seng-chao, an early Chinese scholar-monk whose writings presaged Ch’an:
“The ultimate self is empty and void. Though it lacks form, the myriad things
are all of its making. One who understands the myriad things as the self—isn’t
that a sage?”

In 742, two years after Ch’ing-ytian’s death, Shih-t’ou built himself a hut on
a broad stone bench near an old temple on the mountain of Nan-yiieh, in south-
ern China. Already the site of three Ch’an monasteries, this mountain attracted
Ch’an students in droves, and word soon began circulating among them about
the fellow they dubbed Shih-t'ou Ho-shang, the Stone-top Monk (J., Sekito
Osho), presumably in honor of his dwelling place. Inquirers came flocking to his
door throughout a teaching career believed to have lasted fifty years. 83
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FROM THE TRANSMISSION OF THE LAMP

Shih-t’ou: “My teaching which has come down from the ancient buddhas is not
dependent on meditation [dhyana] or on diligent application of any kind. When
you attain the insight as attained by the Buddha, you realize that Mind is Buddha
and Buddha is Mind, that Mind, Buddha, sentient beings, bodh: [enlighten-
ment], and klesha [passions] are of one and the same substance while they vary
in names. You should know that your own mind-essence is neither subject to an-
nihilation nor eternally subsisting, is neither pure nor defiled, that it remains
perfectly undisturbed and self-sufficient and the same with the wise and the ig-
norant, that it is not limited in its working, and that it is not included in the cat-
egory of mind [chittal, consciousness [#zanas], or thought [vij7ianal. The three
worlds of desire, form, and no-form, and the six paths of existence are no more
than manifestations of your mind itself. They are all like the moon reflected in
water or images in the mirror. How can we speak of them as being born or as
passing away? When you come to this understanding, you will be furnished with
all the things you are in need of.”

Tao-wu, one of Shih-t’ou’s disciples, then asked: “Who has attained to the
understanding of Hui-neng’s teaching?”

T’ou: “The one who understands Buddhism.”

Wu: “Have you then attained it?”

T’ou: “No, I do not understand Buddhism.”

A monk asked: “How does one get emancipated?”
The Master said: “Who has ever put you in bondage?”
Monk: “What is the Pure Land?”
Master: “Who has ever defiled you?”
Monk: “What is nirvana?”
Master: “Who has ever subjected you to birth-and-death?”

Shih-t’ou asked a monk newly arrived: “Where do you come from?”

“From Kiangsi.”

“Did you see Ma the great teacher?”*

“Yes, Master.”

Shih-t’ou then pointed at a bundle of kindling and said: “How does Ma the
teacher resemble this?”

The monk made no answer. Returning to Ma the teacher, he reported the in-
terview with Shih-t’ou. Ma asked: “Did you notice how large the bundle was?”

“An immensely large one it was.”

“You are a very strong man indeed.”

1. [A reference to Ma-tsu, often called Ma Ta-shih (Great Master Ma). See Chapter 7.—Eds.]
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“How so?” asked the monk.
“Because you have carried that huge bundle from Nan-ytieh even up to this
monastery. Only a strong man can accomplish such a feat.”

A monk asked: “What is the meaning of the First Ancestor’s coming from the
West?”

Master: “Ask the post over there.”

Monk: “I do not understand . ..”

Master: “I do not either, any more than you.”

Ta-tien asked: “According to an ancient sage it is a dualism to take the tao either
as existing or as not-existing. Please tell me how to remove this obstruction.”

“Not a thing here, and what do you wish to remove?”

Shih-t’ou turned about and demanded: “Do away with your throat and lips,
and let me see what you can say.”

Said Ta-tien: “No such things have I.”

“If so, you may enter the gate.”

“What is Ch’an?” asked a monk.
“Brick and stone.”
“What is the tao?”
“A block of wood.”

f these exchanges faithfully represent Shih-t’ou’s teaching style, it is not hard

to understand why he became a major figure in early Ch’an, carrying it rapidly
toward its mature form. Lineage histories credit his Dharma descendants with
establishing three of the so-called Five Houses of Ch’an—the Ts’ao-t'ung (J.,
Soto), Yun-men (J., Unmon) and Fa-yen (J., Hogen) lines of the teaching.
Though his literary record is not voluminous, Shih-t’ou is noted for two excep-
tional poems. The first, “Song of the Grass-Roof Hermitage,” begins as if it were
a simple celebration of his cliff-top hut, but by its final lines, the hermitage under
consideration has become ours—that most intimate place of habitation, the
body. The artistry of the poem sets it apart from Relying on Mind and Song of
Realizing the Way suggesting that Wang Wei and others in the Chinese literary
tradition may have had good effect on Ch’an expression. &

SONG OF THE GRASS-ROOF HERMITAGE

I've build a grass hut where there’s nothing of value.
After eating, I relax and enjoy a nap.

When it was completed, fresh weeds appeared.
Now it’s been lived in—covered by weeds.
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The person in the hut lives here calmly,

not stuck to inside, outside, or in between.

Places worldly people live, he doesn’t live.

Realms worldly people love, he doesn’t love.

Though the hut is small, it includes the entire world.

In ten square feet, an old man illumines forms and their nature.
A Great Vehicle bodhisattva trusts without doubit.

The middling or lowly can’t help wondering;

Will this hut perish or not?

Perishable or not, the original master is present,

not dwelling south or north, east or west.

Firmly based on steadiness, it can’t be surpassed.

A shining window below the green pines—

jade palaces or vermilion towers can’t compare with it.

Just sitting with head covered all things are at rest.

Thus, this mountain monk doesn’t understand at all.

Living here he no longer works to get free.

Who would proudly arrange seats, trying to entice guests?
Turn around the light to shine within, then just return.

The vast inconceivable source can’t be faced or turned away from.
Meet the ancestral teachers, be familiar with their instruction,
bind grasses to build a hut, and don’t give up.

Let go of hundreds of years and relax completely.

Open your hands and walk, innocent.

Thousands of words, myriad interpretations,

are only to free you from obstructions.

If you want to know the undying person in the hut,

don’t separate from this skin bag here and now.

he Coincidence of Opposites has proved to be an even more influential verse

than “Song of the Grass-Roof Hermitage.” Though it falls short in terms of
grace and coherence, it opened up for Ch’an a rich territory of experience and
metaphor that Taoist writers and the Hua-yen school of Buddhism had previ-
ously staked out: the mutuality of all beings and the inextricable unity of oppo-
sites. It seems natural that Shih-t'ou would explore this terrain, for it is the realm
of his own reported realization and offered Ch’an new ways of expressing the en-
lightened mind.

The poem borrows its title from a Taoist text on the [ Ching and, in doing so,
presents itself explicitly in juxtaposition to the older tradition. It also borrows
the imagery of light and darkness that Taoists had developed in expressing the
harmonies of yin and yang. The poem plays off these metaphors, taking light and
dark in turn as organic expressions of Buddha-nature, of what is brightly mani-
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fested all around us and the dark mind of nonduality. Its originality in treating
these two aspects of the great matter—by turns distinguishing them, identifying
them, and showing their complementarity—made The Coincidence of Opposites
famous and inspired such later, finely articulated formulations of these interrela-
tionships as the Five Modes of Tung-shan (see Chapter 18). &

THE COINCIDENCE OF OPPOSITES

The mind of the great sage of India
was intimately conveyed from west to east.
Though people may be sharp-witted or dull,
there’s no north and south in the Way.?
The deep spring sparkles in the pure light,
its branches streaming through the darkness.
Grasping at phenomena is the source of delusion;
uniting with the absolute falls short of awakening.+
All of the senses, all the things sensed—
they interact without interaction.
Interacting, they permeate one another,
yet each remains in its own place.
By nature, forms differ in shape and appearance.
By nature, sounds bring pleasure or pain.
In darkness, the fine and mediocre accord;
brightness makes clear and murky distinct.
Each element comes back to its own nature’
just as a child finds it own mother.
Fire is hot, the wind blows,
water is wet and earth solid,
eyes see forms, ears hear sounds,
noses smell, tongues tell salty from sour—
so it is with everything everywhere.
The root puts forth each separate shoot.®

2. Lit., “In the Way, no northern or southern ancestor.” This probably alludes to the famous come-
back Hui-neng is said to have made in answer to the Fifth Ancestor’s challenge, “If you’re from Ling-
nan [in the far south of Chinal, you're a barbarian! How could you ever become a buddha?”
Hui-neng: “Though people of the north and south differ, there’s no north or south in Buddha-
nature.”

3. The word translated “deep” here also means “subtle,” “mysterious,” “profound,” even “ob-
scure” or “spiritual.” It characterizes the “spring” (lit., source) that is the original nature of all things.
4. Uniting with the absolute, in other words, is still a kind of grasping.

5. The elements referred to are earth, water, fire, and wind, which the Chinese classically recognized
as the four basic elements.

6. “Root” and “shoot” are conventional metaphors for cause and effect.



3
SHIH-T OU 43

Both root and shoot go back to the fundamental fact.
Exalted and lowly is just a matter of words.”
In the very midst of light, there’s darkness;
don’t meet another in the darkness.
In the very midst of darkness, there’s light;
don’t observe another in the light.
Light and darkness complement each other,
like stepping forward and stepping back.
Each of the myriad things has its particular virtue
inevitably expressed in its use and station.®
Phenomena accord with the fundamental as a lid fits its box;
the fundamental meets phenomena like arrows in mid-air.
Hearing these words, understand the fundamental;
don’t cook up principles from your own ideas.?
If you overlook the Way right before your eyes,
how will you know the path beneath your feet?
Advancing has nothing to do with near and far,™
yet delusion creates obstacles high and wide.
Students of the mystery, I humbly urge you,
don’t waste a moment, night or day!

7. “Exalted and lowly” represents differences in general. Shih-t’ou doesn’t deny the reality of differ-
ences but points out that such terms as high and low are concepts, labels of human invention that
hold no valid claim on the truth. Just as there is no north and south in Buddha-nature, there is no ex-
alted and lowly.

8. That is, a cup is no better or worse than a torque wrench, a cab driver no higher or lower than a
physician. Each has its own value, and as the next couplet suggests, this jibes precisely with Buddha-
nature. In his famous “Song of Zazen,” Hakuin Zenji expresses the same point: “All beings by nature
are Buddha / as ice by nature is water. / Apart from water, there is no ice, / apart from beings, no
Buddha.”

9. As Yung-chia says in Song of Realizing the Way, all those who awaken share the same realization
and tread the same path. In that sense, it’s a mistake to judge a matter of the Way by one’s personal
standards.

10. Advancing on the Way, that is. To paraphrase Seng-ts’an’s line in Relying on Mind, the terms
“here” and “not here” don’t apply to the fundamental. Call it what you will, it isn’t absent anywhere,
so it can’t be near or far.
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a-tsu Tao-i and Shih-t'ou are often paired as heroes of Ch’an. Though the
Mrecords of their lives are patchy and subject to question on historical
grounds, these eighth-century colleagues stand out unambiguously as teachers
who creatively articulated and established the way of Ch’an. As three of its Five
Houses arose from Shih-t’ou’s line, so the remaining two—the Lin-chi (J., Rinzai)
and Yang-ch’i (J., Yogi)—trace their origins to Ma-tsu (J., Baso).

Their contemporaries could not know of these downstream developments,
but they had no difficulty recognizing the two masters’ importance. It was said that
a monk remained ignorant unless he made pilgrimage west of the river and south
of the lake—journeyed, that is, to see Ma-tsu in Kiangsi Province (lit., West of the
River) and Shih-t’ou in Hunan (South of the Lake). Their monasteries were about
two hundred miles apart, and though apparently they never met, they knew each
other’s teaching through word of mouth and seem to have referred students to one
another with some frequency.

Ma-tsu excelled at training monks, and no one before or since has equalled his
record at producing successors. Available accounts furnish numbers from 84 to
139, but even the low figure, adjusted for biographical inflation, represents an ex-
traordinary accomplishment. The Transmission of the Lamp notes that Ma-tsu’s
heirs fanned out widely, spreading the Dharma throughout China, which helps to
explain the Ch’an boom that occurred in the following centuries. The tremendous
impact of his teaching is reflected in the way he came to be known: the #s% attached
to his family name means “ancestor” and is the term applied to Hui-neng and the
earlier Chinese and Indian masters of the school’s mythic lineage. After Hui-neng,
no Ch’an teacher but Ma-tsu was honored with this designation.

Chronicles of his life and work demonstrate Ma-tsu’s talent for expressing
the Dharma and opening his students’ minds. To present the great matter vividly
and appropriately, he freely employed whatever tools were at hand, holding up
his fly whisk, shouting, grabbing people, hitting them—methods widely emu-
lated by other teachers. In contrast to Shih-t’ou, he left a substantial personal re-
cord, and the brilliance of his dialogues gave them a prominent place in the body
of Ch’an literature and, later, in the form of practice known as kung-an (J., kéan)
study. &
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FROM THE RECORD OF MA-TSU

The Ancestor said to the assembly, “The Way needs no cultivation, just do not
defile. What is defilement? When with a mind of birth and death one acts in a
contrived way, then everything is defilement. If one wants to know the Way di-
rectly: Ordinary Mind is the Way!" What is meant by Ordinary Mind? No activ-
ity, no right or wrong, no grasping or rejecting, neither terminable nor
permanent, without worldly or holy. The sutra says, ‘Neither the practice of or-
dinary people, nor the practice of sages, that is the bodhisattva’s practice.’* Just
like now, whether walking, standing, sitting, or reclining, responding to situa-
tions and dealing with people as they come: everything is the Way. The Way is
identical with the dharmadbatu. Out of sublime functions as numerous as the
sands of the Ganges, none of them is outside the dharmadbaitu. If that was not so,
how could it have been said that the mind-ground is a Dharma gate, that it is an
inexhaustible lamp.

“All dharmas are mind dharmas; all names are mind names. The myriad
dharmas are all born from the mind; the mind is the root of the myriad dharmas.
The sutra says, ‘It is because of knowing the mind and penetrating the original
source that one is called a shramana [monk].” The names are equal, the meanings
are equal: all dharmas are equal. They are all pure without mixing. If one attains
to this teaching, then one is always free. If the dbarmadbatu is established, then
everything is the dbarmadhbatu. 1If suchness is established, then everything is
suchness. If the principle is established, then all dharmas are the principle. If
phenomena are established, then all dharmas are phenomena. When one is
raised, thousands follow. The principle and phenomena are not different; every-
thing is wonderful function, and there is no other principle. They all come from
the mind.

“For instance, though the reflections of the moon are many, the real moon is
only one. Though there are many springs of water, water has only one nature.
There are myriad phenomena in the universe, but empty space is only one. There
are many principles that are spoken of, but ‘unobstructed wisdom is only one.”
Whatever is established, it all comes from One Mind. Whether constructing or
sweeping away, all is sublime function; all is oneself. There is no place to stand
where one leaves the Truth. The very place one stands on is the Truth; it is all
one’s being. If that was not so, then who is that? All dharmas are Buddha-
dharmas and all dharmas are liberation. Liberation is identical with suchness: all

1. Together with “mind is Buddha,” “Ordinary Mind is the Way” became known as the hallmark of
Ma-tsu’s teaching.

2. Quotation from the Vimalakirti Satra.

3. The sentence “Unobstructed wisdom is only one” (lit., “is not many”) appears in the Vimalakirti
Satra.
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dharmas never leave suchness. Whether walking, standing, sitting, or reclining,
everything is always inconceivable function. The sutras say that the Buddha is
everywhere.

“The Buddha is merciful and has wisdom. Knowing well the nature and
characters of all beings,* he is able to break through the net of beings’ doubts.
He has left the bondages of existence and nothingness; with all feelings of world-
liness and holiness extinguished, [he perceives that] both self and dharmas are
empty. He turns the incomparable [Dharma] wheel. Going beyond numbers
and measures, his activity is unobstructed and he penetrates both the principle
and phenomena.

“Like a cloud in the sky that suddenly appears and then is gone without leav-
ing any traces; also like writing on water, neither born nor perishable: that is the
Great Nirvana.”

When Ta-chu came to see the Ancestor for the first time, the Ancestor asked
him, “Where are you coming from?”

“I am coming from Ta-yiin Monastery in Yiieh-chou.” replied Ta-chu.

The Ancestor asked him, “What is your intention in coming here?”

Ta-chu said, “I have come here to seek the Buddha-dharma.”

The Ancestor said, “Without looking at your own treasure, for what purpose
are you leaving your home and walking around? Here I do not have a single
thing. What Buddha-dharma are you looking for?”

Ta-chu bowed, and asked, “What is Hui-hai’s own treasure?

The Ancestor said, “That which is asking me right now is your own trea-
sure—perfectly complete, it lacks nothing. You are free to use it; why are you
seeking outside?” Upon hearing this, Ta-chu realized the original mind without
relying on knowledge and understanding. Overjoyed, he paid his respects to the
Ancestor and thanked him. After this he stayed with him for six years and served
him as his disciple.

Later he returned [to Yiieh-chou] and composed a treatise entitled Essez-
tials of Entering the Way Through Sudden Awakening in one chiian. When the An-
cestor saw the text, he said to the assembly, “In Yiieh-chou there is a great pearl
[ta-chul; its perfect brilliance shines freely without obstruction.”

”5

4. The meaning of the Chinese phrase shan chi hsing, which here has been translated as “well know-
ing the nature and characters of all beings,” is that the Buddha has the ability to know the particular
character of each individual and is able to give a teaching which is best suited to the needs of the per-
son it is given to.

5. Hui-hai is Ta-chu’s name.

6. The text simply says “he returned,” without specifying the place. Other sources provide the infor-
mation that Ta-chu returned to his old teacher in Yiieh-chou to attend to his needs as he was getting

old and sick.



MA-TSU 47

Ch’an Master Hui-tsang of Shih-kung used to be a hunter [before becoming a
monk]. He disliked monks. One day, as he was chasing a herd of deer, he hap-
pened to pass in front of the Ancestor’s hermitage. The Ancestor greeted him.
Hui-tsang asked, “Has the Venerable seen a herd of deer passing nearby?”

The Ancestor asked him, “Who are you?”

Hui-tsang replied, “I am a hunter.”

The Ancestor asked, “Do you know how to shoot?”

Hui-tsang said, “Yes, I know.”

The Ancestor asked, “How many deer can you shoot with a single arrow?”

Hui-tsang said, “With a single atrow I can shoot only one [deer].”

The Ancestor said, “You don’t know how to shoot.”

Then Hui-tsang asked, “Does the Venerable know how to shoot?”

The Ancestor said, “Yes, I know.”

Hui-tsang asked, “How many can the Venerable shoot with a single arrow?”

The Ancestor said, “With a single arrow I can shoot the whole herd.”

Hui-tsang said, “They also have life; why shoot the whole herd?”

The Ancestor said, “If you know that, then why don’t you shoot yourself?”

Hui-tsang replied, “If you ask me to shoot myself, I cannot do that.”

The Ancestor said, “Ah, this man. All his ignorance and defilements accu-
mulated over vast kalpas have today suddenly come to an end.” At that point
Hui-tsang destroyed his bow and arrows. He cut off his hair with a knife, and be-
came a monk with the Ancestor.

One day, as Hui-tsang was working in the kitchen, the Ancestor asked him,
“What are you doing?”

Hui-tsang replied, “I am tending an ox.”

The Ancestor asked, “How do you tend an ox?”

Hui-tsang replied, “When he wants to enter the grass, I grab his nostrils and
pull him away.”

“You are really tending an ox,” commented the Ancestor.”

When Ch’an Master Wu-yeh of Fen-chou went to see the Ancestor, the Ancestor
noticed that his appearance was extraordinary and that his voice was like [the
sound of] a bell. He said, “Such an imposing Buddha hall, but no Buddha in it.”

Wu-yeh respectfully kneeled down, and said, “I have studied the texts that
contain the teachings of the Three Vehicles and have been able to roughly under-
stand their meaning. I have also often heard about the teaching of the Ch’an school
that mind is Buddha: this is something I have not yet been able to understand.”

The Ancestor said, “This very mind that does not understand is it. There is
no other thing.”

7. The use of the image of tending an ox as an allegory for spiritual training is very common in the

Ch’an school.
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Whu-yeh further asked, “What is the mind-seal that the Ancestor has secretly
transmitted from the West?”

The Ancestor said, “The Venerable looks rather disturbed right now. Go
and come some other time.”

As Wu-yeh was just about to step out, the Ancestor called him, “Venerable!”
Wu-yeh turned his head and the Ancestor asked him, “What is it?” [On hearing
this] Wu-yeh experienced awakening. He bowed to the Ancestor, who said,
“This stupid fellow! What is this bowing all about?”

When Teng Ying-feng was about to leave the Ancestor, the Ancestor asked him,
“Where are you going?”

“To Shih-t’ou.” replied Yin-feng.

The Ancestor said, “Shih-t’ou’s path is slippery.”

Yin-feng said, “I will use my own skills to deal with the situation as it pres-
ents itself.”® Then he left.

As soon as he arrived in front of Shih-t’ou, he walked around the Ch’an seat
once, struck his staff on the ground, and asked, “What is the meaning?”

Shih-t'ou said, “Heavens! Heavens!” Yin-feng was left speechless.

He returned to the Ancestor and reported what has happened. The Ancestor
said, “Go back to see him again. When he says, ‘Heavens! Heavens!” you make
a deep sigh twice.”

Yin-feng went back to Shih-t'ou and asked the same question as before.
Shih-t’ou made a deep sigh twice. Yin-feng was left speechless again. He re-
turned to the Ancestor and related what had happened.

The Ancestor said, “I told you that Shih-t’ou’s path is slippery.”

When Venerable Shui-lao of Hung-chou came to see the Ancestor for the first
time, he asked. “What is the meaning of [Bodhidharma’s] coming from the
West?”

The Ancestor said, “Bow down!”

As soon as Shui-lao went down to bow, the Ancestor kicked him. Shui-lao
had great awakening. He rose up clapping his hands and laughing heartily, and
said, “Wonderful! Wonderful! The source of myriad samadhis and limitless
subtle meanings can all be realized on the tip of a single hair.” He then paid his
respects to the Ancestor and withdrew.

Later he told the assembly, “Since the day I was kicked by Master Ma, I have
not stopped laughing.”

8. The translation is tentative. The literal meaning of the Chinese is something like: “I will have a
bamboo pole with me and will perform a play when I get there.” I have understood it to be a state-
ment of self-confidence on the part of Yin-feng, claiming that he has his own tricks (a bamboo pole),
which he can use to deal with Shih-t'ou (to perform a play) when he gets there.
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Once a lecturing monk came and asked, “What Dharma does the Ch’an school
teach?”

The Ancestor asked him, “What Dharma does the Lecture Master teach?”

The lecturer replied, “I have lectured on over twenty sutras and shastras.”

The Ancestor said, “Aren’t you a lion?”

The lecturer said, “Thank you.” Thereupon, the Ancestor hissed.

The lecturer said, “That is Dharma.”

The Ancestor asked, “What Dharma is it?”

The lecturer said, “It is the lion coming out of a cave.” The Ancestor kept si-
lent. The lecturer said, “That is also'Dharma.”

The Ancestor asked, “What Dharma is it?”

The lecturer said, “It is the lion in a cave.”

Then the Ancestor asked, “When there is neither coming out nor going in,
what Dharma is that?” The lecturer had no reply. He then started to leave.
When he reached the door, the Ancestor called him, “Lecture Master!” The lec-
turer turned his head and the Ancestor asked him, “What is it?” The lecturer
had no reply again. “This stupid lecturer,” said the Ancestor.
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or obscurity, Han-shan rivals Bodhidharma and Seng-ts’an. Trying to ascer-
F tain the facts of his life is like crossing a bog: things may look solid, but they
all give way. A number of fine scholars have waded into the evidentiary mire and
have managed to bring forth a great deal of information and insight but nothing
conclusive about his biography. His dates of birth and death, his family, his ca-
reer, the site of his hermitage, his relationships with known Ch’an figures, even
the authorship of “his” three hundred or so poems—all this remains unclear.
The eminent translator Arthur Waley long ago suggested that he be regarded as
a state of mind rather than flesh and blood. By this point, he might also warrant
nomination as a field of study.

Plausible dates for Han-shan (J., Kanzan) begin shortly before the rise of the
T’ang dynasty and extend for its duration, which is to say from the early seventh
to early tenth centuries. Painstaking linguistic analysis has convinced one
scholar that he lived during the first part of this span and that later, toward its
end, one or more other writers added to his work. Our selections are drawn en-
tirely from the poems attributed to “Han-shan I,” but for purposes of the book’s
authorial sequence, he is placed midway between the first and last dates pro-
posed for him.

Two things seem sure: that Han-shan gained notoriety only after his death
and that Ch’an people, feeling kinship with him through his poems, then swiftly
adopted him into the family. By 1004, when The Transmission of the Lamp was
completed, he was honored with a place among the masters and a few decades
later, when Hstieh-tou composed the poems subsequently made famous by The
Blue Cliff Record (see Chapter 23), he saw fit to cite Han-shan by name and to
quote his poems. Apparently Ch’an chroniclers pegged Han-shan as a ninth-
century figure, grafting into the school’s annals unlikely tales of meetings with
two eminent teachers of that time, Kuei-shan (Chapter 12) and Chao-chou
(Chapter 15).

The poems, if we take them at face value, indicate that Han-shan was born
into a prosperous family and educated for the elite ranks of scholar-officials but
that he repeatedly failed to qualify, perhaps because he had a bad leg and thus
was considered unpresentable in high society. He married, became a farmer, and
had a son before withdrawing, for unstated reasons, to spend the rest of his life on



HAN-SHAN 51

a crag called Han-shan, Cold Mountain, in the T’ien-t’ai range of eastern China.
He remained a layman and occasionally descended to see the world he left be-
hind—probably to pick up a few supplies, too. Legend associates him with Kuo-
ching Monastery, but he is never said to have resided there or studied formally
with any Ch’an master.

Han-shan wears the mantle of the untutored sage but wrote sturdy classical
verse spiced with vigorous colloquialisms and clearly knew not only Buddhism
but also the great Taoist texts and other mainstays of the Chinese canon. Unlike
Wang Wei, whose position ensured his poems the circulation they deserved,
Han-shan occupied a marginal spot literarily as well as socially, and it took some
time for his work to come down from Cold Mountain. Whatever their initial cir-
culation in Ch’an circles, not until 1189 did they get published and receive much
wider currency.

Thereafter, both in China and Japan, Han-shan and his sidekick Shih-te be-
came icons of the enlightened life, depicted in spirited ink paintings—and in
other art forms, including kabuki theater—as ragged, wild-haired characters,
free from all convention, cackling over the cosmic joke. Han-shan is identified
with the Bodhisattva of Great Wisdom, Manjushri, and is typically portrayed ei-
ther holding an empty scroll, as Manjushri is, or pointing gleefully to the full
moon. Since the 1950s, especially through outstanding translations by Gary Sny-
der and Burton Watson, Han-shan’s fame has spread throughout the English-
speaking world, where today he is surely China’s best-known poet. 8

1

I climb the road to Cold Mountain,

the road to Cold Mountain that never ends.
The valleys are long and strewn with stones,
the streams broad and banked with thick grass.
Moss is slippery, though no rain has fallen;
pines sigh, but it isn’t the wind.

Who can break from the snares of the world
and sit with me among the white clouds?

2

Yes, there are stingy people,

but I'm not one of the stingy kind.

The robe I wear is flimsy? The better to dance in.
Wine gone? It went with a toast and a song.

Just so you keep your belly full—

never let those two legs go weary.

When the weeds are poking through your skull,
that’s the day you'll have regrets!
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3

As for me, I delight in the everyday Way

among mist-wrapped vines and rocky caves.
Here in the wilderness I'm completely free,

with my friends, the white clouds, idling forever.
There are roads but they do not reach the world.
Since I’'m mindless, who can rouse my thoughts?
On a bed of stone I sit, alone in the night,

while the round moon climbs up Cold Mountain.

LiNe 1 “The everyday Way” is a reference perhaps to the words attributed to
the Zen Master Ma-tsu Tao-i (709-788): “The everyday mind—that is the Way.”

Line 6 “Mindless” (wu-hsin) is a Buddhist term indicating the state in which
all ordinary processes of discriminatory thinking have been stilled. [An alterna-
tive translation would be, “Since I have no-mind. ... ” In this reading, Han-
shan refers not to a quiet condition of mind but to the original emptiness of our
common nature.—Eds.]

4

Now I have a single robe,

not made of gauze or of figured silk.
Do you ask what color it is?

Not crimson, nor purple either.
Summer days I wear it as a cloak,

in winter it serves for a quilt.
Summer and winter in turn I use it;
year after year, only this.

5

Want to know a simile for life and death?
Compare them then to water and ice.
Wiater binds together to become ice;

ice melts and turns back into water.
What has died must live again,

what has been born will return to death.
Water and ice do no harm to each other;
life and death are both of them good.

6

Have I a body or have I none?
Am I who I am or am I not?



HAN-SHAN

Pondering these questions,

I sit leaning against the cliff while the years go by,

till the green grass grows between my feet

and the red dust settles on my head,

and the men of the world, thinking me dead,

come with offerings of wine and fruit to lay by my corpse.

;
My mind is like the autumn moon
shining clean and clear in the green pool.
No, that’s not a good comparison.

Tell me, how shall T explain?

8

Chattering about food won'’t fill your belly,
Blabbing about clothes won’t stop the cold.

To fill you up, only food will do.

Putting on clothes—that keeps out winter.

But misunderstanding, you mull things over,
always saying, “Seeking the Buddha’s too hard!”
Turn your mind back—that’s the Buddha!
Don'’t swivel your eyes around outside.

9

I wanted to go off to the eastern cliff—

how many years now I've planned the trip?
Yesterday I pulled myself up by the vines,

but wind and fog forced me to stop halfway.

The path was narrow and my clothes kept catching,
the moss so spongy I couldn’t move my feet.

So I stopped under this red cinnamon tree.

I guess I'll lay my head on a cloud and sleep.

10

By chance I happened to visit an eminent priest
among mist-wrapped mountains piled peak on peak.
As he pointed out for me the road home,

the moon hung out its single round lamp.

53
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11

I divined and chose a distant place to dwell—
T’ien-t’ai: what more is there to say?

Monkeys cry where valley mists are cold;

my grass gate blends with the color of the crags.

I pick leaves to thatch a hut among the pines,

scoop out a pond and lead a runnel from the spring.
By now I’'m used to doing without the world.
Picking ferns, I pass the years that are left.

12

High, high from the summit of the peak,
whatever way I look, no limit in sight!

No one knows I am sitting here alone.

A solitary moon shines in the cold spring.

Here in the spring—this is not the moon.

The moon is where it always is—in the sky above.
And though I sing this one little song,

in the song there is no Ch’an.

he psychologist James Hillman has observed that religious traditions, in-

cluding Buddhism, tend toward escapism. They favor the summits of spirit
and neglect the valleys of soul—the down-and-dirty terrain of everyday experi-
ence. Han-shan in many ways epitomizes the peak-dweller, and such poems as
the preceding, shimmering with mountain light, have made his name. Only in a
geographic sense, however, can he be said to have shunned the lowlands. Other
of his poems swell with earthy feelings, not just compassion or delight but also
anger, longing, sourness, pride, loneliness, sorrow, worry. How could these not
also be the feelings, and the poems, of an awakened mind? &

13

I think of all the places I've been,

chasing from one famous spot to another.

Delighting in mountains, I scaled the mile-high peaks;
loving the water, I sailed a thousand rivers.

I held farewell parties with my friends in Lute Valley;
I brought my zither and played on Parrot Shoals.
Who would guess I'd end up under a pine tree,
clasping my knees in the whispering cold?
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14

Last night in a dream I returned to my old home

and saw my wife weaving at her loom.

She held her shuttle poised, as though lost in thought,
as though she had no strength to lift it further.

I called. She turned her head to look

but her eyes were blank—she didn’t know me.

So many years we’ve been parted

the hair at my temples has lost its old color.

15

A swarm of beauties play in the glowing dusk,

each gust of wind filling the road with their perfume.
Gold butterflies are stitched into their skirts,

and jade ducks nestle, paired, in their hair.

Their ladies-in-waiting are swathed in sheer red silk,
their eunuchs attend in pants of plum brocade.
Taking this in: someone who’s lost his way,

with whitened hair and troubled, troubled heart.

LiNe 7 Ambiguous. The elegant young women (imperial concubines, it seems)
and their entourage may be “taking in” the old man, he may be watching them,

or both.

16

Wise men, you have cast me aside.

Fools, I do the same to you.

I would be neither wise man nor fool;

from now on let’s hear no more from each other.
When night comes I sing to the bright moon;

at dawn I dance with white clouds.

How could I still my voice and my hands

and sit stiff as a stick with my gray hair rumpled?

17

A man sitting in a mountain pass—

robed in clouds, tricked out in sunset’s rose.
In his fingers a fragrant flower, to pass along,
but the road’s so long and hard to climb!

In his mind: disappointment and doubt;



56 THE ROARING STREAM

old as he is, he’s accomplished nothing.
People laugh at him, call him a cripple,
yet he stands alone—constant, untouched.

18

Poems of five-character lines, five hundred,
of seven-character lines, seventy-nine,

of three-character lines, twenty-one—

six hundred poems in all.

Usually I write them up on a rock face

and praise myself: “Very good calligraphy!”
Anyone who can understand my poems—
you must be the Buddha’s mother!

LiNE 4 If there really were six hundred poems, half of them have not survived.

LiNe 8 Translates more literally, “truly you're the Tathagatha mother,” with
the possible interpretation, “you’re the true mother of all things.”
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f all great master Ma-tsu’s many Dharma heirs, Pai-chang Huai-hai played

the most important role in forming and perpetuating the still-young tradi-
tion. In terms of Ch’an genealogy, he belongs to the ninth generation in China,
just the third after Hui-neng. At this time, lines among Buddhist schools re-
mained quite blurry; in many respects, they were still different teachings more
than different sects. Movement among the country’s five thousand Buddhist
monasteries and temples was quite free, and as students and lecturers circulated,
they carried texts, ideas, metaphors, teaching methods, and the like, creating an
active exchange among the diverse traditions.

When Pai-chang was nine, the emperor ordered a registration of monks and
nuns, beginning a gradual extension of government control over the Buddhist
community. This pressure from central authority, along with criticism from Con-
fucian intellectuals and growing competition for adherents and material sup-
port, accelerated a process of self-definition already under way, both among the
Buddhist groups and within them. In some quarters, differentiation led to ri-
valry and rancor. A few years after Pai-chang’s death, the prominent Buddhist
layman P’ei Hsiu would bemoan the strife among what by then had truly be-
come sects:

“[Students] take written teachings as spears and shields and attack each
other. . . . Teachings are considered high or low depending on whether they are
one’s own or someone else’s. Right and wrong are confused and made compli-
cated, and no one can tell them apart. Thus, the various teachings of the Buddhas

and bodhisattvas of the past are now used to create controversy.”

Ch’an chronicles praise Pai-chang (J., Hyakujo) for strengthening the sect’s
institutional identity, not through intra-Buddhist bickering but by formulating
its monastic regimen and literally getting Ch’an monks out from under others’
roofs. The Transmission of the Lamp records Pai-chang’s rationale as follows:
taking shelter in other schools’ facilities, especially those of the Li-tsung, re-
quired Ch’an monks to devote “too much attention . . . to details all the time.”
Whereas Lii-tsung taught and practiced the minutely specific Vinaya (rules of
discipline) developed to govern the Buddhist community in India, Ch’an monks
needed a simpler monastic code. They should, Pai-chang declared, “enlarge,
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with restraint,” on the received Indian models and should “separate [them-
selves] to establish the regulations and practices appropriate to their own
needs.”

Several of Pai-chang’s innovations deserve particular notice. He stipulated
that a Ch’an monastery should center on a Dharma Hall rather than the usual
Buddha Hall, to emphasize that a Ch’an master conveys the teaching freshly
rather than merely parroting or celebrating the founder’s message. He also
broke with custom in insisting that the Ch’an community allow no spiritual hier-
archy among its members, no distinction in title or accommodations between
those who had awakened and those who had not. This rule gave expression to
the realization that there is no “high” or “low” in Buddha-nature, that all beings
share it alike. To this day, Ch’an and Zen monasteries disregard the hierarchies of
age, class, and education that structure life elsewhere, cutting across them all
with a simple order of priority based on one’s date of admission.

Pai-chang’s leveling principle held for all members, including himself, and it
was strictly applied in the area of work, where again he departed dramatically
from precedent by initiating the practice of pu-ch’ing, general labor. Previously,
Ch’an monks had adhered to the Vinaya’s proscriptions against farming, which
were designed to prevent them from doing unintended harm to creatures of wa-
ter, soil, and vegetation. This made Buddhist monasteries dependent on govern-
ment grants, private charity, and field labor by slaves, prisoners, or tenant
farmers. In setting the old rule aside, as Kenneth Ch’en notes in The Chinese
Transformation of Buddhism, Pai-chang “made some accommodation to the pre-
vailing Chinese work ethic . .. and was able to counteract the criticism that
monks were parasites on society.”

Pai-chang is famous for the dictum, “A day without work is a day without
eating,” and is said to have stopped eating when, as he reached advanced age, his
monks hid his tools to discourage him from expending his limited energy in the
fields. (They quickly returned them, and he worked until the end of his days.)
For his role in forging the monastic order, later generations of teachers and stu-
dents have revered him as the Ancestor Who Planted the Forest—monks here
being likened to trees.

Pai-chang’s willingness to overturn ancient precedents and trust his own in-
stincts says much about the man’s temperament, and so does his name, which
derives from the mountain where he taught. Properly known as Ta-hsiung, it
was an exceptionally sheer peak and thus gained the common name Pai-chang,
Ten-Thousand-Feet-High. People thought the name apt for the master’s char-
acter and teaching style—lofty, unrelenting. Pai-chang faithfully carried for-
ward Ma-tsu’s Dharma but seems to have given instruction quite differently.
Whereas Ma-tsu’s record is composed mainly of pithy exchanges with his stu-
dents, Pai-chang’s tilts strongly toward lectures. He also appears less inclined
than Ma-tsu to make bold and sudden interventions, which is interesting since,
according to the record, both his reported awakenings were triggered by such
moves. 8
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FROM THE SAYINGS OF PAI-CHANG

One day as the master was walking along with Ma-tsu, they saw a flock of wild
ducks fly by. The Ancestor said, “What is that?” The master said, “Wild ducks.”
Ma-tsu said, “Where have they gone?” The master said, “Flown away.” Ma-tsu
then turned around and grabbed the master’s nose; feeling pain, the master let
out a cry. The Ancestor said, “Still you say, ‘Flown away’?” At these words the
master had insight.

Then the master returned to the attendants’ quarters, wailing pitifully. An-
other monk who worked as an attendant for Ma-tsu asked him, “Are you think-
ing of your parents?” The master said no. The fellow attendant said, “Has
someone reviled you?” The master said no. The attendant said, “Then why are
you crying?” The master said, “My nose was grabbed by the great teacher, and
the pain hasn’t stopped.” The attendant said, “What happened? What didn’t
you realize?”* The master said, “Go ask the teacher.”

The attendant went and asked the great teacher Ma-tsu, “What incident
happened that attendant Huai-hai failed to accord with? He is in the attendants’
quarters crying. Please explain this to me.”

The great teacher, Ancestor Ma, explained simply that Huai-hai did indeed
understand, and told the other attendant to go ask him. So the attendant went
back and said to the master, “The teacher says you understand; he told me to ask
you myself.” The master then laughed. The attendant said, “Just a minute ago
you were crying; now why are you laughing?”

The master said, “Just then I was crying; right now I am laughing.”

The attendant was at a loss.

The next day Ma-tsu went into the teaching hall; as soon as the community
had assembled, the master came forward and rolled up the prostration mat,?
whereupon Ma-tsu got down from his seat and went back to his room with the
master following behind.

Ma-tsu said, “Just then I had not yet said anything; why did you roll up the
mat?” The master said, “Yesterday you grabbed my nose, and it hurt.” Ma-tsu
said, “Yesterday where did you set your mind?” The master said, “My nose
doesn’t hurt anymore today.” Ma-tsu said, “You have deeply understood yester-
day’s event.” The master bowed and withdrew.

The master called on Ma-tsu a second time; as he stood by, Ma-tsu looked at

1. “In what incident did you not accord [with reality, or the enlightened teacher]?” The Chinese
word yin-yuan, “cause and condition,” is used to mean “circumstances, event, incident,” hence
“story.” Any kung-an, “public record” of Ch’an teachings in sayings and doings, is referred to as yin-
yuan. The word for “accord” means “merging,” “meshing,” as of meeting minds, in this case; it is
commonly used in Ch’an texts for understanding, realization.

2. A mat was placed in front of the teacher’s seat in the teaching hall when he was teaching, where
anyone who came forth from the crowd to ask a question would prostrate himself before and after.
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the whisk on the corner of the rope seat. The master said, “Do you identify with
the function, or detach from the function?” Ma-tsu said, “Later on, when you
open your lips, what will you use to help people?” The master took the whisk
and held it up; Ma-tsu said, “Do you identify with this function, or detach from
this function?” The master hung the whisk back where it had been before; Ma-
tsu drew himself up and shouted so loud that the master’s ears were deafened for
three days.3

Henceforth the sound of thunder would roll. Generous believers invited
him to the region of Hsin-wu in Hung-chou, where he dwelt on Ta-hsiung
Mountain. Because of the precipitous steepness of the cliffs and crags where he
dwelt, the mountain was called Pai-chang. Once he was there, before even a
month had passed, guests studying the mystery came like deer from all four di-
rections; Kuei-shan* and Huang-po’ were foremost among them.

When Huang-po came to the master’s place, [after] one day® he took leave
and said, “I want to go pay respects to Ancestor Ma.” The master said, “ Ancestor
Ma has already passed on.” Huang-po said, “What were Ancestor Ma’s sayings?”
The master then cited the circumstances of his second calling on Ancestor Ma
and the raising of the whisk; he said, “The way of enlightenment is not a small
matter; at that time, I was actually deafened for three days by Ma-tsu’s shout.”

When Huang-po heard this, he unconsciously stuck out his tongue [in awe].
The master said, “Will you not succeed to Ma-tsu hereafter?” Huang-po said,
“No. Today, thanks to your recital, I have been able to see Ancestor Ma’s great
capacity in action; but I do not know Ancestor Ma. If I were to succeed to An-
cestor Ma, later on I would be bereft of descendants.” The master said, “Right,
right! When one’s view is equal to the teacher’s he diminishes his teacher’s virtue
by half; only when his view surpasses the teacher’s is he qualified to pass on the
transmission. You sure have a view that goes beyond a teacher’s.”

3. This famous incident is known as Pai-chang’s second call on Ma-tsu; the previous kung-an about
Pai-chang and the ducks is included as one of the main cases of The Blue Cliff Record, and the second
calling is told in the commentary on that story.

4. Kuei-shan Ling-yu (771-854) came to Pai-chang around 794 and spent many years there as chief
cook for the community. [See Chapter 12—Eds.]

5. Huang-po Hsi-yun (d. 855). [See Chapter 14—Eds.]

6. This could be read simply, “One day he took leave . . . ” It is not clear how long Huang-po did even-
tually stay with Pai-chang, and there is no special record of his enlightenment there or anywhere else.
7. A Ch’an master’s “duty” is to pass on the transmission, or witness of enlightenment, to a worthy
successor, who must in turn pass it on to students of yet a later generation. Hence the successor must
“equal” the teacher by way of his own realization of the source, yet he must eventually “surpass” his
teacher in order to renew the teaching for the benefit of others. With continuous variation of time,
circumstance, and potential, a succession of true teachers cannot adhere to a mold, but must contin-
ually be surpassing their ancestors in order to meet the special needs of their own times and commu-
nities to successfully communicate the living reality of the Way. One evidence of this is the renewal of
Ch’an teaching as manifest in the production of new literature and new techniques over the centu-
ries. To “diminish the teacher’s virtue by half” means that if the successor cannot pass on the trans-



PAI-CHANG 61

In the teaching hall the master said, “The spiritual light shines alone, far tran-
scending the senses and their fields; the essential substance is exposed, real and
eternal. It is not contained in written words. The nature of mind has no defile-
ment; it is basically perfect and complete in itself. Just get rid of delusive attach-
ments, and merge with realization of thusness.”

This principle from the extensive record of Pai-chang is originally present in ev-
eryone.® All the buddhas and bodhisattvas may be called people pointing out a
jewel. Fundamentally it is not a thing—you don’t need to know or understand it,
you don’t need to affirm or deny it. Just cut off dualism; cut off the supposition
“it exists” and the supposition “it does not exist.” Cut off the supposition “it is
nonexistent” and the supposition “it is not nonexistent.” When traces do not
appear on either side, then neither lack nor sufficiency, neither profane nor holy,
not light or dark. This is not having knowledge, yet not lacking knowledge, not
bondage, not liberation. It is not any name or category at all. Why is this not true
speech? How can you carve and polish emptiness to make an image of Buddha?
How can you say that emptiness is blue, yellow, red, or white?

As it is said, “Reality has no comparison, because there is nothing to which it
may be likened; the body or reality is not constructed and does not fall within the
scope of any classification.” That is why it is said, “The substance of the sage is
nameless and cannot be spoken of; the empty door of truth as it really is cannot be
tarried in.” It is like the case of insects being able to alight anywhere, only they can’t
alight on the flames of a fire—sentient beings’ minds are also like this in that they
can form relations anywhere, only they cannot relate to transcendent wisdom.

As you are inherently equal, your words are equal, and I am also the same—a

Buddha field of sound, a Buddha field of smell, a Buddha field of taste, a Bud-
dha field of feeling, a Buddha field of phenomena—all are thus. From here all
the way to the world of the lotus treasury,® up and across, all is thus. If you hold
onto the elementary knowledge as your understanding, this is called bondage
at the pinnacle, and it is also called falling into bondage at the pinnacle.’® This

mission himself, his own teacher has in a sense failed to produce a complete heir, and half his virtue
(helping others) is lacking (even though he has realized his own deliverance from confusion). This
could be read, “ . . . has less than half the teacher’s virtue,” focusing on the student, who cannot pro-
duce an heir equal to himself as his own teacher had at least done, according to this old saying.

8. [Pai-chang is using “principle” in the same special sense that Bodhidharma uses it in “The Two
Entrances and Four Practices” (Chapter 1), signifying original nature.—Eds.]

9. The ocean of worlds described in the Avatamsaka Siatra [Flower Garland Scripture], said to be lo-
tus born and adorned by the deeds and practices vowed by Vairochana, the universal sun Buddha,
the cosmic illuminator. Esoterically, Vairochana is the mind and his world is the field of mind

10. This has a different meaning in Mahayana Buddhism than in elementary Buddhism; here it means
staying in personal nirvana, never coming out of absorption, forever detached and quiescent, without
realization of emptiness and selflessness of things, forced to choose between stillness and confusion.
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is the basis of all mundane troubles—giving rise to knowledge and opinion on
your own, you “bind yourself without rope.”

In reading scriptures and studying the doctrines, you should turn all words right
around and apply them to yourself. But all verbal teachings only point to the in-
herent nature of the present mirror awareness—as long as this is not affected by
any existent or nonexistent objects at all, it is your guide; it can shine through all
various existent and nonexistent realms. This is adamantine wisdom, where you
have your share of freedom and independence. If you cannot understand in this
way, then even if you could recite the whole canon and all its branches of knowl-
edge, it would only make you conceited, and conversely shows contempt for
Buddha—it is not true practice.

Just detach from all sound and form, and do not dwell in detachment, and
do not dwell in intellectual understanding—this is practice. As for reading scrip-
tures and studying the doctrines, according to worldly convention it is a good
thing, but if assessed from the standpoint of one who is aware of the inner truth,
this [reading and study] chokes people up. Even people of the tenth stage can-
not escape completely, and flow into the river of birth and death.

But the teachings of the Three Vehicles all cure diseases such as greed and ha-
tred. Right now, thought after thought, if you have such sicknesses as greed or
hatred, you should first cure them—don’t seek intellectual understanding of
meanings and expressions. Understanding is in the province of desire, and desire
turns into disease. Right now just detach from all things, existent or nonexistent,
and even detach from detachment. Having passed beyond these three phases,
you will naturally be no different from a buddha. Since you yourself are Buddha,
why worry that the Buddha will not know how to talk? Just beware of not being
Buddha.

As long as you are bound by various existent or nonexistent things, you can’t
be free. This is because before the inner truth is firmly established, you first have
virtue and knowledge; you are ridden by virtue and knowledge, like the menial
employing the noble. It is not as good as first settling the inner truth and then af-
terwards having virtue and knowledge—then if you need virtue and knowledge,
as the occasion appears you will be able to take gold and make it into earth, take
earth and make it into gold, change sea water into buttermilk, smash [Mt.
Sumeru]' into fine dust, and pick up the waters of the four great oceans and put
them into a single hair pore. Within one meaning you create unlimited mean-
ings, and within unlimited meanings you make one meaning.

The discipline of doing is to cut off the things of the world. Just do not do any-
thing yourself, and there is no fault—this is called the discipline of nondoing. It

11. [In Buddhist cosmology, Mt. Sumeru is the peak at the center of the universe.—Eds.]
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is also called unmanifested discipline, and it is also called the discipline of non-
indulgence. As long as there is arousal of mind and movement of thoughts, this
is all called breaking discipline.

For now just do not be confused and disturbed by any existent or nonexis-
tent objects; and do not stop and abide in disillusion, and yet have no under-
standing of nonabiding. This is called all-embracing study; this is called effort,
praise, and remembrance, and it is called widespread circulation of truth.

When not yet enlightened, not yet liberated, it is called mother; after enlight-
enment, it is called child. When there is not even any knowledge or understand-
ing of the absence of enlightenment or liberation, that is called “mother and
child both perish.” There is no confinement by good, no confinement by evil; no
confinement by Buddha, no confinement by sentient beings. The same goes for
all assessments or measurements, to the extent that there is no confinement by
any calculating measurements at all. Therefore it is said that a Buddha is some-
one who has left confinement and goes beyond measure.

[To say that] “the Buddha appears in the world and saves sentient beings” are
words of the nine-part teachings; they are words of the incomplete teaching. An-
ger and joy, sickness and medicine, are all oneself; there is no one else. Where is
there a Buddha appearing in the world? Where are there sentient beings to be
saved? As the Diamond-Cutter Scripture says, “In reality, there are no sentient
beings who attain extinction and deliverance.”

Not to love Buddhas or bodhisattvas, not to be affected by greed for anything
existent or nonexistent, is called “saving others.” Also not to keep dwelling in
the self is called “saving oneself.” Because the sicknesses are not the same, the
medicines are not the same, and the prescriptions are also not the same—you
should not one-sidedly hold fast [to any of them]. If you depend on such things
as buddhas or bodhisattvas, all this is dependence upon the prescription. There-
fore it is said, “One who has arrived at wisdom cannot be one-sided.” That
which is discussed in the teachings is likened to yellow leaves; it is also like an
empty fist deceiving a small child [pretending there is something in it]. If some-
one does not realize this principle, this is called the same as ignorance. As it is
said, “Bodhisattvas who practice transcendent wisdom should not grasp my
words or depend on the commands of the teachings.”

Anger is like a rock, love is like river water. Right now, just have no anger, no
love; this is passing through mountains, rivers, and stone walls.

12. The simile of yellow leaves presented as gold to a child to stop its crying appears in the Mahapa-
rinirvana Satra.
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The P'ang Family

hough Hui-neng promotes Ch’an practice for laypeople in the Platform Su-

tra and though many later masters followed suit, Ch’an and Zen literature
may create the impression that the Way was pursued almost exclusively by
monks. The renowned Layman P’ang (J., Ho Koji), his wife, and their two chil-
dren provide a sparkling counterexample. Soon after the Layman’s death in
808, a friendly and highly placed government official saw to it that his life story,
poems, and sayings were preserved—in the same manner as those of the great
Ch’an teachers. Fortunately, the resulting record also affords glimpses of his
wife and daughter, Ling-chao, though not of his son. On the strength of her
showing in its pages, Ling-chao became one of the few acclaimed women in the
history of Ch’an, while the P’angs together became the model of enlightened
family life.

A preface to the record indicates that the P’angs lived in southern China
and practiced Buddhism at a hermitage they maintained near their home. Once
“his entire household attained the Way,” the Layman gave away their house for
conversion into a temple, loaded his family’s possessions—all but the bare ne-
cessities—on a boat, and sank it in deep water. Thereafter, the family subsisted
by making bamboo utensils, and the Layman and Ling-chao used their leisure
to trek about the country, visiting its finest Ch’an masters. The Layman’s initial
awakening with Shih-t'ou evidently was shallow, as is often the case but, thor-
ough-going awakening followed with Ma-tsu. Layman P’ang is regarded as a
successor of both these masters.

Layman P’ang acquired a reputation as a poet as well as a sage. Masters of
later generations often quoted his poems in their teachings, and his lines on the
miraculous activities of drawing water and hauling wood have become espe-
cially famous, even achieving notoriety in modern-day America. Though the
Layman obviously took pleasure in words, he seems to have viewed his poems
primarily as vehicles of Dharma inspiration and instruction. They stand closer
to the tradition of the gatha than to the mainstream Chinese literary tradition
and closer to the work of Han-shan than to that of Wang Wei. &
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FROM THE RECORD OF LAYMAN P’ANG

At the beginning of the Chen-ylian era [785-804] of T’ang, the Layman visited
Ch’an Master Shih-t’ou. He asked the Master: “Who is the man who doesn’t ac-
company the ten thousand dharmas?”*

Shih-t’ou covered the Layman’s mouth with his hand. In a flash he realized!

One day Shih-t'ou said to the Layman: “Since seeing me, what have your daily
activities been?”

“When you ask me about my daily activities, I can’t open my mouth,” the
Layman replied. /

“Just because I know you are thus I now ask you,” said Shih-t’ou.

Whereupon the Layman offered this verse:

My daily activities are not unusual,

I’'m just naturally in harmony with them.

Grasping nothing, discarding nothing,

In every place there’s no hindrance, no conflict.

Who assigns the ranks of vermilion and purple??

The hills’ and mountains’ last speck of dust is extinguished.
[My] supernatural power and marvelous activity—

Drawing water and carrying firewood.

Shih-t’ou gave his assent. Then he asked: “Will you put on black robes or
will you continue wearing white?”3

“I want to do what I like,” replied the Layman. So he did not shave his head
or dye his clothing.

Later the Layman went to Kiangsi to visit Ch’an Master Ma-tsu. He asked
Ma-tsu: “Who is the man who doesn’t accompany the ten thousand dharmas?”

“Wiait till you've swallowed in one swig all the water of the West River, then
I'll tell you,” replied Ma-tsu.

At these words the Layman suddenly understood the Mysterious Principle.
He offered the verse containing the phrase, “empty-minded having passed the
exam.”4
1. [This question, which seems to have been the Layman’s self-discovered koan, asks who or what is
free of all phenomena, all “others.”]

2. The color of clothing worn by high government officials.

3. “White-clothed” is a conventional term indicating a commoner. White is here used in contrast to
the black robes of a Ch’an Buddhist monk.

4. [The full poem is “The whole world is the same, single community; / each and every one learns

there’s nothing to do. / This is the very place to select a buddha! / I return empty-minded, having
passed the exam.”—Eds.]
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He remained with Ma-tsu two years, practicing and receiving instruction.
He wrote a verse which says:

I've a boy who has no bride,
I've a girl who has no groom;
Forming a happy family circle,
We speak about the [Unborn].

One day the Layman addressed Ma-tsu, saying: “A man of unobscured original
nature asks you please to look upward.”
Ma-tsu looked straight down.
The Layman said: “You alone play marvelously on the stringless chin.”s
Ma-tsu looked straight up.
The Layman bowed low. Ma-tsu returned to his quarters.
“Just now bungled it trying to be smart,” then said the Layman.

One day Ch’an Master Tan-hsia T’ien-jan® came to visit the Layman. As soon as
he reached the gate he saw [the Layman’s] daughter Ling-chao carrying a basket
of greens.

“Is the Layman here?” asked Tan-hsia.

Ling-chao put down the basket of greens, politely folded her arms [one on
top of the other] and stood still.

“Is the Layman here?” asked Tan-hsia again.

Ling-chao picked up the basket and walked away. Tan-hsia then departed.

When the Layman returned a little later, Ling-chao told him of the conversa-
tion.

“Is Tan-hsia here?” asked the Layman.

“He’s gone,” replied Ling-chao.

“Red earth painted with milk,”” remarked the Layman.

Later, when Tan-hsia came to see the Layman, though the Layman saw him com-
ing, he neither rose nor spoke to him. Tan-hsia raised his whisk; the Layman
raised his mallet.®

“Just this, or is there something else?” asked Tan-hsia.

“Seeing you this time is not the same as seeing you before,” observed the
Layman.
5. The Chinese lute.
6. Tan-hsia T’ien-jan (738-823), one of Layman P’ang’s best friends, was a Dharma heir of Shih-t’ou.
7. This expression denotes an action that is needless, useless, or defiling.
8. The fu-tzu or whisk consisted of long white yak- or horse-hairs bound atop a wooden handle, and
was used originally by Indian Buddhist monks to brush away insects without injuring them. Later the

whisk was carried as a symbol of authority by Ch’an teachers. The ch’us-tzu was an eight-sided wooden
mallet. One of its uses was as a gavel in Ch’an ceremonies to call the assembly of monks to order.
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“Go on and belittle my reputation as you please,” said Tan-hsia.

“A while ago you took a hit [from my daughter],” returned the Layman.

“If that’s so,” said Tan-hsia, “then you’ve made [my] T’ien-jan’s mouth dumb.”

“You’re dumb because of your intrinsic nature,” said the Layman, “and now
you afflict me with dumbness.”

Tan-hsia threw down his whisk and departed.

“Jan Achirya, Jan Acharya!”? called the Layman.

But Tan-hsia did not look back.

“He’s come down not only with dumbness but with deafness as well,” re-
marked the Layman.

The Layman was once lying on his couch reading a sutra. A monk saw him and
said: “Layman! You must maintain dignity when reading a sutra.”

The Layman raised up one leg.

The monk had nothing to say.

The Layman was visiting a lecture-mart,™ listening to a discourse on the Dza-
mond Sutra. When the “no self, no person” line was reached,* he asked: “Lec-
ture-master, since there is no self and no person, who is he who’s lecturing, who
is he who’s listening?”

The lecture-master had no reply.

“Though I'm just a commoner,” said the Layman, “Iknow a little about faith.”

“What is your idea?” inquired the lecture-master.

The Layman replied with a verse:

There’s no self and no person,

How then kinfolk and stranger!

I beg you, cease going from lecture to lecture;
It’s better to seek truth directly.

The nature of Diamond Wisdom

Excludes even a speck of dust.
From “Thus have I heard” to “This I believe,”*
All’s but an array of unreal names.

9. Skt., dcharya spiritual teacher, master, or preceptor. “Jan” is an abbreviation of Tan-hsia’s other
name, T’ien-jan.

10. Chiang-ssu, a place where Buddhist monks other than those of the Ch’an and Vinaya sects dis-
coursed on the meaning of the sutras to the general public. Such professional lecturers supported
themselves by contributions received from the audience.

11. The line in question is probably “Furthermore, Subhuti, this Dharma, being universally the
same, has no high or low—this is called Supreme Perfect Enlightenment. Because of [having] no
self, no person, no sentient being, and no life when cultivating all good practices, Supreme Perfect
Enlightenment is attained.”

12. Set phrases that mark respectively the beginning and end of Buddhist sutras.
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When the lecture-master heard this verse, he sighed with admiration.

Wherever the Layman dwelt there was much coming and going of venerable
priests, and many exchanges of questions. According to the capacity of each the
Layman responded as an echo to a sound. He was not a man to be categorized by
any rule or measure.

One day Mrs. P’ang went into the Deer Gate Temple to make an offering of
food. The temple priest asked her the purpose [of the offering] in order to trans-
fer the merit.”> Mrs. P’ang took her comb and stuck it in the back of her hair.
“Transference of merit is completed,” she said, and walked out.

The Layman was sitting in his thatched cottage one day. “Difficult, difficult,
difficult,” he suddenly exclaimed, “[like trying] to scatter ten measures of
sesame seed all over a tree!”

“Easy, easy, easy,” returned Mrs. P’ang, “just like touching your feet to the
ground when you get out of bed.”

“Neither difficult nor easy,” said Ling-chao. “On the hundred grass-tips, the
Patriarchs’ meaning.”

During the Ytian-ho era [806-820] the Layman traveled northward to Hsiang-
han, stopping here and there. His daughter Ling-chao sold bamboo baskets for
their morning and evening meals. The Layman had these verses, which say:

When the mind’s as is, circumstances also are as is;
There’s no real and also no unreal.

Giving no heed to existence,

And holding not to nonexistence—

You're neither saint nor sage, just

An ordinary man who has settled his affairs.

To preserve your life you must destroy it;

Having completely destroyed it you dwell at ease.
When you attain the inmost meaning of this,

An iron boat floats upon water.

The Layman was once selling bamboo baskets. Coming down off a bridge he
stumbled and fell. When Ling-chao saw this she ran to her father’s side and
threw herself down.

“What are you doing!” cried the Layman.
13. It was customary for a temple priest to write on a slip of paper the donor’s name, the gift and its

purpose, and the date. This would then be displayed in public so that the donor’s merit would be-
come known to others, i.e., “transferred.”
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“I saw Papa fall to the ground, so I'm helping,” replied Ling-chao.
“Luckily no one was looking,” remarked the Layman.

The Layman was about to die. He spoke to Ling-chao, saying: “See how high the
sun is and report to me when it’s noon.”

Ling-chao quickly reported: “The sun has already reached the zenith, and
there’s an eclipse.” While the Layman went to the door to look out, Ling-chao
seated herself in her father’s chair and, putting her palms together reverently,
passed away.

The Layman smiled and said: “My daughter has anticipated me.”

He postponed [his going] for seven days.

The Prefect Yu-ti came to inquire about his illness. The Layman said to him:
“I beg you just to regard as empty all that is existent and to beware of taking as
real all that is nonexistent. Fare you well in the world. All is like shadows and
echoes.” His words ended. He pillowed his head on Mr. Yii’s knee and died.

His final request was that he be cremated and [the ashes] scattered over
rivers and lakes. Monks and laity mourned him and said that the Ch’an adherent
Layman P’ang was indeed a Vimalakirti. He left three hundred poems to the
world.
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ike Pai-chang and Layman P’ang, Nan-ch’iian P’u-ylian reseized the Way un-

der Ma-tsu. He became, next to Pai-chang, the great teacher’s most illustrious
successor. (J., Nansen) According to traditional accounts, he came to awakening
sometime before Ma-tsu’s death in 788, spent a while on pilgrimage, and then, at
forty-eight, retired to the top of Mount Nan-ch’{ian to live in seclusion for the next
three decades. His example helped such periods of “cultivating the sacred
seedling” the rule for upcoming Ch’an masters. Though not always so protracted,
these intervals alone or in the company of a few like-minded fellows afforded an
opportunity not only to deepen in realization but also to study texts, to get some
practice at teaching, and to season a bit, especially to eliminate the traces of en-
lightenment, the “stink of Ch’an.”

Nan-ch’tian finally emerged at the request of the provincial governor Lu
Hsiian (also known as Lu Keng), who became first his patron and later his de-
voted student. By this date, despite harsh criticism and periodic reversals in its
fortunes, Ch’an had assumed a prominent place in Chinese cultural life. Adven-
turous scholar-officials had followed in Wang Wei’s footsteps, forming a new
constituency of committed lay practitioners. Since people of high station like Lu
Hsiian wielded tremendous power, close association with them produced prob-
lems as well as patronage. While monks and nuns officially stood outside the
Confucian hierarchy and thus were not required to bow even before the em-
peror, their freedom had its limits; to insult the dignity of the mighty was to risk
serious reprisal.

Nan-ch’tian typically taught without regard to decorum, surprising monks
with the same sort of direct, even painful presentations of the great matter that
Ma-tsu had made, but with Governor Lu he had to behave differently. In one fa-
mous meeting recorded in The Transmission of the Lamp, Lu appreciatively
quoted the statement of the pre-Ch’an monk Seng-chao that all things have the
same root and that right and wrong have the same essence. Nan-ch’iian replied
by pointing out a peony in the courtyard and saying, “People of the present
day”—a polite, indirect reference to Lu himself—“see these blossoms as if in a
dream!” A later master likened this to leading Lu to the brink of a cliff and push-
ing him off, but the governor evidently neither took offense nor tumbled to the
truth. Both men persevered, however, and in time Lu awoke from his dream so
completely as to become one of Nan-ch’iian’s seventeen successors.
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Nan-ch’ian taught with great acuity and passion, in one notorious instance
going so far as to cut a cat in two in order to make a Dharma point. More often,
he used his blade bloodlessly. One day as he was gardening, for example, a
monk passing by asked him the way to Nan-ch’tian. The master held up his
sickle, exclaiming, “This sickle cost three dollars!” The monk rejoined that he
had not asked about the sickle and repeated his question about the way to Nan-
ch’tian. “I always enjoy using it!” replied the teacher.

Nan-ch’ian’s public career was brief—less than a decade—but his inspired
instruction earned him a brilliant reputation even before he came down from
the mountain. Avid and discerning students sought him out there, including his
great successor Chao-chou (Chapter 15). His capacity, noted in The Blue Cliff
Record, “to capture rhinos and tigers, to judge dragons and snakes” made visit-
ing him an important experience for Huang-po (Chapter 14), principal heir of
Pai-chang, and for Tung-shan (Chapter 18), the progenitor of the Ts’ao-tung
lineage. &

FROM THE TRANSMISSION OF THE LAMP

Ch’an Master Nan-ch’tian P’u-ytian of Ch’ih-chou was a native of Hsin-cheng in
Cheng-chou. His original surname was Wang. . . . When he was thirty he went to
the Sung Mountain for his ordination. He began his studies with the ancient text
of the Four-Division Vinaya and devoted himself to the refinements of disciplin-
ary rules. Later he visited various centers and listened to the lectures on the
Lankavatara and Avatamsaka Satras. He also delved into the doctrine of the
Middle Way given in the Madhyamika Shastra, the Shata Shastra, and the Dvada-
santkdya Shastra. Thus he acquired a thorough discipline in Buddhist philoso-
phy. Finally he came to Ma-tsu and studied Ch’an Buddhism with him, and
achieved sudden enlightenment. He immediately freed himself from what he
had previously learned and obtained the joy of sazadh:.

One day while Nan-ch’iian was serving rice gruel to his fellow monks, his
master, Ma-tsu, asked him, “What is in the wooden bucket?”

“This old fellow should keep his mouth shut and not say such words,” re-
marked Nan-ch’iian. The rest of the monks who were studying with him did not
dare to raise any questions about the exchange.

In the eleventh year [795] of the period of Chen-ytian, Master Nan-ch’tan
moved to Ch’ih-yang and built a small temple on the top of Mt. Nan-ch’tan. He
remained there for thirty years, never once coming down. At the beginning of
the period of Ta-ho (827-835), Lu Hsiian, a provincial governor in Hstan-
ch’eng, admired the spirit of the Master’s Ch’an teachings. He and his supervi-
sor from the Royal Court invited the Master to come down to the city to
promote the learning of Ch’an, and both of these high officials assumed the po-
sition of disciple to the Master. Thereafter several hundred disciples gathered
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around him, and his teachings were widely disseminated. Master Nan-ch’tian
came to be highly esteemed as a teacher of Ch’an.

Once the Master planned to visit a village on the following day. During the
night the God of Earth* informed the head of the village of the Master’s coming,
and consequently everything was prepared for his visit. When the Master ar-
rived, he was surprised and asked, “You have prepared everything well. How
did you know I was coming?” The village head replied that the God of Earth
had informed him. Thereupon Master Nan-ch’tian proclaimed, “[My] achieve-
ment was not high enough; [my] mind was observed by the spirits and gods.” A
monk immediately asked him, “Master, as you are a man of great virtue, why
should you be watched by spirits and gods?” Nan-ch’tian replied, “Offer a por-
tion of food before the Earth God’s shrine.”

On one occasion the Master stated, “Ma-tsu of Kiangsi maintained that the
Mind is the Buddha. However, Teacher Wang* would not say it this way. He
would advocate ‘Not Mind, not Buddha, not things.’ Is there any mistake when I
say it this way?” After listening to this, Chao-chou made a bow and went away.
Thereupon a monk followed him, saying, “What did you mean just now, when
you bowed and left the Master?” Chao-chou replied, “Sir, you will have to ask the
Master.” The monk went to the Master and said, “Why did Ts’ung-shen [Chao-
chou] behave that way a moment ago?” “He understood my meaning!” Nan-
ch’ian exclaimed.

Another day Master Nan-ch’tian spoke to Huang-po thus: “There is a kingdom
of yellow gold and houses of white silver. Who do you suppose lives there?”

“It is the dwelling place of the saints,” replied Huang-po.

“There is another man.> Do you know in what country he lives?” asked the
Master.

Huang-po folded his hands and stood still.

“You cannot give an answer. Why don’t you ask Teacher Wang?” asked the
Master.

Huang-po, in turn, repeated his master’s question: “There is another man.
Do you know in what country he lives?”

“Oh, what a pity this is!” said Nan-ch’tian.

1. In Chinese literature and tradition, spirits or gods often appear in dreams to deliver messages,
such as happened in the case of the village leader. The highest achievement of Ch’an should be free
from this. Because his visit was predicted by the Earth God, Nan-ch’iian said that his achievement of
Ch’an was not high enough.

2. [Himself. Nan-chiian was often called Teacher Wang and sometimes refers to himself that way, in
the third-person.—Eds.]

3. Le., the real self.
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Once the monks in the two wings of the monastery were disputing over the pos-
session of a cat when the Master appeared on the scene. He took hold of the an-
imal and said to the quarreling monks:

“If any one of you can say something to the point, he will save the life of this
creature; if nobody can, it will be killed.” Unfortunately, no one could, so the cat
was killed. Later on, when Chao-chou came back, Master Nan-ch’tian told him
about the incident that had taken place during his absence. At once Chao-chou
took off a sandal and put it on top of his head, and then went away.

The Master said, “Had you been here a moment ago, you would have saved
the animal’s life.”

One day Master Nan-ch’iian was sitting with Shan-shan by the fire in his
chamber. Said the Master, “Do not point to the east or to the west, but go
straight to what is fundamental.”

Putting down the fire tongs, Shan-shan folded his hands and stood silently.
The Master said, “ Although you have reached such an answer, there is still a dif-
ference from the tao maintained by Teacher Wang.”

Once when Master Nan-ch’iian went to the vegetable garden, he saw a monk
there and threw a brick at him. When the monk turned his head to look, the
Master lifted one of his feet. The monk said nothing, but when the Master re-
turned to his room the monk followed him there and asked, “A moment ago you
threw a brick at me. Did you not mean to give me some warning?” The Master
said, “Then why did I lift my foot?” The monk made no reply.

Once Master Nan-ch’ian addressed the assembly: “Teacher Wang wants to
sell his body. Who would like to buy it?” A monk stepped forward and said, “I
want to buy it.”

“He does not ask for a high price, nor does he ask for a low one. What can
you do?” asked the Master. The monk made no answer.

One day Master Nan-ch’iian spread ashes outside his doorway and closed the
doors. Then he announced that if anyone could comment correctly, the door
would be opened. A number of answers were given, but none of them satisfied
the Master. Thereupon, Chao-chou cried out, “Good heavens!” and immedi-
ately the door was thrown open by the Master.

One evening when Master Nan-ch’iian was enjoying the moonlight, a monk
asked him when one could be equal to the moonlight. The Master said, “Twenty
years ago I attained that state.” The monk continued, “What about right now?”
The Master went immediately to his room.

One day when the Master came to the assembly hall, Governor Lu said, “Master,
please teach dharma to all of us!”
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“What do you want to talk about?” asked the Master.

“Don’t you have any expedients for attaining enlightenment?” Lu continued.

“What is it that you want me to say?” asked the Master.

“Why should we have four modes of birth and six levels of reincarnation?”+
asked the governor.

“This is not what I teach,” replied the Master.

Once Governor Lu together with Master Nan-ch’ian saw someone playing
dice. Lu picked up the dice and asked, “How is it that one can let his luck decide
whether things turn out to be this or that?”

“These are indeed dirty pieces of bone!” said the Master.

The governor then said, “There is a piece of stone in my house. Sometimes it
stands up and sometimes it lies down. Now, can it be carved into the image of a
buddha?”

“Yes, it is possible,” answered the Master.

“But is it impossible to do so?” countered the governor.

“It is impossible! It is impossible!” exclaimed the Master.

Chao-chou asked, “Tao is not external to things; the externality of things is
not Tao. Then what is the Tao that is beyond things?” The Master struck him.
Thereupon Chao-chou took hold of the stick and said, “From now on, do not
strike a man by mistake!” The Master said, “We can easily differentiate between
a dragon and a snake, but nobody can fool a Ch’an monk.”

The Master asked the supervisor,’ “What is the purpose of our working together
today?” The answer was, “To turn the millstone.” The Master stated, “As for the
millstone, I'll let you turn it. But as for the axle, be sure not to move it.” The su-
pervisor uttered no word.

One day an elder monk asked the Master, “When we say, ‘The Mind is the
Buddha,’” we are wrong. But when we say, ‘Not Mind, not Buddha,” we are not
correct either. What is your idea about this?” Master Nan-ch’tian answered,
“You should believe ‘The Mind is the Buddha’ and let it go at that. Why should
you talk about right or wrong? It is just the same as when you come to eat your
meal. Do you choose to come to it through the west corridor, or by another way?
You cannot ask others which is wrong.”

When the Master was living in a small temple a monk came to visit him. Mas-
ter Nan-ch’tian told the monk that he was going to the top of the hill, and asked

4. The four modes of birth are: from the womb, from the egg, from moisture, and through the trans-
formation of forms. The six levels of reincarnation are: that of a spirit in hell, that of a bodiless ghost,
that of an animal body, that of a malevolent spirit, that of a human form, and that of a deva on a high
level of existence.

5. Wei-na is the Chinese transliteration of karmadana, the duty-distributor, the second in command
in a monastery.
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the monk to have his own meal at lunchtime and then bring another portion up
the hill for the Master. The monk, however, when he had had his lunch, broke
his regular routine and went to bed. The Master waited for him on the hill, but
the monk did not come. Eventually he returned to the temple and found the
monk lying asleep. The Master lay down on the other side of the bed and went to
sleep himself. Thereupon the monk got up and left. Some years later the Master
recalled this, saying, “In the temple where I lived in my early years, there was a
talented monk who came to visit me. I have not seen him since.”

The Master once picked up a ball and asked a monk, “How do you compare
that one to this one?” The answer was, “It is incomparable.” The Master contin-
ued, “What difference did you see that made you say that one is incomparable to
this one?” “If you want me to tell you the difference that I see, you must put
down the ball,” answered the monk. The Master remarked, “I must admit you
have one eye open to wisdom.”

When Governor Lu was about to return to his office in Hsiian-cheng, he came to
bid the Master good-bye. The latter asked him, “Governor! You are going back
to the capital. How will you govern the people?” The governor replied, “I will
govern them through wisdom.” The Master remarked, “If this is true, the people
will suffer for it.”

Once Master Nan-ch’tian went to Hstian-cheng. Governor Lu came out of
the city gate to welcome him, and pointing to the gate, said, “Everybody here
calls it Yung-men, or the Gate of the Jar. What would you call it?” The Master
said to him, “If I should say what I would like to call it, it would blemish your
rule.” Lu Hstian further asked, “If the bandits should come into the town sud-
denly, what should we do?” The Master answered, “It is the fault of Teacher
Wang.” Lu Hsiian again asked, “What is the purpose of the many hands and
eyes of the Bodhisattva of Great Compassion, Kuan-yin?” The Master an-
swered, “Just as our nation employs you.”

When the Master was washing his clothes, a monk said, “Master! You still are
not free from ‘this’?” Master Nan-ch’iian replied, lifting the clothes, “What can
you do to ‘this’?”

The Master asked Liang-hsin, a monk, whether there is a Buddha in the
kalpa of the void.¢ The monk answered, “There is.” The Master asked, “Who?”
“Itis Liang-hsin!” the monk replied. “In what country do you live?” pressed the
Master. The monk made no answer.

6. Kalpa means eon. More specifically, it refers to the period of time between the creation and the re-
creation of the universe. This Great Kalpa is divided into four lesser £alpas: formation, existence, de-
struction, and void. The £alpa of the void is the last stage in the cycle.
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A monk inquired, “From Ancestor to Ancestor there is a transmission. What
is it that they transmit to one another?” The Master said, “One, two, three, four,
five!”

Master Nan-ch’iian asked a Vinaya monk, “Please explain the sutra to me, will
you?” The monk answered, “If I explain the sutra to you, you tell me about
Ch’an. Thus you have my explanation.” The Master said, “How could a golden
ball be exchanged for a silver one?” The Vinaya monk said, “I do not under-
stand.” The Master said, “Suppose there is a cloud in the sky. Is it to be held
there by driving nails or tied up with vines?” The monk asked, “Should there be
a pearl in the sky, how would you fetch it?” The Master said, “Chop the bamboo
and make it into a ladle, and we will use it to fetch the pearl from the sky.” The
monk challenged him: “How would it be possible to use the ladle in the sky?”
The Master answered, “What do you suggest we do to fetch the pearl from the
sky?” The monk then bid the Master good-bye, saying to him, “I am going to
travel far. If anyone asks me what you are doing these days, I will not know how
to answer.” The Master replied, “You tell them that recently I have come to un-
derstand how to rush upon another.” The monk said, “How is that?” The Mas-
ter answered, “With one rush, both sides are destroyed.”

A monk asked, “Where are one’s nostrils before one is born?” The Master
replied, “Where are one’s nostrils after one has been born?”

Before the Master passed away, the head monk asked him, “Where are you
going after your death?” The Master answered, “I am going down the hill to be
a water buffalo.” The monk continued, “Would it be possible to follow you
there?” The Master said, “If you want to follow me, you must come with a piece
of straw in your mouth.”

Thereafter the illness of Master Nan-ch’ian was announced. On the twenty-
fifth day of the twelfth month in the eighth year of the Ta-ho period, early in the
morning, he told his disciples, “For a long time the stars have been blurring and
the lamplight dimming; don’t say that I alone have to come and go.” After say-
ing this, he passed away. He was then eighty-seven years of age and in the fifty-
eighth year of his ordination. The year after his death his body was enshrined in
a pagoda.
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Kuei—shan Ling-yu and his principal successor, Yang-shan Hui-chi (807-883),
are regarded as founders of the first of the Five Houses of Ch’an, and its
name has linked theirs for posterity: Kuei-yang (J., Igyo). Recognition of these
houses, it should be noted, occurred after the fact, as chroniclers interpreted
Ch’an history. In life, Kuei-shan and Yang-shan were intimately associated and
developed what came to be referred to as a “family style,” but they did not set
themselves apart from the rest of Ch’an. On the contrary, records show that they
mixed with all comers in the fluid, exciting scene of the time, trading insights
with other masters, either in face-to-face encounters or via the bamboo tele-
graph that carried stories and repartee from mountain to mountain throughout
the Ch’an universe.

Kuei-shan (J., Isan) studied for many years with Pai-chang, arriving as a
promising inquirer at age twenty-three and staying to become a senior member
of the assembly. He worked—for twenty years, some say—in the position of
head cook, which Ch’an texts without exception identify as an office of immense
trust and responsibility. This should not seem odd to anyone who has experi-
enced the effect that institutional cooking may have on personal and collective
well-being, although in this case what came out of the kitchen was judged to re-
flect the cook’s wisdom and character more than culinary talent. Over the centu-
ries, an informal pantheon of Ch’an chefs has developed, in which Kuei-shan
holds a place of high honor.

Kuei-shan’s biography from The Transmission of the Lamp reports that he
was still serving as head cook at the time Pai-chang picked him to establish a
monastery on Mt. Kuei. Elsewhere, Kuei-shan is said to have spent eight years
on this wild peak before the world realized his presence and assembled to build
the monastery foreseen for him there. He eventually attracted considerable no-
tice, we-are told, obtaining a general’s intercession on behalf of his project and
winning support from P’ei Hsiu, a future prime minister (or grand councillor)
and author of the complaint about Buddhist infighting quoted in Chapter 9. By
the time he died, Kuei-shan was perhaps the nation’s most highly touted master.
Counted among his forty-one successors is the nun Liu T’iek-mo, known as Iron
Grinder Liu, one of the rare women whose accomplishments won her name a
place in Ch’an literature. (A famous dialogue between her and Kuei-shan is re-
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counted in Chapter 25.) The Ch’an library contains numerous and wonderful
tales of Kuei-shan, many of them involving Yang-shan (J., Kyozan) as well.

The Kuei-yang house only lasted a few generations, and some ascribe its
early demise to insufficient strictness in the training of students—a readiness to
assent and praise, thus a failure to push students beyond small insights to great
awakenings. Gentleness and harmony does indeed prevail in many interactions
between the house’s founders, but its records certainly show evidence of rigor,
too. Kuei-shan and Yang-shan take each other to task on occasion, and their
most widely read work, Kuei-shan’s “Admonitions,” blasts monks for indolence,
urging them on with great heat and passion. The harmony between the founders
may best be explained as a near-perfect meeting of minds at peace. As Yang-shan
put it, they were “two mouths without a single tongue.” &

FROM THE TRANSMISSION OF THE LAMP

Mt. Kuei had formerly been an inaccessible region. The rocks were steep and
high, and no one lived there. Only monkeys could be found for companions and
only chestnuts were available as food. When people at the foot of the mountain
heard that Master Ling-yu was living there they assembled to build a monastery
for him. Through General Li Ching-jang’s recommendation the Royal Court
granted the title Tung-ching to the monastery. Often the Prime Minister, P’ei
Hsiu, came to the Master to ask questions about the meaning of Ch’an, and from
this period onward devotees from all over the country journeyed to Mt. Kuei.

One day Master Kuei-shan Ling-yu came into the assembly and said:

“The mind of one who understands Ch’an is plain and straightforward with-
out pretense. It has neither front nor back and is without deceit or delusion. Ev-
ery hour of the day, what one hears and sees are ordinary things and ordinary
actions. Nothing is distorted. One does not need to shut one’s eyes and ears to be
non-attached to things. In the early days many sages stressed the follies and dan-
gers of impurity. When delusion, perverted views, and bad thinking habits are
eliminated, the mind is as clear and tranquil as the autumn stream. It is pure and
quiescent, placid and free from attachment. . ..”

During an assembly period [Kuei-shan said,] “When one hears the truth
one penetrates immediately to the ultimate reality, the realization of which is
profound and wondrous. The mind is illuminated naturally and perfectly, free
from confusion. On the other hand, in the present-day world there are numer-
ous theories being expounded about Buddhism. These theories are advocated
by those who wish to earn a seat in the temple and wear an abbot’s robe to jus-
tify their work. But reality itself cannot be stained by even a speck of dust, and
no action can distort the truth. When the approach to enlightenment is like the
swift thrust of a sword to the center of things, then both worldliness and holi-
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ness are completely eliminated and Absolute Reality is revealed. Thus the One
and the Many are identified. This is the Suchness of Buddha.”

Yang-shan asked, “What was the meaning of Bodhidharma coming from the
West?”

The Master answered, “A fine large lantern.”

“Is it not ‘this’?”

“What is ‘this’?”

“A fine large lantern,” Yang-shan said.

“You do not really £now.”

One day the Master said to the assembly, “There are many people who expe-
rience the great moment, but few who can perform the great function.” Yang-
shan went with this statement to the abbot of the temple at the foot of the
mountain and asked him its meaning. The abbot said, “Try to repeat your ques-
tion to me.” As Yang-shan began to do so, the abbot kicked him and knocked
him down. When Yang-shan returned and repeated this to the Master, Kuei-
shan laughed heartily.

Once when all the monks were out picking tea leaves the Master said to Yang-
shan, “All day as we were picking tea leaves I have heard your voice, but I have
not seen you yourself. Show me your original self.” Yang-shan thereupon shook
the tea bush.

The Master said, “You have attained only the function, not the substance.”
Yang-shan remarked, “I do not know how you yourself would answer the ques-
tion.” The Master was silent for a time. Yang-shan commented, “You, Master,
have attained only the substance, not the function.” Master Kuei-shan re-
sponded, “I absolve you from twenty blows!”

When the Master came to the assembly, a monk stepped forward and said to
him, “Please, Master, give us the Dharma.” “Have I not taught you thoroughly
already?” asked the Master, and the monk bowed.

The Master told Yang-shan, “You should speak immediately. Do not enter
the realm of illusion.”

Yang-shan replied, “My faith in reality is not even established.”

The Master said, “Have you had faith and been unable to establish it, or is it
because you never had faith that you could not establish it?”

Yang-shan said, “What I believe in is Hui-chi [himself]. Why should I have
faith in anyone else?”

The Master replied, “If this is the case, you have attained arbatship.”*

Yang-shan answered, “I have not even seen the Buddha.”

1. [This is as much a challenge as a compliment. Though Southern Buddhists regarded an arbat as
second only to a buddha, Mahéyana Buddhists considered them inferior to bodbisattvas.—Eds.]
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The Master asked Yang-shan, “In the forty volumes of the Nirvana Satra, how
many words were spoken by Buddha and how many by devils?”

Yang-shan answered, “They are all devils’ words.”

Master Kuei-shan said, “From now on, no one can [overcome] you.”

Yang-shan said, “I, Hui-chi, have simply seen the truth in this one instant.
How should I apply it to my daily conduct?” The Master replied, “It is impor-
tant that you see things correctly. I do not talk about your daily conduct.”

Once when Yang-shan was washing his clothes, he lifted them up and asked
the Master, “At this very moment, what are you doing?” The Master answered,
“At this moment I am doing nothing.” Yang-shan said, “Master! You have sub-
stance, but no function.” The Master was silent for a while, then picked up the
clothes and asked Yang-shan, “At this very moment, what are you doing?” Yang-
shan replied, “At this moment, Master, do you still see ‘this’?” The Master said,
“You have function, but no substance.”

One day the Master suddenly spoke to Yang-shan, “Last spring you made an
incomplete statement. Can you complete it now?” Yang-shan answered, “At this
very moment? One should not make a clay image in a moment.” The Master
said, “A retained prisoner improves in judgment.”

The Master asked a newly arrived monk what his name was. The monk said,
“Ytiieh-lun [Full Moon].” The Master then drew a circle in the air with his hand.
“How do you compare with this?” he asked. The monk replied, “Master, if you
ask me in such a way, a great many people will not agree with you.” Then the
Master said, “As for me, this is my way. What is yours?” The monk said, “Do you
still see Yiieh-lun?” The Master answered, “You can say it your way, but there
are a great many people here who do not agree with you.”

The Master was about to pass a pitcher to Yang-shan, who had put out his hands
to receive it. But he suddenly withdrew the pitcher, saying, “What is this
pitcher?” Yang-shan replied, “What have you discovered from it, Master?” The
Master said, “If you challenge me in this way, why do you study with me?” Yang-
shan explained, “Even though I challenge, it is still my duty to carry water for
you in the pitcher.” The Master then passed the pitcher to him.

During a stroll with Yang-shan, the Master pointed to a cypress tree and
asked, “What is this in front of you?” Yang-shan answered, “As for this, it is just
a cypress tree.” The Master then pointed back to an old farmer and said, “This
old man will one day have five hundred disciples.”

The Master said to Yang-shan, “Where have you been?” Yang-shan an-
swered, “At the farm.” The Master said, “Are the rice plants ready for the har-
vest?” Yang-shan replied, “They are ready.” The Master asked, “Do they appear
to you to be green, or yellow, or neither green nor yellow?” Yang-shan answered,
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“Master, what is behind you?” The Master said, “Do you see it?” Then Yang-
shan picked up an ear of grain and said, “Are you not asking about zh75?” The
Master [praised him highly].

One winter the Master asked Yang-shan whether it was the weather that was
cold or whether it was man who felt cold. Yang-shan replied, “We are all here!”
“Why don’t you answer directly?” asked the Master. Then Yang-shan said, “My
answer just now cannot be considered indirect. How about you?” The Master
said, “If it is direct, it flows with the current.”

A monk came to bow in front of the Master, who made a gesture of getting
up. The monk said, “Please, Master, do not get up!” The Master said, “I have
not yet sat down.” “I have not yet bowed,” retorted the monk. The Master re-
plied, “Why should you be ill-mannered?” The monk made no answer.

Two Ch’an followers came from the assembly of Master Shih-shuang to the
monastery of Master Kuei-shan, where they complained that no one there un-
derstood Ch’an. Later on everyone in the temple was ordered to bring firewood.
Yang-shan encountered the two visitors as they were resting. He picked up a
piece of firewood and asked, “Can you make a correct statement about this?”
Neither made an answer. Yang-shan said, “Then you had better not say that no
one here understands Ch’an.” After going back inside the monastery, Yang-shan
reported to Master Kuei-shan, “I [saw through] the two Ch’an followers here
for Shih-shuang.” The Master asked, “Where did you come upon them?” Yang-
shan reported the encounter, and thereupon the Master said, “Hui-chi is now
being [seen through] by me.”

When the Master was in bed Yang-shan came to speak to him, but the Mas-
ter turned his face to the wall. Yang-shan said, “How can you do this?” The Mas-
ter rose and said, “A moment ago I had a dream. Won'’t you try to interpret it for
me?” Thereupon Yang-shan brought in a basin of water for the Master to wash
his face. A little later Hsiang-yen also appeared to speak to the Master. The Mas-
ter repeated, “I just had a dream. Yang-shan interpreted it. Now it is your turn.”
Hsiang-yen then brought in a cup of tea. The Master said, “The insight of both
of you excels that of Sariputra.”?

Once a monk said, “If one cannot be the straw hat on top of Mt. Kuei, how
can one reach the village that is free from forced labor? What is this straw hat of
Mt. Kuei?” The Master thereupon stamped his foot.

The Master came to the assembly and said, “After I have passed away I shall
become a water buffalo at the foot of the mountain. On the left side of the buf-
falo’s chest five characters, Kuei-shan-Monk-Ling-yu, will be inscribed. At that
time you may call me the monk of Kuei-shan, but at the same time I shall also be
the water buffalo. When you call me water buffalo, I am alsc the monk of Kuei-
shan. What is my correct name?”

2. One of the ten finest disciples of Buddha, whose widsom is considered the greatest of all.
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The Master propagated the teachings of Ch’an for more than forty years.
Numerous followers achieved self-realization, and forty-one disciples pene-
trated to the final profundity of his teaching. On the ninth day of the first month
of the seventh year [853] of Tai-chung of the T’ang Dynasty, the Master washed
his face and rinsed his mouth and then seated himself and, smiling, passed away.
This was sixty-four years after he was ordained. He was eighty-three years old.
He was buried on Mt. Kuei where he had taught. His posthumous name, re-
ceived from the Royal Court, was Great Perfection, and his pagoda was called
Purity and Quiescence.
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Po Chii-i

(772-846)

Po Chii-i covered a lot of ground—and inked a lot of rice paper—in his sev-
enty-four years. Like fellow poet-officials Wang Wei before him and Su
T’ung-po (Chapter 24) after him, he saw much of China in the course of his long
government service and took the opportunity to call on numerous teachers and
temples, eagerly sampling the diverse schools of Buddhism. Everywhere Po
Chii-i went, he wrote poems, and as more than three thousand of them have sur-
vived, he takes the prize for most prolific poet of the T’ang Dynasty. He also
ranged widely in terms of subjects and genres, yet he always kept his language
simple, reading his poems to a washerwoman, it is said, to ensure their compre-
hensibility even to the uneducated. For that reason, in part, he enjoyed extraordi-
nary popularity in his own day, his work known, recited, copied, and posted all
over China and in Japan, too.

Throughout his life, Po Chii-i held to the Confucian rule that poetry should
edify, not merely entertain. In his late work, he tended to touch—lightly—on
philosophical, psychological, and religious matters, while his earlier poems more
often addressed concerns of a social or moral nature, evoking injustices and
chiding those responsible. Though Po couched his youthful condemnations in
allegory, cloaked them in history, or tempered them with humor, they rankled
higher-ups all the same, and twice he was shunted into provincial positions as a
consequence. His ascent of the bureaucratic ladder continued, however, ulti-
mately bringing far loftier titles and far greater wealth than Wang Wei or Su
T’ung-po ever achieved.

Throughout his life, Po Chii-i expressed a taste for mountain scenery and
seclusion, but how much of this was genuine and how much was poetic conven-
tion no one can say. During one of his provincial assignments, he built—that is,
he had others build—a “thatch hut” on Mount Lu, the site of many Buddhist
temples and hermitages. This was the rustic retreat of a wealthy man, not Han-
shan’s spartan hideaway; Po had no great appetite for discomfort. In a poem
written when he held a comfortable job in the cultural capital of Lo-yang, he de-
picted himself as a “semi-recluse,” claiming that he had all the pleasures of a her-
mit’s life and none of the hardships. On retiring, he remained in Lo-yang and
continued to enjoy ample social interaction while continuing in his poems to
sound notes of simplicity and seclusion.

Like many other Chinese intellectuals of his time, Po saw no contradiction
between the teachings of Ch’an and those of Lao-tzu and Chuang-tzu. Indeed,
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he may have belonged to a then-popular school of thought that advocated “the
unity of the three doctrines”—Buddhism, Taoism, and Confucianism—and he
often explicitly coupled Ch’an with Taoism in his writings. One of his poems
flatly equates Chuang-tzu’s favored method of “sitting and forgetting” (zs0-
wang) with zazen (tso-ch’an): “Practicing Ch’an and ‘sitting and forgetting’: / the
end is identical, they’re not two different roads.”

Po Chii-i’s principal interests, besides poetry and the Way, were friendship
and family, music, and wine. To judge by his literary record, he struggled all his
life to meet the standards of relinquishment laid out in Taoist and Buddhist doc-
trine, seeing the pursuits and people that he loved as his greatest obstacles on the
path. In “Madly Singing in the Mountains,” he called poetry his “special failing”
and lamented, “I’'ve broken free from the thousand bonds of life, / but this
weakness still remains.”

In retirement, Po appears to have resolved his conflict about writing, per-
haps through his acquaintance with the noted teacher and scholar Kuei-feng
Tsung-mi (J., Keiho Shumitsu), a master of the Hua-yen school as well as a fifth-
generation heir of Hui-neng’s apostle Shen-hui. Tsung-mi criticized the ascen-
dant southern Ch’an of Ma-tsu and his heirs for departing from scriptural
tradition in favor of direct, mind-to-mind transmission of the Dharma. In a trib-
ute to Tsung-mi composed in this late period, Po Chii-i seconded the point:

The word-treasury carries afar every division of the Dharma,
and the mind-beacon lights a thousand lamps.

Abandoning the written word completely is not the Middle Way;
dwelling forever in the empty void is the Lesser Path.

Among his final poems was a witty riposte to the Taoists on this point, too:

“Those who speak don’t know;

those who know don’t speak”—

I'm told those are Lao-tzu’s words,

but if we believe that Lao-tzu knew,
how is it he wrote five thousand words?

Po’s enthusiasm for the Dharma increased with age. “Half my friends are
monks,” he declared in a poem written at sixty-one and dedicated to four Ch’an
monks. Five years later, in his prose Biography of a Master of Wine and Song, he
confessed that, in addition to enjoying the pleasures advertised in his title, he
was “addicted to Buddhism.” This addiction went well beyond words. Po con-
tributed vast sums to Ch’an institutions, most notably Hsiang-shan Temple near
Lo-yang, where he spent so much time that he began to consider it his “home in
old age” and to style himself the Lay Buddhist of Hsiang-shan.

As for Ch’an, it welcomed Po Chii-i as one of its own—at heart, if not in
every last detail. Within a century and a half of his death, The Transmission of the
Lamp placed his biography among those of the masters, recording his study with
several teachers, including the colorful Niao K’o, known to posterity as the
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Bird’s Nest Master for his peculiar place of residence, the branches of a spread-
ing pine. Po had once governed that neck of the woods and had gone to inter-
view him, calling up, “Your Reverence, isn’t your dwelling place dangerous?”

“Isn’t Your Excellency’s position more dangerous?” responded the master.

“I defend the borders,” said Po. “What’s the danger in that?”

“When fire comes in contact with fuel,” replied the master, alluding to the
contacts that inflame our passions, “and when consciousness is never still, how
can you avoid danger?”

“What is the essence of the Dharma?” asked Po, changing tack.

The master answered, “Always do good, never do evil.”

“Even a child of three knows enotigh to say that!” exclaimed Po.

“A three-year-old can say it,” agreed the master, “but an eighty-year-old has
difficulty practicing it.” Hearing this, the governor prostrated himself.

In his later years, Po’s guide to Ch’an was Ju-man Fu-kuang, a successor of
Ma-tsu whom Po claims in his bibulous biography as his “religious friend.” In
sketching Po’s Ch’an creditials, The Transmission of the Lamp reports that he
practiced for an extended period with Ju-man but also makes the unusual com-
ment “He had no constant teacher.” All the same, it praises his Dharma-eye unre-
servedly and leaves open the possibility he gave instruction, perhaps secretly: “He
was not observed to behave as a Dharma teacher; still, there were few men who
could give answers regarding the matter as well as Po Chii-i. . . . ” &

SICK LEAVE
(While Chief Clerk to the subprefecture of Chou-chib, near Ch’ang-an, in 806)

Propped on pillows, not attending to business;

For two days I've lain behind locked doors.

I begin to think that those who hold office

Get no rest, except by falling ill!

For restful thoughts one does not need space;

The room where I lie is ten foot square.

By the western eaves, above the bamboo-twigs,

From my couch I see the White Mountain rise.

But the clouds that hover on its far-distant peak

Bring shame to a face that is buried in the world’s dust.

THE CHANCELLOR’S GRAVEL-DRIVE

(A satire on the maltreatment of subordinates)

A government bull yoked to a government cart!

Moored by the bank of Ch’an River, a barge loaded with gravel.
A single load of gravel,

How many pounds it weighs!
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Carrying at dawn, carrying at dusk, what is it all for?
They are carrying it towards the Five Gates,

To the west of the main road.

Under the shadow of green laurels they are making a gravel-drive.
For yesterday arrived, newly appointed,

The Assistant Chancellor of the Realm,

And was terribly afraid that the wet and mud
Would dirty his horse’s hoofs.

The Chancellor’s horse’s hoofs

Stepped on the gravel and remained perfectly clean;
But the bull employed in dragging the cart

Was almost sweating blood.

The Assistant Chancellor’s business

Is to “save men, govern the country

And harmonize yin and yang.”

Whether the bull’s neck is sore

Need not trouble him at all.

ON BOARD SHIP: READING YUAN CHEN’S POEMS

I take your poems in my hand and read them beside the candle;

The poems are finished, the candle is low, dawn not yet come.

My eyes smart; I put out the lamp and go on sitting in the dark,
Listening to waves that, driven by the wind, strike the prow of the ship.

AFTER LUNCH

After lunch—one short nap;

On waking up—two cups of tea.

Raising my head, I see the sun’s light

Once again slanting to the southwest.

Those who are happy regret the shortness of the day;
Those who are sad tire of the year’s sloth.

But those whose hearts are devoid of joy or sadness
Just go on living, regardless of “short” or “long.”

SLEEPING ON HORSEBACK

We had ridden long and were still far from the inn;
My eyes grew dim; for a moment I fell asleep.
Under my right arm the whip still dangled;
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In my left hand the reins for an instant slackened.
Suddenly I woke and turned to question my groom.
“We have gone a hundred paces since you fell asleep.”
Body and spirit for a while had changed place;

Swift and slow had turned to their contraries.

For these few steps that my horse had carried me
Had taken in my dream countless eons of time!

True indeed is that saying of wise men

“A hundred years are but a moment of sleep.”

PARTING FROM THE WINTER STOVE

On the fifth day after the rise of Spring,
Everywhere the season’s gracious attitudes!

The white sun gradually lengthening its course,
The blue-gray clouds hanging as though they would fall;
The last icicle breaking into splinters of jade:

The new stems marshalling red sprouts.

The things I meet are all full of gladness;

It is not only I who love the Spring.

To welcome the flowers I stand in the back garden;
To enjoy the sunlight I sit under the front eaves.
Yet still in my heart there lingers one regret;

Soon I shall part with the flame of my red stove!

GETTING UP EARLY ON A SPRING MORNING

(Part of a poem written when Governor of Soochow in 825)

The early light of the rising sun shines on the beams of my house;

The first banging of opened doors echoes like the roll of a drum.

The dog lies curled on the stone step, for the earth is wet with dew;

The birds come near to the window and chatter, telling that the day is fine.
With the lingering fumes of yesterday’s wine my head is still heavy;

With new doffing of winter clothes my body has grown light.

I woke up with heart empty and mind utterly extinct;

Lately, for many nights on end, I have not dreamt of home.

HALF IN THE FAMILY, HALF OUT
(Written in 840, when the poet was around seventy. To be “in the family”
means to be a lay Buddhbist believer; to be “out of the family” means to be a
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monk. The cranes in line five are pet birds that Po kept in his garden. The
daughter mentioned in the last line was Po’s eldest daughter, who had re-
cently been widowed and had returned with her infant son to live with her
parents.)

Comfortably fixed for clothing and food, children married off,

from now on family affairs are no concern of mine.

In nightly rest, I'm a bird who’s found his way to the forest;

at morning meals, I'm one in heart with the monk who begs his food.
Clear cries, several voices—cranes under the pines;

one spot of cold light—the lamp among the bamboo.

Late at night I practice meditation, sitting in lotus position.

My daughter calls, my wife hoots—I don’t answer either of them.

SITTING ALONE IN THE PLACE OF PRACTICE

I straighten and adjust robe and headcloth, wipe clean the platform:

one pitcher of autumn water, one burner of incense.

Needless to say, cares and delusions must first be gotten rid of;

then when it comes to enlightenment, you try to forget that too.

Morning visits to court long suspended, I've put away sword and pendants;
feasts and outings gradually abandoned, jars and wine cups are neglected.
In these last years, when I’'m no more use to the world,

best just to be free and easy, sitting here in the place of practice.

THE CRANES

The western wind has blown but a few days;

Yet the first leaf already flies from the bough.

On the drying paths I walk in my thin shoes;

In the first cold I have donned my quilted coat.
Through shallow ditches the floods are clearing away;
Through sparse bamboos trickles a slanting light.

In the early dusk, down an alley of green moss,

The garden-boy is leading the cranes home.

RISING LATE, AND PLAYING WITH A-TS’UI, AGED TWO

All the morning I have lain snugly in bed;
Now at dusk I rise with many yawns.
My warm stove is quick to get ablaze;
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At the cold mirror I am slow in doing my hair.

With melted snow I boil fragrant tea;

I cook a milk-pudding seasoned with curds

At my sloth and greed there is no one but me to laugh;
My cheerful vigor none but myself knows.

The taste of my wine is mild and works no poison;
The notes of my lute are soft and bring no sadness.

To the three joys in the book of Mencius

I have added the fourth of playing with my baby boy.

EASE

(Congratulating himself on the comforts of bis life during a temporary retire-
ment from office.)

Lined coat, warm cap and easy felt slippers,

In the little tower, at the low window, sitting over the sunken brazier.

Body at rest, heart at peace; no need to rise early.

I wonder if the courtiers at the Western Capital know of these things, or not?

A DREAM OF MOUNTAINEERING

(Written when bhe was seventy.)

At night, in my dream, I stoutly climbed a mountain
Going out alone with my staff of holly-wood.

A thousand crags, a hundred hundred valleys—

In my dream-journey none were unexplored

And all the while my feet never grew tired

And my step was as strong as in my young days.
Can it be that when the mind travels backward

The body also returns to its old state?

And can it be, as between body and soul,

That the body may languish, while the soul is still strong?
Soul and body—both are vanities;

Dreaming and waking—both alike unreal.

In the day my feet are palsied and tottering;

In the night my steps go striding over the hills.

As day and night are divided in equal parts—
Between the two, I get as much as I lose.
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Huang-po
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P’ei Hisiu, the same high official who visited Kuei-shan for instruction, figured
prominently in the career of Huang-po Hsi-yiin, serving as both his sponsor
and his amanuensis. In 843, P’ei wrote, he asked Huang-po (J.,Obaku) to join
him in residence at a monastery in Chiin-chou and there, “day and night, I ques-
tioned him about the Way.” Six years later, P’ei invited Huang-po to the district
he was then governing, of Wan-ling, and installed him in a monastery built ex-
pressly for him. The master, obviously pleased, named the new place for the
mountain where he had lived as a novice monk, and the name stuck, first to the
monastery and then to him: Huang-po.

Here, the two men resumed their discussions, and as he had on the earlier
occasion, P’ei took the trouble to write down what he had heard. Thus we pos-
sess for Huang-po, unlike other masters of the age, an authoritative and contem-
poraneous document of his words. He would probably not be pleased by this,
judging from his reaction one day when P’ei presented him with a poem:

He took it in his hands, but soon sat down and pushed it away. “Do you under-
stand?” he asked.

“No, Master.”

“But why don’t you understand? Think a little! If things could be expressed
like this with ink and paper, what would be the purpose of a sect like ours?”

Huang-po seems to have exercised a measure of deference in teaching P’ei,
as Nan-ch’ian did with his well-placed lay disciple, but as a rule he practiced the
no-holds-barred teaching method pioneered by his Dharma grandfather, Ma-
tsu, frequently swatting or bellowing at students in an attempt to open their eyes.
The most outstanding instance of such behavior came when Huang-po encoun-
tered a novice monk at a Dharma assembly conducted in a government com-
plex. As P’ei reports this event:

The [novice] noticed our Master enter the hall of worship and make a triple prostra-
tion to the Buddha, whereupon he asked: “If we are to seek nothing from the Bud-
dha, Dharma, or Sangha, what does Your Reverence seek by such prostrations?”

“Though I seek nothing from the Buddha,” replied our Master, “or from the
Dharma, or from the Sangha, it is my custom to show respect this way.”
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“But what purpose does it serve?” insisted the [novice], whereupon he sud-
denly received a slap.

“Oh,” he exclaimed, “How uncouth you are!”

“What is this?” cried the Master. “Imagine making a distinction between re-
fined and uncouth!” So saying, he administered another slap. . . .

What makes this incident remarkable, The Blue Cliff Record explains, is that the
inquisitive novice was a future emperor, hiding himself in the Ch’an sangha un-
til his political troubles receded. When he emerged and took power, “he be-
stowed on Huang-po the title of Uncouth Ascetic. Later, when Prime Minister
P’ei Hsiu was at court, P’ei advanced the proposal that Huang-po be granted
the [posthumous] title, “Ch’an Master Without Limits”—a positive twist that
was duly accepted.

This freewheeling teacher, by all accounts, cut a very impressive figure. P’ei
describes him as extraordinarily tall, with “a small lump shaped like a pearl” in
the middle of his forehead. (Huang-po seems to have made prostrations before
the Buddha a regular part of his practice, and other writers suggested that this
protuberance resulted from so frequently touching his head to the floor.) The
Blue Cliff Record notes that “When Huang-po first met Pai-chang, Pai-chang
said, ‘Magnificent! Imposing! Where have you come from?’ Huang-po said,
‘Magnificent and imposing, I've come from the mountains.” ” P’ei observed that
Huang-po’s “words were simple, his reasoning direct, his way of life exalted, and
his habits unlike the habits of other men.”

At some point, Huang-po trained under his Dharma uncle Nan-ch’ian, but
the bulk of his preparation was with Pai-chang, and it was the latter he suc-
ceeded in the Dharma. Upon acknowledging him as an heir, Pai-chang made a
statement that has reverberated ever since through the halls of Ch’an and Zen:
“If a student’s insight is equal to the teacher’s, the student will have merely half
the teacher’s capacity. Only a student whose insight exceeds the teacher’s is wor-
thy of receiving transmission.” Huang-po apparently took this injunction to
heart, in due course producing thirteen successors of his own, among them one
of the greatest Ch’an masters of all time, Lin-chi (Chapter 17). &

FROM THE CHUN-CHOU RECORD

The Master said to me: All the Buddhas and all sentient beings are nothing but
the One Mind, beside which nothing exists. This Mind, which is without begin-
ning, is unborn and indestructible. It is not green nor yellow, and has neither
form nor appearance. It does not belong to the categories of things which exist
or do not exist, nor can it be thought of in terms of new or old. It is neither long
nor short, big nor small, for it transcends all limits, measures, names, traces and
comparisons. It is that which you see before you—begin to reason about it and
you at once fall into etror. It is like the boundless void that cannot be fathomed
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or measured. The One Mind alone is the Buddha, and there is no distinction be-
tween the Buddha and sentient things, but that sentient beings are attached to
forms and so seek externally for Buddhahood. By their very seeking they lose it,
for that is using the Buddha to seek for the Buddha and using mind to grasp
Mind. Even though they do their utmost for a full eon, they will not be able to at-
tain to it. They do not know that, if they put a stop to conceptual thought and
forget their anxiety, the Buddha will appear before them, for this Mind is the
Buddha and the Buddha is all living beings. It is not the less for being manifested
in ordinary beings, nor is it greater for being manifested in the Buddhas.

The building up of good and evil both involve attachment to form. Those who,
being attached to form, do evil have to undergo various incarnations unneces-
sarily; while those who, being attached to form, do good, subject themselves to
toil and privation equally to no purpose. In either case it is better to achieve sud-
den self-realization and to grasp the fundamental Dharma. This Dharma is
Mind, beyond which there zs no Dharma; and this Mind is the Dharma, beyond
which there 75 no mind. Mind in itself is not mind, yet neither is it no-mind. To
say that Mind is no-mind implies something existent. Let there be a silent under-
standing and no more. Away with all thinking and explaining. Then we may say
that the Way of Words has been cut off and movements of the mind eliminated.
This Mind is the pure Buddha-Source inherent in all men. All wriggling beings
possessed of sentient life and all the Buddhas and bodhisattvas are of this one
substance and do not differ. Differences arise from wrong-thinking only and
lead to the creation of all kinds of karma.

Our original Buddha-nature is, in highest truth, devoid of any atom of objectiv-
ity. It is void, omnipresent, silent, pure; it is glorious and mysterious peaceful
joy—and that is all. Enter deeply into it by awaking to it yourself. That which is
before you is it, in all its fullness, utterly complete. There is naught beside. Even
if you go through all the stages of a bodhisattva’s progress towards Buddhahood,
one by one; when at last, in a single flash you attain to full realization, you will
only be realizing the Buddha-nature, which has been with you all the time; and
by all the foregoing stages you will have added to it nothing at all. You will come
to look upon those eons of work and achievement as no better than unreal ac-
tions performed in a dream. That is why the Tathagata said: “I truly attained
nothing from complete, unexcelled Enlightenment. Had there been anything at-
tained, Dipankara Buddha would not have made the prophecy concerning me.”*
He also said: “This Dharma is absolutely without distinctions, neither high nor
1. This quotation refers to the Diamond Sutra, as do many of the others either directly or indirectly.

Dipankara Buddha, during a former life of Gautama Buddha, prophesied that he would one day at-
tain to Buddhahood.



HUANG-PO 93

low, and its name is Bodhi.” It is pure Mind, which is the source of everything
and which, whether appearing as sentient beings or as Buddhas, as the rivers and
mountains of the world which has form, as that which is formless, or as penetrat-
ing the whole universe, is absolutely without distinctions, there being no such
entities as selfness and otherness.

Q: From all you have just said, Mind is the Buddha; but it is not clear as to what
sort of mind is meant by this “Mind which is the Buddha.”

A: How many minds have you got?

Q: But is the Buddha the ordinary mind or the enlightened mind?

A: Where on earth do you keep your “ordinary mind” and your “enlight-
ened mind?”

Q: In the teaching of the Three Vehicles it is stated that there are both. Why
does Your Reverence deny it?

A: In the teaching of the Three Vehicles it is clearly explained that the ordi-
nary and enlightened minds are illusions. You don’t understand. All this clinging
to the idea of things existing is to mistake vacuity for the truth. How can such
conceptions not be illusory? Being illusory, they hide Mind from you. If you
would only rid yourselves of the concepts of ordinary and enlightened, you
would find that there is no other Buddha than the Buddha in your own Mind.
When Bodhidharma came from the West, he just pointed out that the substance
of which all men are composed is the Buddha. You people go on misunderstand-
ing; you hold to concepts such as “ordinary” and “enlightened,” directing your
thoughts outwards where they gallop about like horses! All this amounts to be-
clouding your own minds! So I tell you Mind is the Buddha. As soon as thought
or sensation arises, you fall into dualism. Beginningless time and the present mo-
ment are the same. There is no this and no that. To understand this truth is called
compete and unexcelled enlightenment.

Q: Upon what doctrine does Your Reverence base these words?

A: Why seek a doctrine? As soon as you have a doctrine, you fall into dual-
istic thought.

Q: Just now you said that the beginningless past and the present are the
same. What do you mean by that?

A: Tt is just because of your seeking that you make a difference between
them. If you were to stop seeking, how could there be any difference between
them?

Q: If they are not different, why did you employ separate terms for them?

A: If you hadn’t mentioned ordinary and enlightened, who would have
bothered to say such things? Just as those categories have no real existence, so
Mind is not really “mind.” And, as both Mind and those categories are really il-
lusions, wherever can you hope to find anything?
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If you would spend all your time—walking, standing, sitting or lying down—
learning to halt the concept-forming activities of your own mind, you could be
sure of ultimately attaining the goal. Since your strength is insufficient, you might
not be able to transcend samzsira by a single leap; but, after five or ten years, you
would surely have made a good beginning and be able to make further progress
spontaneously. It is because you are not that sort of man that you feel obliged to
employ your mind “studying dhyana” and “studying the Way.” What has all that
got to do with Buddhism? So it is said that all the Tathagata taught was just to
convert people; it was like pretending yellow leaves are real gold just to stop the
flow of a child’s tears; it must by no means be regarded as though it were ultimate
truth. If you take it for truth, you are no member of our sect; and what bearing
can it have on your original substance? So the sutra says: “What is called supreme
perfect wisdom implies that there is really nothing whatever to be attained.” If
you are also able to understand this, you will realize that the Way of the Buddhas
and the Way of devils are equally wide of the mark. The original pure, glistening
universe is neither square nor round, big nor small; it is without any such distinc-
tions as long and short, it is beyond attachment and activity, ignorance and en-
lightenment. You must see clearly that there is really nothing at all—no humans
and no Buddhas. The great chiliocosms, numberless as grains of sand, are mere
bubbles. All wisdom and all holiness are but streaks of lightning. None of them
have the reality of Mind. The Dharmakaya, from ancient times until today, to-
gether with the Buddhas and Ancestors, is One. How can it lack a single hair of
anything? Even if you understand this, you must make the most strenuous ef-
forts. Throughout this life, you can never be certain of living long enough to take
another breath.

FROM THE WAN-LING RECORD

Q: But what if in previous lives I have behaved like Kaliraja, slicing the limbs
from living men?

A: The holy sages tortured by him represent your own Mind, while Kaliraja
symbolizes that part of you which goes out seeking. Such unkingly behaviour is
called lust for personal advantage. If you students of the Way, without making
any attempt to live virtuously, just want to make a study of everything you per-
ceive, then how are you different from him? By allowing your gaze to linger on a
form, you wrench out the eyes of a sage [yourself]. And when you linger upon a
sound, you slice off the ears of a sage—thus it is with all your senses and with
cognition, for their varied perceptions are called slicers.

Q: When we meet all suffering with sagelike patience and avoid all mind-
slicing perceptions, that which suffers with resignation surely cannot be the One
Mind, for that cannot be subject to the endurance of pain.
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A: You are one of those people who force the Unbecoming into conceptual
molds, such as the concept of patient suffering or the concept of seeking nothing
outside yourself. Thereby you do yourself violence!

Q: When the holy sages were dismembered, were they conscious of pain;
and, if among them there were no entities capable of suffering, who or what did
suffer?

A: If you are not suffering pain now, what is the point of chiming in like
that?

During his travels, our Master paid a visit to Nan-ch’tian. One day at dinner-
time, he took his bowl and seated himself opposite Nan-ch’iian’s high chair. No-
ticing him there, Nan-ch’ian stepped down to receive him and asked: “How
long has Your Reverence been following the Way?”

“Since before the era of Bhisma Raja,” came the reply.?

“Indeed?” exclaimed Nan-ch’tian. “It seems that Master Ma has a worthy
grandson here.” Our Master then walked quietly away.

A few days later, when our Master was going out, Nan-ch’iian remarked:
“You are a huge man, so why wear a hat of such ridiculous size?”

“Ah, well,” replied our Master. “It contains vast numbers of chiliocosms.”

“Well, what of me?” inquired Nan-ch’iian, but the Master put on his hat and
walked off.

Once, when our Master had just dismissed the first of the daily assemblies at the
K’ai-yuan Monastery near Hung-chou, I [P’ei Hsiu] happened to enter its pre-
cincts. Presently I noticed a wall-painting and, by questioning the monk in
charge of the monastery’s administration, learnt that it portrayed a certain fa-
mous monk.

“Indeed?” I'said. “Yes, I can see his likeness before me, but where is the man
himself?” My question was received in silence.

So I remarked: “But surely there are Zen monks here in this temple, aren’t
there?”

“Yes,” replied the monastery administrator, “there is one.”

After that, I requested an audience with the Master and repeated to him my
recent conversation.

“P’ei Hsiu!” cried the Master.

“Sir!” I answered respectfully.

“Where are you?”

Realizing that no reply was possible to such a question, I hastened to ask our
Master to re-enter the hall and continue his sermon.

2. This implies that he had been upon the Way many eons before the present world cycle began.
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n a time when human life expectancy was considerably shorter than it is today,

many Ch’an masters enjoyed remarkable longevity—but none to compare with
the 120-year span of Chao-chou Ts’ung-shen. The Methuselah of Ch’an began
his practice early, seeking out Nan-ch’iian in his mountain-top retreat while still
an unordained novice of seventeen. Chao-chou accompanied Nan-ch’tian when
he accepted Lu Hsiian’s invitation to head a monastery and continued his train-
ing there until the master’s death in 834, when Chao-chou was fifty-seven. After
the three-year period of mourning prescribed by Chinese culture, he wandered
on pilgrimage for two decades before taking up residence at Kuan-yin Temple in
the northern city and district that gave him the name Chao-chou. It must have
been nice to rest his feet, but at eighty, he still had a forty-year teaching career
ahead of him.

From this point on, people came to hz»z rather than the other way around—
and they came in large numbers, many of them from great distances. Two things
drew them besides the teacher himself. The city boasted a stone bridge erected in
the first or second century (and still standing today) that his compatriots re-
garded as one of the world’s engineering wonders. In addition, the city’s location
made it a way station for travelers destined for Mt. Wu-t’ai, revered by Buddhists
as the abode of Manjushri, the Bodhisattva of Great Wisdom. Two hundred
monasteries were built there, of which fifty-eight remain even now. References
both to the bridge and to Wu-t’ai occur repeatedly in Chao-chou’s record.

Sightseers often feel disappointed by much-ballyhooed attractions—by the
discrepancy, that is, between expectation and reality—and it was no different in
ninth-century China. One monk came to the master and said that he had heard of
the stone bridge of Chao-chou for a long time, but now had come and found just a
simple wooden bridge. “You’ve only seen the simple wooden bridge,” responded
Chao-chou. “You haven’t seen the stone bridge.” When the monk then asked what
the stone bridge was, Chao-chou answered, “Donkeys cross, horses cross.”

This exchange exemplifies the “Ch’an of lips and tongue” for which the ven-
erable master became known. What began as a complaint about the bridge—
and, by implication, about Chao-chou himself—he deftly transformed into a
direct presentation of the subtle bridge of Mind, over which not just donkeys
and horses but all things pass. Speaking to his assembly one day, Chao-chou de-
clared, “When I teach, I go directly to the core of the matter. If you say I should
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use the various techniques to fulfill your various needs, [you should] go to those
who employ all the methods and teach all the doctrines.” Plain speech was his
way, and teachers ever since have expressed awe at his ability to illumine the
great matter with a few ordinary words suited perfectly to the situation.

Chao-chou did not try to impress the crowd or even the high and mighty. At
least two governors and various other officials called on him, offering support,
but unlike Kuei-shan and Huang-po, he declined improvement or expansion of
his small, rundown temple. In matters of social rank, Chao-chou consciously
stood the norms on their heads: when people of high status came, he received
them sitting where he was, but when people of low status came, he got up and
went to meet them outside the temple gate.

Noteworthy in this connection is the unusually large number of women who
appear in his record, most of them in settings outside the temple compound.
Men still predominate numerically, but Chao-chou seems either to have ap-
pealed more to female students or to have made himself more accessible to them
than did other T’ang-dynasty masters. The women he met seem well equipped
for the encounter:

When Chao-chou was outside of the monastery one day, he came across an old
woman carrying a basket. He immediately asked, “Where are you going?”

The old woman said, “I'm on my way to steal Chao-chou’s bamboo shoots.”
Chao-chou said, “What will you do if you run into Chao-chou?”

The old woman came up to Chao-chou and gave him a slap.

Eloquent and accessible though he was, Chao-chou left no successors who
could meet Pai-chang’s standard of bettering their master, and his line—indeed,
the entire line of Nan-ch’ian—petered out after just a few more generations.
Some commentators suggest that Chao-chou’s “flavorless words” were too sub-
tle for disciples to apprehend or to equal. Perhaps the stream of inquirers
through the temple, together with his efforts outside the gate, made it impossible
to give deserving students the sort of close and sustained training that Chao-
chou had received from Nan-ch’ian. In any case, the old wizard’s words spread
far and wide, influencing all five houses of Ch’an in their formative stages, and
they continue to befuddle and delight practitioners today. &

FROM THE TRANSMISSION OF THE LAMP

Master Ts’ung-shen of the Kuan-yin Temple of Chao-chou was a native of Hao
County of Ts’ao State. His family name was Ho. While still a young boy his head
was shaved as a novice under a teacher of Hu-t'ung Temple of that state. Before
he accepted the precepts he went to Ch’ih-yang to study Ch’an under Master
Nan-ch’ian.

When he arrived, Nan-ch’iian was lying down and asked him, “Where have
you come from lately?”
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Ts’ung-shen replied, “I have just come from Shui-hsiang Temple.”

Nan-ch’iian asked, “Have you seen the famous statue [of the Buddha
there]?”

He said, “I have seen no celebrated image; I see only a reclining [Buddha].”

Nan-ch’iian asked, “Are you a novice under a master, or without a master?”

He replied, “I am a novice with a master.”

Nan-ch’tian demanded, “Where is your master?”

Ts’ung-shen said, “The midwinter cold is now very severe. I am so happy to
see you enjoying such good health, Master.”

Nan-ch’iian recognized him as a promising vessel [of the dharma] and ad-
mitted him into his room for training in Ch’an.

On another occasion Ts’ung-shen asked, “What is the Tao?”

Nan-ch’iian replied, “Your everyday mind is the Tao.”

He asked, “Can one reach towards it?”

Nan-ch’tian answered, “If you try to reach towards it, you will miss it.”

Ts’ung-shen argued; “If I do not try to reach it, how can I know the Tao?”

Nan-ch’ian said, “The Tao has nothing to do with knowing it or not know-
ing it. Knowing it is merely deluded consciousness, and not knowing it is but
nondifferentiation. When you enter the real Tao without doubt, it will be like the
great sky, the vastness itself. How could it be right to argue within oneself
whether it is right or wrong?”

One day Ts’ung-shen asked, “Where should he take rest who knows that he has
it?”

Nan-ch’ian replied, “He should become a buffalo at the foot of the moun-
tain.”

Ts’ung-shen thanked him for this instruction, and Nan-ch’iian remarked,
“In the middle of last night the moon appeared at the window.”

Ts’ung-shen was made responsible for the fire at the monastery. One day he set
fire to some wood and fastened the door; the smoke billowed up inside the roof.
Then he yelled, “Help! Fire! Help! Fire!”

When all the monks came rushing up, he shouted out, “If anyone can say a
word of Ch’an I will open the door.”

Not one of the monks made an answer, but Nan-ch’iian passed the lock to
him through the window and Ts’ung-shen opened the door.

The Master was planning a visit to Wu-t’ai [sometimes called Ching-liang: a sa-
cred mountain dedicated to Manjushri and his golden lion]. Another monk
wrote a poem to discourage him from going. It read:
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What green mountain anywhere is not a place of training?
Why bother to trudge with a staff to Mt. Ching-liang?
Even if the Golden Lion reveals itself in the clouds,

This is not auspicious when looked at with the true eye.

The Master asked him, “What is the true eye?” The monk could find no an-
SWer.

After the Master had poured the influence of his Tao over the northern land, he
was invited to live in Kuan-yin Temple of Chao-chou.

Mounting the dais in the dharma hall, the Master delivered this sermon to
the congregation: “I feel as though a clear crystal is held in my hand. When a
Mongolian comes before me, a Mongolian appears; when a Chinese man comes
before me, a Chinese appears. I hold up a blade of grass to make use of the
golden-bodied Buddha, sixteen feet high, and I hold up a golden-bodied Bud-
dha, sixteen feet high, to make use of the blade of grass. The Buddha is distress
and distress is the Buddha.”

There was a monk present who said, “I wonder whose distress is the Bud-
dha.”

The Master replied, “The Buddha distresses himself for the sake of all other
people.”

The monk asked, “How can he get rid of it?”

The Master said, “Why should he get rid of it?”

When Master Chao-chou was sweeping the floor, a man observed, “You are a
good Ch’an master. How is it that dust accumulates?”

The Master said, “It comes from outside.”

The man said, “This is a pure clean monastery; how could there be specks of
dust?”

The Master exclaimed, “Here comes another one!”

A monk on his way to visit Wu-t’ai Monastery asked an old woman, “Which way
should I go for Mt. Wu-t’ai?”

The old woman answered, “Walk straight on.”

The monk went on, whereupon the woman remarked, “He, too, has gone
that way.”

The monk mentioned this incident to the Master, who said, “Wait a little, I
will inquire from the lady.”

Next day the Master went out and asked the woman, “Which way must I fol-
low for Mt. Wu-t’ai?”
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She replied, “Walk straight on.” As the Master was going, she remarked,
“He, too, has gone that way.”

The Master returned to the monastery and said to the monks, “I have tested
the woman for you.”

When the Master had gone out from the monastery, he met a woman who asked,
“Where do you live, Venerable Sir?” He replied, “In the As7 of the Eastern Mon-
astery of Chao-chou.” The woman said nothing.

When he returned to the monastery, the Master asked the monks, “Which
meaning of sz should be applied?”

Some suggested hsi meaning “west” and others insisted on Asi meaning
“dwelling.”

The Master remarked, “You should all be judges in the administrative of-
fice.”

The monks inquired, “O Master, why do you say that?”

The Master replied, “You are all literate.”

A monk asked, “What is the treasure in the bag?”
The Master replied, “Keep your mouth closed.”

A newly arrived monk had an interview with the Master and was asked, “Where
do you come from?” He replied, “From the South, Sir.”

The Master said, “Every form of Buddha-dharma is preserved in the South.
What do you expect to gain by coming here?”

The monk said, “How could the dharma differ in the north or south?”

The Master remarked, “Even if you have come from Master Hsiieh-feng or
Master Yun-chi, you still carry a board on one shoulder [have a one-sided
view].”

A monk asked, “What is the Buddha?”
The Master replied, “The one in the shrine.”
The monk protested, “But isn’t the one in the shrine a clay figure made from
mud?”
“Yes, that’s right,” said the Master.
“Then what is the Buddha?” asked the monk.
The Master said again, “The one in the shrine.”
The monk asked, “What is my self-being?”
The Master said, “Have you had your breakfast?”
The monk replied, “Yes, I have.”
The Master said, “Then wash your bowl.”
All of a sudden the monk was enlightened.
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When a monk was leaving the monastery, the Master asked him, “Where do you
intend to go?”

The monk replied, “I am going to Hsiieh-feng Monastery.”

The Master said, “If [I-ts’un of] Hstieh-feng suddenly asks you, ‘What mes-
sage has your teacher?’ how will you answer?”

The monk confessed, “I could not say. Please, Master, tell me.”

The Master told him, “If it is winter, say ‘How cold it is!” If it is summer, say
‘How hotitis!” ” Then he continued, “Hstieh-feng may also ask you what the ul-
timate matter is.”

The monk said, “I could not answer that.”

The Master advised him, “Simply confess that you are not a messenger al-
though you have really come from Chao-chou.”

When the monk visited Hstieh-feng, everything happened according to
plan.

Hstieh-feng remarked, “This can only have been devised by Chao-chou.”

A monk asked, “What is the message of Bodhidharma?”
The Master knocked the leg of the Ch’an seat.
The monk queried, “Is it not the one thing only?”
The Master said, “If that is so, take it away.”

Someone asked, “Master, will you enter into Hell?”

The Master answered, “[I’ll be] the first to enter it.”

The man said, “Why should a great and good Ch’an master enter Hell?”

The Master said, “Who would transform you through the teaching if I had
not entered it?”

One day the Prince Governor of [the] Prefecture came with the royal princes
and scholars to visit the temple. Remaining seated, the Master inquired, “Great
Prince, have you understanding of this?”

The Prince replied, “No, I cannot grasp it.”

The Master said, “Since my youth I have kept a vegetarian diet and my body
is already aged. Even if I see people, I have no strength to descend from the
Ch’an seat.”

The Prince felt great admiration for the Master. The next day he sent a gen-
eral to the Master with a message, and the Master came down from the seat in or-
der to receive him.

Afterwards the Master’s attendant said, “Master, you did not come down
from the Ch’an seat even when you saw the great Prince coming to visit you.
Why did you descend from it for the general who came to see you today?”

The Master replied, “My etiquette is not your etiquette. When a superior
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class of man comes, I deal with him from the Ch’an seat; when a middle grade of
man comes, I get down to deal with him; and for dealings with men of the low
grade, I step outside the temple gate. .. .”

The profound teaching of the Master spread widely across the country, and
whenever people heard the name of Chao-chou they were all inspired to surren-
der themselves.

On November 2nd in the fourth year of Ch’ien-ning of T’ang [897], the
Master laid himself down on his right side and passed away. He was 120 years
old.

Once a man had asked the Master, “How old are you?” and he had replied,
“There are numberless beads on the string of the rosary.”

Later he received the posthumous title of Chen-chi Ta-shih [Great Master of
Extreme Truth].
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Te-shan Hsiian-ch’ien went down in annals of Ch’an as the unlikely savior of
the line of Shih-t’ou, the person who kept the line alive at a time when it had
begun to weaken, thus making possible the houses of Yiin-men and Fa-yen. No
one would have guessed this outcome when he set out for southern China in the
first decades of the ninth century. Scholarly by nature, he had made his living un-
til then as a Dharma lecturer, specializing in the brief text whose title, The Dza-
mond-Cutter Perfection of Wisdom Sutra, is usually abbreviated to the Diamond
Sutra. Surnamed Chou, he knew this ancient Indian scripture so well and spoke
about it so frequently that people had nicknamed him Diamond Chou.

Like Tsung-mi, Po Chii-i, and many others hearing from afar about the Ch’an
explosion that had occurred West of the River and South of the Lake, Te-shan (J.,
Tokusan) evidently felt concerned that the Dharma he dearly prized was being
misrepresented. For a century or so, Hui-neng’s descendants had advertised the
Diamond Sutra as the Sixth Ancestor’s favorite text, so Diamond Chou may have
perceived these developments in the south as a professional affront or challenge.
The Blue Cliff Record depicts him charging off in a considerable huff—and
quickly getting his comeuppance at the hands of a little-known pair of “southern
devils,” an unnamed wise woman and the master Lung-t’an Ch’ung-hsin.

The latter was a Dharma grandson of Shih-t’ou, the former perhaps a stu-
dent beyond the monastery walls. The question that she posed to Diamond
Chou about his beloved sutra manifested the southern Ch’an approach of “di-
rect pointing to the mind” and opened him up for the later ministrations of
Lung-t’an (J., Ryatan). Like Yung-chia, Te-shan is purported to have spent a sin-
gle night under his teacher’s roof, but in his case, the result was a complete reli-
gious turnaround, not just the confirmation of a prior realization.

The larger-than-life quality of this account marks it as a matter of mythos
rather than of sober history, especially if one contrasts it with Chao-chou’s forty
years of training under Nan-ch’tian—or with the difficulty that we moderns have
in changing our ways. Yet mythos and history rise, inevitably, from the same
sources and hold much in common. Regard it as a mole or a pearl or a callous
from bowing, but there probably was something unusual in the center of
Huang-po’s forehead. Likewise, the abrupt and thoroughgoing character of Te-
shan’s conversion experience, if we may use that term, probably has a basis in
mundane fact.
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Certainly it has doctrinal underpinnings going back to eighth-century de-
bates about sudden and gradual enlightenment, but Ch’an writers have long re-
marked a psychological consistency in reports of Te-shan’s life, a pattern that
lends them a measure of historical credibility. In virtually every image the re-
cords give us, he demonstrates a peculiarly unyielding, even absolutist tempera-
ment. In his performance as a teacher, this characteristic expressed itself in an
inclination either to keep silent or to apply his staff to students’ backs, declaring
“If you say a word, you get thirty blows. If you don’t say a word, you get thirty
blows.” Whatever we make of this, the man who came to be called the Master of
the Thirty Blows had an odd and successful career, capped with the develop-
ment of two superb Dharma heirs, Yen-t'ou and Hstieh-feng (Chapter 19). &

FROM THE BLUE CLIFF RECORD

Originally Te-shan was a lecturing monk, expounding the Diamzond-Cutter Scrip-
ture in western Shu [Szechwan]. According to what it says in that teaching, in the
process of the knowledge attained after diamond-like concentration, one studies
the majestic conduct of Buddhas for a thousand eons and studies the refined
practices of Buddhas for ten thousand eons before finally fulfilling Buddhahood.
On the other hand, the “southern devils” at this time were saying “Mind itself is
Buddha.” Consequently Te-shan became very incensed and went traveling on
foot, carrying some commentaries; he went straight to the South to destroy this
crew of devils. You see from how aroused he got what a fierce keen fellow he was.
When he first got to Li-chou [in Hunan], he met an old woman selling fried
cakes by the roadside; he put down his commentaries to buy some refreshment
to lighten his mind. The old woman said, “What is that you’re carrying?” Te-
shan said, “Commentaries on the Diamond-Cutter [Sutra].” The old woman
said, “T have a question for you: if you can answer it I'll give you some fried cakes
to refresh your mind; if you can’t answer, you’ll have to go somewhere else to
buy.” Te-shan said, “Just ask.” The old woman said, “The Dzamzond-Cutter [Su-
tra] says, ‘Past mind can’t be grasped, present mind can’t be grasped, future
mind can’t be grasped’: which mind does the learned monk desire to refresh?”
Te-shan was speechless. The old woman directed him to go call on Lung-t’an.
As soon as Te-shan crossed the threshold he said, “Long have I heard of Lung-
t’an [Dragon Pond], but now that I've arrived here, there’s no pond to see and no
dragon appears.” Master Lung-t’an came out from behind a screen and said,
“You have really arrived at Lung-t’an.” Te-shan bowed and withdrew. During the
night Te-shan entered Lung-t’an’s room and stood in attendance till late at night.
Lung-t’an said, “Why don’t you go?” Te-shan bade farewell, lifted up the curtain,
and went out; he saw that it was dark outside, so he turned around and said, “It’s
dark outside.” Lung-t’an lit a paper lantern and handed it to Te-shan; as soon as
Te-shan took it, Lung-t’an blew it out. Te-shan was vastly and greatly enlightened.
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Immediately he bowed to Lung-t’an, who said, “What have you seen that you
bow?” Te-shan answered, “From now on I will never again doubt what’s on the
tongues of the venerable teaching masters of the world.”

The next day Lung-t’an went up into the teaching hall and said, “There is
one among you with teeth like a forest of swords and a mouth like a bowl of
blood; even if you hit him with a staff, he wouldn’t turn back. Another day he
will ascend to the summit of a solitary peak and establish my path there.” Then
Te-shan took all his commentaries in front of the teaching hall and raised a torch
over them, declaring, “Even to plumb all abstruse locutions is like a single hair in
the great void; to exhaust the essential workings of the world is like a single drop
of water cast into a vast valley.” Then he burned the commentaries.

Later he heard the Kuei-shan’s teaching was flourishing, so he traveled to
Kuei-shan to meet him as an adept. Without even untying his bundle, he went
straight to the teaching hall, where he walked back and forth from east to west
and west to east, looked around, and said, “Nothing, no one.” Then he went out.
Tell me, what was his meaning? Wasn’t he crazy?

This old fellow Kuei-shan still was not taken in by that [Te-shan]; anyone but
Kuei-shan would have been crushed by him.

On his way out Te-shan got as far as the monastery gate, but then he said to
himself, “Still, I shouldn’t be so coarse.” He wanted to bring out his guts, his in-
nermost heart, in a Dharma battle with Kuei-shan; so he went back in with full
ceremony to meet him. As Kuei-shan sat there, Te-shan lifted up his sitting mat
and said, “Teacher!” Kuei-shan reached for his whisk; Te-shan then shouted,
shook his sleeves, and left. How extraordinary!

Te-shan turned his back on the teaching hall, put on his straw sandals, and
departed. Tell me, what was his meaning?

Afterwards, this old fellow [Kuei-shan] was unhurried; when evening came
he finally asked the head monk, “Where is that newcomer who just came?” The
head monk replied, “At that time, he turned his back on the teaching hall, put on
his straw sandals, and left.” Kuei-shan said, “Hereafter that lad will go up to the
summit of a solitary peak, build himself a grass hut, and go on scolding the Bud-
dhas and reviling the Ancestors.”

FROM THE TRANSMISSION OF THE LAMP

In the beginning of the T’ai-chung era [847-860], Hsueh Yen-wang, the gover-
nor of Wu-ling [in Hunan], restored the monastery on Mt. Te and called it the
Meditation Abode of Ancient Worthies. He was going to look for a man of
knowledge to dwell there, when he heard of the master’s practice of the Way.
Though he repeatedly invited him, the master did not come down from the
mountain. Yen-wang then fabricated a ruse, sending a runner to falsely accuse
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the master of having violated the laws regarding tea and salt. Having taken the
master into his domain, he looked up to him with reverence and insisted that he
dwell there, and reveal the way of the sect.

In the hall, the master said, “There is nothing in the self, so do not seek
falsely; what is attained by false seeking is not real attainment. You just have
nothing in your mind, and no mind in things; then you will be empty and spiri-
tual, tranquil and sublime. Any talk of beginning or end would all be self-decep-
tion. The slightest entanglement of thought is the foundation of the three mires
[hell, animality, hungry ghosthood]; a momentarily aroused feeling is a hin-
drance for ten thousand eons. The name ‘sage’ and the label ‘ordinary man’ are
merely empty sounds; exceptional form and mean appearance are both illusions.
If you want to seek them, how can you avoid trouble? Even if you despise them,
they still become a great source of anxiety. In the end there is no benefit.”

Hsiieh-feng asked, “In the immemorial custom of the sect, what doctrine is
used to teach people?” The master said, “Our sect has no words; in reality there
is no doctrine to be given to mankind.”

Yen-t’ou heard of this and said, “The old man of Mt. Te has a spine as strong
as iron; it cannot be broken. Even so, when it comes to the way of expounding
the teaching, he still lacks something.”

Before his death he said to his disciples, “Grasping emptiness and pursuing
echoes wearies your mind and spirit. When awakened from a dream, you realize
it was false; after all, what matter is there?” When he finished speaking, he died
sitting at rest.
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ust as Te-shan is known for his blows and Chao-chou for his simple eloquence,

Lin-chi I-hstian is known for his shout—a roar sounding something like
KHAT! that he issued as a presentation of Buddha-nature. While each of these
reputations is deserved to a degree, they are grossly reductionistic. Lin-chi’s bel-
low was no more than a small part of his rich, inventive, and highly effective
teaching. His lively and extensive discourse record undercuts the popular image
of him as a sort of Dharma thug, displaying his mastery of Mahayana sutras and
his creativity in utilizing and interpreting them. He did shout at, beat, and berate
his students, but he also originated some of the most sophisticated, even lovely,
expressions of the fundamental matter ever to appear in Ch’an. And it was all to
the same end: to introduce us to, as he put it, “the true person of no rank who is
constantly going in and out the gateways of your face.”

Born and raised in the north, Lin-chi (J., Rinzai) traveled far south to study
with Huang-po and eventually received transmission from him. According to
Lin-chi’s record, three years passed before he even dared to approach Huang-po
with a question, and when he did, he got no more than a taste of the old master’s
stick. Frustrated, supposing his way was blocked by bad karma, he decided to
leave. Huang-po referred him to another teacher, Kao-an Ta-yii, who is reported
to have brought him to awakening with a few well-chosen phrases. Lin-chi con-
tinued his training with Huang-po for an unspecified period thereafter, making at
least one excursion to Mt. Kuei, where he had exchanges with both Kuei-shan
and Yang-shan. He also studied with Te-shan at least for a while:

The Master [Lin-chi] was standing in attendance at Te-shan’s side. Te-shan said,
“I’'m tired today!”
The Master said, “What's this old fellow doing talking in his sleep?”
Te-shan struck the Master a blow.
The Master grabbed the chair Te-shan was sitting on and turned it over.
Te-shan let the matter end there.

Later, Lin-chi sent one of his best students to check on Te-shan, and Ch’an an-
nals link the two masters closely for reasons of style and disposition as well as for
their record of contact.
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Lin-chi returned north to teach at a small temple called Lin-chi-yiian, the
Monastery Overlooking the Ford, which was not far from the city of Chao-chou
and likewise on the route to Mt. Wu-t’ai. Though older than Lin-chi, Chao-chou
had not yet hung up his traveling staff at Kuan-yin Temple and paid a call before
he did. Lin-chi’s record says he was washing his feet when his visitor arrived, but
Chao-chou put his question anyway, inquiring, “What’s the meaning of Bodhi-
dharma’s coming from India?”

“I'happen to be washing my feet just now,” Lin-chi replied. Chao-chou came
closer and made as if listening intently. “In that case, I'll ladle out another dipper
of dirty water!” exclaimed Lin-chi. Chao-chou promptly took leave.

Scholars cannot pin down dates for Lin-chi, but he probably moved to the
temple by the ford in about 850, at the age of about forty. By that time, political
changes had created new circumstances in the north, helping open the way there
for southern Ch’an. Northern Buddhist institutions had been hurt by the An Lu-
shan Rebellion (755-763), and they suffered outright repression in the early
840s, climaxing with the all-out Hui-ch’ang persecution of 845. During this lat-
ter period, monks and nuns were defrocked en masse, some even executed, and
thousands of monasteries and temples were destroyed. Southern Ch’an was
largely protected from these developments by its distance from the capital, its
relatively high degree of economic independence, its good standing with local
officials, and a weakening of imperial authority that had occurred after 75 5. This
last factor gave provincial rulers increased latitude to exercise their own prerog-
ative, and the officials who welcomed both Lin-chi and Chao-chou to their new
positions undoubtedly were doing exactly that.

Lin-chi’s teaching was cut short by his death in 866 or early 867, when he was
in his middle fifties. Despite his relatively brief tenure and isolated location, he
had twenty-one successors and received the posthumous imperial honors that
were becoming customary for noted Ch’an masters. Among his heirs, Hsing-hua
Ts’ung-chiang established the lasting line that came to be thought of as the house
of Lin-chi and that remains alive today, best known in the Rinzai Zen of Japan.
Another successor, San-sheng Hui-jan, compiled the master’s lectures and dia-
logue into a sparkling record that spread Lin-chi’s influence far and wide. &3

FROM THE RECORD OF LIN-CHI

The Master instructed the group, saying: “Followers of the Way, the Dharma of
the buddhas calls for no special undertakings. Just act ordinary, without trying
to do anything particular. Move your bowels, piss, get dressed, eat your rice, and
if you get tired, then lie down. Fools may laugh at me, but wise men will know
what I mean.

“A man of old said, ‘People who try to do something about what is outside
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themselves are nothing but blockheads.’* If, wherever you are, you take the role
of host, then whatever spot you stand in will be a true one. Then whatever cir-
cumstances surround you, they can never pull you awry. Even if you're faced with
bad karma left over from the past, or the five crimes that bring on the hell of in-
cessant suffering, these will of themselves become the great sea of emancipation.?

“Students these days haven’t the slightest comprehension of the Dharma.
They’re like sheep poking with their noses—whatever they happen on they im-
mediately put in their mouths. They can’t tell a gentleman from a lackey, can’t tell
ahost from a guest. People like that come to the Way with twisted minds, rushing
in wherever they see a crowd. They don’t deserve to be called true men who have
left the household.? All they are in fact is true householders, men of secular life.

“Someone who has left household life must know how to act ordinary and
have a true and proper understanding, must know how to tell buddhas from
devils, to tell true from sham, to tell common mortals from sages. If they can tell
these apart, you can call them true men who have left the household. But if they
can’t tell a buddha from a devil, then all they’ve done is leave one household to
enter another. You might describe them as living beings who are creating karma.
But you could never call them true men who have left the household.”

Someone asked, “What do you mean by the true Buddha, the true Dharma, and
the true Way? Would you be good enough to explain to us?”

The Master said, “Buddha—this is the cleanness and purity of the mind. The
Dharma—this is the shining brightness of the mind. The Way—this is the pure
light that is never obstructed anywhere. The three are in fact one. All are empty
names and have no true reality.”

“Suppose you yearn to be a sage. Sage is just a word, sage. There are some types
of students who go off to Mt. Wu-t’ai looking for Manjushri. They’re wrong
from the very start! Manjushri isn’t on Mt. Wu-t’ai. Would you like to get to
know Mafijushri? You here in front of my eyes, carrying out your activities, from
first to last never changing, wherever you go never doubting—this is the living
Manjushri!

“Your mind that each moment shines with the light of nondiscrimination—
wherever it may be, this is the true Samantabhadra. Your mind that each moment
is capable of freeing itself from its shackles, everywhere emancipated—this is the

1. From a poem attributed to the eighth-century Ch’an master Ming-tsan, or Lan-tsan, of Mt. Nan-
yieh.

2. The five crimes are usually given as (1) killing one’s father, (2) killing one’s mother, (3) killing an
arbat, (4) doing injury to a buddha, and (5) causing dissension in the Monastic Order. Any one of
these condemns the doer to suffer in the Avichi hell, the hell of incessant suffering.

3. Ch’u-chia, to leave the family or the household life, is the common term in Chinese for becoming
a monk or nun.
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method of meditating on Kuan-yin.* These three act as host and companion to
one another, all three appearing at the same time when they appear, one in three,
three in one.s Only when you have understood all this will you be ready to read the
scriptural teachings.”

Someone asked, “What was Bodhidharma’s purpose in coming from the west?”¢

The Master said, “If he had had a purpose, he wouldn’t have been able to
save even himself!”

The questioner said, “If he had no purpose, then how did the Second Ances-
tor manage to get the Dharma?”

The Master said, “Getting means not getting.”

“If it means not getting,” said the questioner, “then what do you mean by
‘not getting’?”

The Master said, “You can’t seem to stop your mind from racing around ev-
erywhere seeking something. That’s why the Ancestor said, ‘Hopeless fellows—
using their heads to look for their heads!”” You must right now turn your light
around and shine it on yourselves, not go seeking somewhere else. Then you will
understand that in body and mind you are no different from the Ancestors and
buddhas, and that there is nothing to do. Do that and you may speak of ‘getting
the Dharma.’

“Fellow believers, at this time, having found it impossible to refuse, I have
been addressing you, putting forth a lot of trashy talk. But make no mistake! In
my view, there are in fact no great number of principles to be grasped. If you
want to use the thing, then use it. If you don’t want to use it, then let it be.

“People here and there talk about the six rules and the ten thousand prac-
tices, supposing that these constitute the Dharma of the buddhas.® But I say
that these are just adornments of the sect, the trappings of Buddhism. They are
not the Dharma of the buddhas. You may observe the fasts and observe the pre-
cepts, or carry a dish of oil without spilling it, but if your Dharma-eye is not
wide open, then all you’re doing is running up a big debt.® One day you’ll have
to pay for all the food wasted on you! . . .

4. The method of calling on the saving power of the Bodhisattva Avalokiteshvara, or Kuan-yin, de-
scribed in chapter 2§ of the Lotus Sutra.

5. The three bodhisattvas represent wisdom (Manjushri), religious practice (Samantabhadra), and
compassion (Kuan-yin). At different times one or the other takes the leading role, with the other two
acting as attendants.

6. A standard inquiry in Ch’an practice, similar to the question “What is the basic meaning of Bud-
dhism?”

7. The identity of the Ancestor and source of the quotation are unknown.

8. The ten thousand practices are various kinds of devotional acts.

9. Monks were expected to fast from noon until morning of the following day. The practice of filling
a dish with oil and carrying it on the head for a given distance without spilling any is . . . an exercise
for cultivating concentration of mind.
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“As for those who go off to live all alone on a solitary peak, eating only one
meal a day at the hour of dawn, sitting in meditation for long periods without ly-
ing down, performing circumambulations six times a day—such persons are all
just creating karma.’® Then there are those who cast away their head and eyes,
marrow and brains, their domains and cities, wives and children, elephants,
horses, the seven precious things, throwing them all away.’* People who think in
that way are all inflicting pain on their body and mind, and in consequence will
invite some kind of painful retribution. Better to do nothing, to be simple, di-
rect, with nothing mixed in.

“Followers of the Way, don’t take the Buddha to be some sort of ultimate goal.
In my view he’s more like the hole in a privy. Bodhisattvas and arbats are all so
many cangues and chains, things for fettering people. . . .

“Followers of the Way, there is no Buddha to be gained, and the Three Vehi-
cles, the five natures, the teaching of the perfect and immediate enlightenment
are all simply medicines to cure diseases of the moment.** None have any true re-
ality. Even if they had, they would still all be mere shams, placards proclaiming
superficial matters, so many words lined up, pronouncements of such kind.

“Followers of the Way, even if you can understand a hundred sutras and trea-
tises, you're not as good as one plain monk who does nothing. As soon as you ac-
quire a little of such understanding, you start treating others with scorn and
contempt, vying and struggling with them like so many asuras,s blinded by the
ignorance of self and others, forever creating karma that will send you to hell.
You’re like the monk Good Star who understood all the twelve divisions of the
teachings but fell into hell alive, the earth unwilling to tolerate him.™ Better to
do nothing, to leave off all that.

When you get hungry, eat your rice;
when you get sleepy, close your eyes.

10. Circumambulating a statue of the Buddha and paying obedience to it at six fixed times, three in
the daytime and three in the night.

11. As the ruler did who is described in chapter 12 of the Lotus Sutra. The seven precious things in
the Lotus Sutra are gold, silver, lapis lazuli, seashell, agate, pearl, and carnelian.

12. The Three Vehicles [are the three main streams of Buddhism]. The five natures, a doctrine
of the Fa-hsiang school, divides human beings into five groups according to their inborn
capacity for enlightenment. The teaching of the perfect and immediate enlightenment is the One
Vehicle doctrine of Mahayana Buddhism, especially as expounded in the T’ien-t'ai and Hua-yen
schools.

13. [The asuras are fighting titans, one of the six forms of being in classical Buddhism, here (as cus-
tomary in Ch’an) interpreted as representing human experience.—Eds.]

14. Good Star, or Sunakshatra, was a disciple of the Buddha who was proficient at reciting the scrip-
tures but could not understand their true meaning. As a result of his mistaken views he fell into hell
while still alive. (See Chapter 33 of the Nirvana Satra.)
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Fools may laugh at me,
but wise men will know what I mean.’s

“Followers of the Way, don’t search for anything in written words. The exer-
tions of your mind will tire it out, you’ll gulp cold air and gain nothing.* Better
to realize that at every moment all is conditioned and without true birth, to go
beyond the bodhisattvas of the Three Vehicle provisional doctrines.

“Fellow believers, don’t dawdle your days away! In the past, before I had
come to see things right, there was nothing but blackness all around me. But I
knew that I shouldn’t let the time slip by in vain, and so, belly all afire, mind in a
rush, I raced all over in search of the Way. Later I was able to get help from oth-
ers, so that finally I could do as I'm doing today, talking with you followers of the
Way. As followers of the Way, let me urge you not to do what you are doing just
for the sake of clothing and food. See how quickly the world goes by! A good
friend and teacher is hard to find, as rarely met with as the udumbara flower."”?

“You’ve heard here and there that there’s this old fellow Lin-chi, and so you
come here intending to confront him in debate and push him to the point where
he can’t answer. But when I come at students like that with my whole body, their
eyes are wide open enough but their mouths can’t utter a word. Dumbfounded,
they have no idea how to answer me. Then I say to them, “The trampling of a bull
elephant is more than a donkey can stand!”'®

“You go all around pointing to your chest, puffing out your sides, saying, ‘I
understand Ch’an! I understand the Way!” But when two or three of you turn up
here, you’re completely helpless. For shame! With that body and mind of yours
you go around everywhere flapping your two lips, hoodwinking the village peo-
ple, but the day will come when you’ll taste the iron cudgels of hell! You’re not
men who have left the household—you belong, all of you, in the realm of the
asuras!

“Followers of the Way, if you wish to be always in accord with the Dharma,
never give way to doubt. ‘Spread it out and it fills the whole Dharma-realm,
gather it up and it’s tinier than a thread of hair.”* Its lone brightness gleaming
forth, it has never lacked anything. ‘The eye doesn’t see it, the ear doesn’t hear
it.>> What shall we call this thing? A man of old said, ‘Say something about a

15. From the poem by Ming-tsan, or Lan-tsan, of Mt. Nan-yiieh.

16. It has been suggested that the person “gulps cold air” because he is reading aloud, though the
meaning is uncertain.

17. The udumbara, an imaginary plant often mentioned in Buddhist writings, blooms only once in
three thousand years.

18. Lin-chi is quoting from the end of chapter 6 of the Vimzalakirti Satra.

19. From the Chiieh-kuan lun by Niu-t'ou Fa-jung (594-657).

20. From the I-po-ko ot “Song of One Alms Bowl” by the Ch’an master Pei-tu.
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thing and already you’re off the mark.”>* You'll just have to see it for yourselves.
What other way is there? But there’s no end to this talk. Each of you, do your
best! Thank you for your trouble.”

The Master said to a nun, “Well come, or ill come?”2:
The nun gave a shout.
The Master picked up his stick and said, “Speak then, speak
The nun shouted once more.

The Master struck her.

1”

The Master said to Hsing-shan, “How about that white ox on the bare
ground?”#

Hsing-shan said, “Moo, moo!”

The Master said, “Lost your voice?”

Hsing-shan said, “How about you, Reverend?”

The Master said, “This beast!”

One day Constant Attendant Wang called on the Master and together they went
to look at the monks’ hall.

Constant Attendant Wang said, “This hallful of monks—do they read sutras
perhaps?”

The Master said, “No, they don’t read sutras.”

“Do they perhaps learn how to meditate?” asked the Constant Attendant.

“No, they don’t learn how to meditate,” said the Master.

The Constant Attendant said, “If they don’t read sutras and they don’t learn
how to meditate, what in fact do they do?”

The Master said, “We’re training all of them to become buddhas and Ances-
tors.”

The Constant Attendant said, “Gold dust may be precious, but if it gets in
the eye it can blind.?¢ What about it?”

The Master said, “And I always thought you were just an ordinary fellow!”

21. The words of Nan-yiieh Huai-jang (677-744).

22. In early Buddhism, novices entering a monastery were greeted with the words, “Well come,
monk!” Lin-chi is playing on the conventional phrase.

23. Hsing-shan is Chien-hung of Hsing-shan in Cho-chou, a Dharma heir of Yiin-yen T’an-sheng
(780-841). Lin-chi is referring to the parable in chapter 3 of the Lotus Sutra, in which a rich man, in
order to lure his unwary children out of the burning house where they are playing, offers them a
beautiful carriage drawn by a white ox, promising to give it to them after they get out of the house.
The burning house represents the realm of delusion or ignorance, the carriage with the white ox is
the One Vehicle of the Buddha’s teaching as set forth in the Lotus Sutra, and the “bare ground” is the
area outside the house, the realm of enlightenment.

24. A proverb of the time. In Ch’an, of course, any talk of becoming a buddha is taboo.
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The Master went to see Feng-lin.?s On the way he met an old woman. “Off some-
where?” she asked.

“Off to Feng-lin,” the Master said.

“I think you’ll find that Feng-lin isn’t in right now,” the old woman said.

“Off somewhere?” said the Master.

The old woman walked away.

The Master called after her. She turned her head, whereupon the Master
walked away.

LIN-CHI’S “FOUR PROCEDURES”

The Master gave an evening lecture, instructing the group as follows: “At times
one takes away the person but does not take away the environment. At times one
takes away the environment but does not take away the person. At times one
takes away both the person and the environment. At times one takes away nei-
ther the person nor the environment.”*¢

At that time a monk asked, “What does it mean to take away the person but
not take away the environment?” .

The Master said, “Warm sun shines forth, spreading the earth with brocade.
The little child’s hair hangs down, white as silk thread.”

The monk asked, “What does it mean to take away the environment but not
take away the person?”

The Master said, “The king’s commands have spread throughout the realm.
Generals beyond the border no longer taste the smoke and dust of battle.”

The monk asked. “What does it mean to take away both the person and the
environment?”

The Master said, “All word cut off from Ping and Fen—they stand alone, a
region apart.”?”

The monk said, “What does it mean to take away neither the person nor the
environment?”

The Master said, “The king ascends his jeweled hall; country oldsters sing
their songs.”

25. The identity of Feng-lin is not known.

26. Ching, the word translated here as “environment,” could perhaps better be rendered as “cir-
cumstances” or “surroundings” in many contexts, but [Watson] translated it as “environment”
throughout because it is such a key concept in Buddhist thought.

27. Ping and Fen are outlying regions in northern China. In Lin-chi’s time, local military governors
often defied the central government and established their areas as virtually independent states.
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Lin—chi’s life coincided almost exactly with that of Tung-shan Liang-chieh
principal source of the Ch’an house known as Ts’ao-tung (J., S6t6). Over the
next several centuries, the Lin-chi and Ts’ao-tung houses solidified into sects
clearly distinguishable by their diverging approaches to practice and, later, by
their institutional structures. A rivalry developed between them, especially in
Japan, but it seems to have no basis in the lives, words, or methods of their
founders. Tung-shan and Lin-chi literally walked the same paths as they took
part in the great Dharma free-for-all of the late T’ang period. Their back-
grounds, natures, and teaching styles differed, yet they shared a genius for ex-
pressing the Way in direct, impromptu exchanges, and both felt a call to
synthesize from the ever-growing store of Ch’an teachings and metaphors a few
succinct and subtle formulations that future generations came to revere. These
include Lin-chi’s “Four Procedures” and Tung-shan’s “Five Degrees of Honor
and Virtue,” the final text of this chapter.

Having grown up in far eastern China, Tung-shan journeyed not south but west
to reach the flourishing nexus of Ch’an established by Shih-t'ou and Ma-tsu. He
visited both Nan-ch’ian and Kuei-shan before settling down to study in earnest
with Yiin-yen T’an-sheng (780?-841). A Dharma grandson of Shih-t’ou, Yiin-yen
(J., Ungan) lived in a stone chamber on the mountain that gave him his name. The
phrase in Tung-shan’s record describing the master’s domicile (translated in our se-
lection as “linked caves”) indicates a series of interconnected hermit cells hewn in
acliff face; such cells remain not merely in evidence but in active use in China today.
The colony of hermits dwelling there constituted Yiin-yen’s assembly.

This was the right place for Tung-shan to pose the burning question that mo-
tivated his search: how can inanimate things teach the Dharma? In one form or
another, such questions were in the air. “Does a dog have Buddha-nature?” one of
his contemporaries asked Chao-chou, drawing the famous “No” (Ch., wu, J., 7u)
that would, within a couple of centuries, come into play as a koan. Tung-shan’s
record quotes both Kuei-shan and Yiin-yen answering his question in the affir-
mative and citing Mahayana sutras in support of their position. But the idea that
inanimate things teach the Dharma was a new one, and both masters bent the let-
ter, and probably even the spirit, of the texts they quoted. Later Ch’an firmly re-
solved this matter in favor of inanimate things both having and expressing
Buddha-nature, a position that remains controversial even today.
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Its doctrinal weaknesses notwithstanding, Yiin-yen’s teaching on this ques-
tion evidently sufficed to open young Tung-shan’s eyes, for his record continues
with a poem expressing what he realized. The word used here is the Chinese for
gathi, but Tung-shan’s verse scarcely resembles the gathas of old. Rather, it be-
longs to a new genre of enlightenment poems that arose about this time and soon
became a fixture in Ch’an and Zen literature. Such poems were later termed tou-
chi-chieb (J., tokinoge), which translates as “gathas of mutual understanding”—
poems that reflect a true meeting of minds. The minds involved are those of the
student and the teacher but also, implicitly, of the student and all enlightened
Dharma ancestors, of mind and Mind.

Tung-shan was just thirty-four when Yiin-yen died, and he had already taken
leave to continue on pilgrimage. He is said to have practiced after Yiin-yen’s
death with Tao-wu Yiian-chih (J., Dogo Enchi), who was Yiin-yen’s brother
through ties of both blood and Dharma lineage. Tao-wu’s biography puts his
demise six years before Yiin-yen’s, however, so one chronicler or another has ob-
viously erred. In any case, Tung-shan did study further, testing and sharpening
his insight through many encounters on the road. A great second awakening oc-
curred one day when he glimpsed his own reflection as he crossed a river, and
again he marked the experience with a gatha, this one manifesting his delight at
seeing Yin-yen truly eye to eye, everywhere he looked.

Tung-shan’s record contains a number of other poems as well, both long and
short, doctrinal and occasional. His doctrinal poems hark back to those of his
Dharma ancestor Shih-t'ou, while the occasional verses anticipate the flowering
of Ch’an poetry yet to come. His legacy also included twenty-six successors, of
whom Ts’ao-shan Pen-chi (Chapter 20) came to be considered co-founder of the
Ts’ao-tung house. The only enduring Ts’ao-tung lineage, however, flowed from
Yiin-cht Tao-ying (J., Ungo Déy6), who figures more conspicuously in Tung-
shan’s record than any other successor and developed the widest reputation as a
teacher. Tung-shan himself, again like Lin-chi, seems to have risen in promi-
nence after his death, but he was known well enough in his own day to attract
correspondence from Po Chii-i and receive the usual imperial honors marking
his career. &

FROM THE RECORD OF TUNG-SHAN

The Master, whose personal name was Liang-chieh, was a member of the Yii
family of Kuei-chi. Once, as a child, when reading the Heart Sutra with his tutor,
he came to the line, “There is no eye, no ear, no nose, no tongue, no body, no
mind.” He immediately felt his face with his hand, then said to his tutor, “I have
eyes, ears, a nose, a tongue, and so on; why does the sutra say they don’t exist?”

1. The Heart Sutra, an abbreviated Perfection of Wisdom text, is a body of thought central to much
of the Mahayina tradition. It teaches, in part, the ultimate emptiness of all things, including the
Dharmas of the earlier Buddhist teachings.
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This took the tutor by surprise, and, recognizing Tung-shan’s uniqueness, he
said, “I am not capable of being your teacher.”
From there the Master went to Wu-hsieh Mountain, where, after making

obeisance to Ch’an Master Mo, he took the robe and shaved his head.? When he
was twenty-one he went to Sung Mountain? and took the Complete Precepts.

[After visiting Nan-ch’ian,] the Master made a visit to Kuei-shan and said to
him, “I have recently heard that the National Teacher Chung of Nan-yang*
maintains the doctrine that nonsentient beings expound the Dharma.s I have not
yet comprehended the subtleties of this teaching.”

Kuei-shan said, “Can you, Acarya, remember the details of what you
heard?”

“Yes, I can,” said the Master.

“Then why don’t you try to repeat it for me?” said Kuei-shan.

The Master began, “A monk asked Hui-chung, “What sort of thing is the
mind of the ancient buddhas?”¢

“The National Teacher replied, ‘It’s wall and tile rubble.” ”7

“ “Wall and tile rubble! Isn’t that something nonsentient?’ asked the monk.

“ ‘It is,” replied the National Teacher.

“The monk said, ‘And yet it can expound the Dharma?’

“ ‘It is constantly expounding it, radiantly expounding it, expounding it
without ceasing,’ replied the National Teacher.

2. Wu-hsieh Mountain is located in Chu-chi hsien, Chekiang. Ch’an Master Mo (747-818), a mem-
ber of the second generation of Ma-tsu’s line, made this his center, becoming known as Ling-mo of
Wou-hsieh.

3. Sung Mountain, which is in northern Teng-feng hsien, Honan, is the central peak of China’s “Five
Peaks” and the location of the Shaolin Temple with its ordination platform.

4. Chung of Nan-yang is Hui-chung (d. 775), a disciple of Hui-neng. According to his biography, un-
til he was sixteen, he never spoke, nor did he leave the immediate vicinity of his house. However, when
he saw a Ch’an monk passing his house one day, he began speaking and requested ordination. As a re-
sult, the monk directed him to Hui-neng. He is said to have lived forty years on Po-yai Mountain in
Nan-yang, modern Honan, without leaving. However, by 761 his fame had spread, and he was sum-
moned to the capital, where he received the title “National Teacher” (kuo-shib).

5. The question of whether nonsentient beings possess Buddha-nature and thus, by extension, are ca-
pable of expressing Dharma—a major controversy in early T’ang China—grew out of differing inter-
pretations of the Nirvina Satra, particularly the line, “All beings, without exception, possess
Buddha-nature.” Hui-chung was a prominent spokesman for the belief that nonsentient beings are in-
cluded under “all beings.” On one occasion he cited the Avatamsaka Satra, “The Buddha'’s body com-
pletely fills the Dharma-realm and is manifest to all beings.” Often cited in opposition to this is the
following passage from the Nirvina Satra: “Such nonsentient things as walls, tile, and stones lack Bud-
dha-nature. All else can be said to have Buddha-nature.” Hui-chung could not have been unaware of
this passage when he used wall and tile rubble as examples of the mind of the ancient Buddhas.

6. “Ancient buddha” is a term commonly used in Ch'’an literature to refer to distinguished former
masters.

7. Chuang-tzu, when asked whether the Tao was found among the lowly, replied that the Tao “exists
in the crickets, . . . in the grasses, . . . in tiles and bricks, . . . and in shit and piss.”
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“The monk asked, ‘Then why haven’t I heard it?’

“The National Teacher said, ‘You yourself haven’t heard it, but this can’t
hinder those who are able to hear it.’

“ “What sort of person acquires such hearing?’ asked the monk.

“ “All the sages have acquired such hearing,” replied the National Teacher.

“The monk asked, ‘Can you hear it, Ho-shang?’

“‘No, I can’t,’ replied the National Teacher.

“The monk said, ‘If you haven’t heard it, how do you know that nonsentient
beings expound the Dharma?’

“The National Teacher said, ‘Fortunately, I haven’t heard it. If T had, I would
be the same as the sages, and you, therefore, would not hear the Dharma that I
teach.’

“ ‘In that case, ordinary people would have no part in it,” said the monk.

“ ‘I teach for ordinary people, not sages,” replied the National Teacher.

“ “What happens after ordinary people hear you?’ asked the monk.

“ “Then they are no longer ordinary people,’ said the National Teacher.

“The monk asked, ‘According to which sutra does it say that nonsentient be-
ings expound the Dharma?’ '

“ ‘Clearly, you shouldn’t suggest that it’s not part of the sutras. Haven’t you
seen it in the Avatamsaka Sitra? It says, “The earth expounds Dharma, living be-
ings expound it, throughout the three times, everything expounds it.” * ¢ The
Master thus completed his narration.

Kuei-shan said, “That teaching also exists here. However, one seldom en-
counters someone capable of understanding it.”

Tung-shan said, “I still don’t understand it clearly. Would the Master please
comment?”

Kuei-shan raised his fly whisk,® saying, “Do you understand?”

“No, I don’t. Please, Ho-shang, explain,” replied Tung-shan.

Kuei-shan said, “It can never be explained to you by means of the mouth of
one born of mother and father.”

Tung-shan asked, “Does the Master have any contemporaries in the Way
who might clarify this problem for me?”

“From here, go to Yu-hsien of Li-ling where you will find some linked caves.*

8. Avatamsaka Satra. The “three times” are past, present, and future, i.e., always.

9. The fly whisk usually consisted of the tail hair of some animal attached to a handle. According to
tradition, the Buddha had approved of its use by the monks as a means of brushing off bothersome
insects without killing them. However, because there was a tendency to use rare and expensive ma-
terials to construct the whisk, the Buddha stipulated that only certain ordinary materials be used:
felt, hemp, finely torn cloth, tattered items, or tree twigs. Paintings of Buddhist monks indicate that
in China this stipulation was ignored. In Ch’an it was a symbol of authority, generally held, when
teaching, as an indication that the teaching was the correct Dharma.

10. Yu-hsien of Li-ling is in the northwest part of Ch’ang-sha in modern Hunan.
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Living in those caves is a man of the Way, Yiin-yen."* If you are able to ‘push aside
the grass and gaze into the wind, " then you will find him worthy of your respect,”
said Kuei-shan.

“Just what sort of man is he?” asked Tung-shan.

Kuei-shan replied, “Once he said to this old monk," “What should I do if I
wish to follow the Master?’

“This old monk replied, ‘You must immediately cut off your defilements.’

“He said, ‘Then will I come up to the Master’s expectation?’

“This old monk replied, “You will get absolutely no answer as long as I am

> »

here.

Tung-shan accordingly took leave of Kuei-shan and proceeded directly to Yiin-
yen’s. Making reference to his previous encounter with Kuei-shan, he immedi-
ately asked what sort of person was able to hear the Dharma expounded by
nonsentient beings.

Yun-yen said, “Nonsentient beings are able to hear it.”

“Can you hear it, Ho-shang?” asked Tung-shan.

Yiin-yen replied, “If I could hear it, then you would not be able to hear the
Dharma that I teach.”

“Why can’t I hear it?” asked Tung-shan.

Yiin-yen raised his fly whisk and said, “Can you hear it yet?”

Tung-shan replied, “No, I can’t.”

Yiin-yen said, “You can’t even hear it when I expound the Dharma; how do
you expect to hear when a nonsentient being expounds the Dharma?”

Tung-shan asked, “In which sutra is it taught that nonsentient beings ex-
pound the Dharma?”

Yiin-yen replied, “Haven’t you seen it? In the Amitibha Sitra it says, ‘Water
birds, tree groves, all without exception recite the Buddha’s name, recite the
Dharma.’” 714

Reflecting on this, Tung-shan composed the following gatha:

How amazing, how amazing!
Hard to comprehend that nonsentient beings expound the Dharma.

11. T’an-sheng of Yiin-yen (780-841), although in the third generation of the Shih-to’u line, began
his career as a monk together with Kuei-shan under Pai-ch’ang in the Ma-tsu line. He remained with
Pai-ch’ang for more than twenty years before going to Yao-shan, a disciple of Shih-t'ou. Yiin-yen
Mountain is in T’an-chou, modern Ch’ang-sha, Hunan.

12. “To push aside the grass and gaze into the wind” is a play on a line from the Confucian Analects
suggesting the ability to distinguish the superior man from ordinary people. “The superior man’s de-
portment is like the wind; ordinary people’sis like grass. When the wind blows over it, the grass bends.”
13. “This old monk” is a self-deprecating term often used by monks to refer to themselves.

14. The sentence quoted from the Amzitibha Sitra is part of Shakyamuni’s description of the Pure
Land of Ultimate Bliss, the Western Paradise. Thus, since Yiin-yen could not have been unaware of
this fact, it must be assumed that he has tacitly equated this world with the Pure Land.
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It simply cannot be heard with the ear,
But when sound is heard with the eye, then it is understood.

Tung-shan said to Yiin-yen, “T have some habits that are not yet eradicated.”

Yiin-yen said, “What have you been doing?”

Tung-shan replied, “I have not concerned myself with the Four Noble
Truths.”

Yiin-yen said, “Are you joyful yet?”'s

Tung-shan said, “It would be untrue to say that I am not joyful. It is as
though I have grasped a bright pearl in a pile of shit.”

Tung-shan asked Yiin-yen, “When I wish to meet you, what shall I do?”
“Make an inquiry with the chamberlain,” replied Yin-yen.'
Tung-shan said, “I am inquiring right now.”

“What does he say to you?” asked Yuin-yen.

Just before leaving, Tung-shan asked, “If, after many years, someone should ask if T
am able to portray the Master’s likeness, how should I respond?”*7
After remaining quiet for a while, Yiin-yen said, “Just this person.”
Tung-shan was lost in thought. Yiin-yen said, “Chieh Acharya, having as-
sumed the burden of this Great Matter,” you must be very cautious.”
Tung-shan remained dubious about what Yiin-yen had said. Later, as he was
crossing a river, he saw his reflected image and experienced a great awakening to
the meaning of the previous exchange. He composed the following gatha:

Earnestly avoid seeking without,
Lest it recede far from you.
Today I am walking alone,

Yet everywhere I meet him.

He is now no other than myself,
But I am not now him.

15. The Chinese term for “joyful” translates the Sanskrit, pramudits, the name of the first of ten lev-
els (bbumi) attained by a bodhisattva in his ripening to perfect enlightenment. Though he attains
sainthood at this level, certain defilements remain.

16. “Chamberlain” was a title used during various dynasties, including the T’ang, for the court offi-
cial who waited on the emperor and served as an intermediary between him and the court nobility.
17. Traditionally, a disciple was allowed to draw his master’s portrait only when the master ac-
knowledged that the disciple had received the transmission of his Dharma.

18. “Just this person” is a variant of “just this man of Han.” According to medieval Chinese legal
custom this is the phrase by which a criminal formally confessed his guilt in court. Comparison with
other occurrences of the phrase in Ch’an works suggests that it expresses a thoroughgoing assump-
tion of responsibility for one’s being.

19. “Having assumed the burden” was another expression used when a criminal acknowledged his
crime and personally accepted responsibility for it.
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It must be understood in this way
In order to merge with Suchness.

Yiin-yen, addressing the assembly, said, “A son exists in a certain household
who always answers whatever is asked.”

The Master came forward and asked, “How big a library does he have in his
room?”

Yiin-yen said, “Not a single word.”

The Master said, “Then how does he know so much?”

“Day or night, he never sleeps,” replied Yun-yen.

“Is it all right to ask him a question?” asked the Master.

“He could answer, but he won’t,” said Yiin-yen.

When the Master first set out on a pilgrimage, he met an old woman carrying wa-
ter. The Master asked for some water to drink.

The old woman said, “I will not stop you from drinking, but I have a ques-
tion I must ask first. Tell me, how dirty is the water?”

“The water is not dirty at all,” said the Master.

“Go away and don’t contaminate my water buckets,” replied the old woman.

Once, while the Master was on pilgrimage with Shen-shan, they saw a white rab-
bit suddenly cross in front of them. Shen-shan remarked, “How elegant!”
“In what way?” asked the Master.
“It is just like a white-robed commoner paying respects to a high minister.”
“At your venerable age, how can you say such a thing!” said the Master.
“What about you?” asked Shen-shan.
“After generations of serving as a high official, to temporarily fall into re-
duced circumstances,” replied the Master.

When Shen-shan had picked up a needle to mend clothes, the Master asked,
“What are you doing?”

“Mending,” answered Shen-shan.

“In what way do you mend?” asked the Master.

“One stitch is like the next,” said Shen-shan.

“We’ve been traveling together for twenty years, and you can still say such a
thing! How can there be such craftiness?” said the Master.

“How then does the venerable monk mend?” asked Shen-shan.

“Just as though the entire earth were spewing flame,” replied the Master.

The Master asked Yiin-chi, “Where have you been?”
“I've been walking the mountains,” replied Yun-chi.
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“Which mountain was suitable for residing on?” asked the Master.

“None was suitable for residing on,” said Yun-chi.

“In that case, have you been on all the country’s mountains?” said the
Master.

“No, that isn’t so,” said Yiin-chii.

“Then you must have found an entry-path,” said the Master.

“No, there is no path,” replied Yun-chi.

“If there is no path, I wonder how you have come to lay eyes on this old
monk,” said the Master.

“If there were a path, then a mountain would stand between us, Ho-shang,”
said Yiin-chii.

The Master said, “Henceforth, not by a thousand, not even by ten thousand
people will Yiin-chii be held fast.”

A monk said, “The Master normally tells us to follow the bird path. I wonder
what the bird path is?”>

“One does not encounter a single person,” replied the Master.

“How does one follow such a path?” asked the monk.

“One should go without hemp sandals on one’s feet,” replied the Master.

“If one follows the bird path, isn’t that seeing one’s original face?”*' said the
monk.

“Why do you turn things upside down so?” asked the Master.

“But where have I turned things upside down?” asked the monk.

“If you haven’t turned things upside down, then why do you regard the slave
as master?” said the Master.

“What is one’s original face?” asked the monk.

“Not to follow the bird path,” responded the Master.

One time when the Master was washing his bowls, he saw two birds contending
over a frog. A monk who also saw this asked, “Why does it come to that?”
The Master replied, “It’s only for your benefit, Acharya.”

The Master asked a monk, “What is the most tormenting thing in this world?”
“Hell is the most tormenting thing,” answered the monk.
“Not so. When that which is draped in these robe threads is unaware of the
Great Matter, that I call the most tormenting thing,” said the Master.

20. “The bird path,” an image encountered throughout Buddhist literature, is used to describe the
path of an enlightened being.

21. The image of one’s original face appears in the Hszing-yu section of the Platform Sutra of the Sixth
Ancestor.
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The Master went up to the hall and said, “When looking upon, what is it?
When serving, what is it? When accomplishing, what is it? When accomplish-
ing mutually, what is it? When there is the accomplishment of accomplishment,
what is it?”

A monk asked, “What is ‘looking upon’?”

“When eating, what is it?” replied the Master.

“What is ‘serving’?” asked the monk.

“When ignoring, what is it?” replied the Master.

“What is ‘accomplishing’?” asked the monk.

“When throwing down a mattock, what is it?” replied the Master.

“What is ‘accomplishing mutually’?” asked the monk.

“Not attaining things,” replied the Master.

“What is the ‘accomplishment of accomplishment’?” asked the monk.

“Nothing shared,” replied the Master.

The Master offered the following gatha:*

The sage kings from the beginning made Yao the norm;

He governed the people by means of rites and kept his dragon-waist bent.

When once he passed from one end of the market to the other,

He found that everywhere culture flourished and the august dynasty was
celebrated.

For whom do you wash your face and apply makeup?

The sound of the cuckoo’s call urges one home;

Countless multitudes of flowers have fallen, yet the cuckoo’s call is not stilled;
Going farther into the jumbled peaks, in deep places its call continues.

The blooming of a flower on a sear old tree, a spring outside of kalpas;
Riding backwards on a jade elephant, chasing the b’z /in. >

Now hidden far beyond the innumerable peaks,

The moon is white, the breeze cool at the approach of sunrise.

Ordinary beings and Buddha have no truck with each other;
Mountains are naturally high, waters naturally deep.

What the myriad distinctions and numerous differences show is that
Where the chukar cries, many flowers are blooming.

22. [This passage has come to be known as Tung-shan’s “Five Degrees of Honor and Virtue.”—
Eds.]

23. The ch’s lin is a mythological beast, with the characteristics of a dragon, a deer, and the Greek
Pegasus. It is traditionally regarded as the mount of sylphs.
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Can’t stand head sprouting horns anymore;**

When the mind rouses to seek the Buddha, it’s time for compunction.

In the unimpeded vista of the Ka/pa of Emptiness, when no one is perceived,
Why go south in search of the fifty-three??s

24. Nan-ch’iian asks Tao-wu, “What can you say about that place that knowledge does not reach?”
Tao-wu replied, “One should absolutely avoid talking about that.” Nan-ch’tian said, “Truly, as soon
as one explains, horns sprout on one’s head, and one becomes a beast.”

25. The “fifty-three” is a reference to Sudhana’s fifty-three teachers in the Gandavyiha section of the
Avatamsaka Satra.
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Hstieh-feng

h’an historians rank Hsiieh-feng I-ts’un along with Tung-shan’s successor

Yiin-chii as the two most eminent teachers of their generation. What makes
this remarkable in Hsiieh-feng’s case is his epic struggle to gain the Way, two de-
cades of traipsing about the Ch’an mountains in a determined quest for cer-
tainty. The Transmission of the Lamp preserves dozens of unflattering reports
about these efforts, noting his nine fruitless trips to see Tung-shan and three so-
journs with the master T’ou-tzu Ta-t'ung, during which he was four times
branded a “black lacquer bucket”—shorthand for dimwit. Hsiieh-feng stands
out in Ch’an history as a plodding student who became a teacher of great effec-
tiveness and importance, and that undoubtedly explains the chronicles’ close at-
tention to his misfortunes. Failure is the Way, his life has reminded later
students, or as one Ch’an proverb says, “A superior vessel takes a long time to
complete.”

Hsiieh-feng (J., Seppo) lived for some years at Te-shan’s monastery and won
himself a place among the stars of Ch’an chefdom by serving in the position of
head cook there, as he also had at Tung-shan’s. Though Ch’an genealogies list
him as one of Te-shan’s successors, the last word was still eluding him when the
Master of Thirty Blows died in 865. His turning point, according to The Blue
Cliff Record, came during a pilgrimage with a fellow monk, the brilliant Yen-t'ou
Ch’uan-huo (828-887), when the two got snowed in on Tortoise Mountain. Yen-
t'ou (J., Gantd), also regarded as an heir of Te-shan, used the opportunity to
catch up on his rest, while Hsiieh-feng sat meditating hour after hour. When
Yen-t'ou chastised him for imitating a clay statute and urged him to get some
sleep, Hstich-feng gestured to his chest and confessed that his heart was not at
peace.

This moment of candor led Yen-t’ou to propose that he review his elder col-
league’s prior Ch’an experience for him. Hstieh-feng then laid out the glimmers
of insight he had gotten as a novice studying with one of Ma-tsu’s heirs, upon
reading Tung-shan’s poem about crossing the river, when Te-shan hit him with
his stick. . . . Finally Yen-t'ou burst out, “Haven’t you heard that what enters
through the gate is not the family treasure? Let it flow forth from your breast,
covering heaven and earth!” Suddenly Hsiieh-feng came to and rejoiced, saying
over and over, “Today Tortoise Mountain has finally gained the Way! Today Tor-
toise Mountain finally has gained the Way!”
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Even so, Hsiieh-feng persisted in steadfastness, retiring to a hermitage in his
native eastern China, far from the centers of Ch’an ferment and national life:

Human life so hectic and hurried is but a brief instant;
How can one dwell for long in the fleeting world?

As I reached thirty-two I emerged from the mountains;
Already well pasty forty, now I return to Min.

No use bringing up others’ faults again and again;

One’s own mistakes must be continually cleared away.

I humbly report to the purple-clad nobles at court:

The King of Death feels no awe for golden badges of rank.

Min, on the coast opposite Taiwan, was not exactly the boondocks, however. Sea
trade had made it prosperous, and Hsiieh-feng eventually forged close ties with
its ruler, who took an interest in Buddhism and gave him a great deal of support.
The master settled on Hsiang-ku-shan, in an area that was often snow-capped
and thus called Hsiieh-feng, Snowy Peak; he was mainly known by that name
but was also dubbed Old Elephant Bones, from the name of the mountain itself.

As the T’ang dynasty entered its death throes, China underwent a period of in-
stability that led many to seek cover. Yen-t'ou hid out as a ferryman, it is said, and
finally was murdered by a bandit gang as he sat calmly meditating in an otherwise
deserted monastery. Order prevailed in Hstieh-feng’s part of the world, however,
and monks drifted there from all over, forming a diverse community of, by many
reports, fifteen hundred people. Under Hsiieh-feng’s leadership life was spartan,
practice arduous, and teaching strict. Knowing the virtues of a clear phrase and a
stinging insult, he let the assembly have it right between the eyes: “When I pick it
up, this great earth is the size of a grain of millet. I cast it down before you. You lac-
quer buckets don’t understand! Sound the drum! Call everyone to look!”

Like his old boss, Te-shan, he wielded his stick vigorously, frequently dealing
students a blow even when they made good responses, as if to say, “But don’t
stop there!” His record also shows him making Dharma points in gentler fash-
ion, often using his horsehair whisk—an implement originally designed for chas-
ing flies but adopted by Ch’an masters as an instructional tool. Probably as a
result of his own hard experience, he guided struggling practitioners with great
proficiency. He told the faltering Ch’ang-ch’ing Hui-leng, later among his
Dharma heirs, “I'll give you medicine that would revive a dead horse. Can you
swallow it?” Ch’ang-ch’ing (J., Chokei) said he would do whatever Hsiieh-feng
recommended. “Then don’t bother coming to me many times a day,” the teacher
said. “Just make yourself like a burnt stump on the mountainside. If you put
your body and mind at rest for ten years or maybe seven or even just three, you’ll
surely discover something.”

Hsuieh-feng’s abilities brought him a purple robe from the court and great
renown among Ch’an people, who now said “Chao-chou in the North, Hsiieh-
feng in the South,” as before they had touted Shih-t'ou and Ma-tsu’s precincts
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West of the River and South of the Lake. Far more important, Old Elephant
Bones raised a herd of fifty-six talented successors. Besides Ch’ang-ch’ing, they
included Hstian-sha Shih-pei, whose descendants originated the Fa-yen school
(Chapter 22), and Yin-men Wen-yen (Chapter 21), who founded the house that
bore his name. Not bad for a black lacquer bucket. &3

FROM THE RECORD OF TUNG-SHAN

Hsiieh-feng went to pay his respects to [Tung-shan].

The Master said, “When you enter the door, you must say something. It
won’t do to say that you have already entered.”

“I have no mouth,” said Hsiieh-feng.

“Although you may have no mouth, you should still give me back my eyes,”
said the Master.

Hsiieh-feng said nothing.

Once, when Hsiieh-feng was carrying a bundle of firewood, he arrived in front
of the Master and threw the bundle down.

“How heavy is it?” asked the Master.

“There is no one on earth who could lift it,” replied Hsiieh-feng.

“Then how did it get here?” asked the Master.

Hsiieh-feng said nothing.

Hstieh-feng was serving as the rice cook.” Once, while he was culling pebbles
from the rice, the Master asked, “Do you cull out the pebbles and set the rice
aside, or do you cull out the rice and set the pebbles aside?”

“I set aside the rice and pebbles at one and the same time,” replied Hstieh-
feng.

“What will the monks eat?” asked the Master.

Hsiieh-feng immediately turned over the rice bucket.

The Master said, “Given your basic affinities, you will be most compatible
with Te-shan.”

FROM THE IRON FLUTE

Hstieh-feng asked Te-shan, “Can I also share the ultimate teaching the old An-
cestors attained?”
Te-shan hit him with a stick, saying, “What are you talking about?”

1. According to the monastic regulations attributed to Pai-chang . . ., the Rice Cook is one of the
ten kitchen positions under the Chief Cook. The preparation of vegetables is delegated to another
cook, and so on.



128 THE ROARING STREAM

Hsiieh-feng did not realize Te-shan’s meaning, so the next day he repeated
his question.

Te-shan answered, “Zen has no words, neither does it have anything to give.”

Yen-t‘ou heard about the dialogue and said, “Te-shan has an iron backbone,
but he spoils Zen with his soft words.”

Three monks, Hsiieh-feng, Ch‘in-shan, and Yen-t’ou, met in the temple garden.
Hsiieh-feng saw a water pail and pointed to it. Ch‘in-shan said, “The water is
clear, and the moon reflects its image.”

“No, no,” said Hstieh-feng, “it is not water, it is not moon.”

Yen-t'ou turned over the pail.

A monk said to Hsiieh-feng, “I understand that a person in the stage of Shravaka
sees his Buddha-nature as he sees the moon at night, and a person in the stage of
bodhisattva sees his Buddha-nature as he sees the sun at day. Tell me how you
see your own Buddha-nature.”

For answer Hstieh-feng gave the monk three blows with his stick. The monk
went to another teacher, Yen-t'ou, and asked the same thing. Yen-t‘ou slapped
the monk three times.

A monk asked Hstieh-feng, “How can one touch sanctity?”
Hsiieh-feng answered, “A mere innocent cannot do it.”
“If he forgets himself,” the monk asked again, “can he touch sanctity?”
He may do so in so far as he is concerned,” Hstieh-feng replied.
“Then,” continued the monk, “what happens to him?”
“A bee never returns to his abandoned hive,” came the answer.

Hstieh-feng went to the forest to cut trees with his disciple, Chang-sheng. “Do
not stop until your axe cuts the very center of the tree,” warned the teacher.

“I have cut it,” the disciple replied.

“The old masters transmitted the teaching to their disciples from heart to
heart,” Hstieh-feng continued, “how about your own case?”

Chang-sheng threw his axe to the ground, saying, “Transmitted.” The
teacher took up his walking stick and struck his beloved disciple.

One day Hstieh-feng began a lecture to the monks gathered around the little
platform by rolling down a wooden ball. Hsiian-sha went after the ball, picked it
up and replaced it on the stand.

Hstian-sha sent a monk to his old teacher, Hstieh-feng, with a letter of greeting.
Hstieh-feng gathered his monks and opened the letter in their presence. The en-
velope contained nothing but three sheets of blank paper. Hsiieh-feng showed
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the paper to the monks, saying, “Do you understand?” There was no answer,
and Hsiieh-feng continued, “My prodigal son writes just what I think.”

When the messenger monk returned to Hsiian-sha, he told him what had
happened at Hslieh-feng’s monastery. “My old man is in his dotage,” said
Hstian-sha.

FROM THE TRANSMISSION OF THE LAMP

A monk began, “In ancient times there was a saying . . . "[Hstieh-feng] immedi-
ately lay down. After a while he stood up and said, “What were you asking?” As
the monk started to repeat the question the Master commented, “This fellow
wastes his life and will die in vain!”

Another monk asked, “What does it mean when the arrow is about to leave
the bow?”

Master: “When the archer is an expert he does not try to hit the target.”

Monk: “If the eyes of all the people do not aim at the target, what will happen?”

Master: “Be expert according to your talent.”

Question: “An early master said that when one meets a man who under-
stands Tao, one should reply to him neither by words nor by silence. How
should one reply?”

Master: “Go and have a cup of tea.”

The Master asked a monk where he came from. The answer was, “From the
Monastery of Spiritual Light.” The Master commented, “In the daytime we have
sunlight; in the evening we have lamplight. What is spiritual light?” The monk
made no answer. The Master answered for him: “Sunlight, lamplight.”

The Master asked a monk, “How old is this water buffalo?” He received no re-
ply and answered himself, saying, “It is seventy-seven.” A monk asked him,
“Why should you, Master, become a water buffalo?” The Master said, “What is
wrong with that?”

The Master asked a monk, “Where did you come from?”

Answer: “From Kiangsi.”

Master: “How far is Kiangsi from here?”

Answer: “Not far.”

The Master held up his fly whisk and said, “Is there any space for this?”

Answer: “If there were space enough for that, then Kiangsi would be far
away.”

The Master struck the monk.

2. The Master was seventy-seven at the time, hence the monk’s response.
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There was a monk who left the Master to visit Ling-yiin,> whom he asked, “Be-
fore Buddha was born, what was he?” Ling-yiin lifted his fly whisk. The monk
asked, “What was he after he was born?” Ling-yiin again lifted his fly whisk. The
monk, failing to understand this, returned to the Master. The Master asked him,
“You just left and now you have come back. Is this not too soon?” The monk re-
plied, “When I asked Ling-yiin about Buddhism, his answers did not satisfy me,
so I have returned here.” The Master demanded, “What did you ask?” The
monk then recounted his experience with Ling-ytin. Whereupon the Master
said, “Please put the same question to me and I will answer you.” The monk
then asked, “Before Buddha was born, what was he?” The Master lifted his fly
whisk. The monk asked, “What was he after he was born?” The Master put
down his fly whisk. The monk made a deep bow and the Master struck him.

The Master mentioned a saying of the Sixth Ancestor: “It is neither the wind
nor the banner that moves. It is your mind that moves.” He commented, “Such
a great patriarch! He has ‘a dragon’s head but a snake’s tail.’+ I will give him
twenty blows.” The monk Fu of T"ai-yiian, who was standing beside the Master,
gnashed his teeth when he heard this. The Master confessed, “ After what I said
a moment ago, | also should be given twenty blows.”

A monk pleaded, “Master! Please express what I cannot express myself.” The
Master answered, “For the Dharma’s sake I have to save you!” Thereupon he
lifted his fly whisk and flourished it before the monk. The monk departed imme-
diately.

The Master asked a monk, “Where did you come from?”

Answer: “From across the mountain range.”

The Master: “Have you met Bodhidharma?”

Answer: “Blue sky, bright sun.”

The Master: “How about yourself?”

Answer: “What more do you want?”

The Master struck him.

Later Master Hsiieh-feng saw this monk off. When he had gone several
steps, the Master called to him. As the monk turned his head to look back, the
Master said, “Do your best while you are traveling.”

A monk asked, “What do you think of the idea that picking up a hammer or
lifting up a fly whisk is not teaching Ch’an?” The Master lifted up his fly whisk.
The monk who had raised the question lowered his head and departed while
Hstieh-feng ignored him.

3. Ling-yiin Chih-ch’in.

4. A common expression, which means dwindling away to nothing after an initial display of great-
ness.
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The General of Fukien donated a silver chair to the Master. A monk asked the
Master, “You have received a fine gift from the General. What are you going to
give him in return?” The Master laid both hands upon the ground and said,
“Please strike me lightly.”

The Master stayed in Fukien for more than forty years. Every winter and every
summer no fewer than one thousand five hundred people came to learn from
him. In the third month of the second year of K’ai-p’ing [908] in the Liang dy-
nasty, the Master announced his illness. The General of Fukien sent a physician
to examine him. The Master said, “My illness is not an illness.” He declined to
take the medicine prescribed for him, but devoted himself to composing a gazha
for the transmitting of the Dharma.

On the second day of the fifth month he visited Lan-t’ien in the morning.
When he returned in the evening he bathed and, in the middle of the night, en-
tered nirvana. He was then eighty-seven, and it had been fifty-nine years since he
was ordained.
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Ts'ao-shan
(840—901)

KR
553

ystery shrouds the figure of Ts’ao-shan Pen-chi. Long ago, Ch’an people

linked his name with Tung-shan’s and recognized him as junior partner in
the founding of the Ts’ao-tung house. Scraps of evidence make plausible a close
association between him and Tung-shan, although counter-evidence calls that
into question. Only in late versions of Tung-shan’s biography does Ts’ao-shan
(J., Sézan) appear at all—and then barely, more like a name attached as an after-
thought than as a flesh-and-blood character. Even in his own record, we find just
two exchanges with his supposed teacher, one at the time he enters the monas-
tery and the other, an indefinite number of years later, as he leaves. Sometime
during this period, it says, Tung-shan secretly approved him as his successor.

Maybe so. Hui-neng’s transmission occurred secretly, at least in legendary
accounts, and at least one Sung-dynasty master guarded the details of his succes-
sion until he was about to die. Ts’ao-shan’s claim of secrecy contrasts comically,
however, with another report of the event that occurs in the biography of Su-
shan Kuang-jen, who is better represented in Tung-shan’s record than Ts’ao-
shan and figures alongside him among the successors. Su-shan’s exceptionally
small stature, besides getting him the nicknames of Bantam Master and Uncle
Dwarf, made it possible for him (or so the story goes) to hide beneath Tung-
shan’s seat and listen in as the master conveyed certain secret teachings to Ts’ao-
shan. “When the transmission was completed, Ts’ao-shan bowed twice and
hurried out. Uncle Dwarf now stuck out his head and bawled, ‘Tung-shan’s
Ch’an is in the palm of my hand!” Tung-shan was greatly astonished and said,
‘Stealing the Dharma by the dirtiest of means will avail you nothing.” ”

By some means, probably quite proper, Ts’ao-shan came into possession of
doctrinal writings consistently attributed to Tung-shan, notably a long verse ti-
tled “The Jeweled Mirror Samadhi” and the Five Ranks (or Five Modes), an es-
oteric scheme presenting the relationship between the universal and the
particular, the absolute and the relative. If these were secret when Ts’ao-shan re-
ceived them, they did not remain secret under his care. On the contrary, his rep-
utation rests largely on his development and promotion of them. The Five Ranks
circulated widely in Ch’an circles. Although generally ignored by others in
Tung-shan’s line, in just one century they took hold in the Lin-chi house, where
they have been taught ever since.
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Only the slightest allusion to all this appears in Ts’ao-shan’s record, which
reads as a conventional document except that it makes scant mention of his
Ch’an connections. The Ts’ao-shan it depicts handles inquirers as artfully and
discreetly as Tung-shan himself, refraining from shouts, blows, and nose-pulling,
not even brandishing the whisk. We may never know with certainty whether the
master of these dialogues was an invention of later chroniclers or the actual pub-
lic persona of the man better known for his verse and commentaries. The record
offers good reasons for his shadowy presence: he declined to lecture publicly
and never stayed more than ninety days (a three-month training period) at any
monastery. Of course, this could be no more than a smokescreen. In terms of ef-
fectiveness, his voice certainly placed a pale second to his brush: his literary
works were a lasting contribution to the school, while his line of succession
swiftly came to nothing. &

FROM THE TRANSMISSION OF THE LAMP

The Master Pen-chi of Mt. Ts’ao in Fu-chou was a native of P’u-t’ien in Ch’tian-
chou. His family name was Huang. While young he was interested in Confucian-
ism, but at nineteen he left his home to become a monk, entering the temple at Mt.
Ling-shih in Fu-t’ang hsien in Fu-chou, where at twenty-five he took the precepts.
In the early years of the Hsien-t'ung era (860-872) the Ch’an sect flourished
greatly and just at this time the Master [Liang]-chieh (807-869) was in charge of
the monastery at Tung-shan. Pen-chi went there to request instruction of him.

Tung-shan asked: “What’s your name, monk?”

“Pen-chi.”

Tung-shan said: “Say something more.”

“I'won’t.”

“Why not?”

“My name is not Pen-chi.”

Tung-shan was much impressed with his potential, allowed him entry to his
quarters and in secret gave sanction to his understanding. After staying there for
several years he took his leave of Tung-shan.

Tung-shan asked: “Where are you going?”

Pen-chi answered: “I'm going to a changeless place.”

Tung-shan said: “If there’s a changeless place you won’t be going there.”

Pen-chi replied: “Going is also changeless.”

Then he said good-bye and left, wandering about and doing as he pleased.
At first he was asked to stay at Mt. Ts’ao in Fu-chou and later he lived at Mt. Ho-
yii. At both places students flocked to him in great numbess.

Someone asked: “What sort of person is he who is not a companion to the ten
thousand dharmas?”
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The Master said: “You tell me! Where have all the people in Hung-chou gone?”

Someone asked: “In phenomena what is true?”
The Master said: “The very phenomena are themselves truth.”
“Then how should it be revealed?” he asked.
The Master lifted the tea tray.

Someone asked: “In illusion what is true?”
The Master said: “Illusion is from the outset true.”
“In illusion what is manifested?” he asked.
The Master said: “The very illusion is itself manifestation.”
“If this is so then one can never be apart from illusion,” he said.
The Master replied: “No matter how you seek illusion you won’t find it.”

Someone asked: “What about a person who is always present?”
The Master said: “He met me just now and has gone out.”
“What about a person who is never.present?” he asked.
The Master said: “It is difficult to find such a person.”

A monk called Ch’ing-jui said: “I am alone and poor; I beg of you to help me.”

The Master said: “Monk Jui, come close.” When he approached the Master
added: “You’ve had three cups of wine at Po’s house in Ch’ian-chou and yet you
say that your lips are still dry.”

Ching-ch’ing asked: “What is the principle of pure emptiness when the time
comes that the body no longer exists?”

The Master said: “The principle is just like this. What about things then?”

Ching-ch’ing said: “Like principle as it is; also like things as they are.”

The Master said: “It’s all right to trick me, but what are you going to do
about the eyes of all the sages?”

Ching-ch’ing said: “If the eyes of the sages don’t exist, how is it possible to
tell that it’s not like this?”

The Master said: “Officially a needle is not allowed through, but horses and
carriages enter by the back door.”

Yin-men asked: “If a person who doesn’t change himself should come would
you receive him?”
The Master said: “I haven’t got time to waste with such business.”

Someone asked: “A man of old has said: ‘Men all have it,” but I’'m covered with
the dusts of the world and wonder whether I do or not.”
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The Master said: “Show me your hand.” Then he pointed to the man’s fin-
gers: “One, two, three, four, five. Enough!”

Someone asked: “The Ancestor Lu sat facing the wall. What was he trying to
show?”
The Master covered his ears with his hands.

Someone asked: “I've heard that the teachings (Nirvina Satra) say: ‘The great
sea does not harbor a corpse.” What is the ‘sea?’ ”

The Master said: “It includes the whole universe.”

He asked: “Then why doesn’t it harbor a corpse?”

The Master said: “It doesn’t let one whose breath has been cut off stay.”

The man asked: “Since it includes the whole universe, why doesn’t it let one
whose breath has been cut off stay?”

The Master said: “In the whole universe there is no virtue; if the breath is cut
off there is virtue.”

He asked: “Is there anything more?”

The Master said: “You can say there is or there isn’t, but what are you going
to do about the dragon king who holds the sword?”

Someone asked: “With what sort of understanding should one be equipped to
satisfactorily cope with the cross-examinations of others?”

The Master said: “Don’t use words and phrases.”

“Then what are you going to cross-examine about?”

The Master said: “Even the sword and axe cannot pierce it through!”

He said: “What a fine cross-examination! But aren’t there people who don’t
agree?”

The Master said: “There are.”

“Who?” he asked.

The Master said: “Me.”

Someone asked: “Without words how can things be expressed?”
The Master said: “Don’t express them here.”
“Where can they be expressed?” he asked.
The Master said: “Last night at midnight I lost three coins by my bed.”

Someone asked: “How should I take charge [of It] all day long?”
The Master said: “When passing through a village where there’s an epi-

demic, don’t let even a single drop of water touch you.”

Someone asked: “What is the master of the Body of Essence?”
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The Master said: “They say: ‘There are no people in Ch’in.
The monk said: “You’re talking about the Master of the Body of Essence,
aren’t you?”

The Master said: “Kill!”

Someone asked: “With what sort of person should one associate in order always
to hear the unheard?”

The Master said: “Sleep under the same canopy.”

He said: “But that way it’s still you who can hear it. How can I always hear
the unheard?”

The Master said: “By not being the same as trees and rocks.”

“Which comes before and which afterwards?” he asked.

The Master said: “Haven’t you ever heard the saying: ‘Always to hear the un-
heard?’”

Someone asked: “Who is he in this nation who is putting his hand to the hilt of
his sword?”

“Me!” said the Master.

“Whom are you trying to kill?” he asked.

The Master said: “Everyone in the world.”

He asked: “What would you do if you met your original father and mother?”

The Master said: “What is there to choose?”

He said: “What are you going to do about yourself?”

The Master said: “Who can do anything about me?”

“Why don’t you kill yourself?” he asked.

“No place to lay hold of,” the Master said.

Someone asked: “What about: ‘When the ox drinks water and the five horses do
not neigh?’ 72

The Master said: “I can abstain from harmful foods.” On another occasion
he answered the same question with: “I’ve just come out of mourning.”

Someone asked: “What do you think about: ‘As soon as positive and negative
arises / the mind is lost in confusion?’ ”3

The Master said: “Kill, kill!”

A monk brought up the story: “Someone asked Hsiang-yen: ‘What is the Way?’
and Hsiang-yen answered: ‘A dragon’s song from a withered tree.” This person

1. Reference is to a passage in a story in the Tso Chuan, Wen 13.

2. The “ox” is the mind; the “horses” the five sense organs.

3. Quotation from the Hsin-hsin ming. [We have modified this translation to jibe with that in Chap-
ter 2.—Eds.]
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then said: ‘I don’t understand,” and Hsiang-yen replied: ‘An eye in the skull.” The
same person later asked Shih-shuang: “What is a dragon’s song from a withered
tree?’ and Shih-shuang replied: “There’s still some joy remaining.” Then he asked:
‘What is an eye in the skull?’ and Shih-shuang replied, ‘There’s still some con-

sciousness remaining.
The Master then responded with a verse:

A dragon’s song from a withered tree—this is truly seeing the Way.

No consciousness in the skull—now for the first time the eye is clear.

Yet when joy and consciousness are exhausted, they still do not
completely disappear;

How can that person distinguish purity amidst the turbid?

The monk then asked the Master: “What about ‘a dragon’s song from a withered
tree?’”

The Master said: “The blood vessel is not cut off.”

The monk asked: “What about ‘an eye in the skull?’ ”

The Master said: “It can’t be completely dried up.”

The monk said: “I don’t know whether there is somebody who can hear?”

The Master said: “In the great earth there is not a single person who has not
heard.”

The monk said: “Then what kind of a phrase is ‘a dragon’s song from a with-
ered tree?’ ”

The Master said: “I don’t know what phrase this is, but [I do know that] all
who hear are doomed.”

Although the Master furthered the development of those of superior capacity, he
did not leave any pattern by which he could be traced. After he was examined by
Tung-shan’s Five Ranks [and passed it], he was esteemed as an authority
throughout the Ch’an world. At one time Mr. Chung of Hung-chou repeatedly
urged him [to preach in public], but he declined. In return he copied a verse on
the secluded life in the mountains composed by the Master Ta-mei (752-839)
and sent it to him. One night in late summer of the first year of Tien-fu (9o1) he
asked a senior monk: “What’s the date today?”

The monk answered: “The fifteenth day of the sixth month.”

The Master said: “I’'ve spent my whole life going on pilgrimages [from one
Ch’an temple to another], but every place I came to I limited my meditation ses-
sions to the ninety days.” Next day at the hour of the dragon he passed away.

He was sixty-two years of age and had been a monk for thirty-seven years.
His disciples erected a pagoda for him and installed his bones within it. The Im-
perial Court bestowed on him the posthumous title Yiian-cheng Ta-shih and on
his pagoda the name Fu-yiian.
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Yiin-men

(864—949)

any consider Yiin-men Wen-yen the last great genius of Ch’an. Keen-

witted and sharp-tongued, he taught with a passion that can still be felt in
his words. When read, they scorch your eyeballs; heard, they just make your ears
drop off. At a time when the Ch’an school was slipping into a retrospective
mood, inclined to collect, codify, and preserve accomplishments of the past,
Yiin-men (J., Unmon) pressed enthusiastically ahead, discovering new means to
teach the ancient Way. He, too, prized the stories of the old masters, but when he
took them up, he always gave them a new twist.

Yin-men trained with eminent descendants of both Ma-tsu and Shih-t’ou.
First, in Ancestor Ma’s wing of the school, he studied with the unusual teacher
Mu-chou Tao-tsung, a successor of Huang-po. Head monk in Huang-po’s as-
sembly at the time Lin-chi held down a cushion there, Mu-chou (J., Bokushu)
had quit the monkhood as well as the monastery by the time Yiin-men caught up
with him. Aged and flinty, he made himself scarce, and only the extremely persis-
tent could get in his door—briefly. Legend has it that the old layman ended his
first meeting with Yin-men by literally slamming the door on him, at once
crushing his leg and opening his mind.

Judging by the amount of ground Yiin-men covered in the seventeen years
after leaving Mu-chou, he cannot have sustained the crippling injury that this
late tale alleges, but it does vividly convey the tenor of Mu-chou’s instruction. At
the old teacher’s direction, Yiin-men went next to Elephant Bone Mountain,
where he came beneath the cudgel of the ever-demanding Hsiieh-feng, succes-
sor in the fifth generation of Shih-t'ou’s line. By present-day humanistic stan-
dards, the ruthless training he received under these teachers may seem all wrong,
but in medieval Chinese apprenticeships and in Ch’an study, in particular, it was
considered a master’s ultimate kindness.

In this view, the obduracy of bad habits made strict teaching and training a
necessity and a good student willingly took whatever the master prescribed—
“medicine that would revive a dead horse,” as already noted in the instance of
Yin-men’s brother monk Ch’ang-ch’ing. The severity of his own teaching style
made Yin-men a model for later teachers. “Though it was hard to approach
him,” one wrote, “he had the hammer and tongs to pull out nails and wrench out
pegs”—the means, in other words, to cause the collapse of old mental struc-
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tures. “Hammer and tongs” became the byword for effective Ch’an training, as
opposed to the coddling of “grandmotherly kindness.”

After seven years or so, Yin-men received transmission from Hsiieh-feng
and began a meandering pilgrimage that enabled him to visit many monasteries,
especially of the Ts’ao-tung line, and carried him all the way to the southern
coast of China. The T’ang dynasty had entered its death throes by this date (ca.
900), so it makes sense that Yiin-men, like Hsiieh-feng before him, would seek a
teaching platform on the secure periphery. He found it near what today is Hong
Kong and then was the capital of the Southern Han dynasty. Swiftly winning fa-
vor with its ruler, just twelve years- after arriving he obtained approval for con-
struction of a monastic complex at Mount Yiin-men, Gate of the Clouds.

Six years later (but just one year after the monastery was finished), the em-
peror called Yiin-men off the mountain for an audience that determined the rest

of his life:

“What is Ch’an all about?” the Son of Heaven wanted to know.

Master [Yiin-men] said, “Your Majesty has the question, and your servant
the monk has the answer.”

The emperor inquired, “What answer?”

Master [Yin-men] replied, “I request Your Majesty to reflect upon the
words your servant has just uttered.”

The emperor was pleased enough with this response to decree that Yiin-men
would henceforth hold the highest office in the monkhood, administering the
capital’s entire community of monks, Ch’an and otherwise. “The Master re-
mained silent and did not respond.” Luckily, an imperial advisor came to the res-
cue, suggesting that Yiin-men might not “enjoy rising to a high post,” and the
emperor offered to withdraw the appointment, to which Yin-men “full of joy
shouted thrice, ‘Long live the emperor!” ” Whether you judge this sycophancy,
realpolitik, virtue, or simply accord with the Way, it freed him to spend his re-
maining eleven years doing what he loved.

A record kept by his juniors, one of the most quickly produced and best au-
thenticated documents from Ch’an’s heyday, affords a chance to watch Yiin-men
at work. Full of fire and creativity, he applies to his disciples every tool in the an-
cestral toolkit and a few others rarely, if ever, used before. His one-word phrases,
answers on behalf of the audience, alternative responses to old sayings, and uti-
lization of mime are especially original. His voluminous record was gathered and
published within eighty-six years of his death (no mean feat, in an age of wood-
block printing), and it had an extraordinary impact on the Ch’an world, thanks
partly to an accident of timing. In the following two hundred years, all three of
the great koan collections—The Blue Cliff Record, The Book of Equanimity, and
The Gateless Barrier—would be prepared, and their authors must have had
Yiin-men’s sayings at their elbows. Of all the Ch’an masters, none appears more
often in these collections than he, though Chao-chou runs a close second. &
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FROM THE RECORD OF YUN-MEN

Having come to the Dharma Hall [to instruct the assembly],’ the Master re-
mained silent for a long time and then said:

“The knack of giving voice to the Tao is definitely difficult to figure out. Even
if every word matches it, there still are a multitude of other ways; how much
more so when I rattle on and on? So what’s the point of talking to you right now?

“Though each of the three collections of Buddhist teaching? has its specific
sphere—the vinaya pertains to the study of monastic discipline, the sutras to the
study of meditative concentration, and the treatises to the study of wisdom—the
[various parts of the Buddhist canon] really all boil down to just one thing,
namely, the One Vehicle.? It is perfect and immediate—and extremely difficult
to fathom. Even if you could understand it right now, you’d still be as different
from this patch-robed monk as earth is from heaven. If in my assembly some-
one’s ability is manifested in a phrase, you’ll ponder in vain. Even if, in order to
make progress, you sorted out all Ch’an teachings with their thousand differ-
ences and myriad distinctions, your mistake would still consist in searching for
proclamations from other people’s tongues.

“So how should one approach what has been transmitted? By talking in here
about ‘perfect’ and ‘immediate’? By [this] here or [that] there? Don’t get me
wrong: you must not hear me say this and then speculate that ‘no perfect’ and
‘not sudden’ are it!

“There must be a real man in here! Don’t rely on some master’s pretentious
statements or hand-me-down phrases that you pass off everywhere as your own
understanding! Don’t get me wrong. Whatever your problem right now is: try
settling it just here in front of the assembly!”

At the time Prefectural Governor Ho was present. He performed the cus-
tomary bow and said, “Your disciple requests your instruction.”

The Master replied, “This weed I see is no different!”+

Having entered the Dharma Hall, Master Yiin-men said:

“If, in bringing up a case I cause you to accept it instantly, I am already
spreading shit on top of your heads. Even if you could understand the whole
world when I hold up a single hair, I'd still be operating on healthy flesh.

1. Formal lectures to the assembly by the master are usually introduced by this expression. Such dis-
courses were formal in the sense that in principle all monks of a monastery (and often also visitors)
were expected to be present when the master, seated on a wide chair on an elevated platform, ad-
dressed them.

2. Traditionally, the written teachings of Buddhism are classified in three “baskets” (Pali: pitaka):
monastic rules (vinaya), sutras, and treatises (shastras).

3. The singular or unique vehicle (ekayina). In the Ch’an movement, one’s own realization of the
non-dual or mindless mind (Ch., wu-hsin, J., mushin) is regarded as the one vehicle.

4. In Ch’an texts, “weed” is used as a metaphor for illusions which the teacher steps into in order to
save his disciples.
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“At any rate, you must first truly attain this level of realization. If you’re not
yet there, you must not pretend that you are. Rather, you ought to take a step
back, seek under your very feet, and see what there is to what I am saying!

“In reality, there is not the slightest thing that could be the source of under-
standing or doubt for you. Rather, you have the one thing that matters, each and
every one of you! Its great function manifests without the slightest effort on your
part; you are no different from the ancestor buddhas!s [But since] the root of
your faith has always been shallow and the influence of your evil actions massive,
you find yourselves all of a sudden wearing many horns.® You're carrying your
bowl bags” far and wide through thousands of villages and myriads of hamlets:
what’s the point of victimizing yourselves? Is there something you all are lack-
ing? Which one of you full-fledged fellows hasn’t got his share?

“Though you may accept what I am saying for yourself you're still in bad
shape.® You must neither fall for the tricks of others nor simply accept their di-
rectives. The instant you see an old monk open his mouth, you tend to stuff
those big rocks right into yours, and when you cluster in little groups to discuss
[his words], you're exactly like those green flies on shit that struggle back to
back to gobble it up! What a shame, brothers!

“The old masters could not help using up their whole lifetime for the sake of
you all. So they dropped a word here and half a phrase there to give you a hint.
You may have understood these things; put them aside and make some effort for
yourselves, and you will certainly become a bit familiar with it. Hurry up! Hurry
up! Times does not wait for any man, and breathing out is no guarantee for
breathing in again! Or do you have a spare body and mind to fritter away? You
absolutely must pay close attention! Take care!”

Having entered the Dharma Hall for a formal instruction, Master Yiin-men said:
“The Buddha attained the Way when the morning star appeared.”

A monk asked: “What is it like when one attains the Way at the appearance
of the morning star?”

Master Yiin-men said: “Come here, come here!”

The monk went closer. Master Yiin-men hit him with his staff and chased
him out of the Dharma Hall.

Master Yiin-men cited Master Hsiieh-feng’s words: “The whole world is you.

5. This could also be translated as “ancestors and buddhas.”

6. Horns are in Ch’an literature often associated with dualistic attachment or delusion in general, as
are weeds. Cf. The Blue Cliff Record, case 95: “Where there is a buddha, you must not stay; if you do,
horns sprout. Where there is no buddha, quickly run past; if you don’t, the weeds will be ten feet
high.”

7. These bags were used by monks to carry their begging bowl and a few other possessions around
on pilgrimage.

8. Or: out of luck.
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Yet you keep thinking that there is something else . . .”? Master Yiin-men said:
“Haven’t you read the Shiarangama Sitra which says, ‘Sentient beings are all up-
side-down; they delude themselves and chase after things’?”

He added, “If they could handle things, they would be identical to the Bud-
dha.”

“What is the Tao?”
The Master replied, “To break through this word.”
“What is it like when one has broken through?”
“A thousand miles, the same mood.”*°

When Master Yiin-men saw the characters that mean “dragon treasury,” he
asked a monk, “What is it that can come out of the dragon’s treasury?”*!

The monk had no answer.

The Master said, “Ask me, I'll tell you!”

So the monk asked, and the Master replied, “What comes out is a dead
frog.” »

On behalf of the [baffled] monk he said, “A fart!”

Again, he said, “Steam-breads and steam-cookies.”

Someone asked Yiin-men, “[It is said that] one should not leave home [to be-
come a monk] without one’s parents’ consent. How would one then be able to
leave home?”

The Master said, “Shallow!”

The questioner said, “I do not understand.”

The Master remarked, “Deep!”

Someone asked Master Yiin-men, “I request your instruction, Master!”
The Master said, “ABCDEFE.”
The questioner: “I don’t understand.”

The Master: “GHIJKL.”**

Someone asked Yun-men, “I did all I could and came here. Will you accept?”
The Master said, “Nothing wrong with this question!”
The questioner went on, “Leaving aside this question: will you accept?”
The Master said, “Examine carefully what you first said!”

9. This saying is found in The Record of Hsiieh-feng.

10. This expresses the closeness good friends feel even when they are a thousand miles apart.

11. This treasury stands for the Buddhist canon, which is guarded by a dragon. The question thus
means something like: What can come out of the Buddhist teaching?

12. In the original, of course, the first Chinese characters a child had to learn to write are used.
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Master Yin-men quoted: “All sounds are the Buddha’s voice; all shapes are the
Buddha’s form.” The Master picked up the fly whisk and said: “What is this? If
you say it is a fly whisk, you won’t even understand the Ch’an of a granny from a
three-house hick town.”

The Master once said: “Do you want to know the founding masters?” Pointing
with his staff, he said: “They are jumping around on your heads! Do you want to
know their eyeball?*3 It’s right under your feet!”

He added: “This [kind of guidance] is offering tea and food to ghosts and
spirits. Nevertheless, these ghosts and spirits are not satisfied.”

Once when the Master had finished drinking tea, he held up the cup and said:
“All the buddhas of the three periods* have finished listening to the teaching;
they have pierced the bottom of this cup and are going away. Do you see? Do
you see? If you don’t understand, look it up in an encyclopedia!”

Someone asked Master Yiin-men, “What is the monk’s practice?”
The Master replied, “It cannot be understood.”
The questioner carried on, “Why can’t it be understood?”
“It just cannot be understood!”

“What is it like when all-embracing wisdom pervades and there is no hindrance?”
The Master replied, “Clean up the ground and sprinkle it with water: His
Excellency the Prime Minister is coming!”

Someone asked, “What is the place from which all buddhas come?”
Master Yiin-men said, “Next question, please!”

Master Yiin-men quoted a saying by the Third Ancestor: “When mind does not
arise, the myriad things have no fault.’s”
Master Yiin-men said: “That’s all he understood
Then he raised his staff and added: “Is anything amiss in the whole uni-
verse?”

1”

The Master told the following story:

A monk said to Master Chao-chou, “I have just joined the monastery and am ask-
ing for your teaching.”

13. The “eyeball of the founding masters” stands for their awakening—i.e., their realization of the
core (“eye”) of Buddhist teaching.

14. The awakened ones of the past, present, and future.

15. This is a quotation from the [Relying on Mind, Chapter 2].
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Chao-chou asked back, “Have you already eaten your gruel?”
The monk replied, “Yes.”
Chao-chou said: “Go wash your bowl!”

Master Yiin-men said: “Well, tell me: was what Chao-chou said a teaching or
not? If you say that it was: what is it that Chao-chou told the monk? If you say
that it wasn’t: why did the monk in question attain awakening?”

Someone asked, “I heard a teaching that speaks of the purity of all-encompass-
ing wisdom. What is that purity like?”

Master Yiin-men spat at him.

The questioner continued, “How about some teaching method of the old
masters?”

The Master said, “Come here! Cut off your feet, replace your skull, and take
away the spoon and chopsticks from your bowl: now pick up your nose!”

The monk asked, “Where would one find such [teaching methods]?”

The Master said, “You windbag!” And he struck him.

Someone asked Master Yiin-men “What is Ch’an?”
The Master replied, “That’s it!”
The questioner went on, “What is the Tao?”
The Master said, “Okay!”

Someone asked Master Yiin-men, “What is the eye of the genuine teaching?”
The Master said, “It’s everywhere!” "7

Someone asked Master Yiin-men, “What is Ch’an?”
The Master said, “Is it all right to get rid of this word?”

One day the Master said, “I entangle myself in words with you every day; I can’t
go on till the night. Come on, ask me a question right here and now!”

In the place of his listeners, Master Yiin-men said, “I'm just afraid that Rev-
erend Yun-men won’t answer.”

16. In The Record of Chao-chou the initial question by the monk is different: “What is my self>”
17. This is one of Master Yiin-men’s famous one-word answers. In the original, the character in
question has meanings such as: 1. vast, great; and 2. general, universal; all, everything, everywhere.
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Fa-yen
(885-958)

a-yen Wen-i is regarded as the founder of the fifth and last of the Ch’an

houses, but at least one of his important descendants—and quite possibly he
himself—saw his role as continuing and enlarging a house begun earlier by
Hstian-sha Shih-pei (835-908), a prominent successor of Hsiieh-feng. So well-
attuned were Hsiian-sha (J., Gensha) and Hsiieh-feng that the two could com-
municate wordlessly, legend has it. Fa-yen (J., Hogen) began his training under
another of Hstieh-feng’s successors, Ch’ang-ch’ing (he of the horse medicine),
but made little headway until he chanced to meet Hstian-sha’s principal heir, Lo-
han Kuei-ch’en.

All this makes Fa-yen kin—Dharma nephew—to Yiin-men, but since Fa-yen
was still in his early twenties when Yiin-men left for the far south, they probably
never met. When his time came, Fa-yen carried the family tradition northward,
establishing himself in another of the independent kingdoms that governed
China during the Five Dynasties period (907-960). Following the pattern set by
Hsiieh-feng and Yiin-men, he formed close ties with the rulers of Nan-t’ang and
received lavish honors and patronage from them in the course of his career.

Fa-yen read widely and wrote profusely, leaving “several hundred thousand
words” when he died, according to The Transmission of the Lamp. Most of these
have vanished, unfortunately, but what remains gives plain evidence of his learn-
ing, literary talent, and open mind. His writings manifest appreciation for the
entire Ch’an heritage, irrespective of lineage, as well as a deep interest in the
doctrines of other Buddhist schools, particularly the Hua-yen. He encouraged
students to read the great Hua-yen teachers and apparently passed on, at least to
some of them, his love of scholarship. One of his leading successors embraced
the Tien-t’ai school, and the next generation of his line produced both Tao-ytian,
the fair-handed compiler of The Transmission of the Lamp, and Yung-ming Yen-
shou, who became a master in the Pure Land tradition as well as a Ch’an master
and who wrote an even more gargantuan work harmonizing Ch’an teachings
and those of other Chinese Buddhist schools.

Despite the extent of his other interests and the departures his successors
would make, Fa-yen took a conservative attitude toward Ch’an. In his Ten
Guidelines for the Ch’an School, he takes aim at weaknesses that he viewed as
jeopardizing its future, including sectarian competitiveness among its lineages.
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While masters before him had blasted Ch’an students for laziness and lack of in-
sight, Fa-yen was the first to publish a treatise denouncing his fellow teachers for
these failings. Too often, he charges, people preach the Dharma without having
opened their eyes or found their own means of expressing it, merely parroting
the words and imitating the actions of their predecessors.

Fa-yen reserved the ninth of his ten guidelines for Ch’an poetasters, titling it
“On Indulging in Making Up Songs and Verses without Regard for the Rules of
Sound and without Having Arrived at Reality.” A fine poet himself, he extols the
Ch’an tradition of verse, lauding its diversity, refinement, and unity of focus on
“the one great matter.” The trouble, he says, is “Ch’an teachers in various places
and advanced students of meditation who consider songs and verse to be idle
[pleasure], and take composition to be a trivial matter. . . . ” Not only was bad po-
etry being produced he felt, but the Dharma itself was being damaged: “If you
spout vulgar inanities, you disturb the influence of the Way; weaving miserable

misconceptions, you cause trouble.” &3

FROM TEN GUIDELINES FOR THE CH’AN SCHOOL

The purpose of Zen is to enable people to immediately transcend the ordinary
and the holy, just getting people to awaken on their own, forever cutting off the
root of doubt.

Many people in modern times disregard this. They may join Ch’an groups,
but they are lazy about Ch’an study. Even if they achieve concentration, they do
not choose real teachers. Through the errors of false teachers, they likewise lose
the way.

Without having understood senses and objects, as soon as they possess
themselves of some false interpretation they become obsessed by it and lose the
correct basis completely.

They are only interested in becoming leaders and being known as teachers.
While they value an empty reputation in the world, they bring ill on themselves.
Not only do they make their successors blind and deaf, they also cause the in-
fluence of Ch’an to degenerate.

Ch’an is not founded or sustained on the premise that there is a doctrine to be
transmitted. It is just a matter of direct guidance to the human mind, perception
of its essence, and achievement of awakening. How could there be any sectarian
styles to be valued?

There were differences in the modes of teaching set up by later Ch’an teach-
ers, and there were both tradition and change. The methods employed by a num-
ber of famous Ch’an masters came to be continued as traditions, to the point
where their descendants became sectarians and did not get to the original reality.
Eventually they made many digressions, contradicting and attacking each other.
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They do not distinguish the profound from the superficial, and do not kno