'1'he Complete
Cold Mountain

Poems of the l.egendary Hermir Hanshan

Translated by

Kazuaki Tanahashi & Peter L.evitt




“A deep, inspiring, inclusive study of the mysterious poet Hanshan.
This book includes all his poems with a beautiful introduction by
Levitt and a thorough historical analysis by Tanahashi. The reader
can feel the joy, care, and reverence both translators experienced and
share in creating this book about the wild hermit poet. Just read a few
of these ancient poems and you’ll want to take off for the mountains
and open your arms to all of life, including the pain and suffering.
Read more and you will find your own true heart right here in the
present. This book should be read by everyone.”

NATALIE GOLDBERG, author of The Great Spring and Writing Down the
Bones

“This comprehensive work of original scholarship and incisively
translated verses expands our knowledge of an iconic poet. Here is
the Hanshan of social fabric and family as well as of monastery and
mountain; the poet of parable, rebuke, and opinion as well as of
dharma and icy stream. A sharp-tongued observer of society’s failures
describes inequality’s effects on the spirit; a rapt solitary shares cliff-
edge mind with tigers, free-drifting boats, and clouds. Kaz
Tanahashi’s and Peter Levitt’s The Complete Cold Mountain joins the
shelf of indispensable translations, confirming and extending
Hanshan’s abiding relevance, presence, history, and range.”

JANE HIRSHFIELD, author of The Beauty and Ten Windows: How
Great Poems Transform the World

“Hanshan may be legendary or he may have been three people, but
these poems, wherever they came from, are more real than real. They
are living Tao and Chan artifacts, well over one thousand years old,
brought to life and framed in the most amazing ways with the deepest
appreciation for and direct transmission of their down-to-earth,
embodied, nondual, poetic elegance and existential poignancy by Kaz
Tanahashi and Peter Levitt. This work—the poems themselves
coupled with the authors’ probing commentaries about their puzzling



origins, structure, and essence—is a jewel, with the wondrous
property that you can live inside it and let it live inside you for a long,
long time.”

JON KABAT-ZINN, author of Full Catastrophe Living and Meditation Is
Not What You Think

“The Complete Cold Mountain is an extraordinary collection of the
complete works of Hanshan; brilliantly translated by Kazuaki
Tanahashi and Peter Levitt, it lifts the spirit in the great mountains
and beyond.”

JOoAN HALIFAX, abbot of Upaya Zen Center and author of Standing at
the Edge
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Introduction

PETER LEVITT

In a most beautiful poem, where pines sway in the wind and bamboo
stalks rustle beneath a moon that rises above the solitary
magnificence of Tiantai Peak, the legendary hermit poet Hanshan
(“Cold Mountain”), who had left behind what he called “the dusty
world” of delusion to live a life of wandering and solitude among the
mountains he loved, makes a confession I find quite moving;:

Scanning the green slopes below,

I discuss the profound principle with the white cloud.
Though the feeling of the wild is in mountains and waters,
truly, I long for a companion of the way.

His statement, like so many others in his extant body of work, is as
characteristically unguarded, wise, and tender as it is true, and not for
the poet alone. My sense is that all people long for a true companion
as we move through the switchback twists and turns of our given
lives, climbing the literal and figurative mountains we come upon or
descending into some of life’s more treacherous or mysterious
valleys. On occasion, we might even find ourselves saying, as
Hanshan does,

Lost now on my path,
Shadow, tell me, which way should I go?



Sometimes we may have the good fortune to meet that companion
in the comings and goings of our daily life, and at other times we may
meet that person, who seems to know us in ways we have always
longed to be known, through the lines of a poem. Though the poems
in this collection were written more than twelve hundred years ago,
poetry that expresses our common human experience with the
unflinching wisdom and truth found in Hanshan’s writing has a way
of collapsing time and distance, and even cultural differences,
because it speaks from the deeply understood heart of life itself.

Because of the compassionate discernment, profound tranquility,
unexpected insight, and the occasional outrageous humor of his
poetry, Kaz Tanahashi and I have gratefully considered Hanshan one
of life’s treasured companions for fifty years. As a result of the
kinship we feel with him, we gathered together, translated, and now
offer readers the most complete version of the poet’s work to date in
the English language. And, I must say at the outset, as we worked
with a great and joyous dedication to enter the original spirit and
meaning of each poem, while remaining as faithful as possible to
Hanshan’s choice of language, we discovered that the poet who had
traveled with and within us for so many years had a depth and
diversity of expression far greater than even the Hanshan legend and
lore portrays or than we had imagined before undertaking the serious
task of translation.

There appear to be no accurate, official records that document the
life of the poet who took the name Hanshan to express both the place
that he lived (in the Tiantai mountain range of southern China) and
the nature of his heart and mind. It was the poet’s way of saying, Who
I am and where I am and what I am are just one thing. I do believe,
however, that the open, straightforward speech of Hanshan’s poems
meaningfully serves as a reliable biographical source of this poet who
spent decades in virtual solitude in his mountain retreat and yet
showed the care he still felt for his fellow human beings by offering
to guide them, through the poems he was given to make, in various
and sometimes unpredictable and provocative ways.

But, there is more. Kaz has done an extensive study of the poet’s



life and legend (found on this page of this book) and, based on a
textual study of the poems, has developed a well-grounded theory
that he refers to as the “three Hanshan poets theory.” According to
Kaz’s considerable research into reliable sources, the poet
traditionally called Hanshan may actually have been at least three
people who wrote under the same name.

In part, this theory is based on the time span when the Hanshan
poems were written, which is likely more than two hundred years. In
addition, there are the poetic and linguistic patterns and historical
references found in the poems. These three elements taken together
provide convincing evidence for our theory. I encourage you to read
Kaz’s fascinating chapter called “A Study of the Poet” to find out
more.

Based on this groundbreaking discovery, we have organized our
book into three parts that highlight the time periods when we believe
the poems were written. Nonetheless, because of the consistency of
heart and mind found in the poems, I have chosen to speak of
Hanshan as just one person. Perhaps it is the shared quality of mind
that the collective Hanshan poets possess that allows me to speak in
this way. After all, the poems also speak to the Hanshan in us as
readers, and so this Hanshan heart and mind do not even belong
solely to the writers of these poems.

The act of translation is mysterious to most people, sometimes even
to translators themselves. So that we might translate Hanshan as
faithfully as possible, Kaz and I dedicated ourselves to following a
process that might be considered a modest kind of alchemy. We knew
that in order to bring Hanshan’s poems across as wholly as possible
to readers, we would have to meet this hard-to-find hermit poet not
only in the Chinese ideographs in which he wrote his poems, which
gave us great pleasure to read, but in that place before the poems
were written, the source that caused him to write in the first place—
namely, what he experienced in his body, heart, and mind.

To accomplish this subtle and difficult task, we would have to do



our best to make the journey to Cold Mountain, as he did, so that we
might have as genuine a grasp as possible of Hanshan’s life. Perhaps
it might be considered the kind of transmission, or intuitive knowing,
that many poets and artists in all media speak about receiving from
the things of the world just as they are:

You ask the way to Cold Mountain,

but the road does not go through.

In summer, the ice is not yet melted,

the morning sun remains hidden in mist.
How can you get here, like I did?

Our minds are not the same.

When your mind becomes like mine,
you will get here, too.

As you can see, to bring Hanshan’s poems to readers, we could not
simply translate Chinese ideographs into what might be considered
their equivalent English words; true translation does not come about
in that way. Our journey to Cold Mountain, then, asked us to travel
with great respect and care through the ideographs, almost as a
lifeline, to that most intimate place from which the words came out:
the place that exists outside of language, including the ineffable
realms of feelings, perceptions, physical sensations, and moments
such as the one that caused Hanshan to end another one of his
poems:

With a bed made of thin grass

and the blue sky for my cover,

I rest my head happily on a stone pillow
and follow the changes of heaven and earth.

Without setting out to make such a journey to that inmost place,
how else could we ask our words to convey the nature of Hanshan’s



direct experience and understanding so that our readers might know
his world in a way that is as vivid and alive in their own bodies and
minds as it was in his? This was our endeavor, and it was a humbling
journey to be sure.

The Hanshan we met “before words” was not just the idealized,
eccentric, wild-man hermit living in the mountains, speaking in a
manner that was insensible to most people, as has often been
described in the Hanshan lore, though certainly the poems make
clear that he must have been some of what the legend portrays. But,
as the poem and excerpts I've quoted above reveal, and as you will see
throughout this collection, he was also a man of deep human and
humane feeling, and a person of yearning. He was someone with an
insightful societal concern and critique, as well as a devoted spiritual
seeker, meditator, and Zen practitioner. And overall, as a lover of the
natural world, he was a poet who retreated to the mountains from a
society he found extremely disheartening so that, in the fertile quiet
of his mountain cave and the surrounding environment of this abode,
he might come to experience and know the true nature of life itself.

Indeed, his choice to live “like a lone flying crane,” where he would
sometimes find himself “grasping [his] knees against a howling wind”
or, conversely, find that his life of joyous rambling was “just so good”
did not preclude him from experiencing all of the other emotions and
states of mind that, in part, reveal the inner truths of what a human
life is.

Many of the poems alternately express an almost impossible-to-
imagine tranquility as he spends his time “pure and relaxed...free
from the stain of worldly things...mind serene as a white lotus,” but
there are also poems that express anger or condemn selfishness,
greed, and willful ignorance, in a voice that at one moment may be
scathing and in the next exposes a genuine wish to help people avoid
the hellish results of living in such a way.

In addition, some of Hanshan’s poems reveal a profound sense of
loss due to the unavoidable truth of impermanence and death as he
remembers family and friends from the years before he went off into
the mountains, where he had to face his solitary shadow on the wall



of his cave. As he expresses it, “before I knew it, two threads of tears
came streaming down.” But we also hear him expressing periods of
true clarity, discernment, and, one might even venture to say,
enlightenment, where he experiences his daily life as one of
extraordinary peace and joy, lazily playing his lute, reading Laozi or
other ancients beneath a tree, or just wandering in the mountains as
“a person of nondoing.”

And then there is the great compassion and tenderness the poet
feels for all living beings. In these poems, Hanshan makes it clear
that though we may choose to leave the world behind, a departure
that is a fantasy many people entertain from time to time, we should
not be surprised that the world finds a way to pack itself among our
few belongings. We might even write, as Hanshan did, “Who would
think I could leave the dusty world, / just charging up Cold Mountain
from the south?”

Some poems reveal his insight into human ignorance and voice the
compassion he felt for those who suffer, as when he wonders about a
scene he came upon that touched him deeply:

Rich people meet at a tall building

decorated with shining lamps.

When a woman without even a candle

wants to draw near,

they quickly push her away,

back into the shadows.

How does adding someone diminish the light?
I wonder, can’t they spare it?

Elsewhere, he reaches out through his poetry to encourage others to
honor their own nature:

If you look for it, you can’t see it,
it goes in and out without a gate.



If you shrink it, it exists in one square inch.
If you stretch it, it is everywhere.

If you don’t trust and treasure it,

you cannot encounter it.

Throughout, it is clear that the world of Hanshan, who “chose to live
in obscurity, / [his] home beyond the noise and dust of the world,” is
large; one might even say that it is all-inclusive.

By honoring his own nature and moving to Cold Mountain,
Hanshan found a way to live that allowed him to put an end to what
he called “useless mixed-up thinking,” so that everything could be at
rest, and he could live his life as he felt it was meant to be lived,
saying:

In idleness, I write my poems on stone walls,
accepting whatever happens like an untied boat.

As he went about his daily life, he gathered roots and vegetables in
the wild, sometimes wandered twisting paths deep in the mountains
to visit venerable monks or friends; he offered medicine to those who
might be ill and wrote his poems to track the movement of his mind.
And many times he would meditate in his cave through the night or
simply sit on the precipice of a cliff, which led him to understand

my mind is like a solitary cloud, completely free.
Vast and unhindered, why would I search for worldly things?

It was a realization he was to have again and again, one that inspired
his most deeply held desire that all people and all forms of life would
also know the freedom of living.



Notes to the Reader

Presentation of the Poems

We present the Hanshan poems in three parts: original poems, early
additions, and later additions. This grouping is based on
presumptions from the study of rhyming by Edwin G. Pulleyblank
and the identified time span of terms and themes found in some of
the poems. Please see the last three sections of “A Study of the Poet”
(this page) for details.



Chinese Texts

Following our translation of each poem, we include its original
Chinese in unabridged ideographs. This allows the reader to check
with the original characters even without the knowledge of any East
Asian language. To do so, activate the Chinese language function on
your smartphone or computer. Then, with the use of Trackpad
Handwriting or TouchPad Handwriting, draw the symbol on your
screen or touchpad to find the digital type of the ideograph you are
looking for. You can then find detailed information about the
character in one of the many online dictionaries.

You can purchase a Chinese learning app (such as Pleco) for your
smartphone or tablet and use “Optical Character Recognition” to
allow the camera to read the character. You can also use “Full-Screen
Handwriting” to draw the ideograph and find the digital form of it
within the app.



Chinese Pronunciation

In the following list, the right column gives the approximate English
pronunciation of unusual letters used in the corresponding pinyin
system found in the left column:

c: ts q: ch

x: sh zh:j



Japanese

Macrons are omitted.



Seasons

In ancient East Asia, the lunar calendar was used. The first to third
months correspond to spring, and the other seasons follow in three-
month periods. The fifteenth day of the month is the day of the full
moon.



Notes

Poems with endnotes are marked with an asterisk (*) preceding the
poem’s number.



Conversion of Poem Numbers

Abbreviation:
H translation by Robert G. Henricks
RP translation by Red Pine

Conversion from our poem numbers to RP and H numbers is
presented on this page. Conversion from H poem numbers to earlier
translations can be found in Robert G. Henricks, The Poetry of Han-
Shan (Albany: SUNY Press), 424.



PART ONE

ORIGINAL POEMS
Circa Late Sixth to Early Seventh Century



1

You ask the way to Cold Mountain,

but the road does not go through.

In summer, the ice is not yet melted,

the morning sun remains hidden in mist.
How can you get here, like I did?

Our minds are not the same.

When your mind becomes like mine,
you will get here, too.

AFPEINZE SR AR ERUCOREE  HHEIKRE
b E  EEOAR AOEER BEEIHA



2

No matter how high you climb Cold Mountain road,
the way to Cold Mountain never ends.

The long valley is stacked with boulders,

its shoreline wet with lush grass.

Slippery moss, regardless of rain,

pine trees singing, even without wind.

Who can go beyond the entangled world

to sit with me in the midst of white clouds?

HoEIE  ENEEAR RO HREEE
BiRERR ISR GEREEER AR S



*3

Amidst cliffs I have made my home.

The paths of birds are beyond human tracing.
What is there beside my garden?

White clouds embracing dark stone.

How many years have I lived in this place,
watching the many changes of winter and spring?
Let me say to those with cauldrons and chimes—
there’s no merit in your worthless reputation!

W NS BN BRI R
EENEE BABLY WERNE RS ES



4

If you want to attain a peaceful life,

settle down at Cold Mountain.

Subtle breezes blow through mysterious pine.

Listen closely, the sound is really good.

Beneath it, someone with graying hair

reads the Yellow Emperor and Laozi without ceasing.
After ten years, I can never return—

I've even forgotten the way I came.

gt E JERIRlROR  UEIREAS AR AT
TARBEA W#EEE HERAS  ThHkEE



5

Go ahead! Make fun of the way to Cold Mountain,
where there’s not a trace of horse or cart.

It’s hard to remember valley switchbacks

below layer upon layer of so many peaks.

Dew weeps on a thousand kinds of grasses,

winds sing through the pine.

Lost now on my path,

Shadow, tell me, which way should I go?

ORI TARHLESHE R B IRANHIER
DEFE TR WD —EAs  ILRFRETRE  TERIS e



*6

Lute and books should fill your life,

what can fame and money provide?

Abandon your carriage and follow the wisdom of your wife.
A humble cart is pulled by devoted children.

Wind blows over barley drying on the ground,

water floods from the pond stocked with fish.

I often think of wrens

that live peacefully on just one branch.

ZHEMHARE AR R AR
KRR AE Y KR WEEES ZHE—



7

My mind is like an autumn moon
glowing purely in a clear blue abyss.
Nothing compares to it.

What could I possibly say?

ELBRKH AEIERGR  mYIE L BERkanrE



8

Once I moved to Cold Mountain, everything was at rest.
No more useless, mixed-up thinking.

In idleness, I write my poems on stone walls,

accepting whatever happens like an untied boat.

—EFEIESA  E SO R AR (EAERA RS



9

A parrot who lived in the western country

was captured by a net in Wu and brought here.

A beautiful woman plays with it from morning to night,
going in and out of the courtyard of the women’s quarters.
She keeps it in a royal golden cage,

with a bar to the door that injured its wing.

Unlike a swan or a crane, it can’t

drift with the wind or soar away into the clouds.

EREEPUR AR SRS HATERENE
WL RET RSP AN R AR



*10

A city woman with delicate eyebrows

and a white agate-studded sash

teases a parrot surrounded by flowers.
When she plays her lute beneath the moon,
the melody resounds for three months.
Countless people admire her short dance,
but none of this can last.

A lotus cannot withstand the winter cold.

SRR L BRI SRGAERTSY  EEH Ko
RIZHE HEEANEG RORAL SEHEAMIE



11

A handsome young man on a horse

swings his whip and points to the pleasure quarter,
saying, “I will never die.”

He has not yet taken a journey.

As the four seasons change, he enjoys flowers,

but one day they all will wither and yellow.

He can’t taste the finest cream and honey

until the day he dies.

fefths BER  REETENIY, S ESEH AR
PZEfEHYF —WIRZEE BeMifla®E FIRAREE



12

In a jeweled hall with hanging pearl screens,
there’s a lovely and graceful young woman.
Looking more beautiful than a goddess,

her blossoming figure is like a young peach.
Her house in the east merges with spring mist,
but in her western house, autumn winds rise.
In thirty years, she too will become

like the remains of sugar cane.

REEHRR PATEE T HSEEI FEEE S
WEEFGS VEKERE HH =P8 BRH R



13

Much has been inherited from their parents,

rice and vegetable fields—there’s no need to envy others.
The wife rocks the loom, cr-ack cr-ack.

The children make baby sounds, gaa gaa.

They clap their hands at dancing flowers,

or prop up their chins to listen to bird songs.

Who will come around to appreciate this?

Woodcutters often pass right by.

KB HEASE  EEEhlal  S5F 4
HFHEICSE RS  GERDRME MRS E g



I am a woman who lives in Handan.

I sing in low and high pitches.

Happily, in this place where you peacefully hide,
this music has been played for ages.

Already drunk, don’t say a word about leaving,
the sun is not yet in the middle of the sky.

In my house, you sleep

beneath a quilt embroidered with silver.

HEARENE BN BIeZfEE b ek
WERF B Sl WELRORY HENE AR



15

A country person lives in a thatched-roof hut.

In front of his gate, a horse or cart is rarely seen.
Birds gather in the dark forest,

the broad streams teem with fish.

He takes his child to collect nuts and berries,
and together, he and his wife plow the hilly field.
Inside their hut, what do they possess?

Only books on a single shelf.

FPRHENE PIATHEER MRS BEREARE L
SRR RS Kb Rprs A —IRH



16

People are a country’s foundation,

just like a tree depends on the ground.

If the soil is deep, it supports the spreading branches.
If the soil is poor, the tree will decline.

Do not expose its roots,

or the branches will wither and the fruit will fall.

To get fish by destroying a dam

benefits you just one time.

BILAINZs A Rt R SRR s R
AEEEHAR okl ks DABRDUICER IR



17

In the third month, when silk worms are small,
women come to pick flowers in a field.

Then they play with butterflies by the fence

and toss toads into the pond.

One gathers plums in her soft sleeves,

another digs up bamboo shoots with a golden hairpin.
If I was forced to compare them,

this village is better than my home.

—HEWN AONRERAE PREGPRINE B /KD
Wt SRS Flam2ve HHEERR



*18

On a legendary horse, with a coral whip,

he dashes down the Luoyang road.

Such a proud, handsome boy

doesn’t believe in aging and decline,
though his hair is sure to turn white.

How long can his rosy cheeks remain?

Just look north to the mountain of tombs—
that is the Island of the Immortals.

BRSIHE  BEBLiEE  H5RVE AMEARE
A EELE ABGROG BEILTL MEERE



In Luoyang there are many women

who display their charms on a spring day.
They pick roadside blossoms

so each can ornament her topknot.

Their flowery hairdos entice those around,
though others look down on them and glare.
Why seek out troublesome lovers?

Go home to see your husbands.

H i RHESR UrRERL SdiaE
EEcEm NG BREREERE A RIS



20

Girls call to each other while gathering lotus blossoms—
what a lovely pure river village!

They play and play, not noticing the dusk,

or the crazy winds that often come up.

Rising waves lift the ducklings,

large ducks sway in the eddies.

Paddling idly here in a boat,

this vast gentle feeling may never end.

MRS wIRRETLE s s o AT
REEEN PIGEEE - IR SRR



21

In spring, a woman dresses up

to stroll with other women down a southern road.

She enjoys the flowers, but dreads day’s turn into night,
and shelters behind a tree, afraid of the blowing wind.
A young man from nearby approaches

on a white horse with a golden bridle.

Why do they dally together so long?

At home, her husband knows.

BLEAR AFEERaE  AERAME  FERHa)ERR
TR BBEEE ZHANSE  HEREA



22

The wife is too lazy to weave at the loom,

the husband too slothful to plow for rice.

He enjoys hunting with his arrows and bow,
while she shuffles around, strumming her lute.
When freezing to the bone, get covered up fast,
to have a full belly, eat some food first.

Who would care about you now

if you suffer and wail to the heavens?

W LCIAEAR SR BRI BhPERN R
HERES mhRfk SHESRI WmER



*0g

When I think back on my young days,

I used to hunt at the imperial field.

Not wanting to be a national envoy,

and saying that being an immortal wasn’t good enough,
I'd gallop astride my white horse,

shouting at rabbits and letting my green hawk fly.
Without realizing it, I took a great plunge.

Could anyone see my white hair now and feel pity?

=S ADEH R BERIERE AR RS
RS RS TEREGEIE  ATURRE  WREGE RS



24

As a youth, I carried scriptures and a hoe,
while living with my brother’s family.

But others made accusations

and even my own wife turned her back.

So I left the dusty world

to live idly, reading books.

Who can offer a bucketful of water

to rescue this fish from its cart track puddle?

AN AU BEbET R R
WRBALEET  REfPar R SEREMSFIK  TEHUE D



When Dong was young,

he used to visit the imperial palace

in a jacket made of yellow duckling feathers,
so he resembled a painting.

He always rode on a horse with white hooves
that kicked up the red dust.

Onlookers packed the roadside,

wondering whose child he could be.

HERFDRE HAWRE AR A REAI
RIS PALEERE Bt MERER T



26

Your writing and judgment are not at all poor,

so I wonder why you didn’t pass the official exam.
The examiners may have been twisted or perverse
to rinse off your dirt, seeking sores and scars.
This must be your destiny.

Try again this winter.

Even if a blind person shoots at a sparrow’s eye,
an accidental hit is not impossible!

THAIES SAGE BRWeddiT  DUREEE
BRRm S&EME SHSEH  MhIRIEE



27

In the village where I live,

people flatter me as incomparable.
Yesterday, I went to the city

and was glared at by dogs.

People either hated my narrow pants

or said my jacket was too long.

While the sparrow hawk’s eyes are crossed,
sparrows dance with confidence.

IERP(E SRIEMEETT WEHZIRT Al
R Bt bR BRANEL IR ARARA



28

Wandering, I arrive at Above the Sky Pavilion,
where I climb the hundred-foot tower in vain.

Even if we nurture life, our lives are short,

how will making myself study turn me into a lord?
It’s useless to follow the advice of immature people.
Why should I be ashamed of my white hair?

Not yet as straight as an arrow,

I won’t be bent like a hook.

REsE mEEEARE &R Fhaihs
AMPeEN ZAREEE  ORAEN ST H S ihan sy



29

Raising girls brings up many fears.

Those already born should be trained well.

Push at their heads to make them attentive,
whip their backs to keep their mouths shut.

If they can’t operate a shuttle and loom,

how can they use brooms and dustpans?

Old woman Zhang tells her donkey foal,

“When you grow up, don’t be like your mother.”

BLRAKEZ CAMIEE REE/NM #ESHH
AR AR  oREGREN  ORAERE



Last spring, when birds were warbling,

I thought of my brothers, young and old.
Now, in autumn, as chrysanthemums decline,
I think of my own birth.

Deep green rivers make me weep,

the dust of battles covers the land.

What a pity! Within a hundred years

the capital city of Xian was destroyed.

ZEERE MRS SEKRM LRI
BOKTH s BYmE WAREEN TR R



31

A cuckoo atop a flower

chirps in a lovely voice.

A beautiful woman whose face is like a jewel
looks toward it and strums her harp.

Playing like this is not enough.

We long for love when we are young,

but flowers and birds both fly away.

I shed tears facing the autumn wind.
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Young women play at dusk

as the breeze fills the road with fragrance.
With golden butterflies sewn on their skirts,
jeweled duck hairpins adorn them.

Even their maids wear fine red silk,

and their eunuchs dress in purple brocade.

But look! Those who lose the way

become frightened when their hair turns white.
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A five-colored phoenix

lives in a paulownia, eating bamboo nuts.
It moves slowly with decorum,

there’s a peaceful tone in its song.

Why did it come out yesterday?

Perhaps, to spend some time with me.
When it hears my harp and singing,

it dances, rejoicing in the day!
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How pleasant! The body of Chaos,

that neither eats rice nor pisses,

met with the one whose pliers and chisel
made the nine holes of a human form.

Since then, people work for clothes and food,
and worry about taxes year after year.
Thousands of people fight for a penny—
battling each other, they scream for their lives.
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Rich people meet at a tall building

decorated with shining lamps.

When a woman without even a candle

wants to draw near,

they quickly push her away,

back into the shadows.

How does adding someone diminish the light?
I wonder, can’t they spare it?

HREEE GRS RS S ORI RS
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Zou’s wife, who is modest,

and Du’s mother from Handan,

young and old women together,

share the same respectable appearance.

Yesterday they met at a restaurant,

but were rejected and sent to the back of the room
because their skirts were torn.

They had to eat roasted rice cakes others left behind.
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The Shi family had two children

whose talents served the Qi and Chu courts.
Both mastered literature and the martial arts,
relying on themselves alone to acquire positions.
Mr. Mao asked about their secret, saying,

“I want to train my children in your way,”

but at Qin and Weli, neither was successful.

The timing was off, and the fit was bad.
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In general, things have their own use,

with each use being right.

If you miss the proper usage,

things will be lacking here and there.

Trying to put a square peg in a round hole,

sadly, just won’t work.

The legendary horse, Hualiu, trying to catch a mouse
isn’t even as good as a lame Kkitten.
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Brothers separated in five counties,

a father and his children from three different regions—
they all want to investigate flying like owls

and discover how White Rabbit swims.

In dreams, they receive sacred melons,

and keep divine tangerines.

How will they ever get home from such a distance,
packed like fish in a stream?
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Once, a master calligrapher and swordsman

met three luminous, sacred kings.

He governed the east, but received no praise,

his western offensive gained him no rank.

He studied literature while learning martial arts,
and combined martial arts with his literary study.
Now that he is old,

his remaining years are not worth mentioning.
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Heaven created a tree one hundred feet tall

that could be cut into long lengths for lumber.
What a pity this wood for a master carpenter

was abandoned in a dark valley.

Its heart remains strong after many years,

but gradually its bark stripped off, leaving it bald.
If there’s someone who knows how to use it,

it might make a strong post for a horse-barn.
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Zhuangzi talked about his funeral,

“Make heaven and earth my coffin.”

When I depart,

just wrap a reed screen around me.

Death certainly feeds green flies—

don’t bring a white crane to take me away.

If I starve on Mount Souyang

as a devoted follower, death will be a pleasure, too.
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Astride a galloping horse, I arrive at a ruined city,
where the desolation moves me deeply.

Old high and low parapets,

large or small abandoned tombs—

my mugwort shadow shakes all alone,

I freeze at the sound of the cemetery trees.

How sad the bones of worldly people are!

In the history of the immortals, they bear no name.
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The seasons never cease.

Years come and go

and all things are renewed.

The nine heavens are not destroyed,

east glows bright, the west turns dark,
flowers fall and open once again.

Only those in the Yellow Spring

remain in complete darkness, never to return.
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Why are young people unhappy?

They’re sad to see old people’s white hair.

Why does white hair make them sad?

They worry when they feel the pressure of time.

But if they went to live on the Eastern Mountain of Death,
or were appointed to guard the Northern Cemetery—

I can’t bear to say these words.

It would hurt old people to hear them.
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Two turtles riding in an oxcart

that dashes down the street are having fun.

A poisonous scorpion approaches

and begs for a ride.

Not to give it isn’t kind,

but as soon as they do, the scorpion Kkills them both.
I can’t even say how fast—a finger snap!

Their kindness is met with a sting!
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An old woman in a house to the east

has been rich for just three to five years.

In the past she was poorer than I,

but laughs now that I have no money.

So, she laughs at me later,

just as I laughed at her before.

Although we don’t quit laughing at each other,
east and west are not so far apart.

WE—EE HR=hF GHERK FSEKMmE
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Rich people have many burdens on their hands,
concerning matters they just won’t accept.

A warehouse of poor rice that’s turned red,

yet they won’t lend it to others who struggle.

Always ready with a trick, when buying thick brocade,
they pick up the damask first.

When their lives are over,

only green flies will mourn.
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In the past, I saw a brilliant man

whose broad knowledge and sterling spirit

were beyond compare. Once he passed

the national exam, his name was celebrated everywhere.

His five-ideograph poems surpassed all others,

as an official, his governing excelled even his superiors.

No one could follow in his tracks.

Then, he suddenly turned greedy for wealth, property, and love.
Things crashed down like melting ice, beyond what words can say.
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A white crane bore a bitter peach

and flew a thousand miles in one breath.

Wanting to reach the Mountain of Immortals,

he began to consume it,

but before finishing, his feathers fell out—

he dropped out of the flock with a heart full of misery.
Upon returning to his nest, his wife

and children didn’t recognize him.
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How glorious is the lady of the Lu family,

always known as “Free of Sorrow.”

Greedily, she gathers flowers on horseback,

and loves paddling out to harvest lotuses from a boat.
Kneeling on a green bear seat,

draped in a blue phoenix robe,

how sad that in less than a hundred years

she won’t avoid returning to the hill of tombs.
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Who can live forever without dying?

Death comes for everyone.

I used to think he was eight feet tall,

but, all of a sudden, he’s a scoop of dust.

The underground world has neither dawn nor day,
though grass is always green in spring.

When I become sad,

a mournful wind in the pines kills me.
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Like someone who’s always drunk,

the years stream by without ceasing.

Concealed behind the mugwort,

how dim the moon is at dawn.

Flesh and bone will completely vanish,

spirit can wither and fade.

If you are bound to get an iron bit in your mouth,
there’s no point in reading Laozi.
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The hanging willow dark as mist,

flower petals whirling like sleet in the air,

the husband lives far from his wife—

in another province, his wife longs for him.
Each has a life under heaven,

but when will they see each other again?

She writes to a woman beneath a glowing moon,
“Don’t keep a swallow nest at your house.”
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If you have wine, invite each other for a drink.

If you have meat, share the meal.

You will die sooner or later,

so make an effort while you’re young and strong.
A jeweled belt is just a passing glory,

a golden hairpin won’t always adorn.

Old man Zhang and old woman Zheng

both departed; not a word about them has arrived.
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Peach blossoms try to make it through summer,
but wind and moons don’t wait.

Look for people from the Han,

not a single one can be found.

Every morning flowers fall,

year after year, people change.

Even this land, where dust scatters like ash,
used to be a great ocean.
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Look at a flower among leaves.

How long will it be appealing?

Today it fears someone will pluck it,
tomorrow it will wait to be swept away.
We should pity those who are seductive,
after some years they will turn old.

Just compare the world to this flower—
how long can youthful beauty last?
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I see a hundred or so dogs,

each one with grungy hair.

Some lie down as they like.

Some walk around, if they like.
When they’re thrown a bone

they gnaw at each other and fight.
There’s just too little bone

for so many to have an equal share.
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