é 1‘1";,
[ T
3%

o, & 5‘

POEMS AND SERMONS

uso Sosekl

© TRANSLATED BY W S MERWIN
SOIKU SHIGEMATSU

-

.

P

IR
3, L
"
R 4
> »
o>
~ 3
2o
&
2 XL
Vs 9 4
1 ! %
v§ i 0
& Kb A
iy ¢
§ )
ik
3
¥
; 1 {44
H
2 %
»
}ﬁ
3
- t,
‘ ,g,
34¥
v ‘
» i
» 12
F &

AR







BOSTON PUBLIC LIBRARY
Copley Square
Boston, ViA 027116

£
L v
i 5. ”;
Tt
i 4 e i 2
o | e
e
g
'l,“,-
AU
uv‘Ju&
J,,"._"
il
v e






s







Poems and Sermons

SUN AT
MIDNIGHT

by Muso Soseki

Translated by W.S. Merwin
and Sotku Shigematsu

NORTH POINT PRESS

San Francisco 1989



Introduction copyright © 1989 by W. S. Merwin
Translation copyright © 1989 by W. S. Merwin and
Soiku Shigematsu

Printed in the United States of America

Cover illustration: Okite Hashimoto (Japanese, b. 1899),
Stillness (Sand Garden #2, Tenryuji Temple), 1958.
Color woodcut, 550 % 433 mm. Achenbach Foundation
for Graphic Arts, gift of Gumps, Inc., through the
Patrons of Artand Music. Reproduced by permission of
The Fine Arts Museums of San Francisco.

Cover design: David Bullen

LIBRARY OF CONGRESS CATALOGING-IN-PUBLICATION DATA
Muso Soseki, 1275-1351.
[Poems. English. Selections]
Sun at midnight: poems and sermons /by Muso Soseki ;
translated by W. S. Merwin and Soiku Shigematsu.
p. cm.
Translation of poems and sermons of Musd Soseki.
15BN 0-86547-381-1 (cloth)—isBN 0-86547-382-x (paper):
1. Musd Soseki, 1275—1351—Translation, English.
2. Buddhist sermons, Japanese—Translations into English.
3. Buddhist sermons, English—Translations from Japanese.
4. Zen Buddhism—Sermons.  [. Merwin, W. S. (William
Stanley), 1927— 11. Shigematsu, Soiku, 1943—
IT1. Title.
PL26094.M87426 1989
895.6"12—dci1g 88-36442

North Point Press
850 Talbot Avenue
Berkeley, California

94706



CONTENTS

Introduction

Bibliographical Note

POEMS

=

O oo~ OVt B~ W N

10
11
12
13
14
15
16
17
18
19

20

Wandering
A Lodging House in Town
Buddha’s Satori
For Tathe1 Osho
Reizan Osho Visits Me
I’'m notsodeepin it
Reply to Reizan Osho
Thanks for Daisen Osho’s Visit
Chick feed 1s what I eat
Loud thunder
Thanks Sent to Tathe1 Osho
From My Hut in Miura
In these mountain villages . . .
From the beginning
East of the strait
My thatched hut
All on my own I’'m happy
Heaven Peak
Gem Mountain

Another Summit

x1

xxvil

O Co N O\

10
11
12
I3
14
15
16
17
18
19
20
21
22
23
24



Bamboo Garden

To the Emperor’s Messenger

Old Creek

Snow Valley

Dry Tree

Old Man in Retirement

Strange Peak

Poem on Dry Mountain (A Zen Garden)
At the Nachi Kan’non Hall

Spring Chiff

Reply to Gen’no Osho’s Poem

For the Death of a Monk

People’s abuse

To Kengai Osho of Engaku-j

Moon Mountain

Free Old Man

Visiting My Old Hut in Late Spring
On the blue waves

Laughing Mountain

Inauguration of Fukusan Dormitory
Cloud Mountain

At Gen’s Embarkation for Yuan China
AtKan’s Embarkation for Yuan China
Atlku’s Embarkation for Yuan China

Mourning for the Layman Named Cloud Peak

Patriarch Peaks

East Peak

Old Hut

Tengan Osho’s Visit to Erin-ji

49



LIVING IN THE MOUNTAINS: TEN POEMS

50
51
52
53
54
55
56
57
58
59
60
61

In this small hut

Among rocks and valleys
Very high this mountain
All worries and troubles
A curtain of cloud hangs
Don’t ask suspiciously

I wake from my noon nap
Green mountains

Time for a walk

With compassionate hands
Pine Shade

Plum Window

Jewel Field

Truth Hall

No Precedent

Old Man To-The-Point
Old Man Advancing
Abiding Mountain
Snow Garden

One Hut

Moon Tree Cliff

Gem Creek

No Word Hut

Old Mountain

No End Point

Lover of Mountains

Sizan Osho’s Visit

Reply to Stizan Osho’s Snow Poem



The Pure Sound Pavilion
of the Riverside Temple
For Gen the New Head Priest of Erin-ji
For My6’s Departure for Anzen-ji
For Myd’s Departure for Shofuku-ji
For Tetsu the New Head Priest of Erin-ji
For Sho the New Head Priest of Erin-ji
At Whole-World-In-View Hut
Ashikaga Tadayoshi’s Palace
Climbing Down the Snowy Mountain
Snow at Rohatsu Sesshin
It
Magnificent Peak
Reply to Bukkd Zenji’s Poem at Seiken-ji
Snow
Gem Forest
Withered Zen
The Fragrance of the Udumbara
House of Spring
No Gain
By the Sea
For Ko Who Has Come Back from China

99

100
101
102
103
104

10§

TEN SCENES IN THE DRAGON OF HEAVEN TEMPLE

99

The Gate of Universal Light

100 Incomparable Verse Valley
ror Hall of the Guardian God

102 Hui-neng’s Pond

109
110
111

112



103

104
105

106
107
108
109
110
111

112

113
114
115
116

117
118

119
120
121
122
123
124
125
126
127
128
129
130

The Peak of the Held-Up Flower
The Bridge Where the Moon Crosses
Three-Step Waterfall

Cave of the Thousand Pines

Dragon Gate House

Turtle Head Stupa

Tiger Valley

Toki-no-Ge (Satori Poem)

The Garden at the General’s Residence
Temple of Eternal Light

Mugoku Oshd’s Snow Poem
Stzan Oshd’s Visit to My West Mountain Hut
On the Wall of Cloud-Friend Hut
Digging Out the Buddha Relic
Reply to a Friend’s Poem

Ox Turned Loose

Clear Valley

Old Man at Leisure

Ancient Origin

Old Man of Few Words

Jewel Chift

Joy Mountain

For a Monk Going West

Flat Mountain

Beyond the World

Beyond Light

Hut in Harmony

Lamenting the Civil War

113
114
115
116

117
118

119
120
121
122
123
124
125
126
127
128
129
130
131
132
133
134
135
136
137
138

39
140






INTRODUCTION

Everything that remains to our world of the many talents of the
man known to us as Musé Soseki is addressed to our most inti-
mate nature, and yet we approach him now, from wherever we
are, over vast distances.

He was born ten years after Dante, in 12775 according to our
reckoning, which was not the reckoning in his birthplace in the
province of Ise, on the coast far to the west of the capital of Ja-
pan, then named Edo. The forested province of Ise had been the
home for over a thousand years of one of the most revered
shrines of Shinto, the one that houses the legendary mirror of
the sun goddess Amaterasu, a mythological ancestor of the em-
peror. The shrine itself and the compound are, as they were
when Muso was born, a celebrated example of a pure form of
Japanese architecture known as the Divine Style—plain, ar-
chaic, severe, and elegant, its origins linked to the worship of
trees and the building of ships, and to the defining of enclosed
clearings in the forest in order to establish, with a ritual use of
space, gardens.

Something, and perhaps a great deal of this, and the legends
thatemanated from it, must have been part of the familiar world
around Muso in his first years. He may have been taken to the
great shrine as an infant. Certainly he saw, then or later, others
built on the same pattern, and the images they presented to him
would have made a deep impression on a child who was to be-

come one of the great garden designers of Japan.



But his parents were Buddhists, his mother a devout wor-
shiper of the Bodhisattva Avalokitesvara, the representation of
compassion. The tradition of medieval Buddhist hagiography
is stift with conventions, as other hagiographical traditions are,
and some of its accounts are legends. A few that came to em-
broider what was remembered of the life of Muso seem famil-
1ar, like recurrent dreams. It was told that Muso’s mother had
prayed to Avalokitesvara for a child,and had dreamed one night
of a golden light flowing into her mouth. It was a full thirteen
months later, however, before Musé was born.

His third year, according to the history, was one of loss. His
family moved away from Ise to the province of Kai, and in Au-
gust of that year his mother died. Those familiar with the life
and writings of Ddgen Zenji (1200-1253) will recall that Do-
gen’s mother died when Dogen was eight years old, and that her
death—and the sight of the smoke of the incense burning be-
side her body—became the first recognizable step toward his
own religious realization. Dogen had lost his father at the age of
three. There 1s a tradition in Zen, and in Buddhism in general,
of children who were foundlings, or orphans, or who were
given up to temples at a very early age, and Musé combined
these. During the year after the death of his mother he 1s said to
have shown a precocious religious fervor, reciting sutras and
prayers before the Buddhist images. A religious life was pre-
dicted for him and then probably was expected of him. He was
a particularly gentle child who avoided arguments and shunned
contention of any kind, even rough games with children of his
own age. When he was nine his father took him to the Shingon
temple in Kai and gave him up to the religious life.

There Muso became a student of Mantrayana Buddhism, re-

turning only on occasional visits to see his father and stepmother.
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She cooked sumptuous meals to celebrate hisbeing athome, and
when he went back to the temple he took some of her delicious
food with him to share with his friends, who probably subsisted
most of the time on rice and tea. So she invited him to bring his
friends home with him. One day he saw someone nearby eating
a rich dinner while his servants ate almost nothing, and he re-
solved that if ever he had servants their food would not differ
from his own.

At eighteen he went to Nara to take his vows as a monk and
have his head shaved. After that he devoted himself entirely to
the study of Buddhist texts, until one day he was present at the
death of alearned Buddhist, in great anguish of spirit, who had
been a noted authority on esoteric Buddhism and Tendai meta-
physics,and had preached for years on Buddhist doctrine. Muso
was shaken to see that all this man had known about Buddhism
had helped him so little at the moment of his death. He had
heard of a school of Buddhism that was based upon a “special
transmission outside the scriptures” and he determined to learn
about it. When he was not yet twenty he left the Shingon sect
and became a student of Zen at Ken’nin-ji in Kyoto, and then at
Engaku-j1 and Kench6-j11n Kamakura.

The director of Kencho-j1 was a Chinese monk named Issan
who had recently arrived (1299) in Japan to escape the Mongol
occupation of China. He became Musd’s teacher, and Muso re-
mained with him, practicing fervently, for a number of years. As
he did, his doubt, his anxiety at his own lack of realization and
clarity, grew untl one day in desperation he said to Issan, “ can-
not attain enlightenment. Show 1t to me.”

Issan said, “There is no word 1n our school. There is no rule
to transmit.”

(13 M »
Show me your compassion and your way.
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“There is no compassion. And there 1s notany way.”

Muso decided that there was no point in his remaining with
Issan and he went to the nearby temple of Engaku-ji. Master
Koho-Ken’nichi there, a pupil at one time of another Chinese
master, was famous for his insight. Muso went tosee him and re-
peated his final conversation with Issan to K6ho, who answered,
“You should have said to Issan, “Teacher, you have revealed too
much.”” Atthese words Muso 1s said to have had a faint glimpse
of the realization he was seeking, but he knew it was no more
than that. He set out on a pilgrimage to the north. He spent the
summer of 1305, his thirtieth year, in Zen practice in a hermitage
in the province of Joshli. One night he sat out in the garden
where there was a cool breeze. Very late, he rose to go back into
the hermitage. He had no light, but the place was so familiar that
he thought he knew exactly where he was, and he reached out to
steady himself against a wall. But the wall was not there and he
fell. Suddenly he burst out laughing, as he felt the anguish and
the intense searching of so many years suddenly dissolved. He
wrote his toki-no-ge, or sator1 poem, and in the autumn took it
to K6ho, who questioned him and gave the seal of his approval
to Muso’s realization. Muso remained with Koho and three
years later Koho transmitted to him his own dead master’s robe,
making Muso his successor.

But Muso was not drawn to the courtly and hierarchical
world of ofhicial Zen. He left Kamakura and spent most of the
nexttwenty years in remote temples and hermitages in the prov-
inces, practicing Zen to clarity and deepen his insight. Yet de-
spite his avoidance of the centers of fashion and influence, his
reputation grew, and in 1325 Emperor Go-Daigo appointed
Musb to the temple of Nanzen-ji in Kyoto, one of the most im-

portant and revered Zen temples in Japan, and there the em-
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peror himself became a student of Musa. In 1329 the shogun ap-
pointed him to the temple of Engaku-ji, and Mus6 returned to
Kamakura.

Japan at the time was torn by civil wars. The imperial power
had eroded and passed into the hands of the warlords of Ka-
makura. Emperor Go-Daigo was anxious to regain the lost
power of the throne, and the result was a series of fierce and dev-
astating campaigns. In 1334 the emperor brought Muso back
from Kamakura to Nanzen-ji. But in the following years the
warrlor lords rose to power and the emperor took refuge in a
temple on Mount Hiei. Muso retired from his position at Nan-
zen-j1and took up residence at the smaller temple of Rinsen-ji,
by the Oi River on the west of Kyoto. In June of 1336 Ashikaga
Takauji entered Kyoto in triumph and became the first of the
Ashikaga dynasty, which was to endure through fifteen gener-
ations, during almost two and a half centuries.

Muso was already known to the new ruler, who was himself
a dedicated student of Buddhism. Takauji and his brother Ta-
dayoshi both had consulted Mus6 on religious matters, and they
continued to do so once they were in power. Takauji’s written
questions to Muso, and Muso’s written replies, were later assem-
bled and edited by one of Musd’s successors to form the volume
known as Muchi Mondo, Dialogues in the Dream. Takauj, like
Muso’s mother, was particularly devoted to the veneration of the
bodhisattva of compassion, Avalokitesvara. Not at ease in the
world of power and conflict, he cherished a wish to retire from
it altogether, and two years after his triumphal entry into Kyoto
he turned over his duties to his brother Tadayoshi and devoted
himself to the study of the Buddha dharma.

Takauji was tormented by the thought of the many who had

suffered and died because of the civil wars in which he had
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played so important a part. At Musd’s suggestion he founded
Ankoku-ji, “temples of peace,” and his brother built Rish6-t5, a
Buddhist stupa.

The wave of temple building brought into play some of Mu-
s0’s own talents. In his mid-sixties, in 1339, he was consulted 1n
the restoration of the temple of Saiho-j1 and 1ts garden 1n the
western part of Kyoto. The original temple had been built 600
years earlier by a Buddhist monk, and at one ime many build-
ings had occupied the site, but the entire temple had been de-
stroyed during one of the periods of civil wars that had ravaged
Japan.

The patron of the restored Saiho-j1 and its garden was a no-
bleman named Nakahara no Chikahide, and the garden that
Mus6 designed for the temple became famous in the history of
Japanese gardens and of Japanese Buddhism.

In Japan gardens and religious observance had been closely
associated for a very long time, and the boundary between ar-
chitecture and gardens was indefinite. The formal compound
of a Shinto temple, 1ts ground covered with pebbles, 1s at once
part of the enclosed structure surrounding the sacred tree and a
garden, an ancestor of the raked gravel gardens of the Zen tra-
dition. The art of gardening had assumed as natural a role in
Japanese religious custom as the arts of painting and sculpture,
architecture and chant. [t was not conceived of simply as a dec-
orative addition to a place of human use. In the settings of
Shinto and of Japanese Buddhism it suggests, and 1s meant to
exemplify, a view of being.

The gardens of the Pure Land sect of Buddhism, which had
been established in Japan almost three centuries before Musa’s
birth, were intended to evoke the paradise of Amida[Amitabha]
Buddha, the Buddha of the setting sun and the hereafter. The
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veneration of Amida Buddha and the hope for his western par-
adise fostered an iconography that derived from images of the
courtand from the tantric mandalas of Shingon Buddhism;and
the gardens of the Jodo sect, as it came to be called (from Saihd
Jodo, the Pure Land of the West), were conceived as mandalas
symbolizing paradise. Because they were also the residences of
the noblemen who commissioned them, these wealthy and
powerful few were already dwelling—at least in principle—in
the parad:ise to come. The gardens were inevitably extremely
formal and symmetrical; their shapes and their structures were
manifestations of courtly elegance. Temple buildings and resi-
dences alike perpetuated traditional court architecture, and the
gardens made characteristic use of bodies of water to provide,
from different viewpoints, the illusion of distance and the sense
that objects, perspectives, and edifices were floating on their
own reflections.

This use of water in the Jodo gardens in turn had its origin in
the Heian court gardens, the “dream gardens,” of the ninth cen-
tury, with their emphasis on artificial lakes and streams. And be-
fore the Heian lake gardens there were, of course, the formal
lake gardens of China with their carefully composed views of
water and islands, their bridges and standing rocks. In the mid-
ninth century the nobility began to plan gardens that deliber-
ately evoked the wilder landscapes of other parts of Japan. Pen-
insulas planted with trees reached out into lakes. Lake shores
were covered with pebbles to represent ocean beaches. The at-
tempt to suggest living landscapes worked against the urge for
symmetrical formality and helped to lighten it and render its
symbolism subtler and more complex. By the eleventh century
the principles of the Heian gardens—conceived then, of course,

as the correct principles for all gardens—were established con-
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ventions that could be summarized in Treatise on Garden Mak-
ing by Tachibana Toshitsuna, the son of an important political
figure of the period. Toshitsuna set forth the rules for making
ponds, lakes, and waterfalls, and for arranging and planting
trees and growing things, all with a doctrinaire finality that in-
cludes his detailed predictions of the catastrophes awaiting her-
etics who might presume to do things in any other way. The
rules of Heian gardening had become superstitions, and some
of this development may have derived from elements of Chi-
nese geomancy whose meanings, by Toshitsuna’s period, were
no longer clearly remembered.

We do not know what Muso had learned of the artof garden
design by the time he undertook to design the garden of Saiho-
11, but he was surely acquainted with the main currents of these
traditions and must have been familiar with many court and
temple gardens. Saih-j1 combines aspects of the paradise gar-
dens of the Jodo sect with far fewer of the symmetrical inven-
tions generally considered manifestations of the spirit of Zen.
There is a lake with an island in it, and a wandering series of
rocks. A path meanders along the winding lake shore.

One of the conditions, one of the materials, indeed, of the art
of gardening, whatever gardeners may think of it is the role
of change, which makes gardening particularly appropriate to
Buddhism. Nothing stays as the hand of the gardener leaves it
or as the mind of the gardener originally conceives of it, and al-
though Musé 1n his gardens made extensive and original use of
such things as rocks, which change so slowly that they can be
taken as symbols of permanence, those gardens of his which
later generations saw and see are inevitably difterent from those
he would have seen in his lifetime. Trees and all living things

there have grown, died, been replaced. Shadows and leaves fall
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differently even in those gardens that have been cared for and
kept as close as possible to the way he designed them. Saihé-ji
iself 1s famous, among other things, for something that has
changed enormously since the time of Muso’s original garden
and, 1n the view of most commentators, could have had no place
in his plan. The ground under the trees by the lake, and in other
sections of the garden reached by stone steps, is covered with a
profusion of different mosses that curl like waves around the ar-
rangements of large stones on the upper levels. It is said that
these celebrated mosses, or at least many of them, spread
through parts of the garden only in the nineteenth century
when the temple became too poor to be able to maintain the gar-
den. Yet there may well have been some mosses in the original
plan. For instance, up on the hillside there is a detail that recurs
in a number of Musd’s gardens, a dry waterfall in which large
vertical stones suggest the cascading of water. And at the foot of
the stone waterfall there is a basin brimming not with water but
with moss.

In the same year that the garden at Saiho-y1 was laid out, per-
haps on the site of an earlier garden, Emperor Go-Daigo died.
Muso urged the Ashikagas, Takauji and Tadayoshi, to build a
temple dedicated to the spirit of the dead emperor whom they
had deposed, a project that might help to restore harmony be-
tween the old dynasty and the new one. Thessite chosen had once
been an imperial estate, with a Heian lake garden. Muso’s plans
transformed it into the present temple enclosure and garden of
Tenryii-ji, alabor that took five years. Parts of the garden appear
in some of Musd’s poems—its dry waterfall; its lake, named
Hui-neng’s Pond after the Sixth Zen Patriarch; its West Moun-
tains (Arashiyama). The garden combines a great sweep of

landscape and a feeling of space with one of intimacy and sim-

xix



plicity. Along with Zuisen-ji in Kamakura, with its cave and
ponds,and the pond garden at Kencho-j11n Kamakura, itis con-
sidered one of the works that best exemplifies Musd’s concep-
tion and style of garden design. Perhaps appropriate to the vi-
sion of emptiness which he himself taughtin all hisarts, his very
role 1in its plan has been disputed, though there is a record of
Ashikaga Takauji’s directive to him to turn the old imperial es-
tate into a temple compound.

Muso’s work on gardens filled the last decade of his life. He
managed to combine it with teaching and advisory and admin-
istrative duties. In his late years he settled in the small riverside
temple of Rinsen-ji,on the Oi River at the edge of Kyoto. Once
an imperial villa, Rinsen-j1 had been converted into a temple by
Emperor Go-Daigo as a shrine for his second son, who had died
there. The emperor had made Muso the temple’s first abbot, as
Muso was later to become the first abbot of Tenrya-ji, and at
Rinsen-j1 too Muso redesigned the garden. But at Rinsen-j1 his
work has completely disappeared, asa result of war and neglect.
The present garden there, a stone and gravel enclosure in the
style of the famous one at Rydan-ji, across the city, is a modern
addition.

[t was at Rinsen-j1, on September 29, 1351, that Musé wrote

a final poem:

In the real world
the pure world
NO separation exists
why wait
for another time
and another meeting
the teaching
on Vulture Peak
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is here today
whoelse
are you looking for
to preserve the Way?

He died on the following day, September 30, at the age of
seventy-seven. Cremation was not then the invariable rule for
the disposal of bodies, and Muso was buried at the end of the
main hall of worship. The slabs of rock covering his tomb,
which can be seen from outside the building, lie under the floor
of the shrine; a rock formation beside them resembles a chain of
mountains in a Sung dynasty painting. Over the tomb, two flu-
orescent light tubes have been attached to the beams under the
floor. Above, in the raised shrine, is a wooden statue of Musd
that looks life-size. He is seated in what is no doubt zazen pos-
ture. The carved robes low down from the raised seat to the
floor. His hands are in the meditation mudra and his eyes are
half closed. One can see even in the likeness the gentleness that
distinguished him as a child.

Muso had had some 13,145 recorded students: monks, nuns,
and laity, including 7 emperors. Fifty-two of his students re-
ceived his approval as successors and a number of them in turn
became renowned teachers. He had founded fourteen temples
in Kyoto, Kamakura, and other parts of Japan. Upon his death
his writings, collected by his followers, included three volumes
of conversations, which became Dialogues in the Dream, a vol-
ume of sermons, and the volume of poems from which the pres-
ent translation has been made.

The arts that Muso practiced—poetry, painting, calligraphy,
garden design—depended, as all arts do, on a balance of con-

vention and control, on the one hand, and spontaneity on the
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other. There is an inevitable tension between the two elements,
and yetideally the two seem to give life to each other and become
one. The gardens with their varying evocations of whatis con-
sidered natural are elaborately controlled manifestations of the
conventions that Muso inherited and developed, though Muso
is said to have favored a freer and less artificial style than was
fashionable in his day.

His poetry was written both 1n Japanese and in Chinese, in
two traditional forms, more than half of it in the gathas—
Chinese four-line verses—that had become conventional in the
world of Zen in China before Zen passed to Japan. It was cus-
tomary for students of Chan, as the teaching was called in
China, to write a verse to express what they had understood, af-
ter they had had what they considered to be an experience of sa-
tori, or insight into the nature of reality. The custom was estab-
lished by the time of the Platform Sutra of the Sixth Patriarch in
the latter part of the eighth century. In that important Zen text
a crucial turn of the story of the Sixth Patriarch depends upon
two gathas, the first composed by a monk at the Fifth Patriarch’s

monastery, which translates:

The body is the Bodhi tree

The mind is a clear mirror
Always keep the mirror polished
Let no dust gather on it

The other gatha, attributed by legend to the Sixth Patriarch, sur-
vives 1n various forms. The most famous of them might be

translated:

Bodhi has no tree
The mirror rests on nothing

From the beginning not a thing is
Where would the dust alight?

xxi1



Later, during the Sung dynasty, when several of the famous
teachers gathered the Zen teaching devices known as kéans into
books, the compilers, or later successors, appended gathas to
most of the kdans to confirm and extend the thrust of the teach-
ing they embodied. The practice continued into Musd’s lifetime.
Keizan Jokin (1268-1325), a great teacher and a poet who lived
earlier in the century during which Musé was born, composed
a volume called the Denko-roku, or Transmission of the Lamp,
a purported compilation of the enlightenment experiences of
each of the patriarchs, from Shakyamuni Buddha to Keizan’s
own teacher, Dogen. Each of the stories was followed, or
“capped” by a poem, sometimes though notalways a gatha. And
since Keizan was a gifted poet, some of the poems have a clear
beauty that does not depend on context.

Muso wrote poems throughout the whole of his adult life,
and some are Zen poems in this somewhat ritualized sense. The
“Satori Poem” is an example. Some are poems on the deaths of
friends, and like all Musd’s poems, they too express their subject
from the viewpoint of Zen experience. His poems on the visits
and departures of friends, which continue another convention
of Chinese poetry, are written in the Zen spirit, as are his most
obviously personal poems: the poems of reminiscence and those
arising directly from circumstances 1n his own life, such as the
ones about his hut in Miura. These seem to have within their an-
cestry the poems of the eighth-century Chinese poet Wang Wei,
himself a Ch'an [Zen] student during the T’ang dynasty, the
golden age of Chan.

Since gathas have usually been translated into English as
quatrains, perhaps it is necessary to explain the form used to
translate Musd’s gathas in this collection. The explanation is
really my collaborator’s, who supplied the firstliteral versions of

these poems in English, with the lines already broken into three
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sections as they are here. When I asked him why, he wrote tome,
“We Japanese Zen priests are expected to learn the traditional
chanting of Zen poetry. Even Musé, I think, must have chanted
his own poetry justas we donow.” He gave several examples, one

from a poem of Musd’s, the “Sator1 Poem™:
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ta nen hotte chi motomu sel ten

many  year dig ground  seek blue heaven

which he said would be chanted in Japanese:

Ta-ne-n-n-n
chio-o-hot-te-e-e
sel-1-ten-n-n-0-0-0-moto-0-0-mu-u-u-u-u

“In chanting,” he said, “a pause matters much, I think. . ..
Truly no translator has ever broken lines. Even D.T. Suzuki
didn’t. It may be right so far as form is concerned. But I wish to
hear Musd’s chanting. Unless you feel some awkwardness as
English poetry, I myself would like to keep all the poems as they
are. If forced to make a choice, I dare to prefer his unheard voices
to his written form.”

[ have since heard the chanting in Shigematsu-san’s father’s
temple, but the broken line, in English, suggested something
quite different to me, of course: the breathless rush of Mayakov-
sky (as it comes across in translation) and above all the delicacy,
lightness, and penetrating plainness of the later work of Wil-
liam Carlos Williams. Whatever the original appropriateness of
the innovation, I was happy to keepitand try to make it seem the

right form for Muso’s poems in English.
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Asmightbe guessed from the fact that the translation is a col-
laboration, I cannot read the original languages: neither the
classical Chinese of Musd’s poems nor the formal medieval Jap-
anese of his prose. The translation was meant to be as faithful a
representation of Musé in English as I could provide with the
help of those who could read those languages, but it was not in-
tended for scholars or for those who could read the original.
There have been, until ‘now, almost no translations of Musé into
English. He 1s mentioned, of course, in D. T. Suzuki’s histories
of Zen, but I made my more extensive acquaintance with his
work 1n the biographical and critical writing of Masumi Shi-
bata, and in the French translations Shibata has made with his
French wife Maryse. They have published (Editions G. P. Mai-
sonneuve and Larose, Paris, 1974) the whole of the Muchi
Monds 1n French, as Dialogues dans le Réve. Soon after I had
found that work, conversations with Séiku Shigematsu led to
him sending me, from Japan, the first literal versions of some of
Musd’s poems, and our collaboration began. We have worked
on the versions sporadically over the course of several years,
from the first exchanges of letters to a theoretically final set of
marginal notes that we revised, sitting out the rain under the
eaves of the abbot’s quarters at Tenrya-j1, looking out at the gar-
den that Muso had designed there, at Hui-neng’s Pond, the
West Mountains 1n the must, the stone waterfall, the stone
bridge.

Musdo’s prose 1s another venture altogether, and I have in-
cluded only a few selections that seemed to be particularly help-
ful in providing a sense of his achievement as a whole. West
Mountain Evening Talk is a brief collection of his teachings that
has been used in Zen monasteries since Muso’s death. It, and

“Musd’s Admonition,” were given to me in English literal ver-
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sions prepared by Soiku Shigematsu. The passages from Dia-
logues in the Dream were translated from Masumi and Maryse
Shibata’s French edition.

His talent apart, Musd’s resources as a gardener—the life
of his tradition, the dedicated labor—are no longer available.
Some of his teaching, like some of the teaching of his great pre-
decessor Dogen, seems to be almost exclusively relevant to the
circumstances of Japanese medieval monasticism. But the vi-
sion of existence in gardens and the heart of his teaching seem
to me to have survived the transition from one age, one cul-
ture—and, in the prose, one language—to another, perhaps not
whole, but still, enough so that years of acquaintance with his
writing, and what I have seen of his gardens, leave me grateful
for what I have glimpsed.

As for the poems, I know only what I have been able to hear
from—and, as it were, through—the literals. In such transla-
tions, as in all translation, one knows well enough what one was
listening for in English, what one would like the translations to
be: living poems in the new language, poems that manage to
represent the life of the originals. It is too much to hope for, as
we all know, and yet one goes on, out of the nature of necessity
and of language, trying to put into words that life. Where is it?
A poem of Keizan’s in the Denko-roku goes something like this:

The water 1s clear all the way down.

Nothing ever polished it. That is the way it is.

W.S. MERWIN
Peahi, Maw:
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BIBLIOGRAPHICAL NOTE

Books abound on the history of Buddhism and of Zen. D.T.
Suzuki’s Zen and Japanese Culture (Princeton, Princeton Uni-
versity Press, Bollingen Series, 1957) offers a clear survey.

A number of recent works on Japanese gardens are available
in English:

Joseph Conder, Landscape Gardening in Japan, New York,

Dover, 1964.

Lorraine Kuck, The World of the Japanese Garden, New York

and Tokyo, Weatherhill, 1968.

Itoh Teiyi, The Japanese Garden: An Approach to Nature, New

Haven, Yale University Press, 1972.

[toh Teip, Space and lllusion mn the Japanese Garden, New York

and Tokyo, Weatherhill, 1972.

Mark Holborn, The Ocean in the Sand, Boulder, Shambhala,

1978.

For Muso himself, Masumi Shibata’s Les Maitres du Zen au
Japon (G.P. Maisonneuve and Larose, Paris, 1969) provides a
biographical essay, and the introduction to the translation of
Muchi Mondo, Dialogues dans le Réve by Masumi and Maryse
Shibata (G. P. Maisonneuve and Larose, Paris, 1974) includes,
besides the commentary on the dialogues themselves, a discus-
sion of the cultural and historic milieu and the art of gardening
that were the context of Musd’s work. I have relied extensively
on both for my own notes on Muso.

W.S. M.
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A Lodging House in Town

Right among the people coming and going
I have a place to stay
[ shut the gate even in the daytime
and feel as though I had bought
Wo-chou the great mountain
and had it with me in town
Never since I was born
have I liked to argue
mouth full of blood
My mouth i1s made fast
to heaven and earth
so the universe is still















Reply to Reizan Osho

I don’t go out
to wander around
I stay home here in Miura
while time flows
on through
the unbounded world
In the awakened eye
mountains and rivers
completely disappear
the eye of delusion
looks out upon
deep fog and clouds
Alone on my zazen mat
[ forget the days
as they pass
The wisteria has grown
thick over the eaves
of my hut
The subtle Way
of Bodhidharma—
I never give it a thought
Does anyone know
the truth of Zen
or what to ask about t?

II



Thanks for Daisen Osho’s Visit

Here I have enough to eat
and [ have taken root
far from the world
People who like to find fault
can melteven gold with their talk
why should I listen to that
My mind 1s weightless
and without color
like the lingering fog
The sound of the evening waves
wakes me
from my afternoon nap
Cradled in the breast of this mountain
[ have forgotten
its original wildness
Day after day
watching the sea
I have never seen its depths
If I cannotattain
the very heart
of Zen
a wave a thousand miles long
will rise up and heave

on the sea beyond my gate
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On the blue waves

On the blue waves
the sun glitters
the mist is burned away
then the mountains appear
soaring close to the shore
each one the most beautiful
Already I have loaded the boat
to the sinking point
with the joy of the passing spring
Even Confucius
who smiled at his disciple’s laughter
would envy what I see
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At Gen’s Embarkation for Yuan China

Deep grief wringing the heart
promising over and over to meet again
you leave Deer’s Joy Mountain
The colors of spring
in a hundred castle gardens
all live in your staft
Now that you have known
the great death
once and for all
may the original sail
bring you east
again to this land
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Patriarch Peaks

Twenty-eight Indian Patriarchs
six Chinese all reveal
the subtle working of Zen
Higher and higher
they soar into the blue sky
dwarfing the five summits of Mount Sumeru
Naturally their successors
come and try
to chmb their peaks
The Dharma that has reached
its golden summit

never falls away

50
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Tengan Osho’s Visit to Erin-ji

With your tall
golden staft inkling
you have come all the way down
Talking for days
about things not of the world
our words have been all we needed
Sumptuous the colors
of the halls
and the temple buildings
Lush and dense around them
the serene beauty of the forest
and the arbored walks
Lovely! Our hearts are open
Nota grain of sand
in our friendship
May it go on just like this!
In the floating world of things
needles hide 1n the carpet
The memory of this visit
should be handed down
forever
There is something beyond happiness
inside the gate

of this mountain
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Old Man Advancing

Beyond the point where the rivers
end and the mountains vanish
you have kept on walking
Originally
the treasure lies
just under one’s feet
You made the mistake of thinking
that now you would be able
to retire in peace
Look: in your own hut
the meditation mat
has never been warm
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The Pure Sound Pavilion of the Riverside Temple

The monastery
like the moon 1n the water—
heaven and earth are wide
The pavilion 1s reflected
a hundred pavilions
a thousand
A complete existence
nothing missing nothing left over
no need for the water to wash the ears clear
Day and might
outside the gate

the wide river flows
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For Myo’s Departure for Anzen-ji

Now the splendor of the Patriarch’s Garden
is smudged with the rising
dust of war
Everywhere
Zen students are sitting
on mats of needles
No doubt your visit
will bring good fortune
upon the Temple of the Joy of Zen
The chill wind of wisdom
from one tinkling staft
is worth worlds beyond number
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Ashikaga Tadayoshi’s Palace

When the blind 1s raised
at the clear window
one is facing the East Mountains
The magnificent landscape
stretches away
from the edge of the table
Everyone feels the silk veil
drawn back
from before his face
Ilusions carried
through many lives

vanish 1n one moment
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Hall of the Guardian God

Inside the temple enclosure
a place was set aside
for a Shinto shrine
Wish with your whole self
for the divine wind
to help the Way of the Patriarchs
Don’t ask why the pine trees
in the front garden
are gnarled and crooked
The straightness
they were born with
is right there inside them

11171
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The Peak of the Held-Up Flower

On Vulture Peak
once the Buddha
held up a flower
[t has been muluplied
into a thousand plants
one of them is on this mountain
Look: the fragrant seedlings
have been handed all the way down
to the present
No one knows
how many spring winds are blowing

in the timeless world
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The Garden at the General’s Residence

The beautiful landscape
of the three famous god-mountains
has all been reproduced here
Rough standing stones
a stream meandering
delight withoutend
How lovely! The setting
for elegant play
and serene pleasure
No doubt the Dharma stream
from the Sixth Patriarch’s valley

runs through here
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Mugoku Oshd’s Snow Poem

Everyone sees
only the falling
scentless flowers
No one has yet understood
where the flakes fly
and where they fall
Now you excellent monk
are sitting
1n the meditation hall
You know that the mind
rises from the origin

in the eighth consciousness, doesn’t it
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Ancient Origin

One drop of Dharma water
from the Sixth Patriarch’s valley
was there before the first legendary Buddha
it comes from a great distance
and I know thatits source
is far within
Pity the one who has not yet
come home
from over the sea
and goes on looking somewhere else

for the great subtle mind
of the Buddha of India
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Lamenting the Civil War

So many times since antiquity
the human world
- hasbarely escaped destruction
yet ten thousand fortunes
and a.thousand misfortunes
and in one void after all
Puppets squabbling
back and forth
across the stage
People brawling
over a snail’s horn
winning or losing
The ferocity
of asnipe and a clam
glaring at each other
only to arrive after death
before the tribunal
of Yama the Judge of Hell
When will the horses of war
be turned loose
on Flower Mountain
It would be best

to throw their bits away

to the east of the Buddha’s Palace
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Sermons
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WEST MOUNTAIN EVENING TALK

When the Master was living at Nanzen-ji as a head priest,
Gen’nd Oshd said to him, “For the last twenty years, ever since
you finished your study in the monasteries, you have been mov-
ing from one place to another. By now you have changed the
place you live more than ten times. I think this i1s harmful to a
Zen student. It exhausts him and interferes with his practice.
But recently I read the Sutra for the Period of the Imitative
Dharma and according to that, the Buddha said, ‘Students must
stay at one place for no more than three months. Anyone who
accuses those who move on of being flighty will go to Hell” That
disposed of some of my concern.”

The Master answered, “It was not because of the Buddha’s
words that I kept moving on. I think of his enlightenment as my
home, and I never left that whether I went off to the east or
stayed behind in the west. Some people stay at one monastery for
a long tume but they do not always sit on the same Zen mat.
Sometimes they leave it to wash their hands or faces. Sometimes
they walk in the garden or climb a mountain to look outover the
country. You might say that they too were rather frivolous. But
because their minds are fixed on the one point even when they
are moving around it is not correct to say that they are some-
where else. If they can free their limited minds and play in the
boundless world, there is nothing to reproach them for, is
there?”
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A monk said to the Master, “You are a descendant of Lin-chi [in
Japanese, Rinzai] Zenji, but you do not teach your students in
the traditional Rinzai way. Instead you always give lectures on
the sutras. Why 1s that?”

The Master answered, “For a Zen student, knowledge-
understanding and practice-understanding must go together.
Even then the student will not be able to benefit everyone until
he has found the right person and the right circumstances. I am
still no more than a fledgling, and my ability is only partly
formed. I have not met the one teacher or found the best circum-
stances. So it is a mistake to be too critical of me.

“Nowadays there 1s a tendency among Zen followers who
cannot see into themselves or into the subtle workings of Zen to
memorize old saws just to keep a dialogue turning like a wheel,
and sometimes they push or pull in some manner that’s sup-
posed to look like Zen. They flatter themselves that in doing
things like that they are manifesting the heart of the Dharma.
None of that amounts to anything. They’re deceiving them-
selves. It’s not hard to imitate the manners of the ancients, butit’s
very difhicult to attain their virtue. I don’t think much of those
who set such store by externals and never notice their own lack
of virtue.”

The monk went on, “Then why do you preside over a
sangha, comment on the sayings of our predecessors, and ex-
pound the sutras?”

The Master replied, “Those who do evil do it not because
they want to go to hell but because of an earlier karma. I myself
would not dare to aspire to the title of ‘Master.” Just the same |
lead a sangha only because some remnant of virtue enacted in a
former life impels me to do it. I don’t wish to enjoy a retired life

with my gate shut. And it follows, just as my arms swing when
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I walk, that I expound the sutras, comment on the words of the
Patriarchs, and in that way allow those who do not believe in the
law of cause and effect tolearn thatitexists,and help people who
know nothing of Mahayana and of Zen to learn the truth. Once
a Zen master served tea to travelers beside the road for the pur-
pose of sharing the Dharma with many people. My purpose is
the same when I talk about the sayings and teaching of the Bud-
dha and the Patriarchs.”

The monk asked, “Many priests and laypeople nowadays be-
lieve in Zen, so why do you say that you have not had a chance to
meet someone suited to you?”

The Master answered, “I don’t mean that no one has Zen in-
sight,butonly that noone’s view accords completely with mine.”

The monk went on, “Even a dull student, though he may not
attain satori, will grasp something of the Dharma if you show it
to him directly. Why do you ignore someone like that?”

The Master answered, “Haven’t you heard the saying, ‘A
thousand-pound bow and arrow won’t hita mouse’? The Bud-
dha came to this world and his silent words and his long sermons
have filled the sutra storehouse to overflowing. Why didn’t he
simply show the truth? You should consider that. Yuan-wu
says, First deprive students of their preconceptions, and then
they will be ready to undergo the ordinary rigorous Zen prac-
tice’ And Ta-hui says, “Zen teachers should only preach
Dharma according to their students’ levels of Zen understand-
ing. The Master’s way of teaching, sudden as a flint spark ora
flash of lightning, can be grasped only by those who are ready
for it. To use Zen methods of that kind with novices would be
like pulling up young shoots that have just been planted out.””

The monk continued, “Are you saying that the Buddha’s

teachings really are not true?”
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The Master replied, “All of your questions miss the point. So
the answers I've been giving you can’t be worth much either. I
have made mud pies of words just to try to help you understand.
A man once wrote to Yuan-wu, ‘Please give me a kéan.” Yuan-
wu answered, ‘I hear you have always read the Sutra on Perfect
Enlightenment. My koan for you 1s in that”

“Yuan-wu usually gave his students koans such as ‘Mount
Sumeru, “The Dry Shit-Stick,” and ‘Chao-chou’s Mu.” What
kind of koéan 1s ‘Read the Sutra’? But if you understand what
Yuan-wu really meant, you will see that not only the Sutra on
Perfect Enlightenment but the other thousand sutras and ten
thousand sayings, and even secular gossip and idle chatter, all of
them without exception, are precisely the kéans of the Patri-
archs and the teachings of the Buddha. How dare you say that
this 1s not true? Do you still criticize me for lecturing on the su-
tras and insist that I am not competent to be a Zen teacher?

“Once a master said, ‘Before the days of Ma-tsu and Pai-
chang teachers put much emphasis on 7ichi [in intellectual
learning] and little on kzkan [in Zen practice]” What did he
really mean? That the earlier teachers displayed nothing but in-
tellectual understanding because they were without true in-
sight? Or that those of later times lacked 1nsight and so guided
their students from the point of view of practice only, contra-
dicting their predecessors? The teachings of the Patriarchs, as
you know, are very different from the elucidations of Buddhist
scholars, who never get further than ‘one foot s one foot and two
feet are two feet.” To be able to make one’s actions really accord
with circumstances, watching the movements of the opponent
and breaking through them, this 1s the meaning of the well-
known Zen phrase, ‘family broken up, house r<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>