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All of you are priceless gems

aboard a rotting ship at sea
in front the mast is gone

in back there is no rudder

heading wherever the wind may blow

moving with the waves

how will you reach shore

don't just sit there stiff







(translation by Red Pine, 2000:229)
Metaphors for Samsara (The Three Spoked Wheel)
Our lives are circumscribed by dust

we're like bugs inside a bowl

going in circles all day long

never leaving our bowl

eternal life is beyond our reach
afflictions never end

the months and years flow by

suddenly we're old men



(Red Pine, 2000:233)
Man, living in the dust,

is like a bug trapped in a bowl.

All day he scrabbles round and round,

but never escapes from the bowl that holds him.

The immortals are beyond his reach,

his cravings have no end,

while months and years flow by like a river

until in an instant he has grown old.



(Burton Watson, 1962:80)

The suffering of the Wheel is relentless
back and forth stirring up the dust

the ant patrol on its endless round

the Six Paths are nothing but confusion

changing heads and switching faces

doesn't free you from your self

bring this hell of darkness to an end
don't let your mind grow dim



(Red Pine, 2000:211)
When will the treadmill of life and death stop

each rebirth gets more confusing

until we discover the jewel of our mind

we're like blind mules following our feet



(Red Pine, 2000:185)

The causes of Samara: greed, hatred and spiritual ignorance
Rich men met in an elegant hall

the coloured lanterns glow so bright

then a man who had no candle

thought we would sit nearby

instead he was chased away

back to his place in the dark

how could more eyes ruin the light
strange to begrudge leftover rays



(Red Pine, 2000:104)
A poor donkey is short by a bushel

a rich dog has three pints to spare

when poverty isn't equally shared

we separate comfort and hardship

but if we let the donkey fill up
we cause the dog to starve

I've weighed this for you carefully

it just makes me depressed



(Red Pine, 2000:114)

They scrutinize worldly affairs

they want all the details

they weigh nothing lightly

and love to gain an edge
defending themselves bad becomes good

attacking others right becomes wrong
thus we hear their flattering tongues
behind his back it's all his fault

but hot and cold I'll judge for myself

why should I trust the lips of slaves



(Red Pine, 2000:98)
Ten thousand miles from home

sword raised to strike the Hun

gain the edge he's dead

lose it and you're doomed

though you might disdain his life

why be ungrateful for yours

here's the way to always win

the trick is don't be greedy



(Red Pine, 2000:88)

Complacency & Intoxication of youth, health and vigor
A moth browed girl in town

how her pendants chime

teasing a parrot before the flowers

playing a lute beneath the moon

her singing echoes for months

thousands watch her briefest dance

but surely this won't last

the hibiscus can't bear cold



(Red Pine, 2000:7)
A fine young man on horseback

waves his whip at the willows

he can't imagine death

he builds no boat or ladder

the seasonal flowers are lovely

until the day they wither and fade

rock sugar and clarified butter

mean nothing when you're dead



(Red Pine, 2000:8)

A likable excellent fellow

physically quite imposing

not yet thirty springs of autumns

with talents by the hundred

he summons the brave with golden bridles

he gathers good men with dishes of jade

he only lacks one thing

he doesn't pass on the eternal lamp



(Red Pine, 2000:57)
All the people I see

struggle over everything

one day they suddenly die

and all they get is some ground

four-feet wide

eight-feet long

if you can stop your struggling

I'll carve your name in stone



(Red Pine, 2000:306)

Trying to win Samara's crooked game of power, riches and influence
All I see are fools

piling higher gold and grain

getting drunk and eating creatures

imagining they're well-to-do

unaware of Hell's abyss

seeking only Heaven's bliss

but with karma like Vipula

how can they escape disaster

suddenly the rich man dies

people crowd around in tears
then they hire some monks to chant

though such ghostly pay is void

and provides no future blessings
why support the hairless bunch

better to wake up in time

don't create a hell of darkness

be a tree that fears no wind

steadfast and unmoved by fate

tell the blockheads you might meet

read this over once or twice



(Red Pine, 2000:230)
We hear about the ministers of state

their red and purple ornaments of rank

their limitless wealth and countless honors

their quest for glory their resistance to shame

their courtyards of slaves and stables of horses

their vaults full of silver and gold

but a fool's paradise is brief consolation

for someone who blindly builds his own hell

he suddenly dies and all plans stop

sons and daughters gather to cry

unaware of approaching disaster

what was his headlong hurry

his family is ruined and scattered

without any food to eat

cold and hungry and wretched

and all because of ignorance



(Red Pine, 2000:238)

“The Homeless Profession”
The homeless people I know

don't practice the homeless profession
you know when people are homeless

their minds are pure and detached

transparent without any secrets

free and naturally so

the Three Realms don't affect them

the Four Births don't restrict them

without any plans or cares

they wander forever content



(Red Pine, 2000:245)
I see people chanting sutras

relying on the words of others
mouths at work without their minds

mouths and minds at odds

the mind in truth contains no tangles

it creates no walls or chains
just examine your own self

don't look for a stand-in

he who masters his own mouth

knows there's no inside or out



(Red Pine, 2000:286)

Encouragement to practice the Dharma
Daily concerns are endless

the addiction to life never stops

grinding away the rock of the earth

nobody gets a break

seasons wither and change

festivals suddenly pass
answer the owner of the burning house

ride the white ox outside



(Red Pine, 2000:269)
The Three-spoked Wheel is relentless

thought after thought it never stops

just when it seems you'll escape

you're dragged back down again
even if you get beyond no-thought

such karma still has its limits

unlike finding your true source

once there you're there forever



(Red Pine, 2000:212)

Talking about food won't make you full

talking about clothes won't keep you warm

only eating food will make you full

only wearing clothes will keep you warm

people who don't know how to reason

just say a buddha is hard to find

look inside your mind there's the buddha

don't look around outside



(Red Pine, 2000:210)
Talking about food won't make you full,

babbling of clothes won't keep out the cold.

A bowl of rice is what fills the belly;

it takes a suit of clothing to make you warm.

And yet, without stopping to consider this,

you complain that Buddha is hard to find.

Turn your mind within! There he is!

Why look for him outside?



(Burton Watson, 1962:70)

Further translation differences between Buddhist and non-Buddhist
Cold Cliff's remoteness is what I like

no one travels this way

a great peak penetrates the clouds

a lone gibbon howls on the ridge

what could please me more
my heart content I enjoy old age

the seasons change my appearance

but the pearl of my mind stays safe



(Red Pine, 2000:274)
Cold Cliff, more beautiful the deeper you enter -

yet no one travels this road.

White cluds idle about the tall crags;

on the green peak a single monkey wails.

What other compaions do I need?
I grow old doing as I please.

Though face and form alter with the years,

I hold fast to the pearl of the mind.



(Burton Watson, 1962:55)

All my life too lazy to work
favoring the light to the heavy
others take up a career

I hold onto a sutra

a scroll with nothing inside

I open wherever I go

for every illness it has a cure

it heals with whatever works
once your mind contains no plan
wherever you are it's alert


(Red Pine, 2000:244)
All my life I've been lazy,
hating anything solemn,

finding light matters more congenial.
Others may study how to make a profit,

I have my single roll of scripture.

I don't bother to fit it with roller or case,

or trouble to carry it here and there.

Like a doctor prescribing a medicine for each disease,

I use what remedy is at hand to save the world.
Only when the mind is free of care
can the light of understanding shine in every corner.



(Burton Watson, 1962:94)

Parting ecouragement
The Great Sea has no limit

fishes and dragons by the billion

everyone eating someone else

busy stupid lumps of flesh

because the mind never stops

delusions rise like mist

the moon of our nature is clear and bright

in the open it shines without limit



(Red Pine, 2000:225)
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