[image: image1.jpg]



My mind is like the Autumn moon

clear and bright in a pool of jade

nothing can compare

what more can I say







(translation by Red Pine, 2000:5)
Fully appreciate the potential
Above Cold Mountain the moon shines alone

in a clear sky it illumines nothing at all

precious heavenly priceless jewel

buried in the skandhas submerged in the body


(Red Pine, 2000:203)
How many ancient sages have taught us to turn to ourselves

but each of our roots is different

in depth and sensitivity

until we find the true Buddha (Sambhogakaya)

we strive and suffer in vain

unaware that a clear pure mind

is the mark of the King of Things.


(Red Pine, 2000:214)

Nothing to do I climbed Flower Peak

one fair and radiant day

everywhere in the sky

white clouds flew with cranes


(Red Pine, 2000:166)
Down to the stream to watch the jade flow

or back to the cliff to sit on a boulder

my mind like a cloud remains unattached

what do I need in the faraway world


(Red Pine, 2000:204)

Practice that reaches Beyond
A pitiful hundred-year house

its sides have caved-in

its walls are cracked

its beams are askew

its tiles lie shattered

its decay won't stop

may as well let it blow down

to rebuild would never work


(Red Pine, 2000:181)
This rare and heavenly creature

alone without a peer

look and it's not there

it comes and goes but not through doors

it fits inside a square inch

it spreads in all directions
unless you acknowledge it
you'll meet but never know


(Red Pine, 2000:162)

When water is so clear it sparkles

you can see the bottom without effort
when your mind doesn't have a goal
no circumstances can distract you

once your mind doesn't chase illusions

even a kalpa holds no changes
if you can be so aware

from such awareness nothing hides


(Red Pine, 2000:209)
The clear water sparkles like crystal,

You can see through it easily, right to the bottom.
My mind is free from every thought,
Nothing in the myriad realms can move it.

Since it cannot be wantonly roused,

Forever and forever it will stay unchanged.
When you have learned to know in this way

You will know there is no inside or out!


(Burton Watson, 1962:86)

Integration/Positive Emotion ... Spiritual Death/Spiritual Rebirth
Spring water is pure in an emerald stream

moonlight is white on Cold Mountain
silence thoughts and the spirit becomes clear

focus on emptiness and the world grows still


(Red Pine, 2000:82)
Emerald-green stream – water in the spring crystal clear;
Moon over Han-Shan dazzling white.

Silently I know that my soul by itself is enlightened;

As I see into the truth of emptiness, the external spheres become more and more still and serene.



(Robert Henricks, 1990:81)

Where exactly IS Cold Mountain?
I have a single cave

a cave with nothing inside

spacious and devoid of dust

full of light that always shines

a meal of plants feeds a frail body

a cloth robe masks a mirage

let your thousand sages appear

I have the primordial buddha


(Red Pine, 2000:163)
In my house there is a cave,

and in the cave there is nothing at all -

pure and wonderfully empty,

resplendent, with a light like the sun.

A meal of greens will do for this old body,

a ragged coat will cover this phantom form.

Let a thousand saints appear before me -

I have the Buddha of Heavenly Truth!


(Burton Watson, 1962:89)

My true home is on Cold Mountain

perched among cliffs beyond the reach of trouble

images leave no trace when they vanish

I roam the whole universe from here

lights and shadows flash across my mind

not one dharma appears before me

since I found the magic pearl

I can go anywhere everywhere is perfect


(Red Pine, 2000:205)
My home was at Cold Mountain from the start,

Rambling among the hills, far from trouble.

Gone, and a million things leave no trace

Loosed, and it flows through galaxies

A fountain of light, into the very mind -

Not a thing, and yet it appears before me

Now I know the pearl of the Buddha nature

Know its use: a boundless perfect sphere.


(Gary Snyder, 1958:23)

From a lofty mountain peak

the view extends forever

I sit here unkown

the lone moon lights Cold Spring

in the spring there is no moon

the moon is in the sky

I sing this one song

a song in which there is no Zen


(Red Pine, 2000:282)
Far upon the mountain tops,

no end to the scene.

Sitting alone where no-one knows,

moon reflects to the cold spring,

The moon is not in the spring,

the moon is in the sky.

In the song I sing,

is not that which I sing.


(Niemi, 2003)

A Final Word ...
Today I sat before the cliffs

I sat until the mist drew off

a single crystal stream

a towering ridge of jade

a cloud's dawn shadow not yet moving

the moon's night light still adrift

a body free of dust

a mind without care


(Red Pine, 2000:278)
Today I sat in front of a cliff;

I sat a long time, until the mist and clouds had cleared.

One clear mountain stream running cold;

For eight thousand feet, rise the tops of emerald-green peaks.

White clouds – in the morning their shadows so still;

The bright moon – at night its rays drift and flow.

When on my body there's no dust or filth,

In my heart – how, besides, could there be any woe?


(Robert Henricks, 1990:281)

Cold Mountain speaks these words

these words no one believes

honey goes down easy

yellow cork is hard to swallow

agreement makes men happy

opposition makes them mad

all I see are puppets

performing another tragedy


(Red Pine, 2000:285)
So Han-Shan writes you these words,

these words that no one will believe.

Honey is sweet – men love the taste;

medicine is bitter and hard to swallow.

What soothes the feelings brings contentment,

what opposes the will calls forth anger.

But I ask you to look at the wooden puppets,

worn out by their moment of play on stage!


(Burton Watson, 1962:100)

People who meet Cold Mountain

they all say he's crazy

his face isn't worth a glance

his body is covered in rags

they don't understand my words

their words I won't speak

this is for those to come
visit Cold Mountain sometime


(Red Pine, 2000:218)
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