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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







(translation by Red Pine, 2000:205)
Picking a reliable translation
My mind is like the Autumn moon

clear and bright in a pool of jade
nothing can compare

what more can I say



(Red Pine, 2000:5)
My mind is like the autumn moon

shining clean and clear in the green pool
No, that's not a good comparison.

Tell me, how shall I explain.



(Burton Watson, 1962:98)

A visitor criticized Han-shan-tzu, saying “Your poems are most unreasonable. From my reading of the ancients it is clear to me that they were not ashamed to be poor and humble, as you are.”
I laughed at his words and replied, “How easy it is to talk! I wish you were as poor as I now am. You would soon see then what an important thing money is!”



(David Hawkes, 1962)
Someone sighed Cold Mountain sir

your poems possess no sense
I said for the ancients

poverty was no disgrace

to this he answered laughing
such talk is poorly reasoned
well sir then be as you are

with money your concern



(Red Pine, 2000:188)

A certain scholar named Mr. Wang

was laughing at my poems for being so clumsy.

“Don't you know you can't have two accents here?

And this line has too many beats.

You don't seem to understand meter at all

but toss in any word that comes to mind!”
I laugh too, Mr. Wang, when you make a poem,
like a blind man trying to sing of the sun.




(Burton Watson, 1962:28)
Mister Wang the Graduate

laughs at my poor prosody

I don't know a wasp's waist

much less a crane's knee

I can't keep my flat tones straight

all my words come helter-skelter

I laugh at the poems he writes
a blind man's songs about the sun



(Red Pine, 2000:283)

Autobiographical Poems
I recall twenty years ago

my slow steps ending at Kuoching

the people at Kuoching Temple

agreed Cold Mountain was a fool

and why was I a fool

because I couldn't reason

but I didn't know my self

so how could they

I bowed my head and didn't ask

why ask anyway

people still reproached me

this is something I know well

and though I didn't answer

I came out ahead



(Red Pine, 2000:271)
I usually live in seclusion

but sometimes I go to Kuoching

to call on the Venerable Feng-kan (Big Stick)
or to visit with Master Shih-te (Pickup)

but I go back to Cold Cliff alone

observing an unspoken agreement
I follow a stream that has no spring

the spring is dry but not the stream



(Red Pine, 2000:44)

Autobiographical Poems (continued)
I reached Cold Mountain and all cares stopped

no idle thoughts remained in my head
nothing to do I write poems on rocks

and trust the current like an unmoored boat



(Red Pine, 2000:180)
Once at Cold Mountain, troubles cease -

No more tangled, hung up mind.

I idly scribble poems on the rock cliff,
Taking whatever comes, like a drifting boat.



(Gary Snyder, 1958:19)

Cold Mountain as a metaphor: state of mind rather than a place
People ask the way to Cold Mountain

but roads don't reach Cold Mountain

in summer the ice doesn't melt

and the morning fog is too dense

how did someone like me arrive

our minds are not the same

if they were the same

you would be here



(Red Pine, 2000:16)
Men ask the way to Cold Mountain

Cold Mountain: there's no through trail.

In summer, ice doesn't melt

The rising sun blurs in swirling fog.

How did I make it?

My heart's not the same as yours.

If your heart was like mine

You'd get it and be right here.



(Gary Snyder, 1958:6)

Who takes the Cold Mountain Road

takes a road that never ends

the rivers are long and piled with rocks

the streams are wide and choked with grass
it's not the rain that makes the moss slick

and it's not the wind that makes the pines moan
who can get past the tangles of the world

and sit with me in the clouds



(Red Pine, 2000:32)
Clambering up the Cold Mountain path

The Cold Mountain trail goes on and on:

The long gorge choked with scree and boulders,

The wide creek, the mist blurred grass.

The moss is slippery, though there's been no rain

The pine sings, but there's no wind.

Who can leap the word's ties

And sit with me among the white clouds?



(Gary Snyder, 1958:8)

Unpopularity
They laugh at me hey farm boy

your face is a little thin

your hat isn't high enough

and your belt is far too tight
it's not that I don't know the trends

when you're broke you can't catch up

one day I'll be rich

and stick a stupa on my head



(Red Pine, 2000:183)
They laugh at me for being a hick -

“Did you ever see such a stupid expression?”

His cap won't even stand up right!

Does he always wear his belt pulled in like that?”

It's not that I don't know the fashions,

but when you're broke you can't keep up.

One day when I get a lot of money

I'll have a hat as high as that pagoda there!”



(Burton Watson, 1962:26)

Unpopularity (… continued)

Cold Mountain speaks these words

as if he were a madman

he tells people what he thinks

thus he earns their wrath

but a straight mind means straight words

a straight mind holds nothing back
crossing the River of Death

who's that jabbering fool

the road to the grave is dark

and karma holds the reins



(Red Pine, 2000:234)
People laugh about my poems

my poems are elegant enough

they don't need Cheng Hsuan's comments

much less Mao Heng's explanations

I don't mind few understand me

those who know one's voice are rare

if we had no fa or sol
my disease would surely spread

one day I'll meet someone with eyes
then my poems will plague the world



(Red Pine, 2000:299)

Some poems describing the joy of being in nature
The Tientai Mountains are my home

mist-shrouded cloud paths keep guests away

thousand-meter cliffs make hiding easy

above a rocky ledge among ten thousand streams

with bark hat and wooden clogs I walk along the banks

with hemp robe and pigweed staff I circumambulate the peaks
once you see through transience and illusion

the joys of roaming free are wonderful



(Red Pine, 2000:207)
I love the joys of the mountains

wandering completely free

feeding a crippled body another day

thinking thoughts that go nowhere

sometimes I open an old sutra

more often I climb a stone tower

and peer down a thousand-foot cliff

or up where clouds curl around

where the windblown winter moon
looks like a low-flying crane


(Red Pine, 2000:259)

I sit on top of a boulder

the stream is icy cold
quiet joys hold a special charm
bare cliffs in the fog enchant

this is such a restful place

the sun goes down and tree shadows sprawl

I watch the ground of my mind

and a lotus comes out of the mud



(Red Pine, 2000:264)
When hermits hide from society

most retire to the hills

where green vines veil the slopes

and jade streams echo unbroken
where happiness reigns

and contentment lasts
where pure white lotus minds
aren't stained by the muddy world




(Red Pine, 2000:265)
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