The Poetry of Hanshan (Cold Mountain), Shide, and Fenggan
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Preface to the Poetry Collection of the Cold
Mountain Master (Hanshanzi)!

Composed by Supreme Pillar of State Liigiu Yin, Recipient of the
Crimson Fish Sack, Gentleman for Court Discussion and Acting Prefect
Extraordinary of Taizhou in Charge of Military Affairs

When I investigated this Master Hanshan, I could not determine his
place of origin. The local elders all held him to be a poor man and an
eccentric scholar. He lived as a recluse on Tiantai, seventy / west of the
county seat of Tangxing, at a place called Cold CIliff. It was from here
that he would often visit the Guoqing Temple.

There was a certain Shide there, who managed the temple refectory.
Shide would often store leftover scraps of vegetable refuse in a bamboo
tube. If Hanshan happened to stop by, he would carry the tube off with
him. Sometimes Hanshan would saunter along the long galleries of the
temple, shouting with delight and talking and laughing to himself. Then
a monk would come out scold him and try to drive him out with a
beating. Hanshan would halt and clap his hands and emit a loud laugh,
departing only after some time had passed.

He had the look of a pauper, and he was emaciated in appearance. All
at once he would make some brief statement expressing his thinking;
and when you pondered on it afterwards, it compared favorably with
the Dharma in an obscure fashion. Everything that he uttered mani-
fested a sense of quiescent mystery. He wore a hat fashioned of birch
bark; a hempen robe, worn and tattered; and a pair of wooden clogs.
For this reason, a perfected man will conceal his traces, appearing like
any sort of illusory being. Sometimes as he sang as he paced the galleries.
He would only say, “Ho! Ho! The wheel of transmigration in the Three
Realms!”? Sometimes he would sing and laugh with herd-boys in the
villages. Whether he acted perversely or conventionally, he did so only
to please his own nature. And who could recognize him save the wise?

1 The prose narratives in the collection (this Preface, and the notes on Fenggan and
Shide) are written in a rather awkward style and occasionally contain obscure
phrases. In places my translation is tentative.

2 The Three Realms (the sense realm, the form realm, and the formless realm)
constitute the whole of samsara. Beings within them are still subject to rebirth.
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I was once appointed to a low-ranking official position at Dangiu.
Days before my departure, I came down with a bad headache. By the
day I was to depart, I was taking increasingly large dosages of medicine.
I then encountered a master of meditation named Fenggan, who told me
that he was from Guogqing Temple at Tiantai, and that he had come
especially to visit me. I asked him to treat my condition. He laughed in
an easygoing way. “The body is composed of the Four Elements,! and
illness arises from illusion. If you wish to get rid of your headache, I will
require some clean water.” I had some clean water brought to him. He
spat it out on me, and immediately the pain went away. He then told me:
“Taizhou has a coastal climate and miasmal vapors are common. When
you arrive there you must look after your health.”

I said, “I have not yet discovered whether the place has any eminent
men that would be worthy of honoring as my teacher.” Fenggan replied,
“If you saw such a person, you would not recognize his importance; or if
you did so, he would soon vanish. Rather, if you wish to see such a one,
do not go by appearances, and he will appear. Hanshan is Mafjusri, who
has hidden his traces at Guoqing; and Shide is Samantabhadra. Their
features are like those of paupers and madmen, and they wander about,
carrying out tasks at the Guoqing storehouses and cloisters, and attend-
ing to the kitchen fire.” After this he bade me farewell, and I too went
on my way.

When I reached Taizhou and took up my office, I did not forget what
he told me. Three days later, I personally visited the various temples
and cloisters and inquired among the meditation centers. Things were as
Fenggan had described. I then had inquiries made whether there was a
Hanshan and a Shide in Tangxing. The magistrate there notified me that
in that very county, seventy /7 to the west, there was a certain cliff; the
elders of that area would see a poor scholar there who would often go to
Guoqing to spend the night. There was also a monk named Shide resid-
ing at the temple storehouse.

1 Earth, water, fire, and wind.
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I went there especially to pay them my respects. When I arrived, I
asked the monks where Fenggan had lived, and also where Hanshan and
Shide might be. A monk named Daoqjiao replied that Fenggan had lived
behind the sutra storehouse; however, no one dared lived there now,
because there was usually a tiger who would come there and roar. As for
Hanshan and Shide, they happened to be in the kitchen. The monk then
led me to Fenggan’s lodging. He opened the door, and there was nothing
to see except for some tiger tracks. I then asked the monks Baode and
Daogiao what task he had had at the temple. The monks told me that
he only had milled grain for temple offerings. At night he would sing to
please himself.

I then went to the kitchen. There I saw two men laughing before the
stove fire. I paid them my respects. They began to taunt me, one after the
other. Then, taking each other by the hand, they laughed and shouted:
“Fenggan was a gossip! Since you didn’t recognize that »e was Amitabha,
why bother to pay us a visit?” All the monks came hurrying in and were
astonished, not knowing why a respected official was treating two paupers
with such courtesy. The two of them then ran out of the temple, hand in
hand. I commanded that they be followed, but they had already rushed
off and had returned to Cold CIiff.

I repeatedly asked the monks, “Do you think the two of them would
be willing to stay here?” I had some lodgings found for them, and I sent
them a message, requesting that they come back and take up residence.
I then returned to my headquarters. I had two sets of monastic robes
prepared for them, as well as incense and medicine and other things, to
be sent to them as a gift, but the two had yet to return to the temple.
I sent a messenger to Cold CIliff to deliver it; when he caught sight of
Master Hanshan, Hanshan cried out in a loud voice, “Bandits! Bandits!”
He then retreated to the mouth of a cave in the cliff and said, “I tell all of
you that you should be diligent.” He entered the cave and disappeared,
and the cave closed up behind him. No one was able to follow him. Shide
too disappeared.
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I commanded Daogjao to search all the places that he had frequented;
there were only some poems written on bamboos or on stone cliffs, and
verses written on the walls of villagers’ dwellings—over three hundred in
number. There were also some gazhas that Shide had composed on the
walls of the shrine to the local earth god. I compiled these into a scroll. I,
who keep my mind dwelling on the Buddha’s principles, consider myself
fortunate to have met these Men of the Way. I have composed a eulogy
to them:

A Bodhisattva concealed his traces,
Showing himself as a pauper.

Alone he dwelt on Cold Mountain,
Delighting his own will.

Emaciated in appearance,

Wearing tattered hempen robes.

Every utterance formed a pattern

Whose significance was truly the most perfect understanding,.
Ordinary people could not fathom him,
And called him a madman.

Sometimes he would come to Tiantai,
And enter Guoqing Temple.

He would stroll about the galleries,
Laughing, clapping, and pointing,
Sometimes running, sometimes standing,
Muttering to himself.

What he ate in the kitchen:

Table scraps and refuse.
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He chanted gathas with a shrill tone;

Monks and laypeople would scoff and beat him.
But he could never be moved,

So that they became ashamed of their conduct.
In efficacy he was spontaneous,

So that ordinary fools could never meet him.
Whenever he uttered a single word,

In an instant he would dispose of samsaric bonds.
For this reason, Guoqing Temple

Is planning to set up a customary ritual;

They will make offerings for countless kalpas,
Becoming his disciples forever.

In the past he dwelt on Cold Mountain,

But sometimes came to this place.

I do obeisance to Manjusi,

This scholar of Cold Mountain.

And I hail Samantabhadra,

Who certainly was Shide.

Let me utter my sighs of praise,

Vowing to transcend life and death.



