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SEarcH Ox
From start not lost
what use search for

Because  abandoned  awakening

s0 become scarce

Living near dust

and therefore loss

Home mountain  gradually distant
Branched roads suddenly strange
Gain loss blazing up
Right wrong blade rising

SEARCHING FOR THE OX

From the beginning nothing was lost; there is no need
to search.

Turning away from awareness, that’s how neglect arises.

Move toward dust: loss will follow.

The family mountain grows more distant,

the forking roads are useless now.

“Gain” and “Loss” catch fire;

“Right” and “Wrong” sharpen swords.

SEARCHING FOR THE OX

The Ox is never really lost, so why hunt for it? No oxherd can see
what he has turned his back on. Six kinds of hunger have led him
this way and that. What was home a moment ago is now a con-
fusion of crossroads and dirt paths. Desire for gain and fear of
loss circle like tongues of fire. An obsession with right and wrong
marks everything, like a blade sharpened on both edges.
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SEARcH Ox

Without  bounds
stirring grasses
leaving, tracking down

Waters  broad
mountains  distant

road more obscure

Strength  exhausted

spirit weary
no place to-hunt
But hearing

sweetgum trees
evening cicada song

SEARCHING FOR THE OXx

Searching, pushing through endless underbrush.

Wide waters, distant mountains, darkening path.

Strength exhausted, spirit weary, no hint of where to hunt.
Just hear the evening cicada sing in the sweetgum grove.

SEARCHING FOR THE OXx

Alone in the deep woods, despairing in the jungle,
searching in darkness!

Flood-swollen rivers, mountains beyond mountains
the trail endless and unchanging.

Bone-tired, heart-weary, the whole thing seems hopeless.

No sound but the evening cicadas singing in a grove of
maple trees.
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SEE TRACKS

Following sutras understanding meaning
reading teachings perceiving footprints
clear

multiple vessels are one gold
understand

all things are one’s self
right / wrong unable  to-distinguish
true/ false how to-separate

not-yet enter  this gate

merely achieve “see tracks”

SEEING THE TRACKS

By relying on the sutras and reading the teachings understand the
meaning, perceive the footprints.

As it is clear that multiple gold vessels are a single metal,

so understand that all things in the world comprise one’s self.

If unable to distinguish true from false

how to tell the real from the fake?

This gate has not yet been entered.

Only get this far: “Seeing the tracks.”

SEEING THE TRACES

Reading the sutras and hearing the teachings he can sense its
presence. No gold vessel is like any other, but all are made of gold.
This man and this world, they are formed from the same stuff.
Still, he wonders, shouldn’t good and evil be set apart? Trying to
separate out the truth he ends in confusion. If there is a gate, he
has not gone through it. Was there really something there, or is
this just a joke?
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SeE TRACKS
River beside
trees under

tracks  unexpected  many

Fragrant grasses

scattered about
does not see?
Although in
deep mountains
even deeper recesses

Distant  heavens
that nose
how conceal it?

SEEING THE TRACKS

By the waters, under the trees, many surprising tracks.
Sweet-smelling grass scattered about—isn’t it obvious?
Even in dark mountains or hidden valleys,

how could that heavenly nose be concealed?

SEEING THE TRACES

In the woods, along the riverbank, strange marks all around.
What has bent the sweet grass down just there?

The deepest canyons, the highest peaks—nothing

can hide that constellation, the Nose of the Ox.
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See Ox
SEe Ox
Yellow oriole
Follow sound able to-enter branch on
See place encounter source one call call
"Six Roots" gate Sun warm
all perceptions  without error wind gentle
shore willow  green
Within all actions
all sources become apparent Just this
more not
Water in salt flavor avoid meeting place
Paint within binder blue Full-grown  full-grown
head horns
Low / high eye discerns painting difficult to-complete
is not separate thing
SEeING THE Ox SEEING THE Ox
Follow the sound and the way opens; see the place and come to Yellow oriole on a branch—call after call.
the source. Warm sun, gentle wind, green willows on the riverbank.
At the root of each sense is a gate: perception there is Just this and no more: the meeting is unavoidable.
not muddled. Stately head and stately horns: hard to finish that painting!
Inside all actions the source becomes clear.
Like the salt in sea water,
like the binder in blue paint.
The eyes distinguish first and last
and see: “it” is not a separate thing.
A GLiMPSE oF THE Ox A GLIMPSE OF THE OXx
If he would only listen to everyday sounds he would get it in a In the woods, along the riverbank, strange marks all around.
second. As for the senses: it was the cicada that made the ear! The What has bent the sweet grass down just there?
thing itself is there no matter what we do. It is like the salt in water The deepest canyons, the highest peaks—nothing
and the binder in paint. Rightly opened, the eye sees no difference can hide that constellation, the Nose of the Ox.

between the worthy and the worthless.
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GeT Ox

Long hidden distant places
this day encounter it
Because  there superior

50 difficult to-pursue

Loves sweet greenery

50 without discipline

Stubborn  heart-mind  still strong
Wild nature still lively
Want to-get pure harmony?
Must add whip hitting

GETTING THE Ox

Today come upon it, long hidden in distant places.

Because it rules these regions it isn’t easy to chase.
Its love for sweet foliage has left it untamed.

Its stubborn heart is still strong,

its wild nature still lively.

If you want true domestication

you must really apply the whip.

CATCcHING THE Ox

Today the oxherd laid his hands on the Ox. That beast, free since
birth in high and uncut meadows, would rather go its own way.
Sweet-smelling grasses muscled its back; no ring has ever pierced its
nose. If the herder hopes to ride this Ox he will have to use his whip.
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GeT Ox

Exhaust entire
vital energy
get hold it

Heart-mind  strong
strength vigorous

finally  difficult to-subdue

Some times
Just arrives
high land summit
Also enters
hazy clouds
deep regions to-dwell

GETTING THE OX

All vital energy spent, get it!

Its heart is strong, muscles vigorous: these are ultimately
hard to erase!

Sometimes it appears in the high mountains,

Other times goes settles in the clouded, misty valleys.

CatcHING THE Ox

He must hold the rope with all his might

for the Ox is two-thousand pounds of old habit.
One moment it runs to the high meadows,

then gets lost in fog-bound riverbottoms.
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Herp Ox
First thought just rising
next thought close behind

Because  awakened

There- fore
Become truth
In confusion
There- fore
Become false
Not  from circumstances had
Only from heart-mind born
Nose rope firmly pull
Not  allow other impulse

HEerpinG THE Ox

First thought just rising, other thoughts follow behind.
Being awakened, one comes to embody the truth.
Being confused, one embodies delusion.

Delusion does not arise from the outer world;

Only the mind can give it birth.

Pull the nose-rope firmly.

Do not let it wander at will.

Taming THE Ox

One thought rises in the mind, then another and another. When the
oxherd is rightly awake, he observes their coming and going. When
he sorts them right from wrong, a great confusion gathers. That
tangle of crossroads lies inside the skull, not outside. Hold the nose
rope firmly, or every rising thought will set it wandering.
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Herp Ox
Whip rope
all times
not distant  self
afraid it
leap away
enter dust dirt
join together
herding achieve
pure warm  harmony
halters  bindings
without constraints

willingly follows  person

HerpinG THE Ox

Always keep the whip and rope close at hand

for fear it might leap into the dust and dirt.

In true herding they are joined in warm harmony.

Unfettered by halters and ropes, it follows the person by itself.

Taming THE Ox

If he doesn’t keep the whip and rope near at hand
the Ox will soon find out the nearest muddy wallow.
Bu—care for it properly and it becomes gentle, clean,
following the herder willingly, the rope gone slack.
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Ripe Ox RerruNn HoME

Shield s pear already ceasing
gain loss return-to emptiness
Sing rustic song

of wood- cutter

Play wilderness tune

of child child

Body across ox back

eyes look clouds heaven
called back: not turn
lured surrounded:  not stop

Ripmc THE Ox Back HoMmE

‘When struggle ceases, gain and loss return to emptiness.
Singing a woodcutter’s rustic song,

Piping a simple children’s tune,

Lying across the ox’s back,

Looking up at floating clouds:

If called back, he will not turn,

If lured or baited, he will not stop.

Ripme HoME

The struggle is over. As for gain and loss, he can’t remember what
the problem was. Lying on the Ox’s back, he hums a forest tune; he
plays flute songs learned in childhood. The sky seems larger than
the earth. None of the six hungers can turn his head. Call to him,
offer him anything—he will not hear you.
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Ripe Ox RerruNn HoMmE

Riding  ox
meander along
soon return  home
Bamboo  flute
sound sound
accompany  sunset  clouds
Each beat
each song
un- litnited  meaning
Knowing harmony
what need
flap lips teeth

Ripine THE Ox Back HoMmE

Wandering along, soon to return home riding the ox.
The bamboo flute song echoes with the sunset clouds.
Every beat and every tune unlimited in feeling.
Knowing this harmony, what need is there to talk?

Ripine HoME

He is riding home but seems to be in no hurry.
Evening mist absorbs the flute tones. Their harmony
carries his heart to the horizon line.

Talk about grass is not what keeps this Ox alive.
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ForGeT Ox REMAIN PERSON

Dharma  without second dharma:
ox temporary  was purpose
Analogy:  snare/ rabbit
have different names

Clarify:  fish-trap/  fish

have different qualities

Like gold emerging ore

like moon leaving clouds —
one whole cold light
mighty sound beyond time

TuE Ox FORGOTTEN, THE PERsON REMAINING

The dharma doesn’t have a second dharma: the ox served a
temporary purpose.

By analogy: the snare and the rabbit are two different things.

To clarify: the fishtrap and the fish have different qualities.

Like gold coming out of the ore,

Like the moon leaving the clouds,

One cool light already shone

Before time came into being.

Ox FORGOTTEN

What was that all about? Alone now, the oxherd feels quite at
home. On this path, one thing is not two things. When the rabbit
is caught, the snare may be abandoned. When the fish is caught,
why stand there holding the net? See: like gold drawn from dross,
like the moon risen from clouds, this world has always given off a
simple light.
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ForGeT Ox REMAIN PERSON

Riding  ox
already obtains
arriving home mountain
As-for 0x,
empty !
as-for person, idle
Red sumn
late afternoon
still day- dreaming
Whip rope
idle stopped
thatch room  within

Tue Ox ForRGOTTEN, THE PERsoN REMAINING

Riding the ox he has already arrived at his mountain home.
As for the ox, it is empty! As for the person, he is at rest.
Late day’s red sun, and still he is lost in dream.

The whip and the rope lie idle under the thatched roof.

Ox ForRGOTTEN

He could not have gotten home without that animal,

but oh, the Ox has disappeared and the man sits by
himself, content.

His reverie does not bear the red mark of solar time.

The rope and whip lie forgotten under the cabin thatch.
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Person Ox ALIKE FORGET
PersoN Ox ALIKE FORGET

Whip rope

Worldly  desires drop away person o
Holy intentions  all empty all belong emptiness
Having-  Buddha place: Blue sky
no need seek out wide deep

words cannot penetrate
Without- Buddha place:
urgent must pass by Red v

flame above
Either side not touch how survive sHow?
Thousand eyes difficult peering Arriving  here

only then
Hundred  birds offering flowers, join ancient leachers
one scene shamed heart
THE PERsoN aND THE Ox BoTH FORGOTTEN TuE PERsON AND THE Ox BoTH FORGOTTEN
All worldly emotions fall away; all sacred sentiments are empty. Whip and rope, person and ox: all are empty.
No need to linger in places where the Buddha is; Words cannot reproduce the vast blue sky.
in places where there is no Buddha, quickly pass by. How could snowflakes survive the flames of a forge?
Neither side exists. One can only join the ancestors by getting to this place.
A thousand eyes could not detect him.
A hundred flower-offering birds:
that scene would be one long farce.
SELF AND Ox FORGOTTEN SELF AND Ox FORGOTTEN
This serenity scatters no light. No holiness appears. If he thinks he Empty whip, empty rope, empty Ox, empty human being.
is a Buddha, it passes quickly. Proud that he is not a Buddha, that “The vast blue sky” is not at all the vast blue sky.
goes too. Five hundred fully-enlightened ancient ones cannot see Think of snow falling on a blazing fire. Just there
anything special in the man. If a hundred flower-bestowing birds the spirit of the ancient masters is fully present.

circled his room, he would feel the deepest shame.
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ReTurN Roots Go-Back SOURCE

Since origin pure clean

not receive one dust

Observe  formed things

their thriving withering

Dwell Hon- interference

its still quiet

Not identify illusory change

How require more improvement?
Water green mountain  blue

Sit watch success defeat

ReTUurRNING TO THE RoOTS, GOING BACK TO THE SOURCE

It was originally pure and clean and has gathered no dust.
See the thriving and withering of forms;

Live in the still and quiet of non-action;

Do not identify with illusion and change.

How could anything be improved?

The waters are blue, the mountains are green.

Sit and watch success and defeat.

GoINnG BAck To THE BEGINNING

The dust never had any dust. Bodies grow and decay, delusions
form and dissolve, identities come and go.... Live in the still place
between; it needs no improvement. The waters are blue. The
mountains are green. Change without end: sit and watch.
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ReTURN RooTs Go-Back SoURCE

Return root
go-back source
already cost effort
How equal
directly down
as-if blind  deaf?
Hut inside
not see
hut outside  things
Rivers naturally
without bounds
flowers naturally red

ReTUrRNING TO THE RooTs, Goimng BACK To THE SOURCE

Returning to the roots, going back to the source--that already
took effort.

Better to have been, right away, as if blind and deaf.

Sitting in the hut, see nothing outside the hut.

The rivers overflow by themselves, the flowers bloom red.

GoinG Back To THE BEGINNING

Seeking the Source, the One True Origin: why all this
hard work?
Better to stay at home as if ears and eyes had never opened.
He sits in the cabin. There is nothing to hunt for beyond
the gate.
The streams flow and flowers open, vividly red.
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EnTER MARKET HANGING HANDS

Scrapwood gate just shut

thousand sages not know
Bury nature  scenery

of one’s  self

Leave road ruts

of old worthies

Carry gourd  enter  market
Walk cane return  home
Wine shop  fish shop
Influence make  become Buddhas

ENTERING THE MARKETPLACE WITH HAaNGING HaNDs

THis makeshift gate is closed; a thousand sages wouldn’t know him.
He has hidden from view the beauty of himself.

He leaves the beaten path of the old worthies.

He enters the marketplace carrying a gourd

and goes home with a walking stick.

In the wine shops and fish stands

people are transformed into Buddhas.

ENTERING THE ViLLAGE WITH HELPING HANDS

He has closed the cabin gate behind him. Not even the teachers
notice him as he walks by. He has left all the apparatus of spiritual
life behind. He follows the path before him, not trying to match the
footprints left by ancient masters. He carries a gourd into town and
comes home leaning on an old stick. Drinkers in taverns and
butchers in meat shops see him and wake up.

POEM X.

BaHgpt e AR
R IR R
A R L E AR
R B

EnTER MARKET HANGING HANDS

Reveal  chest

bare feet
enter market arrive
Apply soil
smear ashes
smile fill cheeks
Needing not
immortal ones
deep secrets  riddles
Just teach
withered tree
release flowers  open

ENTERING THE MARKETPLACE WITH HaNGING HANDS

His chest uncovered, barefoot, he comes into the marketplace.
Smeared with mud and ashes, he smiles broadly.

He does not need the coded secrets of the immortals.

He just shows the withered trees how to release their flowers.

ENTERING THE VILLAGE WITH HELPING HANDS

Barefoot, bare-chested, he walks into town.
Dusty, spattered with mud, how broadly he grins!
He has no need of magic powers. Near him

the withered trees come into bloom again.



