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Spurned by philosophers*

Han Shant

TRANSLATED BY Span Hanna'*

I. Living and dying

FEFIREZL | Anold sage' said, when his time came to die
K ARERSE, to lay his coffin between the earth and sky.

EYFEER , When this occasion comes around for me,
MEN—1ESE, areed mat on a pole is all I'll need.

FLIF1EF M , From my corpse the green flies will get a feed,
B AT HES, the white crane easily sing a eulogy.

HZEEM L , What’s left, dump on a hillside in the sun.
H IR, Living and dying turn out to be just as much fun.

*  These translations were first published as poems 15, 30, 277, and 292 in Han Shan,
Songs from Cold Mountain, transl. Span Hanna (Norwood, South Australia: Moon
Arrow Press, 2019), 38, 53, 315, 330.

T Han Shan (est. 720-810 CE), literally ‘Cold Mountain’, was a Chinese Buddhist poet
and recluse. Whether he was a real person or Han Shan is merely a pen name is not
known. He likely lived in Tiantai, Zhejiang Province, China.

T Span Hanna is an editor and Chinese language translator. He studied Chinese for a
BA at the University of Adelaide and has taught and translated Chinese in primary
school and other settings. He lives in Melbourne, Australia.
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Notes

I1. Spurned by philosophers
By gentleman philosophers I'm spurned,
and I, acting the fool, spurn them in turn.

Neither knowing nor a fool, indeed,
our mutual discourse can from here proceed.

The shining moon becomes the song of night,
dawn’s approach the dance of clouds so white.

Thus with the simplest needs do I get by,
crosslegged, wild hair waving at the sky.

III. On the wheel

Of all the philosophers of ancient times,
not one has ever attained longevity.

No sooner born than heading back to death,
becoming dust and ash their destiny.

Their bones ate piled as high as Mt Meru,”
their farewell tears become a flooding sea.

All that is left here is an empty name.
The wheel of birth and death—where can one flee?

IV. Those keen on philosophy

I'look at those keen on philosophy,
who comprehend all that they contemplate.

Perusing written records ceaselessly,
the Buddha-ground they easily penetrate.

The mind is not attached to what it seeks,
and thus no wayward notions can arise.

When the sense of mind does not appeat,
no excess things appear, inside, outside.

1 Old sage: Zhuangzi or Chuang-tzu (c. 369-286 BCE)
was a Daoist philosopher.

2 Mt Meru: sacred mountain, the axis of the world.
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