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This Master was a native of Mianzhu
County, in Hanzhou Province. His family
name was Shangguan. He went to study
under Yunmen. While he was in that as-
sembly, a monk said to him, “Look, a

\r/ . /4| layman’s house has caught fire!”

The Master said, “Where is the
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fire?”

The monk asked, “Don’t you see it?”

The Master said, “No, I don’t.”

The monk said, “What a blind man! He really has no
sight!” At that time, the entire assembly said that the
Master had lost. But later it was cleared up. When Jiaokuan heard
about this incident, he sighed and said, “It had to be Brother
Yuan who got it!”

Afterwards, the Master became the abbot at Xianglin in Qin-
gcheng. A monk asked him, “What is the business of someone
who wears the monk’s robe?”

The Master replied, “In the twelfth month, in wintet, a fire
consumes the mountain.”

When the Master was about to enter the stillness, he took his
leave of Sir Song Dang, magistrate of the prefecture, saying,
“This old monk is taking to the road again.”

The assistant prefectural magistrate remarked, “This crazy
monk is already eighty. Where is he going?”

Magistrate Song observed, “A teacher of great wisdom comes
and goes freely as he wishes.”

The Master told the assembly, “It has taken forty years for
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this old monk to reach a state of oneness.” With those words,
he completed the stillness. A stupa was built for him on that

mountain.

Commentary:

This Master was a native of Mianzhu County, in Hanzhou
province. Dhyana Master Chengyuan of Xianglin (“Fragrant Forest”)
Monastery was from Mianzhu County, in present-day Sichuan Prov-
ince. Xianglin Monastery was probably also in Sichuan. His family
name was Shangguan. He went to study under Yunmen (“Cloud
Gate”), that is, under Dhyana Master Wenyan, of Great Enlightenment
Monastery, on Yunmen Mountain, in Guangdong Province.

While he was in that assembly, a monk said to him, “Look,
a layman’s house has caught fire!”

The Master, Dhyana Master Chengyuan, said, “Where is the
fire? What is burning?”

The monk asked, “Don’t you see it?”

The Master, Chengyuan, said, “No, I don’t.”

The monk said, “What a blind man! He really has no sight!”

At that time, the entire assembly said that the Master had
lost. All the left-home people there said that Chengyuan had lost the
debate.

But later it was cleared up. When Jiaokuan (“Broad Teaching”),
who was a left-home person, heard about this incident, he sighed
and said, “It had to be Brother Yuan who got it!” He meant that
Dhyana Master Chengyuan had won the debate. He hadn’t lost.

Afterwards, the Master become the abbot at Xianglin in
Qingcheng. He went to Qingcheng (“Green City”), in Sichuan, and
became the Abbot of Xianglin Monastery there.

A monk asked him, “What is the business of someone who wears
the monk’s robe? What are left-home people supposed to dor”

The Master replied, “In the twelfth month, in winter, a fire
consumes the mountain.” His reply was that at the very coldest time
of the year, fire comes to burn the mountain. This means that when
you apply effort to the utmost point, it is like extreme cold followed
by fire. When you apply effort to the extreme, you will receive some
good news.

When the Master was about to enter the stillness, he took his
leave of Sir Song Dang, magistrate of the prefecture, saying,
“This old monk is taking to the road again.” When the Master
was about to enter the stillness, he bade farewell to the Honorable
Song Dang, saying he was going to do a bit of traveling,

The assistant prefectural magistrate remarked, “This crazy
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monk is already eighty. Where is he going?”

Magistrate Song observed, “A teacher of great wisdom comes
and goes freely as he wishes.”

The Master, Dhyana Master Chengyuan, told the assembly:
“It has taken forty years for this old monk to reach a state
of oneness.” It’s taken forty years of cultivation for my skill to set.
With those words, he completed the stillness. A stupa was built
for him on that mountain.

A verse in praise says:

A single word from his mouth startled the assembly.

One couldn’t fathom him through mental conjecture.

Fortunately, there was a cultivator of like mind, like snow on
top of frost.

After forty years, he couldn’t avoid being garrulous.

Everything came together, like the cuckoo calling until it spits

blood.

Commentary:

A single word from his mouth startled the assembly. One couldn’t
fathom him through mental conjecture. You couldn’t use conttived,
deliberate, false speculations to figure him out.

Fortunately, there was a cultivator of like mind, like frost
added upon snow. Fortunately a fellow cultivator, Jiaokuan, recog-
nized him. It was like putting snow on top of frost.

After forty years, he couldn’t avoid being garrulous. The remark
he made on how his cultivation had set after forty years was superfluous.
Everything came together, like the cuckoo calling until it spits
blood. The cuckoo keeps calling until finally it’s as if it were spitting

up blood. $07To be continued
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