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     Dhyana Master Shen Jing   (Continued)              

Praise :
A dragon gives birth to a dragon, the Dharma heir of 
     Zhongzhu.
Throwing bricks, but unable to attract any jade; throwing out a
     minnow, but catching no whale.
Singing along with his fellow cultivator, instead of crying,
Bowing down to the golden mink, continuing with the tail of a dog.

Commentary:
A dragon gives birth to a dragon, the Dharma heir of Zhongzhu. 
He received the Dharma from Dhyana Master Yuan Miao.

Throwing bricks, but unable to attract any jade; throwing 
out a minnow, but catching no whale. He went everywhere to look 
for a Dharma heir, but he couldn’t fi nd one. 

Singing along with his fellow cultivator, instead of crying. He 
used singing to represent his tears, because his mind already felt very 
depressed. There was not even a single disciple who could continue 
his Dharma. How much suffering that was!

Bowing down to the golden mink, continuing with the tail of 
a dog. Mink is a very precious and rare kind of animal. The golden 
mink was Dhyana Master Shen Jing, and the dog’s tail meant a dull 
successor. He even didn’t have a dull disciple to continue his Dharma. 
Look at this Dhyana Master; he certainly was very pitiful.

Another verse says:
Shen Jing from the district of Wen thought highly of himself.
His conduct was extraordinary and lofty.
He threw bricks along all streets, but hardly drew in any jade. 
He looked for jewels all over, but never found a single one.
He sang along with a fellow cultivator of the Way, taking   
     singing as crying.
The different sects watched and tormented one another.
The Yunmen School ended with this Master.
Tears fl owed for a thousand springs and a million years.



SEPTEMBER 2008   VAJRA BODHI SEA        13

Commentary:
Shen Jing from the district of Wen thought highly of himself. Because 
the dialect he spoke was diffi cult to understand, he couldn’t fi nd anyone to 
talk with. However, his morality was not bad. His conduct was lofty, and his 
character was incorruptible.

His conduct was extraordinary and lofty. Lofty and incorruptible 
were his character and conduct. He was not greedy, and he did everything 
for the good. He didn’t follow along with the defi led crowd. He was bullied 
by people wherever he went. As a result, whenever he went to a monastery, 
people stayed far away from him. Since people didn’t want to draw near to 
him, he could not fi nd anyone when he went looking for a disciple of the 
Dharma. The conditions were not right, but his character was as high and 
lofty as mountain peaks. He was different from the others. Although this 
was the case, he still threw bricks along all streets, but hardly drew in any 
jade. The bricks were thrown; the jade didn’t want to come. His standards 
were high, and so, although he threw out bricks wishing to fi sh in jade, he 
was lonely. He was unwilling to mix with the vulgar masses. 

He looked for jewels all over, but never found a single one. He 
looked everywhere for a disciple to continue his Dharma, but he never met 
one who could qualify. He sang along with a fellow cultivator of the Way, 
taking singing as crying. Since he could not fi nd a person to continue his 
Dharma, he communicated with his fellow cultivator, and they expressed 
words from their hearts. Maybe they wrote some poems, songs or verses, 
matching couplets, or things like that. The kinds of songs they sang were 
not emotional. People couldn’t understand their songs. They also cried 
while singing the songs.

The different sects watched and tormented one another. At that 
time, another reason for him not to pass on his Dharma might have been 
that some other schools claimed to be his enemy instead of cooperating with 
him. Has any one of you thought about this? I believe that might have been 
what was happening. Buddhism is the same now: I want to cooperate with 
other people, but no one wants to cooperate with me. They are so afraid 
of me, as if I would devour them in a single mouthful. My having the City 
of Ten Thousand Buddhas is also like this: all Buddhists’ eyes have turned 
green with envy and stare at me, “Look at him, look at him.” Even after so 
many years, they still do this. Now they say, “We cannot even maintain and 
support one monastery; how could he manage so many?” So this “watching” 
does not refer to a type of help. If people had been willing to help him 
and were really concerned about the Yunmen School, it wouldn’t have been 
terminated. They should have gone somewhere to help him fi nd someone 
who was good enough. Instead they just watched him fail. I am speaking 
straight to the point, and even I, myself, now am taking this same loss.

The Yunmen School ended with this Master. After this Master, the 
Yunmen School was terminated. Tears fl owed for a thousand springs and 
a million years. Although he didn’t say anything, I think he must have felt 
very shameful and sad.                                                              (The End)


