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The  Search  for  the  Bu l l

In  the  pasture  of  th i s  wor ld ,  I  endles s ly  push  as ide  the  ta l l 

gras ses  in  search  of  the  bul l .

Fo l lowing unnamed r ivers ,  lost  upon the interpenetrat ing 

paths  of  d i s tant  mounta ins ,

My s t rength  fa i l ing  and my v i ta l i ty  exhausted ,

I  cannot  f ind  the  bul l .

I  on ly  hear  the  locust s  ch i r r ing  through

the  forest  at  n ight .
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Discover ing  the  Footpr in t s

Along the  r iverbank under  the  t rees ,

I  d i s cover  footpr int s !

Even under  the  f ragrant  gras s  I  see  h i s  pr int s .

Deep in  remote  mounta ins  they  are  found.

These  t races  no  more  can  be  h idden than one’s  nose , 

look ing heavenward.
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Perce iv ing  the  Bu l l

I  h e a r  t h e  s o n g  o f  t h e  n i g h t i n g a l e .

T h e  s u n  i s  w a r m ,  t h e  w i n d  i s  m i l d ,  w i l l o w s  a r e  g r e e n 

a l o n g  t h e  s h o r e ,

H e r e  n o  b u l l  c a n  h i d e !

W h a t  a r t i s t  c a n  d r a w  t h a t  m a s s i v e  h e a d ,

t h o s e  m a j e s t i c  h o r n s ?
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Catch ing  the  Bu l l

I  se ize  h im with  a  ter r i f i c  s t ruggle .

H i s  great  wi l l  and power  are  inexhaust ib le .

He  charges  to  the  h igh p lateau far  above

the  c loud–mis t s ,

Or  in  an  impenetrab le  rav ine  he  s tands .
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Taming  the  Bu l l

The whip  and the  rope are  necessary,

e l se  he  might  s t ray  off  down some dusty  road.

Be ing wel l  t ra ined,  he  becomes  natura l ly  gent le .

Then,  unfettered ,  he  obeys  h i s  master.
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R id ing  the  Bu l l  Home

Mount ing the  bul l ,  s lowly  I  return  homeward.

The  vo ice  of  my f lute  intones  through the  evening.

Measur ing  with  hand–beats  the  pul sat ing  harmony,

I  d i rect  the  endles s  rhythm.

Whoever  hears  th i s  melody  wi l l  jo in  me.
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The  Bu l l  Transcended

Astr ide  the  bul l ,  I  reach  home.

I  am serene.  The  bul l  too  can  res t .

The  dawn has  come.  In  b l i s s fu l  repose ,

With in  my thatched dwel l ing  I  have  abandoned

the  whip  and rope.



8

Both  Bu l l  and  Se l f  Transcended

Whip,  rope ,  person and bul l  — a l l  merge  in  No–Thing.

Th i s  heaven i s  so  vas t  no  message can  s ta in  i t .

How may a  snowf lake  ex i s t  i s  a  rag ing f i re?

Here  are  the  footpr int s  of  the  patr iarchs .
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Reach ing  the  Source

Too many  s teps  have  been taken return ing to  the  root  and 

the  source .

Better  to  have  been b l ind  and deaf

f rom the  beginning!

Dwel l ing  in  one ’s  t rue  abode,  unconcerned with  that 

wi thout—

The r iver  f lows  t ranqui l l y  on  and the  f lowers  are  red .
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In  the  Wor ld

Barefooted and naked of  breast ,

I  mingle  wi th  the  people  of  the  wor ld .

My c lothes  are  ragged and dust– laden,

and I  am ever  b l i s s fu l .

I  use  no  magic  to  extend my l i fe ;

Now,  before  me,  the  dead t rees  become a l ive .






