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PREFACE FOR THE POETRY FROM A SPRING EVENING PARTY
FOR MY COUSINS IN APEACH BLOSSOM GARDEN

This Heaven and Earth are the hostel for Creation’s ten thousand
forms/where light and darkness have passed as guests f[ora
hundred ages. Butour floating lives are like a dream; how many
moments do we have for joy? When the ancients tookoutcandles
for nighttime revels/they had the rightidea. And we the more/
when warm spring saummons us with misted scenes andthe Great
Lamp of Earth lends us pattenned decoration.

Assembled in this garden perfumed by flowering peaches/we
shared the happiness of those whom Heaven has related. My
young brothers were all talented as the poet Hsieh Hui-lien/
though my own songs could only shame me before Ling-ytin/his
elder cousin.Yetour quiet enjoymenthadnotreached anend
when the witof our conversation grew more refined. We spread
carrelian mats tositbeneath theflowers/letfly ocurwinged cups
and got drunk with the moon.

Butif there were nohandsome verseshow could you express ex-
quisite feelings? When the poems 3i0 not succeed/we exacteod
forfeits in jars of wine as they did in the Garden of Golden Valley.

Sl i .
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QUIET NIGHT THOUGHT

Before my bed the moonlight glitters
Like Frost upon the ground.
Jlook up €o the mountain moons
Lookoown and think of home.
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FORTHECHIEF OF STAFFAT CHIANG-YU

Light on mountain vapors in the deep courtyand/
Down the side of paved steps the gurgling of water,
Wild swallows are nesting in the official lodge,

Clouds rising from the stream enter the ancient hall.

A solitary clerk passes in the slanting rays of sun;

With curtains rolled the disorderly peaks are green.

Amulticolored Chief of Spirits ano Immortals
Burningincense reads aclassicof The Way.
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RHYMEPROSE ON THE SWORD GALLERY
(To send my friend Wang Yen on his way €o Sha)

1 Scuthof Hsien-yangs
gazing in a straightline for five thousand miles/
d see the soaring crags and spires of clouded ranges.
There before me the Sword Gallery cuts across/
Suspended from the sky
to provide a passage through thecenter.
$ Up above are
pire winds that rustle/whistlesrscughsand sigh;
6 And there the gibbons of Passadly crying to one another.

=W W

7 On every side
flying chutes rush through thechasms/

8 Spattering stonesssplashing the Gallery-

‘ surging and gushing with frightening thunden.
Lo Sending off my beautiful [riend. Now the parting!
10 - J wonder when that day. His coming home!
11 While gazing after him —~ whateno to feelings?
12 With sad notes deep inside —J sigh and moan.
13 Jwatchas the azure waves go coursing eastwanrd/
14 And grieve as the white sunis hioden in the west.
15 A wild goose takes leave of Yen — those gautumn noises.
16 The clouds bring sorrow to Ch'in — this evening light.
17 Butsoh/when the bright moon appears above

the Sword Gallery:

18 Let us have some wine together in ocur two villagess

thinking of one another.
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THE ROAD TOSHU IS HARD

A-eecel Shee-yew! Sheeeeee! So dangerous! So high!

1
2 Theroaod toShuis hard/harder thanclimbing the sky.
3 Silkworm Thicket and Fishing Duck
4 Founded their kingdom in the depths of timey
s But then for forty-eight thousand years/
& No settlers’ smoke reached the Ch'in frontier.
7 Yet weston T'ai-po Mountain/take abird road there/s
8 You could cross directly to the peaks of O-mei’s brow.
o When earth collapsed and the mountaincrashed,
the muscled warrionrs died. ,
10 It was afterthat when theladoers to heaven
were linked together with timber ano stone.
8 1 Up aboveis
the fowering pillar where six dragons turn the sun.
12 Down below on
the twisting river colliding waves dash into the turns.
13 The flightof a yellow crane cannotcrossit;
14 Gibbons and monkeysclimb in despain.
14 Green Muo Rioge — coiling/winding —
16 Nine €turnsin a hundred steps/round pinnacle and snag.
17 Touch the Triad,/pass the Well S€anss
look up to gasp and groars.
18 Press a hand tocalm your chest,
sitdown for alingering sigh.
19 J wonder as you travel west/when will you return?
20 Jfearthataroadsocragged andhighisimpossible toclimb.
21 All Jseeis a mournful bird thatcries in an ancientteee/

[stanza continues]
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Anodcocks thatflyinpursuitof hens,
circling through the forest.
Ye€ again J hear the cuckoo call in the moonlit night¢ ~
sorrow upon the desolate mountain.
The road toShuis hard/-harder thanclimbing the sky.
Whenever one shall hear ¢his/it wilts his youth away.

Peak after peak missing the sky by not so much as a foot.
Withered pines hang upside-down clinging to vertical walls.

Flying chutes and raging current,
how they snarl and storm!
Pelteocliffs ano spinning stones/
ten thousand chasms thunderous roar!
The perils — thisis the way they are.

Anod woe tothat manonaroad sofan ~
Oh why/and for what/would he travel here?
Sword Gallery looms above with soaring crags and spires;
Oneman atthepass/

Ten thousand men are barreo.

Anoif the guards are notour peoples
They can change into jackals and wolves.

[z the morning avoid fierce tigens.
I the evening aveid long snakes.
They sharpen teeth for sucking blood;
The dead are strewn like bemp.
Lét them talkof pleasure in Brocade Citys
The better thing is'hupnyiug home.
The road to Shuishard/harder thanclimbing the sky.
Edging back,J gaze to the west/long and deep my sighs.
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RETURNING TOTHE MOUNTAINS ONASPRING DAY
FORMENG NUMBER SIX/HAO~JAN

The vermilion sashes leftin the World of DU_Sf!

In the green mountains attending a Budohist party:
Golden cordsled us on the Paths of Enlightenment,

On a jewelled ndft we crossed the River of Delusion.
Rioge-line trees made ajoinery of [lying brackets/
Ano clifg-side flowers covereod the valley springss

The stupa shape putaspire on theocean suny/
Anod building contours rose from the river mist.
Afragrantether descended from the Three Heavens;
A tolling bell linkeod €¢he ten thousand ravines.
When pearls [or the lotus autumn were already formed,
Whenre the canopy of pine tree denseness was finally round/
- The birds assembleod as if they would auditthe Dharma/
Andoragons gathereod like guards for the meditation.
J am sorry that these are not rhymes of flowing water
Worthy of being inspired by Po-ya’s strings.
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MY TRIP IN ADREAM TO THE LADY OF HEAVEN MOUNTAIN
A FAREWELL TO SEVERAL GENTLEMEN OF EASTERN LU

Seafarers tell of amagicislanod
Haro to find in the vague expanse
of mist and towering waves.

In Ydeh men €talkof the Lady of Heaven
Glimpsed by chance/dissolving and glowing/
amio the rainbows andclouds.

ThelLady of Heaven/joining the heavens/
faces the Heavenly Span/
Her majesty conquers the Five Sammits
ano shadows Vermilion Wall.
Heavenly Terrace rises up forty-eight thousand staves/
Yet tips southeast¢ beﬁope her asifitwanted to fall.

Wanting o probe the mystery in a dream of Wu and Yieh/
Through a night J flew across the moon on Mirror Lake.

The moon on the lake projected my shadow
Escorting me to the River Shan.
The place where Duke Hsieh once retired
stanos €o the presentoays
The lucent waters swiftly purl and
shrill-voiced gibbons cry.

Feetin Duke Hsieh’s cleated clogs
Jdclimbed thelaoder of clouds in the blue.
Fromthe slope d could see the sun in the ocean;
From space Jcould hear the Rooster of Heaven.
[stanza ends]
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19 A thousand cliffs/ten thousand turns/
aroad Jd cannot oefine;
20 Dazzled by flowenrs/d reston a stone
ano darkness suddenly falls.

21 Bears grumbling/oragons humming/
- Jountains rumbling on the mountainsioe.
22 Quaking before a deep fornest.
Frightened by impending spires.
2% - Greens/greenthe gumtrees. On the verge of rain.
24 Rough/rough the river. Breaking in spray.
25 Flashing/cracking/roaring/clapping:
26 Hills and ridges crumble and fall.
27 The stone gates of the Grotto Heavens
28 Boom andcrash as they open wide.
29 The Blue Darkis a rolling surge/
' ‘where bottom cannotbe seeny
z0 Where surr and moon throw glittering light

on platforms of silver and gold.

31 The rainbows are his clothing. His horses are the winod.
%9 The Lord Within the Clouds appears.
All things swirl as he descenods.

33 Tigens strumming zithers. Coaches phoenix orawn.
54 Theimmontals now assemble. Arrayeod like hemp in rows.
38 With the sudden excitementofl my souls

my vital forceis roused;
36 Jrisedistraught and startled/long and drawn my sighs.
37 There is only the pillow and maton waking; o
38 Gone are the mists of a momentago.
[stanza ends]
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The pleasures found within man’s world
- arealsojustthisway;
Alllife’s afrairs since ancient ¢imes
- areaneasterly flowing stream.

Parting now Jleave you. When shall J return?
Let us setthe white deer [ree
within the blue-green shores;
When d must gosd shall ride away to visit peaks of renown.
How could d ever furrow my brow and bend my back
in service of rank anod power?
To hurry the pleasures of love and wine
wilts man’s youth away.
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INSCRIBED ON THE WALL
OF HSU HSUTIAN-PING’S RETREAT

Jdgoalong chanting the wayhkouse poem
Ano come tovisit¢ theimmortal’s dwelling.
His lor¢y tracks are lost on misty rangess

The Great€ Void blocked by clouded forests.
Jdpeerintothe courtyaro desented ano silents
Jdleanon acolumn to dawodlein vain.

No doubt turnedinto a far-[flyingcraner
He’llbeback in a thousano yearsor so.
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LINKED VERSES ON
CHANGING NINE SONS MOUNTAINTO
NINE FEFOWERS MOUNTAIN
WITH A PREFACE

Southof Greening Sunlight Countyis the Nine Sons Mountain.
The mountainis many thousands of feet high,/and on the top
ane nine peaks like lotus flowers. When you examine the maps
to venrify this name /thereis nothing you can relyupon.The
Loro High Astrologer made no mention of i€t on his southern
tour; thereis nothing on the subject from the mouths of the
ancients; anoditis absentromthe recordsof the famous wor-
thies. The mysterious immortals have been frequentovisitors/
but the songs they write are rarely heard. Thus,/J abandoned
theold appellation and gave it the new label of «Nine Flowers.»
At thattime/J was down between the Yangtze and the Han
making a studyof The Way and had stopped to rest atthe home
of Hsia-hou Chiung. With the storm awnings open and my
turban pushed back,J sat staring out at the snow in the pines.
ThenJd linked verses with several of the gentlemen there to
pass thisonto futuretimes.

The Sublimelmmanencyis divided between two forces;
The mysterious mountain blossoms with nine flowers.
~LiPo

Storeyeo pillars impede the lethargicsun;
Halfp the wallis bright with the clouds of dawn.
~ Kao Chi

Accamulated snows shinein the dark shaded valleys:
Flying currents spew against the bright sunny cliffs.
' ~WelCh'dlan-yd
A green glitten/thelight from trees of jade;

In€the blue distancesthe homes of feathered men.
~LiPo

12



IX
LI PO’S RIDDLE NAMING CLOUD-~RITUAL HS0

Cloud-Ritual Hstizan accomplished flute player from Jen-ch'eng
County (the modern Chi-ning in Shantung)/wasthe grandson of
Li MosChina’s mos€t famous [lautist/who servedin the Buddhise
Mausic Section of the Imperial Pear Garden Conservatory. Ac-
conoing o a story in the T'ang collection called « Rumors from
the Sweet Marshes/» sometime about79s/Cloud-Ritual gave the
poet Wei Ying-wu ¢the [ollowing accountof how he acquired his
given name: ' '

«Atthebeginning of the Heavenly Treasure reign;when Jwas
just a montholdran lmperial Party veturning from the Feng
Ritualin the east made a stop at Jen-ch'eng/and my grand-
father leanrned of my being born. When he saw merhe was ex-
tremely pleased anod took me to the scholar Li Po to request
that he create for me aluckyname. Master Lihad just sat down
in a restaurant with a wine flag and was ordering winein a
louo voice/when Mnr. Ho-lan/the proprietor,uwho was over nine-
ty yeanrnsolds/inoited them to drink in one of the upper rooms.
My grandfather played a sophisticated [lute o accompanyy the
winesand Master Lirgrasping his brash/orunkenly wrote a
poem across my chest:

What manisthatbeneagth the tree?
Not talking truly is my pleasure.
Iftalking reaches mio ofoay/
The mistthanks Heaven for Ch'‘en’s Treasure.

oW o M

My granofather complained,‘d ask the scholar for aname/and
now Jcan’tunderstand whathe has written!’ To this MasterLi
replied/,'The nameis in the poem. «The man beneath a tree» gives

i3




 youatree and achildsthe character for «child» written beneath

the character for «tree» gives you the character for your sur-
name «Li.» Then/«not talking» means that there is no one speak-
ing; the character for «no one» combined with the character
for «speaking» gives you thecharacter for «Mo.» Thecharacter
for «pleasure»is composed of the character for «daughtenr >
and the character for «childos;a daughter’s child is a grandson.
When «talking reaches mio of day/» you are speaking about
noon; thecharacter for «speaking» written besioe the charac-
ter for «noon» gives you the character for the surname «Hsd.»
Finally/«the mistthanks Heaven for Ch'en’s Treasure» refers
to the clouds appearing for the Feng Rituals thatis fo say it
was a«cloud ritual.» Thus you get/«Li Mo’s grandson/Hsi of the
Clouo Ritual.»’»
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TOSECRETARY YIUAN OF CHIAC COMMANDERY
REMEMBERING OLD TIMES TOGETHER

Jd remember Dreg-Hill Tung atlo-yangyears ago:

2 Southof Fording-Heaven Bridgehe built¢ atavern justfor me.

5

&

With yellow gold and white jade rings
tobuyocursongs andlaughter/
Once drunk,J would go for months
snubbing the princes andlords.

The world’s proud and worthy camer
visiting clouds in the blue/

6 Butamong them allywithyou alone my heartwas always [ree.
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We ¢urned the moantain/churned the seay
0i0 everything with ease;
Spilled our feelings/poured cur thoughts/
keptnothingin reserve.

J started once for South of Huai toclimb thecinnamon trees;
You remained north of thelo sadly oreaming of me.
ButJd could notbear the parting.
Jreturned to wander with you.

With you J wandered far away to visit Fortressof Immorta lss
A thirty-six bend journey along the river’s twisteo coil.

The whole stream atour departure

was bright with a thousano flowens/

And we traversed ten thousono raovines
filled with the pine-wind sound.
On silver saddles with bridles of golod
we reached the open plain/
[stanza continues]



18 And the Governor from Eastof Hancame ocut to greet us thenes

19 While the Taoist sage of Purple Sunlight

20 Playeo welcomeon a sheng of jade.

21 Andinhis dwelling/Clouds-for-Supper/
the music of immonrtals roser '

22 Winding/resonant/ano subtles

aphoenix singing with his hen.

23 Sleeves [lapping/flutes demanoding/

about to [lylike animmortal/
24 The governor from Eastof Han gotup drunk to dance.
2% Hands broughtabrocade robesspreaditto cover mes
26 And J/dnuni/sprawled to sleep/pillowed on a thigh.
27 At thatfeastour minds and spirits

soanred through the Nine Heavens/
28 Bu€stanrsdepart/the rain will scatter/passingwiththeéawn.
29 We flew our ways at the Ch'u frontier

todistant mountains anod streams:
30 Jreturneod fothe mountains to search for my ancient nest;
31 And youcrossed the Wei Briogergoing back to your home.

32 At home younr Oistinguished father/
brave as the tiger and panther of olds
53 Became the Goovernor of Ping Prefeclure
and subdued the barbarian borde.
34 So you called for mein the Fifth Month

tocross the T'ai-hang Range:
28 Broken wheels do nottell of the miserable Sheep Gutroad.

36 J aprived at the northern capital

with the months deep in theyeany
[stanza continues]
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So grateful for your kindness ano disnegard for gold.
With carnelian cups and delicate food
onoishesof oa n'kestjaae/

You made me drunk and fed mefull
till J lost all thoughtof home.

Then/time to timesweé would goout
to a bending westof the walls
Where the [lowing wateris likeblue jade
atthe Chin Ancestral Shrine.
Ounr drifting boat would float along/
while flutes and drums would play’
The tiny ripples were dragon scales/
and the €tufts of sedge were green.

In the mood,swe tookout girls
to lose ounseloes in the moment athand.
How canitbe that willow Flowers
are so muchlike the snrow?
Red-rouged and getfing drunk:
they seemed so rightin the slanting sun/
The clear depth of a hundored-foot pool
rneflecting kingfisher beauty.

With kingfisher beauty gracefulsalluring/
and crescent moon aglowy
Eachlovely girl sang by turn
and oanced in her gossamen gown.

A fresh wind blew the songs upinto the sky/
Where songs and tunes would circle rou nd
as wandering clouds flew by.
[stanzaends]
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Such times of joy and happiness will be hard to [ind again;
Going west J offered up my own «Long Willows Poemy/»
Butcloudsin the blue at the Northern Towers
cannotbe counted upons
And the white head from the eastern modntains
tarned and wentback home.

South of WeiBrioge d metyou once;
North of Ts'o Terrace weparted again.
Anod 0id you ask how many regrets
our parting brings me now?
The fallen [flowers at the end of spring whirlinto ablue.

Wonrds cannotexhaustit.
My reelings cannotend.
Jcall myboys/he kneels in wait as J tie and seal my poem
To send to yousremembering yousa thousand miles away.



X1
ON PARTING IN A WINE SHOP AT CHIN~LING

White Gatein willow flowerss/and the shop is all perfume;
AWuginl wanrms the wine and calls the guests to try.
Here the fellows of Chin-ling bid each other goodbye;
Staying behinod or goingreach orains his cups of wine.

d saggest that you €try asking the easterly [lowing stream/
Does itor these parting thoughts run the longer way?

G v b W og M
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EASTOFLUCCMMANDERY
SENDINGOFFTUNUMBER TWO/FU
AT STONEGATE MOUNTAIN

Drunkatourparting/now how many oays?
Cunr view from this heightis all ¢errace ard pools.
Why should we talk of the Stone Gate road?
We still have another golo flagon o try.
Autamn waves fallon the River Ssu;
Seacolors brighten the To anod Fro Mountain.
The far [lying tumbleweeds go separate ways/
Butfirstlet us empty these cups mio the trees.
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SENT TO TU FU
EROM BENEATH THE CITY WALLAT SANDHILL

Why have Jcome here after all?
To rest in petreat by the Sandhill wall.

By the side of the wall are some ancienttrees
With the sounds of autumn both night and Say.
But J can’t get drunkon the wines of Lu/
And my [eelings are wasted in the songs of Ch'i.
My thouaghts b]c you like the River Wen
Go rolling southward endlessly.
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X1V
TO SEND TO TU FU AS A JOKE

J ran into Tu Fa by a Rice Grain Mountain/
In a bamboo hat with the sun athigh ncon.
Hasn’t he got awfully thin since our parting?
It mustbethe struggle of writing his poems.
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XV

TOSEND TOCHENGYEN
MAGISTRATE OF LI-YANG
AS A JOKE

Magistrate T'ao/orunk every oays
Didn'tknow it was spring in his five willow trees.
His plain old zither 0idon’t have any strings/
Anod he filtered his wine with his kudzu hat.
Beneath his north window in refreshing breezes
He says be’s the subjectof olo Fa-hsi.
Sowhen is he coming to visitLiVillage
To mee€ with a kinsman who lives in his image?



XVI
HSIANG-YANG SONG

As westbehind Hsien Mountain the setting sun would falls

Putyour haton backwands/getlost beneath the flowenrs.
And Hsiang-yang’s little urchins will clap their hands in timer
Block the street and jostle and sing «White Copper Greaves.»
[f passersby should query whatmakes them laugh this way/

They re jeering Mister Mountain/Orunkasa blob of clay.
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 Ocormonantladle.Oparrot shell cup.
8 In a hundred years six thousand and three
ten-thousandsof oays/
andin adayyou mustbe surethree hundred cups €o pour.
o Seethe Han's waters faraway/green asa mallaro’s heads

10 Justlikethe grape
when the mustis se€ to ferment for a secono time.
11 If that river will transform to make us springtime wine/
12 Then the risings of yeast could terraces build
upon thathill of lees.
13 A steed that’s worth a thousandin gold

J’'dswapfora serving girl/
14 To drunken siton a saddle carved and sing «Plum Petals Fall.»

14 At the sideof acartJ’'dhangataslant
a single bottle of wineys
16 With phoenix sheng and dragon pipes
to urge eachother along.
A7 In the market place at Hsien-yangssigh for a yellow dog?
18 Bettenr byfar/beneath the moon/topourfromada goloen jar.
19 Ohs/don’tyou see/

for His Lordship Yang from the days of the Chin/
that chunk of old memonrial stone?
[stanza continues]
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His tortoise head erodes away/the moss andlichens grow.
My tears cannotfall for him.
My heart capnot mourn for him.
Who can worry what happens after the body is gone?
Gold ducks and silver mallards bury ashes dead and colo.
The fresh wind and shining moon/noneed for acoin to buyr
' The jade mountain will fall o2 its owny/
nobody pushesitdown.

O Shu-choud ladle. O Ironman pot.
Li Po to sharelife and death with you.
King Hsiang/the clouds and rain/where are they today?
The river waters eastward [low at nightthe gibbons cry.




XVil
TAKE WINE

Grape Wine. Golden Bowls.

And a girlfrom Wa/just fifteen/bundled on ablooded horse.
Indigo blae she paints her brows,/red brocade arve her shoes’;
Speaking her wonrods alittle askew
she temptingly sings her songs.

% Atthe feaston tortoise-shellmats
she gets Orunkinyour arms.
(&} Iz bed behind the lotus curtains what will she do o you?
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XVIH
WHITEWALNUTS

In red gauze sleeves seen so Oistinctly/
On a white jade platesat a glancesthey are gone.
d think of an old monk atthe end of his chanting/
Telling crystalbeads in the arm of his robe.
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XiX
JADE STEPS LAMENT

White dew forming on the steps of jade
Invades gauze stockings as the night grows old;
And soletting down hercrystal curtain
She mistily watches the autumn moon.



XX
A SUITE IN THE CHING-PING MODE

PartOne
‘ As clouds ehink of ber clothing,as blossoms think of her faces
} -] Spring wind caresses the railings
j and dew is thick on the [lowens.
| If you do not find her by the Mountain of Numerous Jewels,
! 4 You may head for the Jasper Terrace
| to meet her beneath the moon.

=

W

1 PanptTwo

J 1 Abranchofredvoluptaousness/the dew congealed perfume/
2 For clouds and rain on Sorceress Mountain/
why go breaking your heanrt?
x  Jwonder who couldbe comparedin the palacesof the Han?

4 Would it be dear Flying Swallow
trying new powder and rouget

PartThree
1 Beau€y totopple anationin thecompany of famous flowens:
2 They always succeed with His Majesty

making him look with a smile. :
5 Kpowing thatthe spring wind may bring regrets unending/
4 North of the Aloeswood Pauvilion

they lean on the balustraode.
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XXI
SONGS FOR THE CH'ING-P'ING MUSIC

Noumber Onre

1 - A spring dayinthepalace gandens/
New fineny displayed by orioles’ plumes/
3 Cleverly hunting for the «OneHunodred Plants»

they battle beneath the flowers/
4 Justmenrely competing to win apeck full of peanls and beads.

Lateinthedaytheyrepairthe remainsof their make-uap

£

5] Ano expertly dance to « Rainbow Skir€ts » for the Throne.

7 Everyonesays these waists are so slender and modests

8 But twisting and turning theymake the Emperorn smile.
Namber Two

1 Aclearnightinthe women’s quanrtens;

g The moon probes the golden window cracks/

W

Behino curtains of jade,/the duck and the orake
spewing orchid and musk
4 Asthehoursdropintothe fragrantresiduein the silverlamps.

Thelaodies for Hiscompany never talk aboutsleeping alone/
BotHehassix palacesanothree thousandin silksandgauze.
For His single smile they have eachtried ahundred charms;
Ano the directive of the Imperial Heart has gone to whom?
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Number Thrzee
The mistis oeeps/the waters wides
There’s no way to get a message throughy
There is only the moon far beycnd the clouds
in €he azure sky of day/

Deliberately shining €o spite me in the void of our separation.

Alloay long Jd keep finding things to grieve me/
My sorrowingbrow is alock that will notturn.
Nightafternighteverleavingbalfofthecover/
Jwaitfor yoursoul's peturntomeina oream.

Namber Four
Phoenix hen coverlet/phoenix cock quilts
Anonight after nightalways sleeping alone
While that red wax candle on the silver stand
to make me suffer the more

Hatefully goes onimitating my continuous pearls of tears.

31

Though flowenr-like faces bhave only a so-much of time/
You toss me aside to Orift on the Hsiao and the Hsiang.
Propped on my pillow J rue the cold water-clock sounos
The drop/drop/dripping can break a sorrowing heart.



‘, Namben Five

\ 1 Up at dqwn in the elegant rocmy
| 2 Someone reports the falling of snow.
3 When the window blinds are relled up high

o view the auspicious cmen/
Distantly the courtyard steps are lost in pristine splendor.

[N

3 In the vitalizing afr/light draws smoke from ¢the burners/
6 On hoary-leaved plants the cold forms pendants of jade.
7 Apparently in Heaven theimmortals on a orinking spreers
8 = Grabbing at the white clouds crambled them €o powder.

I
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o XXI11
STRINGS OF JEWELS FOR BODHISATTVAS
Namber One

The foot-loose forever are saying lifein the southis fines
2 Thefoot-loosecanonlybehappydcwninthesouthgrowingolo.

[

z Before they are old theynever go home/

| 4 Going home breaks too many hearts.

‘ kS Where embroidery scneenéhave hinges of gold/
6 " Druanktheylodgein the thickets of f[lowers.
7 When the freshets of spring arebluer than skys

8 On painted boats they sleep €o the rain.

Noamber Two
The woods below are cvercast/the mistis like a weaves

el

2 The cold hills in a singleband are hea rtbreakingly green.
1 Darkness enters the lofty house,

4 Upstairs someoneis sao.

S Vain fo waiton the stepsof jades

6 The lodging bird flies homein haste.

7 Whither goes his homewanrd course?

8 To a distapftinnor anear one.




Number Three
1 Raising herbead she suddenly sees the Heng-yang goose goby/
2 A thousand cries/ten thousand words/how do you limitaheart?

£ Urbearable having a heantless mamns

4 He sends not a single line.

P She weeping returns to the spite of her roomy
6 Her rouge getting soaked with tears.

7 Butwaif until ¢time for the goose to go back/

8 There won’'tbe a letter €to post him.
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XXII
ENTWINED BRANCHES

In a cover of snow the palace rooms are sealed/
Through curtains of gauze a confusionof gold and green.
Attacking and pressing the balustrade:

Scented heants p'u re and plain.

Plum branches gently swayed.

Sheblows on the [ragrantembersin the jewelled lion;
the cloud of muskis thick.

Her reod silks and green quilts perfumed.

On acape oelicately painted with descending clouds/
Dropsof tears in the Palace for Manifestation of the Male.
Inches away yet remote from the Throne:

The Lord’s favor is severed.
Asifathousano miles away.

Shestares through a curtain of rock crystalbeaos;

- the bamboo twigs anre cold.
Waiting while the goatcart never arrives.
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XX1v
AUTUMN IN THE OSMANTHUS PALACE

Namber One

Immortal maid descending. Double-Perfection Tung.

inthe Han palace when the night was cools
she playeo ashengofjade.
Atthe enoof the tune she went away
to attend her immonrtal duties; - -
Ten thousand doorssathousand gates/
andonlythelightof the moon.

Number Two
Maid of the Milky Way. Face re[ined with jade.
Hercloud-curtained carriageoftendescends
into the world of man.
Knowing a roao to the Nine Heavens/
she leaves withouta trail;
Butsoftlyssoftly the perfumed breeze
putslifeintobangles ano jewels.
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XXV
REMEMBERING THE BEAUTY OFCH'IN

The sound of the flute is stifleo.

When dreams with the Beauty of Ch'in are ended/
moonlighton the housesof Ch'in.
Moonlighton the houses of Ch'in.

Year after year the sight of the willows -
Pains on parting at Pa-ling Brioge.

Clearthose Autumn Festivals high on the Pleasunre Fields.
On the apcientroad from Hsien-yangs
even the sounds and dust are gone.
The sounods ano dust are gone.
West windslast raysofsun -
On €the tombs ano towers of the House of Han.
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XXVI
THREE/FIVE/AND SEVEN WORDS

Adtumnp wind [reshs
Autamnrnmoonbright,

Fallen leaves gathereds scatter again/s
Coldravensroostingssoundingalarms.
Missing you — seeing you —knowing whotéay/
These moments — ¢his night - coping is haro.



XXVII
THE BALLAD OF LONG BANK
Namber One

When my bair was firstin bangss
J useo to pick flowers anod tease from the door.

W K

3 Then my love would ride cut on a bamboo honrse
4 Tocircle the wellbhead and play with green plums.
£ Welived toegether in the village of Long Bank/

6 : Two little childoren without doubtor mistrust.
7
8
L/

At JourteensJd became your wifes
Abashful face that never could smile;
dorooped my head/faced the dark wall -
| 10 To younr thousano calls/notone pépl’y.
11 Atlastlifteen,/J unfurrowed my browr/
i2 Vowed to stay with youlike ashes with oust.
13 Could youcling to a piling like the man in a flood,
14 Would d ever be climbing the Spouse-Vigil Tower?
1s J was sixteen when yocu went away
16 To Rough River Rockin Threatening Gorgers
17 I ¢the Figth Month you must not ruan dfouls
; 18 Ano cries of gibbons aresadin the sky.
19 The tracks by the gate where you slowly departed,
20 In eachone now the moss grows green.
21 The mossis deep,/d can’tsweep it away;
22 Autumnisearlywehavefalling leaves.
23 In ¢the Eighth Month the butterflies came,
24 Flew in pairs through the western garoden.
25 When J think of this;my heart starts breaking/
26 d sitand grievesand my face grows old.

Whenever you finally leave Triple Pas
Send aletter ahead tolet us all know.
J'll gooat o meetyournotcaring how far —~
J’'ll go right down tolong Wind Shore.

s i,
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Nurpber Two
Jdremember when Jwas a single givl
And knew nothing of smoke and dust in the world/
Butpow having married aLong Bankman/
J’'m at Sandy Point to check on the winao.

In the Fifcth Month when the south wind risess
Jd think of you coming down from Pa-ling.

In the Eighth Month when the west wind starts/
J worry about you departing from Yang-tzu.

With this coming and goings/whatis my heartache?
Thereislittle of seeing and too much of parting.
You’ll be neaching Hsiang-t‘an in how many oays?
In myoreams Jleap over the wind ano the waoves.

Lastnight a wild wind wentby’
itblew down trees by the riverside.
Everything water and dark withoutedges/
Where was aplace for a traveller to be?

Visitors from the north have included real nobles/
And €the whole of the river was filled with red robes.
Evenings they came along shore for theirn lodging/
And wouldn’t move eastward for several days.

J pity myself atfifteen or so/ '
Jhad apinkface with peachblossom skin.
Who would be the wife of a merchantman/
To grieve about water and grieve about windl



XXVII
CHING-CHOU SONG

Below White Emperor Fortress/plenty of wind and waoves/
Threatening Gonrge in the Fifth Month/
who dares runnping through?
A¢ Ching-chou the wheatis ripe/cocoons are making moths.
Reeling silk,/J think of you ~ and then loose ends abound!
The scatter-grain flies singing ~ohs/whatam J going to ool
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XXX
SPRING THOUGHTS

When the grassin Yenis still jade threads
The mulberries of Ch'in are drooping green boughs.
The days when your mind is [filled with re€urning/
Those anre the times when my heartis breaking.
Butthe spring wind and J have been strangers/
Whatis it doingin my gauze bedcurtains?

Pt



XXX
THE WARDROBE MISTRESS FROM CH'IN

When the Emperor dweltin the Night-ls-Young Palaces

Jcame as a maid to fold awayclothes.

Jhad never been favored by the Purple Hall,

‘Yet Jventured to brash off the bedstead of golo.
The flood may comesbut J willnot flee;
Let the bear approachsstill d shall zemain.
Frail booy supporting the sun and the moon/
Like the trembling ligh€tof the fire[ly.
Jwould that His Majestysgathering tarnips/
Notbedispleased with the parts down below.
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XXXI
WU SONGS IN MISS MIDNIGHT’S STYLE

Spring
In Ch'inwas alady named Lo-fu
By ablue stream picking mulberryleavess
Her white hanods on the green branches;
Anod red makeup brightin the sun.
«The silkworms are hungry /J am ready o leaver
So you with five horses have noneed tostay.»

Summen

Orn Mirror Lake’s three hupndreod riles
The budsbuarstintolotus flowens.

In the Fifth Month when Hsi-shih came/
The oglerslineod the jo-yeh stream.
Turning her boat/not awaiting the moons
She wentback home to the King of Yéeh.

Autumn
The moonis aodiskover Ch'ang-an
Ano silk fulling echoes from fen thousand doors;
The autumn wind blows without ceasing/
Always with thoughts of the Jade Frontien.
When will they quell the barbarian rabble?
When willour husbands comeback from the war?

Winter
The postrider leaves in the morning/
Onenight to pad jackets for wan. ~
Pale hanos pull the chill of the needles
Can they possibly pick up the shears?
Cutting anod sewing to send [ar away —
How many days to thecamp atlin-t'ao?




XXX1I
FIGHTING SOUTH OF THE WALL

Namber One

P

Lastyearn fighting at the source of the Sang-kan/
This yeanr fighting on ¢the Onion River road/
3 They have washed their weapons in the waves
on the seas of T'iao-chih’
4 They have pastured their horses on grass
in€the snows of the T'ien-shan. _
s Across€enthousand miles thelong campaigns and batéles/

8 The Three Armies completelyexhbausted andold.
7 For the Hsiung-nu murder andkilling

are the workof plowing:
8 From ofold they have seen only white-bone

_ and yellow-sano fields.
9 WheretheHouseof Ch'inbuilt a wallagainst thebarbarians/

10 The House of Han stillhas the signal fires bunnirg.

11 ‘The signal fires burn without ceasing.

12 Thelong campaign has no time for ending.

13 Fighting in the wilds they die in hano to hand combat;

14 Thelosenrs’ horses cry and sorrow toward Heaven.

15 Crows andkites peck at haman intestines i
16 Anad carrythem off tohangthem from withened trees.

17 Soldiers aresplattered allover the weeds ano the grasses,

18 Andbeing a generalis something uselesstobe.

Then know that weapons are truly the tools of misfortunes
Only used by The Sage when he has no other way. |



1
L
3
4
3
G
7
g
o

Nuraber Two
The battle field is a swirling blur/
The fighting men like swwarms of ants;
The airisheaovy and the sun-wheel red;

Ano the brambles are purple with the 8ye of blood;
And €he crows with their beaks rull of haman flesh
Have stuffed themselves ¢ill they cannot fly.
Yesteroay’'s man on top of the wall
Beneath the wall is a ghost today.

S¢€ill the banners arelike an array of s€tars/
Anothe wardrums’soundis not yet done;

And outof my family/busband anod sons
All are there in the sound of the drums.
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XXXI1H
SONG OF THE HEAVENLY HORSE

f‘ 1 From €he Scythian cave came the heavenly horser
1 2 With tiger-stripe back and oragon-wing bones.
{ 3 Neighing to cloudsin the blue. Shaking a mane of green.
I 4 Orchid strong jaw sinew/speed tokened cheeks/
Ll hevanished when he ran.
LS Over the Kunlun. To the West Eage of Earth.
E S His four feet never stumbled.
.7 A€cockcrow groomedinYensat dusk he was foddered in Yaeh/
(:;éi 82 The pathof aspirit/alightning flash/galloping pastas ablur.
» o] Aheavenlyhorsecommand. Aflying oragon response.
10 Eyesbrightasthe Evening Star/hisbreast a brace of duckss
11 His €ailwaslike a cometrhis neck like a thirsty crow 7
12 Reo lightspewed from his mouth/
in his sweatcanals were pearls.
13 He once accompanied the Timely Dragon

toleapinthebeavenly streets/
Haltered gold and brioled moonthat shonein theCityof Stars.
A spiritapart/proud and assureo/
hevaulted the NireDomains;
Buteven with white jades like a mountain/
who could venture to buy?
He turred andlaughed at the Purple Swallowss
Thought o himself/«How dumb younr kind.»

The heavenly borse dashed forward.
Helonged for the sovereign’s coach.
The reinsletouthecouldleap and rear
to tumble the passing ciouos.
[stanzacontinues]
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Buthis feet mowved in check for ten thousand miles/
And he gazed from afar at the gates to the throne.
Ifyou meetnohorseman like Master Cold Wird/
Who will notice a scion of varnishing light?

White clouds in a blue sky/
The hills are far away.
When the sal€¢ wagon piled high climbs the precipitous grader
One violates custom and runs against reason’s
fearing theclose cf day.

. Po-le’s ant to curry and clipwaslost along the way
in myyouth they used my strength/theycast meoff in age.
Jwouldlike to meet¢aT'ien Tzu-fang
That he/in picy/mightcare for me/
Butthoughhehao Jade Mountain grain/
My [lesh could not be healed.
Abhard [rostinthe Fifth Month
withered the buds on thecinnamon tree;
In the stall J fFurrow my brow/
the bitof injustice iz my teeth.
d beg thatyou will vedeem me,/send me off to Emperor Mus
Thatdmay yetplay with my shadow
. and dance by the Jasper Pool.
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XXXV

ON MY WAY INTO EXILE AT YEH~-LANG
REMEMBERING OLD TIMES
ROAMING AMID THE PEACH BLOSSOMS AT AUTUMN SHORE

The peachblossoms come with the freshets of spring/
Whern the white rocks emerge and disappean.
Then stems of Old Manr’s Beard will sway-

And the moon is midway in the sky by oay.

And along the old trails before you knzow
The first little fists of the bracken show.
Returning from Yeh-lang three years fromnow;
Itis here J’ll refine those goldoen bones.
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XXXV
GAZING AT QUINCE TREE MOUNTAIN

Jdgetup early o watch the sunrise/
Evenings dwatch the birds fly home.
A stranger’s heart grows sour and thorny:
Especially bere on Quinrce Tree Mountain.
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XXXVI
EARLY DEPARTURE FROM WHITE EMPERCR FORTRESS

Atdawn J tookleave of the Whife Emperon
in the midst of luminous clouds;/
The thousand miles €o Cbiangdiﬁgz
Jd bave returned in asingle day.
With the voices of gibbons on both banks cryingincessantly
My frailboathad already passed
ten thousand towering mountains.



XXXVII

IN PRAISE OFAGOLD AND SILVER PAINTED SCENE
OF THE BUDDHA MANIFESTATION IN THE
PURE LAND OF THE WEST
WITH A PREFACE

Jdhear thatwestof the golden sky/in the pldce where the sun sinks
awaysseparateo from China by ten trillion Buddhist lands,there
i5 a Worlo of Ultimate Joy. The Buddha of that country has a
height€ of sixty ¢rillion ;yojanas}as uncountable as the Ganges’
sand. The white hairs between His eyebrows carl and turn to
therightlike five Sumera mountains,and thelightfrom His eyes
isclear ano brightlike the waters of the four oceans. He sits erect
preaching The Law/abiding forever in tranquility.

Thelaokes there gleam with goloen sand; the banks are lined with
jewelled trees. Railings and balconies enclose itall;and netting is
stretched on every side. Colored glazes and mother-of-peanl
from the giantclam deconrate the storied halls. From crystal and
carnelian comes the splendor of the glittering stairs. AlL€his ¢he
sunory Buddhashave affinmed; these arenotmere empty words.

This gold an@ silver painted scene of the manigestation in the Puke
Land of the West was erected for her late husbanod/His Lordship
WeisGovernor of Hu 'Pnegecfa re/by the Lady Ch'in ol Ping-i Com-
mandery. Her Ladyship embodies the purity of ice and jade and
exemplifies €he teaching of the mother’s sage-like goodness. In the
love and loyal€y of the marriage bond,/she hopes for him tobe
lifted up from the dark paths of purgatorny and for the depth of
their chiloren’s filial devotion to see him perfected in luminous
blessing. Thus has she pledged her precious things and sotughtout
Famous artisans. :

Applying gold they have creatced the Ffoundation:;painting with sil-
ver they bhave supplied the figures. Through ¢he power of the Eight

$2



Dharmassthe waves move on the Blue Lotus pools/;and fragrant
flowenrs from the seven jewels shine in relief againstthe goldoen
ground. Whatever is caressed by the refreshing breezeis asif it
were producing the five musical notessso thata hundored anda
thousand kinds of sublime music all seem to be setinplay.

Beitone who has already expressed the prayer/or one who has
not yet expressed the pna;yen/bé itone who has already been
bornsor one who has not yetbeen born/devout contemplation for
seven days will give him rebirth into thatland. Infinite is the
power from the merit of this. We may ponoder it/ but it is hard to
explain. Inpraisedsay:

Locking toward the westwhere the sun sinks away:
Behold afar thatFace of GreatCompassion.
Eyes punre as the waters of the four oceans/

His body shines like a mountain of purple gold.

h W o M

By diligent contemplation we can surely be reborn/
Thas the acclaim of Liléimate Joy.
Mid pearl netting and trees of precious jewels/
The flowers of Heaven are scattered in fragrant halls.

In this paintingitis allbeforeour eyes/
Andin prayer we entrust ourselves to that spiritual realm.
On the ocean of power from the merit of this/
Let divine intercession be ourboat and bridge/
That eight billion kalpas of human sin
May be as frost swept away by the wind.
Letall ¢hinkon the Buddha of Eternal Lifes
Ever praying for thelight of His jaoe-like hairn.

35
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XXXVILI
UP INTO THE CLOUDS MUSIC

Westof the golden sky/
Where the white sun sinks away:

Ol K'ang/the Barbarian Birdies
Wasbornin that Scythian cave of the moon.
Awesome andcraggy the featuresof his face;
Measured and precise his manner of bearing.
Green jade glowingrsglowing/the papils of his e;yes__;
Yellow gola cu nling;cuxz’[inngbe hair upon his temples.

Flowery canopies hang down to his lower lashes/
Alofty mountainlooms over his upper lip.
Not seeing his strangesancanny-formn;
How could you know the Loro of Creation?
The Great Way was this mummenr’s stern father/
| Peimal Ether this mummenr’s elderly kin.
He playeod with P'an-kuspatting his heads
And pushing the carniage turned Heaven’s wheels.
He says he saw when the san and the moon wene born:
Castfrom water-silver and the essence of Jire.
While the solar crows had notyet comeout of the valley
Ao thelunar rabbitwas still a half-hidden formy/
-Na@-wa toyed with the yellow earth
Ano lumpeditinto ignorant humans/
Scattering them to the Six Direcrtions/
Thick/€hickslike dust and saro.
When birth and death goon endlessly:

Who could guess that this barbarian is a realized immortal?

Since the Jo Tree was planted by the Western Ocean
And the Fu Mulberry was setin the Eastern Sear
To the present day how great the time?
[stanzacontinues]
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The twigs anod leaves are ten-thousand miles long.
The Middle Kingdom haod Seven Sages/s
Then along the way collapsed into chaos.

His Majesty answered the uptarn of fortune/s
Andé adragon flew into the city of Hsien-yang.
As when the Red Eyebrows set up their Tub/
Ano White Waten restored the Glory of Han/
Sosangrily seething/the Four Seas mooed/

Ano for Him great spreading waves arose.
When He steppeod to tread the Purple Tenuity/
Heaven’s Gates cpened of their own accord/
Anod theold barbarian responding to Utmost Virtue
Cameeastto presenthis immonrtal actors;
Lions i the five colors/

Phoenixes with the nine perfections.

These are theold barbarian’s poultry and hounds;
Singing and dancing they have flown to God’s Town ;
Proudly prancy/swirly whirly,
Advancing/retreating/and oressing on line.

Heis good atbarbarian songs. Heoffers up Chinese wine.
He kneels apon two knees. He presses both elbows togethen.
Scattering flowenrs/pointing tc Heaven/
raisirg his pallidoarms.

He worships the Dragon Countenance.
Heofferslonglifeto The Sage.

Nonrthern Dipper may wobble. South Mountain may fall.
Bat/O Son of Heavensas nine nines are eighty-one
ano so many times ten thousanod years/
long may You Orain the ten thousand yeanrs cup.




If“ XXX1X

ALUMOUNTAIN SONG
FOR THE PALACE CENSOR EMPTY-BOAT LU

Jamy/infact/the Madman of Ch'us

1

2 Making fun of Confucius with a Phoenix Song.

3 Inmyhand dcarry a green jade caner

4 And setforth at dawn from Yellow Crane Hall.

$ On the Five Summits J search for immortals
and never complain how fan/

6 For all mylife J haveliked o roam

in the mountains of renown.

7 LuMouantain standsinsplendor at the side of Southern Dipper/
The ninre panels of Folding Screen dare covered incloud brocader
Ano shadows fall onthe shining lake
giving an eyebrow inodigolight.

1 10 Golden Gates nevealbefore me a curtain between two spires,

! 11 The Silver Rivenr falling down

todrape three bridges of stone.
12 IncerseBuarnper andwaternfall face eachother from far away:
13 The twisted cliffs and serried peaks

riseir cerulean blue.

14 Greensbadow andredcloud intensify with the sun atdawn,
1 Anobirodsflyon/butrever arriver

where the skies of Wu arelong.

®

16 Atop the heights a majesticview of all the Heaven and Earth:
17 The GreatRiver rolls f[orever and going will rever return.
18 Yellowclouds forten thousand miles color the driving wind/
io - White waves on the Nine Circuits
are flowing mountains of snow.
[stanzaends]
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d like €o sing about Lu Mountain.
Lu Mountainis my source of song.
At restdgazein the Mirrors of Stone to purify my heart;
Theplaces Duke Hsich €ravelled/in green moss sink away.

Sublimeo cinnabanr/taken soon/banishes worldly care/
Athreefold zithering of your hear€,
and The Way can be attained.
Aboved see the immontals in the midstof luminous clouds/
Proceeding to courtin the Palace of Jade
with lotusesin their hands.
Jdhave already promised Boundless
to meeton the Ninth Frontiers
dwishJ coulo take Lu Drifting along
to roam the Supremely Pure.

27
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CLIMBING HSIEH TIAO’S NORTH TOWER
AT HSUAN IN AUTUMN

The river cityis asin apicturer
This mountain evening J gaze through clear skies.
The two streams are inserted mirrors;

The paired bridges are Fallen rainbows.
Chimney smokeis chilling the oranges/
Autumnlight ages the phoenix trees.

Who would suppose thaton the North Towen
Leaning into the wind J'd be filled with Dake Hsieh?
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XLI

AFAREWELLDINNER FOR MY UNCLE LIYUN/THECQLLATORY/

AT HSIEH TTAO’S TOWER IN HSUAN PREFECTURE

Thatwhich has forsaken me/
the days that were yesterday and could not be detained.
That which has confounded me/
the day thatis tcday full of trouble and woe.
Along winod sends the autumn gooseé
across ten thousand miles/
Faced with this it is only right to get tipsy upon a tower.

Patternsoutof P'eng-laisthe style of Chien-an times/
Along the waywith Little Hsieh:
they came forth [resh and clean.
Full of soaring inspfnationxmqn’s heroic thoughts will fly;
He wants toclimb the heavens to inspect the shining moon.

Draw aknife tocut the water,the watenr,still flows on;
Raise acup tobanish griefrgriefis griel ¢the more.
When a man’s life within this world does not satisfy
lethim atdawnleave down his hair
ano push hisboat from shore.

A . e e
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XLIt
ACHANT ON EAST MOUNTAIN

Taking out girls €¢o Mock East Mountain/
Full of regretting I mourned for Hsieh An.
My girls this morning were like the moon amio flowers;
The graves of his girls wenre cold in the weeds.
Now three hundred years since the white rooster oream
in which your death was foretold;
Jd sprinkle wine as an offering €to you
sharing whatwehave enjoyed.
Getting tipsy,J improvise a dance from Kokonor/
And autumn wind blows away my cap of purple silk.

There was that time for you. Thereis this time for me.
If d sing «in a torrentlike the flooding stream»
why should thatbe strange?

o i P TR e
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XLIII
INSCRIBED AT SUMMIT TEMPLE

The night we stayeod at Sammit Temple
Jcould reach up and touch the stars.
We oid no€dare totalkaloud
For fear of disturbing the men inHeaven.
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XLV
SEEING THE CUCKQOO FLOWERS AT HSUAN

InShu Jd have heard the cuckoo bird/
At Hstian again seeing cackoo [lowenrs!
Onecall/one return/for my heartonebreaking;
Triple Spring/Third Month/remembering Triple Pa.
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XLV
DRINKING ALONE IN THE MOONLIGHT

Nambenr Ore

Beneath the blossoms with a potof wine/
No [riends at hand/so J poured alones
Jd raised my cup to invite the moonr
Turned to my shadow/and we became three.
Now the moon had neverlearned about drninking/
And my shadow had merely followed my form/
But J quickly made [riends with the moon and my shadow;
Tofind pleasure inlifesmake €the most of the spring.

Whenever d sangs/the moon swayed with me’
Whenever d danced/my shadow went wilod.
Drinking/weshared cur enjoyment together;
Drunk/then each wentoff on his own.
Butforever agreed on dispassionate revels,
We promised €o meetin the far Milky Way.

Namber Two
Now/if Heaoven dion’t love wine,

There wouldn’'t be a Wine Star in Heaven.

Anoif Earth dion’tlove wine/s
Earth shoulér’t have the town of Wine Spring.
Butsince Heaven and Earthlove wines
Looing wine is no crime with Heaoven.

Thelight/J hear/islike asage;

The heaoy /they sayis called the worthy.

If Jhave drunk with the sage and worthy/
Whatneed bave Jto search forimmortals?
Threecups and J've mastered The Way
Ajarfulano d am atonewith Nature.
Amancan getholo of the spirit of Orinking/
Butno pointexplaining to those who abstain.



Number Three
Third Month in the city of Hsien-yang/
Anod athousano flowers make the day a brocade.
Who would sorrow alone in the springtime?
Faced with this you mustdrink straightaway.
Failuressuccess;andlong span or short
Are rates that Création decreed from the start/
But acup makes life and death the same
Anod the ten thousand things are distinguished no more.
Jdgetorunkandlose track of Heaven and Earth;
10 SinkingsJ go to my pillow alone.
i1 Ther not to krow the existence of me/
12 Thisis the pleasure highestof all.

0 OO N O W op oW dg e

Nomber Foun
} ‘ J have ten million sounces of sorrowy/
Butonly three hundred cups of wine.
My sorrows are many and the cups are few/
But pouringacupkeeps sorrow away.
Ando Jdknow that Jhave thesage in mycup/
Forin my cups my heart always smiles.
Gohideon Mount Shou-yang/refuse the Chou grain;
Be frequently empty anod starve like Yen Hui.
Ano after a lifetime with no joy in orinking/
10 What will you do with your hollow fame?
11 Acrab clawis the Goloern Elixir;
12 A hill of dregsis Paradise Mountain.
13 The €hing o 0o is orink good wine;
14 Go ocut with the moon and get orunkon a towen.
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XLV
INSCRIPTION ON AN OLD TOMB AT KUANG-LING

Thesunitis an arrow. The moon i€is a bow.
The four seasons bend man down. Oh/it has noend.
Butonlyifithappens thatthe moon and heavens die/

Will noone know the Nothing of man flowing with the stream.

Mountains and rivers in splendor. Blue the vaultof sky.
Andin the very midolesoh/the exalted lady lies.
The gibbons cry/the birds all sigh/the mistis growing dark/
Forathousand andten thousand years,
winodin the cypress and pines.
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XLVII

INPRAISE OF WU TAO-TZU’S PAINTING OF
THE VENERABLE PRECIOUS-RECORD

Like the moon upon the water
That after all cannot be seized/
His mino was of that Wonderful Nothing
Belonging to noonein world or space.
In aluxe of brocadeswith bird talon fingenrs,
He travels alone without rival or peen.
His scissors make even/his ruler will measurers
His fan is a rioodle €o set forth the word.
In greens and vermilions this holiest face;

Whatis his dwelling/whereis the place?
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XLVIiIll

MY MIND WHEN GETTING UP DRUNK
ON A SPRING DAY

Tobeinthis worldislike a great dreams
Why letlifebe aburdenofcare?
Sodhavebeen orunkthe entire day:/
Lying in a heap in the pontico.
Adjusting my clothes,J stare into the yard:
Where birds are singing amid the flowers.
If you wonder whatthe season might be.
Spring wind ¢tells the flitting orioles.
This moves me to the verge of sighs-
ButbeforeJcan sigh/the wineis poured.
Lastily singing d await the moon:
Songs donesd am [freed of ties to the world.
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CXLIX
LATE BLOOMER AT THE FRONT OF MY GARDEN

1 AQueen Mother of the West peach treeis planted in my yard;
-] After three thousand warming springs/
it finally hao a flowern.
% This strain and delay producing a fruit
was laughed at all arcund/
4 But when Jclimbed up fto pick i¢/aah/aah/J sighed aloud.
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OLD TAI'S WINE SHOP

When Olo Tai goes down below:
He may still make Young Springtime brew:;
Batthere’'s noli Poon the Terrace of Night/
So who in hell will be sellitto?
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TRANSLATOR’S NOTE AND FINDING LISTS

by Elling Eide



TRANSLATOR’S NOTE

Saying the English words “leap awe,” without a pause between them, gives one
a very respectable approximation of “Li Po,” the name of China’s most famous
poet, who was usually called “Li Tai-po” by his contemporanes—and by
meticulous scholars of later dynasties—to avoid the discourtesy of using his
personal name. When looking for references to him in Western literature, one
should be prepared to recognize these names in a variety of other spellings: Lii Bor,
Lii Taybor, LiBo, Li Bai, i Pai, L& Pih, Ly pe, Li-Ta1-Pé¢, Lithaipe, Lipo, Rihaku,

Ri Talhaku etc.

I.i Po was born in 701, somewhere in Central Asia—perhaps as far west as
Afghanistan—and he died in late 762 or early 763, in the vicinity of Tang-t‘u, about
fifty miles up the Yangtze from Nanking, after a lifetime that spanned the golden
reign of the T‘ang emperor Hsilan Tsung and the catastrophe of the An Lu-shan
Rebellion. China in his day possessed the largest empire and the most cosmopolitan
society that the world had ever seen, and the capital at Ch‘ang-an, with twelve
five-hundred foot wide thoroughfares and a population approaching two million
(including three thousand women in the imperial harcm), was the greatest walled
city in all of history. Art and scholarship flourished in that rich environment, but it -
is poetry above all for which the T'ang dynasty is known, and it is Li Po who stands
out as the most striking poet of the T‘ang. His own name and all the surviving names
for members of his immediate family seem to be at least partly based upon Turkish
names or related in some way to the culture of Central Asia, so we may guess that his
“foreign” background contributed to the unusual freedom and variety of his poetry
as well as to the dashing and eccentric figure that he cutin T ang society, butitison
two more certain counts that Ii Po remains exceptional among Chinese men of
letters: First, he never even attempted the civil service examinations for a
government career, though he lived at a time when that was the expected thing to do;
and, second, he was, nonetheless, one of the very few writers of any dynasty to be
immediately and universally acclaimed as a genius by his contemporaries. That
judgment of his talent has survived the centuries, bothin literary circles and among
the common people. Li Po still descends with remarkable frequency to offer new
compositions at the spirit-writing sessions that are a part of Chinese popular
religion.

The fifty titles presented here constitute only about one-twentieth of Li Po’s
extant work, but in selecting the pieces for translation, I have tried to keep in mind
both the reader who comes to Li Po for the first time and the scholar who has been
reading him for years. Even while seeking poems to represent a variety of moods,
styles, and occasions—including at least four pieces (IX, XXXVII, XXXVIII, and
XLVI) that were probably written for pay—I have, at the same time, tried to include



and juxtapose certain specific poems so that they might usefully point toward the
answers to various long standing literary, historical, and biographical questions. No
piece has been selected simply because it lent itself easily to translation. On the
contrary, I have made a special effort to include poems that seemed to present some
of the most awkward problems and insurmountable challenges.

Approximately half of the selected pieces are “old favorites,” regularly read
and frequently translated or anthologized. Among these will be found a half dozen
or so of Li Po’s most famous poems: “Quiet Night Thought” (1), probably the
world’s most memorized poem; “The Road to Shu is Hard” (1V), the most famous
and most discussed of all Li Po poems (Li Po grew up in Shu, the modern
Szechwan—also called Pa or Triple Pa in his poetry—and for the Chinese, this
poem is the epiphany of Li Po); “To Secretary Ylian of Ch'iaoc Commandery
Remembering Old Times Together” (X), the poem known as “Exile’s Letter” in the
Ezra Pound translation; “Jade Steps Lament” (X1X), also translated by Pound and
very frequently anthologized; “Song of the Heavenly Horse” (XX X111), remarkable
for its autobiographical candor, combining self-criticism with some extraordinary
jabs at the officialdom and the ethnocentrism of Chinese society; “A Lu Mountain
Song for the Palace Censor Empty-Boat Lu” (XXXIX), one of the most complex
and skillfully crafted of all Chinese poems; and “Drinking Alone in the Moonlight,
Number One” (XL.V/I), a sonnet-like gem that is perhaps even more highly
esteemed in the West than it is in China.

The other half of the selection consists of pieces that are rarely read, amusing,
bawdy, curious, or controversial for one reason or another, Many of these have
never before been translated into any Western language, and five of them (IX,
XXII/ 1, XXI1/73, XXXII/2, and XI1.V1) are not even registered in the Kyoto
concordance to L1 Po’s poetry. A special feature of this group is the inclusion of all
of the #z'u or “new lyrics to familiar tunes™ attributed to Li Po (Nos. XX-XXVI).
The attribution of two of these (XXI1/2 and XXV} has been so endlessly debated in
China as to leave the impression that there are no others, and this is the first time
that they have all been brought together in a single volume in any language. Also
somewhat special-—a counterbalance to the received impression of Li Po as a Taoist
poet—is the inclusion of five pieces (V, XVHI, XXXVII, XLVI, and XILVII) that
show him equally at home with the themes and vocabulary of Buddhist teaching. (In
the original, No. V is also a fine specimen of the intricate “regulated verse” that came
to prominence in the T*ang, while in No. XLV1I, we have a rare example of Li Po
using the archaic four-word meter.) In reading these, one should remember that the
Buddhist doctrine of “Nothingness” or “Emptiness” is not a nihilistic denial of the
phenomenal world, but rather, as with the Taoist concept of “The Way,” it is an
affirmation of the “Oneness” of all things when the distinctions imposed by the
human mind have been swept away. We may note—perhaps with a twinge of



envy—that for Li Po and many others, losing oneself in drink provided a means of
blurring those distinctions so that the loneliness of individuality might give way toa
comforting sense of identity with the eternal order. Thus, many of Li Po’ drinking
poems are something a bit more than mere celebrations of good times with wine,
and one would be hard pressed to decide whether a poem like “My Mind When
Getting up Drunk on a Spring Day” (XL VIII) has a Taoist or a Buddhist undertone.
With drowsiness substituted for drunkenness, we have this same blending of
philosophies and blurring of distinctions in the very famous poem, “Spring Dawn,”
by Li Po’s friend, Meng Hao-jan (689-740):

Asleep in spring unaware of dawn,
And everywhere hear the birds in song.
At night the sound of wind and rain,
You'll know how much from the flowers gone.

. Since 1 have just mentioned “regulated verse” and the archaic “four-word
meter,” this would seem the appropriate place for a brief consideration of Chinese
prosody. For that purpose, one may oversimplify a bit and think of the Chinese
language as being monosyllabic, tonic, and logographic. That is to say, the words
are only one syllable long, each word has an inherent musical tone, and each is
written with a character that, like our numeral “5,” for example, is a logograph

© representing a particular-one-syllable word. (There are, to be sure, a great many
homonyms, but they are usually written with different characters.) This made it
natural for the Chinese to identify their most common meters—the four, five, and
seven-word meters—Dby reference to the number of words in the line. Thus, in the
four-word meter, there would be four words, four syllables, four stresses, and four
characters to the line. In Li Po’s day, the five and seven-word meters were the norm,
and they were the meters that he most frequently employed, notwithstanding the
fact that heis especially famous for his irregular lines with as few as three or as many
as fourteen words. The intricate “regulated verse” (fii-shih ) may be in either the five
or the seven-word meter, but with it there are elaborate rules for creating couplets in
which the two lines will have parallels in imagery and syntax, but contrasts in the

‘inherent musical tones of the words employed. The name of Li Po’s friend Tu Fu is

- virtually synonymous with “regulated verse,” and it was also favored by his friend
Meng Hao-jan. Li Po himself used the form only infrequently—and that

contributes to the fun when we see him using it so purposefully (poem No. V) in

writing to Meng Hao-jan.

I hope, of course, that these translations may prove enjoyable to read and that
they may even preserve sonie faint impression of the original prosody, but [ would
stress here that my first goal has been accuracy and the faithful restatement of what
the poems are saying, such that even a reader who does not know Chinese might,



with some confidence, engage in a serious discussion of, at least, the ideas and the
imagery and their order of presentation. I have occasionally added a word or two to
preserve a pun, reinforce a joke, maintain a rhythm, or clarify an obscurity, but I
have never knowingly omitted any thought or image that I detected in the poems,
preferring to err with an over-translation that might provoke a criticism rather than
with an under-translation that might obscure a possibility. At the same time, [ have
attached the greatest importance to preserving the structure or “geography” of the
poems—the balances and contrasts of imagery, the sequences of thought, the shifts
of focus, the hills and valleys, the progressions, tensions, and lulls, Taking these into
account seems to me virtually as important as understanding the words—and,
indeed, it is sometimes essential to an understanding of the words. Inevitably, [ have
often had to rearrange the sequence of words within the line in order to produce
acceptable English, but in no case have I ventured to rearrange the sequence of the
lines. The end-stopped line, the couplet, and the stanza (normally indicated only by .
rhyme change in the original) are the basic building blocks of Chinese poetry,
and—thanks to Carolyn Hammer’s careful adjustments and painstaking numbering
of the lines—the arrangement of these has been rigorously preserved. The reader
may feel confident that line three in the fifth stanza of any given translation is line
three in the fifth stanza of the original. One might note, however, that in the case of
the “new lyrics to familiar tunes” there are some special stanza divisions dictated by
tradition or the lost music, rather than by any change in rhyme. Songs to the tunes
called “Entwined Branches” (XXIII) and “Remembering the Beauty of Ch‘in”
(XX V)arealways divided into two stanzas even though there is no change of rhyme.
With “Strings of Jewels for Bodhisattvas” (XXII), where we have “strings of
couplets about fancy ladies,” each couplet is a “two-line stanza” with a different
rhyme, but traditionally there is a major stanza break between couplets two and
three.

Please also note that no amount of tinkering could make the ingenuity of every
pun, allusion, or multiple reference immediately obvious to the Western reader.
Often, the best I could do was to adjust my words so that he might catch something
of the effect on a second reading after the connections had been explained. The “One-
Hundred Plants” (in XXI/1), for example, was a game in which T‘ang ladies
competed to see who could assemble the finest collection of flowers or medicinal
herbs. The “threefold zithering of your heart” (in XXXIX) has a threefold
relationship to its context: (1) It denotes making your heart pure as zither music
through the Taoist practice of breath control concentrated on the three “cinnabar
fields” of the body; (2) it implies the expression of secret feelings by allusion to the
poet Ssu-ma Hsiang-ju (179-117 B.C.), who “zithered his heart” when he played a
“Phoenix Song” to seduce the widow Cho Wen-chiin; and (3) it calls attention to Li
Po’s zithering of his own heart with the three refrains of his own “Phoenix Song™in
the second stanza. In the same poem, when Li Po refers to the semi-legendary “Lu

4



Drifting” (Lu Ao), we know that he means his friecnd Empty-Boat, because in the
Chuang-tzu the ideal man is likened to an untied boat that is both “empty” and
“drifting along.” There is similar complexity—and a pun upon a pun—in poem No.
XLVII. The Venerable Precious-Record (A.D. 418-514), famous for his ability to
see into the future, carried a monk’s staff from which he had suspended a scissors “to
make things even” (ch'l), a ruler “to measure” (Ziang), and a fan to brush away “dust”
(ch'en). This made him a kind of walking prognostication. His scissors and ruler
predicted the rise of the Ch'i (479-501) and Liang (502-556) dynasties, and his fan
“set forth” (ch'en) the name of the Chen (557-589) dynasty to follow. The extreme
example, of course, is Li Po’s riddle (IX), which is composed entirely of word games -
and puns, and today one needs more than Li Po’s own explanation to understand
the relevance of the last line to Cloud-Ritual’s name. “Ch'en’s Treasure” is a
mythical creature with the body of a man and the head of a rooster that flies in from
the southeast during the night and crows to wake up the roosters of the world. This
potent sun symbol is sometimes called the “Heavenly Treasure,” the name that
Emperor Hsilan Tsung took for the new reign title that he inaugurated in 742. Atthe
same time, “Ch‘en’s Treasure” also recalls a “divine talisman™ concocted by the
emperor’s twenty-fifth son, the Prince of Ch'en, in an effort to convince the public
that the spirit of Lao-tzu had authorized the change. This “cover-up” may have been
tried because of gossip holding that the emperor’s “Heavenly Treasure” was really
his new concubine, the illustrious Yang Kuei-fei—the lady among the peonies for
whom the “Suite in the Ch'ing-p‘ing Mode” (XX) is said to have been composed. In
any event, the emperor cancelled plans for a Feng Ritual at the top of T'ai Mountain
toreportto Heaven on the glory of his reign, and in 742, the year of Cloud-Ritual’s
birth, this awesome ritual was performed only by the clouds.

In addition to cases like the above, where the translator has trouble finding the
right wording so that there may, at least, be a framework to support his subsequent
explanation, there are many cases where the words are no problem, but there is still
some special connection that needs to be explained. The reference to Po-ya in Li
Po’s poem to Meng Hao-jan (V) is a straightforward allusion recalling a famous
friendship between two men who were perfectly in tune. When Po-ya happened to
think about flowing water while he played the zither, his friend Chung Tzu-ch‘i
complimented him saying that his playing was like flowing water. But the thing that
makes this allusion perfect is not now obvious even to the Chinese: Li Po has woven
echoes from Meng’s poetry into a majority of the other lines. The clue to this is line
11, which is virtually indecipherable until one discovers that Meng has a poem,
written in autumn, with a line about “dew on the lotus gradually turning to pearls.”
(The “canopy finally round” in the next line is another straightforward allusion.
Chariot canopies inancient China were made round to symbolize the sky. Thus, the
two lines are saying, “Morning, before the dew had dried, in a place where the pines
made a separate sky.”) A similar, but much simpler, case is the poem (No. XV} in



which Li Po describes the lifestyle of Magistrate T*ao, the poet T*ao Ch'ien (A.D.
365-427). It is actually T*ao Ch‘ien’s own works that supply all the elements of the
description. Finally, there are the individual words and terms for which there is no
conceivable English that would have all the necessary associations. The
frequently mentioned “clouds in the blue” may be simply “clouds in the blue” or they
may represent height and high aspirations. Then again, like the “sea colors™ (in X11),
they may also be representing the scholar-officials through reference to the color of
their robes. (Red robes, on the other hand, are sometimes court nobility, but usually
they are attractive, young girls—professional girls in particular. That’s why the
court flotilla in “The Ballad of Long Bank, Number Two” [XXVII/2] couldn’t get
moving for several days.) In much the same way—in the right context—references
to gold (or metal), the color white, and the Morning or Evening Star are capable of
representing Li Po himself, since “Po” means “white” and “T*ai-po” (“supremely
white”) is one name of Venus, the “Metal Star,” that governs the western regions.
(“T*ai-po” is also the name of a famous mountain with which Li Po identifies.)

From what I have already said, it must be obvious to everyone that Chinese
poetry does rhyme. It always has. Usually the rhymes come at the end of every other
fine (the second line of each couplet), but with Li Po, in particular, it is common to
have more frequent rhymes. I have not, however, made any significant effort to
reproduce the rhyme—it would be impossible without great violence to the
statements of the poems, and even if it were possible, I am not sure that the result
would be as satisfying as one might suppose. The fact is that the force of rhyme has
somewhat different vectors in English and Chinese poetry. In Chinese it is a
centripetal or binding force holding together the highly paratactic, end-stopped
lines, while in English it tends to be more a centrifugal force, creating comparable
tensions as it stresses the flow of the relatively hypotactic language with its frequent
run-over lines. There is more to rhyme than merely the pleasing repetition of certain
sounds, and when we put paratactic Chinese into hypotactic English, a good part of
its Chinese function is automatically taken over by the additional English words. To -
add rhyme on top of that might have the effect of adding too much specificity—or
too much glue. This, I think, is one reason why there is often a naive, nursery-rhyme
quality to many of the rhymed translations from Chinese. Here, in the present
translations, a few rhymes have turned up accidentally, and after worrying about
them, I have let them stand. So far as I can recall, there is only one casc (the last
stanza of XLI) where this accidental rhyme corresponds with the rhyming of the
Chinese. (Nos. IX and L. were rhymed more or less intentionally to reinforce their
impact as humorous trifles.)

I should note one more thing that T have done—perhaps more for my own
satisfaction than for the benefit of the reader. 1 am always vaguely annoyed when a
translator tells me that the poem he offers is “one of three” or “the second of four.”I



have, therefore, made it a point always to include all of the poems in a group or set
under a single title, even though they may not be equally good, and even though it
may be far from clear that Li Po himself intended for them to be grouped together,
For somewhat similar reasons, I have included all three of Li Po’s poems to his
friend, the almost equally famous poet Tu Fu (712-770). These are very frequently
referred to, but it is hard to find translations of all three of them together.

1t might be nice if I could claim to have been equally methodical about the
order in which the translations are arranged. The arrangement tends, in fact, to be
very loosely chronological, but it is primarily what seemed to me a pleasing and
reasonable orchestration of the individual performances. The Finding List that
follows will provide dates for the poems-to the extent that they are presently
knowable—along with the Kyoto concordance numbers and references to the
translations by Shigeyoshi Obata and Rewi Alley. That list will also provide the
specialist with basic information about the editions I have used.

No one is more aware than I that—despite my best efforts—these translations
still contain many lines and references that will be obscure or puzzling to the general
reader. There are, for that matter, quite a few points that would be difficult for the

Chinese reader, too. This is poetry that blossoms best with a mulch of annotation,
and even in the extensive Chinese commentary, there are questions that have not yet
been adequately explored.

Any Chinese reading these poems would know that the legendary Queen
Mother of the West lives with her handmaidens by the Jasper Pool, where she
cultivates the peaches of immortality that fruit every three thousand years, and
where she once entertained Emperor Mu of China, singing him a song about “white
clouds in-a blue sky.” He would also know that “autumn waves” are often the
seductive glances of agreeable ladies and that references to Sorceress ‘Mountain,
King Hsiang, or “the clouds and rain” are usually the unmistakeable suggestions of
sexual intimacy. He would, however, probably have some difficulty with the
sustained eroticism of “Hsiang-yang Song”—a Westerner wouldn’t dare to suggest
that the vulgar meaning of “tortoise head” could have any relevance there—and that
same Chinese reader-would never question the commentators who have managed to
interpret “Wardrobe Mistress from Ch‘in” without having to see that Li Po has
made the last couplet hilariously bawdy by adding a single word to a quotation from
the Classic of Songs. Similarly, though that reader would enjoy a note recalling the
harem ladies (in XXIIT) who used to spread salt in the corridors and tie bamboo
twigs to their doors to entice the goat that selected their emperor’s companion for
the evening, he would not much like a note—and there would be none—to suggest
that the “houses of Ch‘in” (in XXV) were probably bordellos, or that in the Tang
dynasty, the cuckoo, beloved symbol of homesickness, could also occasionally
be—as in the West-—a “dirty bird.”



The Chinese reader would, of course, know that Yen represents north China,
that Lu and Ch¥i are in the northeast, that girls from Wu or Yiich are “southern
belles,” and that Chin represents central or north central China—just as he would
know that Hsien-yang represents Ch‘ang-an (the modern Sian), that Pa-ling Bridge,
a favorite parting place near Ch‘ang-an, has nothing to do with Pa-ling on the
Yangtze, and that White Emperor Fortress is a Gibraltar-like rock at the western
entrance to the Yangtze gorges, (In Chinese the Yangtze is called simply the “Great
River” or the “Long River,” but the “Yang-tzu” in poem No, XXVII/2 probably is
the place that gave rise to the Western name.) The Chinese reader would also know
that “cuckoo flowers” are azaleas, that the Heng-yang goose carries the mail on a
north-south route, and that “feathered men” are immortals of an especially elusive
variety. So, too, it would probably be obvious to him that the white, unripe walnuts
(in X VIII) were being picked by a still attractive lady. He might not guess, however,
that she would most likely be using the walnuts to make a rinse for darkening her
hair, showing a worldly concern in marked contrast with the old monk who was
likewise coping with life by pushing “round objects” into his sleeve. It is similarly
doubtful whether the Chinese reader would guess or remember that “wandering
clouds” (in X) was a hairstyle worn by fashion conscious T‘ang ladies, who
sometimes also painted crescent moons on their foreheads. Fortunately, he will
know about the blood-sweating, heavenly horses from Ferghana, and there willbe a
note to remind him that “thirsty crows” were the downspouts on the eaves of
buildings in ancient China. Unfortunately, that same note will probably suggest that
“pearls in the sweat canals” is a scribal error for “vermilion in the sweat canals.” In
fact, it is quite probable that Li Po was referring not to the color of the blood, but to
the pearl-size lesions produced by the nematodes that cause the bleeding.

And so it goes. It will take another book much larger than this to provide a
truly adequate annotation. I ‘merely offer this little sampling in the hope of
suggesting the color and complexity of the poems—and to rescue a few lines from
total obscurity.

Still more inadequate are the acknowledgments that I can offer here. Properly
done, they would be a list far longer than anyone would care to read. Rather than
offend some, I shall run the risk of offending all and simply mention the one man
whose help may be of most significance to my readers: Professor Lien-sheng Yang
of Harvard, who has patiently gone over all of the translations. The translations
themselves are dedicated to the memory of Charles E. Ryberg, 1945-1967,
Lieutenant, USMC.

Elling O. Eide
Indianola
7 October 1983



FINDING LISTS

The columns headed “Kyoto Index” give the number of the piece in the Ri
Haku kashi sakuin or “Corcordance to the Poems of Li Po” (Kyoto: Jimbunkagaku
Kenkytisho, 1957), which is keyed to the major editions. My primary text for these
translations has been the facsimile Sung edition in the same series as the
“Concordance.” For poems not found in the Sung text, the Wang Ch'i edition of
1758 has been my point of departure. For poems notin either of these two texts, the
sources will be given in the list itself. I have, of course, consulted other editions,
including the extant T‘ang anthologies, the Imperial Register of Tz'u Prosody,
Kubo Tenzui’s three-volume Ri Taihaku shishiz in the “Zoku-kokuyaku Kambun
taisei” (Tokyo: Kokumin Bunko, 1928), and the new Li Po chi chiao-chu, 2 vols,
(Shanghai: Ku-chi, 1980).

“Obata’s Number” is the number of the poem’s translation in Shigeyoshi
Obata’s The Works of Li Po (New York: E.P. Dutton, 1922). “Alley’s Page™is the
page on which the poem appears in Rewi Alley’s Li Pai: 200 Selected Poems (Hong
Kong: Joint Publishing Co., 1980). There are, of course, many other translations,
but of the books wholly or largely devoted to Li Po, these two would seem most
likely to be available to the general reader. Obata provides a good bibliography with
references to individual poems translated by other important translators such as,
Arthur Waley, Florence Ayscough and Amy Lowell, Ezra Pound,and the Marquis
d’Hervey Saint-Denys, who published his remarkably accurate translations
(Poésies de I’ époque des Thang)in 1862. 1 have noted a few additional items at the
end of the Finding Lists.

“Chan’s Dates” are those suggested by Chan Ying in his Li Po shih-wen
hsi-nien or “Chronology of Li Po’s Prose and Poetry” (Peking: Tso-chia, 1958). My
own comments on the dating are given in parentheses. The dates Chan gives are
often simply the earliest or most probable year in which the poem might have been
composed. Thus, many of our suggestions are similar approximations differently
expressed, and the real differences between us are not so great as they might appear.
Since Li Po was born in 701, dropping the initial “7” from any date will give his age
at the time by Chinese reckoning.



POEM
NUMBER

Li Po’s
Preface

I
2

o0

10
11
12

13

14
15
16
17
18

19

FINDING LIST

KYOTO OBATA'S ALLEY'S CHAN'S
INDEX NUMBER PAGE DATE

1029 — - (Perhaps 735-740.)
0188 27 195 ——— (After 725, likely after 744.)
1114 (Before 725, ca. 720.)

Note: The word “ancient” in line 4, missing in all printed editions, has
been supplied from a rubbing of this poem in Mi Fei’s calligraphy
preserved by the National Central Library, Taipei.

1001 —_— —_— 743 (Perhaps 730-731 or
738-740.)
0062 74 50 743 (Perhaps 730-731
or 738-740.)
0445 —_ _— 739 (Perhaps 734-739.}
0467 77 e — 746 '

Note: In lines 9, 23, and 45 I follow the readings of the Ho-yiieh
ying-ling chi.

1081  — e (Ca. 748.)
0916 - . ——— 754

(742)

Source: Kan-tse vao, 18a-20a, in the PPTSCC edition of the Hsiieh-
chin t‘ao-yiian. For a discussion, see 7T ang Studies, No. 1 (1983), pp.
8-20.

0427 59 _ 746 (746-753)

0482 75 44 743  (Many dates possible.)
0523 746 (Perhaps 745.)

0422 80 91 746

1082 12 88 ——— (746 or later.)

0347 e — _— 754

0207 —_— —_— 734

0957 61 (Perhaps 730-750.)
0903 , (Perhaps 730-750.)
0142 18 186 ——— (Perhaps 743-745.)
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20/ 1

20/2
20/3
21/1
21/2
21/3
21/4
21/5
22/1

22/2
22/3

23

24/1
24/2
25
26
27/1
27/2
28
29
30
31/1
31/2
31/3
31/4
32/1
32/2

33
34

0156 6 _— 744  (Perhaps 743.)
0157 7 _— 744  (Perhaps 743.)
0158 8 61 744  (Perhaps 743.)
1092 (Probably 743-744.)
1093 (Probably 743-744.)
1094 —_— 62 ——— (730-750, perhaps 743-744.)
1095 —_— - 62 ———— (730-750, perhaps 743-744.)
1096 —_— 63 ———— (Perhaps 743-744.)
(730-750)
Source; Tsun-ch'ien chi (Mao Chin edition), A.5a.
1063 (730-750)
— (730-750)
Source: Tsun-ch'ien chi (Mao Chin edition), A.5b.
(1090 — - (Probably 743-744.)
1091
1088 (Perhaps 743-744.)
1089 (Perhaps 743-744.)
1064 —_— — (730-750, likely after 743.)
0934 100 223 — (730-750)
0116 105 11 ——— (Ca. 7547
0117 106 (Ca. 7547)
0103 70 8 725  (Perhaps 734-740.)
0194 56 193 — (730-750)
0lel ——— — (730-750)
0196 10t 58 ———— (No evidence.)
0197 102 — (No evidence.)
(0198 . 103 59 —— (Perhaps 730-745.)
(0199 104 60 ——— (No evidence.)
0066 97 117 747  (Certainly before 753.)
178 ——— (No evidence.)
Source: Wen-yilan ying-hua, 196.10a; also in Wang Ch'i, 30.11a.
0071 744 (757 seems probable.)
0837 _ —_— 759 (758 seems probable.)
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FOEM
NUMBER

35
36
37
38
39
40
41

42
43
44

45/1
4572
45/3
45/4
46

47

48

49

KYOTO OBATA'S ALLEY'S CHAN’S

INDEX NUMBER PAGE DATE
0727 —e 151 754
0746 47 155 725  (Surely 759.)
1042 —_— — (742-758, perhaps 742-744.)
0084 —_ ——— 757  (758-759 also possible.)
0438 113 _ 760  (Or late 759.)
0725 14 _ 753 (753 seems very good.)
0594 e 125 753 (After 758, perhaps
760-761.)
(0234 726  (Probably somewhat later.)
1105 15 47 ——— (No evidence.)
0931 ——— 132 755  (Before 758; 755 seems
' good.)
0796 54 68 744 (730-750}
0797 g1 e 744 (730-750)
0798 744 (730-750)
0799 744 (730-750)
(Ca. 7547)
Source: Complete T ang Poems, 32.21a.
1045 —— ——— 761  (Ca. 7567)

Note: The translation is based upon the text presently found engraved
on the stele at the tomb of the Venerable Precious-Record, now located
adjacent to the Wu-liang Temple in Nanking. Quite inexplicably, this
engraving is in calligraphy distinctly different from that in the rubbings
of the complete stele (ca. 1900) preserved by the Field Museum of
Natural History, and it provides readings that are superior to those of
either the rubbings or the standard printed editions of i Po’s work. Wu
Tao-tzu’s portrait of the Venerable Precious-Record survives, however,
only in the rubbings. On the stele, as of 1980, it was completely worn
away.

0816 53 (Ca. 7407)

Note: The translation is based upon the text of the Chia-hsiu T'ang t'ieh
Sung dynasty tubbing, which has been reproduced in reverse print on
the lining of the wrapper.

0905 (No evidence.)
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50

0996a 33 208 761  (No evidence.)

Note: Poem No. 0996a is found in the commentary to No. 0996. Chinese
and Japanese scholars appear to regard 0996 as a serious lament, and
they treat 01996a as if it were a mere textual variant. It seems clear to me
that the two, though nearly identical, are independent pieces that Li Po
tossed off as jokes to amuse, repay, or commemorate a couple of
friendly tavern keepers, No. 0996 is titled, “Lament for Venerable Chi,
the Good Brewer of Hsiian,” and the text runs as follows:

When Venerable Chi is down below,
He may still make his Old Spring brew.
But day never dawns on the Terrace of Night,
So who in hell will he sell it to?

The fact that Hsiian is called “Hsiian City” in the Chinese title suggests
that No. 0996 was composed between 742 and 758, when that was the
official name. A good guess would be 753-755. There is no evidence for
the date of 0996a, for which the title is simply “Old Tai’s Wine Shop.” In
both poems, the “in hell” is my addition to reinforce the joking tone that
I perceive,



REVERSE FINDING LIST

KYQOTO POEM KYOTO POEM KYOTO POEM
INDEX NUMBER INDEX NUMBER INDEX NUMBER
0062 4 0467 6 1064 25
0066 32/1 0482 11 | 1081 7

0071 33 0523 12 1082 14
0084 38 0594 41 1088 24/1
0103 28 0725 40 ' 1089 24/2
0116 27/1 0727 35 1090 23
0117 27/2 0746 36 1091 23
0142 19 0796 45/1 1092 21/1
0156 20/1 0797 45/2 1093 21/2
0157 20/2 0798 45/3 1094 21/3
0158 20/3 0799 45/4 1095 21/4
0161 30 0816 48 _ 1096 21/5
0188 1 0837 34 1105 43
0194 29 0903 18 42
0196 31/1 0905 49 1119 LiPos ot
0197 312 0916 8 this volure.
0198 31/3 0931 44

0199 31/4 0934 26

0207 16 0957 17 POEMS NOT IN THE
0234 42 0996a 50 KYOTO CONCORDANCE:
0347 15 1001 3 9

0422 13 1029 Preface 22/1
0427 10 1042 37 22/3
0438 39 1045 47 | 32/2
0445 5 1063 22/2 46

14



ADDITIONAL REFERENCES

Some of the most accurate Li Po translations ever published are the French
versions in Paul Demiéville, ed., Anthologie de la poésie chinoise classique (Paris:
Gallimard, 1962), which includes ten of the pieces in the present selection:

POEM =~ KYOTO  DEMIEVILLE POEM KYOTO  DEMIEVILLE

NUMBER INDEX PAGE NUMBER INDEX PAGE
4 0062 223 36 0746 239
6 0467 235 41 0594 234
18 0903 23] 45/1 0796 226
19 0142 238 48 0816 244
27/1 0116 221 50 0996a 242

Arthur Waley’s The Poetry and Career of Li Po (New York: Macmillian, 1950,
reprint by Hillary House, 1958) is still the standard English language biography,
even though it is rather unsympathetic and somewhat out of date. For something
very recent that also reflects a present day Chinese understanding of Li Po, see Sun
Yii, Ii Po—A New Translation (Hong Kong: Commerical Press, 1982). Coinei-
dentally, Sun Yii, a motion picture director and script writer (born 1900), studied
English literature at the University of Wisconsin, where Obata did his graduate
work in English a few years earlier (1917-1918), and where Chan Ying is currently
(1983-1984) a visiting professor of Chinese. There is a moderately detailed
discussion of three poems (VI, XXXIII, and XXXIX}in my own essay, “On Li Po,”
in Perspectives on the T'ang (New Haven: Yale, 1973), pp. 367-403.
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A NOTE ON ILLUSTRATIONS

The illustrative materials accompanying these translations—the Li Po seal, the
calligraphy, the portrait of the Venerable Precious-Record, and the sketch of the
“Peaks of Splendor”—are limited to a few items that are not likely to be available
even to the specialist with a university library at his disposal. A convenient source of
additional aid is James Cahill's Chinese Painting in the “Treasures of Asia” series
(Lausanne: Skira, 1960), which provides excellent color reproductions of several
paintings with special relevance to Li Po and his poetry:

Page 28:

Page 90:

Page 100

Page 183:

Emperor Hstian Tsung’s Flight to Shu (anonymous 11th century
copy of an 8th century composition?).

This painting could hardly serve better if it had been commissioned
to illustrate poem No. 1V, “The Road to Shu is Hard.” Note the
corbelled roads linking together the “ladders to Heaven.” Hsiian
Tsung—called “Ming-huang”in Cahill’s book—fled to Shuin 756,
when the rebel An Lu-shan seized the capital,

Portrait of Li Po by Liang K‘ai (mid-13th century).

For everyone who knows it, this is the “definitive” portrait of Li
Po.

Yang Kuei-fei Mounting a Horse by Ch'ien Hsilan (ca. 1235-1301),
probably a copy after Han Kan (fl. 740-756).

The illustrious and notorious Precious Consort Yang was Hsiian
Tsung’s favorite concubine. On 15 July 756, during his flight to
Shu, the emperor was forced to have her strangled by the chief
cunuch Kao Li-shih in order to appease his soldiers who held her
responsible for the events leading to the An Lu-shan Rebellion,
The paintings on pages 20, 21, 22, and 57 are also valuable for their
suggestions of dress and manners in the T'ang. '

Waterfall on Lu Mountain by Tao-chi (1641-ca. 1717).

This painting is the illustration for a Li Po poem, but the
reproduction does not include the top, which is inscribed with
poem No. XXXIX, “A Lu Mountain Song for the Palace Censor
Empty-Boat Lu.” This particular waterfall, the San-tich Ch*tian or
“Threefold Fountain” (also called “The Water Curtain”), plunges
in three stages a distance of some 1200 feet and is the one referred to
in lines 10 and 11 of the poem. The one mentioned in line 12 is the
K‘ai-hsien Cataract (also called the Hsiu-feng Falls) on another
part of the mountain.
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Apart from these paintings reproduced in the Cahill book, I would mention
just three other items that T have found particularly relevant and.enjoyable. The first
two are plates 111and 116in Vol. 3 of Osvald Sirén’s Chinese Painting (New York:
The Ronald Press, 1956), which show a T‘ang lady and T*ang monk, such as Li Po
might have had in mind when he wrote “White Walnuts,” poem No. XVIII. The
third is the painting of Hsilan Tsung’s horse “Night-Shining White” by Han Kan (fl.
740-756), which is now in the Metropolitan Museum of Art. There are reproductions
in various books on Chinese art—see plates 99 and 100 of the Sirén volume, for
example—but perhaps none is-so good as the post cards and posters currently
available from the Metropolitan, It is perfectly possible that Li Po himself once
looked at this very painting and highly probable that he was familiar with the horse.
Indeed, if he had any particular horse in mind when he wrote his autobiographical
poem “Song of the Heavenly Horse” (No. XXXIII), this is the horse that it most
likely would have been. Li Po was fond of playing with words and names, and he
could hardly have failed to note that he and this horse both had names using the
word “white” in a way that calls to mind the planet Venus and the western regions.
But one must assume that it is only coincidence that Han Kan’s horse is tethered and

afraid—ijust like the horse in Li Po’s poem.

Two Swords Peak
The Sisters Peak

Incense Burner Peak /\’l
/\_\ \f}&zﬂ of the Crane Peak,

. = ————— Liitle Incense Walking Tortoise Peak.

The K*ai-hsien Cataract

The Hsiu-feng or “Peaks of Splendor” section of the Han-yang Peaks on Lu
Mountain. The K‘ai-hsien Cataract is also called the Hsiu-feng Falls. (After an
on-site sketch by the translator.) '



The portrait of the Venerable Precious-Record serving as the frontispiece for
this volume is a direct print from a rubbing of the stele at Precious-Record’s tomb,
now located adjacent to the Wu-liang Temple in Nanking. Two rubbings of this
stele, from ca. 1900, are preserved by the Field Museum of Natural History which
kindly made them available for photography. The engraved portrait, the central
detail on the stele, was presumedly after an original painting by Wu Tao-tzu (fl.
710-760), who enjoys the reputation of having been the greatest painter of the T ang,
even though none of his original works survives. According to information on the
stele itself, the portrait was first cut onto stone in the T‘ang dynasty and was
re-engraved during the Yilan, It is said that this Yiian engraving was destroyed by a
fire during the Ming, but that the portrait was engraved for a third timein 1757, on
the basis of an ancient rubbing, Li Po’s “appreciation” of the painting {poem No.
XLVII), in calligraphy attributed to Yen Chen-ch'ing (708-784), was engraved
directly above the portrait. As of 1980, the portrait was completely worn away, but
the “appreciation” had been re-engraved. '

The fragment of poem No. XLV/2 preceding the translations and the complete
text of poem No. XLVIII on the lining of the wrapper are reverse prints from the
fragmentary Sung dynasty rubbing of a Li Po scroll in the collection known as the
Chia-hsiu T‘ang t'ieh or “Calligraphy from Chia-hsiu Hall.” Li Po’s “postscript
note,” which comes at the end of that scroll, following poem No. XLVIII, is
reproduced as a direct print on the following page. Of the various rubbings
purporting to represent Li Po’s calligraphy, this Sung specimen probably has the

best claim to authenticity.
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“My head is no good anymore. When [ tried to write this out, I couldn’t
decipher it myself, and Master Ho had o read it for me. But you are young and your
eyes are sharp.”

(Li Po’s postscript note at the end of the scroll preserved in the Chia-hsiu T*ang t'ieh.)



