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Juan 14: Recent style poems

14.1-14.7

Pleasure in fields and gardens: seven poems

1.

Frequenting the palace’s thousand gates and myriad doors,
Visiting northern wards and southern neighbors.

What do the prancing steeds and sounding harness bells matter?
What man is this with untied hair on Kongtong Mountain?!

2.

At a second audience, enfeoffed as a marquis with a myriad households;
He spoke once and was gifted with a pair of jade disks.?

But how is this better than plowing my southern acres?

How compare with lying at ease by my east window?

3.
Picking caltrops by the ford — the wind picks up;

Leaning on my staff west of the village as sunlight slants.
An old fisherman by Apricot Tree Mound;?
Households within Peach Blossom Spring.*

2 The Warring States persuader Yu Qing B % was spectacularly rewarded by King
Xiaocheng # % of Zhao after only two audiences.

3 In the “Fisherman” chapter of the Zhuangzi, Confucius and his disciples sit on Apri-
cot Tree Mound and play music. An old fisherman comes and listens to them.

4 See note to 2.22a.4.
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4.

Lush, the fragrant grass amid the spring green;

Lofty, the tall pine trees amid the summer cool.

Cows and sheep return on their own to the village lanes;
Children don’t recognize the caps and robes of officials.

5.

At the foot of the hill, lone smoke from a distant village;
At the edge of the sky, a single tree on the highland.
One ladle in Yan Hui’s humble lane;!

Master Five Willows faces his gate.?

6.

Peach-blossom red is filled once more with last night’s rain;
Willow green is again surrounded by spring mist.

Flowers fall; the houseboy has yet to sweep them away.
Orioles chirp; the mountain sojourner sleeps on.

7.

I pour out the ale on the edge of the stream waters;

I hug my zither, often leaning on a tall pine.

I pluck dewy mallows in the southern garden in the morning;
I hull yellow millet at night in the eastern vale.

1 Yan Hui was a virtuous disciple of Confucius who was content to live in poverty.
2 See note to 2.24.10.
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14.8-14.11
Ballads: The Youths: four poems

1.

Ten thousand gallons of fine Xinfeng ale;!

Wandering bravos of Xianyang, many young men.

When they meet, they spiritedly invite each other to drink,
Tying their horses by the drooping willows at the high mansions.

2.

He goes out to serve the Han as a Palace Guard Gentleman,

First following the Cavalry General as they fight at Yuyang.?

He knows full well to avoid the suffering of a frontier post;

But even if he dies, he will leave behind the fragrance of a hero’s bones.

3.

He can pull taut two carved bows at once;

And a thousand ranks of barbarian horsemen he holds at naught.
Sitting aslant on his gold saddle, he aims his white-feathered arrows;
One after another he shoots and kills the five khans.

1 See note to 7.27.3.
2 On the northeast frontier, near present-day Beijing.
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4.

After the pleasing banquet ends among Han’s lords and ministers,

They debate loftily at Cloud Terrace on the merit earned in battle.!

The Son of Heaven appears on the balcony and grants the marquis
seal;

And generals with official pendants at their waists depart from
Mingguang Palace.?

14.12

Sent to Duan Sixteen, on the Yellow River

Whenever I see you, old intimacy is renewed.

Now I hear that your home is at Meng Ford.

So if I see a passing boat, I try to inquire of them:

When they have passengers, are any of them from Luoyang?

14.13

Presented to General Pei Min

A precious sword at your waist with a seven-star pattern;

A carved bow on your arm — merit from a hundred battles.

When I heard it said that you captured crafty barbarians at Yunzhong,
I first knew that there were true generals at court.?

1 A Han era palace. Emperor Ming of the Han had portraits of meritorious generals
displayed there.

2 See note to 4.16.1.

3 For Yunzhong, see note to 6.5.29. The poem puns on the place-name Yunzhong
(“in the clouds”) and the polite term for the court (“in the Heavens”).
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14.14
Thinking of my brothers in Shandong during the Double Ninth

Festival!

Since I'm alone in a strange land where I am a stranger,
Whenever this fine holiday comes I doubly think of kin.
I know that far away my brothers are climbing to a high place
And all are putting prickly-ash in their hair — less one person.

14.15

Light-heartedly written on the subject of my Wangchuan estate

Willow branches brush the ground — no need to break them off;?
Pine trees jut through the clouds, can rise even higher.

Wisteria flowers, dark with shade, conceal the gibbons;

Cypress leaves, recently grown out, nourish the musk deer.

14.16

Jokingly written on a flat rock

This charming flat rock overlooks the stream water;
And there are drooping willows brushing my cup of ale.
If you tell me the spring breeze has no awareness,

Then how can its breath escort the falling flowers away?

1 On the Double Ninth Festival (the ninth day of the ninth month) it was custom-
ary to climb a high place to sightsee, to think of absent friends and relatives, and
to insert twigs of the prickly-ash in one’s hair.

2 lLe., a life in retirement means not having to bid anyone a sorrowful goodbye.
See note to 8.28.2.
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14.17

With Vice Director Lu Xiang, visiting Recluse Cui Xingzong Ten’s
forest pavilion

Green trees with their layered shade provide a canopy everywhere;
Verdant moss grows thicker daily — no dust at all.
Bare-headed, with legs spread out under a tall pine,

4 He looks with scorn at all those men in the world.

14.17a

Lu Xiang: Matching Wang Wei’s “Visiting Recluse Cui’s forest
pavilion”

From time to time we hear the well sweep turn, set against the bamboo;
Nothing to see in the windows save spiders setting their webs.
Though the master is not ill, he always lies here in his loftiness;

4 Surrounding walls, profusion of weeds: one old scholar.

14.17b

Wang Jin: With Vice Director Lu Xiang, visiting Recluse Cui
Xingzong’s forest pavilion

No one has asked after him for over ten years;
Old now — who could continue to study?
In the forest, drinking alone the neighbors’ ale;
4 Ouside the gate, now and then the sound of a grandec’s carriage.
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14.17¢

Pei Di: With Vice Director Lu Xiang, visiting Recluse Cui
Xingzong’s forest pavilion

Within the gate, lofty branches produce shade;

By the window, hair undone — it has never held a hatpin.!
Sauntering freely, he delights briefly in our affairs;

“Glory and favor have never been my heart’s desire.”

14.17d
Cui Xingzong: Replying to Wang Mojie: “Visiting a forest pavilion”

In this empty wood near remote lanes I always shut my gate;

Carefree, I recline alone, facing the hills before me.

But this morning I suddenly hear the carriage of Master Xi,

So with clogs on backwards, I open the way to those who come to
cheer me from afar.?

14.18

Seeing off Venerable Master Wang on his return to Shu to look after
his family tombs

A Transcendent from the Grand Veil Heaven:

Spring among the willows at Brocade Washing River.

You have not been named emissary in search of the Cyan Rooster;
But will only have the white crane report to the people of your town.

3
4

1 Cui has never held official office.

2 See note to 10.12.7.

3 Wang Bao E % was sent by the emperor to investigate two Daoist divinities in
Shu, the Gold Horse and the Cyan Rooster. He died on the way.

4 That is, report to the people of your home that you have become a Transcendent.
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14.19

Seeing off Yuan Two on his mission to Anxi

Morning rain at Wei City dampens the light dust;

The hostel is all green — the willow hue is new.

I urge you to drain yet another cup of ale;

Once you head west out of Yang Pass there will be no old friends.!

14.20
In Qizhou, seeing off Zu Three

I see you off at the southern bank — tears like silk thread;
It makes me sad that you head off to the eastern lands.

I report to my old friend that I have grown so haggard
That I am now no longer the way I was in Luoyang.

14.21
Seeing off Case Reviewer Wei

You are about to follow the generals in capturing the Right Worthy
King;?

You gallop your horse over sandy plains toward Juyan.?

Afar, I know the Han emissary, beyond Xiao Pass,*

Grieves to see the solitary city by the setting sun.

2 Among the hereditary titles assumed by Xiongnu chieftains, there was a Right
Worthy King and a Left Worthy King. This refers specifically to a campaign led
by the general Wei Qing during the reign of Emperor Wu.

3 See note to 9.8.2.

4 See note to 9.8.7.
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14.22

Seeing off a cousin at Numinous Cloud Pool!

Relaxed, we pour ale into golden cups; our clear songs sweet and gentle.
Our painted barge moves lightly, turns with a sensuous dance.

I sigh over the wagtails parting at the edge of the water;

Not like the swans and geese who come flying to the pool.?

14.23
Seeing off Shen Zifu returning to Jiangdong

At the ford by the willows travelers grow few;

The fisherman plies his oar toward the riverbank.

There is only longing, just like the spring colors;

North of the Jiang, south of the Jiang, they send you back home.

14.24

Written on the Si, on the Cold Food Festival?

[ encounter late spring by Guangwu City;*

A traveler returns north of the Wen River — his tears soak his kerchief.
Falling flowers are quiet and lonely; the mountain birds cheep.

The willows grow verdant where people cross the water.

2 From Shijing 164: The wagtail is an image of difficulties among brothers and
friends. They are separated, unlike the swans and geese, who are flocking together
on the water.

3 Written while the poet was returning from his exile in Jizhou (726). For Cold
Food Festival, See note to 4.7.7.

4 In Zhengzhou, at Guangwu Mountain in Hebei.
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14.25
Teasing Shi Huan

Fine rain in a clear breeze dampens the plum blossoms;
Galloping your horse, you are first to visit Biyu’s house.!
But just then, a king of Chu arrives at the hall;
4 He begins to step down from his seven-scented carriage in front of
the gate.

14.26

While I was imprisoned at Bodhisattva Monastery, Pei Di came to see
me. He said that the rebels had music performed at Congealed Jade
Pool. The court musicians ceased their playing and all shed tears at
once. I then improvised this verse privately and chanted it to Pei Di.?

Broken-hearted that the smoke from wildfires rise up from myriad
doors;
When will the hundred officials come to court once more?
Leaves of the autumn sophoras fall within the empty palace;
4 While at Congealed Jade Pool they have pipes and strings perform.

1 See note to 6.8.11.
2 This poem supposedly persuaded Emperor Suzong to pardon the poet. See Intro-
duction.
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14.27

Offering sacrifices at Liangzhou (At the time serving as administrative
assistant for the military governor at Liangzhou)

Few people pass outside the city walls of Liangzhou;

Atop a hundred-foot signal beacon I gaze out at barbarian dust.
Sturdy lads beat the drums and blow their Tibetan flutes;

East of the walls they all sacrifice to the cavalry gods.

14.28
Seeing off Yin Four for burial

We see you off, back to your grave on Stone-tower Mountain,!

Where pine and cypress are gray-green, and guests drive their way
home.

Buried bones and white clouds have long disappeared,

Leaving only water that flows on to the human realm.

14.29

Lament for white hair

The ruddy face of the past has turned to twilight years;

In an instant, the dangling hair-tufts of childhood have turned white.
In one lifetime, how many heart-breaking things —

How can one dissolve them, if not at the Gate of Emptiness?

1 In Weinan county, in the capital region.





