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Introduction

If you have read Tang poetry, you have probably encountered its ubiquitous monkeys, especially along the narrow, rapid waterway of the Three
Gorges. Sometimes, they cry sadly, sometimes they howl with excitement. Sometimes, hand in hand, they form a “monkey ladder,” taking
turns descending to quench their thirst from the stream that rushes by a rocky cliff. Sometimes they approach a traveler, a poet, their one-time
master, who, urged by his conscience the year before, broke the gold chains around their necks and set them free. They howl to the poet, as if
sending a message to humanity through their master-friend.

Humanity, however, has not responded well to the monkeys’ call. These crying messengers went silent in Chinese poetry long before
the Three Gorges Dam was built, long before the 1960s and 1970s, when people chopped down trees to create terraced fields and blew up the
mountains to quarry limestone for the construction of their “Four Modernizations.” Yet the howling monkeys have left such a profound
impression on the Chinese imagination that in 2007 the government and private business re-introduced eighty monkeys to the banks of the
Yangtze at the Qutang Gorge, just so tourists on cruise boats could hear the famous howl once again.

Carlos Martinez and [ were led to this project when we became aware of the disappearance of wild monkeys from both the actual and
poetic landscapes. Personally, I read and re-read forty-three thousand poems written by twenty-five hundred Tang poets before selecting and
translating three hundred and eleven poems that share a focus on the non-human environment. Carlos then worked through two subsequent
drafts to finalize the translation; we cooperated closely to ensure the poetic effects experienced by American readers are as near as possible to
those experienced by fluent readers of the original Chinese.

In the process of researching, translating, and revising, we confirmed once more what we had always believed: poets are meant to be
misunderstood. Li Bai (in an older transcription, Li Po) in his “Prose Overture to the Banquet at the Peach and Plum Garden in a Spring Night”
states that “the Great Lump [of earth] lends him his writing.”' What he meant was that his literary inspiration came from the natural beauty of
the landscape. He simply borrowed from nature; the ultimate ownership of his talent belonged to the earth itself. In the course of history,
however, the concept of “the Great Lump” was twisted to mean “writing of great length.” William Shakespeare stated that the purpose of
theater, and by extension literature in general, is to “hold, as "twere, the mirror up to Nature” (Hamlet. Act 111, Scene ii, 1. 24). Perhaps due to
Hamlet’s own narrow interpretation, “Nature” has been read as the world of human affairs, including human emotions and states of mind,
political struggles, military conflicts, romantic affairs, and bloody revenge. The tendency to read “Nature” in its narrower sense as the human
world has led people, especially people in the “socialist bloc,” to define literature as “the study of man.” This was encouraged by Maxim
Gorky, who, trying to clarify his line of writing, said his work was human studies rather than local studies. This narrower definition is
obviously too limited. It was on such a literary principle that some Chinese literary scholars centuries ago misinterpreted the first poem in The
Book of Odes, “Quack, Quack, the Wild Duck,” interpreting it as a celebration of the virtues of the kings” queens and concubines. Gorky
himself would find it hard to imagine his self-clarification evolving into such a formulaic doctrine, a notion that “literature equals the study of
man.” For in his own fiction, Tales from Old Lady Izegil (which I read in Chinese translation many years ago, as (ffIll # /REZ#E#) ), the



eagle, the steppe, and the forests of Russia played roles as important as the human characters. The male protagonist in the first tale is a son born
to an eagle and a woman.

Shakespeare’s “Nature” — like Li Bai’s “Great Lump” — includes, but is not limited to, human nature and the human world. To put it
another way, the human world is part of a much vaster world. This inclusion is perhaps better demonstrated by the case of “Quack, Quack, the
Wild Duck.” The poem starts with a vivid depiction of a spring scene, where all lives wake up to the rather demanding task of perpetuating the
species. Under the pressure of the mission of life itself, princes and court ladies get busy, just as do the glorious quacking ducks on the river
island. Ancient folk singers sang the praises of life as a whole. The “mirror” they held up reflected a network of close connections among all
life forms. If we define literature only as the study of humankind, we won’t be able to explain why Confucius encouraged young people to read
The Book of Odes not only as a “human study” about how to serve their fathers and princes, but also as a way to learn the names of birds,
beasts, grasses, and trees. In fact, The Book of Odes — a collection of three hundred and five poems — mentions twenty-four different grain
crops, thirty-eight kinds of vegetables, seventeen medicinal herbs, thirty-seven grasses and weeds, forty-three trees, fifteen fruit-bearing
flowers, forty-three birds, forty animals, twenty-seven different names for horses, thirty-seven insects, and sixteen fishes.> The Book of Odes
shows us that human beings do not exist in isolation. Our survival depends on many other species that accompany and support us. When
literary critics theorize, they shouldn’t overlook the important role nature, or less confusingly, the non-human environment, plays in world
literatures. Eco-criticism emerged in the late 1990s in part in response to an academic failure to acknowledge the pressures humans have placed
on the non-human world, through depletion of natural resources, environmental pollution and global warming.

Granting that literary theories should include a broader definition of literature, which embraces rather than expels nature from art and
literature, is it still appropriate to apply a critical theory developed in late twentieth-century America to poems written twelve hundred years
ago in the Tang Dynasty? In other words, is it advisable to read Tang poetry in light filtered through the green glasses of twenty-first-century
ecology and environmentalism? My answer to this question is in the affirmative, as the rise of the Tang Empire, together with its poetry, was
closely connected to the natural environment of the eighth-century world.

3k 3k ok sk sk ok ok sk skok

During the first half of the eighth century — about a hundred years after the Mayan Golden Age (300—600), one hundred and eighty years before
Basil I began to expand the Byzantine Empire, and as Charles Martel, “The Hammer,” stopped in France the expansion of the Islamic Empire —
the Tang Empire in China reached its apogee. As one of the two super powers of the age — the other being the caliphate, at the other end of
Eurasia — it was ambitious in territorial expansion, confident in diplomacy, active in international trade, innovative in technology, and creative
in artistic expression. The poetry of the “High Tang™ period has always been celebrated as free and original, reflecting the bursting vitality of a
prosperous empire.’ According to S. A. M. Adshead, during the second half of the first millennium, relatively mild temperatures and higher
levels of precipitation led to rapid growth of the world economy. As economies grew, empires rose. And it was, he states, the economy of the
Tang Empire that grew the fastest, along with its population, which increased by fifty percent, from fifty million to seventy-five million.* In
accordance with Adshead’s postulations, Chinese historians also point out that as the physical territory of the Tang Empire expanded, its
culture came to dominate in the newly-conquered territories as well as in the heartland of China.’ To imagine the growth of the Tang Empire,
you can visualize the following: at the beginning of Tang Dynasty, its size was about half that of modern China; in less than a century, it grew



to be one-third larger than what China is now. In short, the size of the empire nearly tripled, as it came to include Mongolia in the north, parts
of Vietnam, Myanmar, and Laos in the south, the coast in the east, the Korean Peninsula in the northeast, and much of Central Asia in the west.

Thus, Li Bai, arguably the most famous of the Tang poets, was born and raised in Suiye City, located in what is now Kyrgyzstan. The
city was then the seat of China’s far-west military governorate, which controlled a region extending farther west into land that is now
Tajikistan, Kazakhstan, Uzbekistan, Turkmenistan, and Afghanistan. Li Bai himself spoke several Central Asian languages, and some Chinese
historians have argued that he was not a Chinese, but a hu ren, a foreigner.’

As I reviewed forty-three thousand and translated four hundred Tang poems, I noticed among the diverse subject matters of High Tang
poetry a ubiquitous concern for sustainability, both of the empire and of the non-human environment that had made human society sustainable
in the first place. As if through intuition, the Tang poets seem to have known that human life depends on land and is interconnected with the
lives of many other species. They saw that over-expansion and over-exploitation would hurt the land, which sustains the working people who
labor to support the empire. What the poets found in nature was not only literary inspiration, but also an ethical lesson: humans must live within
the means allowed them by nature. The rise and fall of empires, they believed, depends upon observance of this ethic. Their contemplation on
and imagination of these issues are certainly relevant to the concerns of people living in the twenty-first century, an age when concerns about
climate change, environmental pollution, and depletion of natural resources have not as yet led the general populace to shed their obsession
with a growth-driven economy.

In response to my findings, from the four hundred translated poems I’ve selected three hundred and eleven to be included in this
collection. These poems were written by seventy-six poets, and by one horse. I am pleasantly surprised by my ancestors’ faith in a horse-poet,
and I am proud of the fact that, for over a thousand years, no fellow Chinese has ever questioned that a Tang Dynasty horse could use human
language to compose a short lyrical poem. I still find it hard to believe that a horse could speak Tang Chinese, but I do believe that all lives are
created equal and they all have their own intelligence. My belief has been confirmed by the poems I translate, poems among which the motif of
friendship and spiritual communication between humans and animals is recurrent. For the horse-poet as well as the human poets, I have written
my translator’s notes, providing socio-geographical and historical information about the time and place in which the poems were written. In
some cases, | contrast historical geography with what I saw in those places during trips I made in 2002, 2006, and 2009.

Now, exact translation of poetry is indeed an impossible endeavor. To try the impossible, we have to be prepared to compromise.
Instead of struggling for a formalistic fidelity, in this volume I aim at the sharing of emotions similar to those conveyed by the original; it is my
sincere hope that my translation will provoke these feelings in an American audience unfamiliar with Chinese language or culture. My
approach has been to read aloud the Chinese originals together with my translation in the presence of my good friend, poet Carlos Martinez,
who then offered feedback and suggestions for further revision. We then worked together to fine-tune the translation, until he indicated
reception of poetic effects similar to those I experienced reading the original. Though difficult, the process was as a whole extremely pleasant
and rewarding.

As the Bible states, there is nothing new under the sun. In this collection, we can see that the Tang poets and an environmentally
conscious audience in the twenty-first century share many concerns about the non-human environment that sustains us. That, however, should
not lead us to the false conclusion that eco-criticism has nothing new to offer, for what is new is how we cope with the problems that humans
have faced over the centuries. If, with the help of these sensitive and generous poets, we begin to give up some of the biases by which we place
ourselves at the center of attention and instead begin to see that the larger picture includes other peoples and other species, we may reverse our
tendency toward over-consumption and pollution at the cost of the interconnected biosphere on which our own survival depends, we may



control our behavior so that our lifestyle will stay at a level sustainable by the ecosystem, and so give our children and grandchildren a healthier
environment in which they can grow up without fear of environmental catastrophe. We may even hope that someday — as a result of lifestyle
changes which help mend the damage already inflicted upon nature — our progeny may hear the howl of freeborn and wild monkeys, like those
Li Bai once encountered. That, indeed, would be a new thing under the sun.

Let’s read these ancient poems and work toward new things under the sun.

Ning Yu, Summer 2013, Bellingham, Washington.

' Guwen Guanzhi (Beijing: Zhonghua Press, 1978), p. 311. Translation mine. The notion of “Great Lump,” da kuai }H, can be traced back to the Daoist
philosopher, Zhuangzi.

* Guo Shaoyu, ed., Zhongguo Lidai Wenlun Xuan (Shanghai: Zhonghua Press), 1962, p. 2.

* See Ge Xiaoyin, “Lun chu, sheng Tang shige gexin de jiben tezheng,” in The Social Sciences of China. 1985, Vol. 2.

*S. A. M. Adshead, T'ang China: The Rise of the East in World History (New York: Palgrave MacMillan, 2004), pp. 68—100.

> For territorial expansion see Hou Bolin, Tangdai yidi bianhuan shiliie (Taibei: Shangwu yinshuguan, 1972), pp. 180-86. For the cultural interaction and
intermingling, see Li Hongbi, Tangchao zhongyang jiquan yu minzu guanxi (Beijing: Minzu chubanshe, 2003), p. 53.

% See Lu Weifen, Zhang Yanjin et al., eds., Sui Tang Wudai Wenxue Yanjiu (Beijing, Beijing Press, 2001), pp. 769—74



The Poems



To Ann, John and Lynn, My Mentors



Chu Liang ¥%5

Chu Liang was born in the year 555, on the bank of Qiantang River, near present-day Hangzhou. He lived an unusually long life for his time —
ninety-two years — and died in 647. As a man of letters, Chu Liang is not as well known as his son, Chu Suiliang #% 1% 2, the poet, scholar, and
calligrapher. Yet, in the court of the early Tang Dynasty he was one of the most important statesmen, involved in drafting important imperial
documents. The famous Emperor Taizong (r.626-649 ) chose him as one of the eighteen members of the high chancellery, officials who took
turns staying on duty in the palace, day and night, in order to offer advice to the emperor and draft documents in response to any possible
urgent national affair. As a loyal and trusted courtier, he participated in the most important decision-making processes, including military
planning. He supported the empire’s expansion, even sending his son Chu Suiliang to serve in the military.

As a faithful and powerful counselor to the emperor, he played another role as well, demonstrated in the poem translated here.

In addition to supporting the emperor’s pragmatic endeavors, he also helped to enhance the ideology upon which rested the emperor’s
legitimacy: the maintenance of harmony between heaven and earth, or at least the appearance thereof. In order to achieve this goal, he sought to
keep the emperor and the lords in their proper places within the larger system of an agrarian cosmos. The emperor, it will be remembered,
possessed the mandate of heaven, and his power was almost absolute in ancient China. Yet, it was obligatory that he behave according to rules
handed down to him from emperors who had lived — triumphantly or otherwise — before. His call was to honor the ancestral god from whom his
power was claimed to derive, and so set an example for his subjects to follow: to work diligently on the land that sustained their lives. Chu
Liang supported myths of this kind: among the things he did in his long career was to stop the father of Emperor Taizong from hunting in
winter, not wanting the retired emperor to disturb the peaceful life of ordinary farmers.

The performance of ritual plowing was maintained in Chinese culture down to Qing, the last dynasty (1611-1911). Even today, in the southern
part of Beijing, there still exists a cluster of ancient buildings opposite the Temple of Heaven, which surround the acres used for ritual plowing
since the Ming Dynasty (1368—1644). This ritual fascinated even the imagination of the western world; for example, J. Hector St. John de
Crevecoeur described, in Farmer James’ Second Letter, how the American farmer worked his own land as proudly as the Chinese Emperor
tilled the ritual acres.

Chu Liang as a poet is now eclipsed by his son, but he did receive much honor. During the Tang, his portrait was hung in the imperial archive,
the highest honor an official could receive. Centuries later, during the Song dynasty, the scholar Ji Yougong 114 I placed him in a rather high
position in Tang Shi Ji Shi, a collection of Tang poetry first published in the year 1224. His mind, according to J i Yougong, was “alert and
sharp” from youth to very old age (Ji Yougong, Tang Shi Ji Shi. Shanghai, Zhonghua Press, 1965, p. 40).



Chu Liang ¥%:

(HIARIRE — WA

C (2R B3 251 08H)
R fHn, RZP%.
w AU, REAKR.
B S, FEIR A H .
AL, MRS

To Our Ancestor the First Farmer, in Sincere Harmony

Grain begins with you
The First Husbandman

From ancient times to now
all have depended on you

This is the law of men and heaven

To till this land
is the duty of the emperor

To sow those fields
is the duty of the lords

All use these brilliant rituals
All watch with respect

In return may gods bless us
with good fortune



Wang Ji 5t

Wang Ji was born and raised in Jiangzhou (mod. Hejin, Shanxi). He held a position in the court of the Sui Dynasty (581-618) in his earlier
years, and was allowed to stay in that position even after establishment of the Tang Dynasty (618-907). Yet, the replacement of an empire was
accompanied by wars and chaos throughout the state. Wang was unhappy in the court and often pondered with a sigh: “the imperial power is
like a net the size of the whole sky; where is the place where I can live in peace?” He soon “pretended to be ill with gout and abandoned his
office, sailing back to home on a small boat” (Xin Wenfang, Tang Caizi Zhuan. Shanghai, The Press of Ancient Literature, 1957, p. 2). At
home, he indulged himself in excessive drinking while expressing his admiration for ancient drunk poets before him, such as Ji Kang iR

(223-262), Ruan Ji ftf% (210-263), and perhaps especially the great poet of reclusion, Tao Qian Fi i (365-427).

The exact dates of composition for these three poems are unknown, but it is fascinating to read them as a sequence, for they reveal the poet’s
process of adjustment to his new life and the country environment. In the first poem, Wang Ji is still confused about his identity and the kind of
life he wants to live after retiring from the court. He wanders about but does not know where he belongs; he finds nothing in common with the
working people and so must communicate in his imagination with the idealized sages of ancient times. The second poem shows that the poet
has found a footing in his new country life and has made a friend — a fellow recluse who, like Wang himself actually works in the field to
support the new life away from and so independent of the court. The poet seems to suggest that simply being there does not make country life
rewarding: one must work on the land and follow the cyclical process of the seasons to develop a real sense of place. The third poem shows
that Wang has successfully compromised the ideal with the practical. He pats his half-empty stomach the way an optimist looks at a half-full
glass, and feels no embarrassment talking about his humble, sparse meals with tender care, having accepted the imperfect life he now lives. His
life more closely approaches his ideals after he has relinquished the materialistic comforts offered by the corrupt court.

(FFEEY (&) B37H 148D Wild View
RS SRR I watch the early dusk on the Eastern Hill.
WERE SRR, L1 VR T I move, I lean, but what should I lean on?
FIFTEAIR, KT 2k, Trees, trees, in all their autumn colors. Peas” is a
Hills, hills, lit only by the setting sun. song created
and sung by

Oxen-herds chase their calves bfick to thel‘r village. ancient sages.
A hunter on his horse returns with game birds.

He turns to look at me, and I him — we do not know each other.

In remembrance, I utter the long chant, “Gathering Peas.”*




Wang Ji E5t
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Autumn Night, Happy to Meet Recluse Wang

You finish hoeing beans on the North Ground.
[ return from cutting millet on the East Hill.

We meet beneath the full autumn moon,
when fireflies dance around us.

After a Meal

I have nothing in my farmhouse.

My supper is always delayed.

My vegetables stay green through the
three months of autumn.

I cook my “Hundred-day Brown” rice,
grind flax seeds baked mountain style,
eat verbena seeds the way wild elk eat
them.

When those run out I eat sun-dried pine
bark.

To that I add rice wine —

nostoc counters its bad effects.*

Wild elderberries give my vegetable stew
a fresh fragrance.

I beat my tummy as if it were a drum.
How can I not know that I live in the most
prosperous age?

*Nostoc is a kind of jelly-like,
green algae.



Hanshan 211

An at least semi-legendary figure, Han (“cold” €) Shan (“mountain” 111) was a Buddhist monk and poet who has fascinated the imagination of
American poets such as Gary Snyder, Wendell Berry, and Red Pine (Bill Porter). He lived in southeastern China, and practiced Buddhism at
Mount Tiantai & %, the Mountain of Heavenly Terraces, by a peak called Cold Rock. In addition to naming himself after the rock, Hanshan
wrote many of his poems on the rock, and among the trunks of trees and bamboos surrounding it. An interesting contrast exists between him
and Wang Ji, his contemporary in the North. While Wang was saddened by loneliness and cheered by friendship, Hanshan seems to brag about
the desolate environment in which he lived.

As a Buddhist, he seems to have achieved a sufficiently high level of enlightenment to remain indifferent to the harsh landscape, the seasonal
changes, and the human confusion. Half buried by the snow on his shoulders, Hanshan had become one with the cold mountain of Tiantai. He
never worried about his identity as did Wang Ji, for his identification with the land was complete: Cold Mountain was the cold mountain.
Despite the slight difference between Tiantai Buddhism and Zen, Hanshan held an attitude similar to that of the Zen masters when disciples
came to ask for enlightenment. When asked about the “Way (the ‘Dao’) to Cold Mountain,” or rather, the identification he had achieved with
the harsh land in which he dwelt, he answered with a deliberate arrogance Zen masters also adopted to shock their disciples into realizing that
Buddha-hood already existed within them. The masters believed, in fact, that Buddha-hood existed in crumbled bits of tiles and bricks, or even,
to further emphasize the point, in dry feces. When disciples asked Hanshan about the Dao to Cold Mountain, his first response might very well
be annoyance: if you listen to yourself carefully, you should know; so why ask me? You must have assumed a difference between you and me,
but that difference is superficial and has nothing to do with Buddha-hood.

Since Chinese poetry, or prose, for that matter, does not have punctuation, I took a certain liberty in translating Hanshan’s response to the
inquirer into rhetorical questions. I hope Western readers perceive the tone of sarcasm and arrogance Hanshan assumed in those questions.

Hanshan’s simple lifestyle served him well, for he is said to have been the longest living Tang poet. According to the Chinese scholar Qian
Xuelie’s £%27 7 research, Hanshan was most likely born in 725 and died in 830, when he was one hundred and five years old (“Han Shan
Shengping Xin Tan.” Shenzhen Daxue Xuebao, February, 1998, pp. 101-107).

11



Hanshan 1l
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Deep in Cold Mountain

Remote, remote,
winds Cold Mountain road.

Lonely, lonely,
its cold stream banks.

Chirp, chirp,
the birds sing all the time.

Alone, alone,
there is no other human around.

Dusty, dusty,
the wind blows into my face.

Flake upon flake,
the snow buries my body.

Morning after morning I see no sun.
Year after year [ know no spring.



(N ZEILIE D ( (&fFEF) %80 6)

NEFELGE, A,
HRIKARRE, HHEEM.
AR M E, SHOAMF.
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CKAESAETY ((EFHF) %806)
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The Way to Cold Mountain

You ask me the Way to Cold Mountain.
The Way to Cold Mountain is blocked.

In summer, ice does not melt,
sunrise blurred by thick fog.

How can people like me live there?
My heart differs from yours.

When your heart feels the way mine does,
you’ll be on the Mountain in no time.

My Home Below the Green CIliff

My home is below the green cliff.
I never cut the weeds in the yard.

Young vines drape all over the walls.
Ancient crags form a natural fortress.

Wild monkeys pick wild apples there.
Snowy egrets pierce fish in the pond.

Under a tree I read to myself
books of Immortality — a volume or two.*

Hanshan 11|

*Hanshan is an unconventional Buddhist in all senses of the word. The
“Book of Immortality” was most likely composed of Daoist recipes for
achieving actual immortality, rather than Buddhist sutras of ways to achieve

Nirvana.

13
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Hanshan 101

(rlE LY  (&fHEEF) 8 0 6)
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Homage to Cold Mountain

Cold Mountain should be respected,
where white clouds always roam at ease.

Monkeys howl to clear the inner Dao.
Tigers roar to overcome the noise of the human world.

Walking alone I follow the rocky trail,
climb vines up through the pine branches,

to chant with rustling winds
among chirping birds.



Du Shenyan HES

“Demotion and demotion literature,” argues Professor Shang Yongliang [¥7K 5%, “is a unique cultural phenomenon in Chinese history™
(Yuanhe Wu Da Shiren yu Bianzhe Wenxue Kaolue. Taibei, Wenjin Publishing Company, 1993, p. 1). While questioning whether this
“phenomenon” is unique to Chinese culture, I want to extend his argument to include “service travel” (huanyou B J}7) as an important field of
study for the scholars of Tang poetry, and, indeed, the poetry of many other Chinese dynasties. Huanyou means traveling to various places, be
they far or near, “civilized” or “wild,” as government officials in the service of the empire and emperor. It is an interesting sub-genre of
Chinese poetry that often describes the impressively diverse landscape of the Tang empire. At the same time, it reflects the subtle emotional
attachment to or repulsion from various places to which these poets journeyed. The Tang poets often gained access to positions at different
levels of government through their poetic achievement and reputation. Traveling to their offices, they found new inspiration and subject matter
with which to further develop their poetic talent. Their experience of the land thus could vary dramatically, as witnessed by the poems of Du
Shenyan.

Du Shenyan was an important poet in the Early Tang Period; his poetic reputation is surpassed only by his grandson Du Fu (also transcribed as
Tu Fu ¥t ). Born in 646, he moved at an early age to Gong County, Henan Province, between the two great rivers that nourished Chinese
culture and Chinese people: the Yellow River and the Yangtze River. He passed the imperial examination in 670 (Fu Xuancong, Tangdai
Shiren Congkao. Beijing, Zhonghua Publishing Company, 1980, p. 25), when he was only twenty-four — a promising start by any standard.
However, his career fluctuated with political struggles in the court. For twenty years he was unable to reach any higher rank than that of county
magistrate or sheriff. The first poem translated below was written after 670, the year he was appointed county sheriff in Xicheng — in 760
changed to Xihe County — in the northwestern province of Shanxi.

The second poem was written nineteen years later, when Du Shenyan was frustrated still to be a low-rank official, the magistrate of Jiangyin
County, Jiangsu Province. The poem was written during an early spring excursion with his friend Lu, the magistrate of the neighboring county
of Jinling. Lu’s original poem was lost. Although the two travel poems were not written on the occasion of demotion (Du having never gotten
much of a promotion to begin with), they certainly share the melancholy traits that Professor Shang highlights in his excellent book.

Following the dramatic death of his son (a long story we shall not pursue here), Du Shenyan’s luck changed in the year 702 when he became
one of the inner group of poets in the court of Empress Wu Zetian #()I| K. But he was soon demoted after a rebellion in the far south, together
with other poets such as Shen Quangi 712 ] and Song Zhiwen 4 [r]. These poets wrote poems to each other as they crossed the Grand Yu
Ridge. Du’s poem was lost; Song’s was preserved and is translated a few pages after this.

The third poem offers additional information about the size of the Tang empire. The minor official of the empire suffers from homesickness
and finds the land of Vietnam strange. How would the local people feel about his presence and what he represents there? When we talk about
“sense of place,” can we ignore the question of “whose sense of whose place”? The reader can’t help but wonder.
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Du Shenyan HHF

These three poems are representative of what I call a sub-genre in Chinese poetry. Most Tang poets were also officials, officers, and clerks
serving the empire. They had to compromise their ideal lifestyle with the harsh reality. Hence, thousands of poems were written to complain
about their futile pursuit of petty offices hundreds or even thousands of miles away from home. This is the sub-genre of Tang poetry that often
reflects a depressing sense of placelessness, giving modern readers a better understanding of Tang China’s physical environment.

(EATHRMY  C (&fERF) HB62HE228) Traveling by Lanzhou
e F M, IR In the North spring light comes late.
HEREA K, FIHFIk. In frontier towns it is always cold.
KPEE T, l5EE 2.
E i, AR AE# . I come and go but flowers never bloom.
16 Old snow — and new snow — still remains.

The river appeals to me as a harp,
the mountain a dream-like painting.

I’m surprised how far I’ve come to serve the emperor.
Hardship and danger push me from my saddle.



CRE B bt R FL R )
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(REZE)  ( (EFERE) #£62)

A BERR A, FEIRBEE M.
fh 2l ek, 1F H B eI

iz R, BEEMK.
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Du Shenyan #FL¥

In Response to Lu Cheng’s Poem “The Impression of
an Excursion in Early Spring”

Lonely is the man who travels to serve the emperor,
shocked by signs of another new season.

Burning clouds rise with the sun from the sea.

Plum and willow buds cross the Yangtze to the North.
Spring air urges the yellow orioles to mate.

Brilliant sunlight turns the duckweeds green.
Suddenly I hear you sing our ancient songs —

Tears fall on my chest — [ miss my home.

Sojourning in Vietnam

Chochin China, such a different Wild flowers begin to bloom the first
climate! month of the year.

Cold days come late, soon chased Incessant rains make a somber mist.
away by warmer winds. Thunder-claps shake loose the light frost.

In mid-winter, mountain fruits ripen My homeland is ten thousand miles
in bundles. away —

In my thoughts, the distance doubles.
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Wang Bo £

Wang Bo was born in the year 650 and died in 676. Like John Keats, his talent was recognized by society at an early age and he lived a
comparably short life. Growing up in Jiangzhou, Shanxi Province, Wang was known as a child prodigy. Recommended to take an examination
in the court, he passed with honor and at the age of fourteen was given an official position as the secretary to a prince. His poems were well
received, and he became one of the Four Great Poets of the Early Tang Dynasty (the other three being Yang Jiong #4il, Lu Zhaoling j f4[,
and Luo Binwang %% % T).

The proud young genius soon ran into considerable trouble: he was first demoted because his humorous essay on cock-fighting offended the
emperor. Then, he was charged with killing a servant. Though spared execution, his father was demoted to the position of a county magistrate
in the remote southern prefecture of Cochin China, an area including parts of the present-day provinces of Guangdong and Guangxi, and
northern and central areas of Vietnam. On his way to join his father in the far south, Wang fell into the sea; although he was soon fished out of
the cold salt water, he became very ill from the shocking experience and died shortly thereafter.

According to the modern Chinese scholar Zhang Mingfei 5K /] F, together with the other three great poets of the Early Tang period Wang
inspirited the “mountains and rivers” school of previous dynasties with a sense of actual human dwellings (Tang Yu Lun Sou. Guilin, Guangxi
University Press, 1993, esp. pp. 195-205). In addition to a vivid description of the physical locale, Wang offers the reader a sense of how it
feels to live in that environment. Professor Ge Xiaoyin & % further argues this addition allowed Wang to develop a sense of seasonal and
diurnal changes in the landscape as the lights, weather, and temperature change (Shanshui Tianyuan Shi Pai Yanjiu. Shenyang, Liaoning
University Press, 1993, esp. pp. 112-20).

Clary (R 45 56) From the Mountain
KT, AR, The Long River flows
PO J v AU, LK sad and slow.

Ten thousand miles from home,
[ pray for my return.

High in the mountain

the night wind blows.
Mountains, mountains—
yellow leaves fly.
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Wang Bo %

(ZRATH)  C (2fEF) £ 56)
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LRI, S IERE .

CEWRFEY  (&FFEF) #56)

PAMLNGE, BT 5E R
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(kXY C (R 4 55)

AR A, NI AR .
ISR VA o S IL
R E T, BB WA .
HigLoKiEg, AEERS.

A Winter Walk Outside the City Walls

Tight sweet olive shrubs

White rock flowers

The last of last year’s pears
hanging among a few red leaves

From the cold river cliffs
I watch sails disappear
My thoughts of home
disappear with them.

A Spring View from the Top of the City Wall

From the world of things,

I come closer to mountains and rivers.

Fine weather freshens the misty landscape—

flowers and willows outside the city walls.

What place is not appropriate for spring?

On Summer Wind
Severe and chilly rises the wind
brings purity to my woods

chases the smoke out of the gurgling
ravine

rolls the mountain mist out of my hut
windows

Come and go, it leaves no clear traces
Move and stop, it feels as if with empathy
Mountains and rivers quiet

The sun strikes the harp of pine needles



Guo Zhen 338

Guo Zhen was born in what is now Daming County, Hebei Province, in the year 656. Contrary to what he describes in the poem, his poetic
talent was well-received by Empress Wu, who heard of his poems in the year 695 and invited him to return to the capital, Chang’an, for a court
interview. Guo seized this opportunity and presented to the court his poem about a legendary sword; Empress Wu appreciated it enough to have
it hand-copied and presented to scores of her favorite courtiers. Guo Zhen went on to rise to rather high positions in the military, in 712
becoming general commander of the Northern Army. He was, however, soon demoted and sent to the south, and died on the road in 713 (Chen
Wenxin, Liu Jiafu, et al., eds. Zhongguo Wenxue Nianjian: Sui, Tang, Wudai. Changsha, Hunan Peop‘le’s Press, 2006, pp. 118, 198-99).

Through most of his career, Guo was a high-ranking official, and eventually a peer. Though there is no mention in the surviving historical
record regarding his actual treatment of poets new to officialdom, still, the camaraderie shown in the piece below between poet and crickets is
both original and quite striking. Comparison of the crickets’ song with his own poetry is not directly stated in the poem, but is suggested in the
personal pronoun jun #}(meaning gentleman, Sir, princely man), with which the poet addresses them. The poem is both humorous and thought-
provoking.

21
(B (L& HEF) % 66) Crickets
RABERAKIEN, — A ABRRTE. Saddened to death, I’'m a man
WS B AT R, WH AR E . who left home in search of fame and rank.

Chirp after chirp penetrates the pillow around my head.

Don’t you direct your bitter chanting
at the Red Gates,* I tell those crickets.

The lords’ ears, full of sweet songs and pipes,
have no time for you.

*In the Tang Dynasty, only aristocrats were allowed to paint their gates red.






Song Zhiwen RZ 7]

The Grand Yu Ridge /://il;, also known as the South Ridge, or just “The Ridge” (in the southwestern corner of modern Jiangxi Province) is
an important landmark in Chinese poetry as well as Chinese geography. Legend has it that migrating geese would not fly any farther south than
this ridge before stopping and turning back north. Thus, it also demarcates a psychological limit in the imagination of ancient Chinese poets:
the landscape south of the ridge, despite its actual beauty, always evokes homesickness, a sense of alienation and banishment, as witnessed by
the three poems translated below.

The life of Song Zhiwen (656-712) is tragically typical of the “talented poet” in medieval China. Passing the imperial examination at the age of
nineteen, he entered the bureaucracy early enough. Unlike Wang Bo T %/, who died young, or Song’s friend Du Shenyan FLH 5, who was
kept at “petty offices” by a series of setbacks, Song Zhiwen worked his way up to the fairly high rank of an assistant undersecretary in the
Imperial Personnel Department (kao gong yuanweilang ). He accelerated his advancement in the court by ingratiating himself with Zhang Yizhi
5k 5 2, Empress Wu Zetian’s 0/l & lover, and Princess Taiping A -1-/A &, the Empress’s daughter. (More information about the Princess is
offered below in the translator’s note to the poet Han Yu i #.) In the end, however, Song Zhiwen paid the ultimate price for his involvement
with power. As Empress Wu lay dying, a powerful courtier killed Zhang Yizhi, and immediately after her death, in 705, Song Zhiwen was
banished to Longzhou, in what is now Guangdong Province, as reflected in the first poem below. The scenery was apparently fresh, interesting,
even exciting to him, but he missed the lands he knew in the north. The exact duration of this exile is unknown, but it lasted at least a couple of
years (“Through winters and springs”). Song’s sense of homesickness and alienation must have been unbearable, for he escaped from his first
exile and returned to his home in central China, said to have been in northwest Henan Province or even farther north, in mid-west Shanxi
Province. Traditionally, his lines — “Now a fugitive nearing home in north,/I’'m too scared to talk with anyone/who seems to come/That Way™ —
have been read as a deep concern for the wellbeing of his family and friends. Re-contextualizing those lines in history, however, we can see
that his fear was real, and not just for family or friends, but for his own life as well. Indeed, he was soon (some time in or after 710) banished
again, this time to Qinzhou, Guangxi Province, a place farther southwest than his first banishment. This time he did not even think of escape.
Instead, he simply wished to see the plum blossoms on the ridge, blossoms symbolizing the utmost southern limit in the poetic imagination of
his time. In this second exile, he was “graciously given the imperial order to commit suicide” (ci si 534t), in 712, a year before Princess
Taiping attempted to murder or banish Li Longji 4=[#% %, the emperor Xuanzong X %% (r. 712-756). The Princess failed and received the same
“gracious imperial order.”

23

In the life story of Song Zhiwen we see how naive it can be to romanticize ancient Chinese poetry or landscape. The landscape in southern
China is real, beautiful, and fresh to the poet from central China, but Shangri-la never existed in the “exotic Orient.” A Tang poet’s sense of
place — or rather being out of place — was intertwined with and complicated by power struggles in the empire.



Song Zhiwen K2 |7

A B8 YT 1 % R )
( (AR % 53)
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Starting Early from Jiangkou River in Shixing County

fii e [y, SfeH S . )
bR, 5 A sEh T Befor.e dawn I.travel over the sharp peaks of Min.
B, BAEe s In spring I’ll view the Terrace of Canton.*
%i;gf}’ 2;@%;? Night clouds fall among the wings of rocs.

sk AT, LR The moon lingers between two peaks,
KRR, PO CER. a pear.l held by _the §hells ofa clam. o

(A7 24 5 Eé;, TR R The vines of climbing figs wave in greenish air.

Moss covers the trunks of ancient sugar-palms.
Dew-moistened cassia bark sends forth a rare fragrance.
Winding through rocks, the spring gurgles quietly.
Holding onto leaves, black monkeys howl back and forth.
Flowers between beaks, the kingfishers come and go.

The scenery of the south appears to be pleasant.
My thoughts of the north increase by the day.
In a few days my temples turn white.

My heart becomes as dead as ashes.

When can I turn around and head for home,

If only to weed my deserted garden?

* Min is now Fujian Province; Guangdong Province is its neighbor to the
south. The Terrace of Canton, however, is at the southern end of the
southern province of Guangdong.

+ Mythical giant birds of Indian and Arabic origin.



Song Zhiwen K2 |7

GEDILY  ( (EERE) & 53) Crossing the Han River
W A& Hlr, 2%EhE. For the last winter and this spring, I’ve lived
T2t EE, AEUR A South of the Grand Ridge.

Once an exile, now I’'m a fugitive near home,
sick of waiting for letters, too scared
to ask travelers about any news.

(BRI IEEEY  (2HETF) & 52) Written on the Wall of the Northern Stage of Grand Yu Ridge
PHH Y] CHE, &2 E . I’ve heard the legend of the wild geese
FATHRA D, fTHEHEK. that stop here in their October flight.
TLEREVIE, WREEAT . I have to go on south from here,
MEAE 2 4k, BB Sk 4 . not knowing when I could ever come back.

With the evening ebb the river falls quiet.
A deadly mist permeates the woods.
Tomorrow morning from a distant peak,

I hope to see these plum blossoms glowing
on the “southern-most” Grand Yu Ridge*

*The narrator of this poem obviously traveled much farther south from the
“southern-most” Ridge. All he could hope is to see the plum flowers on the
southern slope of the Ridge.






Shen Quangi L& 8

Shen Quangqi (7412 1]) is a contemporary of Song Zhiwen in a literal sense. They were born in the same year, 656, passed the imperial
examination in the same year, 675, fawned on the same man who served Empress Wu as a male concubine, and were both banished from court
when that man was killed in 705. (Shen Quangqji, however, lived two years longer than Song, and died a natural death in 714.) Small wonder,

then, to see the first poem expressing similar feelings of a lone “floating sojourner” who had crossed the outer boundary of the Central Empire.

The southern landscape is beautiful, but it can only evoke hopeless feelings of estrangement: the poet had to leave the meaningful land of the
“Center” and enter the uncertainty of the marginalized region of the “wild.” Interestingly, however, outside of the Central Empire — which had
dictated meaning of life as well as pattern of behavior to such miserable courtiers as Shen and Song — nature seemed to assume an intention of
its own and thereby derived the power to give meaning to life: the mountain moon “peeped into the window,” the “Silver River of Stars” (the
Milky Way) “flowed into the door,” spring turned leaves green, and the cuckoo broke the silence of the dark “void” of the “wild” region.
Knowingly or unknowingly, when pushed out of the familiar boundary of the established meaning-making system, the poets returned to a
larger world, one that moves along its own orbit. Did they gain some comfort from writing these poems? Why escaping from his first exile did
Song wish only for a view of the plum blossoms on the boundary ridge?

In the flitting world of humans, empires rise and fall, glories come and go. The Northern Hills of Mang outside the ancient capital of Luoyang,
and the silent graves arranged there, seemed to Shen Quanqi permanent witness to the vainglory of the empire-builders who died in that place.
Today, this traditional symbolism is challenged by the rapid “modernization™ of China: as I traveled by Luoyang in 2009, for example,
construction of a new expressway tore open several ancient tombs. Also, on what had been the remote and lonely western slope of the Peak of
Seven Hairpin Bends (on the border between the modern Shaanxi and Sichuan provinces), I was trapped for an hour in a traffic jam on the
newly completed inter-provincial highway. The jam was created by peddlers who crowded the “freeway” with their food and souvenir stands.
A local government official told me that they had “worked on” regulations for months: on the one hand, they did not want the peddlers to stop
the traffic; on the other hand, stopped traffic made travelers buy things and thereby contributed to the revenue for the local government. What
can the “People’s Government” do? A dilemma that Shen Quanqi could never have imagined during the sleepless night he spent there.
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Shen Quangi A2

(RfE-Lae)  C (2R % 96)
BhiET R A5, mE-ER .
e H IR E T, RIMAF K.
AR, TEBRCT M.
FRATEIT, ERE Y.
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(ErBY  C C2HERED) 5 96)

ALep i EAscEE, o T A TR
Wb H A7 B, 1l EMERRA RS

Spending the Night on the Peak of Seven-Hairpin Bends

Alone I travel more than a thousand miles.
High on the west slope of the Seven-Hairpin Bends,
[ lie down to a long, wakeful night.

The morning moon falls closer to my window,

The Silver River,* already low, flows into my front door —
together to make greener the leaves of gingko trees

that housed the cuckoo singing in the clear night.

A floating sojourner, I try to listen

to the sounds of home, east of the mountain.

What I hear from the last city of the Central Kingdom
is the chorus of roosters urging me to travel farther.

* The Milky Way.

The Northern Hill

On the Northern Hill of Mang
tombstones of ancient lords

stand in perfect files and ranks

for thousands of years

overlooking the East Capital Luoyang

In the evening, bells ring in towers
people in the city sing
with the setting of the sun

On the Northern Hills can the lords hear
pine needles and cypress leaves sigh
with the rustling wind over Luoyang



He Zhizhang R E

He Zhizhang was born in 656 in Yuezhou (now Xiaoshan, Zhejiang Province), in southeastern China. He left home early, but did not pass the
imperial examination until he was thirty-six, then gradually worked his way up into the Imperial Secretariat. Having nick-named himself “the
mad traveler from the Siming Mountains,” he retired to become a Daoist monk in his hometown by Mirror Lake. He lived a long life, dying in
744.

Though not as widely written about as Grand Yu Ridge, Mirror Lake 577 is also a famous landmark in the Chinese poetic imagination. After
He Zhizhang, the lake’s “clear water” was reflected in the works of Lu You ki % (Song Dynasty), Zhang Kejiu 5K 7] /A (Yuan Dynasty), Qi
Biaojia /%% ££(Ming Dynasty), and Li Ciming % #4% (Qing Dynasty), all of whom lived by and wrote about the lake. Also known as Chang
Hu K34 (Long Lake), it used to be a large lake along the foothills of Kuaiji Mountain, in Zhejiang Province, connected to the Cao E River to
the east, which flowed into the ocean. In the Eastern Han Dynasty (25-220), the lake had a circumference of one hundred and fifty-five
kilometers. During the Tang, even as He Zhizhang wrote about its “unchanged ripples,” the lake began to fill with silt; when the Song Dynasty
poet Lu You began to write, dykes were built and most of the lake reclaimed as rice fields. Now, only one stretch of the river, somewhat
broader than the rest, remains as a reminder of the former Mirror Lake. Nor are the clear ripples of the lake as unchanging as those poets had
imagined, having been polluted by the rampant industrialization in southeastern China, and especially by the growing city of Shaoxing. As the
city grows, the lake continues to shrink. When I visited this (once) poetic lake in the summer of 2009, I was surprised to see that a part of the
lake shore had been partitioned with a rope, marked to become part of a new golf course that replaced the traditional mulberry trees on the 29
slope of the rolling hills.

Bk ¢ (&) £ 112) To A Willow Tree
BAEARM— W&, JIRTE T oLy, Decorated with green jade
Agnanm e, — AFEREI ). You stand tall and graceful

letting your hair down

a greenish silky waterfall

Who has the skills and tools

to cut such exquisite leaves so well

Winds of March* are sharper

than the best of shears
* The second month of the lunar

calendar is roughly equivalent to
March.



He Zhizhang B E

(FE2EP H—) ((2FERF #112)

SANBEFRERR, ZHERBERE.
JLEAH WASARIR, 5 0] % AT 4K
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BIK 2 S H%Z, ERNEFHE,
MEAT RO BEIK, FRASEIE I

Homecoming, I

I left my home a young man
Now I finally return my temples grey

The village urchins see me
wondering who I am

They smile and ask me

Mr. Traveler
where are you from

Homecoming, 11

For thirty years I’ve been away from home
Lately I’ve realized many friends died
Only the ripples on the lake

glitter and shimmer as always

unchanged by spring winds



Zhang Jiuling 5K L&

As explained in the note on Song Zhiwen &[], the Chinese scholar-official-poet dreaded the vast region south of the Grand Yu Ridge, a
region that included what is now north and central Vietnam. Zhang Jiuling, however, is an exception. He was born in 678 among the southern
foothills of the Grand Yu Ridge, in Rock Pond Village, Shixing County, near what is now Shaoguan City, Guangdong. His family had lived in
that small village since the time of his great-grandfather, though recent research suggests Zhang Jiuling himself lived, and in 740 died, in
Qujiang District, about seventy kilometers southwest of the ancestral village (He Ge’en, “Zhang J iuling Nianpu,” and “Zhang Jiuling Nianpu
Buzheng,” both in Lingnan Xuebao, Vol. 4, No. 1, April 1935, and Vol. 6, No. 1, April 1937; also see Fu Xuancong, “Tang Dai Shiren Kao
Lue: Zhang Jiuling” Wen Shi, Beijing, March, 1980).

Critical consensus says Zhang Jiuling wrote more poems about water — including lakes, rivers, and waterfalls — than mountains, farms, or other
features of the landscape (Tao Wenpeng, “Du Zhang Jiuling Shanshui Shi Biji.” Guangming Daily, March 24, 1987). Yet, I think his belief that
grasses and trees have their own heart is something that should not be forgotten, for in the mid-nineteenth century, Henry David Thoreau’s first
Maine Woods essay was banned for the statement in it that the white pine of Maine has as good a soul as himself and will go to as high a
heaven. Even today, Western environmentalists are still trying hard to help people “think like a mountain” and respect the “mind” of other
species such as the whooping crane and the spotted owl.

R B Verse One of Twelve
MR SE, R .
FRIREA =, HI/RNETN.

ERNARAR
AR AL,

Vi IR AR A 15
fa sk 5 N4 .

Orchid leaves in spring grow soft and
luxuriant.

Osmanthus blossoms in autumn shine
with pure light.

Lovely is this meaning of life —
in keeping with the seasons they celebrate
their own good days.

The recluse in the woods smelling their
sweetness
is inspired to make a pleasant remark —

Grasses have their hearts,
trees their own minds.

Beautiful ladies of powerful lords,
flowers never ask you to pick them.
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RihZFHE, KIEEE.
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Viewing the Waterfalls on Mount Lu
From the Inlet of Lake Poyang

For ten thousand feet, the flood tumbles through
layers and layers of cloud,

sending red and purple mists over the sky,
falling over shrubs and trees.

It looks like a rainbow arching over the sun,
sounds like a summer thunderstorm
in a clear, blue sky.

Inspirited mountains of diverse beauty!
You impregnate the void with moist light.



Wang Zhihuan £ ¥

Wang Zhihuan’s family had since the time of his great, great, great-grandfather, lived in the Prefecture of Jinyang, in what is now Shanxi
Province. He served in lower offices and traveled in central and northern China most of his life, on either bank of the Yellow River. Born in
688, during the Reign of Empress Wu, he died in 742, at the beginning of the reign of Emperor Xuanzong, the peak of the Tang Empire.

The Tower of Storks was located in Puzhou, now Yongji County, Shanxi Province, on an island mid-stream in the Yellow River. According to
Shen Kuo 7445 (1031-1095), a Song Dynasty poet and scientist, “the Tower of Storks stood above the mighty Yellow River, facing the soaring
Zhongtiao Mountains ' %4 111. Tang poets wrote many pieces on the walls of the tower, but only three poems could virtually re-present the
scene and sense of the place. Wang Zhihuan’s poem is the best of the three” (Mengxi Bi Tan. Chengdu, Bashu Press, 1995, p. 209).

“The Song of Liangzhou™ has been established as a poetic sub-genre since the Han Dynasty, often describing the ritual in which poets broke a
twig of willow to give to a departing friend as a token of the length of the period during which they would miss each other. In this poem Wang
is saying that though there are no willow twigs to break in the high deserts of the far northwest, the soldiers guarding the frontier there know
that, and should not grumble. American New Critics would have loved this poem, for Wang’s irony is quite successful: he complains more
effectively by reminding a fellow soldier not to complain.

Wang never rose higher in his official career than county secretary. He seems to have been unhappy about that, often keeping beat with a sword
while singing his own poems out loud. His poems were very popular in his time, sung by sing-song girls at parties and market places. It’s a pity
only six of them have survived.
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Wang Zhihuan E2 %

CBEER) (2HTF) 5253 Climbing the Tower of Storks
HHEKWLR, SRR . The pale sun comes to an end behind the mountains.
mHETEE, BEL—BE#. The Yellow River flows into the sea.

He who wants to see even farther than that,
must climb another story.

34
Coopia)y KR 4 253D A Song of Liangzhou
WE E A |, — R P The Yellow River leads us up into the clouds
TR AR, ERAAE LK. To guard a lonely castle and ten-thousand-foot mountains

Don’t complain, you player of the Tartar flute
for spring winds never bother to come over the Yumen Pass



Meng Haoran 15

Meng Haoran was born in 689, the year after the birth of Wang Zhihuan T Z i, in the key strategic city of Xiangyang, along the Han River in
modern Hubei. He never much liked the court and stayed away from it until the age of forty, when, his hair having already turned gray, he
finally travelled to Chang’an to take the imperial examination. He failed. While in the capital, he met the poet Zhang Jiuling 5K JL&, who
admired his poetic talent but could not help him win office. Frustrated, Meng traveled in southeastern China during the year of 728. A decade
later, in 737, when Zhang Jiuling had been demoted to be governor of Jingzhou, he appointed Meng Haoran an administrative assistant in his
prefectural office. Two years later, the poet Wang Changling T & #% was demoted and sent to the southwest. On his way to his new posting, he
stopped by Xiangyang and met Meng Haoran in Zhang Jiuling’s office. The next year, returning from the south Wang again met with Meng
Haoran, on which occasion the two ate river fish and drank a great deal of wine. That meal supposedly worsened a subcutaneous ulcer Meng
Haoran had on his back, and he died soon after the party. In the same year, the poet Wang Wei T4 was appointed to succeed Zhang Jiuling as
governor of Xiangyang. Upon news of Meng’s death, Wang Wei painted a portrait of Meng to hang in his office. These stories help explain
why in his poems Meng Haoran described the importance of friendship in his life of rural reclusion.

The last poem translated below is likely more interesting to the environmentalists of the twenty-first century, offering a basis for reconciliation
of culture and nature. Lord Yang Hu, whose epigraph moved Meng Haoran to tears, protected the interest of the common people while serving
as the emperor’s general. Four hundred years before Meng Haoran was born, Lord Yang had often hiked Mount Xianshou, drinking wine and
composing poems there with his friends. Once, moved by the landscape, he told his friends that “this mountain seems to be born with the
universe itself and sages since ancient times have hiked the mountain and viewed the panorama long before we did. Yet those sages were all
gone and not to be heard of ever since. Thinking of this makes me sad” (quoted in Xiao Difei, <ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>