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Not long afterward Chang was traveling in P'u,* where he lodged some ten
I? east of the city in a monastery called the Temple of Universal Salvation. It
happened that a widowed Mrs. Ts'ui had also stopped there on her way back
to Ch’ang-an. She had been born a Cheng; Chang’s mother had been a
Cheng, and when they worked out their common ancestry, this Mrs. Ts'ui
turned out to be a rather distant cousin once removed on his mother’s side.

This year Hun Chen® died in P’u, and the eunuch Ting Wen-ya proved
unpopular with the troops, who took advantage of the mourning period to
mutiny. They plundered the citizens of P'u, and Mrs. T's’ui, in a strange
place with all her wealth and servants, was terrified, having no one to turn
to. Before the mutiny Chang had made friends with some of the officers in
P’u, and now he requested a detachment of soldiers to protect the Ts'ui
family. As a result all escaped harm. In about ten days the imperial commis-
sioner of inquiry, Tu Ch'lich, came with full power from the throne and
restored order among the troops.

Out of gratitude to Chang for the favor he had done them, Mrs. Ts'ui
invited him to a banquet in the central hall. She addressed him: “Your wid-
owed aunt with her helpless children would never have been able to escape
alive from these rioting soldiers. It is no ordinary favor you have done us; it
is rather as though you had given my son and daughter their lives, and I want
to introduce them to you as their elder brother so that they can express their
thanks.” She summoned her son Huan-lang, a very attractive child of ten or
so. Then she called her daughter: “Come out and pay your respects to your
brother, who saved your life.” There was a delay; then word was brought that
she was indisposed and asked to be excused. Her mother exclaimed in anger,
“Your brother Chang saved your life. You would have been abducted if it
were not for him—how can you give yourself airs?”

After a while she appeared, wearing an everyday dress and no makeup on
her smooth face, except for a remaining spot of rouge. Her hair coils straggled
down to touch her eyebrows. Her beauty was extraordinary, so radiant it took
the breath away. Startled, Chang made her a deep bow as she sat down beside
her mother. Because she had been forced to come out against her will, she
looked angrily straight ahead, as though unable to endure the company. Chang
asked her age. Mrs. Ts'ui said, “From the seventh month of the fifth year of the
reigning emperor to the present twenty-first year, it is just seventeen years.”

Chang tried to make conversation with her, but she would not respond,
and he had to leave after the meal was over. From this time on Chang was
infatuated but had no way to make his feelings known to her. She had a
maid named Hung-niang with whom Chang had managed to exchange
greetings several times, and finally he took the occasion to tell her how he
felt. Not surprisingly, the maid was alarmed and fled in embarrassment.
Chang was sorry he had said anything, and when she returned the next day
he made shamefaced apologies without repeating his request. The maid said,
“Sir, what you said is something I would not dare repeat to my mistress or Jet
anyone else know about. But you know very well who Miss Ts'ui’s relatives
are; why don't you ask for her hand in marriage, as you are entitled to do
because of the favor you did them?”

4. A province northeast of Chlang-an [editors’' note]. 5. A unit of measure equal to one quarter of 2
mile feditors note]. 6. The regional commander of Chinng-chow died in Pru-chen in 799,
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“From my earliest years I have never been one to make any improper con-
nections,” Chang said. “Whenever I have found myself in the company of
young women, | would not even look at them, and it never occurred to me
that I would be trapped in any such way. But the other day at the dinner I
was hardly able to control myself, and in the days since, I walk without
knowing where I am going and eat without hunger—I am afraid I cannot
last another day. If I were to go through a regular matchmaker, taking three
months and more for the exchange of betrothal presents and names and
birthdates’—you might just as well look for me among the dried fish in the
shop.® Can't you tell me what to do?” ;

“Miss Ts'ui is so very strict that not even her elders could suggest anything
improper to her,” the maid replied. “It would be hard for someone in my posi-
tion to say such a thing. But I have noticed she writes a lot. She is always recit-
ing poetry to herself and is moved by it for a long time after. You might see if
you can seduce her with a love poem. That is the only way I can think of.”

Chang was delighted and on the spot composed two stanzas of spring
verses which he handed over to her. That evening Hung-niang came back
with a note on colored paper for him, saying, “By Miss Ts'ui’s instructions.”

The title of her poem was “Bright Moon on the Night of the Fifteenth™

I await the moon in the western chamber

Where the breeze comes through the half-opened door.
Sweeping the wall the flower shadows move:

I imuagine it is my lover who comes.

Chang understood the message: that day was the fourteenth.of the second
month, and an apricot tree was next to the wall east of the Ts'uis’ courtyard.
It would be possible to elimb it. .

On the night of the fifteenth Chang used the tree as a ladder to get over
the wall. When he came to the western chamber, the door was ajar. Inside,
Hung-niang was asleep on a bed. He awakened her, and she asked, fright-
ened, “How did you get here?”

“Miss Ts'ui’s letter told me to come,” he said, not quite accurately. “You go
tell her I am here.”

In a minute Hung-niang was back. “She’s coming! She’s coming!”

Chang was both happy and nervous, convinced that success was his. Then
Miss Ts'ui appeared in formal dress, with a serious face, and began to
upbraid him: “You did us a great kindness when you saved our lives, and that
is why my mother entrusted my young brother and myself to you. Why then
did you get my silly maid to bring me that filthy poem? You began by doing a
good deed in preserving me from the hands of ravishers, and you end by
seeking to ravish me. You substitute seduction for rape—is there any great
difference? My first impulse was to keep quiet about it, but that would have
been to condone your wrongdoing, and not right. If I told my mother, it
would amount to ingratitude, and the consequences would be unfortunate. I
thought of having a servant convey my disapproval, but feared she would not
get it right. Then I thought of writing a short message to state my case, but
was afraid it would only put you on your guard. So finally I composed those

7. To determine an astrologically suitable date for a wedding. 8. An allusion to the parable of help that
comes ton late in chapter @ of pre Chin philosaphical work Cluneng-tzu.
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vulgar lines to make sure you would come here. It was an improper thing to
do, and of course I feel ashamed. But I hope that you will keep within the
bounds of decency and commit no outrage.”

As she finished speaking, she turned on her heel and left him. For some
time Chang stood, dumbfounded. Then he went back over the wall to his
quarters, all hope gone.

A few nights later Chang was sleeping alone by the veranda when some-
one shook him awake. Startled, he rose up, to see Hung-niang standing
there, a coverlet and pillow in her arms. She patted him and said, “She is
,coming! She is coming! Why are you sleeping?” And she spread the quilt wﬁ.m
put the pillow beside his. As she left, Chang sat up straight and Hc_.uvom his
eyes. For some time it scemed as though he were still dreaming, rzﬁ
nonetheless he waited dutifully. Then there was Hung-niang again, with
Miss Ts'ui leaning on her arm. She was shy and yielding, and appeared
almost not to have the strength to move her limbs. The contrast with her
stiff formality at their last encounter was complete.

This evening was the night of the eighteenth, and the slanting rays of the
moon cast a soft light over half the bed. Chang felt a kind of floating lightness
and wondered whether this was an immortal who visited him, not someone
from the world of men. After a while the temple bell sounded. Daybreak was
near. As Hung-niang urged her to leave, she wept softly and clung to him.
Hung-niang helped her up, and they left. The whole time she had not spoken
a single word. With the first light of dawn Chang got up, wondering, was it a
dream? But the perfume still lingered, and as it got lighter he could see on his
arm traces of her makeup and the teardrops sparkling still on the mat.

For some ten days afterward there was no word from her. Chang com-
posed a poem of sixty lines on “An Encounter with an Immortal” which he
had not yet completed when Hung-niang happened by, and he gave it to her
for her mistress. After that she let him see her again, and for nearly a month
he would join her in what her poem called the “western chamber,” slipping
out at dawn and returning stealthily at night. Chang once asked what her
mother thought about the situation. She said, “She knows there is nothing
she can do about it, and so she hopes you will regularize things.”

Before long Chang was about to go to Ch’ang-an, and he let her know his
intentions in a poem. Miss Ts'ui made no objections at all, but the look of
pain on her face was very touching. On the eve of his departure he was
unable to see her again. Then Chang went off to the west. A few months
Jater hie again made a trip to P'u and stayed several months with Miss Ts'ud.

She was a very good calligrapher and wrote poetry, but for all that he kept
begging to see her work, she would never show it. Chang wrote poems for
her, challenging her to match them, but she paid them little attention. The
thing that made her unusual was that, while she excelled in the arts, she
always acted as though she were ignorant, and although she was quick and
clever in speaking, she would seldom indulge in repartee. She loved Chang
very much, but would never say so in words. At the time she was subject to
moods of profound melancholy, but she never let on. She seldom showed on
her face the emotions she felt. On one occasion she was playing her zither
alone at night. She did not know Chang was listening, and the music was
fuli of sadness. As soon as he spoke, she stopped and would play no more.

- . . Lt a1
This made him all the mare infatunted with her
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Some time later Chang had to go west again for the scheduled examina-~
tions. It was the eve of his departure, and though he had said nothing about
what it involved, he sat sighing unhappily at her side. Miss Ts'ui had
guessed that he was going to leave for good. Her manner was respectful, but
she spoke deliberately and in a Jow voice. “To seduce someone and then
abandon her is perfectly natural, and it would be presumptuous of me to
resent it. It would be an act of charity on your part if, having first seduced
me, you were to go through with it and fulfill your oath of lifelong devotion.”
But in either case, what is there to be so upset about in this trip? However, I
see you are not happy and I have no way to cheer you up. You have praised
my zither playing, and in the past I have been embarrassed to play for you.
Now that you are going away, I shall do what you so often requested.”

She had them prepare her zither and started to play the prelude to the
“Rainbow Robe and Feather Skirt.” After a few notes, her playing grew wild
with grief until the piece was no longer recognizable. Everyone was reduced
to tears, and Miss Ts'ui abruptly stopped playing, put down the zither, and
ran back to her mother’s room with tears streaming down her face. She did
not come back.

The next morning Chang went away. The following year he stayed on in
the capital, having failed the examinations. He wrote a letter to Miss Ts'ui
to reassure her, and her reply read roughly as follows:

I have read your letter with its message of consolation, and it filled my childish
heart with mingled grief and joy. In addition you sent me a box of ornaments to
adorn my hair and a stick of pomade to make my lips smooth. It was most kind
of you; but for whom am I to make myself attractive? As I look at these presents
my breast is filled with sorrow. .

Your letter said that you will stay on in the capital to pursue your studies, an
of course you need quiet and the facilities there to make progress. Still it is hard
on the person left alone in this far-off place. But such is my fate, and I should
not complain. Since last fall 1 have been listless and without hope. In company I
can force myself to talk and smile, but come evening I always shed tears in the
solitude of my own room. Even in my sleep I often sob, yearning for the absent
cne. Or I am in your arms for 2 moment as it used to be, but before the secret,
meeting is done I am awake and heartbroken. The bed seerns still warm beside
e, but the one I love is far away.

Since you said good-bye the new year has come. Ch’ang-an is a city of plea-
sure with chances for love everywhere. | am truly fortunate that you have not
forgotten me and that your affection is not worn cut. Loving you as I do, I have
no way of repaying you, except to be true to our vow of lifelong fidelity.

Our first meeting was at the banquet, as cousins. Then you persuaded my
maid to inform me of your love; and | was unable to keep my childish heart firm.
You made advances, like that other poet, Ssuma Hsiang-ju.? I failed to repulse
them as the girl did who threw her shuttle.! When I offered myself in your bed,
you treated me with the greatest kindness, and I supposed, in my innocence,
that I could always depend on you. How could 1 have foreseen that our
encounter could not possibly lead to something definite, that having disgraced
myself by coming to you, there was no further chance of serving you openly as a
wife? To the end of my days this will be a lasting regret—1I must hide my sighs
and be silent. If you, out of kindness, would condescend to fulfill my selfish

9. An allvsion to the story of the Flan poet, Ssu-ma Hsiang-ju (179117 8.¢.}, who enticed the young

widow Cho Wen-chiin to elope by his zither playing. 1. A neighboring girl, named Kao, repulsed Hsich
K'un's {280-322) advances by throwing her shuttle in his face. He Inst two teeth,
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wish, though it came on my dying day it would seem to be a new lease on life.
But if, as a man of the world, you curtail your feelings, sacrificing the lesser to
the more important, and look on this connection as shameful, so that your
solemn vow can be dispensed with, still my true love will not vanish though my
bones decay and my frame dissolve; in wind and dew it will seek out the ground
you walk on. My love in life and death is told in this. I weep as I write, for feel-
ings I cannot express. Take care of yourself; a thousand times over, take care of
your dear self.

This bracelet of jade is something I wore as a child; I send it to serve as a gen-
tleman’s belt pendant. Like jade may you be invariably firm and tender; like a
bracelet may there be no break between what came before and what is to follow.
Here are also a skein of multicolored thread and a tea roller of mottled bamboo.
These things have no intrinsic value, but they are to signify that I want you to be
true as jade, and your love to endure unbroken as a bracelet. The spots on the
bamboo are like the marks of my tears,? and my unhappy thoughts are as tangled
as the thread: these objects are symbols of my feelings and tokens for all time of
my love. Our hearts are close, though our bodies are far apart and there is no time
I can expect to see you. But where the hidden desires are strong enough, there will
be a meeting of spirits. Take care of yourself, a thousand times over. The spring-
time wind is often chill; eat well for your health’s sake. Be circumspect and care-
ful, and do not think too often of my unworthy person.

Chang showed her letter to his friends, and in this way word of the affair
got around. One of them, Yang Chii-yiian, 2 skillful poet, wrote a quatrain
on “Young Miss Ts'ui”;

For clear purity jade cannot equal his complexion;
O the iris in the inner cowrt snow begins to melt.

A romantic young man filled with thoughts of love.
A letter from the Hsiao girl,? brokenhearted.

"Yiian Chen* of Ho-pan wrote a continuation of Chang’s poem “Encounter
with an Immortal,” also in thirty couplets:

Faint moonbeams pierce the curtained window;

Fireflies glimmer across the blue sky.

The far horizon begins now to pale;

Dwarf trees gradually turn darker green.

A dragon song crosses the court bamboo; 5
A phoenix air brushes the wellside tree.

The silken robe trails through the thin mist;

The pendant circles tinkle in the light breeze.
The accredited envoy accompanies Hsi wang-mu;
From the cloud's center comes Jade Boy.® 10
Late at night everyone is quiet;

At daybreak the rain drizzles. :

Pearl radiance shines on her decorated sandals;

5

2. Alluding te the legend of the two wives of the sage ruler Shun, who stained the bambao with their tears.
3. In T'ang times the term “Hsino-niang” referred to young women in genersl. Here it means Ying-ying.
4. Yuan Chen (775~831) was a key literary figure in the middle of the T'ang period. 5. Hsi wang-my,
the Queen Mother of the West, is a mythological figure supposedly dwelling in the K'un-lun Mountains in
China's far west, In early accounts she is sometimes described as part human and part beast, but since early
post-Han times she has uswally been described as a beautiful immortal. Her buge palace is inhabited by
other immaortals. Within its procinets grow the magic peach trees which bear the fruits of immortality once
every three thousand years. This might be an allusion to Ying-ying's mother. 6. The Jade Boy might
allude to Ying-ving's hrother.
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Flower glow shows off the embroidered skirt.

Jasper hairpin: a walking colored phoenizx; 15
Gauze shawl: embracing vermilion rainkow.

She says she comes from Jasper Flower Bank

Amd is going to pay court at Green Jade Palace.

On an outing north of Lo-yang’s” wall, ’

By chance he came to the house east of Sung Yii's.% 20
His dalliance she rejects a bit at first,

But her yielding love already is disclosed.

Lowered locks put in motion cicada shadows;’

Returning steps raise jade dust.

Her face turns to let flow flower snow 25
As she climbs into bed, silk covers in her arms.

-Love birds in a neck-entwining dance;

Kingfishers in a conjugal cage.

Eyebrows, out of shyness, contracted; .

Lip rouge, from the warmth, melted. . 30
Her breath is pure: fragrance of orchid buds;

Her skin is smooth: richness of jade flesh.

No strength, too limp to lift a wrist;

Many charms, she likes to draw herself together.

Sweat runs: pearls drop by drog; : 35
Hair in disorder: black luxuriance.

Just as they rejoice in the meeting of a lifetime

They suddenly hear the night is over.

There is no time for lingering;

It is hard to give up the wish to embrace. 40
Her comely fuce shows the sorrow she feels; .
With fragrant words they swear eternal love.

She gives him a bracelet to plight their troth;

He ties a lovers' knot as sign their hearts are one.

Tear-borne powder runs before the clear mirror; as
Around the flickering lamyp are nighttime insects.

Moonlight is still softly shining

As the rising sun gradually downs.

Riding on a wild goose she returns to the Lo River.

Blowing a flute he ascends Mount Sung.! 50
His clothes are fragrant still with musk perfume;

The pillow is slippery yet with red traces.

Thick, thick, the grass grows on the dyke;

Floating, floating, the tumbleweed vearns for the isle.

Her plain zither plays the “Resentful Crane Song”; 55
In the clear Milky Way she looks for the returning wild goose.?

The sea is broad and truly hard to cross;

The sky is high and not easy to traverse.

The moving cloud is nowhere to be found-—

Hsiao Shih® stays in his chamber. 60

7. Possibly a reference to the goddess of the Lo River. 8. In “The Lechery of Master Teng-t'u,” i
¥ ; 54 3 . eng-t'u,” S Y
tells about the dom_wnms_ girl next door to the east who climbed up on the Enumw.no flirt with E—M. ! 9. :w_..nm?n;
ring "M»”nnn”mhmo in the Dnmmwm style. L. This is also known as the Central Mountain. . . . Here the one
ascending the mountain may refer to Chang. 2. Which might be carrying a message. . Hsi i
was a well-known flute-playing immortal of the Spring and .?.w.._ mn period. B e 3 Hsino Shih
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All of Chang’s friends who heard of the affair marveled at it, but Or.mﬂm
had determined on his own course of action. Yilan Chen was especially
close to him and so was in a position to ask him for an explanation. Chang
said, “It is a general rule that those women endowed by Heaven with great
beauty invariably either destroy themselves or destroy someone else. If this
Ts'ui woman were to meet someone with wealth and position, she would use
the favor her charms gain her to be cloud and rain or dragon or monster—I
can't imagine what she might turn into. Of old, King Hsin of the mrmn.m and
King Yu of the Chou® were brought low by women, in spite of the size of
their kingdoms and the extent of their power; their armies were scattered,
their persons butchered, and down to the present day their names are
objects of ridicule. I have no inner strength to withstand this evil influence.
That is why I have resolutely suppressed my love.”

At this statement everyone present sighed deeply.

Over a year later Ts'ui was married, and Chang for his part had taken a
wife. Happening to pass through the town where she was living, he asked
pérmission of her husband to see her, as a cousin. The husband ww.owm to
her, but Ts'ui refused to appear. Chang’s feelings of hurt showed on his face,
and she was told about it. She secretly sent him a poem:

Emaciated, I have lost my looks,

Tossing and turning, too weary to leave my bed.
It's not because of others I am ashamed 1o rise;
For you I am haggard and before you ashamed.

She never did appear. Some days later when Chang was about to leave, she
sent another poem of farewell:

Cast off and abandoned, what can 1 say now,
Whowm you loved so briefly long ago?

Amny love you had then for me

Will do for the one you have now.

After this he never heard any more about her. His contemporaries for the
most part conceded that Chang had done well to rectify his mistake. T have
often mentioned this among friends so that, forewarned, they might avoid
doing such a thing, or if they did, that they might not be led astray by it. In
the ninth month of a year in the Chen-yiian period, when an official, Li
Kung-ch'ui, was passing the night in my house at the Pacification Quarter,
the conversation touched on the subject. He found it most extraordinary
and composed a “Song of Ying-ying” to commemorate the affair. Ts'ui’s
child-name was Ying-ying, and Kung-ch'ui used it for his poem.

4, Hsin (Ghou) was the familiar last ruler of the Shang Dynasty, whose misrule and fall rre attributed to
the influence of his favorite Ta-chi. King Yu (ruled 781-771 p.C.), tast ruler of the Western Chou, was mis-
led by his consort Pag-ssit. The behavior of both rulers is traditionally attributed to their infatuation with
the wiclked women they loved,
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LI CH'ING-CHAO
1084—ca. 1151

There is no better introduction to Li Ch'ing-chao's life than her “Afterword” to her
husband’s study of early inscriptions, the Records on Metal and Stone. Prefaces and
afterwords were usually stylized, scholarly, and relatively impersonal; but in Li
Ch'ing-chao's hands the form became the means to show the relation between a work
of scholarship and a pair of lives. The “Afterword” tells first of the idyllic early years
of marriage while her husband, Chao Te-fu, was a student in the Imperial Academy
and of their shared passion for books and learning, Their fate as a couple was some-
how mirrored in the fate of their collection of books and antiques: begun for their
joint pleasure, it increasingly grew into #n obsession that dominated her husband’s
life, until at last both the collection and her husband's scholarly work came to reveal
only the differences between them.

The fate of both the marriage and the collection are set within the larger context
of the fate of the Sung Dynasty, which in 1126 and 1127 lost its capital, its emperor,
and north China to the invading Chin Tartars. The captured Sung emperor, whose
extravagance and inattention to political matters were blamed for the loss of the
north, happened himself to be an obsessive connoisseur of artworks. As Li Chling-
chao hastily fled south, the huge collection was gradually scattered and lost. Soon
after they escaped the north, her husband died. Thereafter the residue of the collec-
tion represented many things to Li Ch'ing-chao. At one point it seemed to be the
means to purchase her husband’s posthumous honor after he was falsely accused of
treason; the boocks were also her companions in her constant flight from place to
place, and the few pieces that finally remained became cherished mementos of her
former life. Throughout this short work Li Ch'ing-chao returns again and again to the
relation between people and their possessions, to their role in human relationships,
and to the way in which such objects gain value and meaning.

Li Ch'ing-chao is considered one of the finest writers of traditional song lyric.
There was a long and complex relation between poetry and song in traditional China.
The works of poets were often set to music and were sometimes modified to answer
musical needs. During the T'ang period, however, an entirely new kind .of music
became popular, stanzaic melodies with musical lines of unequal length. In a lan-
guage where the pitch of a word {or “tone”} is essential to understanding its meaning,
Chinese song lyrics had to pay careful attention to the requirements of a particular
melody to be comprehensible: the pitch of the word had to match the pitch of the
music. T’ang poets began the practice of composing new lyrics for these popular
irregular melodies, and this new poetic form came to be known as £z, best trans-
lated as “song lyrics.” These often concerned Iove and were performed in the enter-
tainment quarters of the great cities and at parties. By the early Sung Dynasty
(960-1279) the song Iyric had evolved into a verse form with a very different char-
acter from that of classical poetry. It was primarily associated with delicate sensibil-
ity, and it sought to evoke the mood of moments.

The relatively few of Li Ch'ing-chac’s song lyrics that survive are among the finest
examples of the form. In the lyries to the melody “Every Note Slow” she takes up the
essential concerns of the form and one of the oldest questions in the Chinese tradi-
tion, which is the capacity of language to express adequately what occurs in the mind
and heart. The lyric attempts to evoke the mood of the moment and closes by com-
paring the emotion she has evoked to the simple word sorrow, which is true, yet too
broad to convey what she feels. Li Ch'ing-chao had a genius for scenes that could
evoke feeling, as in the lyrics to “Southern Song,” in which she changes from her
light summer clothes to a warmer autumn dress, decorated with scenes of a Jotus
pond. But the dress is old and its gilt lotus leaves are flaking off, making it lcok like
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the dying vegetation of a real lotus pond, which becomes both the physical evidence
and the symbol of her own aging. It is'at such moments that she solves in her own
way the ancient problem of how words can express the feeling of the moment.

PRONOUNCING GLOSSARY

The following list uses common English syllables to provide rough equivalents of selected
words whose pronunciation may be unfamiliar to the general reader.

ch'ai-hu: chai-hoo

Chang Fei-ch'ing: jahng fay-ching
Chao Te-fu: jau duh—foo
.OEm:méE jyahng—doo

Hsti Hsi: shoo shee

Ko-t'ien: guh—tyen

Lai-chou: lai—joh

Li Ch'ing-chao: lee ching—jau
Chien-chung: jyen—juhng Liu Tsung-yitan: lyoh dzuhng—yooan
Ch'th-yang: chur—~yahng Peng: pubng ,
Ch'ing-chou: ching—joh Shao-hsing;: shau—shing
chitan: jooan Sut: sway

Ch'u-chou: choo—jok . Tse-ch’uan: dzuh—chooahn

Chung Fu-hao: juhng foo—hau Tso-chuan: dowoh—jooahn

Ch'ung-ning: chuhng—ning tz'u: isuh
Hsiang-kuo: shyahng—gwoh Yitan Tsai: yooan dzai

Hsiao Yi: skyat ee Yiich-chou: yooeh—jok -

Afterword to Records on Metal and Stone!

What are the preceding chapters of Records on Metal and Stone?—the work
of the governor, Chao Te-fu. In it he took inscriptions on bells, tripods,
steamers, kettles, washbasins, ladles, goblets, and bowls from the Three
Dynasties of high antiquity all the way down to the Five Dynasties (immedi-
ately preceding our Sung); here also he took the surviving traces of acts by
eminent men and obscure scholars inscribed on large steles and stone disks.
In all there were two thousand sections of what appeared on metal and
stone. Through all these inscriptions, one might be able to correct historical
errors, make historical judgements, and mete out praise and blame. It con-
tains things which, on the highest level, correspond to the Way of the Sages,
and on a lower level, supplement the omissions of historians. It is a great
amount indeed. Yet catastrophe fell on Wang Ya and Yiian Tsai alike: what
did it matter that the one hoarded bocks and paintings while the other
merely hoarded pepper? Ch'ang-yu and Yitan-K'ai both had a disease—it
made no difference that the disease of one was a passion for money, and of
the other, a passion for transmission of knowledge and commentary.
Although their reputations differed, they were the same in being deluded.
In 1101, in the first year of the Chien-chung Reign, I came as a bride to
the Chao household. At that time my father was a division head in the Min-
istry of Rites, and my father-in-law, later Grand Councilor, was an executive
in the Ministry of Personnel. My husband was then twenty-one and a stu-

1. All sclections translated by Stephen Qwen.
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dent in the Imperial Academy. In those days both families, the Chaos and
the Lis, were not well-to-do and were always frugal. On the first and fif-
teenth day of every month, my husband would get a short vacation from the
Academy: he would “pawn some clothes™ for five hundred cash and go to
the market at Hsiang-kuo Temple, where he would buy fruit and rubbings of
inscriptions. When he brought these home, we would sit facing one another,
rolling them out before us, examining and munching. And we thought our-
selves persons of the age of Ko-t'ien.?

When, two years later, he went to take up a post, we lived on rice and veg-
etables, dressed in common cloth; but he would search out the most remote
spots and out-of-the-way places to fulfill his interest in the world’s most
ancient writings and unusual characters. When his father, the Grand Coun-
cilor, was in office, various friends and relations held positions in the Impe-
rial Libraries; there one might find many ancient poems omitted from the
Book of Somgs, unofficial histories, and writings never before seen, works
hidden in walls and recovered from tombs. He would work hard at copying
such things, drawing ever more pleasure from the activity, until he was
unable to stop himself. Later, if he happened to see a work of painting or
calligraphy by some person of ancient or modern times, or unusual vessels
of the Three Dynasties of high antiquity, he would still pawn our clothes to
buy them. I recall that in the Ch'ung-ning Reign* a man came with a paint-
ing of peonies by Hsii Hsi and asked twenty thousand cash for it. In those
days twenty thousand cash was a hard sum to raise, even for children of
nobility. We kept it with us a few days, and having thought of no plan by
which we could purchase it, we returned it. For several days afterward hus-
band and wife faced one another in deep depression.

Later we lived privately at home for ten years, gathering what we could
here and there to have enough for food and clothing. Afterward, my hus-
band governed two provinces in succession, and he used up all his salary on
“lead and-wooden tablets” [for scholarly work]. Whenever he got a book, we
would collate it with other editions and make corrections together, repair it,
and label it with the correct title. When he got hold of a piece of calligraphy,
a painting, 2 goblet, or a tripod, we would go over it at our leisure, pointing
out faults and flaws, setting for our nightly limit the time it took one candle
to bumn down. Thus our collection came to surpass all others in fineness of
paper and the perfection of the characters.

I happen to have an excellent memory, and every evening after we finished
eating, we would sit in. the hall called “Return Home" and make tea. Pointing
to the heaps of books and histories, we would guess on which line of which
page in which chapter of which book a certain passage could be found. Suc-
cess in guessing determined who got to drink his or her tea first. Whenever I
got it right, [ would raise the teacup, laughing so hard that the tea would spill
in my lap, and I would get up, not having been able to drink anything at all. I
would have been glad to grow old in such a world. Thus, even though we were
living in anxiety, hardship, and poverty, our wills were not broken.

‘When the book collection was complete, we set up a library in “Return
Home” hall, with huge bookcases where the books were catalogued in

2. Refers to the allowance for students at the Imperial Academy. 3. A mythical emperor of earliest
antiquity, when all the world was at peace. 4. From 1102 to }106.
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sequence. There we put the books. Whenever I wanted to read, I would ask
for the key, make a note in the ledger, then take out the books. If one of
them was a bit damaged or soiled, it would be our responsibility to repair the
spot and copy it out in a neat hand. There was no longer the same ease and
casualness as before. This was'an attempt to gain convenience which led
instead to nervousness and anxiety. | couldn’t bear it. And 1 began to plan
how to do away with more than one meat in our meals, how to do away with
all finery in my dress; for my hair there were no ornaments of bright pearls
or kingfisher feathers; the household had no-. ifnplements for gilding or
embroidéry. Whenever we would cothe upon a history or the work of a major
writer, if there was nothing wrong with the printing and no errors in the edi-
tion, we would buy it on the spot to have as a second copy. His family had
always specialized in The Book of Changes and the Tso chuan,® so the col-
lection of works in those two traditions was most perfect and complete.
Books lay ranged on tables and desks, scattered on top of one another on
pillows and bedding. This was what took our fancy and what occupied our
minds, what drew our eyes and what our spirits inclined to; and our joy was
greater than the pleasure others had in dancing girls, dogs, and horses.

In 1126, the first year of the Ching-k'ang Reign, my hushand was govern-
ing Tse-ch'uan when we heard that the Chin Tartars were moving against
the capital. He was in a daze, realizing that all those full trunks and over-
flowing chests, which he regarded so lovingly and mournfully, would surely
soon be his possessions no longer. In the third month of spring in 1127, the
first year of the Chien-yen Reign, we hurried south for the funeral of his
mother. Since we could not take the overabundance of our possessions with
us, we first gave up the bulky printed volumes, the albums of paintings, and
the most cumbersome of the vessels. Thus we reduced the size of the collec-
tion several times, and still we had fifteen cartloads of books. When we
reached Tung-hai, it took a string of boats to ferry them all across the Huai,
and again across the Yangtse to Chien-K'ang. In our old mansion in Ch'ing-
chou we still had more than ten rooms of books and various items locked
away, and we planned to have them all brought by boat the next year. But in
the twelfth month Chin forces sacked Ch'ing-chou, and those ten or so rooms
1 spoke of were all reduced to ashes. .

The next autumn, the ninth month of 1128, my husband took charge of
Chien-Kang Prefecture but relinquished the position in the spring of the
following year. Again we put everything in boats and went up to Wu-hu and
Ku-shu, intending to take up lodging on the River Kan. That summer in the
ffth month we had reached Ch'ih-yang. At that point an imperial decree
arrived, ordering my husband to take charge of Hu-chou, and before he
assumed that office, to proceed to an audience with the Emperor. Therefore
e had the household stop at Ch'ih-yang from which he would go off alone
to answer the summons. On the thirteenth day of the sixth month he set off

to carry out his duty. He had the boats pulled up onto the shore, and he sat
there on the baok, in summer clothes with his headband set high on his
forehead, his spirit like a tiger’s, his eyes gleaming as though they would
shoot into a person, while he gazed toward the boats and took his leave. I
was in a terrible state of mind. 1 shouted to him, “[f I hear the city is in dan-

1 and early history, respectively.
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ger, what should I do?” He answered from afar, his hands on his hips: “Fol-
low the crowd. If you can’t do otherwise, abandon the household goods first
then the clothes, then the books and scrolls, then the old _uaonNmmtr_ucm
carry the sacrificial vessels for the ancestral temple yourself; live or die with
them; don't give them up.” With this he galloped off on his horse.

As he was hurrying on his journey, he suffered sunstroke from the intense
heat, E.mn_ by the time he reached imperisl headquarters, he had contracted
a E&m.d.& mﬂ.wﬁmw. At the end of the seventh month I received a letter that he
was lying sick. 1 was much alarmed, considering my husband’s excitable
nature and voé nothing had been able to prevent the illness deteriorating
into fever; his temperature might rise even higher, and in that case he would
have to take chilled medicines; then the sickness would really be something
to be worried about. Thereupon I set out by boat and in one day and night
traveled three hundred leagues. At the point when [ arrived he was EEuﬁm
large doses of ch'zi-hu and yellow ch'in® he had a recurring fever with
dysentery, and the illness appeared terminal. I was 2@@@?@ and in such 2
desperate situation I could not bring myself to ask him what was to be done
after his death. On the eighteenth day of the Qmw&.g month he could no
longer get up; he took his brush and wrote a poem; when he finished, he
passed away, with nio thought at all for the future provision of his mm:Eu\.g

‘When the funeral was over I had nowhere to go. His Majesty had already
sent the palace ladies elsewhere, and 1 heard that crossings of the Yangtse
were to be prohibited. At the time I still had twenty ﬁrocmmbm chiian of books
two ﬁrocm.mﬁm copies of inscriptions on metal and stone with o&owvoﬁmm
table service and mats enough to entertain a hundred guests, along samv
other H.un.mmmmmmoﬂm equaling those already mentioried. I also mﬂméﬁmn% wm.nr to
m.gw point that my only vital sign was a rasping breath. The situation was mmﬁ.
ting more serious every day. I thought of my husband’s .Uwomumn.ggméuwd
executive in the Ministry of War on garrison duty in Hung-chou, and T dis-

patched two former employees of my husband to go ahead to my brother-in-
law, taking the baggage. That winter in the twelfth month Chin invaders
mmmwmm Hung-chou and all was lost. Those books which, as I said, took a
string of boats to ferry across the Yangtse were scattered into nmo.:m_m of
mEcH.Am. What remained were a few light scrolls and calligraphy pieces; man-
c.m.nnﬁn copies of the collections of Li Po, Tu Fu, Han m‘F and Liu m)mcba-
yiian;® a copy of A New Account of Tales of the World; a copy of Discourses owh
m.www and Iron; a few dozen rubbings of stone inscriptions from the Han and
Tang; ten or so ancient tripods and cauldrons; a few boxes of Southern T"ang
manuscript editions—all of which I happened to have had removed to Ew
nFm.B_umwm to pass the time during my llness—now a solitary pile of leftovers

. Since I could no longer go upriver, and since the movements of mpm
invaders were unfathomable, I went to stay with my younger brother Li
Hang, a reviser of edicts. By the time I reached T’ai-chou, the governor of
the ﬁwmnm.rmm already fled. Proceeding on to Shan through gc-nwoc we left
the clothing and linen behind. Hurrying to Yellow Cliff, we hired a boat to
take us toward the sea, following the fleeing court. The court halted a while

6. Knowledge of herbal lore was expected of wiw ‘
) / L ore | es.« 7. Short prose works giving th i
information on the inseriptions. These were Chao Te-fu's copies and E%ﬂuﬁ% om._ MM“M”..”MMMMWMWMW

“Chiian": like a chapt ,
it ike a chapter and the measure used to count the size of a libracy. 8. T'ang poets and prose
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in Chang-an, then we followed the imperial barge on the sea route to Wen-
chou and Yizeh-chou.® In the twelfth month of the fourth year of the Chien-~
yen Reign, early in 1131, all the officials of the government were released
from their posts. We went to Clii-chou, and then in the third month of
spring, now the first year of the Shao-hsing Reign (1131}, we returned to
Yieh-chou, and in 1132, back again to Hang-chou.

When my husband had been gravely ill, a certain academician, Chang Fei-
ching, had visited him with a jade pot—actually it wasn't really jade but
smin, a stone like jade. I have no :dea who started the story, but there was &
false rumor that they had been discussing presenting it to the Chinas a trib-
ute gift. I also learned that someone had made formal charges in the matter.
{ was terrified and dared say nothing, but I took all the bronze vessels and
such things in the household and was about to turn them over to the impe-
rial court. But by the time I reached Yiieh-chou, the court had already gone
on to Ssu-ming. I didn’t dare keep these things in the household any longer,
<o | sent them along with the manuscript books to Shan. Later, when the
imperial army was rounding up defeated epemy troops, | heard that these
had all been taken into the household of General Li. That “solitary pile of
Jeftovers” of which I spoke had now been reduced by about fifty or sixty per-
cent. All that remained were six or s0 baskets of books, painting, ink, and
inkstones that I hadn’t been able to part with. I always kept these under my
bed and opened them only with my own hands.

At K'uai-chi 1 chose lodging in a cottage belonging to a local named
Chung. Suddenly one night someone made off with five of the baskets
through a hole in the wall. I was terribly upset and offered a substantial
reward to get them back. Two days later Chung Fu-hao next door produced
eighteen of the scrolls and asked for a reward. By that I knew the thief was
not far away.! I tried every means 1 could, but I still couldn’t get hold of the
cest. I have now found out that they were all purchased at a low price by the
Circuit Fiscal Supervisor, Wu Yiteh. Now seventy or eighty percent of that
“solitary pile of leftovers” is gone. I still have a few volumes from three or so
sets, none complete, and some very ordinary pieces of calligraphy, but I still
treasure them as if I were protecting my own head—how foolish I am!

Nowadays, when [ chance to look over these books, it's like meeting old
¢riends. And I recall when my husband was in the hall called “Calm Gover-
nance” in Lai-chou: he had first finished binding the volumes, making title
slips of rue leaves to keep out insects and tie-ribbons of pale blue silk, binding
ten chiian into one volume. Every day in the evening when the office clerks
would go home, he would do editorial collations on two chilan and write a
colophon for one inscription. Of those two thousand items, colophons were
written on five hundred and two. It is so sad—today the ink of his writing
seems still fresh, yet the trees by his grave have grown to an armspan in girth.

Long ago when the city of Chiang-ling fell, Hsiao Yi, Emperor Yiian of the
Liang, did not regret the fall of his kingdom, yet destroyed his books and
printings [unwilling to see them fall into the hands of his conquerors].
When his capital Chiang-tu was sacked, Yang Kuang, Emperor Yang of the
Sui, wasn't concerned with his own death, only with recovering his books

9. This itinerary follows the generel flight the northerner took to the southeast toward the ses, escaping

the threat of an invasion of south China by the Chin Tatars, 1. This suggests that Tﬁlmbm_o&.Or:nm
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This spirit overturning the boat in which they were being transported so that
w.m could have his library in the land of the dead]. It must be that the pas-
sions of human nature cannot be forgotten, even standing between life Wsm
death. Or maybe it is Heaven's will that beings as insignificant as ourselves
are not fit to enjoy these superb things. Or it might be %En the dead too have
consciousness, and they still treasure such things, give them their devoted
attention, unwilling to leave them in the world o.nm. Hmum living. How hard th
are to obtain and how easy to lose! - e e
EMMWE@MMM Nﬂﬁ 1 was Mmmrﬁmmd until now at the age of fifty-two—a span of
thir %ﬁr ~how mucl calamity, how much gain and loss I have witnessed!
en there s possession, there must be lack of possession; when there is a
mmﬁfoﬂwm together, there must be a dissolution—that is ﬁro,noanmﬁ Tinci-
ple o“m things. Someone loses a bow; someone else happens to find mWoénI
%.MMM M s\om? uﬂmowum in that? The reason why I have so minutely recorded
Hmnwop,momm _MMM mmM“MMMW Mo end is to serve as a warning for scholars and col-
ENMMMM%MMMQOS& year of the Shao-hsing Reign (1132), the eighth
Li Ch'ing-chao

Song Lyrics

To “Southern Song”

Up in heaven the star-river turns
in man's world below “
curtains are drawn.
A chill comes to pallet and pillow,
damp with tracks of tears.
1 rise to take off my gossamer dress
and just happen to ask, “How late is it now?”

The tiny lotus pods,
kingfisher feathers sewn on;
as the gilt flecks away q
the lotus leaves grow few.
Same weather as in times before,
the same old dress—
only the feelings in the heart
are not as they were before.

To “Free-Spirited Fisherman”

Billowing clouds touch sky and reach
the early morning fog,

the river of stars is ready to set,
a thousand sails dance.

My dreaming soul moves in a daze
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to where the high god dwells—
I hear Heaven speak,
asking me with urgent concern
where I am going now.

And [ reply that my road is long, 10
and, alas, twilight draws on;
I worked at my poems and for nothing have
bold lines that cause surprise.
Into strong winds ninety thousand miles
upward the Peng! now flies. 15
Let that wind never stop,
let it blow this tiny boat away
to the Three Immortal Isles.?

To “Like a Dream”

I will always recall that day at dusk,
the pavilion by the creek,
and I was so drunk I couldn't tell
the way home. My mood left me,
it was late when I turned back in my boat 5
and I strayed deep among lotuses—
how to get through?
how to get through?
and [ startled to flight a whole shoal
of egrets and gulls. 10

To “Drunk in the Shadow of Flowering Trees”

Pale fog, then dense clouds—
gloomy all day long;
in the animal-shaped censer
incense burns away.
Once again it is that autumn holiday: 3
to my jade pillow behind the gauze screen
at midnight the cold first comes.

By the eastern hedge I took wine in hand
after twilight fell.
A fragrance filled my sleeves unseen. 10
Don't tell me this does not break your heart—
the west wind blowing up the curtains
and the person,
as gaunt as the chrysanthemums.

1. The P'eng was a huge mythical bird described in the Chuang Toe, When it was ready to fly from the
northern ocean to the southern otean, it would rise up ninety thousand miles in a whirlwind. Here it is
used as a figure whose greatness smaller creatures cannot comprehend. 2. In the eastern sea, believed
to be inhrbited by immortals,

-
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To “Spring in Wu-ling”

The wind dies down, the fragrance in dirt,
the flowers now are gone;
late afternoon, too weary to comb my hair.
Everything in the world is right; I am wrong;
all that will happen is done; 5

before I can say it, tears come.

Yet I've heard it said that at Double Creek
the spring is lovely still,

and I think I'll go boating there.

But then I fear 10
those little boats of Double Creek

won't budge if they are made to bear
this much melancholy.

To “Note After Note”

Searching and searching, seeking and seeking,
so chill, so clear,

and forlorn. 5
That time of year .
when it's suddenly warm,
then cold again,
now it’s hardest of all to take care.
Two or three cups of weak wine— . 10
how can they resist the biting wind
that comes with evening?
The wild geese pass by—
that’s what hurts the most—
and yet they're old acquaintances. 15
In piles chrysanthemums fill the ground,
looking all wasted, damaged—
who could pick them, as they are now?
I stay by the window,
how can I wait alone until blackness comes? 20
The beech tree,
on top of that
the fine rain,
on until dusk,
the dripping drop after drop. 25
In a situation like this .
how can that one word “sorrow” grasp it?



