98 Sin L "3 WARNER

=N No one does not

{=HEAFELS Eagerly anticipate the coming of the time and
excitedly greet the arrival of the season,

AnENE When one can follow the current and coast the
water margins.

HERZ Ho, they go to pick lotus;

B Lo, they come offering its blossoms.

SV R EMt Beautiful cantos push open ornately bedecked gates;
B 7 (B Sweet love lyrics draw apart securely shut curtains.

FEANGEE It causes one’s heart to pang with affection;
N It makes one’s mind churn with longing. (Il. 235-42)

“So superb is the lotus,” Wang Bo next declares, that

BEFE Its beauty eclipses the radiance of all other plants; )
HET Y Its aroma surpasses even the nine-peduncle magic i
) \,
mushrooms. A PRm tan \

BEPIZHE  Blue-plumed magic birds roost on its flowers;

NBAVE: aclows
HEME 2%  Azure-shelled precious tortoises rest on its pads.

'l"f\. e nted; ens. A im\

Y ik Purple satin pouches sheathe scrolls of transmitted ollow Yhe M5 bt
accounts [of lotus]; N " — 1 =
FHe&pea Books of cinnabar record instructions for secret intong fe - _{"th
[lotus] incantations. WS
=Xid How can it merely be consigned

gl > e To add luster to the embroidered columns
BES 7 E% Or to amplify the resplendence of ornate ceilings?
(1. 243-50)

It is at this point, having praised the lotus with utmost hyperbole, that Wang
Bo invites his readers to imagine life without the beauty and delight of lotus—
to imagine a world in which the sighting of one is as rare as catching a glimpse
of the mythical phoenix or birds of synced-wings (biyi niao L5382 ,). The pic-
ture he paints is decidedly bleak:

WABE Verily,

VTS ioh It Myriad things will lose their magical brilliance;

BEEH A multitude of others will cease to emanate their
heavenly luster;

B T It will lead Kings Tang and Wu to fast and be heedful

of auguries;
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than the evident assertion that this is the model that the world has been lack-
ing. This, he wants us to understand, is the Mother of All Lotus Fu.

Organizationally, we may read “Cailian fu” as an episodic poem consisting of
a preamble and eight vignettes in which lotus picking figures. The preamble
begins with a pronouncement that is startling for being both bold and odd: “Of
those things that bring one to rhapsodize without ascending high,” Wang Bo
asserts, “Nothing can match lotus picking!” JEB 5 0] AR E » SR D
£2 (Il.1-2). He then elaborates:

o __&*——_\_‘_L
DLEIRE SR Itis all the more so when the waves of Lake Dongtingare j B o
7 o l P \‘
coated purple e fuenenes Lings Inda nh(L- )
{ERRM54%k7K  Or when the waters of Xiaoxiang River are colored green, . el

L E M SHIE  When the summer rain is Jjust giving way to a clear g—w//y]—»‘—“% s T
¢ 1wushicaten o
morning sky ; J & f f i-t)‘ l",,

EVEERSEFE  Orwhen the cool breeze suddenly stirs in the falling dusk. )O wf

HEEER Deep-green leaves and virescent sepals of lotus —
e ) Spread like mist permeating the Five Lakes;
%] B %EE Their carmine blossoms and crimson blooms
EiET-H Irradiate thousands of miles in a blaze of brilliance.20
(1L 3-10)

The fine beauty of the lotus, Wang Bo continues, is appreciated and treasured
by everyone everywhere, regardless of one’s station or predilection. Men of
lofty mind and ideals—the “solitary sojourners” (youke H4%Z), the “superior
men” (junzi &-F-)—and the innocent, carefree damsels alike, all respond to
lotus with an instinctual affinity. “Don’t you understand why this is s0?” he asks
in bringing the preamble to conclusion. His answer introduces the vignettes
that follow and points ahead, as we will see, to the fir's lessons: “Our attraction
to things follows their bidding; / But our inner feelings direct our emotional
response” & HE » BLLIEE (1L 33-34).

In the succeeding episodes of the poem, Wang Bo depicts an array of char-
acters in diverse situations and diverse states of mind. There is the imperial
consort feeling unfulfilled in her glamorous but isolated and loveless existence
behind the palace walls. She nurses her loneliness and sorrow by gathering lo-
tus blossoms, whose beauty, like her own, is soon to fade. There is the love-
struck maiden blissfully basking in the affection and embraces of her
prince charming. She picks lotus flowers with glee as her doting suitor takes

20  See n. 39 below regarding the anomalous rhyme scheme in the last four lines of this

excerpt.
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LR EH A There the Perfected One of Purple Yang32
20 BRWEE Blew a jade mouth-organ, inviting us
EEEE FEh) s To his Loft for Quaffing Rose-Clouds, where tran-
scendent music played,33
N SR 56 (L B e So dulcetly mellisonant as the calls of simurgh or
phoenix.
R AR, As the pipes hurried, sleeves swayed long, on the
verge of lifting away,
24 GEBKSFEHT . While the Prefect of Handong commandery tipsily

sang and danced.
FEREERS Taking up in his hands a damask robe, he draped it

over me,

IR R AL LR As drunkenly I lay insensate, pillowed on his thigh. - : ‘
[stanza break] - ’?@m{ﬁthm ends on Jhe Lol J‘LX‘" (n’\ﬁ_
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32 The Perfected (or Realized) One of Purple Yang is a Daoist priest surnamed Hu %8, for
whom Li Bo would later compose a memorial stele-inscription. See “Handong Ziyang
xiansheng beiming” ‘R E55AETEL, 1eQyp “jiwai shiwen, 4494-4510; LBJJZ
30.1734-38. The epithet “Purple Yang” is resonant in Daoist history as belonging to the
Perfected Person born in 8o BCE as Zhou Yishan 835111 and who eventually ascended to
transcendence, later becoming one of the divinities who appeared to Yang Xi #£3% in the
Shangging |/ revelations of 363-370.

33 "Quaffing rose-clouds” was a Daoist method of nourishing one’s spiritual essence, known

to adepts. Li Bo also wrote a sixteen-line pentametric poem, likely during this same visit,
inscribed on the wall of the Master Hu's loft, “Ti Suizhou Ziyang xiansheng bi" RS J| £
P04 BE, LBQIP 25.3563-68; LBITZ 25.1437—38. A difficult question, which would take
us too far afield to pursue here, is raised by a prose “preface” possibly also resulting from
the same visit. It is called “Preface [to Poetry] on a Winter Night at the Master Ziyang’s
Loft for Quaffing Rose-clouds in Suizhou, Seeing Off Yuan Yan, Master of Mists, on his
Reclusion at Mount Xiancheng” (*Dongye yu Suizhou Ziyang xiansheng Canxia lou, song
Yanzi Yuan Yan yin Xiancheng shan xu” @T}i?}";\lﬁﬁ'l‘l%F%%E%@E@ﬁﬁ?ﬁjﬁﬂ%
UBEELLIFR), LBQIIP 27.4143-45; LBIJZ 27.1501-03. (“Master of Mists,” JFIF was Yuan Yan's
Daoist byname, complementing that of his brother or uncle Yuan Dangiu which was
“Master of Rose-clouds,” Xiazi ££-.) In brief, the problem is that in this preface Li Bo
states that Yuan Yan was convinced by Hu Ziyang’s description of Mt. Xiancheng as a
spiritual environment to go immediately there for a period of reclusion, which was the
very occasion for “seeing him off” But in our poem Li Bo says (line 31) that upon their
parting in Suizhou, Yuan headed to Chang'an. Also we note that in our poem Li Bo and
Yuan Yan had roamed enjoyably together on Mt. Xiancheng before reaching Suizhou and
being welcomed by Hu Ziyang. Full discussion must await another time, but perhaps the
years that passed between the time Li Bo wrote the preface and when he wrote his remi-
niscing poem had caused him to confuse or telescope certain events.



