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Entitled “Light Furs, Fat Horses,” this is a 5-character, old style
poem composed by the most prolific poet of the Tang Dynasty, Bai
Juyi (772-846). It comes from a series of ten satirical poems entitled
“Poems of the Capital Area,” which were written around 810 CE.
Bai had earlier urged the imperial court to take measures to aid the
victims of severe droughts that plagued the areas around the
capital in 810, but as this poem strongly suggests, his pleas went
unheeded. It does not say a lot about the environment, but it
definitely comments on social justice and responsibility.
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=5 RER, BEEEE., Yiqijido man IU, anma guangzhao chen.
ERS(a A, AFBENE. Jitwen hé weizhé, rénchéng shi neichén.
KapEek & RESFE, Zhafajié dafd, zishou huo jiangjun.
=HEhem FEEXIWNE, Kua fujan zhong yan, zdumd qu rd yan.
BESSEE, JKPEE/\IL, Zanléiyijit yun, shuilt ludbazhén.
BEEEFEN, EYIRMEE, Gud baidongting ju, kuai gie tianchi lin.
St aE, BRIk, Shibdo xin zirud, jit han qiyi zhen.
BETHE M AR, Shisuljidngnan han, quzhou rén shirén.
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A show of arrogant spirit fills the road;
a glitter of saddles and horses lights up the dust.

I ask who these people are—
crusted servants of the ruler, I'm told.

The vermilion sashes

are all high-ranking courtiers,

the purple-ribboned are probably generals.
Proudly they repair to the regimental feast,

their galloping horses passing like clouds.

Tankards and wine cups brim with nine-brewed wine;

from water and land,

array of eight delicacies.

For fruit they break open Tung-t'ing oranges,

for fish salad, carve up scaly bounty from T’ien-ch’ih.
Stuffed with food, they rest content in heart;

livened by wine, their mood grows merrier than ever.
This year there’s @ drought south of the Yangze.

In Ch’ii-chou, people are eating people.



