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Plover skimming evening waves on the Omi sea,

when you cry, so my heart trails, pliantly down to the past.
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Coming out from Tago’s nestled cove, I gaze: white, pure white

the snow has fallen on the Fuji’s lofty peak,
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In spring, at dawn, the dark mass of the mountain lightness little by little at the



edge and slowly the blue mists float away. How lovely!

But in summer the night is the best. Need I speak of the moon?

(GR : Nobuko Kobayashi)
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The Rnell of the bells at the Gion temple echoes the impermanence of all things.

The colour of the flowers on its double-trunked tree reveals the truth that to

flourish is to fall.

He who is proud is not so for long, like a passing dream on a night in spring.

He who is brave is finally destroyed, to be no more than dust before the wind.

(AR : P.G.O'NeilD:
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Incessant is the change of water where the stream glides on calmly: the spray
appears over a cataract, yet vanishes without a moment's delay. Such is the fate of

men in the world and of the houses in which they live.
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Days and months are travellers of eternity. So are the years that pass by. Those
who steer a boat across the sea, or drive a horse over the earth till they succumb to

the weight of years, spend every minute of their lives travelling. There are a great



number of ancients, too, who died on the road. I myself have been tempted for a

long time by the cloud-moving wind - filled with a strong desire to wander.

It was only toward the end of last autumn that I returned from rambling along the
coast. I barely had time to sweep the cobwebs from my broken house on the River
Sumida before the New Year, but no sooner had the spring mist bequn to rise over
the field than I wanted to be on the road again to cross the barrier-gate of
Shirakawa in due time. The gods seemed to have possessed my soul and turned it
inside out, and roadside images seemed to invite me from every cornet, so that it was
impossible for me to stay idle at home. Even while I was getting ready, mending my
torn trousers, tying a new strap to my hat, and applying moxa to my legs to
strengthen them, I was already dreaming the full moon rising over the islands of
Matsushima. Finally, I sold my house, moving to the cottage of Sampu for a
temporary stay
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A thicket of summer grass is all that remains

Of the dreams and ambitions, of ancient warriors
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In the utter silence of a temple,

A cicada’s voice alone penetrates the rocks.
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The great Milky Way spans in a single arch

The billow-crested sea, falling on Sado beyond.
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Gathering all the rains of May,

The River Mogami rushes down in one violent stream.

(Excerpts from BASHO, Penguin Classics)
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Breaking the silence of an ancient pond,

A frog jumped into water — a deep resonance.
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The train came out of the long tunnel into the snow country. The earth lay white
under the night sky.

The train pulled up at a signal stop. A girl who had been sitting on the other side of
the car came over and opened the window in front of Shimamura. The snowy cold

poutred in.

(R :  Edward. G. Seidensticker)
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A Spring View by Tu Fu

Though a country be sundered, hills and rivers endure;
And spring comes green again to trees and grasses
Where petals have been shed like tears

And lonely birds have sung their grief.

... After the war-fires of three months,

One message from home is worth a ton of gold.

... I stroke my white hair. It has grown too thin

To hold the hairpins any more



